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| am

| am the darknessthat you fear,

and the bright that lights your way.

| am she that watches thisforlorn world,
and grieves a itsdestruction.

| am the onewho knows your highs,
your lows, your fear's.

They areforever present, aways near.
Don't you ever put them away?

| amlove.

| am the soft touch and warm embrace

that comforts you each night.

| am feather- likes kisses that tease you,

and the one you turn away.

| am your heart, your soul, the very air you bresth.
| amthefireinyour being

| Am your desire.

I Am.

Brette Ponnette

Chapter One

The man purposaly gunned the engine of the large dectric blue and silver bike, smiling at the loud roar he
created. It made an echoing, growling sound that more than matched his mood in the underground

garage.



He paid no attention to the well-dressed couple who nervoudy eyed him while they hurried to their car.
Dressed as he was in tight brown suede pants and the tasseled vest, many people gave him wide berth.
The corded muscles of his upper body strained the confines of the vest he wore and seemed to make the
plain brown rawhide gauntlets seem something specid.

As he skidded into a parking spot next to the skittish couple, he lazily kicked down the bike stand. He
mumbled some unheard words under his bresth and the massive bike rumbled to astop. Again, with
deceptively lazy movements, he pulled the large blue helmet off his head and the woman turned to Sare.

“Why do | let myself get talked into these things?” he questioned no one, as he gripped the visor of the
helmet in frustration. Barely leashed energy emanated from hisbody as he ran his hands over hiseyes.

A mass of waist-length red hair, contained by aleather thong near the bottom of the length, caressed his
back as he seemed to look for guidance from the heavens.

The woman in the car stopped looking nervous and began to look intrigued. Her husband seemed alittle
angry. Thiswas aman who al women secretly dream about, and the type who most men ingtantly didike
while secretly envying.

The red-haired man ignored the sudden roar of the car engine and the angry squedl of tires as the couple
roared out of the garage. He had bigger fishto fry.

“Why did | answer that phone?” he mumbled to himself, as he swung hislong legs over the saddle.

He reached around and grabbed a set of black |eather saddlebags and dung them over one muscular
shoulder, before walking to abank of mirrored elevators.

The gght of hisreflection made him burst out in laughter, causing awoman just pulling out of aparking
space to pause and eye this golden-skinned man.

“Ericisgonnahave puppies.” He grinned a the thought.

Hewasavictim of hat hair. He raised one hand to try to fluff out the mass of red hair, then changed his
mind. Let them take him ashewas.

Unbeknownst to him, far from being unattractive, the dightly flattened hair only gave him a sexy,
just-climbed-out-of-bed look. Hislazy gray eyes emphasized that point, even though hewas dert and
aware of amogt everything going on around him.

The élevator dinged and he stepped into air-conditioned comfort that was a startling contrast to the
summer heat. Leaveit to his Aunt Caressato find abuilding with air-conditioned eevators. She probably
ingsted on it before moving there with her modding agency, Crystal Faces.

By thetime he reached the twentieth floor, he was al but regretting getting out of bed today.

“Why me?’ he mournfully questioned the empty eevator. “What did | do to deserve this?’

He exited directly into ahurricane of activity.Crystal Faces wasin full business mode. Againgt one

mirrored wall sat acluster of young women, the hopefuls who wanted to be the next Tyra Banks or
Cindy Crawford. Across from them, and separated by alow silver and glass coffee table, sat two guys



who preened at themsalvesin the mirrors.

For amoment, when he made his entrance, al movement stopped asif to give tribute to such an
awesome force of energy. But thiswent unnoticed by the man. He was used to his commanding presence
and the attention that it brought.

The gaggle of girlsimmediately began to practice their vamping for the handsome stranger who had
entered their domain, by licking their full lips and pouting.

“I didn’t know that they were going for beefcakel” one outraged, tanned individual murmured to the guy
besde him. *1 thought they were looking for sexy!”

Overhearing this, the girlsrolled their eyes at the complaining man. If the stranger got any sexier, he
would soon start ariot.

The stud in question ignored al comments as he walked over to the receptionist’ s desk and cleared his
throat.

The perfectly coifed blonde wearing wire-rimmed glasses wrinkled her perfectly arched eyebrowsin
annoyance. Her pae blue eyes |ooked down at the table as her perfect cupid’ s bow lips pursed dightly.
With a put-upon sigh, her eyestraveled up the massive personage that stood before her until she hit his
face.

He swore she dmost looked relieved, which was hard to pull off in her case because his cousin never
showed emotion...ever.

“Gloria,” he began, his deep, dightly accented voice causing the group of hopefulsto gawk at himin
sartled disbelief. His voice was heavenly, the stuff dreams and fantasies. . . erotic fantasies...were made
of. “I believe Auntie Caressais expecting me.”

His medlow voice hinted at the mysterious and the exotic. Where on Earth did this one come from? Who
was he? They dl wanted to know.

“Spark!” her breathy voice was dmogt infused with alittle excitement.
What was going on here? He began to fed like alamb being led to the daughter under her anxious gaze.
“Caressaiswaiting in her office for you now.”

He amost turned and ran away when the cool and patrician Gloria half stood and eagerly motioned him
to the door.

What was happening? Gloria cons dered everyone she met beneath her and never had an excited
moment in al the yearsthat Spark had known her. She never even called Caressa, her mother, Mom!

So, with alittle trepidation, he turned and walked to the large double doors embossed with theCrystal
Faces logo. Out of curiosity, helooked back and froze like Lot’ swife. Gloriahad a hdf smile on her
face.

“My God!” Spark shuddered as he quickly turned and opened the doorsto his aunt’ s office.



“Sparkles, my dear!” Hisaunt Caressaadmost legped across her large glass desk to take his hands and
clagp them into her uncharacteristicaly damp ones.

Her green eyes were wide with...relief? And her long brown hair was flowing freely around her head,
dashed and curled into the latest trendy style.

“Eek!” another voice sounded out almost at the same instant. Spark whipped around and eyed Eric,
amusement lightening his concerned mood.

“What have you doneto yoursdf!” Thetdl man barreling from the corner of the room looked asif he
was about to have amassive coronary.

“Y ou rode that monster of abike over here, didn’t you? Do you know what dry skin can do to your
career? And that hair, honestly!”

He was cdled Eric the Terrible on the sets. The master hair and makeup artist was easy to spot. Every
time Spark saw him, he pictured aViking wielding ahair comb asif it were a sword, and amakeup
mirror likeashied. The massive blond could easily be amode forMuscle and Fitness , but instead
chose to work his magic behind the scenes.

“Hello, Eric,” Spark said with agrin, trying to disconnect himsaf from hisaunt’ s ever tightening grasp.
Before he could continue, Caressa began to make a pitch.

Wait! A pitch?

“Hereheigl” she announced to the room at large. “The perfect male model for your needs.”

“Modd!” Spark managed as his aunt began to talk to a person seated in front of her desk.

He had been too shocked by hisaunt’ s reception to notice her. The tall woman was definitely asuit, a
scout for alarge company. She was dressed in ared power pantsuit, wore her black hair in the requisite

French rall, and gazed at him through gold, wire-rimmed glasses. Definitely asuit.

“He definitely isbig enough, but is he proportiona?” The woman pulled her glassed down to thetip of
her nose and began examining him like aprized animd at a4H show.

He turned back to his aunt who seemed to grow alittle more nervous. “ Take off your, ah, vest, Spark.”
She avoided his sudden scowl and motioned with her hands to the garment in question.

Caressa knew that Spark wanted to end this phase of hislife. He'd modeled for her agency before he
made the serious decision to go into the family business. The extramoney had been abig help when he
moved out of hisparents house, but he never liked the way modeling made him fedl. Once he graduated
from college, hetold hisaunt that he was through and hadn’t looked back, despite years of her begging
and pleading. He had too many things to do now, and prancing down a catwalk just wasn't one of them.

Determination stiffening hisfeatures, he turned to his aunt and was struck by the tears svimming in her
large eyes.

Damn! He hated to see women cry. It was his one weakness and Caressa knew it. Although usually
manipulative and underhanded, Caressawouldn’t trap him like this unless it was an extreme emergency.



Then he began to smile adow, wicked smile that had the suit catching her breath and Eric rolling his
eyeswaiting for whatever bomb he was about to drop.

There had been afew changesto hisbody over the years, changesthat just might make him...dightly
lessthan perfect for any modeling job. The suit would turn him down; Caressawould fail a whatever her
plan waswhile giving it the old team try. And best of all, he would be off the hook. Thiswas so perfect it
was dmost fool proof!

Thethick slver carpet that covered the floor muffled the sound of his saddlebags hitting the floor, but still
it sounded like thefinal nail being driven into the coffin of hisaunt’s plans.

Wearing his trademark wicked grin, he began to undo the three buttons holding the rawhide vest closed,
building tenson just as his aunt had taught him to do in hismodeling days. With aflourish, he whipped the
vest off and let it dowly dide down hisarms until it dropped to thefloor.

Eric muffled asmall chuckle and Caressa bit back an unladylike curse. There, clamped onto his golden
right nipplewas atiny golden nipple, ring so smdl it dmost blended in with hisskin. If it were not for
sunlight pouring in from the massive window behind Caressa s desk glinting off of it, not many would
have noticed it. But Spark wasn't through.

In amove that made prancing horses famous al over the world, Spark tossed his mane of fiery red-gold
hair while turning his back to the smal crowd gathered in the office. In doing o, the thong dipped from
the ends of hishair, siriking Eric in the chest, prompting his startled “Hey!” and rleasing hiswaist-length
hair to flow freely down his body.

Still smirking, he shoveled one arm beneath that mass of hair, flipped it forward, and exposed his
perfectly naked, perfectly symmetrical, and perfectly tattooed back.

There, on hisright shoulder, rippling each tiny detailed scale with each of hismovementsresded a
scarlet, slver, and ice blue dragon. Instead of having the evil leer of most tattooed beasts, thisdragon’s
familiar gray eyes seemed to befilled with knowledge and never ending patience.

Spark beamed at hisaunt over his shoulder, acompletdy innocent look on hisface. And he had to fight
to giflealaugh.

“Thosearemy dad'seyes,” he pointed out to his mute aunt. “I was sure you would recognize them.”

“Why?" Caressafindly managed to croak through her suddenly tight throat. “\Why would you put
that...thing...there?’

“It ssmple, redly,” came his chipper reply. “My dad has dways “ gotten on my back” no matter what |
didinlife. I put to thereto remind me of that.”

Spark had to fight to keep from bursting with pride from the ingenious way that he had handled his aunt.
No one would be hurt and he would be alowed to go about his merry way.

“He' sperfect!” the other woman exclaimed, causing the other three in the room to look at the st in
various degrees of amazement.

“Me? Spark questioned, once again, thefeding of anoose tightening around his neck returning with a



vengeance.
“Him?’ both Caressa and Eric echoed, looking at each other before turning to the woman in red.

“1 want him on contract today. Do what ever it takes. He' s perfect for my needs. And that spiritua
touch about hisfather wasjust theicing on the cake. | should have put more faith in you Caressa; you
found me the perfect Brazen Man. Now tell me, my dear,” she said, turning to Spark. “ Are those streaks
of whiteinyour hair naturd?’

Inalast ditch effort to stop himsalf from sinking fast he nodded. They wouldn’t want someone with
prematurely silver hair, would they? It was too much pop and not the classic look that they needed, right?

With that, the woman rose from her chair, picked up her briefcase and walked over to Spark, who took
an involuntary step back.

“Yes, hewill do nicely. Always apleasure, Caressa” The woman took his aunt’s dow-moving hand,
athough Caressa <till seemed to be paralyzed into some state of shock, and briskly pumped it up and
down. “I’ll be seeing alot more you later, young man,” she shot at Spark before turning and leaving the
room.

Still in somewhat of adaze, Caressawalked back to her seat behind her glass desk and pressed a
button on her intercom.

“Gloria, can you comein here, please?’ she requested, her norma voice sounding alittle strained.

Spark stood there in confusion. How could his master plan fail! He was pretty sure that tattooed and
pierced model s were not in vogue today.

The glass doors silently opened and atense Gloria entered the room.

“I saw Mrs. Heart leave.” Gloriatook in the expressions of the people in the room; Caressa dumped
behind her desk with a strange expression on her face, Spark and Eric looking confused and mute
standing in the center of the room. Her face drained of color.

“Arewedl unemployed now?’ she asked camly, for Gloriawas nothing, if not...cam.

“She thought that he was perfect!” Caressaresponded, still looking alittle shocked. “Heis perfect!” she
added with alittle more conviction. “My Sparklesis perfect!” shefindly cried as she flew from behind
the desk and began to do the dance of joy.

“We'resaved!” the normaly taciturn Gloria cried, before she grabbed Eric and kissed him full on the
lips

“Weal get paid!” Eric cried, catching the happiness bug too, before he and Gloria began to dance

around Spark, who stood in the center of this maelstrom still frozen in place observing these people make
foolsof themsdlves

“Okay! Does someonewant to let mein onthis?’ hefinaly roared. “What' s the punch line?’

“Oh, my Sparkles, you did it!” Caressacrowed as she placed her hands on his shoulders and began to
jump up and down like an excited teenager. “Y ou saved my ass!”



“What?’ Now Spark was more confused than ever.

“My business. Y ou saved my business. Richard was going to cdl in the loan he gave meto sart this
agency if | didn't turn acertain profit by the end of thisyear.”

“Hewas gonnawhat?’ Spark was incensed. He ways knew that his Uncle Richard was alittle, well,
giff, but thiswasridiculous. “Hewas going to cut off hisown wife?’

“But it doesn't matter anymore, Sparkles.” Caressa exclamed. “ Do you know who that was? That was
AmedliaHeart. Ame Heart? Ame Heart of Brazen Heart Publishing?

His confused look cleared up in an instant. Brazen Heart Publishing produced a wide genre of romance
novels, but their claim to fame was asteamy line of books, al with a strong bondage theme.

“Y ou're going to be their spokes-model, Spark! Y ou will be festured on each cover and on each
advertisement.” Caresslooked up a him with such joy, that he dmost hated himself for what he had to
do next.

“Aunt Caressa,” he began, removing her hands from his shoulders and holding them down in front of her.
“Thereisnoway in hdl that I'm going to be on the cover of any erctic thriller. The answer isno.”

The sudden cessation of al sound in the room caused him to look from hisaunt’s suddenly stricken eyes
to the stricken eyes of Gloriaand Eric. Guilt dammed into him and made him flush alittle. “I’'m sorry.”

“But...but you are the answer to my prayers, Sparkles. | can’'t make it without you.” Caressa slips
began to tremble and her large, brown-green eyes began to fill with tears. “I can’t make it without you.”

Damn, not the water works, Spark thought as he pulled one hand free from hisaunt’s clutchesand ran it
through hishair.

“Aunt Caressa, | havejust been made afull partner inFlash and Flame . | till have my job at the Renn
Fedt. | just won't havetimeto do this”

At her continued silence, Spark found himself fedling like the Grinch. Maybe when heleft, he could find
some puppiesto kick.

“Please, Spark?’ Caressa swatery eyes stared up at him and her tears began to make silvery tracks
down her face. Suddenly she threw hersdlf, as much as she would alow hersdlf to be thrown, to her
knees at hisfeet. “Do you want meto beg?’

She raised impassioned watery eyes up to him and clasped her handsin supplication before her.

“Please, my Sparkles. I’'m on my knees before you!” she cried, her voice shaking, before throwing
hersdlf over hisfeet with a sob.

It was an Oscar-caliber performance, and although he knew it to be a perfectly orchestrated act, Spark
fdt himsdf givingin.

“Get up off thefloor.” He Sghed at last, looking at her body gracefully thrown across hisboots. “I'll do
it



In aflash, Caressawas on her feet and signaling her daughter and her master makeup artist to start
gathering the paperwork for the contract. All tears evaporated immediately.

“My mother warned me about this, but did | lisgen?’ he muttered to himsalf as he watched the partnersin
crime scurry around the office to prepare the piece of paper that would change hislife.

“I haveto go,” hefindly groused asthe busy bees buzzed around him. “I’m late for my day job.”

Suddenly dl of the activity around him ceased again.
“Please sign the contract firgt, Sparkles.” Caressanow looked less like afragile hothouse flower and
more like ahungry wolf. “I don’t want you to change your mind later.”

Fedling like he was being stalked, Spark bent down to retrieve hisvest and saddlebags. Hisfight or flight

ingtinctswerekicking in and he chose. . .flight.
“I'll call you tonight, Auntie,” he sammered as he backed from the room, keeping awary eye on the
aphawolf and her pack. “1 promise | will.”
Before they could make amove to stop him, he bolted for the doors and escaped to the reception room.
But right on his hed swas the pack, with Caressaiin the lead waving a contract and pen.

“Y ou will sgn thisthing and right now, Sparkles!” she cried as she stalked her skittish prey, the other

two bringing up the rear.
All movement in the outer office stopped to watch the confrontation taking place. The group of female
hopefuls gawked at Spark’ s bare, muscular chest and shared bemused grins with each other. Guesswho
was going to star prominently in their dreamsthis night! The two guys, on the other hand, eyed Spark
with acombination of hatred and jealousy.
“But...but...” Seeing no way out, Spark grabbed the contract from her hand and skimmed through it.

“Thethingsthat | do for you and your family!” he ground out as he looked over the contract.

It was pretty standard stuff, one year with an option to renew with his aunt’s company. The contract
withBrazen Heart would take alittle longer to prepare. He knew that his aunt, the barracudain sheep’s

clothing, would negotiate for abig contract.
“What' sthe world coming to when people get forced into Signing modeling contracts when they least

expect it!” he declared to theroom at large.

Hearing his outburst, one of the male models waiting to be seen rose and walked to the bank of
elevators with adisgusted look on his perfect, mae fashion-doll face. He was going to start weight lifting

today.
Spark dammed the contract down onto Gloria s desk, and with bold angry dashes, signed his name.

“Did | ever tell you how much | hate the name Sparkles?” he growled before ssomping to the elevator
door and punching the down button aready pressed by the soon-to-be weight lifting hopeful.



The guy took onelook at Spark, cursed, and then headed for the stairs at the end of the hall. He would
gart bulking up right now! Stair stepping was good for building muscle, right?

Spark looked back once to seethe trio crowing their delight and exchanging high fives. Whatever
happened to family loydty?

When the doors did open, Spark stomped inside and automatically dammed the button for the garage,
completely missing the smdll figure that stepped back at his dramatic entrance.

With another curse, he pulled on his vest when a soft voice from the back of the car asked, “Reected?’

Spark turned and flushed with embarrassment. He didn’t know anyone had witnessed hislittlefit of
temper.

“I’'m sorry?’ he sammered as he took in the woman. “ Did you want to get off at that floor?’
“I don’'t mind another trip down,” she answered in alow voice that sent shivers down his spine.

She had to be amodd, Spark thought, as he took in all that she was. Her head would reach just under
his chin, which would make her about five-feet-ten inches to his six-seven. He had inherited his great
height from hisfaher.

In deference to the heat, she was wearing akind of halter-top in emerald green, which had long ties that
wrapped in back and crisscrossed her dender waist. Her skirt was long and black and had a split down
the center of the front that stopped above her thighs. His heart dmost stopped as she shifted one
ddicately muscled leg, and the skirt parted to reved that she was actualy wearing short shortswith the
gplit skirt attached. On her feet was apair of deadly looking hedls that made aman think of how good
those legswould look reclining in hisbed. Her long black hair fell softly to her waist, outlining and
emphasizing her caféau' lait skin.

But he was most captivated by her eyes.

They were sparkling green, danted cat eyesthat were fringed with long lashes. Her full lipswere sexy,
and her high cheekbones added to the feline appearance, but it was her eyesthat captivated.

“So, were you regjected?’ she asked again. “Isthat the reason for your ‘ tude?’

“Ah...no.” Wasthat rusty sound hisvoice? Hefdt agtirring in his blood and fought to control the hungry
energiesthat suddenly decided to make themsdves known.

“Then why the tantrums?’
“Because | wasjust Signed.” Helooked again into her beautiful eyes and felt himself faling.

“Well, then congratulations arein order...ah...what is your name?’ she asked as she took one step
forward and extended her delicate, fine-boned hand.

“Spark,” he managed as he engulfed her dainty hand within hislarge paw. “ Excuse my manners. I'm
Spark Maclntyre.”

She raised one arched eyebrow and Spark felt the temperaturerisein the small car. Right now fantasies



of him hitting the stop button and having hisway with her were strong in hismind.

“Redlly, itis” heingsted as he released her hand and dug into his back pocket to pull out adim gold
card case. He carefully extracted asmall black card and extended it to her.

“Fash and FHlame Pyrotechnics?” she asked as shelooked up into hisgray eyes. “Y ou do fireworks?’
“With laser light shows,” he added, going automatically into sales mode. “It' sawonder no one thought
of the combination before. Y ou haveto seeit to believeit. We are putting on adisplay thisevening at the
Renn Fest if you'reinterested in seeing usin action.” And in seeing him again.

“Renn Fest?” she asked.

“The Renaissance Festiva in Crownsville,” he clarified. “ Today isthe opening day of thefair and | would
be proud to have you attend.”

“Maybe | will, Spark,” she added with what could only be interest on her part. “Maybe | will.

Spark didn’t get the chance to press his advantage because the doors opened and the smells of exhaust
and motor oil began tofill the small car, dapping him back to redlity.

“I've...uh...got to go now,” he ssammered as she continued to look him over with those cat’ s eyes. He
took one step outside the doors, feding like a stuttering fool.

“I will seeyou later...Spark.”

Hiswhole body shuddered at the sound of hisnameralling off of her tongue. He especialy loved the
way that she dmost hissed thefirgt part of his name and emphasized the“k” in Spark.

He turned to speak with her, only to have the door closein hisface.

“Smooth move, Ex-lax,” he muttered to himself as he readjusted his saddlebags on his shoulder and
made hisway over to hisbike.

Maybe he would see the beautiful black love goddess again tonight, if he were alucky man.

He stalked over to his bike and attached the bags to the back. He had eased the helmet over his head
before he redlized that he had completely forgotten about his aunt and his return to the glamorous world
of modding.

He slently fumed and fought the urge to blow something up. He could and easily did thingslike that,
because, like hisfather, he wasKeeper of the Flame . Fire held no secretsfrom him.

Chapter Two

“Spark,” Zanyamused to hersdlf asthe dow-moving car began to rise toward the twentieth floor.

With such presence, he would be an asset toBrazen Heart . Who was she kidding? He would be an
asset anywhere he chose to be!



When Ame called her earlier in the day on her cdll phone and asked her to go to the offices of Crystal
Faces , she had no ideathat good |ooking hunks would be throwing temper tantrumsin elevators.

At firgt, she thought that the man was another rgjectee taking his anger out on the building equipment, but
then he turned and gpologized for his rudeness and Zanyagot agood look at that mountain of muscle.

Hisface was her ideal of masculine beauty. His forehead was just high enough to appear rugged and
those cheekbones! She knew men who had gotten cheek implantsto get that look! His eyes were an
unusua shade of gray; dmost the color of old slver, and they flashed with the promise of passion. His
lipswerejust theicing on the cake. Never before had she seen such full, succulent lips on aman. His
bottom lip was made for chewing and histop lip was a perfect cupid’ s bow. On any other man hislips
would have appeared feminine, but on Spark, hislipswere awork of art!

And the body! He was muscled up and filled out in dl of the right places. Those scanda ous suede pants
|eft very little to the imagination, and she was now imagining alot! Like those strong arms wrapped
around her, comforting her after awild round of hot...\WWhoops! Better get back on track!

She hadn’t even gone out with the man and dready she was imagining them doing the horizontal
hoochie-coochie!

Shelooked down at the plain black business card and smiled at the memory of his clean masculine
scent, ascent that il filled the eevator with his essence, and at his embarrassment at turning and finding
awitnessto his bad manners. The gray-eyed man actually blushed, and she would assume by how
quickly he pulled himsdlf together that he did not make it ahabit to lose his temper.

And heinvited her to see his company in action a a Renaissance Festiva. Did that mean swords and
strangely dressed people dancing around and speaking Old English? What did one wear to a Renn Fest?
Sheran the smal card over her full bottom lip before placing it within asmall pocket sewn into the side of
her of skirt. Was she actudly contemplating going?

Y es, she decided, asthe elevator doors opened into the offices of Crystal Faces. She reached down
and pulled up arather large and bulky black bag. Her wholelife, her sole reason for existence, was
contained within its dark confines.

As she dung the bag up onto her shoulder, she noticed that there was quite abit of excitement going on
in this office. She stepped into the large reception areawhere she was stunned to see atrio of “ beautiful
people’ hopping around the room asif they had just overcome some gresat obstacle.

As she watched, two of them, arather large, blonde man and a shorter woman easily recognized as
Caressa Tanner, danced a conga line through a set of glass doors, waving some papersinto theair like
the spoils of along, hard-fought war, and dammed the door shut.

The third person, ayoung woman, took a seat at a glass desk and proceeded to energetically punch
numbersinto a phone and crazily spin her chair in circles before patching the cal through to some other
office.

Shelooked around the room and again was amazed at what she saw. A gaggle of scantily clad young
women were gossiping earnestly amongst themsealves, proper decorum thrown out of the nearest
window. A lone representative of the human male modeling species, looking dightly affronted as he sat
aonein the female dominated area, glanced over his shoulder asif he expected someone to make an



appearance. He did not look too happy either, as he eyed the woman in front of him. He grunted and sat
up a some comment that one of the young ladies had said.

“Sure | can put on that much muscle massif | wanted to! Y ou women seem to forget that aman has
more important thingsto do in life than to try and look like the Incredible Hulk!” He pantomimed acrab
pose before giving the girls a back-handed wave. * He was probably on steroids anyway, and you know
what that does for, shal we say, the money shot?’

“Jealousy rearsitsugly head!” one girl said as she shook her head in the direction of the now pouting
young man.

Still poking out his collagen enhanced lower lip, he shot her the universal finger of insult and turned his
back to the women, eyeing the evator longingly whilethe girlsgiggled at hisreaction.

Shaking off the feding that she had just entered the Twilight Zone, Zanyaturned away from the group of
beautiful people turning ugly, and strode to the excited woman in the merry-go-round chair at the
receptionist’s desk.

Immediately, the woman's happy-time-chair-ride closed down with athump and a cold mask replaced
the joy that was previoudy plastered over her face. Frozen blue eyes examined her from the top of her
black hair to thetips of her hedled sandd's, and she got the distinct impression that she was
found...wdl...wanting.

“We do not accept walk-ins, under any circumstances, Miss.”

The cold voice that came from that frozen face was enough to dmost make her turn tail and run. But
then she remembered who shewas! Zanya shook her head to remove any lingering drops of iceleft in the
ar by thisglorified secretary’ s voice and then she got serious.

“That'sgood,” Zanyareplied with alittle hest. “ Because you couldn’'t pay meto willingly walk into this
madhouse! The only reason that | am gracing you with my presence is because afriend asked meto

brave this den of gpparent lunaticsto help her out!”

“1 beg your pardon?’ exclaimed the blonde, one professionally arched brow rising as she shot her an
offended look.

“Y ou had better, Sgter, because my timeisvauable and I’ m too important acommodity to be left
waiting and offended.”

Zanyanow had her back up! How dare thiswoman tregt her asif she was of no consequence! She
dung her bag higher up onto her shoulder and bent low to stare at this...thiswoman straight in the eyes.
Shewas Zanya Burke! Shewasthe greatest....

“Ohmy God!”

A loud screech cut her off in mid thought.

“It' syou!”

Both women turned to see Caressa Tanner racing out of her glass office towards them in what could
only be described afrantic pell-mell manner.



“Gloria, do you not know who thisis?’ she questioned as she reached Zanya s Sde and grasped both of
her handsin hers.

At her daughter’ s blank ook, she added, “ Thisis Zanya Burke! Sheisonlythe most sought after
photographer in the polite world to datel” Then to Zanya, “ Please tell me that you' re fredlancing and
decided that no one could provide you with better subjects thanCrystal Faces . That would honestly
completewhat isturning out to be anearly perfect day!”

Taken aback alittle by this new reception, Zanya shook her head and smiled. Why not go with the flow?
If the psycho-congarline chick wanted to fawn all over her, who was she to stop her? Besides it took a
little sting out of the ice-maiden’ s earlier comments and treatment of her.

“1 am here at the request of Mrs. Ame Heart. She asked me to be here today to meet my new
assgnment, the Brazen Man.”

Hey, apesky thought intruded into her mind. Maybe Spark would make a perfect Brazen Man. She
definitely would have to get afew shots of him at the Renn Fest, another perfect excuse to go chasing the
man down, and show the photosto Ame. Asif she needed areason to see that man again beyond that
perfectly formed ass of his.

“Y ou're going to photograph my Sparkles?’ Caressa s eyes widened with excitement. “Y ou have to
comeinto my officeright now!”

Her Sparkles? Oh no! Zanya sighed with dismay. Why were the great ones dways taken?

That perfect hunk of aman was aready claimed, and by none other than the queen of glam hersaf? Why
isthere no fairnessin the world? But then, wait! Why was heflirting so hard with her? Therat bastard!
He must have polished up that oh-so-cute and innocent stutter and blush for years! Just wait until she saw

him agan!
Inalight fog of anger, Zanyawas|ed into the large office that Caressa Tanner occupied.

“Eric!” Caressacried with some excitement. “ Zanya Burke is going to be photographing our Sparkles!
Sheisthe photographer that Ame Heart has set up for the photo shoots! Isn't this adream come true!
Ah, the publicity! My name will go down in history asthe smartest and most talented agent known to
mankind! | told you that Ford would eet their hearts out!”

That jerked Zanya out of her daze. Our Sparkles? What was actually going on around here anyway? He
now belonged to the both of them! Zanya decided to Sit up and pay close attention. What she felt for a
subject was often seen in her work, so she had better find something to likein the red-haired giant, to
cancel out thisunnerving feding of betrayd that she now fet. And she wasn't even dating the guy! Her
reaction to him was strange, yet she needed to know more about him because of it.

“That ‘dear boy’ will be the death of meyet!” thetall blond man exclaimed as he eyed Zanyawith some
interest, “ So you are the great Zanya Burke. Y ou will be working closdly with me, then. | am the only
person allowed to touch our star, Spark. It isapleasure to meet you. Y ou are somewhat of alegend in
your field.”

“Thank you,” she said as she turned to examine the man before her. Y es, she could see just about
anyone attracted to the man, darn it! Was Spark doing them both?



When did her mind start focusing on sex anyway? The man had addled her brain and dl he did was ask
her to go to afestival to seehimin action! Oh, the pictures that thought conjured.

“My nephew isastubborn man, Zanya May | cal you Zanya?’ Caressaasked as she directed the
stunned woman to a seet in front of her massive glass desk and gently placed her bag at her feet. “He

getsit from both of his parents, | guess. Never have there ever been two more stubborn peoplein
exigence!”

So Spark was not deeping with thiswoman. Shewas hisaunt! A weight lifted off of her shouldersand a
relieved smile settled onto her face. One out of the picture and oneto go!

She turned to face the man, Eric. Was anything funny going on there?

“Heisjust going to die when he seeswhat Ame Heart haslined up for him. Too bad you just missed
him. Sparkles wasfedling alittle...trapped. Y es, trapped isagood word to describe it, and he had to run
adongto try and contain his, uh...joy.”

Zanyaraised one dubious eyebrow. “ Are we speaking of the same man who not five minutes ago amost
put afigt through the control pandl of the elevator because he was so thrilled to be part of theCrystal
Faces family?’

Caressa had the nerve to blush.
Eric exploded into laughter!

“So you have met our rogue!” he laughed. “ Did he manage to get that vest thing he waswearing on
before he fled the scene of the crime?’

“And what crime would that be?” Zanya had to ask.
She was beginning to understand why Spark was...concerned about working for these people, but to
fleein anger? Or was if self-preservation? She felt a sudden urge to move closer to the exit herself. These

people were one donut shy of adozen!

“Why, hismodding for usagain.” Eric put in while watching the famous photographer closdly. She had
the gams, but shejust didn’t have the cam Joe Cooal attitude of Mrs. Heart.

“Our dear Caressaneatly trapped him in with her plans and the poor boy had no choice but to follow
through or risk hurting hisfavorite aunt,” he replied pulling his mind back to the present.

“Hisonly aunt!” Caressafelt the need to add. “Family hasto stick together and help each other out, you
know?’

“But | thought he had you with the piercing thing. And that tattoo!” Eric whooped.

Zanya s head began to turn back and forward between the two, like a spectator at atennis match. Who
had a piercing? Who was family? Who was hurt? Whét tattoo?

“Can somebody please explain thisto me, and thistime in English?’ she asked. Enough was enough!
Okay, her Spark wasn't deeping with anyone here. The woman was his aunt and the man was just



too...strange. But then, that was good.

Her Spark seemed to have been manipulated into this deal. That was bad. But he had a nice tattoo and
apiercing. That was...intriguing. Where, exactly, were they?

“It' ssmple, dear, Spark never redlly wanted thisjob,” Eric findly said after regaining hisbreeth. “He did
it to help hisdear Aunt Caressaiin her time of need. It just S0 happensthat he was exactly what that hot
dish...I mean hot executive...I mean what Mrs. Heart wanted.”

Was there ablush on the man’ sface? Zanyawouldn't exactly cdl it ablush, but he definitely had alittle
more color to hisskin.

“You don't think that it will make him alittle harder to photograph, do you?' Caressaasked Zanya. “I
mean, heis supposed to ook alittlefierce, right?’

First and foremost, Caressa wanted some useable pictures forBrazen Heart, and if the fiercelook was
out then they were dl screwed.

“He' s supposed to look tied up,” Zanyagot out with asmall smile.
“Tied up?’ Caressa asked, her world-famous eyes crinkling up into an expression of concern.

“Tied up!” Zanya confirmed. “And tied up with somerealy neat nylon cords, | might add. But that’s
only for theinsde flap of one book. HE Il betied with silk scarvestoo. And then there isthe legther.”

“Ohmy!” Caressa s neatly manicured hand went to her throat, like atrue southern belle, before she
forced that hand back to the table. Suddenly it had gone quiet in the room.

“Y ou mean he won't be posing with some big-haired starlet in some kind of aclinch?’ she asked,
tossing aworried look to Eric.

“Ohno,” Zanyasaid with no little glee, the positions she was going to put him in racing through her mind.
“| get to tie him up and strip him down. The basic premise forBrazen Heart booksisto show lovethat is
alittle more...shdl we say, intense than the average romance. Thereis some light bondage and some
domination, but I’'m sureit’ snothing that Spark can’t handle.”

Oh boy, thiswas going to be afun couple of weeksl Then Zanya eyed the two silent individualsin the
room. “Isthere aproblem with that?’

“Tell methat I'm dreaming!” Eric crowed, then caught himsalf. He looked over at a confused Caressa
and shut hispie hole.

“I think that our boy can handle anything that you dish out to him, Ms. Burke.” Eric tried for acalm,
professond look but failed miserably. Hislips kept twitching and his eyes gleamed with barely
suppressed mirth.

This man was hiding something. Zanyalooked over a Caressa, but the woman seemed to belost in
thought and staring at astack of papers before her. She looked at Eric, only to see him again try to fight
back agrin.

“Since we are to be working closdly together, why don’'t you call me Zanya,” she again inssted



“Zanyaitis, then.” Suddenly hewasdl perfect manners and genuine smiles. It wasabit darming, likea
wolf trying to smilewith amouth full of sharp fangs.

“And since we will be working so hard together with Spark, is there something that | should know
about? Does he have afear of ropes or of camera flashes?’

For thelife of her, Zanyacould not figure out what the strange reactions were about! Eric looked about
ready to bust agut laughing while Caressalooked dmost disturbed by the ideaof her nephew in light
bondage.

“Wadl, heismost conservative,” Caressafindly admitted. Sheignored the sudden fit of coughing from
the blonde in the room, and bravely strove on.

“I couldn’t get him to wear anything risqué when he was modding for me before and it’ s gotten even
worse over the years.”

By thistime, Eric’s coughing had gotten so bad that he had to race from the room to get to the water
cooler she had spotted on theway in.

Zanyaturned again to Caressa. “How conservative are we taking here?’

“Wadll...” shewas cut off by afit of loud laughter coming from the outer office. Zanyarose asif to check
on the noise, but Caressa motioned her to Sit.

“One of the hopefuls probably said something to him. Ericis, well, alittle different. He hasaunique
sense of humor. Did you know that he was an electrician for years before deciding to go into modeling? |
saw him hooking up some lights for a shoot one day and said to mysdif, ‘thereisaCrystal Faces man!’
He decided that he likes the makeup end much better than the modeling end, but he helps out every now
and then. But now, back to my Sparkles.”

Shelaid both of her hands on the table, the perfect picture of aconcerned guardian before continuing
with her assessment of her nephew. “The boy is such anintrovert. | worry about him, | truly do!”

“The man has abody piercing and atattoo! How much of an introvert can he be?’

“You'll just haveto seethat for yoursdlf, Zanya.” Caressa sghed and shook her head asif Spark’s
conservative nature was afailing that affected world peace.

“I guess| will,” Zanya decided beforerising to her feet to leave. “It' s been interesting meeting with you,”
she added before bending over to pick up her big black bag and leaving the glass room.

As sheturned to begin the long walk towards the elevators, she caught sight of the crazy makeup arti<.
Hetook onelook at her and burst out into uncontrollable laughter again. Tears began to actudly roll
down hisface.

Fed up and wanting to know the reason for his laughter, she stalked over towards the nearly
incapacitated man.

“What isso funny, Leif Erickson?’ she demanded. “What do you know about Spark Macintyre that |
don't?’



“Spark...introvert...nylon cords!” he managed between great guffaws of laughter.
“What is so funny about the man being alittle shy?’

There was amuffled thud when Goldilocks hit the floor, laughing so hard he wrapped hisarms around
his stomach to keep from shaking apart.

Shaking her head in disgust, Zanyalooked down at the man writhing on the floor before walking away.
She would help Spark through his problem with shyness and her shoot would go according to schedule.
Maybe she might get him to unwind enough to take on adate. Shy men offered such possihilities.

“Look,” she nearly groaned astears began to fill the laughing blonde's eyes. “Meet me a my studio on
Tuesday for thefirst real shoot. He might feel more comfortable discussing this bondage thing if you're
around to help him through it.”

“Stop, please!l” he begged astearsrolled down hisface and he rolled over to hisback, presumably to
help his breathing, and tried to control his hysterica laughter.

“That'sit! I’'m outtahere!” the male mode cried as he eyed the large man rolling on the floor. “If they
are reducing men the size of the Viking over thereto tears, | don’t stand a chance! And Vogue said that
adimmer, moreredistic man wasin for this season! Well, Vogue can kissmy ass! I’'m going to the

agym!”

Inahuff, heleft the twittering girls and headed for the elevator. He then changed course and started for
thefire escape beforefiring off his parting shot. “And I'm garting with the stairgl”

Asthe devator doors opened, Zanya quickly entered and pressed the button for the garage. The fashion
businesswas an ugly one, and if the truth be told, quite scary at times! Look at the models and the
people who were representing them! Y ou couldn’t get any weirder than this!



Chapter Three

Would she show? Was she even interested in astuttering fool like himsdf? Why did heinvite her in the
fird place?

Spark stared out at the crowd of costumed people wandering around this year’ s opening day of the
festival, and let his head drop to the counter of the booth with a bang. Here the things that made him fed
good surrounded him, the manly implements of war created by his own hand, and dl that he could think
about washer .

He had gunned his engine and madeit to the festiva Stewith just enough timeto confirm hisfamily’s
business there and to open hisbooth, but al the while he was thinking of her bewitching green cat’ s eyes
and her miles of smooth, golden-brown skin.

“| don’'t even know her name,” he complained, because grown men don’t whine, and lifted hishead a
few inches at the sound of feminine laughter.

“Woman troubles, big brother?’ adeep, husky voice asked.

“What do you want, pest?’ he groaned as he rose to hisfull height to glare at his charming, red-haired
gger.

“Judt to let you know that the gang’ sdl here. Hall, hail!” she replied with that oh-so-smooth voice of
hers.

Trueto her heritage, Ember stood ailmost six feet tall and was possessed of the proud carriage of atrue
house |eader. Her laughing gray eyes shot a chalengeto her older brother, while the sound of her voice
caused many aman to stop and pay attention.

Shetossed her free-flowing, silver-streaked hair over her shoulders as she struck a provocative pose
guaranteed to catch the attention of some poor, unsuspecting male and raise her brother’sire.

As predicted, some poor schmuck walked straight into awall trying to eyethetall beauty dressed in
what could only be described as Early Amazon. A tight leather hater, which stopped inches above her
navel, held her breasts high, while the skin-tight black leather pants she wore outlined, in perfect detail,



every well-formed musclein her legs. In lieu of the norma warrior’ s boots, Ember was wearing apair of
leather and meta sandals that showcased her pedicure to perfection. Draped over her bare shoulders
was aspecia piece of jewery, a gpecialy-made piece of female chain mail, which accented her golden
skinwhileit crisscrossed over her bosom in metalic drapes. The piece was one of many that she made
and sold at the Renn Fest with her brother.

“Y ou can cut the vamp routine,” Spark growled as he turned a scowl onto some approaching boob who
had set out to catch hissister’ s attention.

The man took one look at six-feet-seven inches of the suede-clad, angry behemoth, turned asickly
shade of green, executed a quick about face, and walked away with his body still intact.

“I'm only trying to drum up business, big brother,” she said with asmall laugh as she watched her
would-be suitor retreat from the scene. “ Anyway, what woman managed to get away from you without
even giving you her name? And where did you meet this smart woman?’

Spark screwed up his face into the meanest expression that he could manage, the one that sent rough
bikersinto quakes of fear and crying for their moms. Hissister just stared back. They had reached a
Saemate.

Findly, with asigh, knowing that she would drag it out of him anyway, he flopped back to the counter,
crossed hisarms and let his head drop into the nice comfortable nest that he had made. He didn’t have
any sand, but this ogtrich knew when to hide hisface.

“Oh, | seel” hissgter exclaimed with ddlight. “Y ou made an ass of yoursdlf, didn’t you?’

“Go away!” he growled. He opened one eye to peek at the joyous expression on hissister’ sface. When
did she become such a shrew anyway, enjoying another’ s misfortunes?

“Who was she? Some starlet on amission? A woman here at the festival? A biker from that ridiculous
club that you belong to?’

Ember was awoman on amission, and she was determined to find out al that she could about the
woman who had stymied her brother. Such awoman was worth knowing when so many arheads threw
themselves at Spark’ sfeet. He needed a challenge and any woman who managed to fluster hislegendary
cool wasal right by her. “A modd?’

Spark’ swhole body flinched astheword “mode” crossed hissister’slips.

“A mode!” she exclamed, her voicerisng with dismay. “Y ou're al worked up over a bubble-headed
model ? | thought that you were done with the industry, Spark. And Aunt Caressal”

“And who saysthat I'm not?" he demanded in anasty tone of voice.

No one could ferret out his secretslike his sster, and he did not wish hisinvolvement with Aunt Caressa
to be made public knowledge just yet. He had barely assimilated the fact that he was once again a
walking clothes hanger.

“Where else would you meet amodel ? For goodness sakes, Spark, thisis Maryland, not New Y ork!
Modes don't come traipsing through town every day hunting down biker dudes! | thought that you said
that you had outgrown that life?”



Spark sighed loudly and again dropped his head with a clunk.

Ember walked over to the counter and began to rub her brother’ s shoulders. There were afew people
who could convince Spark to go back into the modeling business, something that he said he would never
do again, and he had ameeting with one of these peopletoday. “I1t's Aunt Caressaagain, isn't it?’

Angrily, Spark shook her hands from his shoulders and glared at her as she hopped up on the counter
and gave himthe“| told you so0” eye.

“Sowhat if | an?’ he asked. “Thelast time | checked, thiswas afree country and | was agrown man.”

“Who actslike alittle boy at times,” she shot back. “What hair-brained stunt has Caressagot you doing
thistime?Isit another garbage bag clothesthing? If itis, so help me, Spark, I'm gonnatell Mom! It took
usweeksto stop dl of those bimbos from trying to get into the house, not to mention al of the used
underwear we got in the mail! She had to threeten some sex magazine to get them to stop calling and
asking you to be amale centerfold! Mom is gonna have your hide, mister, and Dad will |et her tanit!”

“It'snot likethelast time, Em!” Spark cried with no little disgugt. “Thistime | had to doit! Uncle
Richard was going to close down her company if she didn’t have a certain cash return soon. It just so
happens that Brazen Books want a spokes modd and unfortunatdly, | fit the bill.”

Ember's eyesflew open at hiswords. “Uncle Richard would do that to her? But sheis such asuccess at
what she does! And it keeps her away from the house, our house, dl thetime. And Glorial Gloriacan't
exig inthered world! She stoo bitchy! Someone might kill her!”

“I know, | know,” Spark returned with aloud sigh. “I even tried to get out of it, before | knew the whole
story. But once | had heard everything and she started crying those crocodile tears, Em, | caved likea
house of cardsin thewind.”

“The nipplering?’ Ember asked with obvious amusement. “ Even with the nipple ring they want you?’

“Yeah,” Spark nodded, sill contemplating what went wrong with hisfoolproof plan. “With thering and
thetattoo. Of course, | thought Aunt Caressawould swalow her tongue, that was the highlight of the
meeting, but the owner of the company, Ame Heart, loved thelook.”

“Oh! You met Ame Heart? 1sn't she one of your idols, Spark?” Ember crooned.

There was nothing like having one over on her big brother, and she planned on rubbing hisfaceinto this
whole fiasco.

Spark had been hoarding Ame Heart novelsfor yearsl He loved the leather, and the love scenes
weren't hard for him to digest either! But most of al, heloved the romance of the whole thing.

“So | liketo read her books,” he said, a blush spreading dowly up hisface and staining his cheeksanice
shade of scarlet. “It’snot acrime, you know.”

“And dl of that leasther!” Ember crowed, diding off of the counter and moving to stoke the smdl forge
that they both used to create their masterpieces.

“But that doesn't explain about the smart woman who managed to get away from you without giving you



her name,” she shot over her shoulder.

“Let the forge do the work, Em,” Spark commanded as he guessed what his sister was about. Looking
around, he saw that no one was paying them any attention, but still he cautioned his show-off of asigter.
His personad woes were no match for the woes that they would face if news of their abilities|eaked out.
“It’ still dangerousfor usto use our energiesin public.”

“I' know what | am doing, you worrywart!” she retorted. “And just because you' re one minute older
than me, Spark, don’t presumeto tell me what to do!”

Spark fet afamiliar presence and looked over his shoulder just in time to see their father making hisway
towards the booth.

“Uh, Em?’ Spark tried to warn her. “I wouldn't do that if | wereyou.”

“But you're not me, big brother. | am awoman and fully capable of making my own decisons and
taking respongibility for my actions.” She bent down to check the flame burning in the forge.

“But Ember...” hetried to explain astheir father entered the stall to stand behind him and observe their
interchange with curiogity.

“Why don’t you concentrate on the one who got away and leave dl of theimportant stuff to me? | know
what | an doing!”

With onelast defiant look, she turned her attention to the forge and the low fire that dowly burned insde
it.

Drawing in adeep breath, Ember opened her eyes and focused a stedly gaze onto thefire burning in the
forge. Red pulses of light began to shimmer in her eyesand her hair began to wave dightly in the breeze.
Therewas adight popping sound and then thefirein the forge began to heat until the flames turned
amog whiteintheir intengity.

“How’ sthat for control?

With acocky grin, sheturned to brag to Spark, but instead met the calm gaze of her father.
“Uh, hi...Dad,” she stuttered as those piercing gray eyes latched onto hers.

“You risk alot with your games, my Ember.”

With the calm of aman of the Brotherhood, and the control of atrue Keeper, Flame commanded
respect and awe with his very presence. He was wearing his usua color black, thistimetight leather
pants that showed off his physique to good advantage and avest remarkably like the one Spark was
wearing but without the tassels. Flame stood before his wayward daughter, one red eyebrow raised in
question. Hiswaist-length auburn hair flowed freely around histal, muscular frame as he stood and
waited, arms akimbo, for a suitable explanation from Ember.

“l wasjugt...I mean | was...oh dear.” Ember lost her composure and dropped her eyesto the ground in
the face of her father’ sdirect gaze.

Darnit! How can the man make her fed like abad little girl with just that look! Her dad had never raised



hisvoiceto them. Hedidn't haveto. That look in his eyes was enough to quell any youthful rebellion out
of them, and still worked to thisday.

“Wadll...” shetried again. “You see...”
“It'smy fault, Dad,” Spark said, moving to stand beside hissigter. 1 goaded her into it.”

“Thethings| put mysdlf through for you,” he muttered to hissister as he stood bravely in front of their
father. Spark awaystried to protect his Sster, even from their father’ srightful disappointment.

Ember looked up to her big brother with gratitude, but she couldn’t Iet him take the heat for her. She
was a princess, after all, and a princess needed to learn to stand up for the truth, no matter how it hurt.
And boy, was this going to be painful!

“No hedidn’'t, Daddy,” she sighed. “I was just showing off again.”

She peeked up a him from beneath her lashes, amove dmost always guaranteed to garner alittle
sympathy from her daddy, but thistime, no dice.

If anything, his gaze became harder and she knew she would not be able to cute her way out of thisone,
damnit!

“Oh lighten up, Lover,” anew voice interjected.

“Mother,” the twins exclaimed with obvious delight. It was anew game now! Mom would leash in their
iratefather, and do it with style.

They both relaxed and began to look forward to the show, until Spark caught agander a what his
mother was wearing. A frown replaced hislook of happiness.

Kendall Macintyre strode onto the scene, bellstinkling, with a casuaness only she could achieve. She
was wearing an outfit that was like no other one, but then again, that was Kendall. Her ebony skin was
highlighted by what she was wearing.

Shewore asolid metdl breastplate, worked with intricate scrollwork that barely covered her full bressts
and was cut high enough to expose her bare midriff. Its shoulder straps were made with tiny meta links
that climbed over her bare shoulders and crisscrossed over her graceful back.

Instead of tight leather pants, she wore some loose and blousy pantaloons, tied to fasten tightly around
her hipswhere an intricate golden girdle emphasized the span of her hipswhile exposing her small wais.
The pants, harem pants by design, split on each side from ankle to upper thigh, weretightly gathered
around her ankles, where severa chains and bells combined to announce her presence to the world.

On her feet was apair of metal and lesther sandals, just like her daughter’s. Around her upper thigh and
exposed by the dit was atight band of meta, one that matched the band around her right bicep. Her hair
was pulled back into anest bun at the base of her head that exposed her ddlicate neck while giving her a
no-nonsense look. Kendall was till abeautiful woman, and was the only woman who could handle
Hame.

She placed a caming hand onto the arm of her life mate and smiled brightly at her children.



“My Heart,” Flame acknowledged as he stepped back and drew her to his side. With alook of sheer
devotion on hisface, Hame gently clasped her right hand in hisand raised it to his mouth to gently kiss
her pam.

In reaction, Kenddl’ s eyes sought out those of her husband, filled with alove that could not be hidden,
and bestowed upon him awondroudy beautiful smile.

“I can't believe that Dad let you out of the house in that get-up!” her only son exclaimed, cutting into
their private moment. He frowned, eyeing the bardly-there ouitfit that showcased his mother’ s charmsto
the freeworld. “Whereisthe rest of it?’

“Watch it, Bubbal” Kendall replied in her best “ controlling the rowdy patient” voice, as her eyes cut to
her errant son. “1’m trying to save your bacon, my man, and don't you forget it!”

Spark had the grace to flush with embarrassment.

“So what did the terrible twosome do now?” she asked Fame, while gently withdrawing her hand. Her
eyeswere glued to Spark, who suddenly found the ground more interesting than his mother’ s attire, and
Ember, who caught a sudden interest in fly watching. She could see that Ember was carefully examining
thelittle pest that was buzzing around the stall now with the attention that scientists devoted to scrutinizing
new life forms under amicroscope.

“It seemsthat our little Ember needs another lesson in control, My Heart. And Spark needsalessonin
knowing when not to take up armsfor alost cause.”

Both of the twins groaned upon hearing this.

“And | shall expect them to put in an appearance thisweekend for that lesson,” he said, his eyes once
again firmly fixed on histwo children. Histone said that he meant what he said, that his children would
drop everything and report home, or there would be hell to pay. And no one could dish out hell quite like
Flame. He was amadter of it.

After alecturein protecting their very lives, he would engage them in hour-long torture sessonsto
practice their control of the energiesthat flowed through their bodies. After that, it would belessonsin
sound strategy, where they would endeavor to explain what they did wrong, how they could have
avoided doing wrong, and of course, the favorite, how they could have avoided being caught practicing
that wrong.

“But it wasonly alittlefirel” Ember exclaimed, then shut up as her father’ s eyes were once again drawn
to her.

“And if someone noticed that afire that should have taken hoursto hest to the proper temperature for
metalwork suddenly arrived at that proper temperature?’ Hame quietly asked, once again arching that
auburn eyebrow with his question.

“Oh, brother!” Kendall exclaimed as sherolled her eyesto the heavens. “We don't havetime for this
now, Lover. We haveto go and set up the equipment that we need for this evening’ s show. Get your
explanations later. 1t' s not like they won’t come home, not after you so kindly extended your lovely
invitation.”

Flame turned his eyes onto hiswife, thelove of hislife and hisreason for being. “Y ou protect them till,



My Heart?’
“Of course, My Love. They are apart of me. | will awayswatch over them.”

Thiswas said with plain truth. Although not born of her body, the twinswere apart of her soul. She
could not love them moreif they were of her blood. They were her children in every sense of theword.

“Then | shall bow to your knowledge and wisdom, My Heart. | will rail at them later,” he added with a
twinklein hisgray eyes.

Ember sghed with relief then smiled awicked, Cheshire cat’ s grin. She was having ahard time coming
up with a suitable answer to Flame' s question, other than sheer stubbornness, but then her relaxation died
aquick death at her father’ s next words.

“Y ou will accompany us, Ember. We may need an extrahand in setting up the sequences and with the
voiceover.”

Her smile died asudden desath.
“But, Dad!” she began, but araised eyebrow silenced any objections that she might have voiced.

“Off you go, brat!” Spark chortled as a subdued Ember followed her parents out of the stall and down
the long lanefilled with the many different artisans gtals.

“Now, wherewas|?" he questioned out loud as he turned to view the stall owned by him and hissigter.

Ononesde, alargewal was set up to display the delicate chain work done by hissister. The elegant
and fragile-looking chains held mass apped at the festival, dmost as much gpped as his handcrafted
swords and dirks. A few mannequins stood wearing some of Ember’ s creationswhile aglass display
case held ddlicate-looking earrings, bracelets, and necklaces. On thefloor lay abeautiful oriental carpet,
purchased and added by Ember in an attempt to add allittle classto their operation. He had to admit the
vibrant red and gold designs added appeal to the booth and hel ped to showcase their wares.

On the other side of the booth, Flame' s side, stood adisplay case. And locked within its depth lay the
origind and masterful swords and daggers that Flame had felt compelled to design and creste. The
gleaming polished blades of bronze and sted caught the sun and seemed to glow with alife of their own.
In the cabinets under the counter where most of their transactions were completed lay other, more
mysterious implements of war, the shakrum, the mace, and one of hisfavorites, the bola

“I'm late enough asitis,” he decided out loud. “1t’ stime for meto set up.”
“Isthisaprivate conversation, or can just anyonejoinin?’ alow, husky voice spoke from behind,

Spark quickly turned to see who had spoken, and was knocked for aloop when he saw the woman of
his dreams standing there.

And boy, was shethere! All therel She waswearing alarge, filmy poet’ s blouse and tight green suede
pants. The butter-soft looking suede matched the green of her eyes. On her feet wasapair of tight, black
thigh-high boots with little golden spurs. Cinching in her tiny waist was abelt of twisted gold. Her
waist-length hair shimmered in the sun and once again framed aface that was golden-brown perfection to
his greedy eyes. Those luscious full lips were painted a deep, dark red, and he could easily see himself



nibbling and tasting her there. Those same lipswidened into a smile as shetook in him taking her in.

“I...I...you came!” he managed to stutter as he felt ablushing heat spread up his neck. Again he sounded
like an untried schoolboy but then, look at the woman! She was a goddess, sheer perfection on two legs,
and she had come!

“Of coursel did. How could | resst such acharming invitation?” she asked as she walked, noglided , in
hisdirection.

Spark felt hismouth go dry at the Sght of her gently swaying hips and gorgeous legs moving closer to
him. * Think, fool!” he sllently chastised himself as temptation took a step closer. Her name, what was her
name?

“Uh...I'm glad that you madeit...what do | call you?’ he suddenly blurted, then felt the blush reach
extremeredness a his crude question. What do | cdl you, indeed! He mentally kicked himself again
playing the bumbling idiot. He groaned, closed his eyes, and pinched the bridge of hisnose with hisright
forefinger and thumb, wishing that his hands were large enough to hide hiswhole head insde.

Incredibly, he heard soft laughter. He looked up to see her face bresk into afull wide smile. He had
never seen such perfect teeth.

“My nameis ZanyaBurke, Spark,” she laughingly said. “But please cal me Zanya; after al, we will be
spending alot of time together.”

She walked over to the counter, spurs jingling, and leaned both arms on its smooth wooden surface.
“Wewill?" he asked supidly, face devoid of any expression.

Hisfacid musclesrefused to move. They didn’t have the energy to. All of hisenergy wasfocusinginon
her words. Spending alot of time together, nude perhaps? Preferably in hishouse, in hislarge
custom-made waterbed, covered in baby oil. He could picture her now, lying back on the gently
undulating mattress, while he rubbed and massaged the fragrant oil into every exposed inch of her. He
could see her head thrown back in ecstasy as helifted hislarge frame above her. “For you, | hunger!” her
low voice moaned, sending frissons of passion throughout histightly drawn body.

“Uh, Spark? Areyou okay?’ her voice asked, popping hisillusion of lust. He blinked to clear hiseyes
then redlized that she was speaking to him.

“Yes, yesof course,” he quickly added, trying to give the impression that he was concentrating on her
words. Hewould have to censor histhoughts around this dangerous woman. Already, she probably
thought that he was a bumbling little boy in abig man’sbody. No need to add idiot to the list aswell.
“Pease continue.”

“Wéll, as| was saying, I’'m your photographer, so | think we need to spend some time getting to know
each other.”

Over acool champagne rub down, he was thinking when her words penetrated the sexual fog that his
brain had sunk into.

“Photographer? Y ou're fromBrazen Heart .” His hearing must beimpaired. That might account for his
dizzinessaround her.



“That'swhat I'm trying to tell you, baby. Y ou and | are gonnhamake beautiful picturestogether.”

Shock! Hewasin shock! The woman of his dreamswas gonnatie him up and dresshim in leather. And
then take pictures of it! Mercy!

Stock till, he watched as Zanyawandered around the counter to look at Ember’ swall of jewelry.
“Some of this stuff redly gives meideas, Spark. And you don't haveto worry. I’ ll take good care of
you.” With awink, sheturned to examine adisplay of metd cup-like devices with curious chains hanging
fromthem.

Again her words halted any protests that he might have made. She would take care of him? How?

“And your shynessisno problem. I’ll bet that | can make you forget al about it once you' rein front of
the camera”

Camera? Hashing lights? Lots of flashing lightd Bluelights! Strobe lights! Shy? Shy!

“Now wait just aminute!” he began. He was dready a buffoon in her eyes; he refused to be ashy
buffoon!

“What isthis?’ she asked holding one up for hisingpection.

Again he was speechlessl She was caressing and rubbing the thing with those long beautiful fingers, and
for thelife of him, he could only picture her hands rubbing and stroking something else.

“It'sacodpiece,” he barely was able to force out of histhroat. “ About that shyness...?’
“A what?" sheinterrupted, hefting the thin metal to eyeleve to examineit closer.

“A codpiece. Itis...wdll look at it as...it' samedieva jockey strap.” Will the floor just open up and
swalow him now?

She raised artled eyesto him before comprehension dawned. “Oh, | getit! | think that thiswould make
the perfect wardrobe for you! | bet this photographs wel!”

“What?' he dmost shrieked. “Y ou want me to wear that? And what el se?’

“Nothing dse. | think that thisis enough, don’t you?’ She eyed hisbody again, dowly, likeshedidinthe
elevator, and hefelt his blood pressure rise as his blood began to drop to hislower extremities.

“Wdl..

“Oh don't be shy, Spark! Thiswill be fun! Y ou have worn one before, right?’ she asked,
“Of coursg, but...”

“Thenlet’stry oneon now,” she cut him off. “ Just to get the fed of it.”

Before he could make his confused brain respond, she dropped to her kneesin front of him.



“Now how do we get it on?’ She cocked her head to the Sde and began to examine hiswast asif the
mysteries of the world were hidden there.

The sght of her knedling before him turned what was | eft of his brain to mush. He could barely spesk;
could only stare down at the top of her bent head and try to keep his tenacious hold on redlity.

“I think that the two side straps go around your waist, and the other goes between your legs, right?”

He open up his mouth to protest, to complain, to say anything, when he felt her dim hands between his
thighs, but only ayelp emerged.

“It'sokay, Spark. | have to dress and position male modelsdl of thetime. You'll get used to it. Now
thisfastens...” her voice trailed off as she went about dressing her shy new mode!.

“I think that it'stoo big.” she said suddenly causing him to choke on his own spit. “It just won't fit.”
Zanyawasfighting with a stubborn clasp, but was determined to get the thing on him. Sheredly wanted
to seewhat it looked like on his body, and what abody it was! She would enjoy this assgnment and use

any extratimeto get to know her model.

Coughing, Spark raised his head to gulp a breath of much-needed air, then groaned when he saw a
familiar figurewaking towardshim.

“Uh...Zanya?'

“Just aminute, babe,” shesaid. “I’m going to do thisright.”

She swore asthe sticky clasp refused to open and connect with the waist chain.

“Zanya?' hetried again as asecond, then athird figure joined the first and approached the sall.
“Comeon!” shegritted out, moreto herself than anybody ese. “ Almost therel”

Spark closed his eyes and buried hisface in his hands as he watched his parents and sister stop at the
counter. How would he ever explain this one? Mom, Dad, Ember, it's not what it looks like? There may
be awoman on her knees behind the counter moaning and groaning, but nothing is happening?
“Zanya?' hetried again.

“It'Il dl be over inaminute, Spark, and then you can relax. You'll get what you want, and I'll get what |
want. Now hold ill and don’t squirm.”

His eyesflew to hisfather, who merdly raised both eyebrowsinto the air. His mother had a, well, a
shocked expression on her face, asif she never pictured her son doing these things. Ember was biting on
her knuckle to hold in the laughter and sardonic comments that he knew were coming. No way out of this
one! His goose was cooked for sure.

Deciding that swift and decisve action was needed, he reached down and grasped Zanya by the
shoulders.



“Oh, Spark!” shewailed infrugtration. “I was nearly there!”

“Zanya, | would like you to meet my parents!” he cried, lifting her to her feet so she could see her
audience.

“Oh dear,” she managed, at alossfor words until her professonadism cameto her aid. Straightening her
clothing, she eyed the trio of people standing nearby, watching them in varying degrees of shock and
dismay. “Uh...hdl0?’

Chapter Four

“Dad, it'snot what it lookslikel” Spark began, but was cut off by hissster

“Isit what it sounded like?’

Asheglared at Ember, Zanya decided it wastime to take action. They were dl adults here! Besides, the
mother was giving her avery peculiar look.

“He sright. It snot what it looks like. I’'m his pho...umph.”

Zanyaturned to glare at Spark who had just very ungallantly stepped on her foot. She turned her gaze
forward to try and explain to his parents again.

“I'mhis....”
“Friend!” Spark cut in, giving her awarning look.

Wasthis shy man afraid to tel his parents that he was going to be a moddl? No, he was probably too
shy to tell them that he was going to be a cover mode for aseries of books that contained bondage.
Suddenly she smiled. That had to beit!

“I am hisfriend. We met earlier today and he invited me here to see the pyrotechnics. Just now hewas
showing me an authentic codpiece. It wouldn't fit, though. The codpiece, | mean. It wastoo bigtofitin
the mouth of the...I couldn’t get the clasp to work.”

Spark groaned and covered hisface with hishands again.



“Y ou'rethe modd?" Ember questioned, easily stepping into the breech and earning her brother’ s eterna
gratitude.

“Heavensno! | don’'t photograph well. I'm a photographer.”

“Oh, | know where | have heard your name before!” Ember exclaimed, as she turned to her parents.
“Sheisone of the best photographersin the business! She made Daniel Day Lewislook sexy!” Thento
Zanya, “It’'san honor to meet a photographer of your caliber!”

“Thank you.” Thewoman had to be hissster. The two looked too much dike to be anything dse.

“It isindeed an honor to meet you.” That low, accented voice sounded exactly like Spark’s, likeliquid
pleasure. She turned to the man who smply had to be hisfather and her eyes widened with amazement!
Thiswas where Spark had inherited his good |ooks and hisunusud hair.

“Hame Macintyre," he added as he extended his hand.

“You must be Spark'sfather!" she exclaimed, as her eyes flashed back between the two men. She gave
his hand afirm and vigorous shake. “Y ou are so much dikel™

Flame smiled a the young woman. “It is a pleasure to meet such alovely and talented young lady. May |
present to you my wife, Kendal."

Kendal stepped forward to take the offered hand with asmile on her face. “It isindeed a pleasure to
meet you! Have you been to arenaissance festival before?’

“No, never. | hope | dressed appropriately. Although | must say, that isa stunning outfit you are
wearing. Where did you get it? It lookslovely on you.”

“Thank you, dear. My husband made it for me.”

“Doyoumindif | get apicture of you al together?’ she asked as she reached into alarge black bag and
pulled out acamerawith ahuge lens. “Y ou al look so good together, like afamily should.”

“I don’'t know,” Spark began, but then hisfather surprised them al by agreeing to the picture.
“Aslong as| may have acopy when they areall developed.”

“It'sapromisel” Zanyaquickly agreed. Y ou could see the love and respect that was shown by this
family, and it was sheer pleasure for her to attempt to captureit on film.

“But wehaveto doit later!” Spark exclaimed. Again turning an interesting shade of red as hisfather
raised that one eyebrow in question.

“1 promised that | would take Zanyafor aride. She has never been on abike before.”
“Butl....”

“WE I be back soon!” He grabbed Zanya by the hand and pulled her from behind the counter. “Em, you
hold down the fort until | get back!”



“But what about the light show?” Ember caled out as her brother pulled Zanya, till clutching her

camera, around his parents and towards the dirt path that led to the employees’ exit. Zanya pulled back a
moment and placed her camera on the table. But then Spark was racing off again, taking her dong for the
ride.

“WE Il be back way before that starts! | know my job. Em, please keep an eye on Zanya s stuff. Bye,
Dad, Mom, see you both soon!” Thislast was shouted over his shoulder and he nearly bounded down
the path with Zanyain tow, and disappeared around a corner stall.

“I think that boy’sinlovel” Kendall said with asmall smile as shelooked up at her husband. “Why ese
would he act so crazy?’

“I do not know, My Heart. Maybe she confuses him. | know that feeling well.” He smiled down into her
tarcas brown eyes and felt arush of desirefor his precious Mistress. He till desired only her after al of
these years. Kendall smiled up a her husband, understanding shining in her eyes.

“I hope he knows what he’ sdoing,” Ember added with aconcerned look. Thereis more than meetsthe
eye with thiswoman. Ember would have to keep aclose watch on Zanya.

* * % % %

"Why the sudden escape act, Spark?' Zanya asked as they entered a private parking area. "'I know that
you are shy, but running away like that was ridiculoud ™

"I'msorry...let meexplan,” he sammered. "My family doesn't know that I'm going to help my aunt with
thismodding gig. | don’t want them to know about it."

"Why?" she asked, her curious cat-eyes staring straight into his soul.

"Because...wdl, it' salong story. But let’ sjust say that my Aunt doesn't always have my best interest at

"Speaking of which, Spark, | have left tomorrow open for your firstBrazen Heart photo shoot.”

"Tomorrow?" he nearly wailed and Zanya smiled at hislittle boy actions so at odds with his grown man's
body. "Why so soon?"

"We have to get moving as soon aswe can, Spark. Time waits for no one and you, my friend, have
about twenty book coversto shoot!"

"Twenty?" he gasped, gray eyesamost bulging at the thought.

"And that doesn't include the billboards and photos for the pressrelease.”

"What have | done?" he sighed as he pinched the bridge of his nose between histhumb and forefinger.
He never knew that this gig would generate this much publicity. He would haveto tell his parents soon,

probably this weekend.

“Y ou offered me aride on your bike. That iswhat you told your parents, isn't it?' she asked, asshe



placed a consoling hand on his shoulder. " The shoots won't be that bad and you will have one hell of a
story to tell your children. Don’'t sweet the small Stuff, Spark. Life will give you enough reasonsto be
down. Now, whereisthis monster machine?'

Sheturned away from him to eye aneat row of motorcycles parked in the grassy lot. "Which oneis
yours?'

"None of them." Pull yourself together, man, he thought to himself, onething at atime. And thistiny thing
was eyeing theline of bikes with something akin to eagerness. Would she look that eager lying on her
back on alarge fur throw, watching him undress? Would shelick those full lusciouslips as he dowly
eased his shirt off and let his hands drift down to....

"Sowhich oneisit, Spark? Are you okay? Y ou have aredly funny look on your face.

Her words sngpped him out of his newest fantasy. She was standing close to him, waving one hand in
front of hiseyes, aconcerned look on her face.

"Hello? Spark? Anyone home?”

"Sorry!" he forced out of hissuddenly dry throat. "I was thinking about something. My bikeis over
here"

Placing one hand at the small of her back, he nearly groaned at the fedl of her heat through the poet’s
blouse that shewore. "Thisway." Hisvoice dmost sounded strangled.

Mental note: Check for any drug or acohol abuse, but quickly changed that to menta problems as she
felt histrembling hand on her back. Then she changed her thoughts again. Terminal shynessl | wonder if
he has ever been really touched by awoman.

But dl thought of his possible problems was lost as soon as she saw the slver and blue monster
crouched waiting in the far corner of thelot.

"That'syours?' she asked, breathlesdy.

"Yup. All mine, and built to my specifications." He motioned her closer to the wonder of computer
technology and horsepower, and caressed the big black |eather saddle. A 1ook of pride and
accomplishment knocked away the nervousnessin hisvoice and Zanyafet inspiration strike, but she had
to see how he handled the big machinefirst.

"Can you handle thisbig monster?' she asked, eyeing how sensuous he looked with hisred hair coming
undone from his queue, his eyesfocused totaly on his bike while hislarge hands gently caressed the
leather seat.

With asmal grin, he opened arear compartment and pulled out two very different helmets, onelarge
electric blue one that perfectly matched the paint on the bike, and asmaller black one. He handed her the
black helmet and watched as she examined the offering.

"Takealot of women out on thisthing?' she asked, lifting up one raven dark eyebrow. She didn’t know
why, but the thought of hanging onto his back while essentialy riding avery large vibrator, did wicked
things to her somach, and other parts of her anatomy.



"Nope. That helmet belongs to my mother. Every now and again she getsthe urge to take awalk on the
wild side, so | take her for aspin. Dad can ride and islicensed, asis Ember, but herarely does."

Fedling greatly relieved, she happily plopped the helmet on her head and lifted up the dark visor. ™Y our
father borrows your bike?"

"Nope." He placed his helmet on his head and adjusted it so that it rested comfortably on his head
beforelifting the mask-like visor. "He has his own, but mineisone of akind.”

"Lookslike aregular biketo me." She eyed the metd behemoth in front of her. "A triflelarge and tricked
out, but it just looks abike to me."

With agrin, he tossed one leg over the seat and motioned her to hop on the back.

"Have you ever been on abike before?!

"Yes| have. | used to own one of these things until my brother snatched it awvay. He didn't think that
they were too safe, but he sure had fun trying it out,” she giggled. "So | know whereto put my feet to
keep me from being burned on the exhaust pipe.”

Grinning wildly, shethrew her leg over the seat and settled hersdlf in behind him.

At thefirst contact of her body, Spark began to fed parts of his anatomy giffen and swell, something
that was not very conducive for acomfortable ride. He was forced to adjust his position or risk serious
damage to parts of hisbody that he valued greatly. With shaking hands, he lowered hisvisor and took a
few deep, cleansing breaths. He figured that if it worked for pregnant women in labor, it should work
with aroused men who had no hope of immediate relief.

"How do you start it?" her voice intruded in on his controlled breathing techniques, and made him lose
his place. Now was he at two deep breaths and one shalow, or wasit the other way around? " don't
seetheignition.”

"Voiceactivated," he mumbled.

"What?' she asked, leaning in closer so that he felt her soft, full, round breasts flatten against the suede of
hisvest. He barely controlled a shudder of delight and brought his mind back to the Situation at hand.

"Lower your visor!" he caled out, motioning with one hand. Immediately she got the hint and lowered
her tinted facemask.

"Can you hear me now?" he asked and noted her surprised gasp.
"Thereisamicrophonein here, right?’

"Right. Activated when thereis aheat reading within and the face visor islowered.”
"Neat!" She sounded surprised and pleased.

"And the bike is voice activated. It only responds to my voice saying the correct phrase.”

"Built in security!" she breathed out in awe. "Y ou are agenius, Spark!"”



"Thank you. It seemed the safest thing to do at the time. Areyou ready?' He loved the sound of her
voice coming clearly through the mike, and decided that he had better do something before he
embarrassed himsdf in front of her yet again.

"Yes!" Her voice rang with excitement and delight at the promised freedom of theride.

"Then herewego! Flareup !"

At hiswordsthe bike roared to life, and before she could blink they were flying down the grassy path
that led to a paved road.

"Oh, wow!" she giggled asthey quickly took aturn that led to an abandoned country road. The world
rushed by in aswirl of color asthey raced past horses, cows, and trees.

"Fagter!" she urged and, bowing to her need for speed, Spark popped the clutch and shifted up. "Thisis
better than sex!" she cried out, as farmhouses |ooked like passing flashes of red and the cop car Sitting in
the field looked like aflash of blue and white.

Cop car?

Thewail of the siren caused them both to groan in dismay, and Spark dowly rolled to astop onthe
shoulder of the road.

"I’m s0 sorry, Spark!" Zanya cried asthey heard the approaching crunch of booted feet on gravel.

"Stay on the vehicle, ma am,” an officer said in alow, cold tone as he approached the two cowed
people on the bike,

Shades of Cool Hand Luke, anyone? Thiswas the absurd thought that flashed through Spark’ s head as
he watched the portly police officer pull off apair of mirrored sun shades and clamp histeeth down on an
all-but-chewed-up tooth pick.

"Remove your helmet, gr," he ordered and dowly, Spark complied.

"Turn off the motorcycle,” was his next command.

Spark said quite clearly. "Hush up!™

"What?' the officer demanded, looking angry at the disrespect shown by what had to be ared-haired
hippie on crack.

Asthe bike revved down into silence, the cop appeared amazed by the magnificence of the machine.

"l didn’t mean you, Sir. Y ou see, Officer, my mother never liked the termshut up , so | had to improvise
with the voice commands.” He looked sheepishly up at the officer, who continued to look amazed by his
bike.

"V oice command? This thing operates by voice command?

"Yes, gr," Spark supplied, the sinking fedling in the pit of his Ssomach easing a bit.



"Wadl, son, where did you buy it?' Hisvoice lost most of its cold command and he sounded amost
friendly.

"I built it mysdlf." Spark smiled cheerfully up at the officer asif hewas afavored friend at apicnic.

"Got acard?' he asked and agrinning Spark reached into a side pocket on the saddle and pulled out a
thin black card.

"I can be reached at this number dmost anytime during the day after the Renn Fest isover. We' re doing
alaser light show therethis evening and | was taking my friend out for aride beforehand.”

Zanyalifted her visor and grinned up at the cop. "Hello, Officer."
"Ma am." He nodded at her before turning his attention once again to Spark.

"Well, son, you need to cooal it abit with the speed. I'll et you folks off with awarning thistime, but
don’t let me catch you speeding again.”

"Yes, ar!" Spark said, relief heavy in hisvoice asthe officer turned and pocketed the card.

"I will bein touch, son. | dwayswanted a bike and now seems as good atime as any to start making my
dreams cometrue."

Within moments the officer was pulling away in his cruiser and they were once again on the road,
heading back to the festival grounds.

"Y ou were lucky, Spark, my man!" Zanya crowed as they raced back. "1 dmost got you aticket.”
"| wasthe one at the controls, Zanya. | make my own choices.Zeb nacht ou tupatis.”

"That was beautiful, Spark! Isit Gaglic, Russian, or Italian and what does it mean? What other languages
do you speak?"

"None of them," he said asmile. Maybe she wasinterested in him, despite his buffoon act that had been
continuing throughout the day. "And it means, 'To each, hisown path."

"That's smple, € oquent, straight to the point and so true!™ she laughed. "Isit amotto of some kind?'

"Something like that." He downshifted as he approached the employees parking lot and eased the bike
up onto the grass. "It sfrom the Brotherhood and it isarule that the men in my family chooseto live by."

"The Brotherhood?" She had never heard of an organization called the Brotherhood. Maybe it wasfrom
Ireland. "It sounds so mysterious and dien.”

"Zanya," he sghed, as he brought the bike into its berth. "Y ou have no ideahow right you are. And |
speak nine different languages. My mother insisted that we al have awell-rounded education.”

With ssimple yet graceful movements, he lowered the stand and said the shutdown code. Ingtantly the big
bike rumbled to ahdt, and silence filled the parking area.



Spark lifted hishelmet from his head and shook the matted strands of red hair loose.
Zanyalifted her visor and caught her breath as the falling sun caught and highlighted the platinum stresks
inhishair. His corded neck was exposed when he tossed his head back asif tossing off the weight of

responsibility. Helooked mae and primd, and Zanyawished that she had brought her cameraaong with
her.

"l haveto get ashot of you in the rays of the sinking sun, Spark."

She eased her borrowed helmet off of her head and handed it to him ashe turned in her direction. Her
own hair was a bit flattened, but afew quick swipes of her fingers set it to order.

"Uh, about my family...."

"What we do in the sudio is between you and me, Spark. Y ou can take your time and tell them anything
you want. | understand thisisn't something to spring on your family, especidly as conservative asthey
seem. But | want to get started right away, tomorrow at my studio, Spark. And we' Il work around this
shyness of yours, too."

That settled in her mind, she hopped off of the bike and waited for her mode to join her.

"I’m not shy!" heingsted. Did that sound like awhine?"Redlly, I'm not! It’ sjust that around you,
l..what | mean isthat you makeme...I'm not handling thiswell at al," he sighed.

"Forget about it, Spark. We have plenty of time to discuss your shyness...uh, reluctance to act around
grangers,” she revised when he gave her adark look. "In the meantime, | believe you said there were
going to be fireworks?'

"Yes, of course.”

He quickly dismounted his bike and stowed the helmetsin their proper place. Looking up at the sky, he
decided that they had plenty of time before the fireworks display. He turned to hiswalking fantasy.

"I have to get back to the booth. Will you come with me?"

As she continued to stare at him, he felt the hated blush climb up his neck. It wasn't like he had never
asked awoman out before. So why did this one make him fed so sdlf-conscious?

"l have to go back with you, Spark. You have dl of my cameras. Then | want to walk around this place
some more. It's absolutely bresthtaking.”

Stll feding like aschoolboy, Spark reached out and offered her hisarm.
"Milady?" he asked, bowing to her with courtly manner.
"Why, thank you, kind gir," shereplied as she rested her arm atop his.

Spark again took in a deep bregath at the contact, but thistime he inhaled the sweet aroma. of her
perfume.

"l haveto tell you something, Zanya." He Sghed as he caught her staring at him with afunny expression



on her lovely face. But then again, how many men stood in aparking lot sniffing after awoman likeadog
going after abitchin heat?

"What, Spark?' Her cat-green eyeslooked up into his, her whole attention focused on him.

"l kind of ..well. You see, |...oh, hdl!" hefinally muttered, his blush burning into his cheeks. "1 redly think
that | likeyou."

"Well, | like you too, Spark." Confusion lessened as awareness dawned.

"I mean, | redly likeyou. Y ou are the best thing to come my way in avery long time."

"Areyou asking me out, Spark?' Her eyes shone with pleasure.

"Yes Yes, | am. Only it'scoming out al wrong." He shook his head at his own sorry state.

"I would be ddlighted to go out with you, Spark. If you can handle the cliché," she giggled. So shewas
not far off track. Spark was coming on to her, in his sweet adorable way. Well, that was good, because
ghe liked being around him too. Plus, he made her skintingle.

"Cliché?' he asked. He felt his heart rate return to norma, whatever normal was around her.
"Photographer dating the model. Y ou know?" She giggled at the surprised look on hisface. "And just
think, you won't have anything to hide, considering | will be seeing you in dmost next to nothing. Talk
about not hiding any secrets” Her rich laughter spread out acrossthe field, making his bonestingle.

"Oh, God!" he muttered, the blush returning, causing her to break out into fresh pedls of laughter.



Chapter Five

The low drum of the music caused the crowdsto quiet asthe low, husky voicefilled the arena.

"But the people were afraid, thinking the dragon was evil. They gathered their greatest forces and
charged thelair, forcing the gentle creature to flee for hislifel”

There, painted in the sky, the multi-colored lasers drew out the scene of the red and gold dragon racing
from awooded cave, the creature looking back over his shoulder a the small yellow soldierswho
chased him. Each cannon shot was punctuated with aburst of colorful fire, launched into the dark
heavens perfectly on cue.

"Thisisamazing!" Zanyasighed, turning her head toward Ember, who sat behind the large computer
console that ran the whole operation.

“You an't seen nothing yet," Em whispered back as Kendall continued to read from the prepared script.

At the climax of the story, driven by aneed to protect the fair princess who aided him, the dragon turned
fierce and spat mongtrous fireballs at the troops. At the height of the battle, the sky erupted in colorful
garbursts and the booming sound drew the entranced audience to their fet, the night filled with their
thunderous applause.

Findly at the end of the story, the fierce yet gentle dragon became a man, the perfect mate for the
princess. And as the two figures embraced, the finae of the show began. For three minutes, the sky
exploded in wondrous shapes and colors and the mortars exploded in time with the swirling climax of the
dramatic music.

Asthelast mortar exploded and the bright flash faded into the night, there was a hushed silence, then the
crowd legpt to their feet, clapping and shouting their pleasure.

"How did they do that?' Zanya asked, amazed that they could take such asmpleideaand turnit into
something thisglorious.

"Magic!" Em exclamed as she grabbed Zanya s hand and pulled her over to the ring of busy people that
surrounded her family.

"Thetiming wasalittle off, Son," Flame said as he and Spark began the laborious task of bresking down
the equipment.

"| noticed that too, on the final stanza." This Spark was al business. There was nothing shy or retiring
about him now. He behaved in aprofessional manner that gave Zanya hope that he would not be too
sgueamish under the camera.

"So what did you think?" Kendall asked as she helped wind up the numerous wires that ran to the
computer console. "Did you likeit?"

"It was great! | never thought to use laser to tell a story and then use fireworksto emphasizeit. | never
even consdered doing it like that!"



"We did this one specid for the Renn Fest,” Spark added as he hefted large pieces of equipment onto a
hand truck.

He looked over at Zanya, but for once she was quiet.

"Zan?"' he asked as he turned away from the loading and walked towards her. "Areyou dl right?"

"You areredly strong, Spark,”" she said, her eyesdightly glazed over.

She knew that he had muscles, but she just assumed that he was one of those body builder types, large
muscles, but only good for show. They never wanted to injure amusclelifting something as unworthy as
computer equipment.

"It comeswith the job, Zan," hereplied, till puzzled asto what was bothering her. But he knew what
was bothering him! Zanyain the moonlight, naked and walking towards him with that dazed look in her
eyes. Zanya saying, Spark | want you, Spark | need you...

"...you two go and check if the men have disconnected the firing table. Spark?”

Spark jumped as he heard hisfather’ svoice. He realized that he was standing there starring at Zanya,
logt in afantasy while hisfather was giving him orders.

"Huh, Dad?' His browslowered over histill dilated gray eyes.
"Never mind, Son. Why do you not take Zanyahome? It islate and we arefinished here."

Flame noticed the look in his son’s eyes and gtifled a chuckle. He understood what was pulling his
concentration away from hiswork and sympathi zed.

"Great idea," he said with gratitude in his eyes as he gave onelast glance at Kendal and Flame then
turned towards his Lady Fair.

"May | seeyou home?' Hiseyesdrank in her beauity eagerly.
"Yes, please do. But only asfar asmy car. | drove here today."

Her heart began to best faster, just asit had in the eevator this morning. She wasforever glad she'd
taken the risk to come here and see Spark.

Silently hetook her hand and guided her through the throng of people exiting the festival. Spark nodded
to severa people who caled out greetings, but continued on to the front gate.

"Zanya," he began but the boom of a nearby cannon drowned out hiswords.

"Timeto exit thefedtival!" acrier caled out, bearing alarge torch and leading a parade of peoplein
period clothing to the front exit.

"What were you saying?' sheydled, stepping closer to him, to his hedt, as she struggled to hear what he
was saying over the commotion taking place.



"l just wanted to say that I...that | fed...oh, hell!"

He reached out and pulled her to his chest. Before she could protest, he lowered hislipsto hers and
tasted a bit of anbrosa

"Spark," she mumbled againgt hislips, but he took the opportunity to invade her mouth with histongue,
and she mdlted.

Spark tasted like cotton candy. Hislips were soft and moist, and she couldn’t help but press closer to
him. His body was giving off such an intense heat that she felt warmed to her toes. In fact, hefdt amost
scalding hot.

"Damn!”

A frightened cry broke them apart and they turned to see the crier toss historch to the ground, itstip
flaring up likeaRoman candle.

"Wadll...uh, good night, Spark. See you tomorrow." She practicaly ran through the exit.

"Good night," Spark whispered to her retreating back. Then hereined in his energies that had dipped
from his control while hewaskissng Zanya Kissing Zanya ! He liked the sound of that.

His pleasure was obvious, because the torch continued to blaze despite the best efforts of the crier to
roll it out.

Without missing abeat, Spark waked over to the torch and stomped on it. Instantly the flame went out.

"Too much kerosene," the crier Suttered as he looked up at the big, dangerous-looking man with the
cold glint in hissmoldering eyes.

"Probably," the man agreed and swore that he felt the air around him drop several degrees.

The man turned and walked away, a chill wind blowing in hiswake. But Spark noticed none of it. All his
thoughts were on Zanyawith the dangerous kisses and the fiery soul.

* * % % %

That night, helay in hisbed, painfully aroused. He was hard enough to crack walnuts with that mindless
piece of flesh between hislegs, and he cursed himsdf for this weakness.

He sat up abruptly. "Go away," he muttered, looking down at his swollen penis, formerly, in hisopinion,
his best feature. ™Y ou will not do thisto me! We haveto go to deep!”

But asusud, it refused to listen.

"Just because awoman thinks that we are sexy, saysthat she wantsto date us, doesn’t mean that she's
the one! Y ou've behaved yoursdf dl of these years, alittle longer won't kill you!™

But there was no positive response. His flesh remained hard and throbbing and his blood refused to



return to its proper place.

"Just because awoman has smooth flawless skin, bright shinning eyes, full succulent lipsthe exact shade
of red | imagine her nipplesto be, moveslike cat in heat and is built like abrick shithouse, doesn’t mean
that wewill beindulging in carnd delights”

Who was hetrying to kid? Any and al thoughts of Zanya made his mouth water and hisbody sing! With
ahuff, he threw himself back on the bed and stared up at the painted celling. Tonight, the starsand
congdlationsdidn’'t cadm him asthey usudly did. Tonight, he wasjust too on edge!

"Please, just ease up abit?" be begged hisramrod straight hardness. " Too many nightslike thiswill kill
m"

The cold shower held taken earlier hadn't hel ped, thinking of his crying aunt and what she'd tricked him
into didn’t do it, picturing anaked Chris Farley didn’t do it, and that had aways worked before!

Heran alazy hand down his bare somach, over the hard planes and muscled valeys that made up his
stomach, but stopped when his fingers met the soft thin tangle of hair below. His body stiffened ashe
thought about taking care of the problem manually. He could be mono-sexua tonight but that held no
appedl . The need would still be there and he would mess his bed sheetsfor nothing.

Groaning loudly he flung his hand over his head and squeezed his eyes shut.

"Virginity an’t that bad, pal," he assured his male member. "Maybe Zanyaisthe one to make my soul
sing, and maybe sheisn't, but that is no excusefor thisbehavior! Go to deep!™

But as expected, there was no let-up of the blood flow and his nerves were still jumping. So much for
the pep talk!

He reached over and pulled from a stack that lay beside his bed a dog-eared copy of Bound and
Determined, one of thefirst Brazen Heart books to hit the market. But tonight, the antics of Mandor and
Veronicadid not help ease hismind. Hisfavorite romance offered no solace tonight. Each page he turned
to, each chapter that he read, he could picture Zanya sface, tied up and longing for his possession. With
agroan, he tossed his book atop apile of othersin the Brazen Heart line, and again attempted to block
the imagesflowing through hismind.

Lateinto the night, Spark sighed and argued with himsdlf, but dways in the back of hismind wasthe
picture of Zanya s amazed face after their first kiss. Never had he drawn that look from awoman. Ashe
struggled to deep, he hoped that he would get the opportunity to do so once again.

* * % % %

Spark felt like an idiot as he showed up the next day at Zanya s sudio. Here it was, early in the morning,
when he didn’t get alick of deep the night before, and he was confused about how to gpproach the
woman of hisdreams.

Today hewas dressed in early bum, as Eric the Terrible would say. His sweatpants were loose and
faded and his T-shirt was deeveess, dueto the fact that he had ripped them out some time ago. Cdling
his shoes " shoes’ would have been kind. The dilapidated deck shoes were the extreme in comfort. Heck,



they barely had any materid left on them! His hair was aloose wavy massthat gave him the hippie look,
but it was the downtrodden expression on hisface that caused a compass onate woman to stop him and
offer himafew dollars.

"Just until you get back on your feet," she gushed as shelooked at him like he was holding a"Will Have
Sex For Money" sign.

"No, thank you," he muttered as he dragged hisfeet down the sdewak asif he were making hisway to
the executioner’ s chambers.

"But you seem like such anice young man!" she murmured. "Y ou can always pay me back some other
way," she offered, ahungry gleamin her eyes.

"No, thank you," he said again then sighed. "I’ m on my way to work."

The woman gave him adisbdieving double take, before pocketing her money and handing him acard.
"If you need me, Hon, don’t hesitate to call.”

He nodded his thanks and pocketed the card. She watched him as he made hisway to the studio’ sfront
doors and knocked.

"Damn," she thought as she hurried across the sireet. I should have known. Beefcake ismaking a
comeback!"

He stood there at the door, waiting for his dream girl to answer her door, to entice him with her big
green eyes, to make him trip over hiswords and blush again. "'l have to get mysdf together!" he thought
out loud as he heard footsteps approach.

"Hey Zanya? What do we do...”7’
The sight before him choked off any words that would have passed hislips.

Zanya, his Zanya, was dressed in black leather straps! He swallowed his tongue as he eyeballed the firm
flesh of her breasts asthey strained against the confines of the black leather band. Another small strip of
leather, supposedly a skirt, covered her from below her navel to the top of her thighs. Thetwo strips
were connected by onetiny gold chain, a chain that matched the leash around her neck.

"What do you think?" she asked as she spread her arms wide and gave him the full effect! On her feet
were high leather boots that made her legs seem so long and muscular.

"l...uh, didl...can|...very nice," hefinaly managed, his eyes and hisface taking on the same glowing red
hue. "1 mean, it’'snot much, isit? | mean, if that's what turnsyou on, I mean, pleasesyou...| mean
different. It'svery different!”

"Ame sent it over asingpiration,” she giggled as she turned and waked away, giving him an unhampered
view of her rear. His hand automaticaly drooped low to cover his sudden and full arousa as he watched
the twin globes of firm femde flesh sway down the hall.

The leather skirt, if you wanted to be generous and call it that, was cut high across her buttocks,
exposing the black leather thong that exposed more than it concedled. A groan built up in hischest, but
he managed, barely, to suppressit.



"Wadll, are you coming?' she cdled as shelooked over her shoulder and motioned him to follow her.
"Not yet, but if you so much asjump, | might!" he muttered to himsdf before giving her acheery nod and
limping down the hdl behind her. "Please let me survive thid™ he groaned as he stepped out of the hall
and into aworld of lights and fantasy.

"Give me amoment to change out of thisand we can begin." She caled as she climbed acircular
stairway to an upper loft shielded by shoji screens. "I thought that we would take some test shots today,
just to get you used to the camera and the look that we are going for, then tomorrow we can get into the
serious Suff.”

"Serious," he muttered as he stepped further into her studio and examined an array of medieva torture
devices spread out on atable. Beside ashort, velvet quirt laid agold leather paddle and a set of nipple
camps.

"Areyou nervous?' her voice called down to him as she disappeared behind her cloth-covered barriers.

"Getting there!" he called as he picked up something that resembled aleather dingshot with a studded
pocket. Was he supposed to fit into that? Well if she thought that he would stoop so low asto...

...stoop on the carpet or the wood floor? Which would she prefer?

Zanyaemerged wearing atiny black deeveless belly blouse and abronze sarong. In her navel glinted a
tiny opal that winked at him with each step that she took. Her long hair wastied back in abun at the base
of her neck and held there with two lacquer chopsticks. She was barefoot but on the middle toe of her
right foot sat atiny golden ring.

Spark swalowed deeply at the thought of taking that tiny little digit into his mouth and....

"So are we ready to begin?' she asked as she sauntered over to atable and picked up one of the
cameras.

"How...?" He paused and tried again. His dry throat was making it difficult for him to speak without
sounding like he was egting chalk! Or wasit blood loss, seeing that al the blood in his body had suddenly
rushed down below? "How do we do this?'

"Well," she purred. "We start by stripping you out of some of those clothes.”

She walked over to him and plucked a the materia of hisshirt.

"What did you do, Spark? Rummage at the bottom of a garbage can for that outfit?'

He blushed alittle at her words and sought to explain.

"These are just comfortable and familiar, Zan. Besides, | thought that the whole purpose of bringing me
here was to strip me down in thefirst place.”

"How right you are," shereplied, chuckling alittle to herself. Her shy Sparkles had a security blanket.
That wasfine by her.



"WEell, | have decided that for these practice shots, we would get you bare-chested.” And heaving! Now
where did that come from?"1, uh, want to see how you show up on film?' shefinished lamely, hoping that
he couldn't read her thoughts.

"Fineby me," he muttered, ablush il highlighting his cheeks. She wanted bare-chested, shewas going
to get bare-chested!

As Spark raised hishandsto divest himsdlf of the shirt, Zanyafelt the overwhel ming need to bite on her
knuckles, or to bay like awolf in heat! What abody this man had! His skin was smooth and golden, but
what would you expect when hisfather had the same complexion. They must be about as much of a mutt
ethnically asshewas! But dl of that smooth gold skin was just the beginning! Therewas no hair on his
mountains of hard muscles! Thethin, soft trail of red-gold hair started below hisnavel, a cute indentation
that was exposed as his pants dipped dangeroudy low onis hips. His nippleswere....

Holy shit!

Zanya stared at thetiny ring that pierced his right nipple. She had never seen aman with one done and
awaysthought that she would find it repugnant. But the tiny gold adornment seemed to fit. It screamed
out for her to touch, to pluck, to tease!

By thistime his head was clear of the shirt, she dragged her eyes, with great difficulty, back to hisface.
"Nice piercing," she managed, praying that her face didn’t give her libidinous thoughts away. After the
kissthey'd shared last night...wéll, this only moved him up on her ‘ dategble’ scale. Nonconformists

aways were more interesting than the everyday average man on the Streets.

"Thanks," he replied, as hetossed his shirt to that table of exposed tortures, and stood indecisively
before her. "Where do you want me?”

"On my bed and covered in chocolate," she muttered.
"Excuse me?' he asked, hiseyeswidening. No, surely she did not just say what he thought sheld said!

"On the bench over there," she repeated, al the while cursing herself! Where was her legendary cool ?
The man had her flustered! Thiswas another reason to explore this new emation.

Shrugging, he turned and walked over to the small bench that sat on an Oriental rug and was surrounded
by tdl light stands and silver umbrellas. He recognized the tools used to direct and reflect light and sat
camly as she gpproached, light meter in hand.

"] want ashot of that tattoo next, Spark. | caught aglimpse of it earlier and | want to get aquick picture
of it."

He nodded his understanding and examined her perfect features from hislow sedt.

Her eyeswere gill the same startling shade of green cat’ s eyes, and her lasheswerelong and curly. Her
full nose looked cute enough to nibble on and her lips looked, well, delicious. He had to fight back the
energies he felt humming through hisbody at the thought.

He d never encountered this before, he thought with asmal frown. The power that grew within his body
seemed to come dive a the very thought of her! Already he could fed the temperaturein the roomrising



severa degrees and sought to clamp down on any runaway energies before he gave himself away asthe
source.

"Getting warmin here," she commented as she backed off and went to grab her camera.

"A little," he managed, thankful that hisloosefitting sweats hid hisarousal.

My, helookswdll...endowed, Zanya thought as she eyed him through the lens of her camera. Maybe he
thought that he was hiding from her by hunching over in hisloose pants, but there was no mistaking his
reaction to her! But she wouldn't say anything about it! As shy as her Spark was, he would clam up and
go dl stiff and nervous on her.

Adjusting alight with aremote, she amed a brilliant beam of light across hisface, highlighting his eyes,
and another acrossthe planes of his chest. Thislighting hid his body partialy in the shadows and
emphasized the strength in his upper body.

"Look at me, Spark," she ordered. "L ook right into the camera.”

Sowly, with the grace of amountain lion, Spark turned his head and looked directly a Zan. Sowly his
long shiny hair did over his shoulders and framed hisface. In that moment, he was primd, dementd, and
raw. Like acurious cat, hetilted his head to the Side and made love to the camerawith his eyes.

Struggling to remember her job, Zanyatook a deep breath and pressed the shutter.

Lightsflashed, reminding Spark of afiercelightning ssorm. Zanyacircled him, motioning him to follow the
camerawith hisbody, and he quietly complied. Like an animal scenting its mate, Spark’ s eyes remained
glued to the woman as she knelt and snapped a photo at yet another angle. His eyes grew more intense
and he could dmost fed the energy in him reaching for her.

Zanyamust have felt something too, because she paused and dowly lowered the camera.

"| think that we need alittlemusic," she announced as she dmost ran over to awall of eectronic
equipment and pressed a button.

They both mentally groaned asthe dow strains of Prince’ sAdore filled theair.
"Until the end of time," Spark sang dowly. "I aways|oved that song.”

Zanyalooked up asthe rough timbre of hisvoice reached out to her. He was beginning to sound less shy
and more aggressve.

"Yes, it sone of my favoritestoo.”

Again shetook her placein front of him and snapped off afew more shots.

With his body hunched low and his gray eyes piercing, he took her bresth away with his outward
sensudity. Even hishair swayed enticingly as he turned his head and watched her. Hiswhole body
seemed tense and poised to spring.

"Turn around." She wanted to get a picture of his back. She adso wanted a chance to compose hersalf
without him weatching.



Without aword, he rose and reversed his position on the bench.

"Lift your hair," she ordered as she took severa deep breaths and patted away the sweat from her
brow. It sure was getting hot in here! Thisman had away of heating her blood.

Then she dmost smacked hersdf for that |ast direction as one heavily muscled arm swept under that long

fal of hair and dowly lifted it away to expose histattoo. Looking over his shoulder, her perfect facein
profile, he asked, "Isthiswhat you wanted?"

"Oh, yes," she nearly moaned as she lifted the camera. "Don’'t move amuscle.”

Spark heldinagrowl of frugtration asthe lights from her flash flashed brightly in the room. The silky fed
of hisown hair swaying againgt his sengitive skin was making hisarousal worse! The sght of an intense
Zanyaat work wasn't helping his situation either! He wondered if her eyes got that intense while making
love. Did she bite her lip in concentration as the pleasure built up within her? Would she close her eyes
and slently savor each new sensation, or would she beg and scream for more?

"Let’stake abreak now," she announced as he redized the clicking sound of her shutter had stopped. "I
need to reload.”

Sighing inrelief, Spark let hishair drop back over hisback and bent to rest his elbows on his knees.

To Zanya, helooked like alost little boy. While the power of hisbody was till evident, the posture was
that of asulky kid.

"Something troubling you, Spark?" she asked as she stepped closer to thisliving god in mortd flesh.
Looking up at her from under hislashes, he observed the concerned ook on her face.

"l wasjust wondering when you would go out with me." There! He couldn’t get more plainspoken than
thet!

Zanyasmiled as shetook a seat beside him.
"How about tonight, dick?" she asked.
Insde, she was jumping for joy, but on the outside, she was as cdm and collected as ever.

Heturned his head and again observed her actions. Shedidn’t seem dl that thrilled, but then again, she
didn’t run screaming from the room either.

"Tonight sounds wonderful,” he managed, then paused. Wait aminute! He was supposed to be the one
doing the asking! Where were hisbals? How did she manage to wrest control away from him?

"l mean..." he stuttered, trying to regain his manhood.” I s tonight good for you?"
For amoment, Zanya had forgotten that this powerful male anima was her shy Sparkles, but his

stuttering answer reassured her and reminded her that she would have to move easy with thisone. She
didn’t want to scare him away!



"Tonight isfine, Spark. Wonderful in fact.” She smiled at him, to reassure him, and patted his hands
encouragingly. "Whenever you say s0."

Spark gritted histeeth in frugtration! She wastreating him like achild again! Here hewas, trying his best
not to throw her to the ground and ravish her to within an inch of her life, and she was about ready to
hand out milk and cookies! Thiswas unbelievable!

"How about saven?' he gritted out. He was determined to show her that he was a manly man and a stud
worthy of obtaining the coveted position as her bed warmer and personal pleasure dave.

Poor thing is so shy, she thought as she smiled like sunlight up at him. "That sounds wonderful! Now,
let’ sfinish this shoot so that we can figure out just where we are going to go.”

Sheroseto her feet and flounced over to her table monument to the Marquis De Sade, and selected a
long leather thong.

"Ready to get alittletied up?"' she asked, waggling her eyebrows and gpproaching him with wicked
intent in her eyes.

"Damn!" Spark thought at the sight of hiswalking fantasy brandishing leather and ooking sexy as hell.
Thiswas going to be along shoot!

* % % % %

Spark stood in the downpour of cold water and silently cursed the fates that were determined to torment
him. "Ready to get alittletied up?* he mimicked in ahigh fasetto. "I’ d like to show her afew things about
being tied up!"

The leather was the worst part of it! His body shuddered at the memory. The rough-soft dide of those
leather thongs againgt his skin almost caused an eruption of volcanic proportionsin more places than his

pants!

She had gripped hiswrists and in a playful manner, lashed them together to the bench. He was forced to
st on thefloor as he wastied helplesdy to the low seat. Then he had to face the chalenge of not
embarrassng himsdf and hiswhole line with an inadvertent release as she played in hishair, arranging
tendrilsof it over his shoulders and face.

He sat there, awilling captive, and fought against the urge to show her the correct way to bind alover’'s
hands. That was too dangerous for one with his appetites. Instead, he sat there like asullen child, while
she arranged his head on the seat, stepped back, and began to snap test photos. When shefindly let him
loose, he practically ran for the front door and didn’t stop until he reached his car and the safety of his
cold shower at home. Only problem was that the cold shower wasn't exactly working.

"What are you doing to me?" he groaned as he looked down at histurgid flesh. "Haven't | lways been
good to you? Didn't | stop myself from getting you pierced! And thisisthethanks| get!"

With agroaning sigh, he dropped his head forward against the whitettile of his shower stal and prayed
for srength.



But al he could see behind his closed eyes was Zanya. Zanya stalking him with that blasted camera.
Zanyaleaning over him, giving him aclear view of her cleavage while she twisted the lesther strip around
hiswrigts. Zanyadressed in leather and sex as she pranced around in that ridiculoudy small ouitfit.

There was no hopefor it! This ache had to be appeased!

With asmdl prayer for strength, he reached for hisliquid soap and spurted agoodly portion in hispalm.
Closing hiseyesand picturing the lust of hislife naked and waiting, he reached for histhrobbing penisand

graspeditinafirmgrip.

Shudderswracked hisbody at first contact with the warm dippery soap. Would it feel half as good
being buried ingde her hot, wet body?

His moans echoed in the tiny shower stdl as he began adow pumping rhythm. His flesh grew harder and
harder with each pass of his hands.

Would his Zanya cry and beg for more? Would her moansfill his ears? Would her fierce demands be
blocked out by any soundsthat he made while loving her body? His hand moved a bit faster.

In hismind he saw Zanyatied to his headboard while he trailed the peacock feathers over her hard
nipples and glistening woman'’ s flesh. He imagined her gripping her ripe breasts and offering them to him,
pleading with him to take her into his mouth and suckle her burgting fruits.

"Oh, God!" he whimpered as his hand moved faster. His other pam, pressed againgt the tile wall, began
to grow warm and smoke. Electric tingles raced around his body, causing him to swesat despite the cold
temperature of the water. His panting breaths heaved within his chest, making his nipples hard and
causng ateasngitchin hispierced flesh.

Would she lie back and spread her legs for him?Would her flesh be golden and glistening, her clitoris
swollen and bursting from its cowl, her nether lips drenched with her dew?

His skin took on arosy hue, and then began to faintly glow as his energies fought araging beattle with his
desire, with both fighting for release. Small amber lights began to flash and surround his heaving body as
pressure built up within. His throbbing cock seemed to swell impossibly large as he continued to force
this pleasure onto himsdlf, to force hisfantasies of hiswoman to grester heights of erotica.

"Zanya" he cried out as hishand moved swiftly, faster and faster, hismind blotting out the present, his
surroundings, and his control. "Zanya, lovel" he moaned asthe tiles began to vibrate with the energies
contained within his body. He let |oose a high-pitched moan as suddenly the tension fighting in his body
broke! With a coarse shout of pleasure, hisbody arched, exploding in one powerful, earth-shattering
climectic release!

"Oh, God, Zanya," he panted as hiswhole body shook with the force of his pleasure. His knees
wobbled as he withdrew his hand away from his overly senstive flesh and dammed his hand againgt the
wall, pressing it for support.

Hiswhole body shuddered as he reached out and flipped the switch that caused hot water to mingle with
theicy cold pouring down over his head.

He would finish showering, he would dressin his best clothes, he would be so suave and smooth that
she couldn’t help notice that he was aman! Then, by God, hewould get laid! His body had spoken!



Zanyawasthe one! His period of life-long celibacy was over! He had found his perfect mate and nothing
would keep her from him!

Chapter Six

God had turned His back on him and the Heavenly Choir was snickering! Hell, even old Satan himsalf
was having agood chuckle off of thisone!

Here hewas, dressed to the ninesin his Armani suit, hisleather hand-crafted shoes, his hair tied back
into arespectable queue, and the woman insisted on treating him as if he was a brainless sycophant that
didn’t know hisassfrom aholein the ground!

"Areyou sure we can afford this place, Spark?' she asked as he pulled into the parking lot of the
Midnight Dove.

Situated on the Harbor Place waterfront, the Midnight Dove was one of Baltimore' s most expensive and
elite restaurants. The dress code was decidedly formal and the understated el egance shouted expensive
to al those who entered. There was a hush of awed amazement as one entered the marble foyer of the
converted mansion and saw the massive crystal chandelier. One could hardly missit! The mirrored walls
reflected the masterpiece of wire and brassin al directions. Therewas silk wallpaper on thewalls, for
heaven sake! And the maitre’ d was wearing atuxedo that had to be custom fitted!

Zanya suddenly felt alittle out of place, dthough she would never show it, in her loose black dress of
chiffon.

When she opened the door earlier to admit Spark into her abode, she felt like the most desirable woman
to wak the face of the earth! Hisface had reddened to thetips of his cute shapely ears and he had had to
run anervous finger around the collar of his sparkling white dress shirt.

"You look...| mean you are...beautiful." His blush depended after he stammered, but he recovered
nicdy.

"Youlook lovely, Zanya. | could have never found a more enchanting dinner companion. Are you ready
togo?'

Zanya smiled as she eyed the cut of hissuit. Pyrotechnics must pay well, she thought, as she turned to
fetch the silken shawl that she chose to wear with her outfit.

Her black dressloosdly skimmed her body from neck to ankle, covering anything that even looked like
flesh in the front. The back was another matter entirely.

His sharp gasp told her that he had noticed the back, or rather the lack of aback.

Her dressdipped low in the back, so low, in fact, that it necessitated aminimal of underwear. From
neck to the enticing dip at her bottom, the dress exposed her smooth golden skin. And just to make
thingsalittle more visudly interesting, around her waist was atiny gold chain, apresent from one of her
subjects for making her look like the millionsthat she was supposedly worth.

Shelooked back over her shoulder at him, agrin on her face, glad that she'd decided to wear her hair



up. Hiseyeswere glued to her bare skin and his breathing had noticeably increased.
"Am | dressed appropriately, Spark?' she asked, ateasing glint in her eyes.

"Perfect,” he breathed. "Absolutely perfect.” And she was sure that he wasn't talking about the dress.

Now as she sood in the middle of this monument to ostentation, she wasn't quite so sure.

Yes, | can,” hereplied, alittle bit defensive. Did she think that he squandered his money to the point that
he couldn’t afford arare treat every once and awhile? For goodness sake, he was partner in alucrative

business, owned his own mail order business with the creative and exotic wegpons that he made, and he
was getting paid to let her tie him up and take pictures of his nearly bare hide! Of course he could afford

an expensive restaurant every now and again!

Zanyasighed to hersdf as sheredlized her mistake. It wasn’t good to insult the masculine pride of the
man you hoped to seduce, especialy when one was as shy and delicate as Spark. She ought to have
known better than to question hisfinancial status with such adumb comment. She wasjust concerned
that he would wipe out his savings trying to impress her, when it was absolutely unnecessary. Shewas
impressed enough with his persondity and, well, his body.

"I never meant to imply that you couldn’t,”" she assured, but that discrete cough from the maitre’ d ended
any comment that she would have made.

"Resarvations?' the man asked, eyeing Spark's hair flowing from its queue and Zanya' s concerned
expresson with asour twist to hislips.

"Yes" Spark replied curtly, not liking the man’ sexpression at dl. "Macintyre.”

The man made an expansive show of examining alarge black book before again eyeing Spark with
something akin to snobbery on hisface.

"What?Y ou want ID?" Zanya snapped as the man continued to stare at them as if they were part of an
elaborate joke.

With asniff, the man turned and whispered to awaiting busboy before turning again to these two
persons polluting his e egant foyer.

"If you would follow James..." he began, but Spark cut him off.

"Do you have a problem with my appearance?’ he asked, the civilized sophisticated veneer that he
worked s0 hard to polish earlier beginning to disintegrate in the face of hisrising temper.

"No, gr," thewaiter Sghed, asif aconversation with thisgreat hairy man was benegth him. "If you would
but follow James...."

"Jeaves can cool hisjetsfor aminute. | am trying to ask you a question and get an acceptable response.
Now, again, do you have a problem with my appearance?’ He leaned closer to the man, who took a
wise step back.



"Not at dl, sr," the man sniffed.
"Then maybe my date isaproblem for you?' He took another step closer to the man.

"Not at dl, gr." The man assured, beginning to get alittle frightened, but sure that he could handle this
overgrown gpe with the intimidating scowl.

"Then surdly, there must be a problem here.” His deep voice began to rise as he took yet another step
towards the stupid man. Any dights against himsdlf he could ignore, but if any one so much asimplied an
insult towardshisZanya....

“Isthere aproblem here?"
The new voice was caming and assured as a short man stepped into the foyer.

"Spark!" the man cried out as he stepped closer to the people involved with the small dtercation. "It's
been agesaince |l last saw you! How isyour father? How isyour lovely mother? | do wish that they
would drop in more!”

Taking amoment to shake off hisanger, Spark turned to the man and offered him his hand.

"Mr. Dove. It has been awhile. My parents are fine and are now enjoying aweekend done a The
House. May | introduce to you my date for this evening, ZanyaBurke."

"Charming, smply charming!" the man exclaimed as he took both of Zanya' s hands and brought them to
his mouth for aquick kiss. "But what isthe problem here?' he asked as he let her hands go and turned to
the red-faced maitre’ d.

"I waswondering if my appearance or my date bothered this gentleman here,” Spark growled, his
expression darkening again as he turned to the man is question.

"Of course not, gr!" the man sammered.

"If you back-pedd any more, you'll go right through the hat mirror and shatter the elegant illuson,”
Zanyasaid with some satisfaction.

The man glared at her but didn’t respond.

Michagl Dove said nothing, but pointed to aback door that had been unnoticed before. Shamefaced,
the maitre’ d gave them one find sniff for good measure before turning and exiting the foyer.

"You'll haveto excuse Peter. He sometimes forgets that heis not God and the world is not here to cater
to him. Be assured that he will be dealt with, Spark,” Michadl assured them as he spread hisarmswide
and welcomed them into hissmall bit of paradise.

Zanya caught her breath asthey turned to the right and entered the small dimly lit room. Thisroom was
exquiste!

There were afew tables scattered around, small round tables with long midnight blue cloths that touched
the dark carpeted floor. And that carpet wasn't anything to sneeze a, either!



It was s0 plush and thick Zanya had to fight the urge to take off her shoes and stroll barefoot acrossthe
room. Asit was, her feet sank with each step she took. She turned and smiled up at Spark. Thiswas
impressve.

Zanyaexpected Spark to sart stuttering again at any moment. He was doing his best to overcome his
shyness, even to the point of standing up to that officious waiter!

On each table there were smple yet different flower designs, each giving off aflora scent that
complemented the enticing aromas that were emanating from some unseen kitchen. There were also small
teacandlesfloating in acrystal bowl of water in front of each arrangement.

There were two place settings on each table, alight rose dinner plate with asmaller midnight blue plate
resting atop it. The napkins, also of a deep rose color, were folded into an elaborate triangle and rested
on top of the blue plate.

Thiswas definitely athree-different-fork kind of restaurant and Zanya appreciated the efforts that Spark
put forth to bring her here on such short notice.

"Please have a seat," Michadl invited as he stopped at atable near aback wall. They had to slepupona
small landing where the carpet ended and awarm gold marble began.

There was only onetable here, and the wall wastotally covered with adark window treatment with soft
cream, gold, and rose highlights. "The best seat in the house for the man who not only designed the best
opening night celebration that this city has ever seen, but who aso was there monitoring each phase asit
happened. Y our family helped put this restaurant on the map.”

"Nonsense," Spark laughed off the compliment in afriendly manner, ablush that could be seeninthedim
candle hidden lights of the place, highlighting the features of hisface. ™Y our amazing cuisne would have
pushed any other restaurant around here out of business anyway!"

"Not without the people to eat that fine cuisine, Spark,” he returned. "Don’t discount your part in my
success. | know | don't!”

Spark ducked his head as he accepted the compliment and grinned sheepishly at Zanya. Alwaysthe
gentleman, Spark took her shawl and seated her with some pomp and circumstance before taking his
Oown Sedt.

"Now the best isyet to come!” Mr. Dove said as he pulled a small remote device from his pocket and
depressed asmadll button.

"Oh, that is beautiful!" Zanya breathed in awe as the curtains parted to expose a breathtaking view of the
harbor. Thousands of bright lights flashed across the water, tiny boating lights echoed the shine of the
gars. Bright colorful illuminations outlined amagnificent cityscape, making the restaurant seem asif it
were floating in the night sky, about to touch down on some distant dien planet. The muted noises of the
restaurant faded as she turned bright eyes on the man who had brought her to thismagical place.

"Enjoy,” Michaegl whispered before he too disappeared and a discrete wine steward approached.

"Sir?' he asked in low tones.

But Spark was again lost in Zanya' s eyes, her perfect cat’seyes. A man could get lost there, he thought,



as he sghed and rested his elbow on the table.
And nearly did to thefloor!

"Spark!" Zanyacried as he went plummeting downward. Only his quick reflexes saved him from landing
facefirst on the carpet at her fest.

Face blazing red in mortification, Spark righted himsalf and prayed that the floor would open up and
swvalow himwhole,

"Areyou dl right, Sr?" the wine steward asked as he eyed Spark asif the man had had afew drinkstoo
many before coming to dine.

"I, uh..." he sammered as he struggled to remember the complicated wine list that he had mentally
compiled to impress Zanya

"We|?' the man asked and suddenly hefdt asif every eyein the place was on him, watching him make
another fool of himself and lose pointswith Zanya

"I'll have aCoke," Zanyasaid, amusement pulling at the corners of her lips. Spark was so cute when he
tried to impress her with his maturity!

"Very good, Madame." The steward sniffed as he looked towards Spark.

"Makeit two," he mumbled as he fought againgt the urge to bury hishead in hisarmsin shame. Being a
debonair man of the world was tough!

And the evening went downhill from therel

* * % * %

"How could you have known that | was allergic to shellfish, Spark?1 didn’t think to mention it when you
invited meout.”

Zanya swide eyeslooked up at him with that "it’'ll be okay" look.
They werein his car and heading back to her place after the disastrous medl.
"Sdad. All you atewasasdad!" he sighed as he sped through the evening streets of Batimore.

Severd touristiswere out and about enjoying the nightlife that Batimore had to offer. Luxury limoswere
parked on a side street while curious people tried to peek insde to see who was paying avist to Charm
City. Groups of black-dressed Goths, heading into their favorite clubs, shocked people with their various
piercing and wild clothing. Still another group of businessmen were strolling into the hottest barsin Fells
Point, the strip known for its old-fashioned pubs and live entertainment. All in al, it was another
wonderful evening in the city, except for the depressed man and the consoling woman in the black car
currently making their way eedt.

"But it was avery good salad, Spark! It was nice of them to add the bacon and the extra seasonings.
Plus, for the bread sticks done, | would have made the trip. And that dressing wasto diefor!"



Zanyagiggled as sherecalled how dismayed helooked after she explained that if she partook of any
seafood, shewould swell up like ablowfish and would turn roughly the color of hisbright red hair.

"I'm sorry, Zanya," he Sighed, ashe dowed for ared light. "I should have brought it up! Otherwisel
never would have taken you to that place.”

"But the Midnight Doveisdl the rage among my clients, Spark!" she grinned up a him. "Do you know
how many people were telling me about trying to get the window seat?I’ll be the envy of the horsy set
when | tell them | actudly ate there and then show them who'd been my escort!"

She amiled asthe tension eased allittle from his shoulders. Spark wasredly a senstive man!

"Then, you'll go out with me again?' he asked, hope shining in hisgray eyes.

"Of course, Spark!" she laughed. "WEe re going to be seeing alot of each other! Green light.”

Was she giving him agreen light to start this seduction? Was he going get laid tonight? His senses
instantly perked up and the poor deprived piece of flesh between his legs began to do the dance of joy!

"Green light, Spark!" Zanyasaid again, nudging his shoulder. "The people behind us are getting mad.”

Spark plummeted back to reality with ajolt and suddenly he could hear the angry honks behind them.
Shaking his head, he stepped on the gas and continued on their journey. Lust was hard on aman’s mind!

When they findly reached Zanya' s studio, Spark, proving that chivary was not dead, got out and
opened the door for her before escorting her to the front door.

"When can | seeyou again?' he asked.

Although the ordering was a disaster, they did manage to have a decent conversation. The daydreams
that had been plaguing him since meeting her never reared their lust-induced heads. Hed learned about
her brother the reporter who was on assgnment from The African Star, now in DC reporting on some
political scandd. In turn hetold her al aout hisfamily, hisfierce mother and gentle father, and his
annoying but lovable sster Ember.

"Y ou will be seeing metomorrow, Spark, or isthat | will be seeing you?" she asked with asmirk.

"Oh, the shoot," he muttered causing her to burst out into laughter.

"Y ou make it sound like the Spanish Inquisition, Spark!" shelaughed as she stepped close to him and
ran onefinger down the lapel of hisjacket. "I promise, you won't fed athing.”

"I wish!" he mumbled before he pasted asmile on hisface. "I was speaking of another date. Want to risk
it again?| promise, no seafood restaurants!™

At hiswords, she exploded into laughter. He bit back a groan as he watched her firm, high breasts rub
againg the material of her dress, the dress that should have been banned in al fifty states!

"Wel?" he asked when her laughter eased.

"Yes, Spark. | would love to go out with you again. And thistime you can explain to me how you dl do



these wonderful light showsthat we aredl in awve of "

"Tomorrow night?" he asked, tentatively placing ahand around her wais, his callused hands brushing
againgt the soft skin of her lower back, feding her tiny vertebrae shift as she stepped closer to him.

"Tomorrow night isfine, Spark,” she said as sherose on her toes and leaned her body againgt his.

"So, uh, tomorrow isgood, redlly good,” he choked, trying to regain his voice. Where did that squesk
comefrom?

"Kissme Spark,” shefindly whispered againgt hislips as she moved in closer for thekill.
"Kiss?' he asked, his breath harsh and rasping. "God, yes!"

His arms gently wrapped around her body, pulled her closer to him, and lifted her off of her feet ashis
lips gently fed off of hers.

Spark moaned as thunder boomed in his blood and his energies sang, trying to show their joy by
breaking free of histight rein. His body trembled as he absorbed alow, dow moan of her own, and
returned it to her in agrumbling growl. He could fed hisblood rushing to hislower extremities,
awakening the need, making hislegstremble. Then her tongue forged a path inside his mouth.
"Swest fire," he breathed as her sweetness exploded hot and full in his mouth.

Unableto resist, he devoured her mouth, thrusting his tongue deep to savor more of her.

"Spark," she bresthed, pulling avay from his drugging kisses. Y ou move me."

"Zanya," he began as helet her dide dowly down his body. Spark shuddered at the fedl of her soft
breasts and soft skin rubbing againgt him.

"Tomorrow, Spark,” she breathed looking up at him with glazed eyes. “We |l talk about it tomorrow."
Reluctantly, helet her go and watched as she thrust the key into the front door and eased the door open.
Looking back over her shoulder at him, she repeated, "Tomorrow," before gently closing the door.
"Wdll, hdl!" he muttered as he turned and walked away, stopping every few stepsto readjust Mr.
Happy. "At least shedidn’t laugh in my face and dam the door," he said out loud as he opened his car
door and carefully eased histense body behind thewhed. "But | hope she givesme asign soon! Blueis
definitely not my color!”

With that thought in mind, Spark hurried hometo his cold shower.



Chapter Seven

The next day, bright and early, Spark was knocking at Zanya' s door, asmile on hisface and anticipation
sounding through his blood.

Memories of the sweet Zanyaand her sweet lips were driving him insane with desire. Maybe today they
could get inventive with his bindings and they could get it on!

When the door opened, he immediately hopped to attention and plastered on his most seductive look
ever.

"Hello, green eyes," he purred. " Missed me?”’

"Not realy," adeep mae voicereplied in adeadpan. "Y ou only just saw me afew days ago, athough
I'm flattered that you noticed my eyes.”

"Eric?" Spark wailed, ared blush highlighting his cheeks. ", ah, thought that you were someone ese.”
He managed to step past the blond Viking and into Zanya shall.

"And just look how you came a-calling! Spark, | am ashamed of you! Didn’t | teach you better than
that? Did you at least bother to wash your hair when you showered, if you showered?"

Spark snorted & Eric, agitation replacing his embarrassment.

"Of coursel did, nimrod! But | am going to be photographed nearly naked so | didn’t bother to dress
for the occasion!" Helooked down at his comfortable and worn sweats and shook is head in disgust.
What was wrong with comfort? He liked being comfortablel

"But whereisyour sense of class, Spark!" Eric wailed as heled him back to the studio. "At least think of
your reputation!™

"What reputation?’ he shot back! "And | don’t need classwhen I’ ve got style! It'sa second cousin to
class"

Eric snorted as he led Spark degper into a photographer’ s heaven. It was set up differently today. There
weretall screens placed in Strategic placesthat cut the large area up into severad smaller spaces. Eric
motioned to a screened off areawhere he had set up his makeup kit and pushed Spark down in achair.

"Besides, my sweatsaren’t that bad!" he continued, as Eric glared a him and the tangled mess on his
head. With asigh to show how extremely put-upon he was, he grabbed a comb and began untangling the



waves of hair that were loosdly bound at the nape of his neck.

Without another word, Eric went to work on the tangled tail of hair, muttering about demon bikes and
theidiots who rode them.

"Why al the screens?’ he asked, wincing as Eric gave atangle a particularly rough tug. He was hoping to
distract the man so that he would have some hair left on hishead! His hair was almost as sengitive
as...well, Mr. Happy and he didn’t want pain to be the main expression on hisface. After al, he had read
the books that Ame Heart produced, and pain was definitely not on the menul!

"Early client. Last minute thing," Eric muttered as he held up ahunk of hair to his specid, lighted mirror,
examining Spark’ sends.

"Oh," he said as he closed his eyes and thought of Zanyacircling him with her camera, an intense look
upon her beautiful face. Was she on birth control or would he be required to use a condom? But it would
be better to use both. Theway he was fedling, he wasworking up alot of steam and under intense hest,
condoms had atendency to...

"...5plit. At least they aren’t split. Spark, do you know how much damage wind can do to your hair?"

"l know! That’swhat was troubling me. And | know that Trojan makesa..." He broke off as Eric shot
him an amused look. "Never mind!™

With asmall sigh, Spark gave up his new pastime, xxx-rated fantasiesinvolving Zanya, and looked up at
Eric.

"Don’'t you have someone else to bug? | mean asister or abrother?”

"l have you, dear boy!" Eric said as he dropped his comb into a basket. Someone had called his name
while Spark was...sulking and he was going to see what was wanted.

"And asfar as shlings go, who needsthem?| have you, you big baby!" With that parting shot, Eric the
Terribleleft thearea.

"Is adoption an option?" he called back after a second. Eric aways made such dramatic exits!

He had just settled back in his chair, content to wait for the Lord of the Makeup Sponge, when he heard
asmall sniffle. Was someone crying? Was someone more miserable than he was?

Curious, he rose and parted the screensto look into the large studio space. There, Sitting among a pile of
brightly colored pillows and severd stuffed forest animals, was alittle sobbing fairy. Well, shewas
dressed like afairy.

Thelittle girl had ashort mane of curly, dark brown corkscrews and glowing, caramel skin. Her bright
brown eyes were filling with more tears even as he watched. Her bottom lip trembled and she pressed
her hands againgt her eyes, hiding.

His heart shattered! Above all things, he hated to see people cry! Especialy family, hiswomen folk, and
litlegirls

"Ah, hello?' he said softly as he dowly, cautioudy approached her. Hewas astranger after dl, and he



didn’t want to frighten her.

"Helwou," shereplied, il sniffling but watching the strange man approach with big watery eyes.
"My nameis Spark," he sad. "What' s yours?"

No answer.

"Isthere anything | can help you with, sweetheart?' he asked as he made hisway to her throne of
pillowsand sat at her feet, the attentive courtier.

"l wan’ my ducky!" she cried, pointing with authority to asmal yelow plastic duck sitting on abench
across the room. Shewas obvioudy afary queen! The attitude was a dead give-away, even without the
small crystd tiarathat sat upon her head.

"Want meto go and get it?' he asked gently, asmile pulling a hislips. Kids were the coolest, but they
were especidly cute when they were so dramatic and confident.

"l can’!" shesaid, blinking her large innocent eyes up at him. "Mommy says no pigturs holdn’ ducky!"
"Wadll, of course!" he said as he stood up and strolled over to the bench. Once there, he looked at her
over his shoulder, before picking up the rubber duck in question. "Have you watched Sesame Street?' he
asked.

"Un-huh," she gasped, her tears drying as she watched the red-haired man.

"Then you know the Owl told Ernieto put down the ducky!"

"Yes" shesad dowly, trying to understand what the happy man wastelling her. She remembered the
brown owl telling Ernie that he had to put down his ducky before he could learn to do things.

"Do you remember the song?" he asked while stepping closer to her.

"Put down da ducky! Leave the ducky ‘lone?" she asked.

"Yes, that'sit!" Spark said as he took one cautious look around to seeif anybody was watching. "Put
down the ducky," he softly sang. "'Put down the ducky if you want to play the saxophone! But it applies
to picturestoo!" he added.

"Wedlly?' she asked perking up. "Ducky won' mind?"

"Not at dl!" he assured her. Taking another ook around, he bent down and asked in alow voice,
"Wannasng it with me?'

"Y eah, yeah, yeah!" thelittle fairy queen sang out loud, jumping to her feet and grabbing a crystal scepter
from the floor beside her.

"Put down daducky!" she crowed. "Put down da ducky!"

"Put it down!" Spark happily added the background vocals.



"Put down daducky if you wannatake a picture now!"

"All right! Onemoretime!" Spark crowed as he bent down and clasped her little warm hands within his
large rough ones. Together they danced around the pile of pillows singing loudly, "Put down the ducky!"

Giggling and twirling, they danced across the room, her childish laughter lighting the whole sudio asthe
two sang.

In fact they were having such agrand time of it, they never even noticed the screens parting and Eric,
followed by an unknown woman, Zanya and no lessthen Ame Heart, entering the room.

"Put down the ducky!" he crowed as he danced around the room sgqueaking the yellow duck! "Put down
the ducky!"

While hisfairy queen clapped and urged him on, he put one hand on his hip and began to boogie down!
He waved his hips Elvis style while bending low and tossing his hair like a crazed woman a aRicky
Martin concert! "Put down the ducky if you wannatake a picture now!" he sang as he executed a perfect
pirouette while keeping an eye on the little queen and squesking the duck in timeto their Snging.

"Put downthe...."

Hisvoicetrailed off as he suddenly realized that they weren't done! He didn’'t know what did it, his
dancing partner’ s sudden silence, or the bright lights of aflash bulb as a picture was taken.

Sowly heturned, bitsof hair hanging out of his mouth and partialy blocking hisface, until he faced the
group of people standing behind him.

"Hi?" Boy, did his voice sound weak!
"Well, somebody certainly ig" Eric chortled.

"l can explain,” he began with asigh. Again he had made afool out of himsdlf in front of Zanya. At this
rate, he would never lure hisfantasy chick into hisarmsor his bed!

"Mommy, did you see?" hislittle queen cried as she ran to the smiling woman. "We danced and
everything!" Shelaunched hersdf a her mother, her long skirtsflying around her little legs.

"l saw, baby," the woman smiled as shelifted her daughter into her arms.

"Spark, thisis Arelana James. Sheis...."

“The author of Srokes " he cried out, his embarrassment forgotten and his attention on one of his
favoriteBrazen Heart authors. He walked over to her, holding out his hand as a smile broke across his

face. "Y our books are all but dog-eared and torn, | have read them so much!™

"Why, thank you," she said in genuine pleasure as she shook hishand. "I am glad that you like what | do,
athough not many men would admit to reading erotic romance.”

"Aeriang," Zanyacontinued. "Thisis Spark Maclntyre, the mode for your new book."

"New book?" Spark’s ears perked up.



"Yup. It'scdledPant . You like?' Laughter caused her brown eyesto sparkle and her faceto light up.
"When will it be out?" he asked. "Will you autograph a copy for me?

"Hon, for getting my daughter to laugh likethat, I'll give you an autographed copy of it! Thank you! She
hasn’t smiled in weeks since moving here. It' s been abig adjustment for her. | can’t thank you enough!™

“But | didn't do anything." A blush again filled hisface and he looked down at thelittle girl. "'l just can't
stand to see aFairy Queen cry.”

"Well, if you think that you can hold that smile amoment longer, honey, | will get this picture taken and
you can have your ducky! Would you likethat?' Zanya asked as she broke off from the group and set up
her camera.

“I want Spark,” she cried as she ran over to him and held up her little chubby arms.

"My Lady," he said as helifted her up into hisarms. There was nothing that Spark loved more than
children! They had anewness about them that fascinated him.

"Your children will loveyou," Aerianasaid as she observed the easy way that her daughter interacted
with the modd. "Y ou will spoil your girlsrotten!™

"I know," he grinned as he walked back over to the pillow throne and placed the fairy queen properly.
"All my kids are going to be spoiled rotten! My dad isthe same way!"

He smiled at thelittle girl as he stepped back out of the frame, her eyesfollowing his every move,

Once out of range of the camera, he gave the ducky alittle squeak and the queen gifted all witha
beautiful amile.

After snapping severa pictures of her playing and dancing with her wand, Zanya motioned her mother
into the picture and got afew frames of them together. Then as she was about to end the session, she
motioned Spark into the picture.

"Me?" he asked. Whilethis smal shoot wastaking place he had kept the little girl, Mikel, happy by
sgueaking her duck and making faces. He didn’t expect to bein the finished product.

"Yesyou, Sparkles," Zanyalaughed. "1 want this onefor my persona portfolio.”
"Okay," hesad findly. "But the duck comeswith me."

The last shot was of Mikel, Spark, and Ducky, al doing the dance of joy.

* k * k%

"| told you that he would be perfect for the job," a deep, masculine voice whispered to the woman
beside him asthey observed Spark and Mikd.



"Yes, you wereright. So far,” the woman purred as she ran one finger over a stubborn masculine jaw.
"But we have yet to seeiif heisthe perfect man.”

Chapter Eight

"It stimeto hear that snapping sound!”
"Already?" Spark moaned as Zanyaled him over to the table of torture.

"Already, big guy,” shelaughed as she picked up what looked like atiny black nose warmer and pointed
to ascreened off area.

"Whereistherest of it?" he asked, incredulous as he eyed the thin leather straps hanging from her finger.
Silently, shedangled apair of leather restraints from the other hand.

"Zanya," he moaned, moaned because he knew that the scanty outfit would hide none of hisreection to
her. "Can’t | wear pants or anicelong robe, or something?"

"The name of the book isPant , Spark. Y ou have to make the public pant!™

"Inthat?' he asked, taking thetiny bit of materid off of her finger and stretching it out in front of him. "'l
don't think it'll fit."

Heisso shy, Zanyathought as she smiled at thiswonderful man. She had tried to get that little girl to
smiledl morning. She, Ame, Eric, and Aerianawere in the back room discussing optionsfor the picture
when they had heard the childish laughter coming from her studio. Rushing back there, they were dl
shocked to seethelittle girl laughing and playing again, dl because of the man now standing in front of her
gporting ablush amogt as bright as hishair. He was specid.

"It will gtretch, Spark,” she assured him. "It only looks like leather.”

"But..." he began but Eric’ svoice cut him off.

"Y ou're not too shy, are you?' he asked, trying to bite back laughter. " Of course, knowing you aslong
as| have, | wouldn't believe that for amoment.”

"l am not shy!" he gritted out as he glared at the blond giant.

"Sureyou're not," he placated. "'l know you aren’t.”

"Damnit!" he growled before he turned on his hedl and disappeared into the indicated area.

"Y ou have to know how to handle these shy types," Eric whispered to Zanyaas they both watched
Spark vanish behind the screen. "They are very dedlicate, these shy ones. Reverse psychology usualy
worksthe best."

Giggling, Zanyaturned to Eric and nodded. "Thanksfor the advice," she whispered.



"Anytime, doll,” heanswered. "Anytimeat al."

* * % % %

Firg there was aglint of red from behind the shoji screen. Then, one gray eye made its appearance as
Spark quickly looked around to see if anyone was watching.

Spying no one there, he quickly darted behind the next barrier, the table of tortures. Once behind the
table, with itswicked array of toys, he ducked down and again his head popped up for aquick peek,

then disappeared again.

Two golden arms reached up and grasped the handles of two pleasure paddies, then the broad hand and
the wide dats of wood disappeared, only to reappear asimitation fig leaves as Spark darted over to the
next hiding pot.

"If I can just make it to the bench," he muttered to himsalf as he saw the blanket-covered, prepared cot.
"| can usethat blanket for cover. Damn, | fed adraft.”

"And you' re putting on quite ashow too," Zanya sdroll voice came from behind.
Spark paused in his mad dash for the bed, and his shoulders tensed as he dowly turned around.

Sure enough, there were Zanya, Ame, and Eric laughing at him. "Kill me," he muttered as he dropped his
head down in embarrassment. "Just shoot me now."

Hisanswer was a bright flash of white as Zanya did just that.
"Everybody isacomedian,” he groused as, still holding his paddiesin place, he walked over to the cot.

"Just giving you what you asked for, babe," Zanyalaughed as she advanced to the next frame on thefilm
roll.

"Will you?' he asked softly, hisgray eyes sparkling like new diamonds.

For amoment there was complete silence in the room as Eric and Ame suddenly took up aninterest in
the screens surrounding the room, and the lights. They tried to look at anything but the couple staring at
each other with glowing eyes.

"We'll see, Spark,” her quiet voice caressed his ears. Never oneto let being timid stop her, Zanyawas
quite direct in what she wanted. And she decided that she wanted Spark. "But that is moot at this point,
babe. We have ajob to do. Drop those paddies.”

Again Spark looked nervous, then aresigned look crossed hisface.

"Oh, hdll," he muttered before flashing Zanyaaleering grin. He dowly opened hishands and let the
paddies drop.

"Oh, my," Ame gulped.



"Oh, brother," Eric snorted.

"Oh, hdl!" Zanyamuttered as her prized camera, the one that had never ever touched anything but the
butter-soft leather of its case or the cool kiss of its sted tripod, hit the floor.

Bending quickly to retrieve her prized possession, and ignoring the knowing looks being tossed her way
by Eric and Ame, she gathered the tattered remains of her dignity.

Spark smiled knowingly at her unexpected reaction. His beautiful Zanyawas as affected by him ashe
was by her! Thiswaswonderful!

" See something you like?' he purred as he took a step closer to her, but again Zanya was speechless.
Thetiny gold hoop caught the shine from the many lights she had positioned around the room, rivaing his
golden skin for beauty of color. His eyes seem to ignite and the temperature in the room climbed severd
degrees.

"Makeup?' she asked, quickly turning away from temptation and facing Eric.

"Powder," Eric sang as he hefted ahuge tackle box filled with cosmetics and, fighting to hold in laughter,
walked over to Spark.

"Okay, lover-boy," he said when he drew closer. "Lets get the glare off of you before you burst out of
your skivvies and really embarrass yoursalf."

"My control isadmirable,”" he muttered as he eyed longingly the object of hisdesire. "She till has her
clotheson, right?'

"Like you, gentleman that you are, would do anything like actudly attack the woman. Heaven forbid!"
Eric laughed as he pulled out alarge body puff and began to pat the skin of his upper body.

"I let her know how | fed," he argued as he watched Zanya adjust the equipment that she would need.
He bit back a groan as she bent low to adjust atripod.

"| guessthat’ swhy she thinks that you are so cute and shy,” Eric snorted.

"I'mworking onit," Spark muttered as Eric finished up with the puff and produced a hairbrush. "But
every timel try to impress her, something happens and | wind up making afool of myself."

"Because you have aheart?' Eric asked as he motioned Spark to sit so that he could seeto hishair
properly. "Women eat that stuff up!™ He fluttered his eyes and sighed loudly. Then he attacked Spark’s
hair, making it awild, if artistic, mane on his head.

Before Spark could retort, Ame called, "Are we ready?'

"We need to add the restraints!” Eric called back. "Zanya?'

Now thisisthe stuff fantasies are made of, Zanya thought as she looked over the goodies on her prop
table and selected along, thin, black |eather cord.

Turning to face Spark, she blinked at the sudden mental picture of him bound by the wriststo her bed.



She would dowly stroke his naked, quivering length with large peacock feathers and watch as he
squirmed closer, greedy for thefiery caress, yet sruggled to free himsdf from the dow, maddening
arousal. Y es, thin leather cords were agood choice, so small and delicate againgt his obvious muscular
strength. What a contrast!

"Here," she amost panted as she handed the length of leather to Eric. "Tie him up good.”

"No such luck, honey," Eric replied with asmall pout on hislips. "I am off to greener pastures.”

"Wha?' Zanyawalled indismay. "I’'m losng my help on thisone?’

"No, dearest,” Ame said as she walked over to the small group clustered around the near naked man.
"We are needed back at the office. | haveto sgn afew contracts and Caressaiis expecting me. I’'m sure

Spark herewill give you all the help that you need. Just wanted to sneak in apeek at your operation and,
asaways, dear, I’m impressed.”

Motioning to Eric, sheturned on her stylish heels and started for the front door. "L ovely seeing you
again, Spark. | can't wait to seethe results.”

Like atrained puppy, Eric quickly collected hisbox and out the door they went.

The clang of the shutting door sounded overly loud in the small, tenson-filled area.

"l guessit’sjust you and me," Zanya said, then paused as she redized how sexud that sounded.
"S0, are you going to do the honors?' Spark asked as he eyed the leather strap that Zanya still held.
"l guess| haveto," she said, her voice abit husker than usud. "And | have no ideawhere to begin.”

"Start at thetop,” he breathed as she stepped even closer to him. "That is usualy the best place to
begin.”

"Asif you have the experience," she breathed, excited by hiswords yet knowing what a shy man he
was.

Stepping forward, she motioned for him to cross hiswrigtsin front of himself before she began to lightly
wind the black thong around his hands, binding him and relishing thefed of hisfirm-soft skin.

"It’ s obvious that you don’t know what you're doing," he breathed as he looked up at her, again amost
rendered breathless by her beauity.

"And you can do better?' she teased him with asmadll laugh.

"Indeed | can, madam,” he answered, atwinkle showing in hisgray eyes. "Asamatter of fact, | aman
expert on the subject.”

"Ohredly, oh shy one," shelaughed. She quickly unwound the thong before handing it to him. " Then by
al means, baby, show me."

"Asyouinsg," he purred, suddenly al business as he swiftly stood and placed her in his spot.



Still chuckling at the though of her shy honey tying her up, she crossed her wrists and held them up to
him, asif in supplication.

"Begentle!" she urged as her amilefilled his heart and hisloins.

"Only if you beg," he returned, before swiftly and neatly winding the cord around both wrists and leaving
them not crossed, but bound closdly together.

"| thought you were supposed to cross them?' she asked as her breathing rate increased. She looked up
at her wrigts, then higher at the man who now appeared dmost dazed as he examined his handiwork.
Instead of frightening her, it kind of turned her on.

"Only if you are going for hard-core domination,” he answered. "Thiswon’'t cut off your circulation and
dill givesyou atenson release.”

"Tenson release?" she asked, her voice cracking as she suddenly devel oped another mental picture of
them. Thistime she was the onetied up and helpless at hismercy.

"Yes." Hissure quiet voice drew her out of the growing fantasy. ™Y ou can grip the thongsand pull if
things build up too quickly, or you can wiggle your way free, if you want.”

She swallowed hard as she looked up at him. Suddenly taking pictures was the last thing on her mind.
Suddenly she wanted to be the one wearing less than nothing under his adoring gaze. She definitely didn’t
want to wiggle free, maybe closer, but not free. But would voicing thisfantasy scare him off? She
decided to take a chance.

"I wouldn't wiggle away from you, Spark. Not you."

"Oh my God!" Spark breathed as he saw her beautiful green cat’ s eyes darken with, dare he hope,
desire."You want me!"

"l never made asecret of that, Spark,” she said as she stood and faced her walking fantasy.

"Y ou want me," he said again as his brain began to short circuit.

His body, on the other hand, knew just what to do with the sensua promiseit heard in her voice.
"Areyou scared, Spark?' she asked as she took a step closer to him, pleased to see that he didn’t back
up and that, looking down, hewas very interested. That is, if the sudden too-small fit of hisundiestold
thetale. "You act asif you have never donethis before”

A scarlet blush exploded onto his face and he self-conscioudy looked down.

"Y ou haven't done this before?' she asked, amazed, as her eyebrows shot almost straight up to meet her
hair line.

"Well, | probably understand more of the mechanics than you do, but | have never redly uh, put them,
umm, to use," he sslammered as his blush increased, fedling likeit was going to burn off hisface.

Let medieright now, he thought, as he shook his head at hisown sorry sdf! Zanya, his Zanya, admitted
to wanting him! The day of his ddiverance was at hand! He was going to get his cherry popped, soto



speak. But once again, he managed to fumble up the effort!
"Y ou have never donethisbefore?' Zanya asked, amazed.

Zanyafdt her body go limp as she lowered hersdlf to the bench in dazed shock. She had known that he
was shy, but she had always assumed that it was because he was still uncomfortablein hisbig body! It
took some guys yearsto develop any comfort with themsalves, and she had thought that Spark just fell
into the mold with therest of them! That will teach her about assuming

"Not redly, no." He Sghed as he opened his eyes and looked down at her. "I am physicadly avirgin. But
that does't meant that | am hot to lose my virginity to just anyone! | mean, you are not the first woman
that | have ever been attracted too. | mean, | am not just using you to get rid of my cherry! | mean, | am
not using you &t all! I mean...oh hell!'" He dgectedly dropped on to the bench beside her and looked at
her with eyesthat begged for her understanding.

"I never thought that you would use me, Spark,” Zanyalaughed gently as she raised one bound hand to
cup hischeek. "And | understand what you are saying. Y ou are not using meto berid of your virginity,
but you want to shareit with me. Me of dl people! | am not offended Spark. | am honored,” she said, as
she leaned forward and brushed her lipsagaingt his.

Then she gasped at the dmost dectric tingle that shocked her lips.

"Oh, Spark," she breathed, as her whole body jerked with the sexua shock.

"Zanya," he breathed, as he looked at her in awe. She understood what he wastrying to tell her. She
understood that he was not trying to use her, but that he wanted to share thisimportant event with her.

"Y ou are aspecid man, Spark Maclntyre. And | refuse to make love to you in this studio. When we
cometogether, it will beinabed! | am going to respect you and treat this occasion with al the ceremony
it deserved!™

"Zanya," he bresthed again, his eyes sparkling like the fireworks that he used in hisregular job. "When?
Not to sound pushy or anything, but | would like to have someidea of when thisevent isgoing to take
place, so that | can be prepared.”

Zanyalooked into his earnest eyes and smothered a chortle of laughter. "Y ou are something else,
Spark!" she giggled. "How about after we finish this photo shoot? That way business won'’t be on our
minds and we can relax and enjoy each other.”

Hisanswer was a gulp as hisgorgeous eyes, hisluminous gray eyes, examined every nuance of her face.

"I would be honored,” hefindly breathed.

With some difficulty, Zanya pulled her eyesfrom hisand tried to put on her businessface.

"Then let’ s get rolling with these pictures. Untie me, please. And yes, Spark, we will discuss the bondage
thing that you know so much about. And | don’t share!™

She stood and presented her hands for her release, awicked grin on her face.

"Yesmaam," hesad, his heart beating tripletimein his chest.



"And keep that thought, no matter what it is," she said as she looked down at the excited awareness that
heated up hisface. "I want to capture that |ook."

Spark grinned as he gently massaged her wriststo return any fedling that waslost. Hefelt likeakidina
candy store. His hands trembled in his eager excitement. He was more than ready.

Chapter Nine

The snap of the shutter seemed endless as Zanya positioned Spark to her liking. He had to thread a
sheet between histhighs to hide an erection that could no longer be contained. His eyes were wide and
glassy, dilated with the passion of histhoughts. Helooked like a hungry jungle animd, on the verge of
breaking free and devouring al that he saw. Thethick leather cuffs around hiswrists and ankles only
made him look more masculine, more untamed, more savage.

"Enough,” Zanyafinadly sighed as shefinished afifth roll of film. "I think | have enough forPant and for
thefirgt billboards"

Spark groaned a hearing this, he till had yet to tell hisfamily what was going on. Tomorrow, he
decided, then hiseyeslit upon Zanya, his beautiful Zanya. Maybe the day after.

"l need ashower," he said as he looked down at the thin sheen of sweet that covered hisbody. "I need
to beclean.”

Suddenly his hands began to shake as he redlized what was about to happen.

"Spark?' Zanya asked as she placed her cameraon its stand and walked over to her red-haired Adonis.
"Areyou okay?"

"I'mfine" he ssammered as he looked up at her from beneath hislashes. He waslying on asmal camp
mattress that was covered in awhite silken sheet. The colors set off his golden skin and bright auburn
hair. Lying there, he looked like a confection waiting to be eaten. Maybe later, Zanya thought as she
knelt beside the suddenly nervous man.

"Wedon't haveto do this, you know?' shetold him.

"Yeswedo!" heimmediately contradicted. Then ablush spread across hisface again. I mean, | haven't
changed my mind, Zan. Have.....

"No, | haven't Spark. But | don’t want to rush you...."

"You'renot!" heinterrupted with some hest. The temperature of the room seemed to rise abit, but he
quickly pulled his emotions under control. "I mean | am proud and pleased that you would alow meto
pleasureyou,” he said with asmile. "l am just so anxiousto get it right, Zan. | don't want to disappoint
you."

Zanya s heart began to melt al over again as she stared at the earnest ook on hisface. He redlly wanted



to please her, wanted to give her pleasure.

"You can't disappoint me, Spark. And if you do something that | don’t like, believe me, I'll tell you
about it." Her smile belied the seriousness of her words.

"Then | have to shower, woman. | refuse to come to the woman | love sweaty and smelling of talcum
powder!"

Zanyafroze, stunned for amoment, before she exploded into laughter. He didn’t even redlize that held
sad heloved her.

"I concede the point, man. Y ou shower, and I’ [l be waiting for you."

"No," he decided as herose to hisfeet, making sure to keep the sheet wrapped securely around his
was. "Let’'sgo back to my house. | have afew thingsthat | will need there." The blush on hisfacetold
her exactly what those things were.

"Finewith me, Spark," she decided as she stepped back and watched him scurry to the changing room.

"And pack abag!" he called from behind the walled partition. "I findly have you where | want you and |
refuseto let you go hometonight!" Therewas apause. "Isthat okay?' he called.

"It sfine, Sparkles. If the night goestheway | think it will, | won't be able to come home anyway."

She could have imagined the choking sounds coming from the back room, but she knew exactly what it
was.

Spark broke every speed limit known to mankind!

He dodged through evening traffic, cut off driverson the highway, and even wasflipped off by someold
lady crossing the street! He drove with askill born of impatience and with the luck that God reserves for
fools and drunkards. And Spark was very intoxicated, drunk on joy. Zanyawould soon be his! All of his
wildest dreams had not prepared him for this!

All during the trip to Spark’ s house, he was extremdly quiet. His hands nervoudy worked the gears and
the clutch of his car while hisfingers tapped on the steering whedl. He kept stedling little glances a the
woman beside him as he made his way down the crowded streets of Baltimore.

"Areyou nervous?' she asked, catching his eyefor amoment and smiling at the flush that seemed
permanently affixed to hisface snceleaving the studio.

"Wadl," he began honestly, tearing his eyes from the road for amoment. A woman this specid deserved
an honest answer. "l don't know what | am,” he said &t last. "Thisisthe moment that | have been
dreaming about al my life. Y ou are the woman that makes my body scream and my mind shut down. |
have learned so much over the years, so much, Zanya, but | only just redlized that I’ m going to haveto
put al of that knowledgeinto practice.”

"Spark," she began. "l just want you to be yoursdlf, baby. That'sall. We enjoy each other. Relax, the
rest will come."

"I know, Zan, but again, | don’'t know."



"You areunsure,”" she decided.

"Oh, I'mvery sure,” helaughed as he reached over and took her hand and rested it againgt his hard
thigh. Would she take the hint and ease her hand up to investigate his rate of sureness? He hoped so! "l
just don’t want to disappoint you or disgrace my father'straining.”

"Your father'straining?' Her curiosity was piqued. None of the fathers that she knew ever taught their
sons anything beyond tossing a condom at them and telling them not to get caught. What kind of training
was he speaking of ? She absently stroked the firm flesh beneath her hand.

"My father taught methat it was the journey that was important when being with awoman. He said that
it was along and bumpy road that could change at any minute, so | had better be prepared.” Spark’s
eyesnearly glazed over as her fingerslightly teased and caressed histhigh.

"Wisewords," she murmured, giving him aseductive smile as she removed her hand, ignoring his
disappointed groan. Funny, but his flesh seemed to burn through the materid of his pantsit was so hot.

Within minutesit seemed they were driving down asmall street that held his house and were pulling into
the short driveway.

"Nice place," shewhistled as shetook alook at the Victorian splendor that sat between two large oak
trees as the car rolled to a stop. The house had alarge covered porch that ran the width of the front with
amatching garage that sat at the bottom of his fenced-in back yard. The house' swhite shingles and
cobalt bluetrimfit in perfectly with the flower gardensthat surrounded the place.

"Y ou garden?' she asked, as she opened the door and stepped out onto the paved drive. Spark took
her hand with asmile and led her up the stone steps that faced his large wooden front door.

"No, my mother does, and yes, she makestrips out here just to check on her babies." He laughed ashe
gestured to the many rose bushes and moonflowers that surrounded the place. The smell was magicad in
the darkening sky, and dmogt a once Zanyafel inlove with the delicate flowers.

"Shehasagood eye," Zanyamurmured as Spark opened the large double doorsthat led into his home.

"Comein," hesaid. He was a bit nervous as he ushered her into hishouse. "Can | get you something to
arink?'

"Later," she said as she grinned up a him. Her bag rested on her shoulder and she looked like a guest
who would stay for awhile. He hoped that she would.

"Want to look around?" he asked as they stepped deeper into the living room, Zanyabacking him up al
theway.

"I want to see one room very much, Spark," she breathed, pronouncing his namein that specid way of
hers, making his skin flush with hest.

"The bedroom," he sighed as he took her hand and led her to the airs, "Isthisway."

Hewas amost running by the time they made it to the second floor, and Zanya was fighting back giggles.
Shefét like aschoolgirl set freefor thefirst time.



"In here," he breathed, as he pulled her around to face him at adoor.

Helooked down into her grinning cat’ s eyes and could not help himslf. With asmdl groan, he bent low
and gently brushed her lipsin atender kiss.

Instantly, he began to shiver asatingling heat flooded hisbody. Would he aways fed this passon for
her?

Zanyagasped at thetingling that seemed to come from Spark’ s excellent kisses then wrapped her hands

around his neck, tangling her fingersin the silk of hishair. Her fingers trembled asthe hegt from hisscalp
seared her. Hewas so hot.

"Shower," Spark muttered as he pulled away from Zanya. "'| have to shower. | will cometo you clean.”

That said, he opened the door and led her into alarge sitting room with adoor at one end and alarge
curtained-off room on the other.

"Makeyourself at home," he choked, wondering if he remembered to make the bed that morning.
Zanyalooked around the peach-colored walls and smiled. There was atdl wardrobe in one corner and
alarge Orienta rug in shades of peach, gray, and cream that covered the hardwood floor. The room was
amog ahdf circle, with three large windows facing the front of the house. Their curtain rods hung with
cream-colored curtains with large, wrought iron tiebacks. The wood molding wasin a creamy white and
st off the intricate scrollwork done to decorate them. A large fainting couch sat underneath the windows,
itsthick cushions|ooked inviting.

"I think I’ be quite comfortable waiting for you, Spark," Zanyasaid as she went up on her tiptoesto
pressasmall kissto hislips.

Theflare of heat fascinated her, drove her to want more. Her bag fell unheeded to the floor. It had been
30 long since sheld touched aman like this, since she'd wanted to!

"Shower," he mumbled as he broke contact. "I have to shower."

"Go shower," Zanyabreathed againg hislips. "But makeit fagt.”

Spark had the fastest shower in history!

He burst through one of the doors at the end of the room at amost aflat out run. Once inside, he ripped
off his clothes and tossed them in the genera direction of his hamper, not checking to seeif they madeit
neetly indgde.

Helost amoment as he nearly ran through the glass shower door that protected the hunter green carpet
in the bathroom, but at the last moment remembered to dide it open.

With aflip of aswitch, gdlons of hot water came exploding from the shower, dthough the heat didn’t
bother him. In fact, hisbody seemed to absorb it, making it one with the energies that he possessed.

Hefelt good! Nothing could go wrong today!



He quickly shampooed his hair, noting that his silky strands were dmost vibrating with his excitement.
Looking down, he saw that his peniswasin tota agreement with hisplans! It even stood up and sauted!
Nothing was going to go wrong! This night would be perfect!

But fate had other ideas. Spark nearly burned the house down!

Chapter Ten

"Zanya?" Spark called as he stepped from his steamy bathroom. In his mad rush to get to the woman
that he craved, he nearly ran naked into the room. But at the last second, he pulled atowe from thetile
rack and hastily wrapped it around hiswaist. Hisintense body heat managed to dry any water droplets
from his body as he fought to keep his emotionsin check.

He rushed out of the bathroom, tripping over a misplaced shoe, and amost dove headfirst into his sitting
roo-his empty stting room.

"Zanya?' he caled again as his brow wrinkled and he made aquick visua search of the room.

"In here, Spark," her low voice caled, making the mound of flesh benegth the towel take on a second
lifeasatent pole.

Likeasailor being drawn to a Siren, Spark followed the sound of her voice asif in adaze. He walked
through the doorway that led to his bedroom and almost passed out at what he saw.

Zanya, his Zanya, was reclining in his bed, butt-naked, save for one of hiswhite dress shirts that she had
filched from hiswardrobe. The partialy unbuttoned shirt gapped enticingly, showing glimpses of
golden-brown skin, and...was that a hint of a dusky nipple?

Shelay on her side, agoddess of sensud pleasure, long golden legs, wrap-around-a-man legs, crossed
a theanklesand giving him afull view of dl their glory!

She was dowly flipping through abook, aBrazen Heart book, and taking note of the folded down
pages.

"l seeyou arefamiliar with thisline, Spark. This shoot must be adream come true for you." Her green
eyesglittered as she dowly gave hisbody athrough perusal, noting the condition of histowe and his

sparkling gray eyes.

Sparkling eyes?It must be atrick of the light, she decided, but noted how the colors of the peach room
reflected in hiseyes.

"Busted," he breathed, for once his hated blush not darkening his skin. He was aroused and needy as he
had never been before. His only thoughts were to strip that shirt from her body, restrain her so that she
couldn’t move away, and feast upon her until the hunger in him was appeased.

"Some interesting stuff here," she noted as she closed the book at sat up, the shirt falling from one
shoulder. "Isit getting hot in here?' she asked as she fdlt the temperature in the room jump abit.

"It sgoing to get hotter," he said as he stepped closer to her, hisevery illicit thought written on hisface.



"Good," Zanya decided, as she rose up on her knees and reached for him.
In an ingtant, he was on the bed and in her arms.

The moment he touched her, alow animal growl of need rumbled up from histhroat and hisinsdes
began to quiver. Any doubts that held ever had about pleasuring thiswoman faded. He was dowly being
swallowed whole by hisanima desires and he found that he rather enjoyed thefeding.

"You are 0 hot," Zanya murmured as his arms wrapped around her, easing her back to the bed. Her
legs automatically opened, making aspot for him between their long expanses. She reached up and
brushed the long strands of his hair back from her face. "But you fed so right," she murmured as she
gazed into his passion-tightened features. Shefelt her breath catch at the untamed beauty that was hers
for thetaking.

"You aremine," he gasped as hefet her soft armswrap around him. ™Y ou are mine."

Any further wordsthat he could have uttered were cut off as she tangled her fistsin hishair and pulled
his head down to meet her moist lips.

Zanyagasped asthe zing of eectricity shot through her, Szzling her senses, and causing her eyesto
widen then close as she gave in to thewarm tingle.

Never before had a kiss affected her sol Hislips were magic, fire contained. She moaned softly into his
mouth and pulled him closer to her, longing to fed more of hisburning hest.

Spark felt hiswhole body stiffen at first contact with her soft lips. His energies zinged out of control as
sweat began to bead on hisforehead. A wave of fire, burning hot and thick, traveled through his veins.
He had held many women in hisarms over the years, kissed many women, embraced many more, but he
had never experienced anything like this before!

Hefdt hishot blood rush low to hisaready engorged flesh, felt his sac tighten with hisintense arousd,
and thought that his head would explode. Histhighs began to quake and hisarmsto quiver ashe held
himsdf above hisZanya

The nerves along his back began to tingle and his musclesto twitch. Before he could stop it, aloud deep
groan passed through hislips, sending vibrations throughout his body. The sound of hisown desire
heightened hisarousd.

"Spark," Zanyagasped as she pulled away from the kiss. But she paused as his eyeslifted to meet hers.
They were positively liquid and made hisface glow. Little Slver sparklesthat she had never noticed
before were glittering at her. She could see hersdlf in his eyes, surrounded by athousand little starburgts,
and she was awed and stunned by the beauty that she saw. If only he saw her in half the beauty that was
reflected there.

"Zanya," he breathed. "Y ou are so0 beautiful, so damn perfect.”

His hands trembled as he shifted hisweight to his elbows so that he could cup her head between his
large hands. He marveled a how tiny she seemed to him.

"No, Spark. It isyou who are perfect, and special. | have never felt thisway about any man before. And



you...you just fed right. Like home."

"Zan," Spark breathed as he dropped hisforehead against hers, overcome by the new emotions that
were racing through hisbody. "I am humbled," hefinaly breathed. "Y ou humble me."

Zan amiled as sheran her hands over his shoulders, brushing his hair back to expose histight firm flesh.

"And you awe me, man," she bregthed as she began to lose hersdlf in the fed of his hot skin and

masculinesmdl.
"l am going to shame mysdlf if you keep petting me like that," he bresthed as he again lifted hishead to

gaze down &t her.
"Oh, no," Zanyalaughed. "Not yet! Y ou have too many clotheson!™

Sheimmediately reached down and began to tug at the towel around hiswaist, anxiousto fed al of him,
to see what she had been teased with.
"Hey!" he smiled widdly. Shetorethe towd from his body and cupped hisfirm cheeksin her hands.

"Did | ever tell you that you have anice ass?' She stifled agiggle at hisreaction. ™Y ou are one nice, fully
packed, parcel of man, Spark." Her eyes glittered with humor and arousa, an irresistible combination for

Spark.
"Yeah?' he asked as helowered his head and began to lick at her lipswith tiny soft |aps.

"Mmm, yeah," she answered as she gave the bottom in question alittle squeeze.

"Widl, you are wearing one of my favorite shirts," he responded as hismouth tilted in asexy grin, desire
causing hisfaceto flush.
"S0?" she asked as she wrapped her legs around hisdim hips. "What are you going to do about it?'
"Damn, that feels good," he groaned as his eyes closed for amoment, then opened haf-mast, Zanya

within hissghts. "I’'m going to takeit back."
With her legs still wrapped around hiswaist, he planted his hands beside her head and pushed himself
back on hisknees. In this position, he got a complete view of Zanya, his Zanya, lying in an erotic sprawl

below him.
With the shirt half-open, exposing teasing snatches of breast and nipple with her every breath, Spark

closed hiseyes and began counting loudly in hismind.
"What are you doing?* Zanyaasked as she smiled up at her man.

"I’m trying not to do something that hasn’t happened to me since | was akid. | once dreamed about
Dorothy Dandridge, Janet Jackson, and that woman from Enigmagiving me asponge bath.”

Well, he said that he would be honest with his Zanyal
Zanyablinked up at him in surprise, then her mouth spread into asow sensual smile. She unwrapped her



legs from around hiswaist and eased herself back on the bed.

Spark’ s bed was a curious thing. It was large and four posted with gauizy white material draping over the
rails. Reaching out, she grasped the posts and eased herself backwards.

"Zanya, what are you doing?" he asked as his breathing increased. He watched her full breasts push
againg the materia of the shirt, emphasizing their fullness and the perfection of her upturned nipples.

"Giving you back your shirt," she purred as she dowly began to feed each tiny little button through its
hole. It was such asmple action, but she madeit totaly erotic.

Spark felt his mouth go dry as more of her skin was exposed, asthe shirt dipped alittle more, playing a
sexua peek-a-boo for his greedy eyes.

When there was one button, one tiny button left holding the shirt on her soft body, she reached back and
pulled her hair forward, obscuring hisview of her most bare bodly.

"Zan," he breathed as swesat broke out on his body and his thighs began to quake. "Please don’t tease
rre.ll

She flipped the last button free and eased the shirt off of her arms. "Here, you can have your shirt back
now." Her eyesflashed with green fire and chalenge. "Come and get it."

Before Spark could even think to move, hisbody wasin action. In adesperate lunge, he caught her
around thewaist and pulled her to his chest, shaking as her hair gently tangled around the smal hoop in
his nipple, shooting fire down his chest.

Zanyathrew her arms around his shoulders, tangling her handsin hishair and burying her facein his
neck. She deeply inhaled his musky sweet scent. His body was burning hot to the touch and she found
that she craved his hest.

"Oh, you fed so damn good!" he moaned as he ran his hands over her back, onefist locking in her hair
to pull her head back for an intense kiss.

Almogt forcibly, histongue invaded her mouth, drinking in her specid flavor, savoring the taste of her,
the ridges at the roof of her mouth, the smooth hardness of her teeth.

Zanyamoaned as her body began to writhe uncontrollably againgt his. Like acat in hegt, she rubbed
hersdf againg him, letting her handstrail down his back to his sides, feding hisbody grow even hotter
and hearing his bresth hitch.

Shefdt hishardened length pressing against the skin of her ssomach, creating aburn low in her body,
making it respond in arush of liquid heat. Her breathing increased until their bresth united asone. A low
moan built up in her throat.

"l don’t want to hurt you,” Spark breathed as he felt his control begin to dip. Hismind had shut down
and his body had taken over. Thiswas better than al of hisfantasies; they had never been thishot! He
wasincoherent with lust, with need. But the thing that he needed the most was right therein hisarms.

"You can't hurt me, Spark," she breathed againgt his neck, making him quiver with excitement, making
hislegswesk. "Y ou would never hurt me."



With agrowl, Zanyawas pushed back onto the bed as Spark loomed over her. But her eyes were not
on hislustful, dangerous expression. They had traveled alot lower and were now stuck on hisfavorite
body part, soon to be her favorite, too.

Huge was a good word to describe him. Equine was another. Surrounded by a soft down of fiery red
hair, Spark had an eminent pillar of hard flesh that seemed to preen and quiver with joy at her gaze.

"Oh, my goodness," she breathed as she reached out to touch him.

But Spark had other ideas. He wanted to reach out and touch her! And there was so much of her to
touch!

Her firm breasts rose high and proud, her hair diding back to expose their berry colored tips. Thethin
thatch of moist hair that guarded her feminine secrets drew him like amoth to aflame. He was suddenly
overcome with the desire to touch, to taste, to experience his Zanyain the raw.

But she was reaching for him and their hands tangled, keeping him from hisgoal.

"Let me" hebegged. "Let me, Zanya. | want to eat you dive."

"Spark,” Zanya bresthed as she tore her eyes away from histurgid flesh and up to meet his compelling
gaze."l, uh, | have never had, | mean, no man hasever...."

"Good!" he breethed, as he easily pushed her hand aside. "Then | will bethefirst!" And thelast, he
added to himsdif.

"But | want to touch you firgt," she argued and Spark closed hiseyesin sexua agony.

"Will you give mewhat | want?" hefinaly asked, his eyes blazing as he stared down at her. "Will you
givemeataste?"

Zanya s"yes' wasvery faint, but he heard her.

With agroan, helaid histrembling body beside her, tossing his hands over his head, looking over at her
longingly.

"Hurry," he breathed, hiswhole body wracked with shivers.

"Y ou are so0 beautiful," Zanya nearly moaned as she rose up on her knees and straddled his hips. There
was so much to touch, to fed. Where to begin?

Theglint of gold caught her eye and she knew what she wanted.

"Will it hurt if | play with your ring?"' she asked, watching his eyesredly begin to sparkle. He was named
correctly.

"No." His voice broke with the word. His groan sounded loud to his ears.

"Good," Zanya panted as she bent low and lapped at the skin around the nipplering.



"Oh, shit," Spark moaned as the sengitive skin around his nipple began to puff up and stand at attention
for her. And Zanyawasted no time playing with her new toy.

"Some men don't like their nipples touched, Spark,” she breathed as she bent low, letting her breasts
brush againgt the hard wal of his abdomen. "I’ m glad that you are not one of them.”

Then she wrapped her tongue around the golden ring and tugged.

Spark jumped as ajolt of pleasure shot through his chest to his quivering staff. He closed his eyes,
pressed his tongue to the roof of his mouth, and prayed for deliverance from this torture even ashe
prayed that it would continue. His body arched under her squeezing thighs, shifting her so that he could
fed her wet heat so close and yet so far away.

"l love your body, Spark. I'm jealous that hundreds of women will be staring at it. But they only havethe
fantasies. | havethered thing.

Her fingers plucked at his other nipple as she bent low and grasped the ring with her teeth.

Spark bucked and hisflesh expanded as she gently pulled the ring, making hisflesh burn and causing a
few droplets of clear liquid to emerge from the dit in thetip of his penis.

"Zanya," he gasped, as his head rolled from side to side, denying this pleasure even as his body, his
mind, his being, opened up to embraceit. Sweat beaded up on hisforehead and his body began to shake
inearnes.

But Zanyawas not done. Shetrailed her fingers down, raking her fingernails across his abdomen, diding
them over rippled muscles, until she reached hisnavel.

Spark growled at her motions, and moaned in loss when they stopped. Her hands were admost there,
amogt touching thefull hard heet of him. Hisbody rejoiced even as hefdt it reach heights that he had
never obtained before.

"You are so warm, Spark. Your skinisamost sizzling,” she purred as she did further back on hislegs
and ran her fingersthrough his soft fiery red hair surrounding her object of lust. "And this part of you...is
hot. "

Her fingerstrailed to the base of his erection, smiling as she redlized that she could bardly wrap her hand
around his great width. Thiswould take some fancy maneuvering, but she was determined to take him
fully ingde her body, to thoroughly enjoy riding her red-haired stallion.

"Zanya," he gasped as he fdt dectricity zinging through him, her fingerseroticaly teasing him. "'l can't
hold out much longer.”

But Zanyaflashed him asmile, asecret samile, asexy smile as she made aring of her thumb and
forefinger and squeezed his base.

"Yes, you will," she purred as she lowered her mouth and began to lap at histhick, purple-colored,
heart-shaped head.

"Zan!" he dl but shouted as he felt the warm rasp of her tongue as she circled him, her fingers gently
groking hislength as her impromptu cock ring held himin check.



"Soon, baby," she breathed, as she popped his head in her mouth, closing her eyes at the salty-sweet
tang of him.

Spark threw back his head and hissed as he felt hiseyesroll back into his head. His hands clutched at
the sheets, tearing them from the bed, melting them with the intensity of hispassion. "Zannn!" Hisvoice
sounded rough and broken to his own ears, and it sent him spiraling up to another levdl.

He was breaking, falling apart at the seams, and Zanyawasthe only oneto pull him back together.

"Spark," Zan gasped as shefelt his cock swell even more. She could taste him, taste hisfailing control as
sheraised her head to stare at her handiwork.

Spark was almost out of control! His body was tense and trembling, afine sheen of sweset coated his
magnificent body, making histight muscles stand out in relief. Tenson and dl consuming desire were
written al over hisface.

Seeing the effects of her loving attention caused a heated reaction in her aswell. Her nipples became
hardened peaks that seemed to beg for his attention. Her legsfelt watery and her mouth went dry as her
hands quivered to touch and arouse. Theinferno had moved between her thighs and the only thing that
could quench it was the man lying helpless benesth her. She felt her heart melt and aflood of emotions
broke freein her body: lust, love, desire, and they were dl for the man she was sitting upon.Her man.

"Spark," she whispered, her eyes growing more dilated with her passion. She bent over him, moaning as
her nipples dragged againgt his chest, bounced againgt hisring, and settled her mouth gently over his.

Spark broke.

With agrowl, he neatly flipped Zanya over onto her back and with hislegs, forced her willing thighs
open.

"Yed" shefarly sang as shefdt his heet, his hardness pressing against the porta of her feminine opening,
dragging againg her throbbing dlit.

"] wanted to take thissow, to please you," he panted, as he rested hisweight on his elbows and thrust
hisfingersinto her hair.

"Take me, Spark,” she gasped as hisincredible heat surrounded her. It was asensud burn, afire that
she had never felt before! And she wanted more, more, more, right now!

"Oh, God, Zanya" he cried as he fdlt hisbody arch, forcing himsdlf into her. Closing his eyesin absolute
pleasure, her dick inner walsembraced him. A tear fdl from hiseye as hefdt himself being dowly
absorbed by her.

He wanted to rush, to pound her, to dam into her until she acknowledged his mastery over her. He
wanted to move dowly, to make her beg for each and every inch of hisflesh. He wanted to love her
tenderly, to expresswith his body what was flooding his heart. It wasthe only thing that was truly
his...that he had the ability to share fully. Instead, he closed his eyes and shouted her name, everything
around him exploding in amassive burst of orgasmic proportions.

"Zanya" he screamed, as hefet her walls gripping and releasing him, easing his entrance into the portas



of heaven, stedling hisbreath and his soul.

"Umm," Zanyamoaned as shefelt him parting her, filling her as she had never beenfilled before. His
magnificent cock sank an inch at atime inside, stretching her, making her aware of placesthat her past
lover could only dream of touching. He made her body buck and tremble to take more of him.

She fdt her breath catch, her muscles clench and suddenly shewaslost. Drunk on Spark and her own
wild imaginings, Zanyafet her body respond, felt him striving for and reaching the pinnacle of desire.

Then Spark closed his eyes and yelled her name once again. Never had she had so vocal alover, so
handsome, so virile, and so masculine aman. It was enough to tip her over the edge of midnight and into
adiamond-studded oblivion.

" Spark,” she gasped as her head snapped back, her hands automeatically reaching for his shouldersto
hold him closer. Her climax triggered her inner spasms that welcomed the fed of hisinvasion.

"Oh, baby," he moaned as he findly merged them together fully. He felt the head of his penistouching
her womb, felt hislove fully embrace him, caressing him with her contractions. Then his body took over.

Spark’ s hips began to dam into Zanya, knocking the breath from her lungs even as he drove her up the
pleasure path yet again. Faster and faster he moved, hisbody heating up with every lunge, his moaning
becoming louder. He felt pleasure destroy the tight control he held over his body and threaten to
overtakeit.

"Spark,” Zanyamoaned, caressing his back, urging him forward toward his release, even as she relished
thefed of his hard muscles shifting beneath his silky moist skin.

"Y ou are s0 hot, and wet, and dick, and tight, and mine!" he panted as he moved. "Oh, Zanya..." Then
suddenly, "1 think I’m going to come."

Hiswhole body tensed as abright color flushed hisface. His jaws tightened and he gritted histeeth ashe
began to come face to face with hisown criss.

"Zan," he gasped, ashiseyesflew open.

Zanyawas shocked by what she saw. Silver spiralsfloated in hiseyes, his beautiful gray eyes, making
them light up the room, making them sear her very soul. Shefelt hisbody tighten, hisback arch, then
there was alow keening moan asthe tension in his body broke.

With onefinal lunge, Spark threw back his head and roared his pleasure to the heavens. Hislong
streaked hair flowed over hisback, and stuck to hisface. It entangled him to Zanyaasif tying them
together asone.

She could fed his pleasure, his boiling hot seed asit erupted into her body in spurts, filling her with a
contentment that she had never before felt. She closed her eyes and held him tighter, relishing hisrelease,
greedily savoring each of his shudders as he relinquished the gift of hisinnocence into her loving arms.

Even ashewas swirling in the melee left by histhunderous release, Spark felt the whoosh of heat ashis
energies escgped from his control.

Shuddering from the aftermath, his muscles weak, Spark opened his eyes and watched as the sheer



drapes around his bed exploded into flame.

Oh, shit! he thought as he struggled to gather enough of his cold energiesto extinguish the flame.

"Oh, shit!" Zanya squeaked as she looked up and redized the bed was on fire.

In amove worthy of aWWF wrestler, Zanyatightened her hold on Spark and rolled them from the bed.
Shelanded on top of him with athump and ignored his groan as she quickly disengaged from him and
legpt to her fedt.

"A fireextinguisher!" she cried, but now the flames were legping towardsthe walls.

Spark, hismind sill befuddled by hisfirst red orgasmwith ared livegirl,hisgirl , lay therein adaze,
watching his house catch fire,

"Extinguisher?' he asked, asthefire crawled across his carpet and legpt to the window at the foot of the
bed.

In the distance, he could hear afire siren rushing in hisdirection, and adistant ringing sound coming from
hishdlway.

Hisfire detectors and private aarm were working fine, he thought, as hetried to reattach hisbrain to his
body.

"Spark!" Zanyacried as she shook his shoulder. "We have to get out of here! We have to move!™

Spark looked up into her frightened face, noting that she was still trying to move aman probably three
times her weight, and suddenly connected with his surroundings.

He legpt to hisfest, pulling Zanyafurther back from the spreading fire, and rushed her through to the
Stting room.

"Get out!" he ordered as he forced his wobbly kneesto carry him to the wardrobe where he thrust the
first shirt he saw a her, then turned back towards the bedroom. Zanya latched on to hisarm.

"You can't go back in therel" she screamed, as she tried to move him towards the front door.

"Go on, love," he urged as he pushed her towards the door. He didn’t need witnessesto hisenergies.

But they wereinterrupted by abanging at the front door. In seconds, the room was crawling with
firemen asthey dragged big hosesinto the room, trashing his Orienta rug and squirting water at the

growing blaze.

In seconds, Zanya and Spark were hustled out of the house, wrapped in blankets and standing with the
neighbors as they watched the spectacle taking place.

"Quick response?’ Spark offered as he watched the orange and yellow flames die.

"Oh, Spark! Y our house! What happened?" she asked as she adjusted thefit of the shirt she wore under
the blanket while brushing her hair out of her eyes and trying to comfort her man at the sametime,



Sighing, Spark wrapped hisarm around Zan, pulling her closeto hisbody as he felt her began to
tremble.

"I don’t know," he honestly answered, cuddling her close.
"l dways knew you could set the sheets &fire,” shetried to joke. "But thisisridiculous.”

Spark looked up asthe fire fighters began to exit his house, and sighed. Ridiculouswas not exactly the
word that he was |ooking for. The word he was thinking began with an "F" and explained € oquently how
he felt. Epecidly when he looked up and saw his parents minivan pull up behind thefire truck.

Yes, the"F' word fit perfectly!

Chapter Eleven

"Having alittle trouble, Son?' Flame' svoiceintruded on Spark’ s misery as he watched the better part of
his bedroom do the "burn, baby, burn."

"Theroof isonfire, Dad," he said in a deadpan voice before a chuckle escaped histightly pressed lips.

Zanyalooked over a Spark, head tilted to the side as she watched his strange reaction. Was the sight of
his house burning starting to affect him? As sengitive as he was, she hoped it wasn't too much of astrain.

"Good to seeyou again, Zanya," Flame nodded politely to her after nodding to hisson, asif he had just
sad something very wise.

"Although | didn’t expect to see thismuch of you," Kendall added as her eyes swept from her state of
undress to the blanket that barely covered her son. "And | haven’t seen that much of you in quite some
time, dear," she said as she visibly examined her son.

"Y ou seem cam," Zanya had to add, wondering if shewould be as cam if she had pulled up in front of
her child’'shouse and saw it onfire.

"I would have been alot lesscalm if | had walked in on whatever you two were doing that would cause
you both to bein such agtate of...disarray?"' she said quietly, watching as a blush blossomed on the

young lady’ sface.

"What are you two doing here?' Spark finally recovered enough to ask. He was trying his best not to
flush under his parents' calm demeanor, but it was hard. Damn it! He was agrown man! If he wanted to
take ayoung lady hometo his house for afew hours of mind-blowing sex, then it was hisbusiness! So
then why was hefighting the urge to crawl under the nearest fire truck and hide? Damn! Having morals
was ahitch!

"We came to remind you about thisweekend," Flame said as he reached into the pocket of hislesther
jacket and handed Zanya a pristine white handkerchief. "And | had hoped to go over the plansfor the
new show with you."

"But | never thought to find you butt-naked on the front lawn giving ashow to the neighborg!" Kendall
finally hooted, bresking the tension that had begun to arise,



"Just wait until the billboard shows up,” Zanya chuckled, realizing that she and Spark weren't going to be
scolded like two naughty children. Kendall and FHame cared, but they |et their children run their own
lives

"Billboard?' Kendall asked.

"Oh, shit," Spark sighed.

"Language," Flame admonished, nodding to Kendd| and Zanya.
"Billboard?' Kendall asked again, her eyesboring into her son’s.

"Oh, hell,” he Sghed before wincing in gpology to hisfather. "I meant to tell you thisweekend, but |
guessthe cat's out of the bag. | went to see Caressa...."

"Caressa!" Kendal exclaimed, her brown eyes growing hard and cold.

"My Kendal," Hame said camly and reached out hisright hand. Automatically, shetook it, feeding off
of hiscam and fedling it ease her temper. He aways had that effect on her, and after dl these yearshe
still could ease her with aword or agesture.

"Sorry," she said and nodded to Zanya and Spark. "Please, continue.”

"Well, she needed my help or Uncle Richard would have takenCrystal Faces from her. Honedtly, |
didn’t goin expecting to help her, but it just...kind of ... happened. Cometo think of it, I’'m ill not quite
sure how it happened.”" His disgruntled expresson was enough to tell Kendall the whole story.

She knew her older sister well enough to know that Spark had probably walked in on a setup. She also
knew that Caressa had probably used tears and theatrics. The only male that she knew who was immune
to her monologues was Flame. And that was because she reminded him too much of his past relationship.

" S0 to make along story short,” Spark added, as he again shook his head in confusion. How could that
wonderful plan go so wrong?"'l am agpokes modd again. But thistimeit’ s nothing like the last
assgnment that entangled mewith Aunt Caresa.”

"Dotdl?" Kendall probed gently as she watched a blush blossom onto hisface.

"Uh, areyou familiar withBrazen Heart ?* he asked sheepishly, peering down intently at his mother.

Then another thought hit him.

"Oh, Lord! My books!"

Hiswail wasloud and anguished. Heran afrustrated hand through his hair as he contemplated the fate
of hisrather extensve collection. Then he slently cursed hislack of control asheredlized that his
collection was gone because his control had dipped.

"Brazen Heart?' Kendall asked, then her eyes grew wide.

"My books!" he snorted. Then Spark realized something e emental. What he had was better than books,



that is, if shedidn’t go running from the scene of this disagter, thinking that he and hisfamily were weird.

Theredity of Zanyawas better than any piece of eratic fiction that he had ever read! Just thinking about
her soft skin and her hot wet center, her perfect mouth and the little sounds that she made. ..

"Leashit, son," Flame murmured quietly only for hisson’s ears as Spark redlized that his eyeswere
beginning to, well,spark .

Another blush spread across hisface, as he quickly looked around to seeif anyone had noticed.

"Y ou are safe enough,” Flame assured him as he fought to hold hisface neutral. He understood what his
son had to dedl with. He recognized the Sgns even if Spark didn’'t. Hisson wasfalinginlove.

"Y ou are going to be the spokes model for erotic sex?' Kendall asked, her eyes shooting to her son,
thento Zanya

"Bondage and erotica," Spark added, waiting to see what his mother was going to say. "And Zanyais
taking the pictures.” He might aswell get dl of the shock out a once. Clean and quick, like lancing aboail.

Kendall looked at her blushing son and the quiet woman who stood beside him, who silently offered him
support. She looked over a her hushand and the amusement he was fighting so hard to hide. She looked
over asthelast of the flames were extinguished from his bedroom, and at the firemen who were camly
exiting the house.

Kendal started to softly laugh.

"They dwaystold me to watch out for the quiet ones!™ she chortled, until her eyeslit on her extremely
quiet and controlled husband. Then she roared with laughter.

"Mom," Spark nearly wailed as his blush continued to grow.

"Spark, you are agrown man!" she laughed, as she watched him try to control hisreactions. "And you
have your own home now so | won't have to worry about underwear being | eft in the mail or Strange
women peeking through your windows!"

"What' sleft of my house," he groused.

"You just have afew control issues," hisfather assured him, before he clamped his mouth shut. He
peered at Zanya. How much did she know? By her blank expression, he decided, not alot.

"Control?" Zanya asked, clearly not following the conversation.

"Mentak, or should | say Macintyretalk,” Kendall calmly added as she brought her attention back to
the matter at hand. "But for now, Hon, you need aplace to go for the night. | don't think this placeis
livable and the fire marshdl will want to talk to you."

"Yeah," he sghed, looking abit defeated, and making her want to mother him al over again.

"You are certainly taking dl of thiswell," Zanyaadded as she watched his parents and wondered at their

camness. She had to say something! She knew that they loved him and cared alot, but their calm
was...unredl.



"Spark isdive" Kendal sad, turning to face the confused woman. Strange happenings had lost their
power to unnerve her along time ago. "That house can be rebuilt or repaired, but my sonisirreplacegble.
Aslong asheisdive, future losses mean nothing.”

That shut Zanya up. Kendall and Flame redlized what was important in life, and it wasn't the house.

"Y ou have wonderful parents,”" she said, turning to Spark and hitching up her blanket.

"I know," hereturned, with asmilein ther direction.

"Y ou are welcome to return home until your houseisrepaired,” Flame said, taking control of the
conversation. "Y our rooms are as you | eft them and your mother and | would welcome avisit.”

Spark looked at hisfather, then down at Zanya. After experiencing sex, rea sex, for thefirst time, if they
though hewould calmly trot back home and give her up for atime, they had to be crazy.

"Good enough,” Hame added, easily reading Spark’ s expression.
Zanyaflushed again as she realized that Flame understood his son's unspoken gesture. It was one thing
to have afrank and open dissuasion about sex with your lover, but having his parents actualy know what

you were doing, well, that was abit unnerving.

"Oh, honey," Kenddl said, shaking her head. "Thisfamily is absolutely scary sometimes! But what are
you both going to do about clothing?”

"I, oh, damn!" Spark groaned as he redlized that everything he owned was going to be either stained or
smoky as hell. "I guess| get to go shopping.”

"Y ou can cometo my place, Spark," Zanya added, redlizing that he didn’t want to go home. "Y ou can
shower and we can figure out what to do about your clothesthere.”

"I’ll bring you afew things, son. Y ou do leave clothing a the house," Flame added dryly.

Spark nodded histhanks. "I’ d appreciate it, Father," he said, thankful that his parents were the way that
they were.

"But now | think that someone needs to spesk with you."

Flame nodded towards the fire marshall, who approached with pad and paper in hand.

"Would you like usto wait?' he asked, trying to give his son space. Flame had every confidence that his
son did not need to lean on his parents as if hewas till achild, but he had to fight the urgeto rushin and
protect hisonly son.

"Nah," Spark said findly, running a hand through histangled hair. "I can handlethis. Y ou guysgo on
home and | will be there this weekend as ordered.”

"Invited,"” Hame added with asmdl grin.

"And bring Zanya," Kendall added quickly. "I’ d like to meet her when sheisn't hiding ablush, isnot on



her kneesin front of you, or doing interesting thingsto your libido, young man!"
"Mom!" Spark wailed, blushing furioudy and trying not to hide hisface as hismother chortled in ddight.

"Leave him done, My Kendal," FHame sghed as hefought agrin of hisown and offered hiswife hisarm.
"Y ou will have time enough to embarrass him thisweekend.”

Then with apolite bow to his son’slady and aknowing glance tossed to Spark, he turned to lead his
wife over the tangle of hosesthat the Street had become.

"l guess separate rooms are not in order!" Kendall called back asthey reached the minivan.

"Mom!" Spark cried again, thistime breaking down in laughter and shaking hishead in dismay. "They
will never grow up!" he moaned to Zanya as the Marshal approached.

"Congder yoursdlf lucky," shelaughed. "Are they awaysthat way?'
"Yes" he 9ghed with great disparity. "But someone hasto clam them.”

Zanyagiggled asthefire marshdl introduced himself.

Chapter Twelve

"Faulty wiring," Zanyasghed, asthey dowly waked into her sudio.
"I can believe anything at this point,” Spark said, as hetried to tighten the blanket around his hips.

Hishouse, the"crime scene,” had been closed down for that moment and he didn’t want to wait around
for them to declare his house structurally sound so that he could reenter and gather up some clothing.

Hewould do it tomorrow. He had business to attend to.

"What day isit?" he asked, as he followed her into her studio to the spird staircase that led up to her
private domain. "1 seem to be losing time for some strange reason.”

"Tomorrow isFriday, baby," Zanya said, as she tossed her tangled hair over her shoulders and started
up the daircase. Her overnight bag was il in what was left of Spark’ s bedroom and athough her
shirt/blanket combo was nice, she wanted to get into something more comfortable, like Spark’ slarge
ams.

"Friday," hereplied, as he stopped at the foot of the staircase and watched her dowly climb to the top.
"Renn Fest istomorrow.”

"After the photo shoot,” she called over her shoulder, then stopped and stared at him.

Hewas till ahandsome shy thing, but he wasn't moving his shy handsome butt up the stairs and closer
to the bedroom.



"Why aren’t you moving?"

"Because | wasn't invited," hereplied as his eyeslooked up at hers, an undeniable emotion svimming in
their gray depths.

"Asif you haveto ak," shereplied, but Spark didn’'t move.

"Areyou sure?"' he asked.

He resdlized that she had been through alot today, and after thefire, his parents and the fire marsha, he
would have dept on the couch to let her get some rest. He would not be happy about it, but he would

have doneit.

"Spark!" Zanya caled as she sighed and rolled her beautiful green eyesat him. "Get your tanned ass
moving, man! | want you besde me!”

"Yes, maam!" Spark grinned as he read impatience in her eyes and hurried up the stairs, taking them
two at atime. "Whatever the lady wantd"

Zanya shrieked with laughter as he lifted her up in strong arms and rushed to the bedroom, past the shoji
screensthat provided the loft with privacy.

"To the bathroom, dave!" shelaughed as she snuggled deeper into Spark’ sembrace. "'l smdll like smoke
and | want to smell like flowersfor you."

Spark quickly followed the direction that she pointed. Heignored his blanket skirt asit dipped around
his feet, and reached for the wooden door.

Just as he set her on her feet to adjust the temperature of the water, the phone began to ring.

"Ignoreit,” Zanyapurred as she took his face between her hands. "If it’ simportant, they’ll leave a
message.”

"Okay," he agreed, with an eager smile. He wanted to know that their earlier experience wasnot a
dream, afluke, or adeusion brought on by build up!

But his mind turned towards other things, other naked things, as Zanya's message played and her fingers
began to tear the buttons off of hisshirt.

He had dways liked that shirt too, but he could care less about expensive silk blends as his ladylove
dowly denuded the shirt of itsfasteners.

The sound of the buttons hitting the white marbled floor sent a shock of fire through his bloodstream!
The sght of the shirt parting wider and wider |eft his mouth dry. It so caused an instantaneous and
undeniable reaction within his nether regions.

But the voice bellowing on the other end grabbed both of their attention.

"ZanyaBurke! Pick up the phone and do it now or so help mel’ll come over there!™



"It'smy brother!" she gasped, arare blush heating the skin of her face as she turned towards the door,
her striptease forgotten.

"l know you are there, girl, and | want answerd! | just heard your name over the police band and | am
not amused! Fire? Damn it Zanya, pick up! Areyou okay?'

Zanyaamost tripped over Spark in her race to get to the phone. She reached out and snatched it up
while hissing a Spark, " Get dressed!"

"Inwhat?" he asked, amused to see superwoman flounder.
"Zanya" the voice demanded. "Isthat you? Are you okay, honey? Who isthat with you?"

"Uh, hi, Big Bro," she offered as she glared at Spark who stood there naked. He was thoroughly
enjoying her discomfort. "How are you?"

"How am |?" heroared so that even Spark could hear hisvoice. "Are you okay? Do you need meto
come over there?'

"Y ou sound like areporter!" she Sghed. " So many questiond!”
"l am areporter, Zanyal And | want to know the answers to these questions. First, are you al right?”

"l amnfine, James," she said, glaring at Spark as he continued to stand there and grin like anidiot, a
well-hung, deliciousidiot, but idiot nevertheless!

"What happened?’
"Well, | wasvisting afriend when afire broke out. That'sdl! We are both fine!™

"Friend? That Spark Macintyre? | have been hearing someinteresting things about him and hiswhole
family, Zanya. I’'m not sure that you should be hanging around him!*

"Hanging around...James! | am agrown woman with acareer of my own! | can hang around with
whomever | choosal"

At this, Spark raised one red eyebrow and moved closer to the scene of the action. Zanyawas scowling
at the phone asif she could reach through and grab her brother. Was he warning her away from him?

"Zanya," he soothed. "I am just looking out for your best interests. | have gotten afew reports about that
guy! Making medieva weapons, pyrotechnics, modeling? Sounds funny to me! And therewasafireat
hishouse! A fire, Zanyal Most pyrotechnics are pyromaniacsin disguise!™

"That isenough, James!" she snapped. "1 have met hiswhole family and | found them charming, caring
and delightful! 'Y ou spend so much time around crimina s that you're starting to think everyone hasan
MO or arap sheet! And you areway out of bounds!"

"I’'m just worried about my sister! When | heard over the police band that you were involved in afire, it
scared me, honey!"

Zanyasighed as she forgave her brother instantly. She knew that his actions were motivated by fear and



love

"l understand, James, but | am agrown woman. | can make decisonsfor mysdlf! Infact, | will be
spending the weekend with hisfamily. | wasinvited to their house for agathering! It should be fun.”

"Oh, hon, are you sure about him?”

"Very sure" shegrinned up a Spark who was beginning to look confused, but at her declaration, smiled
asif the sun had come out after weeks of rain. "1 think I'll hang on to thisone for awhile.”

"Love?" her brother squeaked.
"Maybe," she sad, as she blushed again.

Now that her brother was no longer yelling, Spark could not hear what he had asked, but he fdlt that it
was important. He moved closer.

“I want to meet him,” her bother growled, wanting to see the man who wastrying to clam hislittle
sger’sheart.

"Tomorrow, at the Renn Fest, James. He'sworking there tomorrow and | am going with him. Isthat
okay?" she asked unthinkingly, turning to Spark.

"It'sfing" both men answered at the sametime.

"Who wasthat?" her brother demanded suddenly ydling into the phone again. "Isthat boy there with
you?What isgoing on?'

"Bye, James," Zanyalaughed as she hung up the phone, ending histirade.
"Brothers," she sighed as she looked up at Spark, amusement in her eyes.

"Oh, | undergtand,” Spark said, imagining hisreaction if he ever caught aman in hissister’ s bedroom. *'|
undergtand perfectly and | think better of him for it!"

"Family isimportant to you?" she asked, standing so that she could run her fingers over his prominently
displayed chest. Already afew persona photo ideas were popping up in her head.

"Itis," he said, smiling, suddenly remembering that they hadn't used any birth control. *Oh, damn.
"What?'

"I think | may have goofed,” Spark said suddenly looking apologetic.

"What?' she asked again.

"Birth control," he sighed looking down and waiting for the explosion.

But the explosion that came wasn't the one he'd expected.

"I'monthepill, you slly man!" shelaughed, placing kisseson hischest.



"But...I just forgot! | mean | would have had no trouble putting on...They comein boxes of thirty-sx you
know?" hefinished, ablush hesting hisface.

Now | am ready for degath, he thought. | sound like an insengitive jerk!

"I understand, Spark!" Zanyalaughed. "But | know that you don’t have any Health Department
warnings, right?'

"Right," he agreed, looking sheepish. "I am as hedthy as an ox and twice as strong.”
"And | don’t have anything. | get tested regularly, my man. So if the pills do what they have been doing
al of these years, we will befine. If not, | am aresponsible woman, and | dways keep in mind the

repercussons of my actions.”

"If you got pregnant, Zanya, | wouldn't abandon you," he said softly, wondering how he got so lucky as
to find awoman as smart and sexy as Zanya.

"l wouldn’t have climbed into bed with you if I'd thought that, Spark,” Zanya smiled. "But since neither
one of usisready to Sart being parents, we should just keep it down to practice.”

"Practice?’

"Y eah, practice making babies, man! Got to get the sex act down perfect! Then if we ever decideto
become parents, together or apart, we both know how to go about it without embarrassing the future

offgoring!”

Spark exploded into laughter at her words and was easily led back to the showers.

But in the back of hismind, her words got to him. Together or gpart? He was thinking more along the
lines of together and he wondered if she had considered it. Isthat why she had said it, because she had
consdered it? Was she beginning to think in thelong term, like he was? Then al thought |ft, beyond the
pleasure of the touch, the sinfulness of some tastes, and the ddlight in joining with another.

Those questions could wait, but not forever.

Spark was beginning to play for keeps.

Chapter Thirteen

"Remember...ord simulation?’ Zanya purred.
"Mmm, yes," Spark hissed as his eyes began to dowly dilate.
"Remember what it fedslike?

"Hot and wet," he breathed, his chest beginning to rapidly expand and contract with the force of his



growing desire.

"Hot and wet, baby," she whispered, then grinned as beads of swesat began to break out on his
forehead.

"And tight," he breathed as he looked up at her through hiswet stringy hair.

He was the consummate animal, the sexual predator seeking more of what made him complete.

His eyesflashed dmost slver and hisfull lips parted dightly as histongue lashed out to moisten them.
"Yed" Zanyahissed. "Give me more!™

The bright burst of light from her flash only added to the sensudity of his movements as Spark crawled
across an imitation tiger skin rug, his glistening body dressed only in abrief loincloth.

Hiswet hair clung to his muscles as he moved, those muscles bunching benegth his skin. Hiseyes
seemed to scream, Take me now,’ while his body countered, ‘At your own risk.'

"How much longer?" Spark growled, crawling closer and closer to where Zanya knédlt with her camera
sngpping pictureswildly.

"Almogt finished therall," she answered, stepping back out of hisreach.

It was too dangerous being within touching distance of the man. He may have been avirgin, but
physcdly only!

She had awaked this morning, covered in sweat and convulsing with the first of many orgasms brought
about by histaented tongue and fingers.

Never had she had alover so eager to fulfill her desires!
He controlled his body perfectly, knowing when to proceed and when to push harder. And then the way
he waited on his own release, trying to make their explosions smultaneous...! He was magica between

the sheets! And she knew that she wasthe luckiest girl in Batimore!

"Hurry," he bresthed, as he flopped down on hisside, hislong hair trailing enticingly over hisbody ashe
rested his head on one arm and began to pet the rug with the other. | am getting lonely down here.”

He pulled one leg dightly up towards his chest, teasing her with glimpses of the bulge that the skirt of the
loin cloth barely covered.

"All right, jungle man," she bresthed.

"Me Tarzan, you Jane," he growled, lifting his hand and crooking hisfinger at her. "Come over hereand
feed my monkey!"

"Mesdck," said aloud voice from behind them. "And you nauseoud ™

Spark jumped asif someone had thrown abucket of cold water on him, then turned to glare a Eric as
he and Ame made their way into the sudio.



"Doesn’'t anyone ever knock?' Spark growled as hetried hisbest to hide dmost seven feet of hard mae
flesh into atiny lesther loincloth.

"Don't let us stop you," Ame crowed, alook of interest in her eyes as she eyed the scene. 'l find the
artigtic process fascinating.”

" Itisif you areinto thejunglething!" Eric laughed. "Bananas anyone?'

"Oh, for goodness sakel" Zanyalaughed, as she placed her camera on anearby table. "What are you
two doing herethis early in the morning?"

"Wewereworried," Eric said quietly. "We heard about the fire and came over to seeif you were both
okay."

"How did you hear about the fire?" Spark asked, not sure if he wanted his address made publicif his

face, and agood number of his other body parts, were going to be plastered over billboards and book
covers around the country.

"Your brother called,” Ame said as shetook aseet by afar wall, away from the harsh glaring lights that
Zanyaused. "Hewasworried, so | gave him this number to check on you. | can seethat you both are
fine"

"Freakiest thing," Zanyasaid to her friend of many years. "The bedroom just exploded into flames! We
were lucky to makeit out!"

"We?' Eric drawled out, latching onto her unlucky choice of words. "We? What werewe doing inthe
bedroom?"

"None of you business!" Spark cut in before Zanya could say anything.

Losing patience and losing his ability to be nearly naked with other people in the room, Spark grabbed
the rug and wrapped it around hiswai <.

"WEell, I hope you practiced safe sex," Eric kidded, and laughed as afiery blush exploded across
Spark’ sface.

"Leave him adone, Eric," Zanyasaid, fighting back a grin. Spark looked so adorable dressed up likea
jungle fantasy and blushing to the roots of hisred hair. "Heisshy."

"Not too shy, | hopel” Eric interjected. "If heis, then it issuch atotal waste!”
"That’sit!" Spark growled. "I'm going to go and get dressed.”
"Inwhat?' Zanyacouldn't resst teasing. "Y our parents are bringing you clothes, remember?"

"Oh!" Eric cried, clapping his handsin delight! "A floor show! Sparklesintheraw!" he laughed. "'l love
it!"

"Leave him be, Eric!" Amelaughed. "Y ou'll spail that untouched ook about him! It's absolutely
intriguing, Spark. Zanya, don't educate him too much, | like that look."



Spark prayed that the floor would open up and swallow him.

But gamely he tightened his hold on his manmade anima skin, and turning with as much dignity ashe
could muster, headed for the steps.

"Hey, Lord of the Jungle!" Eric cdled out. ™Y our vineis showing!"
Spark froze, and sure enough, hefelt adraft.
Looking behind him, he saw that thetail end of hisloincloth had caught in hisrug, which, unfortunately

gapped around his bottom. Even more unfortunate, the repositioned cloth |eft the thong underwear that
went benegth it exposed to the room. The flash of acamerawas the last spike needed to deflate his

dignity.

Heedless of the laughter, he re-draped his blanket, turned and harrumphed at the spectators in the room.
Just as quickly, but with as much dignity as he could muster, Spark ascended the steps.

"Spark!" Eric called, and he turned to see what the blonde giant wanted.

He groaned when he saw the makeup artist waving adollar, ahopeful ook in hislaughing eyes.
Fighting ablush, he turned and ran the rest of the way!

He groaned as he heard Eric intone loudly, “Ladies and gentlemen, Spark has | eft the room.”

And the crowd went wild...wild with laughter, that is.

* k *k k%

"Come on, baby!" Zanyalaughed as Spark sat on her bed, waiting for the uninvited gueststo leave.
"Come on down!"

"No," he sniffed as he made himself more comfortable on her bed. "1 am not coming down until either my
parents get here with my clothes, or those two have divorced themsalves from this house."

"Ohh!" Zanyalaughed as she tugged a anow dry lock of hair.

Spark had not wasted any time hopping in the shower and washing away the water and glycerin mixture
she had smeared all over him to give hisflesh the moist, wild look. Now he was squeaky clean and hiding
out in her room.

The poor thing was ill so shy! It only endeared him to her more.

"Using big words, big man?"'

"Zan," hesghed. "It snot that funny.” Even as he said the words, awicked glint of humor showed in his
eyes.



"But you didn’'t see your facel" she laughed. "It was pricelessl”
"Y ou are not helping your case,” he said as he flopped back onto the bed.

"Wl if you don't go back down, they will tease you," she said as she straddled hiswaist. She noticed
with pleasure that his naked cock reacted to her presence by dowly starting tofill.

"l likeit up here.”

He reached up to wrap his hands around her trim waist. Her smallnesswas a direct contrast to his
largeness. In fact, they were astudy in opposites. His golden skin contrasted with the deeper hue of hers.
Her long black hair was juxtaposition to his own fiery red locks with their platinum stresks. Her features
werefine and delicate, while hiswere rougher, coarser, and more masculine.

"I do too, but we have company,” she reminded him.

"Hmm," he mused as he tugged at the white T-shirt that she wore. Her denim shorts were very short and
showed off the mile of leg that had first entranced him...and drawn him to her sde.

"Hmm, nothing! Y our parentswill be here soon and we don’t want to embarrass them.”
"My parents?’ he said with araised eyebrow. "Are we speaking of the same people? Nothing surprises
them anymore! Believe me! Ember and | have tried to shock them! Not even X-rated birthday cakes

causethem to blush!”

"Y ou got your folks X-rated birthday cakes?' She bent low and spped asmall kissfrom hislips. "That
isnot behaving like a proper son."

"Hal" heretorted, lifting hishead to sted alonger kiss. "They thanked us for the suggestion and told us
that position had aready been tried. Then dad camly cut the damn thing and fed adice to mom. We just
sat there, with egg on our faces, and my parents never even flinched!"

"Servesyou right,” Zanyalaughed. "Picking on your poor parentslike that!"

"Well, my poor parents had better hurry up. | have to man the booth today. | hope Dad remembersto
bring theright clothes.”

"| think your dad will remember. He seems very competent, just like his son.”

Spark flushed with pleasure at her words and held her down for athank you kiss.

Thingswere just getting interesting, when Ame called from the stairs below.

"Wewill beleaving, darlings. We just wanted to make sure that you were okay."

"Don’t do anything that | wouldn't do!™ Eric caled with laughter in hisvoice. "And that ain't alot!"

Spark and Zanya exploded into laughter, breaking off the kiss and burying their facesin each other’'s
hair.

"All by ourselves," she purred as she pulled back to stareinto his expansive eyes.



"All by oursalves" he repeated as he lost himsdlf in the glittering depths of her green orbs.
"Hmm," she purred as she lowered her face for another degper, uninterrupted kiss.
"Let’shope it stays that way,” he whispered before their lips made contact.

Spark's hand was up the back of her T-shirt, caressing and rubbing her soft skin, while Zanyawas
squirming around, trying to fed al of hisflesh from hisnipplesto hisknees.

Spark, findly losing patience, flipped her over in awild mix of tangled hair, and laughed raunchily.
"Now you aremine," he mock-growled, and Zanya squedled in laughter.

Then the door dammed.

"Go home, Eric!" Spark bellowed as he groaned and dropped his head beside Zanya sface as she
gripped his shoulders and giggled. "We dready have the stuff you want to peddie! We have condoms,
lube, whips and chains, of course, dildos that work underwater for when wefed freaky, and a
two-gallon drum of chocolate pudding with bananas We areall sat!”

All through his shouted lecture, Zanya giggled and bounced on the bed in hope ess laughter!

Thiswasaside of Spark that she had not seen before! Maybe being with her was easing his painful
shyness.

"What?" aloud masculine voice exclaimed from the foot of the stairg! "Zanya Burke! What do you think
you aredoing?'

"Jamed!" Zanya gasped then exploded in an uncontrollablefit of laugher.

"James?" Spark asked, horror on hisface and visions of abaseball bat to the back of the head dancing
through hismind.

Hewould do the same thing if someone had said haf of that stuff about his sster!
"Chocolate pudding with bananas?' a softer voice asked.
"Mom!" Spark ydled, then deflated, hisbody covering atill giggling Zanya.

“Oh, angel of death, inal of your infinite wisdom and mercy, please take me now!” he prayed, and was
given an answer.

It was just not the answer that he wanted.
"We have your clothes, Spark,” Kendal caled up. "And | remembered to bring the leather gauntlets, the

sword sheath, and the whips. Oh, did you want the metal codpiece that Zanyaliked so well?| didn’t
think she’' d want you to useit thistime. | remember al the time she spent on her kneesthe other day."

Zanya stopped laughing.



"Well," Kenddl cdled out, not even trying to hide her laughter. " Are you coming?'
"Argh!" James bellowed, anticipating the answer.

Chapter Fourteen

Spark pouted asif he were pursing hislips because his parents had taken away a particularly sweet
piece of candy.

Zanyablushed a deep red, amost the exact shade of Spark’ s hair, as she glanced at his parents, then
blanched as she turned to face her brother in the minivan.

It was atense, sllence-filled ride to the festival grounds. Wdll, tense in the back seats. Flame looked
cam, despite his placid features, and appeared rather amused.

Kendal was till chuckling as she peeked in the back seat from time to time, then looked to her
husband. Findly, she pulled abook out of the glove compartment and flashed it at Spark.

He flushed, then sighed, as hetried to make himself smaller in the seet. Hisloving, adoring, sweet mother
held aBrazen Heart’ s book in her hand, eyes wide as she innocently glanced at him.

"Mother," he hissed, squirming abit. "Pleasa!”

"S0, when'sthe wedding?' James snarled as he sat behind Spark and Zanya, who shared the middle
Sedt.

James had the same stunning green eyes as Zanya, but that was about al they had in common. James
sported ahead full of inky black curls, cut short around his ears. He was only about five feet ten inches
tall, but every inch wasfilled with powerful muscle. His keen reporter’ s eyes missed no details as he
stared at Spark, marking him for death as he imagined what had put those suck markson hissister’s
neck.

"Come off it, James!" Zanyasighed as he turned to glare at her brother.

"When my sster chegpens hersdlf...."

"Would you care to rephrase that?' Spark snarled as he turned to glower a James.

"Children, don’'t make me stop thisvehiclel" Flame said cdmly from the drivers seet. "Believe me, you
will not like the consequences.”

Immediately, Spark turned to face front. Zanyafollowed suit, though she didn’t know why.
"But that boy stole my sigters virtue!”
At that comment, the van went Slent! Even Kendall stopped grinning and put her book away.

"Excuse me?' Kendal hissed as she dowly turned to face the man who tried to cast aspersons on her
son' s honor.



"My Kendal," Flame said quietly, and Kenddl fell silent, though she continued to shoot daggers with her
eyes.

"Now, JamesBurke," Hame said quietly. "If you ever againin your liferefer to my child asathief of
virtue, | will take grest pleasure in showing you what the men in my land do to those who assume too
much without much thought. Not only have you damaged my son’s honor asaman and your Sster’ sasa
woman, but you have blackened mine as a parent. Please do not make this mistake again.”

Hame spoke quietly, his eyes on the road, but the intensity of hiswords was not to be dismissed or
teken lightly.

"But he...."

"Did exactly what | wanted him to do!" Zanya said, smiling at Flame's words. He had defended her, and
had done it without the violence that Spark surely would have used. He was acting dmost like her father!
It warmed her heart, though again she didn’t know why.

"Zanya" James hissed, running ahand through his curlsin frustration.

"His parents should be asking me about my intentiond" she sighed. "I ruined him, not the other way
around!”

"Argh!" James nearly screamed, outraged.

"Ruined?" Spark nearly screamed in disbdief! "Asif abody can be ruined by such awonderful, loving
gft!”

Zanyablushed, Spark flushed, James fumed, Flame smiled, and Kendall beamed with pride.
"Weraised afine son," he said quietly to Kendall, who was gtill shooting daggers at James.

"The man insulted my child," she hissed, eyes till narrowed in her anger. Kendal was not oneto forgive
egly.

"I...I gpologize," Jamesfinaly sammered, redizing what he had said and how it must have sounded.
"Thisisal such ashock!"

"What?' Zanyaasked. "Finding out thet | have alife?"

"Zanyal" James breathed as he sank back into his seat. "Don’t be angry. Y ou are my baby sigter! |
worry about you!"

"Worry about yoursdlf, James," she said as she moved her hand across the leather couch seat to take
Spark's. "And stop embarrassing mein front of...Spark’s parents." That was not the best way to describe
the friendly family that she had been openly welcomed into, but she didn’t know how elseto describe
them.

"I’'m sorry,” he Sghed as he closed hiseyesin frudtration.

"l must gpologize aswell,” Spark said, gripping Zanya s hand tightly in his. "I thought that you were



someone dse! | never meant to give the impression that | abuse or use Zanyain any way. | too have a
younger sister, and | would probably murder the man | found her deeping with."

James glared, shooting daggers of his own, then grunted.
Nothing was forgiven and nothing was forgotten.
Silence reigned as the van pulled into the employee parking area.

Hameimmediately hopped out and opened the door for hislady fair, asmileon hislipsashe saw herin
herTestrious garb. Shelooked stunning, as usudl.

Hewasdressed in hisusud black leather pants and flowing shirt. He still could not bring himself to wear
white.

Spark, opening the door and holding ahand out for Zanya, was dressed in brown and black. Brown
leather, black knee boots, and a deep quill-decorated, brown leather vest. On hiswristswere hisfavorite
pair of black leather gauntlets and around his neck was his favorite pendant, ayin yang of fiery copper
and cool slver. Ember had made them both matching necklaces when she'd first become asilveramith.
The copper and the silver represented both houses that they were born to, and the yin yang represented
them, two different facets of the same shining jewd.

Spark had immediately recognized the symbolism and was dmost moved to tears by it. Flame had
smiled grandly as he saw the necklaces adorning his children. He had taught them well. They would not
forget or forsake the past. They would learn from it and use the gifts bestowed upon them by the Great
Houses that they were born to. It made him proud.

Zanyaemerged, dso in leather, but wearing black tight |leather from head to foot.

When the guests had arrived, she took onelook at what Spark’ s parents were wearing and remembered
the Renn Fest.

Sheld reached deep into her closet and pulled out ablack Ieather vest and apair of matching pants. On
her feet were black leather gladiator sandals that she had bought years ago. Around her upper arm wasa
dave band and around her neck was athick silver choker, engraved with Cdltic designs. Her hair was |eft
wild and free around her back, giving her thelook of alady warrior about to kill something. Too bad her
face showed nothing but embarrassment.

James exited last, dressed in jeans and the T-shirt he had arrived in.

Hisface showed his displeasure, but he wanted to talk to his Sster and his contact, and thiswasthe only
way to doit.

Besides, he had a hot tip about this family from one of the workers here, and he suddenly felt the urgeto
follow up onit.

"0, thisisit?' he asked as he glared at the array of peoplein al types of Renaissance garb.
Therewere at lest three Henry the Eighths running around, a half-dozen Celtic warriors complete with

kilts and sporrans, adew of over-bosomed peasant girls, and even aHdll’s Angels biker broad from
hdl!



Wait...the biker broad was waking hisway. As she moved closer, the family resemblance was sunning.

This had to be the sster who was waiting for them to arrive.

She was hot, James thought to himself as he watched her approach on legsthat stretched amile. Too
bad she was related to the red baboon who wanted to use sexual devices on hissister!

"Spark!" Ember cried as she raced onto the scene. "Are you okay? Is Zanyaadl right? Oh, your poor
house! Did you lose anything important?'

Her questions came pouring out of her mouth as she reached up and gave her big brother ahug. Then
she caught sight of James and pushed Spark hurriedly aside.

"Well, hello," she purred, sisterly concern meting into sudden interest. “1 am Ember, asin fire. And who
might you be?"

Flame shook his head and turned to escort Kendall inside.

She was acting like atrue House Leader, he thought with a chuckle. Going after what she wants,
deciding if it sworth her while, then making off with the goods or discarding at her leisure,

"Did you hear your daughter?' Kendall asked, making an effort not to turn around and smack some
senseinto her child. "Where did she get thet attitude?'

"Her mother," FHame answered easlly.

"That |ce House bitch?' Shewas gill angry with Katla, even though the woman was dead.
"No, you," Hame sad quietly.

Kendall’ s mouth snapped closed and her eyesflew to Flame.

"You arejoking, right?'

"Remember the bathtub?"

Kenddl, for thefirst timein years, felt ablush heating her face.

* k *k k %

"I’m James, and | am that on€e' s brother," he said as he pointed to Zanya, who rolled her eyesat him.
"Ignore him, Ember," Zanya said. "He has his pantiesin abunch!”
"Wdll, | found my sister in bed with a strange man, Zanyal How am | supposed to react?'

"Who invited you?"' shereturned, growing angry.



"Strange man? Bed?' Ember said, gray eyesglowing. "Spark! Y ou got your cherry popped!”

"Ember!" hewailed, sounding like atwelve-year-old before he could regain hisequilibrium. "Thet's
enough! Wewill not examine my lovelifein public! It isinsulting to me and unfair to Zanyal She hasbeen
embarrassed enough!”

Hewas no longer embarrassed--he was growing angry. Too much stress was pushing him over the edge
and he hated having to fight for his control. Even more, he hated anyone saying abad word about Zanya
where he could hear it. Infact, it made him kind of crazy!

The area around them felt asudden drastic increase in temperature, just a hot flash, but it was noted.
"Spark," Ember said quietly, reading her brother. Y ou areright. | wasout of lineand | gpologize.

Hoping that no one would notice, she used a bit of her energiesto coal the air around them. Shedidn’t
try to mask her brother's power, just dide in beforeit to add a cooling barrier.

Everyone shivered at the sudden blast of cold, but that could be explained as a sudden cool wind.
Maryland was notorious for its shifting wegther patterns, so thiswasn't unusual.

Except for aperson trained in details. James could not help but wonder why none of the many trees that
surrounded the field had moved asingle lesf.

He turned to examine the brother and sister more closely. Maybe the wacko who'd called in was onto
something.

"I'mal right,” Zanyasaid, pulling her brother’ s attention toward her. "Words cannot hurt me, and it' s not
likeit was asecret! Weran out of the house amost completely naked!™

"Spark didn’'t douse the flames?' Ember asked curious. Those flames were a piece of cake to douse
after thetraining that their father insisted upon.

"He wasincoherent at thetime!" Zanyalaughed, then folded over with roaring laughter as Spark’ sface
again matched the color of hishair. Hewas so shy!

"That good?' Ember asked Spark, trying not to explode into laugher. Spark was dwaystrying to be Mr.
Super Control Man! 1t was amusing to know that he could lose that legendary cool sometimes.

"| refuseto discussthid" Spark said giffly, trying to ignore the flash of color to hisface. " Shall we go, my
lady?' he asked, offering Zanyahisarm.

"Hey! What about me? Don’'t | get escorted?' Ember laughed as her brother tried to change the subject,
and not too subtlety ether!

"Y ou can hang on, | guess, poor old spinster peasant,” Spark said, causing both Ember and Zanyato
explodeinto laugher.

Ember was dressed as an American’sidea of abiker girl, complete with tight, lesther vest worn sans
shirt, and poured-on leather pants. Her chain link belt rode low on her hips and she wore enough jewelry
to show the customers what she was wearing; yet she till managed to move like awaking advertisement
for sex.



"Coming, James?' Ember asked, turning to Zan’ sbrother.
"Good to see that someone remembered me," he growled, glaring at Spark.
"Asif | could forget," Ember purred, offering him her arm.

James looked at her, looked into her eyes and swore that he saw swirling patterns of red fire. But she
blinked and the illusion passed. The jewels, he decided, but stored that fact for later examination.

"No thanks," hereplied dowly. "1 am here because | promised to meet a contact.”

"All work and no play,” Ember murmured, but took her brother’ s hand after staring with consideration at
James for amoment. "Later then," she said, as the trio turned and moved towards the entrance.

James glared at their backs. Okay, Spark’ s back, before turning to go to the main gate.

Once there, he paid his entrance fee, gathered his program of the day’ s events, and waked over to the
costume rental. Here he pulled a green and red pen out of his pocket and stuck it behind his right ear and
ettled back to wait.

Not long after, avoice from behind whispered, "Y ou James from the paper?"
"l am," hereplied. "And you would be my Deep Throat."
"I don’t know about that, man,” the voice whispered, "but | do have something for you to hear.”

"About the Macintyres?' he asked dowly, turning to face the short, rumpled jester that stood beside
him.

"Y eah, strange family, that one! Did you know that they are obsessed with fire? The parents do the
fireworks display and the son works the forge with the sster. I’ ve heard strange rumors about al of
them!”

"Redly?' James said dowly. Was hissster degping with afamily of pyromaniacs? Was shein danger?
Héll, he just wanted something good on that Spark. Whoever heard of naming akid after a plug anyway?
He wanted something to tear that man anew hole and run his sister awvay from him! Not that he didn’t
trust her judgment, but something about that man rubbed him the wrong way!

Maybe it was his comment about battery-operated devices.

"Y eah! Been hearing strange things about them for yeard" the torchbearer said, looking nervoudy
around.

To drop adime on aRenn Fest artisan was like squealing about the Mafiato the feds. It was something
that was not done without consegquences. He hated consequences amost as much as he hated work.

"Dotdl," Jamessad, withady grin. "I'mal eard"

Chapter Fifteen



"| told you that they would be greet together,” one voice said gleefully.
"But we don’t know that yet," the second protested. "It may fizzle out before it begins.

"Trust me," the other said. "They have been waiting along timefor this. They need each other. You'll
%II

"All | seeisthat this may backfire on us" the second voice said. "And | redly don’'t want that to
happen.”

* k * k %

“S0, are you taking picturestoday?' Ember asked, as she adjusted her leather vest. Shelooked so much
like Spark it was dmost uncanny. "Because | would love to see you work."

"Nopel" Zanyareplied as she watched the twins open their booth. "Today | am here gtrictly asan
observer. | want to watch you and your brother a work. Isit hard to be a slversmith?”

"Not too hard,” Ember said, as she pulled a heavy tarp off of her workstation and began to fold it. Zanya
immediately walked around the glass case that ran across the entrance of the booth to help. "So long as
you have your design and know what you'relooking for, it isfairly easy.”

"So saysthewoman with dl the awards," Zanyalaughed. "I have done some research on you and your
brother, and you both are considered true artisans.”

"I’ll take that as acompliment,” Ember laughed. "Hear that, big brother?' she called. "Thiswoman
knows talent when she seesit! | think she’'s akeeper!”

"Ember!" Spark said tiredly, as he began to stoke thefire in the large forge that they shared. "Please
remember your age isnot your shoe sze and act accordingly.”

"Stick inthe mud!™ she caled back, sticking out her tongue then turning to grin a Zanya. "I love getting
hishar up," shelaughed.

"Hishair?' Zanyaasked, grinning at the interplay between the siblings. She wished she and her brother
had an easy relaionship like these two, but she guessed that they were just two entirdly different people
when they were two kids struggling to stay together in their youth.

"Yes" Ember laughed. "HisMacintyre! HisIrish up!" Sheturned and blew Spark akiss before she
turned again to Zanya. "He gets way too serious sometimes, and it’smy job to make him take life alittle
less serioudy. Well, then again, | guessthat isyour job now!"

She laughed as Zanya gave her awicked leer in return.

"And baby, believe me, | do my job wd|!"

Ember exploded into laugher, then turned to stare at her brother intensaly for amoment.



"What?" he asked, as he began to sort large bars of metal, trying to decide what the day’ s choice would
be.

Zanyaand Ember both giggled at his perplexed expression.

"l would say that it’shormones, but | want to live to see tomorrow,” he shook his head sadly as he
turned back to hiswork. He would never understand women! When they got together in groups of two
or more, the strangest things happened.

" S0, are you going to hang around here and be amode and a saleswvoman?' Ember asked, as she
opened alocked, waist-high safe and pulled out atray of delicate bronze links. "Or are you going to
wander around and get the fed of the place?’

"I think I'll stay here abit and ooh and ahh at Spark's biceps before | explore. What isthere to do
here?'

"Funny you should ask," Ember said with agrin. "Seethat Sdl over there?' She pointed to afar off
corner where there was a set of benches and nothing else.

"YS?I

"That’ swhere Violet works. He Il be around any moment to give pony rides.”

"He?Violet?' Zanyalooked confounded by a man named after a delicate flower.

"Oh, you'll know him when you see him," Ember laughed. "He isthe human pony today. Y ou have to get
arideand hewill tdl you al of the hot spotsto visit. Like the elephant ride, the sword swallower, the
human chess match, and of course, the food court!"

"But you have to wait to do the pubswith me," Spark added, as he sdlected hisrod and pumped the
bellowsto get the fire burning hotter. Waves of heat wafted up from the large metal forge and began to
make his body sheen with moisture.

Spark had tied his hair back into along ponytail and braided it before he began, so there was no chance
of him catching himself on fire. Now with hishair pulled back, exposing his masculine face and his body

beginning to glisten, Spark was asight to make any woman swoon.

"Okay," Zanyamurmured, remembering the fed of those hard muscles under her fingers. The man
exuded sex apped and he wasn't even aware of it.

"When you are ready, just wander over and let me know. | do ademo at four, so that givesyou alot of
timeto explore.”

"Mmm-hmm," she answered, watching as abead of swest rolled down his neck to disappear in the
mountain of muscle that made up his chest.

"Zan? Areyou okay?' he asked. Shoveling the rod into the fire, he walked over to her.

"Damn, Spark!” Ember laughed. "Y ou are so oblivious sometimes!”



"What?" he asked, as he took Zanyas shouldersin hisarms and examined her flushed face. "Isit too hot
in herefor you, babe? | am kind of used to the heat, so | hardly ever noticeit.”

"l just bet you are," avoice said from behind them, and they al turned to see James standing there, a
nasty look on hisface.

"And that is supposed to mean...?" Ember asked as Zanya stared at her brother, wondering at the
venomin hisvoice.

"Nothing, but alot of accidents with fire happen around you, huh, Spark?*

"What?' Zanyaasked, turning her back to Spark to rest protectively againgt his chest. She shot her
brother amenacing look before she picked up one of Spark’s arms and wrapped herself in hisembrace.

"Fire-rdlated accidents seem to follow you around, Spark Macintyre, if that isyour rea name," James
said camly, as he pulled anotebook out of his back pocket.

"What are you up to, James?' Zanyasighed tiredly. "I told you once before that you have no right to
check up on me or my friendd"

"But asyou are my sigter, | have theright to protect you from maniacs!”

"Excuse me?' Ember said, waking around Spark and Zan to face the man attacking her brother.

"L et the man speak, Ember,” Spark said quietly, as helooked camly at James, dmost bored even.
"Sincethefloor isopen,” James said with asmirk, "let’ stalk about the fire at your house."

"Electric,” Zanyagrowled. "1 was there when the ingpector made that pronouncement.”

"True, but | am talking about the fire at your parents home five years ago. Reports said that afive foot
ball of flame shot up into the air, endangering trees and the surrounding foliage, yet your house wasn't
damaged and the fire department wasn't called.”

"Pyro sometimes blows," Spark said as he hugged Zanyatighter to him, inhaing her scent. He wondered
if Jameswould let the grudge go, or if he would have to do something about that. He would serioudy
hate to have to injure his future brother-in-law, but aman had to do what aman had to do. "Please
continue.”

"If youins<t," Jamessaid, with agrin. "What about thefirein your school, Spark? It started in the
bathroom with you as the only witness. The police had no explanation for that one, yet astall was burned

toacrisp...just the stal! No other part of the bathroom was damaged.”

"I remember that! | thought someone set a cherry bomb off in the toilet. These things tend to happenin
public schools. Mom and Dad decided to home school after that.”

"Interesting,” James mused out loud "Interesting that after running your name by some friends of mine,
they seem to keep coming up with fire-related accidents, Spark. Some even swear that you caused al of
thesefires, that you are obsessed with it. Kind of like your names," he said, nodding in Ember's direction.

"Oh, get red, Jamed" Zanyagrowled. She had had enough! "That isit! Y ou come down here uninvited



and gtart sticking your nose where it doesn’t belong! Who asked you to check on Spark? How dare you
ingnuate that heis somekind of firebug who is going to burn me at the least provocation! You areredly
sck and | want you to go home right now!"

"I have arespongbility to protect you, Zanyal"

"Y ou have no right to butt into my affairs, James, especialy when it comesto Spark!"

"And we were named for our hair,” Ember truthfully added, trying not to laugh at the sullen expression
on James face. "It israther red, don’t you think?"

"| think that you don’t look like your mother!™ James snapped. "A true pity!"

"Hey!" Spark said, easing Zanyaout of hisembrace. "I can understand that you are upset because you
found you sister with aman in strange circumstances. If you were me, | probably would havetried to
flatten you by now! But you leave my mother and my sister out of this! Y ou have your issueswith me, but
you had better leave my family donel™

"Jamed" Zanya nearly screamed. "What did you mean by that?"

"Nothing," James huffed, knowing that he'd gonetoo far.

"No, it'snot ‘nothing’!" Zanya said as she stepped in front of Spark to face her brother eyeto eye.
"What isyour beef hereredly? What isit you have againg Spark and hisfamily?'

"Letit go, Zan!" James said as he dammed hisbook back into his pocket and glared at Spark and
Ember.

"l will not let it go!" Zanyasaid, getting up in hisface and damming her fists on her hips. "Just what is
your boggle here?!

"Zan!" James growled, his eyes narrowing as he began to lose histemper.
"What?'

"Dammit, Zanyal" Jamesfindly bellowed. "If you are going to deep around, couldn’t the man at least be
black?"

Zanyatook two steps back asif she had been struck! What wasthisracist crap doing coming from her
brother? Her brother!

"What?" she gasped, obliviousto the shocked |ooks coming from Spark and Ember.

"Couldn't you find ablack man, Zanya? That' s what’ swrong with the black woman today! They have
given up on the black man!"

"I can't believe this shit!" Zanya screamed, her green eyes sparkling in her anger and disbelief. 'l can’t
believe that you are saying thisto me!™

"Look, Zan...if you are going to throw your life away, at least let the man be black! What' swrong?
Can't find a brother to take you on?"



Wham!
Zanyabdled up her fist and before she knew what was happening, let it fly a her brother’s smug face.
There was aloud crack as her knuckles met hisjaw, and James began to tumble backwards.

“Zanyal" Spark bellowed as he reached around to grip her arms, to hold her from advancing on the
fdlenmen.

"Hit him again!" Ember cheered as her red, angry face loomed over James as he settled on his backsde
in the sand that surrounded the booth. "Once is never enough for abigot!”

"l can't believe you did that!" James mumbled, as he gingerly raised one hand to hisjaw and stared up at
hissger.

"Y ou'd better be grateful that'sall | did,” she screamed, suddenly kicking and rearing, trying to break
free of Spark'shold. "Y ou hypocrite! How dare you come here and lay your hang-ups on me! Mom and
Dad must be spinning in their graves! Let mego!™ she screamed at Spark. "He can't get away with that!™

"Zanya, cdm down!" Spark whispered in her ear, fighting to hold her bucking body and keep her hair
out of hiseyes. "Pleasal”

"Let her go!" Ember drawled, as she watched James climb dowly to hisfeet, still looking amazed. "I
personaly would like to see her ssomp amud puddiein hisface, then walk it dry.”

"Ember!" Spark growled, grunting as Zan' s heds struck hisshins. "Y ou are not helping.”
"Zan," James began, looking stricken. "1 didn’t mean...."

"Y ou meant what you said, you black Nazi!" sherailed. "Go home! Go away! Get out of my sight! |
don’'t want to see you, James! Go away!"

She suddenly stopped fighting, shocked by what her brother had said. "Please, just go away!"
"Zan..."

"Now!"

"Thisisdl your fault!" James growled at Spark, sneering a Ember as he turned away.

"I think you need to look in your mirror, buddy," Spark growled as he changed hishold on Zanya. He
tenderly pulled her close, sheltering her from the world that suddenly attacked her happiness. "That's

whereyou'll find the fool responsible.”

In ahuff, Jamesturned on hished and stormed away, knocking aside afew curious stal ownerswho'd
come out to see what the commotion was about.

"Zan, areyou okay?' Spark held her close as arather large, bronze-skinned man walked over.

Hewas amost seven feet of pure muscle, topped by acrown of raven black hair that hung to hiswaist.



He was wearing leather leggings and a breechcloth that went nicely with hisbare chest. Braided in his
hair, was astring of beads and feathers that perfectly suited his Native American features. It lent him the
look of awarrior on amisson.

"Ember!" he called out. "Isthere aproblem that | may help you with?"

"Violet!" Ember cdled out, some of the anger leaving her face.

"The Fedtiva is about to open and you all looked like you could use my services."

"Violet," Spark said, till hugging Zanya. "'l would like to introduce you to my soul mate, Zanya."
Soul mate? Violet looked puzzled, but then smiled, storing thisinformation for later.

"Yeah," Ember said. "We had some heated words with her brother.”

"The dude that ended up ass over heels?' Violet asked. "L ooked like more than wordsto me.”

"l haveto apologize for him," Zanyasuddenly said, bresking her intense sllence and coming out of her
shock. "I never thought I'd hear James speak that way!"

"Time changes people,” Spark said. "Though that doesn’t excuse what he said.”
"Thereisno excusefor that ignorance!” Zanyabristled. "1 am ashamed for us both!"

"Both?' Ember asked before Spark could and moved to take her hands, chafing them between her own
as sheredlized how cold they were.

"Him for obvious reasons, and mefor being related to him!™"
"Ahh, Zan!" Spark groaned. "Y ou are not your brother, any morethat | am my sser."”
"Got that right,” Violet added with aleer at the Sster in question.

"Watchit!" Spark growled, hiseyes narrowing at Violet, who lifted his handsin the universal "no harm”
gedture.

"Thepoint is," Spark continued, "he doesn’t speak for you. Y ou do that very well on your own!™
"With your fistd" Ember added, as she struggled not to laugh. "Y ou should have seen hisface!”

"Thisisnothing new!" Spark said as he hugged hiswoman tighter. "Believe me, weve heard it dl before,
from teachers, from doctors, from people walking by aswe'd Sit in restaurants. It gets eesier to ignore.
Héll, it samost too pitiful to laugh at aracist!”

"Almost!" Violet added. "But then, | dways had asick sense of humor.”

"A-men!" Ember giggled, then turned to hug the feigned hurt look right off of hisface.

"Soitwasaracist thing?' Violet said, placated by his hug from Ember. " Shoot, we ignore that stuff
around here. | mean look around! If we ain't abunch of mifits, pigs might fly out of my butt!"



"Pigs? What have you been doing thisweek?' Ember sassed, causing them dl to chuckle.

"Still, | would like to gpologize for James. Ember and Spark, especially Spark, | just want you to know
that | don't fed that way at dl."

"Oh, we know, hon!" Ember said quietly, as she amiled a her brother’ slove. ™Y our love showsupin
your work. Besides, Spark wouldn't have you if you were packing that type of baggage. | wouldn't
dlowit!"

"Youwouldn’'t dlow it?" Spark snarled, grabbing one of Zan'sarms and placing it across his chest.
"Hold meback, Zan! | haveto hurt that girl!"

Giggling, Ember dipped behind Violet and peered at her brother from under hisarm. When she saw she
had his attention, she stuck her tongue out at him.

"Brat!" Spark laughed as he leaned down to kiss Zan. "No more sad looks! Thefestiva isabout to
begin! Thisisaday for fun and adventure!”

A reluctant grin tugged a Zan'slips as she shook her throbbing wrist.

"Y eah, fun and adventure,” she said, with asmile. "And someice!"

"lce?' Ember asked.

"Y eah, no one ever told me that punching someone in the face would hurt so much!™
"Thenyou didn’t doit right!" Ember added sagely. "I’ ll teach you to make afigt!"

And off the girlswent, Zanyafrom Spark arms and Ember from around Violet, leaving the two men
standing there, dumbfounded.

"She’ s going to teach her to make a proper fist? Y ou had better behave, man. Zan's going to knock you
on your red assfor sure.”

"I have onething to say to you, Violet!" Spark said, aseriouslook on hisface. And helet hisfinger do
thetaking.

Chapter Sixteen

"See you soon, babe," Zanyasaid, asthe smal litter that Violet pulled carried her away from the booth
where Spark stood, muscles bulging, as he hefted alarge meta hammer, the fire blazing behind him,
casting hisbody in shimmering waves of heet, swest leaving a sheen on his body.

She smiled and waved, noticing that his eyes were on her, while the eyes of severd passing women were
glued to the overtly masculine sght of Spark at work.



"Heissomething, isn't he?' Violet asked, as hislitter bumped dowly dong, with Zanya s head straining
back to catch one last glimpse of her man.

"Huh?' she asked, as she turned to face this mountain of aman.
"Spark, heis something. Back in school, he was the nicest guy but he took crap from no one.”

"Known him that long?" Zanyawatched as the musclesin his back flexed as he easily pulled the weight
of the litter. For the umpteenth time, she wished she had brought acamera.

"Since we were kids, that's how long. His parents took him and Ember to school the first day of
kindergarten and they kind of blew everyone away with what they knew. Elephant rides over there," he
interrupted his monologue long enough to point in the generd direction of ahorrid stench that even the
fresh green of nature couldn't cover. "They just cleaned out his pen so the smell isstrong. In aminute, you
won't even noticeit."

"Blew everyone away?' she asked, waving her hand in front of her face and wrinkling her nose at the
rancid stench. She guessed that Violet was used to it, working in the Festival and dll, but it overpowered
her ability to smell for amoment.

"Y eah, they came to kindergarten writing in cursive. None of us could do it. Plusthey had atime not
answering questionsin different languages. They knew so many of them, it seemed out of thisworld. But
| guessit’ s because of their father.”

"Don’'t sop there!" Zanyawailed, as Violet paused in his speaking.

"Don't get mewrong. Flame and Kendall were like parentsto alot of usin the neighborhood, but that
man knows so much it' seeriel”

"Hameisagenius?' Zanyaasked, leaning forward in her curiosity. All around her the sights and sounds,
not to mention smells, of the Renaissance era swirled around her, but al she desired was moreinsght into

Spark.

"Y eah, got so many degreesit’samazing! And Spark and Ember are right behind him. But he never
acted snooty, you know?"

"I know," Zanyaanswered. In her career she had run into alot of intellectual and scholastic assholes. In
her opinion, Spark and hisfamily came acrossin no way like them.

"Anyway, Flame wanted Ember and Spark to learn how to deal with kidstheir own age so he enrolled
them in school. But that was abad idea. Birds of prey over there, and the Castle Stage where the sword
swalower will be performing later, to your right.”

"Why wasit abad ideg, Violet?' Zanyaasked, ignoring the tour. She wanted answers.

"Wdll, they didn’t fit in. | mean, look at them! One teacher wanted Spark to cut his hair, he dways had
those platinum stresksin it, but his father refused. Then they tried to expel him because of it."

"What happened?' Zanya asked, knowing how much FHame loved his children.

"Wl fromwhat | heard, that man started out spesking in English and by the time he finished putting



them in their places, he was speaking Dutch, Gaelic, or Russian. And he was deadly cam while hewas
doingit, too!"

"S0 he spoke to them?'

"More like threetened to sue them, cited how they were infringing upon hisfirst amendment rights, and
then outlined amore proficient program to teaching kids and getting them to adapt.”

"Wow!" Zanyalaughed. "1 would have loved to see that!"

"Then he pulled them from school .”

"But | thought..." Zanyasaid, confused.

"He pulled them out and home schooled them until they were about fourteen or so. Then helet them go
to high school. They remembered me from kindergarten. | had long hair mysdlf so wedl kind of hung out
together, and we hooked up again.”

"That' samazing!" Zanyasad. "They were home schooled until high school ?*

"Y up. Then their father said that they could ably defend themselves, so helet it go. And boy, wasthat an
interesting four years."

Violet chuckled to himsdlf ashelost himself in hismemories.
"What? Were they totally cool kids and everyone wanted to be with them?'

"Nope. They were acouple of egg-headed nerds!” Violet laughed. "But | remembered them and had
loved them anyway. Food court’ sthat way," he pointed to his|eft.

"My Sparkleswas anerd?' Zanyaasked, incredulous. But then again, it would explain hisamost painful
shyness and complete lack of self-awareness.

"He was the biggest Poindexter snce Eugene from the movie Grease," Violet laughed. "But no one
would tell him that to hisface. | remember he even corrected the physics teacher when she had a
theorem wrong. No one wanted to mess with him, not the teachers, not the staff, and definitely not the
Students. He was amost the size heis now, and Ember, she was too mean to messwith."

"| can seethat," Zanyachuckled as she pictured Ember thumbing her nose at the world.

"Then there was thét fireincident.”

"Fire?' she asked, remembering her brother’ swords.

"Y eah. Some dude was messing with Spark big-time. | guess he wanted to make aname for himself by

besting on the biggest kid in schoal, but Spark ignored him like hedidn’t exist. | think the Straw that
broke the camd’ s back came when he threatened to do something to Ember.”

"Oh, no!" Zanya gasped.

"I know!" Violet continued. "Ember kept to herself, so thisguy and afew of hisfriendstried to get her



aone after schooal, if you know what | mean. Em was holding her own, but Spark came around the
corner and saw this guy connect apunch to his sster'sface, and man, did he explode! The dude runsinto
the bathroom, * cause Spark is basically kicking his ass, and Spark follows him. | don’t know what he
did, ‘ cause the door got stuck, but that dude left school the next day and never came back. Everyone
said Spark tried to set that boy on fire, but there was nothing they could find to proveit. | guessthey ran
into the bathroom when someone was trying to play ajoke with a cherry bomb or something and the boy
got singed abit. But | have never seen Spark that mad in my life. And if you think that was bad, you
should have seen what happened when his parents showed up.”

"Hamewent off?" she asked.
"Nope, Kenddl did."
"Kenddl, kind of atdl, black woman, hair in abun, dwayslaughing?'

"One and the same. Sheflew into that school dragging Em who was sporting anice black eye, and
proceeded to get into the principlesface. | mean she was cursing so loud, we could her in the halway!
Hame said nothing, but then the boy’ s mother called Spark a deviant and said that he should be whipped
for beating up on her precious boy. Flame had to pull Kendal off of that woman.”

"Kendal?' sheasked, awein her voice.

"Kendall. And when the woman brought up Spark and Ember not being her own kids and that she
would never understand, Kendall read her theriot act.”

"Kendall is not their mom?' Zanyaasked. Both Spark and Ember had very dark skin for Irish people.
And their hair was the texture and color of severd different races.

"Wll, their mother died when they were babies, Spark told me once. And their father met Kendall and
fdl inlovewith her soon after. | think they met in the hospital when they were infants or something. But
Kendall lovesthose kids asif they were her own. | mean, sheislike alioness protecting her cubs. She
would kill anyoneto protect her babies.”

"That’ sbeautiful," Zanyasghed, trying in vain to remember her own mother.

Both of her parents had died when she wasjust agirl, and her brother had basicaly raised her. But she
couldn't remember atime when she hadn’t longed for the tender embrace of amother, someoneto love
her and understand her unconditionally. Sure, James loved her, but he was aman. No one but another
fema e could understand the specid pains and agonies of growing up female.

"Oh, itis" Violet agreed. "And Kendal was kind of like ‘the mom.” And she was Mom for al of uskids
in the neighborhood.

"What happened to the boy?" Zanya asked, wanting closure to the story.

"Wdll, hetransferred out. Flame and Kenddl didn’t prosecute. | mean, it was assault and they could
have had him put away, but they said that Spark taught him alesson that he wouldn’t forget. And dl the
girlswanted to date Spark for being such ahero. But most of the guyswere kind of afraid of Ember."

"Why?' Zanyaasked, thinking that Ember's beauty would be hard for any teenaged
hormone-in-tennis-shoesto res <.



""" Cause while Spark was kicking the shit out of the boy who attacked Ember, Em was kicking the shit
out of histwo friends."

Zanyaexploded into laughter. She could easily picture Ember taking on the world and winning with one
hand tied behind her back.

"Poor Em!" she chuckled. "Did she get a date to the prom?”
"l sald most guys," Violet preened. "And of course she had a date. She went with me."
"Violet!" Zanyagushed. "Y ou Casanova, you!"

"Ain'tit thetruth?' he chuckled. "And up ahead is the human chess maich," he said, pointing to thefield
infront of them. With an easy gait, he took her over to watch.

* * % % %

“Kevin," James said into the phone. "I’ m going to need afavor from you. Remember those night vison
goggles and the telephoto lens? | need to borrow it. And no, | can’t tell you, but I ll need it by tomorrow.
My sster’ sgetting in over her head, and | need something to help pull her butt out of ading. Y ou know
how women are, turned by a pretty face."

James examined an old photo of Spark from back when he was ateen modeling sensation. "Y eah,

Kevin. She's mixing with the wrong crowd and | think she needs some proof to make abeliever out of
her.”

Chapter Seventeen

"Thisisthe gpot,” Violet said, as he stopped in front of alarge pavilion. "The man of the hour should
meet you here around two or s0. Just remember, if you get lost come back here. It' sthe centra pub.”

Before she could answer, there was aloud boom that almost shook the rafters of the pavilion.

"What wasthat?' she asked, darmed, visions of an exploding forge running though her mind.

"Oh, it wasthe sgnd to Sart the day'sfestivities," Violet laughed, as he released hishold on the litter and
extended her ahand to help her down. "It was also my signd to get moving. There will be alot of people
wanting the grand tour."

"Thank you, Violet," Zanyasaid sincerely, asthefirst of the tourists made their way around the circle of
trees that shaded the pub.

"No problem, Fair Lady," he responded, atwinklein hiseyes. "Methinks that thou art agrand looker,
perfect for yon blockhead forge master.”



Upon hearing that, Zan' stinkling laughter filled the air.
"I bid you anon,” he said, in full Old World charm, as he bent to pick up the handles of hislitter.

"Wait!" Zan called, as he sarted to turn away. "Is Violet your real name?’ Again she wished that she had
brought her cameral She would make apoint of bringing it the next day.

"Yes, My Lady! Violet istruly my given name, yet not the full name.”
"Wdll, what isit?" she asked, curiogity eating away her manners. She had an insatiable desire to know.

"My Lady, | an cdled ‘Violet Eyes of the Panther Who Summons Degth.” That isaloose trandation, by
the way, and quite amouthful. Now you can seewhy | just go by Violet."

"Wow!" Zanyasaid, shocked. "That is some name."

"Thou tdlest me, My Lady," helaughed.
"S0, have you summoned any death recently?* she asked, amischievous grin tugging at her lips.

"Y ou are so much like MamaKendal," he laughed. "And no, | have not summoned any death recently.
Pity," he said softly, talking to himsdlf. He watched atorchbearer pass, a self-contented look on hisface.

"Some people could use alittle fear of death.”
"Violet?' Zanyaasked, becoming concerned and placing ahand on hisbulging forearm, bringing his
attention back to her.

"It'sokay, My Lady," hesighed. "It' sjust that some of us here would sdll out their own mother for a

grudgeand adollar.”

"What...."
"Pay it no heed, Zanya," he said, turning his charming smileto her once again. "Weal have our demons

to bear.”
"Amen to that," she whispered, clearly remembering her brother and his actions.

"And on that note, | leave you to explore, Fair Lady," helaughed, picking up the handles of hislitter and
turning away. "And don’'t forget to be here at two. Spark can be mean when he doesn't get hisway.”

"My Sparkles?' Zanyalaughed. "Hewouldn’t hurt afly!"

Violet grunted as he turned away, heading back to his stand and his assigned duties as officid litter
bearer. "It sagood thing | didn’t tell her about the time he found that guy trying to get Ember's blouse

off," he muttered to himsdlf. "Or about the time some jack-off said something nasty about his mother, or
about the time that weirdo tried to stedl hisblade designs.”

Spark was adominant male animal, Violet thought. And Zanyawas going to be shocked when he got
over hisinfatuation with truelove, regained his baance, and let histrue colors show.



* * % % %

"Can you bdlieve that brother of hers?' Ember asked as she added another ddlicate link to the girdle that
shewas making. "I mean, get out of thefifties for goodness sake.”

"Thereare many likethat," Spark panted, as he lifted the large metal hammer and let it fall to the red hot
bar that he held with apair of large metd pincers.

The billowing fire from the forge changed his hair to aglowing nimbus as beads of swest rolled across
his frame, emphasizing the girth of his muscles, showing each contraction in stark relief. He turned dightly.
His glowing golden skin looked both hard and soft as he deftly flipped the rod over and hefted the
hammer for another blow.

Sparksflew, drawing attention to his god-like body, as he efficiently went about pounding and begting a
hot piece of metal, bending it and shaping it into the form that he chose.

The sharp meta clangs beat out arhythm as he breathed deeply, forcing his body to maintain the beet,
perfecting the shape of this new sword. He created a masterpiece from swest, bone, iron, and might.

A group of female vigitors, looking at asdection of metal adornments, froze in place as they watched the
show that Spark was inadvertently putting on.

Eyes narrowed in concentration, hisleather apron protecting him from flying sparks, he never even
noticed as the women stood there, open-mouthed with awe as they watched him work.

"If you tarnish that piece with your drooal, I'll haveto indgst that you buy it," Ember said softly to one of
the women handling ahair ornament, stroking the long shaft asif it was the object of her recent attention.

"Huh? Oh," the woman responded, and absently handed Ember afifty.
Shaking her head, Ember made change and had to nudge the woman to get her attention.

"He' staken," she said, and the woman’ s face exploded into a nice deep pink, her embarrassment
obvious.

"Sorry," shewhispered. "But is he as good as he looks?!

"How would I know?' Ember laughed. "I’'m just hissister. His boyfriend might know the answer.”
"Boyfriend?" the second woman gasped, looking dismayed.

"They don't cal thistheHouse of Fire for nothing,” Em sighed.

"FHre?'

"Asinflaming!" Shesghed.

"Do you think I can make him interested in girls?* thefirgt girl asked, biting her lip in frustration.



"Honey, he came home one day and told me...and | quote, ‘I have never felt so good since | ditched the
bitch and made the switch!™

"Oh," the girl mourned forlornly as she and her girlfriend turned away. "What awagte."
"Y ou don't know the hdf of it," Ember laughed, drawing her brother's attention.
"What?' he asked as he paused in his rhythm to wipe the swegt from hisface.

"Nothing, oh great one," shelaughed. "While you are over there creating weapons of chaosand
destruction, | have been protecting your virtue."

"Huh?" he raised one eyebrow, looking exactly like their father for amoment, as he stared at her in
question.

"Never mind, super stud. Get back to work! Thisain’'t no soup kitchen, you know. Y ou haveto earn
your keep."

Shrugging, Spark again lost himsdlf in the rhythm of the metal pounding againgt hisanvil, lost in thought
about the one woman who could bend him like the rods that he was currently working on...his Zanya.

Zan rounded the bend where the e ephants were kept as she checked her watch again. Shewas having a
greeat time on her own!

Already, she had thrown an ax at atarget, pretending that it was her brother, and winning afree soda,

thrilled at the birds of prey, had a horseback ride, had her picture taken with King Henry the Eighth and
his Plantagenet wife number two. She wondered if the wife knew that she was headed for the chopping
block.

She ate cream of broccoli soup in abread bowl, had steak on astick, and a ddlicate, flaky funnel cake.
Now it wastime for the human chess match and the elephant ride. After that, she would meet Spark at
the pub for their promised drink.

Someone tapped her on the shoulder as shetook her seat in the bleacher-like stands.

She looked around and groaned when she saw her brother standing there.

"| thought | told you to beet it before | forget that we are blood. | might just borrow one of those swords
to run you through.”

"Zan," her brother began, but she cut him off.

"l know how to make a proper fist now, James, so I’ d advise you to leave me aone. We have nothing
to say to each other."

"Zan, ligento me," he said, running his hands through hishair in frugtration. "I only want to keep you
sfe”

"I will be safe. Right in Spark’s golden armsthat are peppered by his bright red Irish hair," she retorted



with some heat. She tried to keep her voice down astheir discussion drew afew glances from others
waiting for the match to begin.

"Okay, Zan. | wasout of line."

"Don’t you mean out of your mind? Y es, that | will agree with."

"Zan, lisgento me! | don't trust that family! They come out of nowhere and suddenly they aretaking
Maryland by storm! Did you know about his modeling career? How he posed half-naked for hisaunt’s
company years ago? Heis probably aplayer or worse."

"And guess who' s photographing him naked now, James? Little old me! Spark isnot aplayer and
furthermore, | trust him morethat | trust you at this moment! Good day, James. | have suddenly lost my
appetite for chess.”

She stood up, only to have him grab her arm, stopping her short and dmost pulling her off of her feet. In
shock, shelooked up at her brother, her face draining of color.

"l amtdling you Zan, heisno good!" James said again, hisface turning angry with her resstance. "If you
know what’ s good for you, you'l stay away from him and hisfamily! They are going down, Zan. Thereis
something strange about those people, and | intend to expose them for what they are.”

"Isthere aproblem?"

They both looked up to see Flame standing there. A concerned Kendall stood by hisside. He looked
pointedly at the arm that James gripped so tightly it was sure to leave a bruise, then back up to the man's
face, anger showing in hisgray eyes.

"Family business," James hissed, twigting her arm a bit.

"Then | guesswe had better intervene," Kendal said in alow growl, her fistsclenching. "Zanyaisfamily
now, and I’ d hate to have to hurt someone who's hurting her.”

Abruptly, James redized that he was dmost breaking hissister’ sarm and released her.
She jerked away, embarrassed and incensed that her brother would treat her thisway.
"Areyou dl right?" Flame asked her quietly, keeping one eye on her shamefaced brother.
"l anfine" she said as she moved away from her brother.

"A gblingislike one haf of our flesh, a permanent part of us," Flame said asaflash of pain drifted
through his eyes. " Oftentimes we don't redize what we have until it's gone and out of our reach.”

Jamesflushed at the subtle reprimand and grimaced as his Sster looked up at the man. Thankfulness
showed on her face.

"I’ ll be spending the weekend with Spark and hisfamily," she said as sheturned to glare a her brother.
"If you have ever loved me, if you were ever cgpable of love, you will take thistime to think about what
you have done and who you have hurt. Then maybe I'll see you again, James."



She turned and stalked away, followed by a concerned Kendal. Flame took one last moment to stare at
James, making his point about loss and love, and then he too turned away.

James sat on the bench, afraid by what he had done to his sigter, hisonly living family member. She had
aright to fear him, he thought. He had been acting like ajedlous animal.

"Hey, reporter man." A quiet whisper from behind made him turn to see who was addressing him. It was
the torchbearer.

"What do you want?" he sighed, thinking that he had gone too far and had possibly lost the one person
that hetruly loved.

"Don't let them get to you. | saw what happened, and they had no right to interfere! And if she's
spending the weekend with them, who knows what they’ | have her into! Drugs, sex, porn, you nameit.
And they are capable of it!"

"What do you want?' James said again, thistime hisanger and frustration showing in hisvoice. Hedidn't
know what to do!

"Just to give you this," he said as he dipped a piece of paper into James hand. "It’ stheir address. Y ou
know what you haveto do."

"Yeah, yeah," James sighed as he pocketed the paper, thoroughly put out with the gossipy man.
"Takeit easy, partner,” he said as he quickly disappeared into the crowd.

The address, James sighed to himself. Maybe it was time to make an apology to hissister and her
boyfriend. Or maybe he could find out something useful.

He gazed out at the checkered grass, lost in thought, obliviousto the roaring crowds and the
outrageoudy garbed players.

Maybe this was check, he decided as he fingered the piece of paper. Maybe he had been going about
thisal wrong! Maybe it was atimeto use strategy instead of brawn.

As hefocused in on the game and watched the players move, watched the pawns being shifted around
the board, he thought, maybe thiswas't check after al! Maybe this was checkmate!

Chapter Eighteen

As Spark approached the pub, he was met with the sounds of loud revelry and song. Even afew people
dressed in perfect replicas of period clothes danced on asmall stage as they entertained the crowd.

The smell of beer mingling with the smell of roasted meats and potatoes reminded him that he hadn’t had
any food at dl today.

But he had to stop and admire the skills of the dancers and the people they pulled on stage with them.
He smiled as ared-haired woman twirled and clapped to the begt, her eyes on ahandsome balding man
dressed in friar’ s clothes, complete with tonsure and glasses.



In the corner, afema e peasant clapped in time to the boisterous music of the lute, tambourine and
drums. Her ample bosom was held up by abone corset and amost spilled out of her white blouse. A tall
man dressed in akilt complete with muggans, sporran, and sword tore lustily into a haunch of beef, his
wooden cup filled with ale held firmly in his other hand. And there, in the very center of the stage, belting
out aribald song about aone legged Irish woman, pounding on abodhran , was Zanyal

Spark threw back hishead in laugher as he watched her tell of how the woman chased down a
prospective suitor and hit him with her wooden leg to tell him that she wanted him.

The crowd roared with laughter, and Spark felt awonderful sense of pridefill him. That was hiswoman
up on stage, having fun and entertaining others. That was hiswoman, who was confident enough to not

only mingle freely with strangers who had to appear like weirdoes to awoman who had never beento a
period event, but who also gladly clambered up on stage to join in the festivities. God, how he loved her!

"Spark!" avoiceto hisright caled. He looked up to see his mother waving at him. "Over here! We
saved you a sedt.”

Spark pushed hisway through the thick crowd of warriors, thieves, peasants and noblemen of apparent
good breeding. He dowly made hisway toward the table where his parents were sitting.

"What are you doing here?' he asked, glad to see them but wondering why his parents were double
dating with him.

Hetook a sest, obliviousto the staresthat he received in his skimpy éttire, and smiled at his parents.

"Ale, my good tavern keep!" Kendall called out, totdly in the spirit of the festival. "My son doth need to
quench histhirg."

Chuckling, Spark took the mug of colathe tavern keeper handed him. After years of working with this
family, he knew that Spark never drank while on duty and that his parentsrarely drank at all.

"Sowhy do | have achaperone?’ he asked, after tilting back his head to take along pull of hisdrink.

A few women stting around sighed deeply, Diet Coke Break ringing through their minds as the cool
condensation dripped down the mug to run in small rivers down his chest.

"But heisgay," onewoman whispered to her friend.
"l don’'t carel" the other whispered back. "The view iswonderful .”

"Wewon't be herelong,” Kendd| said, as Flame remained slent. "We just stayed to keep your lady

"Thank you," he politely replied, as he turned his eyesto the stage. Now Zanyawas Singing about a
degping Scotsman and what he wasn't wearing under his kilt, much to the amusement of the band.

"But there is something you should know," FHlame added quietly.

"Father?' Spark sat up straight and stared hisfather in the eyes, serious and waiting for whatever he had
to tell him. When Flame used that tone of voice, it was important.



“Therewill be problemswith her brother," he said quietly.

“I know!" Spark sighed. “That bigot. Y ou should have heard what he said earlier! She punched himin
hisface"

"But thereismoreto it than that. She was having arather intense conversation with him earlier,” Flame
added. "And | thought that it would turn physica."

"What? Did she bal up her fist and try to hit him again? Ember taught her how to make aproper fist
ealier.”

"No. | thought that he would do her harm, something that neither | nor you can alow.”

For amoment ared haze of fury blinded Spark! Calling names and shouting out stupid judgments was
onething, but laying handsto afemale, especidly hisfemae, was something that he would not alow.

"Whereishe?'
"Camness, my son," Flame said quietly, as he watched anger darken his son’s eyes. Flame often had the
same problem controlling his emotions when he was angry. But losing control here could be dangerous

for themadl.

"l am cam," Spark answered, taking a deep breath and letting hisimmediate and first reaction, blinding
anger, dide away.

"Good. | only tell you in warning to be on guard. A man that abuses awoman is capable of anything.”
"Yes, 9r," Spark sad politely, dready making plansfor Zanya s protection.

"And we will be at the van around eight tonight. Will you and Ember be able to closeKeeper of the
Flame down early?’

"No problem," Spark said, asmal grin returning to hisface as hisfather said the name of their booth. He
loved that title. "We wanted to close early today anyway to go home for the weekend."

"Don’t you haveto tak with the fire marshall, dear?" Kendall asked, eyes showing degp concern as she
looked at her son.

"] am not able to get back to the house until Saturday or Sunday. If | may borrow acar, | will go and
speak with them then. | dready told them of my plansto spend the weekend at home with you two
senior citizens," he laughed.

"I’ll show you senior citizen,” Kendall growled, as she reached across the smal round table and latched
onto alock of hishair.

"Mom!" hewhined, laughter in hisvoice.
"I’ll senior citizen you!" With that, she gave asharp tug to hishair and laughed as he winced in pain.

"Dad!" he called out. "Make her sop! Mom ismean! Thisis child abuse!"



"No, abuseisthedrill | intend to put you through tomorrow morning,” Flame said quietly, awicked grin
pulling & hisfull lips

"Mom, save me! Dad isbeing mean," Spark laughed, batting hisinnocent-looking eyes up at his mother.

"Saveit, brat!" Kendall said, as shetook the last pull from her wooden mug, wiped it out with anagpkin
and snapped it to the holder on her belt. "He just better hope that he saves some of your butt for me!™

"I have such mean parents,”" he sighed, as helooked baefully around the pub.

"Y our parents are wonderful!" Zanyasaid in mock anger. "'Y ou are lucky to have them! | may stedl
them!"

Spark jumped abit as Zanya s voice came from behind him. He wasted no time in gripping her ams and
pulling her closeto him.

"Just don't bring them back," he laughed, ducking his head and playing innocent as his mother shot him a
look that promised retribution.

"And on that note," Kendall laughed and stood as Flame pulled back her chair, "wewill be divorcing
oursalves from your presence, my ungrateful spoiled brat."

"Yes, Mommy." Spark laughed.

"Where did you go wrong?' Kendall asked Flame as she took hisarm and they began to make their way
through the crowds.

"Me?' Hame asked, his deep voice sounding most amused. "It was dl of the rightful beatings that you
never dlowed.”

"Asif you would raise one hand to our babies! That's the problem! We spared the rod and spoiled the
child"

Zanyawas dmogt paralyzed with laughter as the two adults disappeared into the crowd. Their
good-natured bantering was lost in the sound of the people around them frolicking and having fun.

Still chuckling, she did into the seat beside her man, and sighed as she looked up at him.

"What?' he asked, suddenly conscious of the swest that stained hisbody. The dust heavily covered him,
and Spark prayed that his body heat activated deodorant was still working asit claimed. He patted at his
hair, grimacing a the oily fed of it, before patting hisvest and bringing up asmal cloud of dust.

He was abig dirty mess, he decided. He hoped that he didn’t offend Zan.

"Y ou aretoo beautiful for words," she answered findly, after Sghing again.

"Me?" he asked, his voice going up one octave in surprise.

"You," she confirmed, as she leaned forward to kissthe full, ddlicate lipsthat drove her mad.



Mesmerized by what he saw in her eyes—could it be love?—he eased forward, dowly coming towards
the mouth that he craved.

"Excuseme.”

They turned to see two dightly steamed women staring down at them.

"Can| helpyou?' Zanyaasked, her eyes shooting green fire.

"Heisthe blacksmith, right?' one woman asked, glaring a him with her arms akimbo.
"What of it?" Zan asked, starting to rise out of her chair.

Spark put agently restraining hand on her arm and suddenly understood what his father had gone
through to keep his mother out of trouble.

"Heis supposed to be gay! Why are you kissing on him?" she asked hotly.

"What?' Both Zanyaand Spark shouted the question at the sametime.

"Ishe?' she asked indignantly. "Areyou?' she asked Spark directly.

"He' smuch worsel" Zanyaanswered as a suddenly bestific smile crossed her face. "Heisming!"
"We never had achancel" the second woman wailed. "She lied to us!”

"Ember!" Spark sighed as he shook his head and prayed for the blush that stained his cheeksto fade.
"Shewould do thisto me! Sheisaways doing thisto me."

"Y ou haveto admire her style," Zanyalaughed, asthe two women looked on in envy.
"No | am not gay, but | am taken."

Spark stood swiftly. Taking his mug in one hand and his woman in the other, he bowed shortly to the
women and pulled Zanya out of the pub.

"But | wasjust beginning to havered fun!" Zanyalaughed, asthey quickly left the two disgppointed
women behind.

"Y ou have had your fun!" Spark said in an aggrieved tone. "And now | have to get back to work. We
areclosng early and | have ademonstration to do."

"Whatever you wish, Spark,” Zanya said in mock obedience.

"Yeah, right,” helaughed, seeing some humor in that Situation. ™Y ou say that now, but just wait until |
redlly ask something big of you."

"Likeleather?' she asked, causng him to stumble before he turned to face her. "Well, you told me that
you were an expert at it. | want you to show me."

Spark looked into her eyes, swallowed twice, and said the only thing that came to mind.



“Mergy!”

Chapter Nineteen

"Can't this crate move any faster?' Spark growled lowly to himsdlf, asthe sllver minivan streaked across
the highway.

They were only about fifteen minutes away from his childhood home, but those fifteen minutesfelt more
likefifteen years.

At hissde, Zanya stifled alaugh and wished for the hundredth time that Ember was here to seethis. But
shewas catching aride homelater on with Violet.

After the pub scene, Spark had raced her back toKeeper of the Flame to finish hissword
demondtration and finish the day’ sbusiness.

When Flame and Kendall walked over to seeif they were going home with them or catching aride with
one of their friends, Spark nearly dragged her out of the festival grounds.

An amused Flame and an dmogt-sensd ess-with-laughter Kendall quickly got the van moving to get them
home.

"Young love," Kendall laughed, as she peeked back at the tight expression on her son’sface and the
amused one on Zanya's.

"Love?' Hame asked quietly, reaching for her hand and giving it a gentle squeeze.

"Love, lud...let'sjust hurry and get them home. This makes me glad that we opted to add onto the house
instead of just leaving them just in their rooms. | have afeding that tonight’ s revelry will keep us awake
for hours.

"Wdll, who said anything about deep?' Flame asked, as he glanced at her, his eyes sparking abit with
those red lightening bolts that never failed to make Kendall’ s body melt.

"Getting bold in our old age,” she murmured, knowing that he could read her body language easly and
interpret her every feding.

"Forced into it by my mate," hereplied as he returned his attention to the road.

"Flatterer, you," Kendal purred as she again took in her husband’ s body. He had not changed much
over theyearsand dl of the differencesin him werefor the better. She could not wait to get him home
and run that dectrified hair al over her body. She wanted to fed thefire as he touched and stroked her
to her release, to watch him while he struggled for control as he released his own pent-up tensonina
spirding dimax.

Kendall sghed softly, thankful once again that she had taken a chance on love. She had redly come out
on top.



By thistimethey'd pulled into the driveway of the house, itslush gardens sending up addightful perfume
to scent the air, even at night.

Looking over at Kenddl, Flame eased the car into park. His eyes never left hislover’ s gaze.
"Good night!"

Spark’ s voice made them both jump and turn...just in time to see the van door dam and Spark make his
way to the rear of the house. Zanya s overnight bag wasin one hand and alaughing Zanyawas being
dragged behind him.

"Heismoving like the hounds of hell are on hisheds" Kendall laughed, and squesked as Flame reached
over and disconnected her sest belt.

"He has such bright ideas for such ayoung man," Flame growled. He lifted Kendall out of the van and
hefted her over hisshoulder in afireman’shold. "1 think I will improve upon his, though.”

Wisdy, Kendall remained silent as she was carried into the house and into the hot sex ro...uh, bedroom.

Once safely inside, Flame tossed her body onto the bed, and leered as her breasts bounced and her
eyeswidened in surprise.

“Feding frisky?” Kendall purred, as she blinked innocent eyes up a her mate.

Flame had come along way from the tota submissve lover with adominant stregk, to afull aphain
contral of hislife.

“You havenoidea,” he purred, as he began adow dtriptease for her. There was no music, yet his body
swayed to abest that played in his mind¥athe same besat of her rapidly pounding heart as he gazed upon
the beauty of hisKendall.

Grinning like a Cheshire cat, Kendall made hersalf comfortable on the bed and watched Flame go to
work. He was in one of those moods again and she wanted to take full advantage of it.

“Movefor me, baby,” she whispered, as sherolled on her ssomach to watch. Thiswould be good.

Hame popped the buttons off of his shirt, ripped them off one by one until his shirt hung free, skimming
his massive upper body. Flame was dways gifted with alarge frame, and the work he was doing in his
business, thelifting of heavy equipment, just added to his natural muscle. Now he flexed his muscles,
making them pop for Kendal as he ripped off the shirt and let hislong red hair frame his body.

Stepping back, he kicked off his boots, letting them fal where they may, and started to untie the thong
that cross-tied thefly of his pantstogether.

“Let me” Kenddl said, her mouth watering just watching hislittle act. Climbing to her hands and knees,
Kendall crawled across the bed dowly, making each languid move specia and precise asacat’ sas she
approached.

Grinning madly, she ran her hands over his chest, down his sides as she brought her face closer to the
placket of his pants.



Using her teeth done, Kendal grasped the trailing edge of the thong and dowly pulled, loosening the
wag of his pantsand inhaing his masculine scent.

“Hungry, My Kenda|?’ he cooed, as he ran hisfingers through her hair, releasing her neat bun and
alowing her soft brown tendrilsto fall about her face.

“Feed me,” she answered, as she buried her handsin thewaist of his pants and pulled them free.
She had to quickly sit back to avoid being hit by his erect cock asit dropped from his pants.

“Damn, that dways getsto me,” Kendall murmured, as she stared at his massive erection, watched as
hisveins pulsed in beat with his heart.

“I plan on getting you, My Mistress,” he purred as he stepped out of hisfallen pants and reached for her.

Kendall’ s clothes flew around the room as Flame tore them from her body. He rapidly exposed the
brown flesh heloved so well, watching the passion and the lovefill hertarcus brown eyes.

Soon she was panting and naked on their shared bed, lying on her back, her hair in wild disarray around
her. She looked more erotic and exotic than any woman he had ever seen.

“God, how | loveyou,” she breathed, as he rose above her body, blocking out the dim light and casting
her body in shadows. “Y ou are my heart.”

“Itisyouwho aremy savior,” hereplied, as he sattled himsdlf comfortably atop her, careful not to put
too much of hisweight on her smaller frame. “Y ou are my reason for existing on thisworld and in the

That said, helowered hislipsto cover her facein tiny butterfly kisses. Small fluttering kisses that
awakened her nerves and made her moan in delight.

The years together showed as each knew where to touch and how to bring their partner to the ultimate
pleasure. Kendd |’ slegs were comfortably wrapped around Flame swaist as his hands gently kneaded
her breasts and rolled her nipples.

“Yed” Kenddl called out, as she arched up her back. “ Just like that.”

Flame lowered his head and took one hard, berry-colored nippleinto hiswarm mouth, laving her with
histongue and groaning at the taste of her. He would never get enough of hisKendall’ s sweet flesh.

Kendal tunneled her hands through his hair, pulling him closer as shefdt the dectric current begin to run
through her body. Soon he had her buzzing in delight as his energies began to escape his control, and as
he grew wilder in their mating.

Almost roughly, he pulled away from Kenddl. His gray eyesfilled with red fire asaglow began to
suffuse the surface of his skin. He was going mad with lust and he was taking his mistress along for the
ride.

“Give memore, my Kendall,” he purred, as he began to lick atrail down her somach to her navel,
where histongue played for amoment.



Kendal tangled her handsin hishair and pushed him lower, urging him to his now wet god.

But not one to be rushed, Flame fought against the urge to ravish her where she lay and continued to lick
and nip a her flesh.

The areabelow her navel was nibbled. The crease where thigh met hip was lovingly licked. The skin of
her inner thigh was delicately tasted and caressed. He was drawing out the loving until they both were
ready to scream in frustration.

“Damnit, Flame! Stop playing with me!” Kendall moaned as he yet again moved by the area she wanted
his touch the most and centered on her thigh.

“I thought you liked it when | played with you, my Kendall,” Flame answered, innocently as he could,
while spreading her thighs gpart and making room for hislarge shoulders.

Before she could protest again, histonguetrailed up her swollen lips and he flicked it gently against her
dit.

“Flame!l” She gasped as he began to work his magic on her, as he dlowed asmall portion of hisenergies
to Szzle thisvery intimate part of her body.

Flame buried hishead in her wet flesh, |gpping up her juices as he tested the limits of her passons yet
agan.

“Yes” Kendall wailed. “Eat me, Hame!” and eagerly he complied, easing two of hisfingersinside her
tight, grasping channe as he once again returned to her swollen bud of desire.

One of Kendd |’ s hands rose up, sprinkling his hair across her breasts, and she used it to gently abrade
her nipples.

“Ohyes, Flame,” she moaned, as her legs wrapped around his neck, “ So good, so damn good!”

Grunting in agreement, Hame pulled away from her body, her juices glowing wetly on hisface, and
began moving up her body, dragging the wet head of his cock againgt her asit moved.

“Feedittome,” she gasped, as her hands wrapped around hiswaist and pulled him closer to her.

Resting with hiskneesjust under her arms, Flame leaned down and rubbed the purple head of his
throbbing manhood againgt her lips.

Eagerly, Kendal parted her lipsto receive the gift of his cockhead, licking up the drop of precum that
beaded up on itstip.

“Y ou make mefed so good, my Kendal,” he shuddered and groaned as she took him inside her hot
mouth and began to suckle gently upon him.

“That' stheidea,” she pulled off long enough to say before opening her throat to swallow him to the hilt.
“Kendal!” he gasped. He was still amazed that she could do thisto him after dl of these years.

She urged him to pump dowly, filling her mouth and throat with his essence, leaving every part of her



stamped by his possession.

All too soon, hefdt the familiar tingling in histesticles asthey rose up againgt the base of his cock,
sgnaling that he was drawing closeto amassverelease.

He pulled away and eased from her throat.

“Now?" she asked, licking her lips, savoring theflavor of her Flame.

“Now!” he growled as he eased back and lifted her legs over his shoulders.

Lipspulled back in asensud snarl, Hame lined himself up with her dripping opening and plunged home.

Kendall screamed her pleasure as she fdlt his cock filling her, hitting places within her that only he could
touch. Ingtantly her legstightened and her handstangled in hislong hair, feding the thrill of energy asit
coursed through hislocks.

Swest beaded on her forehead as she felt more and more of his power shuddering through her. Shefelt
his energies, the thing that made her Flame so unique, make her sensestingle and her nerves stand on
end.

Flame gritted histeeth as he was encased in the welcoming sheath. Thiswas his Kendall, hishome, and
within her he felt as close to paradise as he could ever come.

He opened his eyes as afiery aura seemed to cover both of their writhing bodies. Her eyes were closed
and an expression of agonizing pleasure spread across her face. Her bottom lip was held captive
between her teeth as she thrust her body up to meet hislunges.

Her hands did through his hair and wrapped around his neck, pulling him closer to her until her hardened
nipples brushed againgt his swest-sheened chest.

Faster and faster they moved, the sound of their animdistic grunts and groansfilling the room asthe
scent of their combined bodiesfilled the air. Together they pounded each other, took what they wanted,
and gave exquisite waves of emotion asthey shared the most basic of human needs.

The bedsprings began to creak and groan with the force of their coupling, until Flame seemed to swell
even larger within hismate.

Kendall, feding his extragirth, shuddered as her senses seemed to explode in a conflagration of bright
shining light.

“Hame!” she shrieked, as waves of release rushed though her body. Her inner muscles began arhythmic
clenching that milked Flame, making him curse under his breath as he dammed himsdf asdeep ashe
could goinside her.

“Kenddl,arrgghh! " he roared as his cock shuddered, and began to powerfully spurt his seed within
her. Her muscle contractions dragged him over the top. Bright colors sparked through the room and his
hair flew in the nonexistent wind.

Shuddering, his mouth hung dack, as Flame climaxed, his groans and moans sounding louder as
Kendall’ s orgasm eased.



Findly with onefind tremor, Flame collapsed into the waiting arms of hislife mate.
“Kendall," he breathed, as he reached up one trembling hand to brush hishair from her face.
“Hame,” she purred, as she wrapped her arms around him and cradled him to her body.

“I loveyou,” he whispered, as he eased to his Sde, bringing her with him, never losing contact with her
body.

“Asl loveyou,” shereturned, as her eyes drifted shut, content with her life and the man who had made
al of her dreams cometrue.

“Asyou love me,” Flame whispered, then gavein to the pull of deep.

They were not as young as they used to be. They needed their rest.

* % %k % %

"QOut to break speed records?' Zanyalaughed. She only caught aglimpse of the house as Spark
practicaly dragged her behind it and into aside entrance.

"Not tonight, though my first performance needed work," Spark answered, as he punched in acode and
opened the door.

"Y ou have awing built onto your parent's house?' she asked, incredulous. "Y ou are aspoiled rotten rich
kid."

"Wl off kid," he returned, as heflipped on alight and lifted Zanyainto hisarms.
"Isthere adifference?' shelaughed, as she was whisked past asmal living room and up aflight of Sairs.

"Yes" hereplied. "My parentswerewell off, so | didn't get the Porsche | wanted when | turned sweet
sixteen, and | never went to charity bdls.”

"Just decorate for them,” she laughed, then squeaked as she was tossed onto a bed.

And what abed it was! Unlike the bed at his house, this one was a masterpiece on a pedestal. A richly
colored black comforter covered the enormous king-sized festher mattress. She landed with abounce,
laughing up a her man.

"Isit big enough for you?" she asked, her eyes dropping to half-mast.

"It can never betoo big," Spark answered as his hands went to the leather tiesthat held hisvest shut.
"Oh, baby!" purred Zanya "Bring it on!"

With agrin, hedid just that, easing the thong out of itstiny holeswith hisfinger, letting the materid dide
open to drape againgt his chest. Spark deliberately showed his chest and the shining tiny gold ring in his



nipple to great advantage.

Zanyasat up, entranced by the sght of Spark easing his clothes off of his magnificent body ever so
dowly. Her mouth went dry and her tongue lashed out to lap at her lips, at the sight before her. Her eyes
were riveted to the silent striptease that Spark was performing.

Spark's tongue lashed out in mimic of her actions, causing agroan to build up in her chest as she
watched. With asmile that was more feral that joyful, Spark let the vest dide from his body to pool & his
fedt.

Spark kept his eyes on Zanya as he reached up while rocking his hipsfrom side to side. Sowly, he
undid the thong that held his hair in place. He freed the red and silver massto flow around his shoulders.
Shaking his head, he tossed hislocks around his head and down his back, shivering asit brushed against
his skin, meking hisnervestingle.

He toed off his boots as he kept his eyes on his mate. Kicking them to acorner as he ran his hands
across his chest, Spark paused for amoment to flick the nipple ring, letting histhumbs meet above his
abs. Winking at her, helet his hands dide down to either side of the hard bulge that pushed against the
leather congtraints of his pants and pressed hard, emphasizing its girth.

Histwinkling eyes seemed to say, ‘All for you' before he undid the buttons that held them
closed...dowly.

Zanyasat forward, her breath held in anticipation as she watched hisfinger dide each button free. Her
Spark had gained abit of confidence and shefound it erotic. It was amazing what alittle nookie could do
to aman!

Turning hisback to her, Spark wiggled histight butt as he eased the leather down hislegs. Peering at her
over hisshoulder, he blew her akiss before swiping his hair to one Sde so that histattoo showed.
Winking, helet the pants pool at hisankles, exposing histightly muscled cheeks and muscled thighs. The
sight nearly made her swoon. Then he ruined his seduction and dmost tripped as hetried to kick them
free.

Zanyadtifled asnort of laugher, earning aglare, before he regained his composure and went on with the
show.

"Giveit to me, baby!" Zanyabreathed ashelet hishair fal back into place, covering his bottom, but also
contrasting with his golden skin.

Helooked like aflame-haired god standing before her, posed perfectly so that she could takein al of
hisglory.

"What' s next?' Zanyaasked breathlessly, ready to leap out of her clothes. She could fedl her body
prepare itsdlf for the Sparklesinvasion. " Gonnaturn around, or what?*

"Or what," he said as he turned and walked out of the room.
"Hey...hey!" Zan called when she discovered that he wasn't joking. "Where are you going?"

"To shower, babes!" he called back, laughter in hisvoice. "1 andirty and | stink! | refuseto cometo you
likethig"



"Tease!" she cdled back, pouting abit, but ultimately trying not to explode with laughter a hisantics.
Spark had gained alot of confidence and lost alot of the nervousness that seemed to plague him.

"Y ou could dwaysjoinme," he called back in asngsong voice.

Zanyawasted no time in speaking. In aflash she was out of the bed and through the door, shedding her
clothes as she moved.

"Hold the sogp for me!" she cdled. "I’ ve been itching to get you wet for the longest time!™
"Mercy!" Spark called back, hisvoice directing her to his bathroom.

"Mercy!" she repeated as she kicked off her the last of her clothes and stepped into a Roman odyssey.

Chapter Twenty

Therewasjust abath in thisroom!

Will, ashower would be amore accurate description, asthere was no tub to in sight. But there were
miles of pure whitetiles. They covered everything, thewalls, thefloor, even the calling. All those pure
white glistening tiles reflected the light of athousand suns.

But to break the monochromeatic scheme, there were potsfilled with luscious green plants hanging in
clustersin one corner. Againgt afar wall, there was amassive marble bench that was long enough for
Spark to stretch out on comfortably while being surrounded by standing pots of gorgeous orchids,
scented geraniums, and feathery ferns. There was a door to her immediate | €ft, the toilet she assumed,
while continuing her visua examination of the room.

Now, where were the showerheads? For that matter, where was lover boy?

Therewas asmdl hissng sound, and then Zanya became drenched as the heavens, ah, celling opened
up and warm water rained down like...rain.

Jumping back, Zanya sputtered and tried to wipe wet clinging locks of hair from her face as her mouth
opened widein surprise.

"Spark!" she bellowed, eyes wide in shock. Blinking rapidly to get the water out of her eyes, she backed
away from the downpour and backed into something hard, solid and flesh.

"You rang?' he crooned in adeep Lurch-like voice, avoice that was shaking with surprised laughter.

"Youjerk!" Zanyascreamed, as she turned to face the jerk in question, then her mouth opened again.
But, oh my, did the man look good wet.

Warm water ran in rivers down the mountains of his pecs, creating atantdizing trail that led straight
down over powerful washboard abs to wet that hair around his erect...oh, my!



Sowly bringing her eyes back up to hisface with some reluctance, Zanyawas again struck by how
handsome and put together her man was.

Hisgray eyeslaughed at her, their long lashes made spiky by the water. Hishair, pulled off of hishigh
forehead, draped across his body, clinging like agreedy lover. His smile was more of awicked leer ashe
ran his eyes over her body. He paid close attention to how her nipples puckered and begged for his
kisses. He could fedl the heat of her gaze as her eyes roamed his own body.

"Jerk?" he asked as he reached out and took her hand. Still smiling, heled it to his stiffened cock,
wrapping her fingerstightly around it. "Jerk this" hisvoice purred.

"Oh," Zanya gasped as shefdt his hardness pulse in her hands. She watched him close hiseyesas
pleasure spread up through his body.

"'Oh' me anytime," he crooned, as he reached out and wrapped his arms around her warm wet body,
dragging her into close, very close, contact with hiswet hedt.

"Anytime?' she moaned. She rubbed her body aong hiswet skin, and shuddered at the contact.
"Oh, yes," he breathed, as her hand began to stroke him gently. His eyes closed and his head fell back.
But just as quickly, he pulled himsdlf together and tightened onefist in her hair.

"Y ou want to know what | am an expert at?' he asked, as he bent to lick the water droplets from her
fece.

"Show me," she purred, as she released him and tangled her handsin his hair. " Show me, now."

A low rumbling moan came from the depths of histhroat as helifted her and carried her to anearby
wall, shaking his head as he passed through the showers pulsing al around them.

Zanyawas shocked as her back hit the cool surface of thetiled wall. She arched her back and tried to
pull away from the cold sensation.

But Spark pressed her harder againgt thewall, letting hisweight hold her. He enjoyed the squirms that
she made as her body adjusted to the cool wall.

"Rottentrick," she hissed, when thetile behind her began to warm as she relaxed againgt it.

"Y es, but what are you going to do?" he asked, as he began to run his hands down her sides, closing his
eyesa thefed of her soft, wet skin. The water acted as alubricant, easing his strokes, making his
exploration more enjoyable.

"Nothing yet," Zan replied, as she pulled his head down for akiss. "But the night is still young.”

Spark sighed deeply as her lipstenderly brushed againg his, sipping at the moisture that coated hislips,
teasing him with her softness.

Findly shelet her lips part and hetook his chanceto invade. Holding her closer, helet histongue dip
between her lips, inhaling as her heat and sweetness surrounded him.



Nothing else on this planet tasted like his Zanya and he was quite sure that he would never forget her
taste for aslong as helived.

Zanyamoaned as he took control of the kiss. She felt her temperature rise and her skin began totingle
with more that the heat from the water. As he degpened the kiss, shefelt hersdf lose more of her strength
as her knees began to weaken.

"Now, let’s add some soap,” he whispered, as he reached beside her to a shelf that she had not noticed
and pressed his hand to a pump.

Aromatic and sudsy foam filled his hand and with asigh of pleasure, he backed off alittle from Zanya's
wiggling bodly.

"Thisisthe fun stuff," he said, as he began to apply the soap to her body.

"Very fun," Zanyaagreed, as she pressed her palm against the dispenser, smiling as the foam exploded in
her hands. "'Fun for two," she added, as she reached up and let her soapy fingers dide across his chest.

"Zan!" Spark gasped, as her fingers ran across his erect nipples, tugging at them dightly. Bolts of
pleasure shot across his chest and down to center on his pulsing cock.

He shuddered and forced his hands to duplicate her moves, letting his thumbs dide beneath her breadts,
letting hisfingerscircle her roundness.

Zanyamoaned and breathed, "More," in abroken voice, and immediately Spark lost al desireto play
and began to caress her in earnest.

One hand rubbed and pulled at a breast before gently circling her nipple, while the other did down her
left sde to cup her bottom and lift her leg to hiswaist.

"Yes, baby," he breathed, as he bent his knees and began to press his hardness against the heat of her
desire. Sowly, he gyrated his hips, teasing her with the fed of him, while hislips reclamed her mouth.

Zanyasighed deeply and began to grind againgt him, tightening her leg around him, and holding him
closer and harder.

"We are supposed to be cleaning,” he reminded her, as he pulled away from her lipswith agasp. "We
are not doing thisin ashower!"

"Why not?" she purred as she took him off guard by lifting her other leg and wrapping them completely
around hiswaig, riding the shaft of his hardness as she wiggled her bottom more.

"Zan!" Spark gasped, as he sumbled a bit under her weight. But he recovered marveloudy and pressed
her back againgt the wall, diding his cock across her wet opening.

"Why not?" she asked again.
"Because the leather straps are in the bedroom!™

Shewas off of himinaflash! And taking his swollen throbbing penisin hand, sheled him through the



rinsing waters and out of the door they'd used to enter from the bedroom.
"I hope you can shut thisthing off,” she said, as she marched purposefully through the door.

"Controls are on the outsde," he gasped, following her and enjoying her hold upon him. "It sdso a
sauna

"Oh, loveinthejungle" Zan purred, asthey paused so he could touch some controls mounted beside
the door.

Spark paused, stared into her eyes, and began to shudder.

"The leether cuffs?'

"Right thisway," he breathed, as he motioned her to continue into the bedroom.

"l can hardly wait," she said, as she glanced up at hisbody. "Then maybe| can use them onyou.”

Chapter Twenty-One

“It won't be the same,” he said, as he pushed her through the bedroom door. “Y ou lack the skill to top.”

“And you don't, my previoudy innocent one?’ Zanyalicked the moisture from her lips as she grinned up
a Spark. “Or were you just playing innocent?’

“Watch and learn,” he purred, before he gave her adight push that landed her on the bed.

Giggling, Zanyalaid out, spread-eagle, and watched as Spark’ s eyes darkened with desire.

“Firgt, your body hasto recognize me asitstop.”

“You'reontop, | getit.” Zan sSghed, impatient with hislessons and wanting to get straight to the loving.

“Not quite,” he purred, as he climbed onto the bed and began to crawl over her body, letting hislarger,
harder frame brush againgt her.

Hewas gill smiling as she fdlt his hard cock brush againgt her woman' s center as he settled upon her.
“Wow,” she purred, as he lightly rested hisweight upon her, holding her in place.

“Now, | haveto explain afew thingsto you.” His eyes bore deeply into hers, grabbing and holding her
atention.

“Explain away,” she purred, as she raised her aams and let them drape over his back, ddicately holding
himin place.

“I amnotinto pain.” A smdl kiss punctuated hiswords. “ Although a small spanking here and there can
be stimulating, asarule, | am not into those scenes.”



“I can't tell you how relieved | am.” Shelifted her head for another kiss, which was cheerfully given.

“But,” he continued, “I will tie you up, make you helpless, and use several of my toys on your body for
the purpose of bringing mysdf extreme pleasure.”

“What about me?’ Although she wastaking him at hisword, Spark had yet to lie to her. She couldn’t
see this shy man doing wicked thingsto her body. It just didntt fit the image she had of him.

“Oh, you will enjoy it, but I will enjoy it more! Thetermiscaled bondage. | just like doing it with
leather.”

“Oh, my!”

With that said, he reached over the side of the bed and as he rose to his knees to straddle her body, he
produced arather large duffel bag.

“You leave sex toys at your parents house?’
“Baby, | have sex toyswith me wherever | go!”
“Not at dinner,” she crowed with ddight, laughing as she watched him open his bag of tricks.
“What ismy tongue?’
That shut her up.
"Why do you have this stuff anyway, Spark?" Zanyalooked up at him. There was curiosity in her eyes
as she looked at the toys.
“I’ve been collecting this, Zan," he breathed. "For years| have been collecting and practicing, waiting for
the right woman to come aong to share this side of mysdf with. Y ou are that woman, Zan. Y ou and no

other can fulfill my fanteses.”

Still smiling, he reached into his bag and pulled out what gppeared to be small leather cuffs held together
with extremely long legther thongs.

“These are padded with silk and velvet,” he purred, as he reached out to lift her hand.

Pulling it to hislips, he placed atender kiss on her pdm, before he gently wrapped the first cuff around
her wrigt and fastened it securdly.

“Isthat okay?’ he asked, as he smiled down at her.

Zanyalooked dubioudly &t the leather band on her wrist. She flexed her hands and stared at how the
dark black leather contrasted with her skin. As she moved it before her face, playing with it, shefelt a
tingle began deep in the pit of her somach, arather excitingtingle.

“Yes” shesad quietly, looking to her lover to supply the next bit of information, never even redlizing that
she was looking to him to supply her plessure.

“Good.” Just as quickly, her other hand was captured and bound, the leather thong trailing between the
cuffs. Efficiently, he attached the connecting thong through to aspring clip in the headboard.



Spark did backwards off of her body, until he could raise her feet and rest them on histaut thighs.
With awicked grin, helifted her right foot and lapped at its sensitive bottom.

“That tickles,” Zanyagasped, as shetried to wrench her foot from his grasp. He only smiled and took
her big toein hismouth, giving it asmall lap with histongue.

While her eyes bugged at this unexpected source of pleasure, Spark fastened the next cuff securely to
her ankle, tight enough that it wouldn't chafe, but not too tight as to cause ablockage to her circulation.

As sheflexed her foot, smiling at him faintly and smiled a the way the thick leather made her look and
fedl, he bound the other ankle.

“Almost ready to play,” he said, as he rose to hisfeet and walked around the bed, observing her from
severd different angles.

“Pleasehurry,” shesad, amiling a him. “Thiswaiting iskilling me.”
“All ingood time”

“Y ou are not going to come out here with aleather mask and a harnesswith apair of thick black boots,
areyou?’ she asked, as he gripped the first ankle thong and tied it to the base of the bed securely.

“Um, not asmuch, no.”
“Then what are you going to do?’

Heignored her question and soon had her bound, hand and foot, to his bed, maost completely at his
mercy.

“I am going to play,” he said, as he walked back to the bed and upended the bag, scattering awide
variety of leather goods between her widespread legs.

“Spark?’ she asked alittle nervoudy, as helifted arather large black lesther pole from the pile. “What
areyou going to do?’

She had begun to fed alittle ddliciousfear, the excitement building as she tugged at the restraints and
found hersdf unable to escape.

“Should we have a safety word or something?’

“Seaing that the only pain you experience will be the exquisite agony of waiting, | don’t think so. But if
you must have asafety word, how aboutharder 7’

He waggled his eyebrows at her as he continued to separate histoys.
“Very funny,” she huffed, dightly relieved that her man was not going to turn into the Marquis de Sade.

“Not in the mood for that,” he said as he tossed severa objects back in the bag, rgecting them asbeing
too intensefor anewbie. “And that would scare you.”



“Hal” shecried, ashe dimmed thelights. “1 have more experience than you.”

“Not at this,” he said, as he picked up aremote from atable and the sounds of Prince’ sScandal ous Sex
suitefilled the room.

The driving drumbeats and the sexy sax had her closing her eyes, imagining the way Spark danced
between her thighs. A dow smile spread across her mouth.

Looking at her, al beautiful and spread for his pleasure, Spark fdlt his hardness throb. Nothing had
prepared him for the actudity of having his hottest fantasy laid out before him like along awaited medl.

Thedim light cast shadows on her skin, bathed her body in its softness, and made her appear
otherworldly. Her eyeswere orbs of green fire that watched him, curious, abit apprehensive, and very

aroused.
He would hate to cover up those eyes, but....

“Y ou are going to blindfold me?’ Zan asked, as she watched him pick up asmall black |esther mask.

“yes”
“Why?

“Anticipation adds to excitement,” his deep bass voice rumbled. “And | want you excited.”
Then there was darkness.

She could see nothing, but the fed of the soft supple leather againgt her face was amost caming.

The sound of his moving about the room became more gpparent as the moaning and sighing on the CD
sounded louder, more intense.

“Spark?’
“Shh. Just fed.”

The there was the brush of hishand against her sides, brushing past, and missing, al of the important
places, but nevertheless, setting her skin efire,

“Youlook solovely,” he crooned, as his hands lifted her at the hips, and the fedl of cold leather draped
around her waist.

“What?’

“Don’'t make me gag you, Zan. Y our mouth istoo pretty free. But so that you won't be afraid, itisa
waist belt. It ismade of the softest cowhide and lined in chamois. It will not chafe, but it will give me
leverageto lift that delicious body of yours.”

That statement was ended with along swipe of histongue across her ssomach, before the strange belt
was fastened.



Zanyamoaned, dmogt in fright of the unknown, because she could never be afraid of Spark, and waited
to see what would happen next. She should have figured out that her Spark had akinky streak, with al
of thoseBrazen Heart booksthat had littered his bedroom.

There was the sound of clinking glass, then she felt awarm thick substance dribble over her nipplesand
between her breasts.

Knowing that he meant business with the gag, Zanya kept her mouth shut, but moaned at the sheer
torture of the dippery oil avakening her arousd.

Spark gently stroked his hard-on as he watched Zanya squirm in the restraints. Her body was so
exciting to him, so passionate and giving, that he had to pausein hisminigtrationsto reclam his control.

He glanced down at the angry purple head of his penisand promised it soon. Soon he would quench his
thirst for her body. Soon hewould climb upon her, and revel in the contrasting fedl of soft femaleflesh

and tough supple leather. Soon he would fulfill afantasy that had driven him since childhood. He would
take hiswoman, dominate her sexually, and bring them both to burning climax.

His body trembled as he whipped his hair behind his shoulders. Already sweat had begun to sheen his
body, his nerves and his eagerness taking hold of him once more.

“| am stroking mysdlf, Zan,” he breathed. “I am stroking mysdf, yet | am thinking of you.”
He moaned as he closed his eyes and his strokes became faster.

“Can you hear me, Zan? The oil makes anice lubricant, but not as nice aswhat your body pumps out in
such large quantities.”

He reached out and with two oiled fingers, stroked her opening held wide open by the spread of her
legs.

“You are so hot, baby,”

He stepped closg, retrieved the oil bottle and drizzled some of the ail directly onto her swollen clit,
licking hislipsasthe il mingled with her wetness.

“Soon, | am going to lie between your thighs and have amidnight snack.”

Zan shuddered at hiswords, and pulled against the restraints, but the leather held fast. She shuddered as
shefdt the pass of hisfingers across her swollen flesh and gasped as two fingers pushed deeply within.

“You are so ready,” he purred, as hisweight caused the bed to dip. Shefdt his hest first, then his
welcoming bulk as he settled between her widespread legs, his broad shoulders forced her thighs further
gpart. “And you smdl so tasty.”

That was the only warning she got, because Spark dropped his head and with one long loving lap, tasted
thefruitsof hislabor.

“Ahl” Zan cried out, arching her body into his mouth, but the bindings checked her movements.



Hisfingers, those large rough digits, did up her sde to massage the ail into the sensitive skin of her
breagts, ralling and pinching her nipples.

“Mmm, baby!” Spark moaned. “Y ou are so good!”

Hiswords, histone, the intengity in his voice made her body shiver as her ssomach quivered benesth the
leather belt. Small zips of eectricity traveled down her thighs and to her toes. Never had shefdt so
empty, so needy! She wanted to urge him to hurry, but she knew that now that she was bound and
unable to move, he would take his own sweet time.

Spark parted her quivering lips and supped at her womanhood, tantalizing first the right, then the left
sdesof her dlit, trying to discover the most sengitive side. It wastheright.

With this newfound knowledge, he set up a gentle ravishing of her erotic zones, tenderly nipping and
rapidly flicking histongue over her most sensitive spots.

Hisfingers began to explore histerritory, as he thought of it now, caressing her opening, and teasing the
small area between vaginaand anus.

She jumped at thistouch, so he applied asmall pressure as he left her swollen nubbin, and began to
tease her opening.

“You are pink and gold, Zan, the color of raw sex.”

He did his questing finger up and gently circled her moist opening, rubbing in the protective oil ashe
delved deep to discover her hot spot.

His other hand was not idle during this exploration. It pulled a her nipples then massaged the whole of
her breast before switching sides and repeating this maddening pleasure to the other side, never letting the
tenson abate.

“Spark!” Zanyamoaned, as her head began to roll from side to side, tangling her hair over her face and
leaving her dmaost mindlesswith need. * Pleasal”

“But you arejust getting tasty,” he complained, as he drilled histongue asfar asit would go into her,
enjoying her from the source. “And | am not ready to stop.”

He hummed deeply in histhroat. The vibrations traveled though him and into her body, setting her off as
no vibrator ever could.

“Oww!” shewalled, ashedid this, thrashing her body, trying to get closer to this dizzying pleasure while
a the sametime pulling away! It wastoo much!

Sensing that she was becoming almost frantic with need and knowing that there was athin line between
ecdasy and annoyance, Spark left his newly forged territory and began to trail kisses up her ssomach.
When he reached the belt, he smiled, licking her juices off of hislips, and gripped it between histwo
hands, lifting her abit. Thiswould work splendidly for his needs.

Leaning over, helapped at her right breast, before taking her nipple between histeeth, and gently
holding her erect knob of flesh. She gasped at the touch of histeeth, but sighed in pleasure as histongue
darted out to lave the nipple, Szzling it with his unique hest.



She began to swesat as her temperature rose and her body was svamped with tingles that awakened her
every nerve ending.

Spark groaned and bit back a curse as he felt the power welling up insde of him. It demanded arelease,
but he tamped it back down. His eyes began to sparkle red and his hair began to rise as his body
shuddered with an amost painful pleasure. His skin heated up noticeably and his hands began to tremble
as he caressed the small body beneath him.

A red-gold aurabegan to surround his body, pulsing and growing, lightening up the room as he stared
down at his captive mate. She strained ddliciously against her bonds as her body begged for histouch.

Releasing her nipple, he dove for her mouth, forcing histongue insde to feast upon the swest taste of
her, moaning as her flavor washed over him.

“I amready, baby,” he panted, as he broke off the kissto lick at her lips, her eydlids, the curve of her
ear, and her tender neck. “Will you come with me?’

“Yes, Spark! Yes!” Zan moaned, as her whole body writhed for his possession.
“Let usbegin.”

His hands tightened on the belt, lifting her dightly as he positioned hishard cock at the portd to her
womanhood.

Zanyamoaned a thefed of hislarge hot head and her thighs quivered as she waited for thisfinal
conquering.

“God, | loveyou!” he breathed, his breath panting in his chest as he began to force himsdlf inward.

Zanyamoaned a the fed of him parting her! He seemed larger than before and she ddlighted that her
body was able to open and accept him.

Hedidin, hitting al of her sendtive areas, touching places that no man had ever reached before, and
sending passion skyrocketing inside her.

Spark’ sgrip on the belt was the only thing keeping him focused, making it possibleto enter her inthis
position.

Sowly, hedid, growling and sighing at the fed of her dick, velvety walls surrounding his cock. Her wet
walls squeezed him in atender vise,

“So hot!” he panted. “ So wet! So tight!”

Zanyacould only moan at this, lost in the sensations of his ravishment, delighting in tugging at the
restraints that she knew would hold her. It was the sense of being helplessthat drew her excitement to a
fever pitch.

Then shefdt hishot testicles brush againgt her bottom and knew that he was seated to the hilt. Now!
M ease now, she thought, and then he began to move.



Fire! It poured into her from where he was gently thrusting to travel throughout her body! It pooled in
her abdomen, streaked across her arms and legs, pointed her toes and made her body shake and shiver.

It was nothing like before, though that was fire and passionate. But thiswas so intense, she was glad that
shewas restrained! Otherwise she may have rocketed out of the bed!

“Spark!” she gasped, as hefilled her completely. Her gasp then turned to groans at the loss as he pulled
back, leaving just his mushroom-shaped head inside.

Spark was trembling, the colors behind his closed eyes swirling madly as he experienced hislover’s
passion. Zanya s body was perfectly fitted to him, made to enhance his every movement! His hands grew
damp where they gripped the belt as sweat began to pour off of his body.

Then he dropped her, the lesther dipped from his hand as he leaned over her, brushing his chest against
her straining breast, his nipple ring thrashing her overheated flesh.

He sighed as he did in and began a steedy thrusting rhythm. Moving to the beat of the music, they sent
the bedsprings snging in harmony.

Sow grunts and gaspsfill the air asthe perfume of raw sex circled them.

Spark inhaled deeply! Thiswasthe smdl of Zanyaand himsdif. It was a heady perfumethat caused his
body to shudder and his penisto tense up.

But then he remembered the body underneath him writhing and tangling the sheets. He was here to serve
her pleasure, so he began to concentrate on hitting her every erogenous zone.

His hands gripping the leather cuffs at her wrists, Spark twisted his hips, ground and gyrated himself into
her. He noticed when she gasped and rose against him, and returned to those spots often.

His body jerked and contracted over her, pleasuring her and sending both of their sensesredling.

“Um, oh! Spark! Pleasel” Zanya sang out, her body tensing as she fdlt her climax reaching the explosive
point. “Harder!”

“Want meto sop?’ he asked, gilling the movements of his hips, chuckling a the smal cry of
disappointment and how she thrust her hips up to get him moving again!

She was on the edge, damn it! How dare he stop?“No!” she screamed. “Keep moving!”

“Whose pussy isthis?” he asked, closing his eyes and biting back a curse as she tightened the walls of
her sheath around him. He ground out louder, “Whose?’

“Mine!” she called out in defiance, but that only made him release one wrist and grip the belt.

“Wrong answer,” he sang out as pulled her flat against the bed, breaking her lock on his manhood and
taking away the pleasure.

“Please?’ she whispered her mouth open and panting.

“Whose body isthis?



“Mirﬂ”

He lowered his head and began to lick and suck at her nipples, holding her in place, but tormenting her
with histouch.

“Whose?’
“Yourd” she screamed out, the tension in her building to never before reached levels. “ Y ours, Spark!”

“Say my name!”

“Spark!

“Agan!”

“Sparrr...”

With one deep thrugt, he buried himsalf home.

Then gripping the belt again, he raised her to the perfect level, and began to hammer insde her, dragging
her screaming over the precipice into orgasm!

A wordless scream erupted, drowning out the climax of the music, as Zanyafaced her crisisl

Her inner musclestightened around the pillar of marble that thrust within her, bringing her moreintense
pleasure as the fire bathed her body. The tension that had filled her limbs and made her body archin
completion, snapped.

She screamed again, the release holding her captive, before it began to dowly drain from her body. Her
powerful release dropped her into a golden afterglow that drenched her body in exhaustion even asit
refreshed her senses and restored her soul.

Spark closed his eyes, tightened his control, and et his own explosion wash over him.

Hefdt his manhood expand to itsfullest, before it began blasting his release, three, four, fivetimesinsde
her receptive body.

Hs shouted wordlesdy as her muscles amost pulled the seed from his body, singeing his sensesand
amogt releasing his power into the room!

Hisaura, now abrilliant ruby red, exploded, filling the room with aflash of light. It made hishair sand on
end and exploded the temperature in the room for afew seconds.

Sparkles danced aong his body, covering her, flashing from his body to hers as he exploded into climax.
He shuddered as he fdt his body reabsorb the energies, felt hisbones melt, felt her soft body tremble
beneath him.

“Zan!” he breathed, his chest rapidly rising and faling with his bregth.

She began to softly collapse into hersdlf. “ Spark,” she answered, as she struggled to be free, dragging



his attention to her bound bodly.
Without aword, thewrist cuffs were freed and the blindfold removed.
Zanya opened her eyes, and saw asweaty, tired, and replete looking man grinning down at her.

Histangled hair was plastered to hisface, his eyelidslanguid, his mouth dack, but his eyes shined with
theforce of hislove.

“I'loveyou,” he blurted out suddenly. “My lifeis complete with you.”
“Spark!” Zan gasped, tears flooding her eyes. “1 love you too! So much it scaresmel”

“Don’t be scared!” he said, as his hands gently cupped her face, his nose dipping to nuzzle againgt hers.
“Please, never be scared of me or my love.”

“| scare mysdlf,” shereturned, lifting her faceinto his caress. “But | think it's supposed to be that way.
It'sagood fear.”

“Good fear?’ he asked, as he stole sipping kisses from her swollen lips.
“Likewhen you pulled out that lesther pole,” shelaughed.

“Ahl" helaughed. “I think | understand.”

“What wasthe polefor anyway?’

“You don’t want to know!” he replied, as he moved down her body, dropping kisses, before he undid
her ankles.

“Thank you,” shelaughed. “ Sex isamessy thing and | need to get to the bathroom.”

“Ohthethrill isgone!” he laughed as he helped her to her feet. “In romance noves, the heroine never
runs off to the bathroom for awash!”

“That isfiction!” Zanya chided, as she shakily made her way out of theroom. “Thisisred life, kid!
Complete with bathroom breaks and agood cleanup afterwards!”

“It must belove!” hejoked, as he sat on the rumpled bed and awaited her return. “Only awoman
securein her love will mention something about bathrooms and the messy aftermath of sex!”

Her laughter filled his heart with joy as he began to contemplate a future with his Zan.
“Yeah,” hesaid to himsdlf out loud. “I aminlove and shelovesme! Lifeisgood!”

Chapter Twenty-Two

Spark growled in contentment, purring like alarge cat actudly, as he wrapped himsdlf tighter around the
warm soft body in his bed.



Burying hishead in her hair, heinhaed her specid scent, and stroked alarge thumb aong her gently
risng and faling somach.

She shuddered and snuggled her bare bottom deeper into the curve of hisbody and directly onto his
diffening cock.

At last, hisbody seemed to scream, we are home!
"Oh, yeah," Spark grumbled, as heran his caressing hand over her hip and down....
"Oh, my God! Areyou ill at it? Stop reaching for the brassring and get your ass moving!"

Spark jumped, grateful that they were ill covered by his comforter, as Ember, damp with perspiration,
stalked into the room.

"Em!" Spark hissed. He glared at Ember after checking to seeif Zanyahad been asrudely awakened as
he had been.

"It was me or Dad, Sparkles baby, and | thought that you would not like to be retrieved by him. Heisin
amood."

"Good or bad?' Spark asked as he motioned for Ember to toss him his robe that rested behind the
bedroom door.

"Oh, it'sgood! Very good," Em sighed, turning her back as her brother donned hisrobe. "He had me
running lapsfor my indiscretion earlier in the week."

"Oh, shit," Spark groaned. "Thanks, Em, beright there."

Ember bounced out of the room accepting hisword, and Spark looked back longingly at the woman in
his bed, till curled upin deep.

"Later," he promised hisbody, as his haf-hard penis set up ahue and cry. "Now we haveto go and
face..him."

Showered and dressed in record time, Spark stopped |ong enough to leave a note with Zanya about
where he had gone, and then raced to meet hisfather by the field designated for practice.

The areawas surrounded by tal, thick trees, and far enough away from the other houses that no one
would suspect what was going on there.

"Father," Spark greeted, with alow bow.

"My son," Flame acknowledged. He turned to look a Ember, who was lying on the grass, panting for
bregath.

"Um, Fireor Ice?' Spark asked her.

"Who knew that fire contained a core of cold?' Em asked, as she glared at their father whiletrying to
collect her breath.



"If one had studied the tomes one had been given, the knowledge would have been in one€ smind,”
Flame answered, as he shook hishead at his daughter.

"But how could you not be frozen in place?'

"All dements are used to create one," Flame answered camly. "It wasjust amatter of isolating the core
of heat used to produce snow, and manipulating that to my advantage.”

Groaning, Ember dropped her head back onto the grass, ignoring her brother’ slaughter.

"I knew that," Spark chuckled, as he watched his sister collect herslf and riseto her full height.

"Oh, shut up,” she snapped half-heartedly.

"Go and study, my daughter,” Flame said with amusement in his eyes. His daughter was so much like her
mother; he sometimes had to reassure himself that he was the one who had actudly borne her. "We will
meet again tomorrow and you will improve.

"Yes, Father,” Ember said formally, then bowed.

S0, what wasit?" Spark teased, as she walked by him to go back to the house. "Fire storm or fire
ring?'

"Mid-air, firewhip," she sighed. "And it lifted me four feet off of the ground before it wrapped mein
flames. | had to concede defeat because any ice | used was turned into fire and added to the whip."

"Oh, heisin agood mood today." Spark released a determined sigh as he turned to face hisfather.

* k % % %

Zanyaread the note again as she raced out of the house with her camera, fresh from her overnight bag,
in hand.

Spark was going to meet Flame at the practice field and she hoped to get afew shots of him and his
father working together. She assumed that they would be working with laserstoday, asit wastoo light
out to see fireworks, and wanted to get afew shots of her Spark lifting heavy equipment. Sheaso
wanted to see him without hisusud shyness.

Okay, hewasn't so shy in bed, but in public the man was a nervous bundle of energy. Not that she was
complaining, but she wanted to get afew relaxed shots of him for her persond files.

She raced through the trees, searching for the field, hoping to surprise them after she got afew shots of
them at work.

Sure, Spark said he would meet her back at the house after they were done, but that was no fun!
Besides, maybe Flame would love afew pictures of them working together.

Hearing voices up ahead, Zanya scrambled to a point where she could get afew shots of them while il



unnoticed. Those types of pictures, where the subject was not paying attention to the camera, often came
out the best.

Peeking though the greenery that surrounded the field, she noticed that there was no equipment around,
only Flame and Spark, both bresthing heavily and facing off.

"What the..." she mumbled, as she watched the two large men converse, their words low and
indefinable.

"Oh!" she decided. "They must be preparing for one of those festiva exhibitions." The thought of Spark
on horseback doing the joust or of him in asword competition made her bresth catch and her mouth
water.

"My knight," she purred, as she decided that her best vantage would be from above.

"Well, it' sbeen yearssince | climbed atree," she giggled to hersdf. "But one never forgets.”

L ooping the long camera strap around her neck, she began to climb.

* * % % %

"Got ya, old man!™ Spark crowed, as he easly neutrdized afirebal that hisfather sent hurtling a him.
"Indeed,” Flame said quietly, hisexpresson giving none of hisemotions away.

Then just asfast, ahot wave of air surrounded Spark and sent him hurtling backwards. "Ouch!" he
grumbled as he landed on hiskeister afew feet away from where he was standing and gloating. "
deserved that.”

"Indeed," hisfather/teacher/tormentor said.
Dad and Mom must have had one hell of anight, he decided. The old boy wasin rare form!

Before Flame could launch into one of hislectures, Spark tried to get the advantage of surprise and
attacked. A largewall appeared, awal of constantly changing fireand ice. The bright red of the flame
reflected off of theice blue, casting dark shadows over the green grass. Spark used this distraction to pull
himsdlf to hisfeet, for he knew that this defense would only dow Fame down for amoment.

Closing hiseyes, he began to quickly gather energy, making the air around him hum and hisloosdy
bound hair to break free of its restraints and fly wildly around his head. He opened his eyes, the gray
completely covered by flashing red and slver sparks as he began to swiftly form the energiesthat he had
gathered.

Just as hiswall collapsed, a giant flame-colored tiger with broad stripes of silver over its body leaped at
Flame, its orange and red eyes dmost asterrifying asitsinches long clear ice claws. With aslent roar,
the animal of flame and ice attacked, dashing a Flame who neatly sdestepped itslaunch.

Asthe creature prepared for another leap, Spark created a giant bolt of white-hot heat, which he
launched while his opponent was off balance.



Catching sight of the bolt from the edge of hisvision, Flame dropped to one knee and held up his hand,
seemingly ignoring the crackling beam of hot energy that hested the air around it and promised instant
death to anything in its path. Holding his hand in place, Flame kept one eye on the beast of energy that
agan launched itsdf in hisdirection.

In what appeared to be dow motion, the beast hit his palm and instead of frying him, Hame easily
redirected the path, striking the beast mid-legp and causing the energy to disspate with aloud crackling
boom.

But Spark was not done.

Ashisfather regained hisfeet, Spark created alarge bird of ice that quickly shot from his chest and
dove a Flame. The shining white creature with eyesthe color of fury and bright red tail feathers swooped
towards the man, itsice blue talons outstretched and reaching.

Smiling now, an action that made Spark sweat, Flame dove towards the ground, rolling easily to avoid
the bird's claws and its dangeroustrailing tail, something that Spark hoped would provide adouble
attack. Quickly, hethrust his hand out.

Instantly, aclear force field of incredible heat surrounded the bird, melting it asit threw back its head
and opened its mouth asif it were calling out in the throes of death. At the sametime, Flame seyes
began to sparkle red, his hair flew around his body, and the air crackled with power. The Warrior of the
Brotherhood was on the attack.

Before Spark could build up adefense or fathom hisfather’ s next move, severd bals of white-hot fire
were launched & him.

"Shit!" he caled out inadvertently, as he dove towards the ground, but just as quickly, he was back on
his feet. The battle had been engaged and now it wastime for some fun.

Racing across the field towards the man with the glittering red eyes and flaming hair, Spark let gowith a
volley of ice pellets. These were designed to distract and allow him an opening in his opponent’s
defenses.

Stll smiling, Hame quickly erected awall of red flame as he moved to engage his son in hand-to-hand
combat.

Forming asword out of the energiesthat hummed through his body, Flame waited until Spark was
amogt an arm’ slength away, then swung quickly at his head, then hisknees, bending his body with the
force of hisswing.

Spark, seeing his mistake amost too late, created along tear-shaped shield of ice, using it to absorb
some of the energy from hisfather's blade and redirecting it back at him in the form of abright bolt of
purewhitelight.

Anticipating thismove, Flame quickly threw up ashield of the darkest red. Absorbing the light and
adding its energy to hisblade, the shield forced the energy away from the shield with asmall explosion
that threw both men back.

Quickly gathering hiswits, Spark created a sword of his own, one of purest blinding white and prepared



to engage. It was dementd fighting time!

They met with aclash; both swords--one of flame and one of ice--sent sparksflying into the air around
them.

Although Spark had youth on his side, Flame had years of training and experience. So asthey rapidly
swung, striking glances and sharp blows off of each other’ s wegpons, no one gained an inch of ground.

"That’sit!" Spark yelled, as he had to duck a particularly vicious swing from his father'sfour-foot fire
sword. "Hey!" he called out again, as he legpt back to missthe next blow. "I am your son!" he called out,
hoping to use parental bonding to ease hisfather’ s attacks and to distract the dangeroudy controlled
attacking man.

"Thenfight likeit!" Flame answered, as he dmost cut his son’ s knees from his bodly.

"Okay!" Spark answered as he jJumped back and executed a series of perfect one-handed back flips.
Holding his sword out to the Sde, he rapidly put distance between hisfather and himsdlf.

Findly, afew feet back, helanded on hisfeet and quickly dropped to one knee, sweat soaking his
smplewhite T-shirt. His chest heaved rapidly while hishair flew around his body. Almost as soon ashis
feet touched the ground, Spark launched his sword of ice into the air, aimed directly at hisfather, and
transformed the sword into a brilliant, icy blue dragon.

Not oneto st back and idly be defeated, Flame heaved his own blade into the air, morphing it into a
fiery dragon, whose colors congtantly shifted from red to orange, and then back to fiery red.

Keeping one eye on his son, Flame began to dance with his hands, moving them in an elegant ballet of
movement that controlled the flying creature as he used it to attack its counterpart.

Smiling, Spark began to move his hands. The practiced motions flowed easily from hisbody ashe
countered his father's movements. A determined look was on hisface.

In mid-air, the two dragons battled, snapping at each other. Showers of ice and flame rained down upon
the earth asthey dashed at each other, trying to destroy as their masters commanded.

Then suddenly, the icy dragon had the fiery one on the run, its crackling wings of fire and snapping tail of
flametralling behind it asit circled thefidd.

Thinking to have his enemy on the run, Spark caused his blinding blue-winged lizard to pursue, circling
thefield and diving at the dodging red dragon.

In the sky, the two lizards flew and dove, jaws snapping at each other asthey picked up speed. Soon
they were ablur of red and blue that circled each other, awhirl of bright color that rained down sparks of
energy where they touched.

Then in asudden reversal of movement, the red dragon broke off the chase, changed direction mid-air
and dove towards the ground, straight at Spark.

Stunned, Spark had no time to counter this attack. His eyes grew wide as the dragon of flame swooped
towards his unprotected chest.



Before he could blink, the dragon struck him! But instead of exploding into ablow of concentrated
energy, the dragon began to dide through his body, itsforeign energy throwing him up on histoesashis
armsflew out helplessy away from hissides. Hisbeast of ice dissolved inthe air.

Shaking, Spark felt the beast dide through hisbody with atingling snap. Asit passed, it burned away
anything in its path. His shirt dissolved asits toothy jaws exploded through his back, making him gasp as
the rest of itsbody pulled through.

There was adistant gasp and thud of sound from behind them. Neither noticed asthe dragon did free of
his body from behind. It triumphantly flew towards the heavens where it exploded in ashower of glowing
red and brilliant blue.

Sowly, Flame waked over to hisfadlen son, and curioudy stared at him, his naked chest showing no
trace of damage or of the thin materia that had shielded it from view. Petiently, he stood there and
waited.

"That was arotten trick," Spark groaned, gasping for breath. He opened his eyes, eyes that had turned
back to their norma gray color.

Flame opened his mouth to speak, but Spark cut him off. "I know, | know...indeed!"

It must have been aredly, redly good night, he decided.

"Wheat did you do? | am completely neutrdized!"

"| sent foreign energies, my energies, through your body. Y ou made no attempt to find the common
thread between them and your body fought the invasion. My energy recognized like energy in your fire
element and absorbed it to shut down theice. In essence, | turned your energies against each other.”

"Liketwo negatives canceling each other out.”

"Correct."

"But for how long?" he asked, as he felt no humming of the energies through his body. It was an odd
feding, asif apart of him that had aways been there had been taken away.

"Itisamomentarily loss, | believe," Flame decided. "Because | have never tried it on anyone before, |
am not sure, but your energies should return soon.”

"Should?" Spark nearly shouted as his surprise sent him Sitting straight up. "Dad!”

"Your energies are a part of you, Spark. Nothing can take them away for long. Besides, we dl havea
bigger problem.”

"What could be bigger than taking away haf of my soul ?*
"The other haf of your spirit just fell out of atree."
"Zanya?' Spark cried as he turned to seethe fallen form of hislovelying at the base of atree,

"Sheisokay. | cushioned her fal," Flame offered as he reached down to help his son to hisfeet.



But Spark was aready in motion, hisfeet racing towards his mate.
"She saw?' Spark asked, momentarily forgetting his personal |oss.
"She saw," Hame answered with asigh.

"Oh, damn!" Spark mutttered.

"More like your mother every day," Flame said, as he watched his son knedling beside the love of his
life. "Thismay proveto be problematic,”" he said, but expected no answer.

Zanyahad begun to groan and now their troubles werereally about to start.

Chapter Twenty-Three

"Mmm...."

"Baby? Can you hear me?"

"Fire" Zanyamumbled as she struggled to open her eyes.
"Um, yesh."

"Yeah," she muttered.

Then her eyes popped open.

"Oh, my God!" she screamed. "What are you?"'

"Zanya?' He reached out to touch her, to help her into agitting position, but she scrambled backwards,
scuttling away from histouch.

"Don’t touch me! Don't come near me!”

"Zaya?

"What are you? Are you some kind of afreak?"

"Zan!"

"l dept with afresk! | had sex with afresk! What are you? Are you somekind of aien?'

Her eyeswere big, wide with shock as she stared at him.”



"Zanya," Flame said, noting the hurt look in his son’ s eyes. "Thereisno need to resort to name caling.”

"And you get away from him!" she screeched, diding in between Spark and hisfather. "What did you do
to him?' Zanya peered over her shoulder. "Are you okay?"

Turning, she reached out to examine Spark's bare chest, running her fingers over the familiar landscape
of muscle, even assheglared at Hame."

"What?' Spark asked, incredulous. First she wastreating him like he was aleper, then she wastrying to
defend him from his own father.

"He hurt you!" she said asif he was anumbskull. "He sent fire through you! | saw it! Maybe you should
liedown?'

Her mind wasracing amile aminute! She didn’t know what to say or do from one moment to the next,
but she had to seeif hewas hurt.

"Areyou in pan? Where are you burned? Do you need a doctor?'
"Zanya," Flametried again, noticing his son was struck mute.

"Y ou shut up, you!" she hissed, eyes narrowing into green dits of anger. "Does your wife know that you
are barbecuing your only son?"

"Ah?'

"Bad father! Bad dien! Bad...whatever you are! Y ou stay away from my Spark!"

"Zan?' Spark said, reaching out to touch her arm.

"Don’'t touch mel" she screamed at him, turning her eyes on him, freezing himin place, even as her
fingers checked for sgns of tenderness or broken skin. "Don’t touch me, you...you...Martian! You just lie
there and let me check you!™

"But...."

"Quiet, you!" she bellowed, trying to organize her thoughts.

"Zanya" Flame had had enough! This chaos only led to disorderly thinking, and they al needed clear
headsright now. "Y ou will cease this madness!"

"Or what?' she shot back.

That stunned Flameinto silence. Then his eyes started to sparkle and dlitter, the Silver shotsturning his
eyes into some strange, stormswept landscape.

"Or | will go and get my wife."
Hesad that asif it were the scariest thing that he could think of.

Zanyasat back and blinked afew times.



What was she doing? What was going on with these people? It had to be atrick, some new lasers or
something.

"Okay, so where are the machines? Where isthe radio receiver or sensor or whatever you used to do
thet?'

"We...l...." Spark sputtered, till trying feverishly to come up with anything to explain what he was not
ready to explain.

"The truth, my son." Hlame said as herose to hisfull height and turned to walk away.
"But...."

"Wewill ded with problems; if problems arise.”

Both Zanyaand Spark watched asthe silent giant of aman walked away.

"What truth?" Zanyaasked, breaking the silence that had sprung up between them.
"Well, thisiskind of hard to explain."

“Try me"

Zanyawasn't sure what she felt, but she was surethat it wasn't fear. At least, not anymore. Her mind
tried to force her heart to believe what her eyes had seen, but she was sure that there had to be some

reasonable explanation.

"Do you want it with or without the sugar coating?"

"Spit it out!”

Spark dropped his head, hishair faling to hide hisface from her scrutiny.

Thisiswhat he had always feared. He knew that someday he would have to explain what he was, what
hisfamily was, but he thought that he could put if off until their first child accidentaly incinerated its crib.

But that was a pipe dream.

Zanya deserved the truth...an explanation. He only hoped that she would understand, that she would not
runin fright or shout it out to the rooftops that aiens had landed and were living in suburban Maryland!

* k *k k %

"This house has to be around here somewhere," James mused, as he drove carefully through the
waterfront neighborhood. There was at |east an acre of land for each house and they all backed a

beautiful lake. But they dl looked aike.

"Why couldn’t he have given me adescription,” he snarled, as helooked at yet another house with the
same accruements of its neighbors.

Then hesaw it.



"Thishasto bethe place," he decided, as he drove up to a house surrounded by ajungle.

There were dll types of decorative grasses and plants, and they were al well maintained, but the place
was odd!

There was an addition built on to each sde of the house, asif the family decided that they needed room
after the original house was built. Each addition was astall asthe house, dmost likewings.

"Thishasto be the place," he decided, as he sat and stared at this monument of extra space and green
thumbs.

But since he had no cause to go barreling into these peopl€’ s homes and demand the return of hissister,
he decided to sit and wait. Maybe something would happen that he could use to separate his only
remaining family from the strange people who dwelled within the place.

Hisreporter's nose twitched as he sat back and waited. " Something will happen soon.”

* * % % %

"Zanya, we are not like other families," Spark began. "We are...different.”

"Come on, Stephen King! Get to the unabridged verson!™

"Well, you see...my dad... he kinda crashed here."

"Soishelike, anillegd adien or something? What does that have to do with the lasers?!

"Wel..."

Spark ran hisfingersthrough his hair, his face scrunched up in indecison. How does onetell the woman
that oneisin love with that oneisan dien being from an advanced culture and has the power to destroy a
city sngle-handedly?

"Wel?'

"Kind of," he decided with asmile. Would she let him get by with that?

By the frown on her face, the answer was aresoundingno!

"Kind of 7" she amost snarled. "Kind of! Spark, get to the point!"

"Hefdl out of the ky."

"Out of the Ky, likeabird?"

"No, it was more like aman hurtling through time and space in apersond aircraft traveling at the speed
of light."



She looked...blank.
Scotty, beam me up, Zanyathought. Thereisno intelligent life here.
"What do you mean, ‘light speed’ 7' she screamed.

"We are not from here!"

"Then where are you from? Cdifornia? There are S0 many weirdoesin Cdifornial That'swhy | hated
living therdl™

"Tedtrios" hesghed.

"Tedrios. Andthat is...."

"...severd light years away from Earth.”

She blinked again.

"Youareandien?'

"l anandien.”

"l dept withan dien?”

"Youdeptwithandien.”

"I had amind-blowing, sexual experience with someone of adifferent species?'
"Ah, yeah, | think that sumsit up.”

"Spark, | have no problem dating outside my race, but isn’t this pushing it a bit?"
At her confused look, Spark exploded into laughter.

"Stop laughing! Thisisserious! Does birth control work for people like you? Why am | asking you that!
Youareanear virgin"

IIHW!II
"Now don't get huffy! Thistakes some getting used to!"

Zanya stared at the nearly naked man that she loved, yesloved. She il loved that man! If hewere out

to harm her she would have been dead. The whole family could have roasted her for supper, but they
were kind and supportive.

"Does anyone else know?"
"Jugt you."

"Violet? Y our aunt? Eric?"



"No one e se knows. What are you going to do?’

"First | am going to get a pregnancy test. Second | am going to devel op these pictures. And third, well, |
guess| haveto get used to you doing weird things.”

That decided, Zanya was ready to move on to other matters. Her panic had passed.
"That'sit?" Spark dmost yeled.
"Yup."

"That’ sal you haveto say? No, 'Are we out to destroy the Earth? No wondering if | gave you spades,
gpace AIDS? No, 'Areyou going to kill me now that | know’ 7"

"Um, no."

"Well, why the hdl not?'

Spark had tried to imagine every scenario that could occur when the newsfinaly broke. He saw her

cursing hisvery name, saw her running to the tabloids, or saw her hating him for therest of hisdien lifel
But shejust sat there and smiled.

"Because acting like that it isawaste of energy. Isyour mom an dien too?'

"No!" he snapped. He wanted a chance to at least use one of the many speeches he had thought up for
this occason! She wasnot cooperating.

"Thenyou are hdf-dien?’

"No! | am full blooded Testriosmae.”
"My father birthed me."

"What?'

"My father pushed me out of his body during what | am told was a painful but blessedly quick labor! He
isquick to remind me of the pain when | act stupid.”

"Wdl."

"Wl what?'

"Well, that settlesthe subject of children.”

"What do you mean?' He was gill abit annoyed that he couldn’t use any of his great speeches.

"What | meanisthat if you get to do the dirty hard work, | want to have your baby! Hell man, even if
you are an dien that done would make me stay with you!”



"Zanl"
"And | want alarge family, Spark! | am talking five or morekids!"

Spark gtared a his mate, his Zanyawith her sparking green eyes, and didn’t know whether to laugh or
cry.

Chapter Twenty-Four

"What aweekend!" Zanya sighed, as they made their way back towards the house. "1 mean, | find out
that thelove of my lifeisnot from Earth.”

"Canwedropit, Zan?' Spark asked. "I know thisisnew to you, but | am kind of afraid of what you

He ran his hands through his hair and pinched the bridge of his nose between two fingers.

"Surewe can drop it,” shelaughed. "Right after | get these pictures developed.”

"You can't! Someonewill find out!"

Spark had been adamant about the need for secrecy. Some government types could show up and try to
takethem dl divel Even worse, some government types could try and use them for test subjects! That
thought dmost scared his hair white, more than what was dready init.

"1 will develop them in the studio, Spark! No onewill ever know! But these pictures are too good to
passup! Your father will love them! That dragon thing was so cool!™

"Cooal isnot the word!"

He shuddered as he felt the loss of his energies keenly! The roaring warmth that usudly filled hisveins
wasmissing! There was no hum as energies raced through hisbody, causing atingling in his extremities
and making him burn with life.

Hefdt asif apart of himwere missng.

Sometimes he had wished that he were not different from the others. He wanted to be just another
normal kid who could throw temper tantrums and lose himself to the wild abandon of childhood
frivolities. But dl of that wasimpossible.

Any excess of emotions could very well rel ease the energies that were aways just below the surface,
and cause someone seriousinjury.

He remembered, on more that one occasion, wishing he was someone else, that he could not heet his



bathwater with atouch, or cool hisjuice with aglance. He wished that he did not have to control himsalf
with women--that he could argue and race with hisfriends. That he wasnormal!

Now that he had hiswish, that he was as human asthe rest, he suddenly didn't fed so specia or as
powerful. He actualy fdt like apiece of hissoul was missng.

He hoped that he could regain it before something happened. He needed it back in case he needed to
protect Zanya, and Ember wasn't able to protect her for him.

Hewished....
...he did not have to control himsdf with awoman! The possibilities boggled the mind!

No more forced control, no more pulling back from the edge of madness that teased his body, no more
not letting go completely for fear of burning down his house, like he had aready done!

"Spark?"
Heturned to face hismate, and redlized that she had been trying to gain his attention for sometime.
"What iswrong? Y ou look...funny."

"Zan," hesaid camly as heat, adifferent kind of heat, but heat nevertheless, roared though hisveins.
"Spark?"

"Run.”

Zan took onelook at Spark's glazed eyes and took a step back. She stared as he dowly licked hislips.
But it wasn't until she saw the erection pressing out the front of hisjeansthat she turned and ran!

Spark wasin hest!
And she was about to have agrand old time!

Laughing, Zan circled the house, ran past the front door, and squedled with delight! Maybe now she
would find out what the leather covered stick wasfor!

"I'll develop the film later!" she screamed as she rounded to the front of the building.

"No film!" Spark roared as he eagerly followed, some primitive part of hisbody delighting in the chase.
"Strip!"

His muscles moved, pumping beneath his skin, his breathing rasped deep and heavy in his chest. He was
ahunter on the prowl, and his prey had just skittered around that house.

Good! He was herding her in theright direction!

"But | want the pictures!" Zanya caled back, giggling as she found joy in the fact that her Spark wanted
her thisbadly. "I want to look at you and your father playing with fire!™



She ducked behind aclump of rather tal, clumpy white-tipped grass and peeked out at her pursuer. This
was fun! She fought to control her breathing, holding her camerain one hand.

"Later!" he growled as he paused nearby, turning hisnoseto the air asif he were awolf scenting his
mate. "Wewill discussit later.”

Now where was she? She should be upstairs taking off those confining clothes and getting ready to be
whammed and bammed!

"Herekitty, kitty, kitty!"

"Looking for abit of pussy?* Zanya shrieked as she darted out from behind the grass. "Come and get it!"
Spark took off like ashot, his body honed and tuned for the chase.

The look on hisface was so fierce, Zanya dropped her camera.

Hisred hair wasflowing wildly behind him, blowing in the wake he created with his movements. His
muscles were pumping, each snew outlined by his glistening skin. His eyeswere bright, filled with longing
and lugt and alot of love. His nodrils flared as he moved with the grace of agtdlion flying through the
canyon floor, each muscle and limb moving in perfect synchronicity.

Spark was poetry in motion, magic, and apiece of art all wrapped into onetall package.

Zanya stared at the golden god racing towards her and did the only thing that she could do. She lifted
her arms up, offering hersdlf, surrendering to this masculine creature that promised to fulfill each and

every one of her erotic fantasies.

With aroar of triumph, Spark scooped Zanyaup in hisarms, clasping her tight to his heaving chest, and
raced for the door to his private wing.

He had hiswoman! His passion would not be denied. He held hislifein hisarms,

"Zanyal" he breathed as he kicked open the door and carried her to hisbed. "L et’ s get buck-naked and
fuck!"

James sat and stared at the spectacle that he had just witnessed.

When hissster had come charging around the side of the house, screaming at the top of her lungs, his
first reaction was to open the door and race to her rescue! He actually opened the door, and had one
foot out, when her actions became clear to him.

Ashe saw her hide and giggle behind that damn tall grass, he knew that she was playing asex gamewith
that Irish horse she called aboyfriend.

Disgusted and a bit angry, thinking that he came out here to protect her and she was playing 'roll me
over inthe clover' with Spark, he began to reenter his car, but their words stopped him.

There were pictures?



Pictures of Spark and that damn Hame playing with firel

Would he dare dream—did he dare to hope—that they were torching a building?

Had he ssumbled onto afamily of firebugs out to do more damage than Mrs. O’ Leary’scow?

He had to know!

He began to think of waysto buy, borrow or sted the film from his sister when she dropped the camera.
Quiet asamouse and crouched in hisdriver side door, he watched as his sister was lifted into the beefy
armsof that...that...manand carried into the house. His Sster was playing the dut to that red-haired
creature while he was out here worried and....

...looking at her fdlen camera

Zanyahad dropped and forgotten her camera, something that told him about the state of her emotions.
Zanyanever forgot her cameral She never abused her equipment! This man was teaching her bad habits!

But, he thought happily, she had left her cameral
Luck was with him once morel

Playing commando, James et his door ease forward, until it rested in the proper position, but not fully
closed. He may need aquick get away and fumbling for the door handle would only delay things.

Looking furtively to theleft and right and spying no one on the isolated cul-de-sac, he crouched over
and raced for thejungle of ayard.

Freezing as a dog barked some distance away, James dove behind atdl clump of bee balm...and rolled
face down into a brilliant red climbing rose vine,

"Ou..." He dapped his hands over his mouth to prevent further sound astearsformed in hiseyes. The
thorns, thevicious, thick, long thorns, had dmost hit acrucid part of hisanatomy and prevented the
children that he often dreamed about.

Sucking in hisbreath over the pain, he eased to his knees and gingerly plucked the thorn from hisinner
thigh.

"Thank you, God!" he whispered as he popped his head up...and came face to face with the reason it
was caled bee bam!

Three of the angriet, nastiest looking bees buzzed around his head, out for revenge because hed
disturbed their work! And his nose looked like the perfect target!

James prayersturned to silent curses, as he rose to his feet, squatted, and tried to brush the angry bees
away. Hisarmswind-milling, he cursed as he swung his torso away and lost his balance.

Hehdd in histears ashe landed, butt first, into the same vine that had punctured histhigh.



"Shit!" he hissed, momentarily forgetting the beesin his quest to free his butt from the now bloodthirsty
vine

But he paid for hislack of vigilance as one bee took aim and landed adirect hit to thetip of his nose!

"Fuck!" he shouted, as he grabbed at his wounded nose!
“Damnit!” He mentally cursed as his cry echoed around the areal WWould someone come to investigate?

Whimpering, he again removed the thorns with one hand, the other hand protectively covering his nose,
and inched hisway closer to the camera, crawling on hisbelly, the only uninjured part of hisbody.

Yes So close, hethought, as he caught Sight of the thirty-five millimeter camerawith its specia telephoto
lens, and laid hisface on the ground in relief. So close he could tagteit!

But then he realized that it was not victory that he tasted, it was the fertilizer used at the base of the
plants.

"Have mercy!" he whimpered, as he used the hand protecting his nose to brush theloosg, rich,
horsy-smelling soil from his mouth and tongue. "Why me?"

But he got no answer, and expecting none, this was good.

Trembling with delight, and no small amount of pain, James reached out and grabbed the cameral
Success! It wasin his grasp!

Giggling like aschoolgirl, he checked the number of exposures|eft and giggled as heredized theroll was
done.

Still chuckling glesfully, he pressed the automeatic rewind and waited the few seconds asit hummed
though itsjob.

"That isred work!" he hissed at the remaining bees that, now that he was out of their work area, ignored
him. "Ligten to that hum!"

Asthe sound abruptly cut off, he popped open the back and pocketed the film, and returned the camera
to the place on the ground where it had fallen.

"Timeto seewhat al thefussisabout!" he chuckled, as he dipped the film into his pocket. "Timefor the
mighty tofal!"

Hissing with laughter, he turned and rose to hisfeet, till crouched over.
He chuckled as he raced over the grass and made hisway back to hiscar.

This was worth the bee sting and the taste of horse crap, he decided. Thiswas victory and revenge,
rolled into one neat package.

Proud of himsdlf, he climbed into this car, dammed the door shut and started the engine. As heraced
away, he never redlized that someone was watching his every move.



* * % % %

"Heisuptono good,” thefirst voice said, watching the departing car.

"This does not bode well for our plans,” the second returned. “And we just came here to check on the
two of them! When will the madness end? They need to be together.”

"We may haveto stepin here”

"I know," the voice sighed. "How come these things are never easy?"

Chapter Twenty-Five

"Do you trust me?" he asked, as he wrapped the leather cuffs around her wrists.
"Yes" shewhispered, asaquiver of excitement worked its way through her body.
"Do you trust me not to hurt you...in abad way?'

"Y-Yes," shewhispered, as hishot breath shot shivers down her spine. She tossed her hair back and
stared at him with heated green eyes.

"Do you have any questions?"

"Yes," she managed, as he backed her to the bed and gently pushed her onto the clean white sheets.
Man, was she ever thankful that she had changed the bed before she went hunting him down. "What is
that padded leather bar for?’

He chuckled, alow rumbling laugh.

"It isa spreader bar, baby. It keeps your legs spread whilel...do things to your body."

"Oh...my!"

Zanyasighed in true delight as Spark, sill dressed in hisjeans, began to rub and massage her legs.

When he carried her into hisroom, heinstantly stripped her of al her clothing and began atorturous
tongue bath, leaving no part of her body untouched.

"I alwayswanted to do this," he whispered, as he flipped her onto her ssomach and ran histongue down
the soft curve of her back and around each buttock. "Y ou taste salty and sweet at the same time, making
my tonguetingle, like awoman should make mefed."

Zan groaned and arched her back, rising to her knees to expose her most needy of placesto his
energetic touch, but he stopped and flipped her over.



Spark made afeast of her flesh, paying close attention to the sengtive skin around her nipples and the
curve of her neck. Her shoulders were nipped and chewed and the crease where thigh meets hip was
lovingly laved until Zanyawas awrithing mass of femininity on the bed.

Wet with need, she could soon only moan her encouragement and marvel at his quick understanding of
human sexudity! He was exploring her body dowly, learning each and every nuance, leaving no inch
unexplored.

He pulled her to her feet and wrapped the cuffs around her wrists, promising an out of thisworld
experience.

Now she lay on her back. Spark loomed above her, her wrists cuffed together tightly while he placed a
matching pair of cuffsaround her ankles.

"Oh, my," he returned, as he grabbed her bound wrists and attached them to the headboard.
"How...?"

"Shh! Relax and let medrive.”

Spark picked up the short leather bar and grinned.

Hisgray eyeslit with apassion that he could fully giverein too. He winked a Zanya, before bending
over and attaching the bar to the cuffswith apair of slver D rings.

He stood back and looked up.

Curious and gtill turned on by the sight of anear naked Spark, she followed hisline of sght to the hook
that hung over the bed. She had never noticed it before!

"For later," he purred as he pulled asmall slver chain from his bag of goodies on the floor and attached
them to the D ringsaswll.

"What...?"

"l am going to make you cum so hard," he purred, as he began to lower the tab of his zipper. "You are
going to scream my name, beg meto stop, and plead for more.”

"Spark?"
Thiswas asdethat she had never seen! It waskind of dark, very dominant, and so powerful!
"Y ou are going to beg to be my little cock whore, Zanya, and then maybe I’ ll ddliver the goods.”
Zanyablinked, twice!

"Cock?Whore? Wooo!" Maybe reading al of those Brazen Heart books had had an effect on him, or
a leadt taught him something!

Shedidn’t know what to think about this new and improved Spark, but her body sure approved! It was



more than wet and more than ready.

Spark eased the zipper low, exposing the fact that he wassans drawers, asfiery red pubic hair peeked
into view.

She unconscioudy held her bresth as he began to dide hisjeans from his body, making her beg with her
eyesfor every inch of bare, hard flesh.

Breath held, Zanyawatched, eyes wide, as Spark turned and presented the elongated muscles of his
back. With one arm, he swept the long length of his hair over his shoulder, exposing histattoo. He turned
his head to Stare at her, the dragon’ sand his eyes startlingly familiar.

Leering for dl that he was worth, Spark dowly, ever so dowly, pulled the low-dung materid over his
hips, exposing the firm golden globes of flesh that made up his cupable ass.

"Mmm," Zan purred, asthe jeans dipped lower, exposing the tops of his muscular thighs and the dmost
tender spot where thigh met buttocks. Y up, he had forgone underwear!

"Turn around,” she whispered. "1 want to see you.”

"What you want is not important, Zan. Y ou wanted the real me, you got it. | am not the clumsy man that
| appear to be. | only get that way around you."

"And | want to do to you the thingsthat | only read about in those books. Now that | can’t set the house
onfire, | want to let go. Will you let me?!

Zanya stared as he dowly turned around and exposed his erection. He was hard, long and thick, pulsing
with need and begging to be touched.

Sowly, he eased the jeans from his body, his eyes, bright and gray, locked onto hers. His nipplering
glinted in the light, making her mouth water with the desreto lick it.

All too soon, the dow strip was over and Spark stood before her, naked and raw with need.
"Will you?'
She had no choicein how she answered. Her heart made the decision.

"YS"

* * % % %

James rapidly made hisway back to his sister’ s studio. It was amazingly easy to pick her lock and shut
off her dlarm. For aslong as he could remember, sheld used the same date for everything, 9-27-02. The
September twenty-seventh, and the number of people killed in that auto accident, their parents.

Zanyawas S0 careless sometimes, so predictable, that she scared him. But this just happened to be one



of those timeswhen her set system for numbers came in handy.
Almost trembling in anticipation, he made hisway to her darkroom and began processing the film.
What would he find?

Maybe the red-haired haf-breed and hisfather were into rituaistic anima dayings! But that would be
too good to be true. Maybe Zan had caught them violating some safety law or regulation. That iswhat he
expected. But at the very best, she had caught them flaunting some federd regulation and endangering
lives. That would be enough to ruin their business, the same way that they had ruined his relationship with
hissgter. That would show them!

But even as these thoughts rambled through his heed, he realized how ridicul ous he sounded. If hewas
having problemsin his relaionship with Zanya, it was because they never spent much time together
anymore.

Heran hishandsthrough his hair, hisfrustration growing as his anger at the Situation increased. He could
see how easy it wasto fal for someone who would tell you what they wanted you to hear. Apparently,
this Spark person saw her weak and vulnerable side and took advantage.

Shaking his head, he continued to devel op the photos, hisanger & that particular unnatural family till
egging himon.

They had no right to treat him thisway, to turn his sister against him. He was ready now, ready to
commit to hissister, to help her in her career, and they were standing in the way!

Nothing persond, but they had to go.
Okay, itwas persond, but they till had to go!
Smiling in anticipation, he made ready to unrall thefilmto ared, to placeit inits proper tank.

Heflipped off the light and removed the film from its cassette and in afew practiced moves, loaded the
35mm film onto ameta red. Once it was|oaded into alight-tight container and sedled in protectively, he
flipped on the light and grinned.

Timefor thefunto begin!

He dumped the devel oper into the sealed film tank, turning it and tapping it lightly to remove dl of the
bubbles. After the proper amount of time passed, he dumped the developer out and added glacia acetic
acid and water, astop bath, and let it Sit for about thirty seconds, to wash off any remaining developer.

Quickly he added afixer with ahardener to protect the precious negatives from being scratched, and
impatiently waited the ten minutesfor the film to set. When that was done, he soaked thefilm againin
water to remove the fixer and added a hypo eiminator to ensureitsremovd. After afind washin clean
water, the film was hung with film clipsto dry. He was ready to wait the few hoursit would taketo dry.
Triumphant and patting himsdf on the back, he walked out of the darkroom and did asmadll jig of joy!
The bee sting on hisnose hardly bothered him at al!

"Enjoying yoursdlf?' asarcadtic voice asked.



Shocked, James whirled around to see two people standing before him, an unpleasant expression on
their faces.

Thiscould betrouble.

Chapter Twenty-Six

"Spark!" Zanyagasped, as he positioned himself just so over her prone body. His head was now buried
completely between her upraised thighs, histongue gently Iapping at the crease where thigh met hip.

His positioning aso placed his cock in dmogt perfect dignment with her moigt lips. The heat from his

body poured over her, making her hair stand on end even as she struggled to raise hersaf towardshim
for contact.

But Spark wasin control of this game, a Spark that she had never seen before! Her betamale was
turning out to be dphaextreme! And all it took wasfor himto trust her completely.

"Youwant it?" hewhispered, his hot bresth wafting over the glistening wetness that coated her inner
thighs, proof of how much she needed him.

"Um-hmm." His peniswas hanging there, just above her lips, thetip shiny with his pre-cum. If she could
get himto lower it just abit...

"How much?'
Hiswords were followed by the firm caress of his callused fingertips as they brushed over her throbbing

clitorisand gently outlined the swollen lipsto her opening, giving her enough pressure to make her yearn
for more.

"Redly bad. Spark, | need it," she murmured as she struggled lightly, enjoying the feding of being bound
in his bed, acaptiveto hisevery sexua whim. Her bound hands twisted in their manacles as she again
tested their strength. She was confident enough in Spark to know that if she caled ahdt to thislittle
game, he would ingtantly stop.

“Not badly enough.”

He lowered hisface; his heated breath caressed her straining flesh, things that made her jump and shake.
Histongue eased out and gently ran across the smooth wet skin of her inner thigh.

"Spark, please!" The slver chainsrattled as she writhed in his grasp.
"If you are going to open your mouth, Zan, put it to practica use.”

He dropped his hips enough to let the head of his cock run across her parted lips, feeling her breath and
shuddering asit caressed the dewy drops of pre-cum on histip.

Before he could congratulate himsalf on areally good quip, Spark’ s eyes widened and his body



shuddered as Zanyatook him at hisword.
"Mmm," she purred, as she opened her mouth and popped him inside.

The warm wet heat of her mouth was amost too much! Spark closed his eyestightly asfirelegpt from
the sengitive nerve bundle below the head of his penisto histightening sac. Tingles began at histoes and
fingers, spreading upward rapidly to his stomach and nipples, making hislittle golden ring burn.

It dmost felt like his energieswererising, but hiswas different! Thiswas magica, and in some ways
more intense. He redlized that he no longer had to struggle to control hisemoations; he could givein to the
fedlings swamping hisbody. Thiswas freedom, thiswas excitement, and he found it within his Zanya.

Marveling at her talent as she took him to the back of her throat, Spark lowered his head and buried his

lipsinto her overflowing wetness. She likes doing this, he thought, as he lgpped and durped the moisture
her body mass-produced.l am one lucky man , hethought to himsdif.

For Zan, the feding of having Spark in her mouth, the knowledge that she made him react so powerfully
was a heady aphrodisiac. Some women might not like the taste of man, the taste of raw sex, but Zan was
onewho ddighted in using dl of her femininewiles. Shefdt Spark legp againgt her tongue, tasted the
sweet drops of hislost control, felt the heat rise within hisbody and reveled in dl that was womanhood.
Even though shewasthe onein chains, she ftill maintained alot of power in this Stuation.

Then all thoughts ceased as Spark began an oral attack that made her forget to breathe.

With swift lips and alapping tongue, Spark went after the swollen lips of her vulva, teasing them with
long rough licks and nipping bites.

Zanyafdt her hipsrise off the bed, felt firein her somach and sucked Spark harder, using him asher
pecifier.

"God, Zan!" Spark groaned. "Do it, baby! Harder! Oh, shit!" His mumbling ceased as he brought up one
finger and gently circled her dlit as he munched on her flesh.

Zanyagroaned.

The vibrations on his sensitive member made Spark curse more, as hetried to force hisfingerslower.
"More?" he questioned as he dowly inserted the tip of onefinger, closing his eyes and imagining her wet
heat surrounding hisdick.

Inreply, Zan took a deep breath, opened her throat and took him to the root.

"Shit!" Spark screamed, as she swallowed once and pulled back, letting him dowly dide freewhile
rapidly flicking her tongue dong hislength.

"That’senough!" He pulled free of her, ignoring her superior smirk, and reversed his position over her.
"You like games?'
"Apparently,” Zan replied, as sherattled her chainsat him and dowly licked her lips, savoring hisflavor.

"Thentry thisone."



Zan held that smile on her face until he reached beside the bed and pulled that sack out again. Grinning,
he reached ingde, hisbody sheen of swesat glowing in the light that flowed through the windows. Raising
onered eyebrow at her, he smiled broadly as he found what he was looking for.

Zanya seyeswidened in shock as she stared at the thing in his hand.

"What are you going to do with that?'

"Rock your world, baby!"

"Um, what are you doing here?" James asked, as he stopped his dance of joy.

"Weget that alot," thefemaereplied, as she curioudy stared at the man who looked asif he was going
to wreck their hard work.

"But why?'

"What'sin the darkroom, James?"
" Something that may shock you."
"What?'

"I, uh, haven't looked.”

"Y ou went through al of that trouble to stedl that film, and you haven’t looked?' The man stepped up
beside the woman and stared increduloudly at James.

"Well, the negatives are developing. Besides, what do you care? | thought you were his friend?’
"I am hisfriend. So, who says| won't kill you for what'sin those photos?’

James backed away from the man, ashiver of fear traveling down his spine.

"Stop it!" the woman hissed to her companion. "Thisis not answering any of our questions.”

"Y ou haven't asked very good ones," James felt obliged to point out.

"Oh, shut up!" Both people shouted in stereo, causing James to back up another step.

"I have aquestion for you," the man said, his eyes boring into James . "What do you have againgt
Spark?"

"He may be dangeroud" James s eyes glowed with fury. "And it ismy right to protect my family from
danger. Any danger!"

"But Spark is about as dangerous as an ant!" the woman snorted, as she waved one manicured hand in
James s direction. She discounted any rumors about the family’ sweirdness as jealousy and the fact that



the family wasin an unusud business.

"We will see when the negatives develop.”

"No, wewon't!" theman inssted.”

"Yes, wewill!" Jamesinsisted, growing bold once more.

"I have you on breaking and entering, destruction of property, and grand theft...film! Y ou wannatry and
pull that one-upmanship on me? Go right ahead. | have you over abarrd!”

"Thispissng contest isn't getting us anywhere!” the women sighed. "And | would not let Zanyawalk into
anything dangerous.”

"Y ou don't know what | know about these people!" Jamesinsisted. "They are dangerous!”

"And you get your information from?’

"A very reliable sourcel”

"Whois...?'

"l don't haveto tell you!"

"Well, guesswhat, pa?' The man smiled as he pulled up achair and sat, facing James. "Reliable or no,
we are gticking with you until those negatives develop. Then we are going to see what is o important that
you have to wreck you sster'slove life and bring charges against your person.”

"Hey!" James snarled.

"Heisright, young man," the woman indgsted, perching hersdf on the man’ sknee. "We can wait. We
havedl night. But we will find out what isin those pictures that you stole. And we will end thisnonsense
onceand for dl.”

Groaning slently, James started to argue, then changed his mind.

"Fine! But when wefind theillega doings of that mutt that my sster is screwing, we go straight to the
police”
"Areyou so surethat it' sillegd? Or do you want it to be so that you can tell your sister 'l told you sof

and have alegitimate reason for doing this?'

“What do you know?" James snarled as he shoved his handsinto his pockets, pissed because he wasn't
as clever as he thought. These two had discovered him, but that was okay. When they saw the truth,
whatever the truth was, they would turn on the red-headed freak too.

"I know that | want nothing but their happiness,” the man retorted. "1 know that they both deserve some
happiness. | know that they complement each other, that they bel ong together.”

"Then you know nothing!" James snarled, as he stalked over to awall and pulled out achair. "My sster
isfragile™



He stopped as they both broke out laughing.
"Sheigd"
"Okay!" the woman soothed. "If you bdlieve that!"

"Sheid Sheisddicate and fragile! Sheistoo gentle for that red-haired brute!”

* % %k % %

"Doit harder, Spark! Make mefed it! Feed it to me"

Zanyathrew back her head and wailed as Spark plied the vibrating cylinder over her aching clit! She
had passed from shocked into amazed euphoriaten minutes ago. Now she was one large throbbing
organ begging for release.

Spark groaned and wiped the swesat from his brow again as he bent over and pulled her swollen nipple
into his mouth, chewing it ddlicately, making her whimper in pleasure, asthe other hand held the vibrator
inplace.

"Spark! Oh, shit! Oh, yed!" Zanya screamed as she felt hersaf rising to an unbelievabl e plateau of
pleasure, then cried out in disappointment when Spark backed off, letting her excitement wane. "Y ou
bastard!"

"Who' syour daddy?" Spark chuckled, as he pulled on her flesh yet again.

In answer, Zanyawhipped her head back and forth on the bed, body straining, swest coating her flesh.
"Not ready?' he asked. "Fine by me! We haveal night.”

The vibrator dipped between the moist folds of her flesh, itsrgpid movements touching just thetip of her
clit ashe eased it forward.

"Hmm," Zanyagasped as she again pulled againgt her bindings.

Her mind had shut down! Her body was taking over! It wanted arelease, and she knew that thisone
would be terrifyingly perfect. She wasflying so high, she was dmost afraid that she would never come
back down!

Her nipples throbbed, her ssomach was clenched into knots, her breathing was |abored and sporadic,
and her body hummed with the attentions of the vibrator, but till shefelt so empty! Only Spark could fill
thisvoid within, and she needed it filled now! She could hold out no longer.

"Fuck me!" she screamed as he pressed the vibrator againgt a particularly sengitive spot. "Please, Spark!
Now!"

"Hmm, | don’t think so! Not what | want to hear." He growled as he stared down &t her.



His control was dipping! His hair was wet and plastered to his head and body! Swest coated every inch
of hisflesh. He was primed and ready for action, hard as sted and growing harder, yet he waited to hear

theright thing.

"Please, Spark!"

"Y ou can get afuck anywhere, Zan! What do you want from me?"

"I want you to screw me! Prong me! Pound me!™

Spark actualy whimpered as he dammed his eyes closed and tried to regain some control.
"Not what | want to hear!" he gritted out between clenched teeth.

"Loveme!" Zanyascreamed. Her frustration had reached dmost painful levels! She needed her man!
She needed her Spark! Only he could give her the orgasmic explosion that she craved.

"What?'
"Makeloveto me"
"That' swhat | wanted to hear!"

The vibrator was pulled from her body with adurping sound and was tossed heedlessly acrossthe
room.

Spark dmost threw himsalf on top of her, dicing between her suspended legs to place the straining tip of
his erection againgt her portd.

"Spark!" she moaned.

"Look a me!"

ey

"Open your eyes! Look at me!™
"Spark!”

"Damnit, Zanyal Look at me!"

Her eyes popped open and connected with his! Green vied with gray, then all vision faded as Spark
eased himsdlf insde, knocked at the door to his home.

"I loveyou!" Zanyawhispered, and Spark rested hisforehead againgt hers.
"I know it, baby! | love you morethan life!™
Then hedammed himsdlf home.

Zanyd s piercing cry echoed around them as she felt his hard marbled flesh rush deeply insde where she



needed it most.

" Spark, love you, love you, love...Oh, God!"

One stroke! All it took was one stroke and Zanya exploded into amillion starlit pieces.
But that was not enough for Spark.

"Agan!" hebreathed as hetook her lipsin apowerful kiss, invading her with histongue even as his body
carved anichefor itself within her.

Tightening his ssomach, he raised his hips and began a powerful series of hard strokes. His position was
perfect for running the head of his penis over her g-spot with each entrance and exit.

Zanyathrew her head back and screamed as another climactic wave poured over her.

Shetried to close her legs around his hips, to pull himin closer to her, but the leather spreader bar held
fast and kept her in the perfect position to receive the ultimate pleasure. Her inner walls clenched around
his thrusting cock, increasing her pleasure and dragging him close to the edge that came with such skill
and dexterity.

"More! | need more," he groaned, as hetore hislipsfrom hersand buried hisfacein her neck. Histeeth
locked on the skin near her shoulder and he bit down as his hips dammed into hers. The room wasfilled
with the wet dapping sounds of their bodies coming together and the amost bell-like tinkling of the
chans

Zanyathrew her hips up, meeting him stroke for stroke, building to yet another release. She mumbled,
she cursed, and tearsran down her face. She fought to meet the next orgasm and to bring Spark aong
with her, to lose hersdf in the lightning and fire he created within her body.

Spark began a high keening wail as every musclein his body clenched and froze! Lights exploded
behind his eyes. From histoesto the top of his head, streaks of zinging pleasure screamed down to his
groin.

Hefdt himsdf swell to unbelievable heights and dammed himsdlf as degp as he could get into his Zanyal
His handslocked around the cuffsthat held her handsimmobile. Histesticles boiled and suddenly he felt
his ass clench as hisrelease roared over him.

"Zanya" he bellowed, his muscles twitching as he gasped at each rhythmic explosion as his seed blasted
from hisbody tofill her.

"Spark!" Zanya screamed, as her body reacted to his release and catapulted her into yet another climax,
milking hisbody and shooting shards of pleasure through her entire body.

Crying, whimpering, thanking God for this precious gift, Spark collgpsed against the body of hiswoman,
holding fast to her quivering form.

"Spark," Zan whispered, tears flowing fregly as she struggled to put her world back to rights.

"l loveyou," Spark whispered. He pulled alock of hishair off of her face and stared at her features
dack in repose as her body till shivered beneath his.



"I will never let you go," Zan whispered, as she forced her eyes open to seetheliquid gray of his, shining
in happinessand love.

"I am not going anywhere," he replied, as he reached up to free her hands before they both fell adeep.

"Good," Zan sighed as her hands were released and she wrapped them around his body. "1 don’t think |
can get my legsfreedone.”

"You haveto let megofirdt,” he chuckled, as he fet the strength of her grip.
"Later, okay?' sheasked. "Inasecond I'll let you go. | need to fed you."

" repest, | am going nowhere, Zan." Spark said, as he reached back to free her ankles. "But | don't
want you hurt."

Oncefreed her legswrapped around his hips, holding himin place.
"l loveyou," shewhispered.

"l loveyou," hereplied. "And nothing is going to keep me from you."

* % % % %

"Call the government!" James gasped as he stared at the pictures. "This bastard isn't human!”

Chapter Twenty-Seven

"Y ou know you want thisl" Spark breathed, as he pressed Zanya againgt thetile wal. ™Y ou know you
do."

"Yes," Zan moaned, as she wrapped her legs around hiswaist. "But we are going to be late.”
"l don't care."

"You care! It'syour house."

"Letit burn!”

"It dready did! Zan, stop digtracting me!™

"Then let me get dressed!”



"Y ou are the one who invaded my shower."

"Y ou told me you needed help washing your back. Now we are done, so let me go.”
"But it'syour legswrapped around my waist."

"And it'syour tongue licking my nipple.”

"And that was your moan, Zan! Admit it! You want me! You can’t resst me! There! That was another
moan!"

"That was the phone, you moron!" Zan laughed as she pushed Spark back and took a deep breath.
How did she ever imagine that this man was shy?

"Soitis" hemuittered, as he stared a her from under along wet swath of hair. "Let it ring."

"No, Spark! We have work to do! Now be agood boy and put me down and get your phone."

"Want me to show you how good | can be?' Heleered for dl that he was worth while waggling his
eyebrowsat her.

"Behave! That'san order!" Zan giggled as he released the leg lock she had on hiswaist and dropped her
feet to the ground. "Besides, it could be your parents. Y ou are supposed to be working the Renn Fest
today. And we have to check out your house. And | have to get back to the studio and start processing
film"

"Savedriver," he muttered, as he mock snarled at her before dropping atender kiss on her swollen lips.
"And anyone looking a you will know it."

"Hmm?'

"Y ou havethet freshly laid look."

Zan exploded in laughter as Spark’ sface bloomed in color.

"Do not!"

"Dotoo!" sheretorted, as she pulled away from him and headed for the towels. "And your phoneistill
ringing.”

Snorting, Spark strolled by her, wiggling his butt, as he grabbed atowe and headed back to the
bedroom.

"This had better be good!" he caled back, ignoring her laughter and trying to get the picture of her
bending over to blot her legs out of hismind. A wet Zanyawas a sexy Zanya.

Here she was, the woman of his dreams, the woman he was going to marry, the woman who made him
complete, and Spark discovered that he was perfectly content. He was satisfied. He was sated. He was
inlove



"City Morgue!" he snapped smartly, as he picked up the phone. "Y ou stab ‘em, we dab ‘em!”
"Something is going to get dabbed if you don’t get your ass down herel™
"Eric?'

"Right thefirgt time, Fire Plug!" adisgruntled Eric snarled into the phone. "And you had better bring
Zanyawithyou! Y our assisinthefire, my man! And thisidiot plans on watching you burn.”

"Eric? What idiot? What are you talking about?'

"Eric?' Zanyacdled as she waked into the room, atowe around her wet hair and another wrapped
around her body. A look of concern was on her face. "What' s going on?'

"Just get down here, Lover Boy! Zanya s brother has some dirt on you and it doesn't look good!”
"What are you taking about, Eric? Tak tome!"

"l am taking about somefilm!" There was amoment of silence and some muffled voices could be heard
in the background. "Get to Zanya' s studio! Pronto!" he hissed before the phone line went dead.

"What was that about?"

Spark stood there, staring at the phone asif hiswhole life was coming to an end. "Zan, whereisyour
camera?'

"Oh, shit!" She gasped, asher eyesgrew wide. "l left it outside! That is an expens ve piece of equipment
and| leftitlyinginthegrassl”

"Zan, thefilm..."

"What film?'

Zan was racing around the room, gathering up her scattered clothing as she raced to get dressed.

"I meanthefilminthe camera”

"It'sinthe cameral Y ou know that | was going to giveit to you, hon! Men!™"

"Y ou don't understand, Zan." The phone began that annoying buzzing to let you know it was not hung
up. Yet Spark stood there, his eyeswide with horror, phone clutched in his hand. The color drained out
of hisface. "He hasthefilm."

"What?" Zan shrieked, as she stopped hopping around on one leg trying to get on her pants. She stared
up at Spark.

"James. Zanya, | think he hasyour film. That was Eric. They are at your studio. We haveto get down
there”

"How?Hewould not.... damn him!"



Cold ragefilled Zanyas eyes as she stared at Spark.

"Thistime, he has gonetoo far! Who does he think heis? What does he think he’ sdoing? That...that
bestard!"

"Zan.."

Spark dropped the phone and walked over to her. She was seething in such rage her body shook with
it. Hereached out to her, to ease the pain he saw swirling with her anger, but she pulled back, jerking her
armout of hisreach.

"No!" She stepped back again. "No! I'll kill him! Thistime, he' sgonetoo far!"

"Zan! Cam down. We haveto go. | haveto call my parents and we have to get there to stop whatever
heisdoing. Eric sounded scared.”

"My own brother! My very own brother! My very own fucking brother!™
"Zan?'

"No! Let'sgo, Spark. It'stime we settle thisonce and for dl! Thisisthe last timethat he interfereswith
my lifel"

Zan stormed out of the room, shirt hanging open, bare breasts bobbing as she headed for the front door.

Sighing, Spark reached for the phone, amixture of fear and anger coupled with uncertainty filling him.
Quietly, he pressed the hook and dowly touched in anumber he knew by heart.

"It me" he said quietly to the voice on the other end. "They know."

After he hung up the phone, he dowly began to dress, dreading what was to come.

* % %k % %

"Who did you call?" Eric demanded as he watched Ame and James circle around each other. James had
acel phone plastered to his ear as he easily dodged Ame' s body.

"Eric!" Ame snarled as she somped her foot. "Thisman isodious! He not only took those pictures of
Spark and hisfather obvioudy practicing some new stunt, he now has called in the government!™

"What?" Eric narrowed his eyelids a the shorter man.
"He saysthat they’ re telekinetic or something! | mean redly!” Amethrew up her handsin disgust.

"Good! Be herel" James laughed as he closed hisflip phone. "That was afriend of minein the FBI. They
ded with thiskind of weird crap.”

"What crap? What are you blathering about?' Eric snarled. "Y ou believein that X-File crap? And |



thought that you were ared journdigt.”

"Laugh dl you want, blondie!" James laughed as he dipped his phoneinto his pocket. "My friend can
prove that these photos haven’t been touched up! The man is amother-fucking firebug, and even you
can't deny it! I've got the negativesto proveit.”

"Honestly!" Ame sighed as she walked out of the room. " Anybody who knows the Macl ntyres knows
that they specidizein specid effects, pyrotechnics, and lasers! Thisisjust an eaborate trick with bent

lightt”

"Bent light does not burn the shirt off of abody!" James argued, as he turned from the retreating woman
to face thetall blonde man. "Even you can't argue with that.”

"l say itissometrick of the light!" Eric rolled his eyes and he stepped away from the man, lest he be
tempted to plunge hisfigt into hisface.

"Y ou would!" James sneered, and shot him aknowing look.

"What do you mean by that?"

"Nothing."

"Don’'t say 'nothing,’ darling. I want to know."

"l am not yourdarling and you would know a good trick when you see one."
"Meaning?'

"Meaning you are probably screwing the guy on weekendd! ™

A deadly silencefilled the room and Eric clenched his big handsinto even bigger fidts.
"And what gives you that idea, sugar?' Hisvoice waslow and controlled.

"Well, you are his‘friend’," Jamesleered. "And | know how much your type puts storein their friends. |
even know some of what you storein your friends, big guy.”

"Don't swest it, boss," James laughed, not knowing how close to destruction he actualy was. " Some of
my best friends are queer.”

"Okay! | will say thisonce, darling, and only once."

Eric’ sblue eyes blazed as they stared into James smirking face.

"Stay the fuck out of my way. Stay away from me and mine, baby. Or else | will take the juvenile shit
that pours out of your mouth personal. And | don't give a shit that you' re Zanya's brother. In fact, |
wonder if she was adopted.”

James just continued to smirk as Eric turned to follow Ame.



"Y ou people are so touchy. Y ou need to relax more."
"I'd loveto rdax my fist in your face, doll," Eric snarled, as he put as much distance between the jackass

posing as aman and himsdlf.
"Where are you, Spark?' he muttered under his breath. "We have thingsto discuss.”

James sat back and smiled. Thejerk at the festival had paid off! He had hit paydirt! Soon, he would be
rid of dl of his problems and have his sster back in his corner, where she belonged.

It was not that he was obsessive, redly! 1t was just that he knew what was best for hissister! And
deeping with those kinds of people waswrong! Y ou can work with them, associate with them, use them,

if need be, but you never got close. That was the unspoken law and he meant to make his sister stick by
it.
He stood in front of the darkroom, protecting the negatives which would bring thiswhole empire

crumbling to the ground.
"And it only took three days," he laughed to himsdf. *Damn, I’'m good!"

Chapter Twenty Eight

"Whereishe?"
Zanyadammed into her studio and roared like an angry lioness. Her green eyes were shot with fury and
her face mottled red. Her clothes hung haphazardly on her body, which in itsaf was strange because

Zanyaliked to have awell-groomed appearance. Her hair hung in damp tendrils and in her hand wasthe

camera, denuded of itsfilm.
A subdued Spark followed, dressed neater, but anger bubbling beneath the surface of hiscalm

demeanor.
"Zan!" James legpt up and tried to grab hissister’ sarm, to take her away from the man who appeared to

be capable of producing fire. "Get away from him! Now!"
Before he uttered another word, her fist came whizzing through the air and neatly connected with his

dready swollen nose.
Gasping in pain, James staggered back, one hand going for his nose as he stared bug-eyed at hissister.
"Jesus, girl! What' s gotten into you?'
"Y ou are no longer my brother!" she screamed, as she clenched both fists, waiting for him to make a

move o she could pound him again.



"Zan," Spark said from behind her, reaching for her, but James started again.
"Don’'t you lay ahand on her, you sand nigger! Don’t touch my sister!”

"Did you saysand nigger 7' Spark said, as he shook his head sadly. "1 haven't heard that onein a
while"

Before he could comment more, Eric and Ame walked into the room, both |ooking between the angry
Zan, the quiet Spark, and the bent over James till clutching his nose.

"You hit him, honey!" Eric said, walking towards Spark. “Good for you! If I'd hit him, | would never
have stopped.”

"l did nothing," Spark said quietly, looking at Zan. "Thelady doesn't pull her punches.”

"Eric? Ame? What are you doing here?" Zan asked, shaken out of her anger for amoment as she eyed
her boss and the strange makeup artist that couldn’t keep his eyes off of her legs or say enough good
things about Spark.

"Wewerefollowing him! Darling, are you okay?' Ame waked over to Zanyato take one of her
clenched figsinto her hands.

"Why ishe doing thisto me?' she asked, tearsfilling her eyes and anger abruptly gave way to sadness
and heartache. "I thought that he loved me."

"Zanya, | do!" James interjected. "But being around these people has warped you! Y ou need to come
with me, back around your own kind!"

"My own kind?" Confusion, dishelief and anger filled her voice. Wasthisthe older brother who had held
her hand when they'd buried their parents? Was this the man who had aways encouraged her to be
objectivein life? The man who claimed to love her? "What ismy kind, James?"

"Y ou know! Black like us!" His eyes dropped to the ground, asif hiswords were hollow and shameful
to hisown ears.

"Black, likeus," Zan sghed, asthefirst tear tracked its way down her face.

"Zanya." Spark stepped close, wrapped hisarms around her, but she pulled back. She may not be her
brother’ s keeper, but she sure was going to be histeacher.

"James, look at me. Look at us!" she said, stepping closer to her brother.

"l amlooking," he sighed, pulling his eyes away from the ground to stare into her green eyes.

"What do you see?"

"l see abeautiful young woman who is making the biggest mistake of her life being around these people.”

"Look a me, James" she demanded, startling him, making everyone in the room jump.



"l am looking," he said after amoment of contemplation. "Y ou look just like our mother.”

"Yes, | do, James. | look like our mother, who looked like her mother, who looked like her mother who
was adave master’ s bed whore."

"Zan..."

"And | have the green eyes from our father, whose father was Native American, whose mother was
Native and white and black! Also dave stock.”

llZa.]ya n

"And have you forgotten our father's mother, whose mother was the daughter of an Indian dave, who
was shipped over after davery was abolished? Where do you think | get the name Zanya, James? Or
have you forgotten your roots?"

"I haven't, but you gpparently have."

"Look again, brother!" Zan yelled. "L ook again. We are Black, and we are white, and Indian, and
Native American, and probably awhole hell of alot more! But do you take timeto consider that, James?
My hair isstraight! Does that make me less black? My eyes are green, James! Doesn't that make me
one of them? A sand nigger? Or better yet, the regular garden variety black nigger?| have black features,
James. | am considered black on my birth certificate, but isthat al that | am, James? Ismy color the only
sgnificant thing about me? Isit?"

"Zanya, you ae...."

"l am awoman, James! | am ahuman being, James! | am an adult, James! | go with whom the hell |
want to, live with whom the hell | want to, screw who the hell | want to! And for your information, race
never was a part of the picture! When | look at Spark, | seethe manthat | love! When | look at his
family, | seedl the struggles that they had to go through to be together, and | ill seethat love!

"When | look at you, James, | see confusion! | see hatred, James! Misplaced hatred! What isit about
thisfamily that you can't and? Isit because they are afamily, James? That they respect each other, as
you obvioudy never respected mel”

"l loveyou, Zan!"
"Then you have a piss-poor way of showing it, James!"

Before the conversation could go any further, the door opened and aman in anondescript black suit
entered.

"James?' hecdled. "I am herefor the negatives. And this had better be worth my time.”
"Oh,itid"

Then turning from his sister and the anguished look on her face, he made his expression go blank and
faced the room. James was good at hiding his emotions, and now thistalent camein handy. Hewas ariot
of confusion and frustration. Thiswas not supposed to turn out thisway, he thought. But it would get
better once she saw these fresks for what they were! Then hissster would love him again.



"Everyone, thisis Agent Castle, FBI. Nick, | want you to meet the fire freak."
He pointed to Spark, who blinked innocently at the agent.

"And | have the negativesto proveit! This man and hiswhole family are dangerous. They need to be put
away. They could kill somebody."

"Sooner than you think!" avoice grumbled from the door.

Kenddl stalked into the room, followed by Ember and finaly, a seething Flame. Thetension leve
jumped threefold as the newcomerstook inventory of al in the room.

"Oh, thisisgoing to be good!" Ember said, in asingsong voice as she saw Zan wrap her aams around
her beloved Spark. James stepped closer, asif he was going to pull them apart, but collected himself.

Theman in the black suit turned, body flowing into a defensive stance, while Eric and Ame looked as
frazzled asthe March Harel

"Let the games begin!" Kendall snarled, as she advanced into the room, alook of death on her face. No

one and she meant no one, hurt her babies and got awvay with it! War had been declared! Now she only
had to decide whom to take out first!

Chapter Twenty-Nine

"Who are dl of these people?' Agent Castle asked, as he stared at the crowd who walked into the door
and specificaly at the determined black woman who was approaching.

"Um, the Fire Freak’ sfamily," Spark added, as his eyes glinted with humor. "Watch out for my mom.
She packsawallop.”

"What are you doing here?' James|ooked surprised as he watched the Maclntyres approach.

"Thisiswhat family does, James, when one member isin trouble," Zan added, from within Spark'sarms.
"Or have you forgotten that?"

"What negatives?' Kendal snarled as she findly met face to face with James. He stared at her, confusion
and mild disgust on hisface.

"The ones he stole from my camera" Zan sniffed a James even as she smiled at Kenddl. "He followed
usto your house and he stole the exposures | made this morning.”

Before Kendall could speak, Flame interrupted.

"Why would you trespass on my property, Mr. Burke? Of what use can my family secrets be to you?'



Hislow tones and friendly nature had the desired effect. James flushed bright red as he began to Stutter.
"My sder.... | mean, | waslooking out for her.”

"Youimply that | am adanger to her?' Flame'sred eyebrow raised in question and he actually managed
to sound hurt.

"Y ou had better have evidenceif you plan on laying that on my family, Jamesold boy," Ember added,
fighting to hold back agrin. "That is defamation of character, and my family’ sbusinessis based on their
charecter."

"I have...proof!"

"Proof of what?' FHame asked again. "l see your sister with my son, and she appears to be unharmed.”

"l amnot hurt a al!" Zan piped in, an evil grin on her face as she watched her brother's discomfort. She
was gtill hurting insde, but it was fun to watch her bigoted brother try and worm hisway out of thisone.

"So, thisevidenceis...." The agent waited quietly for hisanswer.
Everyone leaned forward, waiting to see what he would do.

"It isevidence that this man createsfirel”

"Um, | am ablacksmith," Spark added helpfully.

"And he' sadamn good modd!" Eric and Ame chimed in.

"And greet in bed," Zan whispered for hisears and tried to smother her laughter as hisface turned bright
red.

"Get the proof, James," Agent Castle said findly. "And | hope that you haven’t gotten me out here on
some domestic squabble.”

"I have the evidencel" James muttered, as he stormed to the darkroom to retrieve the negatives. "Y ou
will ssewhat | mean!™

Zanyaraised fearful eyesto Spark, but he smiled and gave her hand alittle squeeze.
"Thisis so unorthodox!"

Kendal snarled as she began pacing within the room. "I thought the government had better thingsto do
with our tax dollard"

"Ma am, we must check every angle and investigate every report,” Agent Castle sghed as he watched
thisfamily. The FBI had investigated them before, when they'd signed on to help with aFourth of July
display afew years ago. Though some strange things happened around them, nothing ever sent up ared
flag. He decided that strange things happened to afamily in abusiness asweird as pyrotechnics. But this
wasthe firgt time someone had claimed that they werepyrokinetic . Although that would explain some of
the displaysthey'd put on to packed houses and standing ovations, Agent Castle choseto believe that it
was just superior computer skillsand training.



Ashe mused, Jamesreturned, holding afist full of the smal velum sheets.

"Look &t these!"

They dl gathered around the agent as he accepted the negatives. Then heraised hiseyesto stare a the
family again! Maybe there was some truth to the claim of pyrokinesis

Thefirst negative showed afirebird entering Spark’s body, burning off his shirt asit passed.

"Oh, dear,” Kenda| sighed as she turned her eyestoward Zanya. "Y ou take amean photo, lady! Y ou
know how to pick amoment."

"l...uh...." Zan shuddered and amost passed out as Kendal | winked at her.

"1 need to take these back and get them tested, but how can you explain this?"

Agent Castle looked warily at the family of redheads who surrounded him. Thiswas wholly unexpected!
He looked over at James, saw the triumph in his eyes and turned to flip to the next image. It was one of
two firebirdsfighting in mid-air, both ssemingly being controlled by the movements of the men.
"Computer graphics.” Flame and Ember said at the sametime,

"No way!" James shouted. "Even holographic images can't burn clothes avay!"

"He hasapoint, Mr. Maclntyre," the agent added, alittle camer now. A computer was an explanation
that he could sink histeeth into.

"Clothes can be burnt away if they were never therein thefirst place,” Ember drawled as she winked at
the agent.

"Then where are they?' James practically shouted. "Where are the computers, Red?"

"That'sMiss Red to you, Jamie Boy," she snapped. "And have you never heard of acomputer
microchip?'

That said, shereached into her pocket, and pulled out asmall round control pand.
"May 17" the agent asked, as he stepped closer.

"Why yes, you may!" Ember smiled. "If it is okay with my father."

All eyesturned to Flame.

"| think that it would befineif the Agent looks at it. Although it is classfied and my only prototype, you
may look."

The control was handed off.

"How doesit work?' the agent asked.



“Itisasmulated redlity, uh, game, for lack of abetter word." Flame explained. "It is programmed to
relay acertain picture and game scenario. That scenario isrelayed though the optic window in the center
and theimage s projected with colored lasers. Thisisaunique system, asthelight remainsvisblein
bright daylight. It will revolutionize entertainment sysemswhen it is completed. But for now, it enhances
our displaysand ismoreinteractive.”

"Fascinating!" Agent Castle murmured, as he looked over thetiny disk. "What is the power source?
Doesit emit any heat?'

"Lithium battery and it unfortunately emitsalot of hedt. It isdill in the testing stages,”" Hame commented
in his presentation voice as he took the control from the agent’ s hand. "This morning's run was one of the
best ever.”

"I hopethat explainsthings” Kendall glared at James. "'Y ou ought to be ashamed of yoursdlf, young
man, caling my family dangerousfreskd"

"Y ou are not buying into this crap, are you?' James danced around the agent as he stared at Flame with
the remarkable computer in hishands. "Y ou are, aren’t you?'

"Well..." the agent fluctuated, looking from Jamesto Flame.

"Demand ademo!" Jamesal but shouted.

"Thisbehavior isso unseemly inaman,” Ame sighed as she shook her head. "It is childish!”
"But again, he hasapoint,” the agent added. "Will you demongtrate thisfor me?"
"Certainty!" Hame said, asmile on hisface.

Wheat are you doing, Dad? Spark thought as he watched hisfather. Thisis not good!

But Flame smiled at his son as he handed the device to the agent. His look seemed to say, Trust me! He
even winked at the worried Spark.

"Depressthe red button.”

Everyone turned eyes to the device so no one noticed the bright red sparkles that appeared in Flames
gray eyes.

The agent winced as the controller grew amost uncomfortably hot, then asmall bluefirebird appeared in
mid-air.

"Holy shit!" Agent castle gasped asthe bird began to circle in the air around him.

"Moveabit, Agent Cagtle, and it will follow your movements." Numbly, Agent Castle shifted the device
to the right and watched as the bird moved accordingly.

"Holy shit!" he repeated in awe, hismouth hanging open.

Even as he stared wide-eyed at theillusion, the devise became red hot and began to spultter.



"Shit!" he yelled as he dropped the control, winking the bird out of existence. He watched the device
smoke and sizzle as he blew on his hand.

"No!" Ember wailed. "That wasthe last one! It burned up!*

She turned furious eyes toward the agent and then to James as she knedled and stared at the melting
piece of metal and chips.

Picking it up, shetossed it from hand to hand, muttering "oh" and "hot" as she blew on it.

"Do you know how long it took meto get that thing working? Now | don’t have a prototype! Thisisal
your fault!"

"Miss, | do gpologize," the agent stuttered, as he watched the beautiful glaring woman.

"Being sorry isn't going to fix thismess! | haveto start dl over! It took me yearsto build thisthing, and
now | can’t build another onel”

"Surely, you have plans, blueprints, hard copies?' the agent asked in arush, as he moved to her side. He
could just imagine what thistechnology could do for warfare! Thiswas revolutionary.

"No, | don't!"

"Why not?'

"Why not?' Ember glared at the man as her thoughts raced to formulate an answer.
"Because they burned in the firel" Zanya added and dl in the room turned to face her.
"What fire?" the agent asked, his eyes narrowing on Zan.

"The onein my house," Spark added quickly, hugging Zan to him. "We were lucky to makeit out divel
Wiring, you know."

"Yeah!" Ember added findly rising to her feet with the melted lump of metd in her hand.
"Y ou mean to tell methat you had no backups? Not on computer?

"Um, no," Spark sighed. "1 was working on them the night before, but | forgot to put them back. They
werelogt in thefire that gutted my bedroom.”

"Oh, come on!" James nearly screamed as he stepped forward. "Don't tell me that you are going to
bdievethisbullshit?'

"I held the device, James," Agent Castle Sighed, as he looked longingly at the ruined technology in
Ember'shand. "1 operated it mysdlf! Thisexplainsthingswell enough for me."

“But my sister..."

"If you are having family problems, the FBI is not afamily counselor, James! Y ou know that! But at least
my trip wasn't atotd waste. Mr. Macintyre, | would like to discuss this technology with you and your



lovely daughter, if | may?'

"Well," Kenddl snorted. "Y ou go from wanting to dissect usto wanting to screw my daughter.”
"Madam, | never..." stuttered the agent.

"Your eyessaidit dl. Y ou want to screw her out of family secrets or just plain screw her.”
Agent Castle had the nerve to blush. Was he so transparent?

"Mother, he wanted no such thing," Ember laughed, making the agent blush worse.

"I believethat we shall discussthisat alater date, Agent. The programming, not screwing my daughter.”
Fame chuckled.

"l never...Mr. MacIntyre. | would...."

"I believeit istimefor usto depart, my Kendal." Flame reached out his arm and Kendall snorted once
at the agent, glared at James, and nodded to Eric and Ame, before taking it and turning to leave.

" till want apiece of that James character,” Kendall snarled, fierce as ever about her babies.

"Spark will attend to that, my love,” Flame added gently, as he guided hisfamily out of the door.

Ember winked at the agent before turning to follow her parents. "Pleasure to have met you," she Sighed,
and blew him akiss.

"The pleasureisal mine" Agent Castle murmured, as he watched her rounded hips and firm butt
swaying from the room.

"Y ou can stop drooling now," James snapped, as the door closed. "She' sgone.”

"I think I'll be on my way. | have to report to my superiors. The only reason | am not sore &t you,
James, is because we may have discovered auseful talent in thisfamily. Imagine acomputer that small
producing such alifelikeimage!"

"Whatever," James snarled ashe glared at Spark, who was il holding hissgter tightly in hisarms.

"I’ll be on my way then. Good day, folks," Agent Castle muttered as he walked out the door, no doubt
thinking of what kind of bonus he was going to get for this discovery. And how he could meet up with
that Ember again. Grrrr! She was aknock out.

"Eric, Mrs. Heart, would you mind leaving? | believe | need to have some words with James.”

"Yeah," Eric snorted. "Y ou tak to theracist ditist pinhead, will ya? | am suddenly in need of ashower.”

"Wel, you did leave your things at my penthouse, Eric,” Ame purred as she ran onefinger suggestively
up the man’ sarm. "That and the Strawberry jam.”



There wastota slenceasdl eyeswent to Eric.

"What?' he asked loudly. "Am | not allowed to have asex lifetoo? Do you think al | do isdap makeup
on the brain dead?'

Slence.

"With al of this speculation about my sex life, no wonder you were ill avirginl™ Eric added for Spark’s
benefit.

"Thisisnot about me! Thisisabout you and...and...."

"Ame" Zanfindly got out. "Y ou are screwing Eric?!

"Well, | haveto test these story ideas, now don’t |7

With asniff, she grabbed Eric by the arm and pulled him towards the door.
"Y ou handle your business, dears. | have...research to finish.”

The door closed on the two of them, leaving behind Zanya, Spark, James, and atension so thick you
could cut it with aknife.

Chapter Thirty

"Now, | think it’stime we had alittle discussion,” Spark snarled, turning abruptly to face James.

"l have nothing to say to you."

"Oh, but you do!"

As Spark stepped closer, his anger began to rise. He was so mad at this man who had tried to destroy
hisfamily and hisrelaionship with Zanya, that he could kill him.

"What? Y ou're going to tell methat | am filled with ddusonstoo?'

"Oh, you are not delusional.” With every step, Spark's anger began to fill him, making the room
uncomfortably hot, making hisbody pulse with his heartbest.

"What the fuck?' Jamestook a step back as Spark’s red hair began to weave around his body like some
red slken aurathat was sending out awarning to all he opposed.

"Do you think thisisthe firgt time we were exposed, James?' Spark bit off, as he passed Zanyaand
continued to stalk her brother.

"ld bema, id beklonta"



"Oh, shit!" James hissed as he turned to Zanya. "What did he say?"

"I don't know if | hear you," Zan answered. "After dl, | am not your family! Remember? 1 am one of
them.”

"Zan?" James was growing desperate.

"Not thefirgt, not thelast,” Spark trandated while he grinned.

He began to fed that old familiar hum as his energies began coursing through hisveins once more. His
eyes began to sparkle and bright red flashes of lighting pulsed through his hair, creating theillusion that his
body was beginning to glow, lighting up from within.

"What are you?" James was now too stunned to do anything but stare! He was frozen in place, ashis
worse nightmare became redlity.

"l am Spark," he answered. "1 am the Keeper of the Flame.”

As he spoke, he raised hishands at his sides and the temperature in the room began to jump, the
pressure building so high that their ears began to pop.

"l am of fireandice; | am the harnesser of destruction.| am not human ."

With every word, the sparkling increased until his eyeslooked like a starburst of power, glowing and
changing, never dimming or fatering. He raised his hands before him and James sucked in aquick bresath,
but relaxed as nothing happened.

Then suddenly alarge red tiger burst into being. Crystdline shards of ice made up hisstripesand his
eyes glowed afierce blue. Long claws of ice scraped the ground with his every step as he turned and
sighted James. The beast began to stalk.

"Zanyal" James cried as hetried to step toward his Sster, but ared streak of fire lurched in hisdirection,
blocking his path at the first step, asif thisthing could anticipate his every move.

Sweat beaded up on hisforehead, as histerrified eyes remained glued to the beast of ice and flame.

"You are not thefirst to try and entrap us, James," Spark continued. "And no doubt, you will not be the
last. But we have aplan for such an emergency.”

"You are pyrokinetic!" James ssammered, his eyes darting from Spark to thetiger that held him at bay.
Hetook a step back and the creature followed, invisible waves of heat rising from his body.

"No, | am not. Actudly, | am something that your FBI agent would have loved to get hishandson. | am
one hundred percent pure, al outer space dien, James. Pleased to mest you."

Spark gave ashort mocking bow and the tiger gracefully followed his movements.

For amoment, James forgot about his sister, the tiger and that fear that had plagued him since he'd been
|eft donewith this madman.

"Alien?'



He wheezed. Histhroat felt tight, as shock took over his body.
"Alien.

Spark grinned sadigtically as he took astep towards James, flinging hishair back, profiling for his captive
audience.

"What...what are you going to do?"

Spark continued smiling as suddenly the windowsin the room iced over with a sharp cracking sound.
James shivered as suddenly he felt shards of cold fear dicing through hisveins. He took a step back,
only to fed hisfeet begin to rise off of the ground. He threw hisarms out, searching for purchase and
finding none asthe ceiling drew closer.

"Now, | have aproblem, James," Spark murmured, as he walked close to the man who was so frozen
siff with fear that if hisbody bent alittle, it would have broken. Holding hisbody up with acombination
of hot drafts and cool gusts, the miniature tornado held the man at the perfect height to scare some sense

into him.

"l have abig problem. What to do about James.” It was a Statement. James knew that Spark was going
to do something horrible to him, but the question was till what.

"Uh, Spark?' Zanyawas getting a bit worried. Was Spark going to kill her brother? The possibility that
he could actudly do someone physica harm had never occurred to her! Spark was such a gentle soul!

But then, she had never seen him this angry, this bent on protecting what he considered his. What he was
doing with his‘energies;’ ashe caled them, was amazing! She never would have thought a human being
capable of such! But then, Spark was not human.

"Not now, Zanya," he said, his concentration gtill focused on James. "'l am trying to make my position
clear to your brother."

"But Spark, remember. Heismy brother.”

Zan turned away from the look of pitiful gratitude that filled James eyes. She may not want him deed,
but the poison that spewed forth from his mouth burned a hole in her heart where her love for him had
resided.

Congdering her words, Spark glared at James as he dowly lowered the man to the floor. The room
began to warm asthe energy tiger roamed fregly around him, preventing him from bolting from the room.

"My God!" James breathed as hetried to gather hisequilibrium. ™Y ou haveto get away from him, Zan!"

"Shut up!" Spark suddenly roared, startling both Zanyaand her bother. " Just shut up! | have had enough
of you!"

Asheroared hisanger, thetiger leaped asif out of hiscontrol.

Zanyascreamed as the energy beast landed on her brother, lashing out at him with claws of ice, ripping



hisshirt into shreds.

James fell back, shrieking and screaming as he struggled to fight off a cresture that was everywhere at
once! The dashing claws and the ripping teeth brushed againgt his skin, sending aternate chills and flares
of white-hot hegat through his body!

Was he going to die? Was this the last he would see of hissister?

Then as suddenly as the attack had begun, it ended.

James|ooked up and saw Spark standing above him, eyes glowing red with his hate, his chest heaving
ashe stared at hisnemesis.

"Get up!" Spark snapped.

"What?'

"I said get your punk ass up off of the floor, James! It’ stime we settled this thing between us."

"What are you going to do?"

James shakily got to hisfeet, findly beieving that he' d bitten off more that he could chew. Bravado and
quick talking was not going to get him out of thisone! Suddenly, al of his prgjudices and his anger
towards this man and hisfamily seemed shallow and pointlesst Why did aman aways reflect upon his

wrongs when he knew he was about to die?

"Since Zanyawould be disgppointed if | killed you, | am going to have to settle for kicking the shit out of
you ingtead.”

Then thefirgt fist flew.

James staggered backwards as Spark's massive fist connected neatly with his nose, knocking him
backwards as his arms flung out for balance.

Sniffing, James wiped the flow of blood that had begun to dribble down his chin as he stared at the man.
"You and me?' he asked. "No magic, no hocus pocus?’

"You and me," Spark affirmed, ready to lash out at this man for al of the problemsthat he had caused,
for each and every shadow he'd put into Zanya' s beautiful cat-green eyes.

"And what assurance do | have that you won't get mad and fry me?”

"The same assurance you gave me before you decided to sic the FBI on my tail and involve my whole
family because you can't accept your Sster deeping with aman of mixed races.”

James blanched abit at this, but quickly recovered.

"Mixed races? Y ou arefucking ET!" James roared, as his anger took control of him again, blotting out
his common sense.



"James, you are agold-plated ass!" Spark snorted. ™Y ou didn't like me because you thought that my
mother was black and my father white. Now that you discover that | am not an interracia child, you hate
me because | am from another planet! Are there any phobias that you don't have?'

"Bagtard!" James hissed, as he launched himself at Spark, conveniently forgetting that the man
outweighed him by agood forty pounds and he had to reach up to throw a punch.

Spark stood fast and let James' fist strike him in the jaw. Nothing happened.
Spark did not move an inch under the force of the blow.

James drew back hisarm in preparation for another assault, but was stunned motionless as Spark began
tosmile

"Lookslike you are not much of apunk after al, James. But you are ill an assl™

After that, James received a beating unlike any seen on this planet

Spark swung methodicaly, firgt hitting Jamesin the right eye, and then the | eft, leaving them both a bit
more colorful. Two body blows sent the smaller man staggering backwards where he bumped into the

door of the darkroom and then bounced to the floor.

"Enough!™ Zanya screamed as she jumped in front of Spark, stopping the rain of blowsthat surely would
have killed her brother. "Enough, Spark! Stop it! You'll kill him!"

Spark halted, his breath heaving in his chest, as he stood over the fallen man. Heturned hard eyesto
Zanya, and dowly hisanger began to melt away. He understood her reasons.

"I knew that you would stand by me," bresthed James, as he pulled himsdlf to hisfeet. "Blood is thicker
than weter!"

"l stopped him because | didn’t want him to kill you, James."
"I know!" He pulled himsdlf to hisfeet. "Now let’ sget out of herel”
Heturned superior eyesto Spark, smirking abit through hisrapidly swelling lips.

"Y ou misunderstand me, James," Zan corrected. "'l stopped him from killing you so that hewouldn’'t go
tojall."

James sucked in adeep breath, his shock evident as he digested hissster'swords. "Zanya! Y ou can’t
mean to...."

"I haveand | do!" Shetuned to face her brother, pulling Spark's armstightly around her. ™Y ou are no
brother to me, James. | don’'t even know you anymore! Y ou are astranger that looks like the man | once

respected.”

"Zanya." James blinked, wiped his nose on the shreds of his shirt and took a step towards her. "Let me
explan!”

"Explain what? That you are aracist bigot? That you hate Spark far more that he hates you? That you



embroiled hisfamily in your machinations?'

"Heisan dien, Zanya Y ou don’t know what heis going to do to you!"
"Loveme! Heisgoingtolove me, James Thatisdl | ever wanted!"
"But he should be contained! When | tell Agent Castlethis....”

"Hewon't believe you," Spark added as he glared at the fallen man. "No one would believe you, and
your career asawriter will be over, unless you want to go and work for the tabloids.”

"But...but you are dangerous! The world needsto know!"

"First me" Zan began. "Then the FBI. Then theworld! Who are you trying to save? What are you trying
to prove, James?"

“That | love my sgter!”
"If you love me, then go. Go James! Go far away from me! | don’t want to see your face again!”
James was gtricken. "Y ou don’t mean that, Zan!"

"I mean it, James. And the next time, | will let Spark singe you a bit to get my point across. | have no
brother."

Her eyesfilled with tears...tears of what was now |ogt.

"I amyour only family.”

"I have Spark. Heis my family now, James. Y ou never wanted to be apart of thisand hereisyour way
out. Go back to where you came from. Go back and tell that informant of yours he can go to hell for al |
care. Spark ismy man, James. And | am never letting him go.”

Beaten, James glared at his sister and then the big, red-headed ape that held her.

His eyes blazing with hate, he stormed past his sister—the woman who was no longer his sister—and
the man that he now hated with an dl-consuming passion.

"Oneday | will get even with you," he hissed as he passed Spark.
"| await that day with grest pleasure.”

Thedoor clicked shut, asilent ending to what could have been apromising beginning for them dl,
instead was a death knell to al things wished, hoped, and prayed for. An ominous quiet filled the room.

Zanyalooked at Spark...and burst into tears.



Chapter Thirty-One

"Zan." Spark reached out and brought her into his arms as her tears spilled down his chest. "Y ou were
not meant to spill your tears over what happened,” he soothed, burying his head in her hair. ™Y ou cannot
cry for what happened.”

"l...am...crying, Spark," she sniffled, trying to pull hersaf under control. "For what could have been.” She
finished inarush.

"Then cry, Zanya," Spark urged. "Get it dl out so that we can start our future fresh.”

His armstightened around her as he pushed her head down between his massive pecs and she rested
just above histhundering heart.

"Haveyou ever felt fragile, Spark?" she sobbed. "Have you ever fdt delicate? Right now, if | breathe too
hard, I think | might break."

Spark felt his own eyes water as he held his sobbing mate. Now, at this point, histough, strong,
independent Zanya seemed so small and fragile. He never wanted to see her thisway again.

Findly, the storm of tears|et up.

Zanyallifted her red-rimmed eyes as she pulled away. Sniffling, she wiped the back of her hands across
her eyes, blinking rapidly. Her lips soread in atumultuous smile. With her ragged hair and her face dightly
swollen with her tears, Spark thought that she never looked better.

"You are beautiful," he whispered, as he reached out and caught atear on histhumb, then quickly
brought it to hismouth.

"Spark," she admonished, as her hands went to her hair and then to tug at her clothes, trying to bring
them to rights. A rosy blush filled her cheeks. Shewas Hlill feding abit vulnerable, but she knew she
would be protected with Spark.

"Youaremine," he said as he ran hisfingers across her arms, smiling ashefet her ams shiver, felt her
body began to respond to his.

"Issex dl that you can think about?" she snapped, trying to sound stern and woefully failing.
"Gee, Zan," Spark sighed. "1t’ s been some twenty odd years. Give aguy abreak.”

"l did," shesad, feding more like her old sdif. "I broke your cherry and you have been following me
around with puppy-dog eyes ever since.”

"Puppy-dog eyesl" As he spoke, he pouted hislips abit, dropped his head, wrinkled his forehead and
balefully stared at her from beneath hislong lashes.

"Modelgl" Zanyalaughed as he batted hiseyes at her. ™Y ou can never trust them. They dl have alook.”

"That wasn't alook! That was sincere pain from degp within my heart!" He again tried the pitiful look



with hiseyes but could not hold it for fear of laughing.
"Sincere, my Aunt Fanny!"
"Y ou have an Aunt Fanny?'

"Oh, Lord," Zanyamoaned, looking towards the heavens. ""Please hel p Opie Cunningham get his head
on draight!"

"Opie! | am not Opiel" Spark snarled, replete with indignation as he leered a her. 'l anmorelikea
red-headed lion out on the prowl! Grrr!"

He hunched down and started stalking her, making her giggle as he backed her towards the stairs that
led to her living area.

"Nah, your dad isthe lion, Simba! Y ou are merely acub with afull head of hair and a deep growl."
"Simbal" Spark wailed, then charged.

Shrieking with laughter, Zanya exploded up the stairs, looking back over her shoulder to scream in mock
terror before dashing to the bedroom.

"Got yal" Spark laughed as he tackled Zan onto the bed and commenced with the tickle torture.
"Say you love me!" he ordered.

"No!" she giggled, unableto catch her bregath.

"Say you love mel" Heintensified his attack, rolling them over the bed, heaving his body above hers.
"l loveyou!"

"Good!" But instead of letting up, he began to tickle new spots, making Zan curl up into aball to protect
the parts he hadn’t yet reached.

"Now say you want me!"

"I-1, oh, that tickles! Stop! Oh, | want you!"

"Very nice. Now say you'll marry mel"

"What?'

All laughter stopped.

"Say thet agan?’

Spark released her and helped roll her onto her back. Her cat-green eyes stared up at him, shock

evident on her face. She brushed her hair out of her eyes and using her arms, pulled herself backwards
until shewas sitting up, facing him.



"Say that you'll marry me, Zan. Y ou will never find another man who loves you asmuch as| do.”
Spark sat at her hip and took her tiny hand and enveloped it within his much larger one.
For amoment he stared at those hands entwined, then brought them to hislips.

Hefdt hisheart pound while carefully thinking about hiswords and trying to get them into some
semblance of order. Thiswastoo important for him to pull aklutz-job now. Thiswas hisfuture.

"From the moment | met you, Zanya, | knew that | wanted you. | saw you standing in that elevator and |
couldn’t remember my own name, let lone how to bresthe, to talk, to walk without tripping.”

"Oh, | remember," Zanyagiggled, asmile of remembrance lighting her face. "But you were so damn
cute”

He blushed a bit and ducked his head, but gamely brought his eyes back to hers.

"Then when | put you on the back of my bike, | wanted to take off and never bring you back. | wanted
to lose mysdlf inyou, Zan. And when we made lovefor thefirg time..."

He breathed hard as he shuddered in remembered ecstasy.

"And when we were together for the first time, | thought that my world had been shattered. Shattered
and remadein your image."

"Spark," Tearsagain filled Zanyd s eyes as she stared at this beautiful, brave man who had endured so
muchin hislife. Sheran the back of her hand againgt his cheek; sighing as he nuzzled into her embrace,
like the big jungle cat she often compared him to.

"Zanya, | knew then that | loved you. | knew | would never be complete without you. | knew that | had
to have you. Even if you were humoring the virgin boy. ..experimenting, taking pity on me, whatever...|
had to have you. And when you said you loved me, when | looked into your eyes and knew that you
meant it. | knew that | would never let you go. Please, Zan! Marry me. Be mine for eternity. Be mine for
our lifetimes. Judt...bemine"

He brought his eyesto meet her green ones, Sighing again with the force of emotionsthat clearly showed
on hisface, aswdl asin hiswords,.

"I love you. And no matter your answer, | dwayswill."
"Oh, Spark!" she breathed, as her tears began to flow down her face.

"Zanyal Don't cry!" Spark urged as he wiped her tears away with hisfree hand. "Don’t ever cry on
account of me.”

He began to ook scared as he stared at her, wondering what was going on inside her head.

"Spark, | loveyou," Zan managed, her voice cracking. "1 love you morethan | ever thought it was
possibleto loveaman! I'm...filled with joy! Yes, I'll marry you!"

"Zan!" Spark sprang across the few inches separating them and envel oped her again in his embrace,



laughing away hisfears and feding the love he held for her envelop them both.

Laughing, Zan held him just as hard. She hoped to imprint this moment in her memory, so that when it
wastime for her spirit to leave her body, thiswould be the memory that comforted her, that eased her on
her journey to the great beyond.

"But," she added, as she pulled back abit, “1 want afew conditions!"

"Name them!™ Spark laughed as he began to drop soft little kisses dlong her face.

"| get equd time with you on the pulley and spreader bar!™

Laughing, he pulled back and smiled so brightly, it blotted out the sun.

"Tying me upisnot the same.”

"l don't carel”

"If I mugt,” helaughed. "But remember...I have ameta four poster bed for areason. Revengeis sweet!”
Heleered a her again, making her explode into giggles asaways.

"Revenge," she chuckled, then her face cleared.

"What isit?1 didn't mean I'd do anything dragtic,” Spark explained. "1 would never put you in nipple
clampsor mummify you."

"My brother, Spark. He's still out there, and he will want revenge. Heisnot oneto let achalengeor a
defeat go unanswered.”

"Then | will bewaiting for him, Zanya. | will not let him harm you.”

"It'snot mel am worried about. Helll try to hurt you, Spark, you and your family. And now that he
knows..."

"Nothing will happen. He cannot touch us! This| swear, Zanya. We dl will be safe. | promise.™

Hating to ruin the moment, Zanyanodded, and again wrapped hersaf around her man, her mate, her
future husband. But even as shereveled in the joy, in the promise of the future, shefelt anicy cold shiver
diding down her spine.

James was il out there. And until they knew what he was up to, she would be on guard. All stubborn,
red-headed aliens needed somebody to watch their backs. Flame had Kendall, and Spark had her! She
would bethere for him and protect them all because, quite smply, Spark was hers and sheloved his
wholefamily.

Y es, she thought, all men needed protecting from themsalves and from others. Even if he was a Keeper
of the Flame,



Epilogue

“Summer isaperfect timefor awedding,” Violet sghed, as helooked down at Ember, who stood
amiling & hisside. “1 can't believe that they are going through with this”

“I can’t believe they managed to get the bedroom fixed intime.”

“Ember, must you be so damn cynica dl thetime?’ Violet asked, as he glared down at the woman, one
of hisbest friends and the Maiden,ha , of Honor at the wedding.

Well, shedid kind of look virgina in the empire-waist gown that seemed to be made of severd layers of
pae gauzy materid. Tight to the elbow, the gown boasted |ong tulip-shaped deeves that hung nearly
threeinches from her fingertips. The cream color was accented by gold embroidery at the tight bodice
and deeves, and then continued in pattern throughout the dress. On her head was asnood of gold filigree
that she had created. The overal look was very modest, until shelifted thetrain of her dress. Under it she
woreapair of thigh-high leather boots.

“I am not cynical, dear Violet,” she chimed, as she watched her twin lean down for the twentieth timeto
lay asmadl kisson hisbride' slips. “Just practica.”

Zanyawas dressed as befitted a queen.

Her hair had been pulled up into anest of curls, and atiaraof gold and preciousjewelslay onit. Her
gown was pure blinding white, agift from their mother, Kendall. Made of silk and velvet, it boasted alow
cut bodice that bared as much asit concealed. Thetight velvet lifted her bosom to shelf-like stature and
cinched in at her smal wait, before coming to a ddlicate point over her pelvis. The gold embroidered silk
of the skirt seemed to reflect the colors of thetiara, the fur trim around the waist giving it just a savage
touch. The deeves were not attached to the dress, but were separate tight sheaths that started at her
biceps and continued to delicate points over the back of her hands. On her feet, unknown to Violet and
the other guests, shewore apair of tight thigh-high lesther boots with high pointy hedls, agift from
Ember.

Violet grumbled and took Ember's arm, intending on leading her closer to the merriment.
“Give me asecond,” Ember chided, as he pulled back. “I think | see someone | need to talk to.”

Violet nodded, splendid in purpletights, high boots, and velvet tunic, turned and made hisway to
congratul ate the happy couple.

Unnoticed by the crowd of partygoers dressed in their Renaissance best, Ember darted through the tall
trees and closed booths on the festiva grounds.

The further she walked back towards the forested area, the more muted came the sounds of [ute, flute,
and drum. The voices began to fade and soon became just a distant backdrop to the quiet that was now
taking over.



Shadows deepened as she held up her dressin one hand and pushed branches aside with the other.

“I know you are here,” she said, into the dim stillness that surrounded her. *Y ou may aswell come on
ajt'”

Nothing.

“Okay, James.” Ember laughed. “But you should know that your informant has met with alessthan
desirableend. You seg, | get thisevil streak in me sometimes. It makes me do bad things to those who
hurt my family. And | would kill to protect what | consder mine. That’ sthe benefit of being aHouse
Lady.”

Sill dlence.

“Okay. We will play the game your way, James. But remember, if | catch you around my brother with
other than the olive branch of peace, your assismine.”

Slence.
Then, “What did you do to him.”

The small voice echoed throughout the trees, agood way to disguise hislocation. And it worked in this
instance, because Ember had no desire to go trekking throughout the woods to find him.

“Are you concerned about afriend, or mad because your source is gone?’

“What did you do to him?" The voice sounded frustrated.

“Asif youcare”

“What?’

“Wall, let’ sjust say that he had an unfortunate accident while bearing atorch afew weeks ago.
Unfortunately it scared him so badly he's afraid to go near fire now. Something about it coming aive and

chasing himin the form of hisworst nightmares. Persondly | think heisinsane. How about you?’

“You monger!”

“Hmm, yes. | rather thought that would be your reaction. But if you want, | can go and find him at his
mother’ s placein West Virginia He can be another unexplained case of spontaneous combustion, if you
want meto put him out of hismisery.”

“Bitch!”

“Hmm, yes, | gathered that would be your reaction to my suggestion. Well, aslong as you keep your
tired assin the woods, James, and not come any closer to true happiness, | won’t have to make your
nightmares aredity too.”

“Too late, lady. My nightmare just married my sster.”

“And what agood nightmare heis, too! Did you see the full-page layout in Romantic Weekly? The



billboards that dmost caused atraffic jam near the Harbor Tunnel? Oh! How about that interview on
World News Tonight? Asfar as nightmares go, he comes off pretty clean cut and well mannered. The
public just loveshim.”

“Heand dl of your kind are amenace. Y ou should al be destroyed to keep humanity safel”

“Asif you care about humanity, James. Y ou till can’t get over the fact that your Sister loves someone
more than you. | dmost wish | could take you to my home planet. Then you would discover thetrue
meaning of menace.”

Slence.

“Okay, | guessthis conversation isboring you as much asit is boring me. Hope | don’t see you around,
James. The resultswould be...unpleasant.”

She turned and walked away, joining the wedding party, her handsome brother and his pretty wife. But
something she had said began to eat at her. She began to wonder what Testrios, their real home, was
like

James watched the adlien walk away, hisheart racing in his chest. She had dl but threatened to kill him!
He had thought she had killed hisinformant, but found himself indifferent that hewas il dive. If hewere
dead, James could use him as an example of savagery. But dive, hewas just another casualty not worthy
of attention. The public didn’t much like stool pigeons and back stabbers, so the short runt was useless.

But he watched from afar as his sister took vows to that creature, watched as she had pledged to love
and honor him, to become hisfamily.

She had family, afamily she decided to forsake for hiskind. Thiswas an insult that he would not soon
forget.

He turned and stormed away, ignoring the little voice indde that said maybe he was wrong, that he
missed hissster, that he redlly loved her and wanted her happiness.

But he turned and walked away, anger riding his heds, and the little part of him that loved, that fdlt, that
regretted, cried.

* k * k %

Spark smiled down at Zanya, hislove, hislife, hiseverything.

Never did she look more beautiful! The whiteness of the gown made her skin seem creamy and smooth,
her eyes deeper, her smile blinding. How heloved her.

“Did you wear that for me?’ she giggled, as she examined him yet again from head to foot, admiring the
long velvet tunic he wore, the silk pants tight enough to be a second skin and the knee-high boots that
seemed to strain around his calves. Her Spark was dressed to thrill! But the most exciting piece wasthe
thin gold codpiece, the rather large thin gold codpiece that strained to cover his magnificence.

“WEell, it was one of the reasons we got together,” he blushed as he spoke, “ And one of my fondest



memories! Thewoman | desired on her kneesin front of me, my parents staring shocked a the woman
who was corrupting their baby boy, my sster giggling in the background...”

“Shut up Spark,” Zan groaned, as ablush filled her cheeks. Sherolled her eyes at her husband, then
turned to face the crowd that had gathered around them.

Eric had ablast doing all of their hair before the ceremony. He was a so responsible for the makeup on
half the women. Herefused to |et them tarnish the perfection of Spark and Zanyal's entrance by appearing
lessthe perfectly coiffed. They had groaned and let him do what he wanted. It was easier than fighting
him.

At hissdewas Ame Heart, avery satisfied Ame Heart. In onefell swoop, she managed to play
matchmaker to her close friend and launch a publishing coup that would be forever imitated, but never
duplicated. Nothing could ever top the Spark phenomenon and she was banking on that redlity. Sales
shot through the roof, and Areiana James book, the first cover, the one with Spark all tied up and
seductively staring from benegth afringe of hisfiery red hair, was now going for over two hundred dollars
at auction. And the pictures of Spark and her daughter were treasured mementos that she kept closeto
her heart.

Caressa, Gloria, the Infamous Dr. Dick, and afew of the Crystal Faces models added atouch of
glamour to the proceedings as they pranced around trying to out vogue one another.

And standing back, smiling and content, Flame and Kendall smiled at their growing family.

“Did you ever think, My Mistress that we would end up likethis?” FHame asked, as helifted hismate's
hand to his mouth and placed a ddicate kissthere.

“If I knew, | would have shoved you back into thelake,” Kendall laughed, as her eyes sparkled up a
her man.

“Something is happening with Ember,” Flame said quietly, as he watched his daughter rgjoin the
fedtivities, alook of concentration on her face.

“What?’ Ingtantly Kendall wasin mother lion mode, out to protect her cub from the world.

“| am not sure, but be not surprised, Kendall, if sudden change occurs soon. Sheislooking abit
restiess”

“Maybe she needs romancein her life. Lord knows she has enough work both in the lab and with her
glveramithing.

“Maybe,” FHlame said, as he shook his head, sending hisfiery red hair cascading around his
black-on-black velvet outfit that befitted his stature as father of the groom. “But et us contemplate
happinessfor atime, my wife.”

“Happiness?’

“Yes! One child properly mated and a bit more privacy.”

“You just want to get into Spark’ s collection of eroticawithout him knowing!” Kendal giggled, thered
velvet gown she wore making her tarcas brown eyestwinkle.



“Who do you think bought them for himin thefirst place?’
Her giggles ended, mid-laugh.

“Have you ever heard of asex swing?’ he purred, causing her to dmost swallow her tongue before he
led hisnow quiet and unresisting wife over to congratul ate their children once again.

“To long life, happiness, and pleasures beyond the heart’ s capacity!” Flame cried out, as he saluted his
son and the bride. “May the winds always be at your back. May the fire of Mother Earth warm you, may
the cool of ice soothe you, may the earth stay firm beneath your feet, and may the waters always run
clear and plentiful! Happiness, my son! Joy! Wedth! Lovel”

“Huzzah!” the merrymakers cheered.

“But | already possessdl of that, Father!” Spark, laughing, called back. “1 possess the most perfect
creature ever to be formed on this planet. And today | married her, | put aball and chain around her
ankle and locked her to mefor dl eternity!”

The crowd cheered.

“Hmm, then | wish ablessing for you and me, my son! Something that will give us much peacel”

“What isit, father?’ he called back. “1 am indeed curious about thisblessing!”

“Grandchildren!”

Everyone exploded into laughter at his comment, and the fiery blush that exploded onto hisface.

“Daaasaad!” Spark wailed, to the enjoyment of the crowd!

“What am | going to do with you?” Zanya sniggered at Spark's embarrassment.

“Loveme?’ heasked, looking down at her with dl hefdt in his heart, while the laughing people around
them seemed to disappear.

“Morethanlife,” she answered softly, before hislips covers hers. “Morethan life.”
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