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Found in the mailbox…



Congratulations, Jamie! You’ve won an all-expense-paid week on beautiful Chimera Island!



Located in the geographical center of the Bermuda Triangle, Chimera Island offers both mystery and natural beauty beyond compare. Only the most adventurous traveler is welcome on Chimera, and we’ve determined that’s you, Jamie. Absolutely no obligation, but you must book now. Call 1-800-555-4AEM or visit www.margaretriley.com/aoem.html today to book your fantasy trip of a lifetime!
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Margaret Riley, CEO



Chapter One



Everything Niko owned, he had taken for himself. All of it, from the tapestries on his walls, summoned from the chapels of twelfth-century monasteries, to the candles on his tables, drawn forth from bins in the mainland stores. Theft? Perhaps. Certainly those from whom he took found the items to be missing. But what did it matter? He had need of, or wanted them. Sufficient cause and reason in his opinion to seize what he desired. He leaned back in his favorite chair, liberated from a dimension man had not yet breached, and stretched out his arms and legs. Ahhh -- so good. It fit his kinks perfectly. Supple leather from a beast no Human had ever laid eyes on, padded with soft blankets woven from purest medieval wool, and pillows stuffed with feathers from a fairy tale goose-girl’s flock. Comfortable, yes, and perfect for thinking. Thinking, and doing… other things. He had already bared himself to the waist, casting his black working robes aside and leaving on only the jeans he wore to keep himself warm in his chilly work chamber. His nipples had stiffened in the cool air, forming small points that tingled as small breezes, ever-present, brushed across him. One hand slid to the zipper of his pants. For the moment, he only toyed with the fastening. He had learned anticipation made a climax all the sweeter. For all his taking what he wanted, when he wanted it, he also knew the value of waiting. Waiting, watching, and being watched. He enjoyed it when all eyes were on him, with his fall of soft black hair, his deep brown eyes, and his pale skin stretched taut over lithe muscles. A thing of beauty and a joy forever, eh ? Niko knew himself to be pleasing to the eyes; he had sculpted himself with magic from a plain lump into a marble masterpiece come to life. A prize for anyone who cared to offer himself up. Speaking of which… “Sprite,” he said, soft and lazy, summoning the elemental creature who worked his magic with him. “Come to me now.” He heard a small pop. As a master of the Air element, he held command of the sprites. A tiny being, no more than six inches tall, appeared on the arm of his chair. It was dressed in a toga of sky blue, with pale azure hair that moved as if caught up in a never-ceasing breeze. Amazingly androgynous, it had a face both pretty and filled with utter mischief. “You called, called, called?” it asked, words overlapping one another in a chiming sound.
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Niko reached out a finger to stroke down the creature’s back, from the collar of servitude indicating it was bound to him, to the curve of its pert buttocks. “I did,” he said lazily. “Fetch me a black glass, one of the thin slabs, from my table. I wish to scry. To see him. He who comes to Chimera Island to be my mate.” The sprite made a mocking face, lip twisted up, then disappeared and reappeared on the table. It held up a sliver of dark glass. “This kind, kind, kind?” “The very one.” It shimmered back into being at his hand. “Take it, then.” Niko did, with a frown. The sprite seemed to be almost laughing at him, and that would never do. “Do you mock me?” he demanded. “I can have you and your fellows punished for days if I but say the word. I can take away your breezes and high winds and leave you in a room still as death. Do you desire such pain?” The sprite’s eyes glowed with dark resentment. “No, no, no,” it said, crossing its arms over its chest. “We serve you. No need for punishment.” “Be sure I have no cause to punish you, then.” Niko lifted the glass and gazed into it. A master, a sorcerer such as he, had no need of a fixed object or a shrine to go and See in. So much more convenient than having to part from his nest or worktable. The magics that made it work were as easy as breathing to him, and obeyed his slightest whim without question. He could See anywhere, anything, anyone. That day, he wished to see the man he planned to bind himself to. Chimera Island -- the Agency of Extraordinary Mates. Niko laughed, shaking his head as he ran a finger down his black glass. Who had come up with the idea, he was not certain, but they must have been drunk at the time. A place where men of his stamp, those outside the common mold, could find life partners and brief, heady encounters. As if they could not find pleasure outside this place! Yet they had all flocked to Chimera when news of the Agency’s formation had been touted. He, too, had come, at the express invitation of those with high standing on the island. They needed a mage, a powerful one, to keep the island stable in its location in the Bermuda Triangle. A deliciously dangerous place to work magic. Although he thought the idea of Chimera Island a foolish one, he came gladly to practice the arts. Finding anyone for himself beyond a simple night’s fuck had only recently crossed his mind. Besides not caring for the fairer sex (fairer only in others’ opinions, he might add), he found Chimera’s whole process of selection to be a ridiculous exercise in chance. Invite the mights and maybes… and what would one get? Perhaps nothing. Pah! Such a haphazard way to work. Yet despite the odds, many of his fellows who walked outside humanity had found mates much to their liking. Niko did not consider himself lonely or in need of a partner. Yet he had to admit it would be nice to have someone warm and willing in his bed whenever he felt the urge to slake his body’s needs.



Page 4



Generated by ABC Amber LIT Converter, http://www.processtext.com/abclit.html



But leave it to chance? No, not him. Niko made plans for what he wanted. Niko made sure he got what he desired. Yes, he had written a “winning vacation” letter, but he had made certain it would go to the right person for him. Beneath his left palm rested a small wooden box. Inside lay two clay figurines, small men he had sculpted with his own hands and magic. Both forms were naked, with obscenely large and rampant erections. He’d chanted a spell over them as he shaped the things. “Thee to me, and me to thee, tied together. Let eternity bring what it will. From this moment forward, you are mine to use as I please. You, whoever my true love might be, now belong to me. This is my spell, and this my decree. So mote it be.” Passing them through a candle flame, he had not let them cool down before binding the pair with a silken silver cord, cock to cock and chest to chest. He’d placed them on a bed of down inside his little box, and sealed it with a charm. Unbreakable. Whoever was meant to be his life’s partner, or whoever the magic chose, would come to him. He would not be able to help himself. The dark glass blurred, awaiting his command. “You know the one whom I seek,” he said, stroking it. “I have watched him before, working on his job, or sleeping lonely in his bed. Show me,” he ordered, voice soft and silken. “Let me see him. Let me see Jamie.” The mirror shimmered at him, glowing a deep black, then cleared into the picture of a man sitting at a desk, striving hard over papers and books. “A student of life,” Niko murmured, his hand once again stealing to his zipper. “He searches for hidden treasures in his notes and papers, seeking something new never yet discovered. Writing stories men and women crave to devour. A power all his own. Not equal to mine, but he knows what it is to manipulate the hearts of those who read his words.” Gesturing, he pulled back for a quick look at the man’s room before zeroing back in on him. He saw framed articles and magazine covers, all with the same byline: Jamie Alexander. “A journalist, slaving over his next story. What do you write about, I wonder?” Niko could move in closer to see the words on the man’s laptop computer screen, but they failed to interest him. “Ah, but your days of struggling to create the mundane are soon at an end, my Jamie. Once you are mine, my Pet, I will fill your days with pleasure and freedom to write what you will, so long as you fill my bed at night.” The articles might tell a story, but Niko found the man himself far more worthy of examination at the moment. Perhaps a bit short for his tastes, but with dusky tanned skin, corded muscles, and dark blond hair constantly falling forward into his face. No desk-man’s paunch to be found on him, he looked lean and tight from tip to toe. His lap lay hidden in shadows, but Niko fancied there would be quite a nice cock hidden in his jeans. Oh… yes. Ever so slowly, he slid his own zipper down click by click, loud in the stillness of his chambers. “What will I do with you when you first arrive, my mate?” he said, voice hushed as he gazed at Jamie. “What would you like best?” He knew Jamie was gay. Perhaps closeted, perhaps not, Niko wasn’t sure, but appreciative of men rather than women. He would look at Niko and take pleasure in what he saw. “Shall I kiss you sweetly on the lips?” Niko asked to amuse himself, knowing Jamie could not hear him. “Or should I ravage your mouth? What would you like best?” Jamie’s mouth, soft, with a plump lower lip, invited kisses. Niko imagined sucking it into his mouth and nibbling until Jamie let out a low moan, inviting him deeper. Begging for more. He would control their
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encounter; he would say when more was allowed. But how sweet was the sound of a grown man reduced to pleading! Niko slipped a hand inside his pants, reaching down to encircle his cock. Good… ah, yes, so good . A slow slide up to his uncircumcised tip, a gentle twist around the head, and back down again with another kink of his wrist. Wriggling a bit, he slipped his pants down for better access to himself. He could have simply banished the trousers altogether, but again, anticipation seemed fitting. “Jamie,” he whispered, watching him in the glass. Handsome, to be sure. From the ferocity with which he pounded his keys, and the feverish way he flipped through journals and notes on his desk, Niko deduced Jamie would be a hellcat in bed with his attentions focused on a body, not a book. He admired such dedication to craft. Still, all work and no play… “Striving so hard,” he said with a low chuckle. “Are you not tired? Does your body not require a certain relief?” Niko did not consider himself a selfish man. If he was to feel pleasure, it would be tripled by watching Jamie find bliss as well. The man would enjoy it. Manipulating the magics binding them just a bit, he sent a jolt of pleasure to Jamie’s loins. A tingle starting at the base of his spine and rocketing to his cock and balls. He laughed as Jamie gave a flinch and jerked back from the desk, staring at his crotch. Though he couldn’t hear the man, he could read his lips as he muttered: “What the hell?” “Come on,” Niko coaxed. “Please yourself, to please me. We will love this.” Jamie’s hand came down, wavering over his crotch. He gave a guilty look to the left and to the right, clearly checking to make sure he was unobserved. Then, seizing his delicious, plump lip between his teeth, he carefully opened his button-fly and reached inside. “Oh, yes, yes,” Niko breathed. “Let me see it. Let me see you.” Ever so carefully, Jamie eased his cock out onto his palm. Half-hard, it stiffened under his touch. Niko sent another tweak through the cord of magic binding them. He wanted to see Jamie’s organ fully erect, to know his chosen one’s cock had been worth dreaming about. Jamie’s mouth worked, no doubt letting out a soft cry as his prick hardened into fullness seemingly on its own. Niko read his lips again: “I thought this kind of thing stopped when you passed eighteen!” Niko laughed. Sweet Jamie! What pleasures were in store for his chosen pet once he lay in Niko’s bed and the magic between them could jump from skin to skin! Niko stroked himself slowly as he watched his mate in the mirror. With a last glance around, Jamie leaned back in his hard desk chair and scooted his own pants down past his hips. A truly magnificent cock sprang free, as well as an impressive pair of balls, crowned with luxurious, crinkling golden hair to match what trailed down his waist in a thin line. Yes, good ! Niko himself was smooth, but he adored textures. He could not wait to run his hands through those tangled curls. Slowly, slowly, Jamie ran his palm down his length, to the fat purple head peeking out of its uncircumcised sheath. His thumb rubbed over the tip in a slow circle, merely teasing. He moved as if bringing himself off had long since become a series of practiced movements meant to draw an inevitable climax, not in celebration of the pleasure he felt.
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Niko made a moue with his lips. How uncreative. Clearly, he would have to teach his mate a few things. He might have preferred someone well-versed in the arts of pleasure -- but then again, what delights would he find in teaching his pet the way of bliss within a body-warmed bed? He decided he felt satisfied enough. Jamie cupped his balls with one hand, tugging and rolling them together. Ah, there, such a move showed a bit more imagination, and a liking for slight pain. Letting out a moan Niko could not hear, he twisted his sac just a little, and let his nails scrape a bit. Such perfect behavior for a pet. His nature would lend itself perfectly to servitude in Niko’s bed. “Perhaps I will pierce you,” Niko mused, absently copying Jamie’s actions. “A lovely ring for your cock, and a chain to lead you around with. Would you like the pleasure-pain, pretty one? Or are you too shy, too fearful? Will I have to teach you what it means to be mine?” By all the gods, he hoped so. The image of Jamie’s organ decorated with gleaming silver sent a spasm of pleasure through Niko. A mark of ownership would be the crowning touch. He would fashion the ring after their encounter tonight had finished, and he would be the one to pierce Jamie’s oh-so-tender skin himself when his mate arrived on Chimera. No hands but his own, and Jamie’s, would ever intimately touch Niko’s pet again. Niko guarded his possessions jealously. But what of it? They were his, to do with what he wished. But what he wished, just then, was for Jamie to speed it up a bit. Clearly the man liked to take his time, running his fingers over his shaft with the gentleness of a woman’s light touch. Did he know how to grip hard, harder, hardest? How to wring the orgasm out of a man as water from a sponge? What held him back? In the scrying glass, Niko watched avidly as Jamie tilted his head with pleasure. Eyes half-closed, he reached for a bottle of hand lotion sitting on the corner of his desk. Three pumps and his palm was filled with the slick white substance. Ah, so his mate enjoyed the feeling of slipperiness rather than the roughness of a raw fuck. Niko made a mental note. He would have to teach Jamie the pleasures of both. For now, to amuse himself, he summoned his own palmful of unguent brought forth from Damascus of old. The scent of sandalwood filled the air as he applied it to his cock, slicking it from tip to root. He gripped himself again, ready for what would come next. Jamie had begun pumping his cock in earnest now, eyes almost shut and lashes fanning his pinkening cheeks. His hair clung to his face, damp with sweat. His mouth worked ever so slightly. He sat turned at the wrong angle to lip-read now, but no doubt he muttered wicked, naughty things under his breath. Ah, Niko thought wistfully, if only he could hear them! Soon enough, though, soon enough. He would teach his pet how to say those things to his Master. Words to drive them both higher and higher up the pinnacle of pleasure. Niko timed the motions of his hand to those of Jamie’s, tugging at the magic on a whim so both would feel each other’s pleasure as well as their own. Jamie’s eyes flew open in astonishment as the extra sensation hit him. His free hand gripped his chair arm so hard the knuckles turned white before he moved it, frantic, to his balls and began to tug at them.
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In his chair, Niko arched and cried out. Ah! Such hands Jamie had! With the bliss doubled, he knew they would not last longer than a few moments. Besides, he “felt” it had been a long time since Jamie had indulged himself thus. Like water in a dam, the pressure rapidly built up and up -The orgasm hit them both at once, come spilling from their cocks in heavy, creamy spurts to decorate their chests. Jamie shook like a leaf in the wind as the spasms of pleasure racked him, half tearing him apart and setting his heart thundering with the power of a stallion’s hooves striking hard earth. Niko felt it too, such a powerful throbbing, doubled, tripled, and all the better for it. The last of his pleasure squeezed from him, Jamie fell back in his chair, hand gleaming with come and lotion. He made a futile grab for a box of tissues, sagging when he failed to reach them on the first attempt. Niko laughed. “I would drink this nectar off your skin,” he said. “When we lie together, it will be my tongue cleaning your chest and cock until they are pure as snow once more. But then, you will be ready to go again, and again, and again. We will fuck many a night away, Jamie. Wait and see.” Jamie made a second grab for the tissues, catching hold of them that time. Slowly, still dazed from the unexpected power of his orgasm, he began to dab at his shirt and palm. Grinning, Niko waved at the mirror, turning the glass dark again. Ah, yes. His little foray into voyeurism had been… satisfying. More than satisfying. Sated as a cat who’d drunk a bowl full of cream, he leaned back in his chair, arching and stretching. Yes, it had turned out quite a good thing he had gone along with the others and come to Chimera Island. Otherwise, he would never have had the idea to summon a mate. He would have gone from one man to the other, never taking the time to train a pet for his every pleasure. Jamie belonged to him now. Jamie would be the one to bring him bliss every night. “Sprite,” Niko called sleepily, “when does my mate arrive? Soon?” It had been picking its way through alembics and mortars on his table, pausing to investigate whatever struck its fancy. Sex held no interest for the Elementals. “Tomorrow, tomorrow, tomorrow,” the fey voice chimed back, ringing like fairy bells from every corner of the room. “And my spell, it is a success?” He already knew the answer, but wanted to hear it out loud. “A success, a success,” the sprite answered, still not bothering to look up at him. His creature reported what need be, but pretended no interest in the news -- or did it? It looked up with a wicked little grin, and danced a pavane on the edge of a bowl. “Jamie is under your spell. He is yours. Do with him what you will, but only remember, whatsoever you do to him comes back upon you threefold --” “Bah! Be gone with you, if you have nothing else to say.” Niko banished the prite with a wave. His grandfather, also a sorcerer, had tried to teach him the threefold rule as well. He had died when Niko was still quite young, but Niko had grown to match and rise beyond the old man’s level of power. No threefold rule held him back. Soon, nothing would hinder him from taking his pleasure, either. Tomorrow, eh? Soon, so very soon, he would come to Jamie, and the man would welcome him with open arms.
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Niko grinned to himself. Ah, yes . He could hardly wait.



Chapter Two



It just figured. Didn’t it? How come no matter where you went, the airport vending machines all had the same crap in them? Jamie pressed the button to make the little shelves turn, gazing dispiritedly at browning bananas, limp salads, depressed sandwiches, and dried-out cake. His only other options were crackers or cookies from the other machine. At least with this one he had the choice of healthy food someone had made an effort to provide… a few days ago. Sighing, he took his coins and dropped them in the soda machine instead. His doctor had warned him to stay away from caffeine, so he couldn’t have a cup of coffee. He punched a button and a brownish-red can fell out. “Decaf Doctor Wild!” Well. That was nicely ironic. Jamie popped the top and took a swig. He made a face. Off-brands always tasted the same -- off. He’d been traveling for God knew how long by then, plane after plane, connection after connection, until at last he’d ended up in this small, house-like shack by a tarmac, waiting for a jet to take him across to Chimera Island. Chimera Island. Why did the place’s name make him feel so… odd… every time he thought of it? The invitation crackled in his pocket, carefully kept there in case anyone questioned him. To look at every time he questioned himself. Who was he, to have won an all-expenses-paid dream vacation? And what was up with Chimera, anyway? He hadn’t been able to find it in any travel guides, but the BBB said they checked out as clean. At first, he hadn’t planned to go. But his friends almost forced him into it. Well, his friend. Okay, his neighbor. “You work too hard,” she’d scolded, waving her umbrella under his nose as they stood at the mailbox and he stared at the letter. “No friends, no fun. A vacation is what you need, boy. You go ahead and take it. Promise me. Yes?” He’d buckled. No one could withstand Mrs. Romany’s Glare of Death. That very night, he’d made the
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call and started booking flights. He didn’t know why. Jamie wasn’t a man who went with his impulses anymore. Hadn’t been for a long time. So why now did he feel the urge? Jamie shook his head and took another swallow of the dark soda. Shoving his remaining change in the pocket of his jeans, he headed back out to the sole passenger terminal. It’d been empty of any living souls, including flight attendants, when he’d arrived. Maybe he could stretch out on the seats, get a little sleep, and -Huh. Funny. He hadn’t heard a plane arrive, but it looked like he wasn’t alone any longer. A woman sat out in the middle of the room, in one of the hard plastic chairs, swinging her feet. Short and slight, with a pixyish bob of fiery red hair that matched her nothing-to-the-imagination red sundress, she glanced around herself with serious, catlike curiosity. Jamie slowed his steps, not sure if he wanted her to spot him. Women like her were t-r-o-u-b-l-e, in his experience. She’d want to know everything about him, from his birthplace to why he was there. Maybe it’d be better just to hide out in the snack kiosk until her plane took her away -Oops, too late. Her roving eye had caught sight of him in the kiosk. She waved cheerfully. “Hi, there! I was beginning to think it was just me here!” “Um, no,” Jamie said, stepping out awkwardly. God, women of all sorts made him feel fourteen again, all feet and elbows. He’d known even back then he liked boys better, but they still had the power to reduce him to Jamie-Mamie, the Uber-Geek, even if the mirrors at the gym and over his bathroom sink told him differently. He’d worked hard at developing his muscles, and growing his hair out into the perfect style for his face. Gotten eye surgery to replace thick, cola-bottle lenses. Made himself over. Then he’d hidden in both magazine office cubicle and apartment ever since. “Uh… hi?” She grinned at him, eyes twinkling. “God, ease up. I’m not going to bite you.” “Sorry.” Jamie eased himself down into a seat across from her. Not too far away to insult, but not close enough for “Danger, Will Robinson.” He eyed her carefully. Okay… maybe he could handle this one. She radiated goodwill like the sun sent out beams, and didn’t seem to be judging him on what she saw on the outside. He could tell, sometimes, when a person started gauging him by external measures. Part of making yourself over to look decent meant you got all kinds of unwanted attention -- when mostly all you wanted was to be left alone. “Look,” she said, leaning forward, “I know you’re probably bugged out by this strange chick coming on so strong, but let’s face it, I’m bored and you’re a diversion. I don’t do bored very well. My name’s Ella. And you are?” “Jamie.” He reached out to shake her hand, slightly startled at her good grip. Not many women knew how to give a proper handshake, instead letting their cool fingers rest in his palm for a moment, or going too far in the opposite direction, pumping his hand like a jackhammer handle. She settled back and dug in a voluminous handbag by her side. “I know it’s in here…” she muttered. At last, they both heard a crinkle. “Goldmine! Corn chips.” She came up, dangling a brightly-colored bag. “Share?”



Page 10



Generated by ABC Amber LIT Converter, http://www.processtext.com/abclit.html



Jamie eyed them. The pack looked a little travel-worn, and besides, he wasn’t really into junk food. “Sorry.” Ella shrugged. “More for me.” She tore open the bag and dove in, popping a few of the chips into her mouth. “You ever hear of low metabolism? Mine’s just the opposite. Too high. I have to eat a lot, or I’ll get too skinny. Makes women hate me. And I’m so loveable!” Jamie laughed despite himself. “Might make a few men hate you, too.” She winked. “Yeah. Can’t ignore the tougher sex and their beer bellies. Not like you have one, of course.” Jamie blushed. “Oh, you’re shy. Sorry.” Ella ate another handful of corn chips, swallowed, and smiled at him. “So you’re gay, huh?” Jamie startled. “What? I mean -- you can tell?” “Easy. You’re dressed better than me, even if you do look like you’ve been pulled through a hedge backwards. You have manners, and your hair is styled, not cut. Gay.” Ella licked the salt off one finger. “It doesn’t bother me, mind you. I’m bi.” Jamie blinked. “Oh.” “Yeah. Been a long time since I had a girlfriend, though. I’ve mostly run into men lately. Not to impugn your gender of choice, but can I just say: Holy Mother of God, deliver me from all testosterone-laden jerks?” Ella grimaced. “I mean, what is it with guys these days? If you liberate yourself and have a little fun, you’re a slut. If you cover yourself up, you’re frigid. Wear something to show it all off, and you’re just asking for a slam-bam-thank-you-ma’am. What does it take to satisfy a man?” She waved her hand. “Don’t feel like you have to answer all my questions. I’m just running off at the mouth. But seriously. What does it take to get you interested in a man? What makes a keeper for you?” Jamie swallowed. Truth to tell, it’d been so long since he’d found someone worth keeping past the first awkward drinks in a bar, or a one-night roll in his mattress, that he didn’t know. “Loyalty,” he said, carefully choosing his words. “Someone who doesn’t care if you don’t look quite as hot in your undershirt and sweats as you did on the dance floor. Someone who understands you have to work. Knows you love him, but you have other responsibilities, too.” Ella nodded, face thoughtful, eating still more of the chips. “I savvy. So looks don’t matter?” Oddly enough, Jamie felt himself relaxing under Ella’s influence. “Not as much. I mean, I like someone who looks… good. But a couple of the best guys I’ve met weren’t models, if you understand me. They still had better hearts.” “Mostly it’s the heart that matters to you, then?” Jamie nodded. “Heart. Kindness. Gentleness.” “Plus knowing how to have a damned good time in the sack?”
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Jamie turned fire-engine red. Ella laughed out loud. “Oh, we are gonna have fun together. You’re going to Chimera Island, right?” She pulled a crumpled invitation, exactly the same as Jamie’s, out of her purse, and waved the paper at him. “I figure, why else would you be here? I wouldn’t still be, but I missed the earlier flight. I was in the Ladies’, trying to get a piece of salad out of my teeth.” She made a face. “Stay away from the ‘fresh foods’ dispenser in the kiosk, by the way. I think they haven’t restocked it in a while.” “I figured.” He glanced back. “Wish I had something besides junk to choose from, though. I am kind of hungry.” “Hungry? You’ve come to the right place.” Ella went digging in her bag again and came up with a banana. Only a little bruised, it looked golden yellow and perfect to Jamie. “God only knows how I got fruit through Customs,” she said, turning it over in her hands. “I was saving it for later, but if you’re hungry, eat up now. I like to share.” She extended the fruit to Jamie, who took it. A smile warmed his face. “I appreciate this. I truly do.” “Bah!” Ella waved him off. “So. Chimera Island?” “Yeah,” he admitted, patting the paper in his pocket. “I’ve never heard of them before, but they checked out okay.” “You took the time to check them out? God. I just jumped right for it. I mean, the Bermuda Triangle? I go out there and make it back, I’ll be the envy of my friends.” Ella finished off her corn chips. “Go on, eat your banana.” She winked. “I hear fruit makes certain things taste better. Who knows, there might be a hunky cabana boy on the island who wants to play. You want to be in tip-top shape for him.” Jamie blushed a little, but couldn’t help laughing. There was just something about Ella that made a man feel at home with her, even a gay man with a slight woman phobia. He held the fruit in his hand for a long moment, savoring its firmness and weight. Slowly, he started at the top and unpeeled it in equal strips, each one carefully folded down. He slid the tip into his mouth and bit down, barely muffling a moan of pleasure as the sweetness hit his tongue. “God almighty,” he heard Ella say. “Are you eating that thing, or giving it a blow job?” Jamie laughed around his mouthful. He chewed, savoring the taste, and swallowed. “You say whatever’s on your mind, don’t you?” She winked again. “Yep. Saves time.” Glancing out the window, she rocketed to her feet. “Hey, look, boss! The plane! The plane!” Jamie glanced outside. Sure enough, a small jet was taxiing to a stop on the tarmac. “Think that’s us?” “Who else could it be?” Ella was already shouldering her massive bag and brushing her hair back. “Ready to hit Chimera Island? Sun, sand, cabana boys for both you and me?” Jamie swallowed the last bite of banana. “Ready.” Ella grinned. “Don’t worry, kid. I’ll take care of you.”
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*** The jet proved as tiny on the inside as the outside advertised. No flight attendants, just a pilot with two days’ worth of stubble who’d grunted as he heaved their bags on board. He’d paused to give Jamie a startled look, but then shrugged and tossed his bags in the cargo bay as well. A jerk of his head had indicated they were to get on board. Once inside, they’d found a tiny aisle with two rows of two seats each. With another twinkling smile, Ella had let Jamie have his privacy, sitting up and across from him. As the plane took off, she plugged in her MP3 player. Soon, even over the engine noise, he could hear the sounds of something heavy metal pounding from her earphones. Something with a throbbing, pulsating, seething beat. Almost alive. Jamie squirmed in his seat. Music like hers wouldn’t take long to get to him. Seemed like everything turned him on lately. When Ella had asked if he were eating the banana or giving it a blow job, she’d been half right. Everything reminded him of sex. Ever since the Boner Surprise in his office, right in the middle of finishing up his last assignment before taking off on break, he’d had half a hard-on tucked into his jeans, pressing up against his button-fly. He hesitated. Ella was oblivious. The pilot had his attention fixed on flight. Surely no one would notice if he… No! God, what was he thinking? No! Face burning, Jamie yanked his fingers, already doing some walking, away from his waist. You didn’t jerk off on an airplane. Mile-High-Club notwithstanding, there were certain things you just didn’t do . Besides, he could just picture Ella shutting off her music on impulse, twisting around for some conversation and getting an eyeful. Some guys he knew wouldn’t have minded. They might have put on a show for her. Not Jamie. So maybe he was shy. So what? He liked to keep his business to himself for the most part. People knew he was gay, but they knew not to make a big deal about it. He lived his life, a quiet life, alone, as it pleased him best these days. Time was he’d have gotten off work a few minutes early and hit the bars, but those days were long past, part of his college years. He’d thrown himself into work since he’d officially been an adult, and he’d been happy living the celibate life. Really. Why, all of a sudden, was he so damned horny? As the plane hit a bump of turbulence, the jolt went straight to Jamie’s balls, setting them a-tingle. He sucked in a breath of air as his erection swelled a little. Any more, and he’d have to see if this little jet had a bathroom where he could have a quick jerk-off, just for the sake of comfort. He’d rather wait until he got into his room on Chimera, though. Somehow, the thought sounded… appealing. Cool sheets, crisp air from the A/C, a glass of wine from room service, and his good right hand. He’d strip down, bare himself of any stitch, stretch out on the bed, and work off some of the tension he’d been building up. His cock swelled another fraction. Almost too much for comfort, but not quite. What was doing this to
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him? Usually, he could hold back the urge for days. Weeks. Not now, though. He itched -- ached -burned -- with the need for gratification. No, not gratification. Sex. He wanted sex. Balls to the wall, someone buried in him to the hilt, pumping with a slick, easy, hard glide kind of sex. God. If he didn’t stop thinking with his cock, he wouldn’t need a bathroom. He’d mess up his jeans sitting right there. To distract himself, Jamie looked out the window. Clouds. Pretty clouds. Nice, asexual clouds. And a face. What the hell? He jerked back. Just for a second, a face had flashed across the sky. A man’s face. Dark hair and eyes, with pale skin. Watching him on the plane. Surely it’d been his imagination. Tired, he was just tired, and seeing things. He rubbed his eyes hard, turning away from the window. He rummaged for his own music player, loaded with soothing Mozart, plugged it in, and turned it on. The relaxing strains of the Moonlight Symphony on high drowned out Ella’s rock and the airplane racket. Sighing heavily, Jamie leaned back in his seat. Chimera Island, here he came. A plain gay man, just in search of relief from everyday life, plus some peace and quiet if he got really lucky. Maybe he’d find it. Peace, and not dark-haired men with a devil’s sexy gleam in their bedroom eyes. No matter how much it might appeal. He wanted peace more than he wanted sex. Really. Honestly. Jamie groaned and sagged in his seat. “Damn it,” he sighed. Once again, it just figured. Didn’t it?



Chapter Three



So much to do! Even now his mate flew toward him on Chimera’s private jet, and Niko had hardly had time to prepare things to his liking. Lax! True, he had been busy with magics for the other islanders and their mates, but still, he should not have let this most important matter wait for so long. Orders to servants notwithstanding, he should have seen to it himself. No one did a job so well as he, when a job there was to be done.
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Niko stood up from his working table, straightening the sleeves of the long black robes he favored in his chambers. First, he would be certain of a comfortable resting place with his mate. Had everything been arranged properly in Jamie’s quarters? “Sprite, servant of Air!” he commanded, clapping his hands. The small entity popped into being on a mortar, arms akimbo as it stared up at him. “You called, called, called?” It screwed its face up into a miniature grimace. “So demanding.” “Impudence!” Niko pushed it off the magical implement. As it sprawled on his table, stunned, he ordered, “Show me my mate’s room. I wish to see that all is as I desire it.” With a filthy look at him, the sprite flitted over to a mirror and flew in circles around it. Obediently, a scrying mist appeared within the frame, clearing into the picture of a quaint, octagonal room with an excellently large bed… covered in a fluffy, quilt-patterned bedspread. Were those roosters? Cocks? A horrible joke! Absolutely no hangings draped the walls, and the drawers on the bedstand and dresser stood a little open, quite empty. Niko growled in frustration. Such idiots as staffed the island! Whether they had done such a shoddy job out of ignorance or deliberately, he would have to correct their mistakes, and quickly. First, the bed. He would never take a man on such a -- homely -- covering. Calling on his magic, he twitched the offensive comforter away, stuffing it into a closet and locking the door. He unlocked it again to let sheets and pillowcases, decorated in the same ugly print, follow the thing into hiding. Now… he tented his fingers beneath his chin, thinking. What would he like best? Silk? Yes, something to entice the senses and invite the caress of naked flesh. A flickering of his fingers summoned black silk from the laundry stores, along with a thickly lined duvet. He hung curtains of the same silk around the four posters, to make of the countrified look a dark cave of delights. There. Now it satisfied him. As for the rest of the room, much work remained. The drawers and chests he had arranged for were there in plenty, but they lay empty or worse -- as he looked closer -- were filled with small samples of Chimera soap and shampoo. Making another noise of disgust, Niko opened the closet a third time and bundled the lot in. He would have no tackiness awaiting his mate. “Can no one do a job properly?” he asked the sprite impatiently. “Must I do it all myself?” Not waiting for it to answer, he slid his sleeves back and began. Casting his glance through time and earthly space, he summoned forth everything that pleased him -- dildos carved of ivory and marble or blown from glass, scented unguents Cleopatra might have smoothed on her skin, which he would use to ease his passage deep within his mate. Soap and shampoo from the finest salons in existence. Big, lushly colored bottles in colors designed to attract the eye, not puny samples stamped with the island logo. Next? Well, he supposed his mate might investigate the stone-and-clay bottles and amphorae, but not know what the various lotions were intended for. To ease Jamie’s mind, and leave no doubt as to what was intended, he opened the drawer of the bedstand and stole, using magic to take them and make them appear in their places, items from racks on the mainland: lubricants in various flavors, from strawberry to white chocolate, and condoms of all makes and marks. As a pleasant afterthought, he added massage oils of different sorts, each one spicy and silky-textured when rubbed into pliant flesh. He preferred
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materials from older times, but after all, Jamie was a modern man. He would put his mate at ease if he could -- but neither would he leave him in any doubt as to what he had been brought there for. Jamie would be his, make no mistake. As a last touch, he called forth more of the black silk to drape the bare wooden walls and cover up a few ugly art prints of lakes and kittens. There. Just what it needed. Now it looked like a proper seduction chamber, not a bed and breakfast lodging. A proper place for making love. Jamie would know his fate exactly when he stepped inside, no matter how travel-weary or fuzzy-headed he might be. “Are you pleased?” The sprite flitted to a landing on an urn. “You have created an Arabian Night.” “None of your sauce,” he said tartly. “Yes, I am pleased. Close the scrying mirror now. I have seen enough. Come again when I call you.” “As you wish.” The picture of the newly redecorated room vanished into thin air, and the sprite popped out of existence on this plane. Niko sighed, collapsing back into his chair. Really, would that he had no need for such chicanery. Had he grown farther in the arts of scrying when his grandfather-trainer had died, he would be able to do without them. He had learned much since then, but he still needed a tool to visualize what lay beyond. Someday, he would see about correcting the annoyance. For now, though, he would gather his strength. Rather than use magic, he lifted a small, slim phone from its cradle by his side. “Food,” he spoke crisply into the mouthpiece. “Herb-roasted chicken. Soft sourdough bread. Tart, fresh grapes. Aged Stilton cheese. Wine, white and dry, the best vintage in our cellars. All of it brought to my quarters. Now.” He hung up without waiting for an answer. Those in the kitchens disliked his manners, but what did he care? The food would come regardless, and they feared him too much to tamper with it. He did not doubt its timely arrival, nor did he think for one moment they might not have what he requested. After all, were they not used to serving up everything from platters of raw meat chunks to decanters of human blood? A little chicken and bread should cause them no trouble. Niko settled down, crossing his arms, to wait. By all the gods, he hated exercising patience, yet he recognized he had no choice. Jamie’s plane would land soon, true, but decency demanded he let the man settle in and rest first. He had hours yet to go before he might bury himself in Jamie’s arms and teach him what it meant to love a sorcerer. Unless he thought of another way… A knock sounded at the door. Niko tilted his head in curiosity. The food, already? “Come,” he ordered without moving. The door cracked open a bit. “Niko?” a voice called hesitantly. “Hello?” Niko stifled a groan. “Adrian,” he said, already bored. Typical of his breed, or at least as romance novels would paint his sort, the Vampire had a perfect beauty about his long limbs, angular face, and sweeping red hair that bored Niko to tears. Add in the fact that he was and always would be a fool, and Niko had no time for the creature. Among all his faults, he was also oblivious. Bursting inside, Adrian rushed to Niko with eyes full of hope. “Niko, I’m so glad you’re here,” he gushed. “I heard the mate I’m to be paired with is on the plane with
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yours. I wonder, could you possibly show me? I’m dying to get a glimpse of her.” You are already dead, you fool. Niko gave Adrian a flat stare. “I might,” he said, “but it will cost you. Are you willing to pay?” Adrian hesitated. “I -- I have some money --” “Tcha! Not money,” Niko said impatiently. “I ask you for a future claim. When I call on you for a favor, you will have no choice but to grant it. Do you agree?” Adrian blinked. “Is that all? You know you can ask me for anything, anytime.” “Do you mean what you say?” Niko said, soft and dangerous. “My word on it.” Such a fool! Niko sketched a sigil in the air binding Adrian’s hasty words into law, then stood. “Come to the table,” he directed. Scrying, again. How very dull. Still, it remained Niko’s tool of choice to give the Vampire what he desired. Adrian followed him, eager as a puppy, and hung over Niko’s shoulder as he skimmed the table for some useful object. Ah, there -- a bowl of water he had been using to mix with powders to create a stimulant for himself. He found sleep a waste of time, and coffee far too bitter. Better to use herbs snatched from the times of great scholars. A small pool of water remained in the bowl’s bottom. As the image he sought had nothing to do with him personally, or touched the spell he had cast on his mate, he needed no spritely help to accomplish the task. With the barest flick of a wrist, it turned milky, opaque. Adrian gave a flinch behind him, as if Niko created a marvel. “Hush!” Niko ordered. He twisted the magic this way, then that, and… Ah, yes, there. The image cleared, showing them the picture of a small, pert, pixyish redhead who was currently… eating a sandwich. A ham sandwich, if Niko wasn’t mistaken. Devouring it in great mouthfuls. Adrian gave a great, lovelorn sigh. “She’s beautiful,” he whispered. “Such fairness of face. Such dainty limbs.” Niko rolled his eyes. “Look your fill,” he said, turning away. He couldn’t see Jamie in the picture, and therefore it had no interest for him. Adrian lifted the bowl, careful not to tilt it and mar the picture. “May I -- may I take this with me?” he asked hesitantly. “What do you want for it?” “Take it and have done,” Niko said in dismissal. “I have all I want from you.” A future claim. So very useful . The image would dissolve as the enchantment faded, but there was no need to tell Adrian so. Besides, he could always summon more water. Adrian’s pale, sculptured face nearly glowed. “Thank you!” he exclaimed, holding the bowl carefully close to his chest. “Until she arrives, at least I can watch her.” “I’m sure,” Niko said, voice dry. “Now, unless you needed anything else?” “No, Master Niko.” Adrian ducked his head in lieu of a bow, so as not to upset the bowl. He backed
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away, toward the door. “Thank you again -- thank you!” “Of course.” Niko flicked the door open with a twist of magic, in a less than subtle hint. Adrian, addlepated though he might be, could hardly fail to pick up on such a prompt. The Vampire glanced behind him in surprise, then edged out carefully, cradling his precious scry. “Enjoy it,” Niko murmured as the door closed, smiling to himself. “For as long as it lasts, that is. All of it.” He had no doubt very few of the matches made on Chimera would last. Men and women, no matter what forms they wore, were fickle of heart. None of them had the foresight to seize their mate’s free will and ensure he would stay by their side for as long as they chose. Amused, and not ill-pleased, Niko settled in his chair and sent out mental tendrils, testing the bond of magic between himself and his mate. Tethered to the other end of the magical cord, he found Jamie’s consciousness. He had fallen asleep, lulled by the white noise of the aircraft and the classical music playing in his ears. “Ahh,” Niko whispered. “You rest, then? Perhaps we will play a bit early.” Why not? He had learned, many and many a year ago, how to slip into someone’s dreams and summon their astral form to the Summer-Shadowlands. Child’s play. But he had it in mind, now, to play like a grown man. “Jamie,” he whispered, letting himself sink into the trancelike state that would give him entrance to the man’s subconscious mind. “Jamie, your master calls. Time to play…” He concentrated. A bit like balancing cards, this trick -- just a hairsbreadth between the reality of his chambers and the dreamscape of Jamie’s mind -- but -- ah -- there! In his light, fitful sleep, Jamie saw himself as sitting on the banks of a brook, feet bare, idly tossing rocks into the water for the pleasure of watching them splash and ripple. He wore shorts and nothing else. Niko chuckled to see that even in his sleep, Jamie sported the erection tormenting him in the waking world. The spell on his mate-to-be was working well, then. By the time they met, Jamie would be so desperate for sex he would fall into Niko’s arms as if he were dying of thirst, and Niko was the only draught that could possibly quench him. Preliminaries could wait until later, if preliminaries were needed. Playful, Niko pounced upon the peaceful man by his brook, rolling him over and over in his arms on the sun-warmed grass until he lay atop Jamie, braced on his arms, grinning down at him. Jamie looked startled for a bare moment, and then comprehension settled. “You,” he breathed. “I saw you in the window.” “As I meant for you to see me. And now you see me again. But there, close your eyes,” Niko said, dipping down to breathe the words across Jamie’s so-tempting lips. Not kissing -- he did not kiss -- but very close. “Shut your mind to questions, and the everlasting why, why, why. Simply be, do, and feel. Feel this .” He thrust against his mate, letting him feel a matching erection through his robes. Jamie’s eyes shut tightly. He arched upwards, teeth nipping at his lip. “It is good, yes?” Niko brushed a strand of hair from Jamie’s forehead. “I can give you this, and so much more. Only say you want it.” He knew Jamie did, that he had no choice, but to hear it out loud would make it all the sweeter.
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“Yes. God, yes,” Jamie said, his arms coming up to wrap around Niko’s back. “More. Please? More.” “With pleasure.” Niko thrust against him again, setting up a slow and lazy pace, giving Jamie time to savor the feel of cock against cock through clothing. “A needy little thing, are you not?” Niko chuckled. He bent to bite at one pebbled nipple, just where he planned to pierce it. Yes, yes, sensitive as he had thought. Jamie bucked beneath him at the touch, wantonly writhing, wanting still more of the pleasure-pain. “Wanton,” he said in approval. “I have plans for you, ones you’ll hear of soon.” Jamie’s eyes slitted open. “Tell me now,” he said, in a voice like a needy purr. “I want to know.” “Hush, hush. Time, there is time,” Niko said, voice soft, rocking against him. He let his hands rove over Jamie’s body, feeling out the planes and angles of bone and muscle. Running his fingers across the smooth chest, and down to the trail of hair leading to his swollen, sticky cock. “This dream can seem to last forever, though you will wake when the plane lands. And when you are in your bed at night, I’ll come to you then, and make fantasy reality…” Niko’s heart swelled with pleasure. Oh, yes. Who had need of free will when taking it away brought them both such enjoyment? He planned to keep Jamie under his spell for a long, long time indeed.



Chapter Four



Jamie opened his eyes. Warm. He felt warm. Was it springtime, maybe? He could hear birds chirping, squirrels chattering, and thought if he listened closely enough he’d pick out the sounds of earthworms popping from their holes. A gorgeous day. Grass soft beneath his back. A babbling brook somewhere close by. And, oh yeah -- a naked man on top of him, braced on his arms, grinning down like a cat who’d just found a bowl full of rich, thick cream. Yep. He definitely had to be dreaming. Well, since he was dreaming, why not enjoy it? Jamie reached up, threading his fingers through the man’s short, loose dark hair. It had the texture of satin, running smoothly across his palm. The man’s smile softened at his touch. He turned his cheek in the direction of Jamie’s hand, nearly purring. “Good,” he said, oh, so quiet. “You learn well.” “Learn?” Jamie asked, letting his fingers trail down the man’s neck. “Is there a lesson going on?” The man’s eyes sparkled with some secret Jamie felt certain he wasn’t about to tell. “You are handsome
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as I pictured you,” he murmured, lowering himself a little to rest more of his weight on Jamie’s chest, pressing their cocks together again. “You like that?” the man asked. “My prick against yours?” “I’m gay, not stupid,” Jamie said once the tide of tingles had ebbed enough to speak. “Of course it feels good. You’re beautiful as a fallen angel. It feels wonderful .” The words seemed to amuse him. “A fallen angel!” He laughed. “If you only knew, Jamie. But you will learn. In time you’ll know it all.” “Why not now?” “Ssh, shh.” The man dipped his head to nuzzle beneath Jamie’s jaw, dropping a light love bite on the angle where it met his ear. “Some things are all the sweeter for waiting.” “But I want to know.” Jamie drew back to look up at him, open and frank. “You’re going to make love to me, aren’t you?” “In a way, yes.” The man leaned on one arm and began to draw patterns, intricate loops and whorls, on Jamie’s bare chest with his newly freed hand. “In a way, no. Again, you’ll understand soon.” “How can you make love to someone and not make love to them at the same time?” “So many questions!” “If you’d just answer me --” “In time! Have patience. Soon, you will know the answers to all you seek.” The man bent his head again to drop a line of small, sucking bites along his collarbone, leaving behind a trail of small marks shaped and colored like raspberries. “But why do you waste time talking?” he murmured against Jamie’s skin. “Why speak, when one could act? Make love, as you say? Fuck, as we would both rather call it, I think?” Jamie reached up with one hand and planted it in the center of his chest. “One thing,” he said, struggling against the ripples of pleasure spreading and suffusing his body from where the dark man had brushed him. “Your name. I don’t sleep with anyone without knowing their name.” The man tilted back his head to laugh. “Sleep? I do not intend to sleep with you. I intend to seat my cock so deep inside you, you will feel me for days after the fact. And sleep -- you realize you are asleep right now, do you not?” He chuckled again. “Such a riddle.” “Riddle or not, I want your name,” Jamie insisted. The man smiled at him indulgently as he would at a puppy. “Niko,” he said. “You may call me Niko. I would rather ‘Master,’ but again, all good things come with time, and I am willing to wait.” “No man is my master.” “Yet.” Niko trailed his hand further down Jamie’s chest, between them, to his cock. Nestled in its golden curls, it had already awakened to half-hardness, and it took only the touch of Niko’s slim, white fingers for it to stiffen into full life. “You will call me Master some day, and be glad of it.”
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“I won’t.” “Jamie, little Jamie…” Niko lifted his hand to tilt Jamie’s chin up so they gazed at each other, eye to eye. Staring into Niko’s brown orbs, Jamie felt as if he were falling from a great height, down into a deep, dark well. “Master,” Niko repeated. “You’ll call me Master, and be happy for it.” “Master,” Jamie repeated slowly. “Good… good.” Niko’s hand slid back down between them. “You have earned a reward. Tell me,” he said, stroking Jamie’s cock and thumbing a drop of dampness off the tip. “What do you want most right now?” A dream. Only a dream. He could have whatever he wanted, no consequences, in a dream, right? “Fuck me,” Jamie said, boldly lifting his arms to wrap around Niko’s waist and pull him in closer still. “I want you deep inside.” Niko purred, actually purred a little trill. “No wish to be made ready first?” he said, teasing. “No desire to feel my fingers caress your rosebud? For my mouth to bite at these hard little nipples, for sweet-smelling lubricants gliding between us?” “No.” Jamie shook his head. “Fuck me. Just fuck me. Now.” “Jamie.” Niko caught his eye, and again, Jamie felt as if he were falling. “It pleases me to prepare you. You will let me do this.” Jamie groaned. Yet again, he felt as if he couldn’t bear to resist the temptation. “Fine, then. Prepare me. But for God’s sake, do it fast.” Niko’s mouth curved up in a smile. “God has very, very little to do with this.” His clever fingers slipped lower, rolling Jamie’s balls against one another. “But I have quite a lot. Pray to me, instead. I want to hear my name on your lips. ‘Niko’ and ‘Master.’ Cry out for me when I touch you. Let me know how good it feels.” “Niko…” “Yes, that’s the way.” Niko slithered down Jamie’s body, spreading his thighs apart, and finishing by kneeling between them. Niko’s cock, thick and perfect, jutted out from a nest of tangled dark hair, a line of wetness trailing from its tip onto his thigh. “Yes, I am ready for you.” He reached for Jamie’s prick, running one finger from a bubble of pre-come down to the root. “You are not yet ready for me, no matter what this says. It is my right to prepare you.” “Niko,” Jamie groaned. “Hurry. Just hurry.” “All good things in time.” Niko reached to one side, and as if from thin air, drew a stone bottle stopped with a cork. Jamie didn’t question its coming to be -- anything could happen in a dream. Niko pulled out the plug, releasing a burst of sandalwood and spicy scents, hanging heavily like a cloud between them. “Ahh,” Niko said, inhaling deeply. “The favorite unguent of a medieval Catholic monastery, meant for soothing tender skin. My favorite, too, but put to quite another purpose.” Dipping two fingers in, he scooped out a handful of pale ointment flecked with verdigris green and sea blue. “Spread your legs for me, Jamie,” he crooned. “Open them wide. Lift them high, and let me see
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you.” Jamie raised his knees, spreading them wide. In real life, he might have blushed. Doing something so sexual outside, in the open air? Where anyone could walk by and see them? See him, exposed as he was to Niko’s probing eyes and fingers? Never. But it was only a dream. He could do what he wanted. “Fuck me!” he ordered, reaching out for Niko’s arm. “It’s a dream. We don’t need all of this.” Niko made a tsking sound, shaking his head. His eyes narrowed. “Rules, Jamie. If you are to play with me -- and you are -- you must learn there are rules to be followed, even in dreams. Rule number one, never order me. Do you understand?” “Screw rules. You’re my dream.” “Am I?” Niko drew back, not touching Jamie at all. “If you want this to go on, you will say ‘Yes, Master.’ Do you understand?” “Niko!” “Say it.” Jamie groaned. Niko hadn’t even breached him with his fingers, but he felt empty, hollow without the cool touch of Niko’s flesh inside his channel. “Yes, Master,” he said. Inspiration struck. “Fuck me, Master.” Niko chuckled. “Again, I see you learn well. But you forget, too. Rules, Jamie. The next rule: I will take as much time as I please to prepare you for my cock.” He stroked it. An impressive length. “I would not hurt you, even in the Summer-Shadowlands.” “Is that where we are? I -- oh!” Jamie shut his eyes tightly. God. He’d have given anything for equal consideration from past lovers, but with Niko, all he wanted was to feel Niko’s tool inside him, now . Hot and hard and pushing away the blazing emptiness inside. “Rules,” he said with a small sigh. “Come, come. You talk as if my hands on you, in you, feeling you, is a bad thing,” Niko chided. He leaned forward and pressed his mouth to the tip of Jamie’s cock, clever tongue swirling away another pearl of pre-come. “Or my lips? What do you think of my lips?” Jamie moaned. “An improvement over speech, at least,” Niko murmured. He reached for the stone pot, and scooped out more of the fragrant ointment. Warming it between his palms, he slid them into the valley between Jamie’s ass cheeks, circling his hole with one finger, then two. Jamie felt himself ‘wink’ at Niko, impertinently inviting him in. Deeper. Faster. More . Niko slid one finger inside him. Jamie felt him searching, then sucked in a breath and arched backwards as he hit the special spot and massaged it with a gentle touch, just hard enough to make him see sparkles and lights. “Ah, God!” he cried out. “As I said, God is not in this picture.” Niko added a second finger, smooth and fragrant. “I am. Call out to me.”
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“Master. Niko. Please, more, more, please.” “You beg so prettily.” Niko slipped in a third finger. “Will you be so sweet when I push my cock inside your hungry little hole? Will you beg for me then?” “I’m begging for you now.” “And soon, yes, soon you will have me,” Niko murmured. Still on his knees, he withdrew his fingers, laughing a little as Jamie made a noise of protest. “You’re open for me,” he crooned. “Ready to take me in. You will have me. All of me. In fancy now, and in reality soon.” “What -- what do you mean?” Jamie panted. “You will see.” Niko lifted Jamie’s long, tanned legs and draped them over his shoulders, knees fitting perfectly against his neck. Jamie locked his ankles behind Niko’s back, determined not to let go. “So eager.” Niko sounded pleased. “Now, tell me how much you love this.” He pressed forward. Jamie felt the tip of Niko’s cock pushing at his hole. Soft at first, then harder, but oh, so slowly, until he breached the protective ring. Then, with one long, smooth slide, he was inside him, gliding in to the root, balls-deep. Jamie let out a long, wailing cry, fisting his hands in the sun-warmed grass. “Niko!” he pleaded. “Good, so good!” “Again?” Niko drew almost all the way out, then slid in a second time. His hands worked on Jamie’s arms, fingers drawing little patterns. “And again?” He fit words to action. The friction, so delicious, sent Jamie into a fit of panting, pleading and moaning in incoherent, garbled speech, begging for more. Niko’s face showed the strain of holding back, yet still he fucked slowly as if he had all day, or all night. “You wish for me to go faster, yes? You would like for me to batter into you like a ram, hard and quick and rough.” Gasping for air, Jamie nodded. It would kill him, but oh, what a way to go! Niko’s smile was pained. “Not yet, Jamie. Not yet. That I save for when we are together in the flesh. But for now, there is still pleasure to be found. Bear down against me. Squeeze me tight as you can.” As Jamie obeyed mindlessly, Niko’s eyes almost rolled back in his head. “Good,” he said. “Again!” He thrust forward as Jamie bore down, the heat between them building to an almost unbearable level. “Good,” he said, his voice ragged. “Good. More!” Jamie gave him more. It was a dream. Why not? He gave Niko everything he had, then found untapped wells to draw from for still deeper passion. He felt as if he were fucking an angel, a fallen seraphim, and drawing life itself from the act. He was drawing near the gates of heaven, barred from going inside, but basking in reflected glory. Niko made up his world, and at the moment, he was enough. Niko’s hands lost their fine motions, and gripped at his arms with a desperate strength. “Are you ready for me?” he said, his own breath coming quick and fast. He reached down between them with trembling fingers and began to work Jamie’s own cock, somehow still skillful enough to treble the pleasure between them. “Come for me, Jamie. When I say the word, come for me. Come, and call me ‘Master.’ Will you?” “Yes.” Jamie tossed his head back and forth on his neck, rolling it in the grass. “Kiss me?”
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“I do not kiss. But now, Jamie. Come for me -- now!” With a mighty shout, he arched back, his cock deep within Jamie’s hole. Jamie felt the spurts of hot liquid bathe his insides, and he too lost control. Stripes of come painted his hand and Niko’s belly as the pleasure overwhelmed him. He babbled, words which made no sense, except that he did hear himself calling Niko ‘Master’ at least once. Falling forward, catching himself only by fists planted on the ground, Niko drew in a deep and lusty breath. “Jamie,” he crooned. “Jamie, you are better than I had dreamed -- and this is as yet only a dream. When we come together in life, you will know even greater pleasures.” He drew his cock out, leaving a gaping emptiness behind. Jamie almost wailed. “Don’t,” he said. “Don’t!” Niko looked at him with something almost like fondness. “I must. Have patience. Soon, I will come to you.” He tilted his head to a side. “Your music player has fallen off. Your music player has fallen off. Your music player has fallen --” “Hey! Hey!” A hand shook Jamie’s shoulder. “You in there? God, you must have been having some dream, babe. Your MP3 gadget fell off. Beethoven doesn’t exactly jive with Pink Plastic Twister, you know what I mean?” Jamie’s eyes popped open. He gasped and jerked back. Instead of his dream man -- Niko -- Ella hung over the back of the airplane seat, grinning at him. “What’s your favorite waltz?” she asked cheerfully. “I used to be into that kind of stuff. It makes great seduction music. You know, when you want to set the mood.” “Um -- I --” Jamie scrambled for words. He felt warm wetness seeping through his jeans, and was devoutly thankful he’d worn a long black shirt covering his lap. “I -- uh --” “Oh, you!” Ella swatted his shoulder. “You’re as bad as my brothers when they wake up from a nap. Anyway, the pilot asked me to wake you up. We’re coming in for a landing in a few minutes, and if you don’t have your seatbelt on we’re all up cocoa creek if you catch my meaning.” “My seatbelt?” Jamie felt for it. He’d never undone it. “It’s on.” “Cool. Hey, flyboy!” Ella turned to yell. “Bring us home, baby!” With another cheeky grin at Jamie, she settled herself in her seat. Through the gap between them, he could see her packing up bags of candy, more chips, an apple core, and the crusts from a sandwich. After consideration, she popped the crusts in her mouth. Jamie turned to stare out the window. Yes, he saw it now, Chimera Island. Gorgeous. Did he see a real volcano in the center? He’d have to take pictures later. Document everything. It might make a great article for the magazine, but how the hell was he going to think about anything except Niko for days ? No one had ever touched him so deeply. Fucked him so gorgeously. Been that demanding, and that giving. Niko had found a spot inside him Jamie didn’t know existed, and picked the lock open surely as if he’d had a key. Absently, Jamie rubbed at his chest. He could almost still feel the patterns those fingers
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drew on him. It had to be his imagination, but he nearly felt sore, as if he’d been fucked as deep and hard as it had happened in the dream. It had to have been real. Soon enough, he’d find out for sure. Or not. Thirty minutes and a clean-up trip to the airplane bathroom later, they still hadn’t landed. Jamie stared out his grimy airplane window, sunk deep in thought. Turbulence. It figured. What else did he expect in the Bermuda Triangle, an easy landing? The pilot didn’t want to “bring ’er down” until the winds surrounding Chimera Island died a bit, so they were stuck flying in circles over the gorgeous, blue-and-green dot in the middle of the sea. Not like he minded so much. It gave him time to think. Deep thoughts, about dreams. He’d had wet dreams before -- hell, he’d been through the teenage years, thanks. He’d even had more than a few erotic night visions as an adult that woke him up from a sound sleep, gasping, his sheets wet with come and his muscles trembling from an orgasm. But he’d never before had a dream that left him sore and aching deep inside. Never felt as freshly fucked as if a lover had just pulled out of him. Something didn’t click there, and his mind refused to stop working at it. It was a puzzle which needed solving, and if there was one thing he was good at, it was solving puzzles. He’d made his living out of solving riddles. Tracking down the inside scoop. Piecing together fragments and clicking them together to form a story. He’d won awards for nosing out what no other journalist could. So be damned if he would let this one go. The Bermuda Triangle… what did he know about it? Not much. Ships disappeared, and so did airplanes, as far as he knew. Something about Amelia Earhart tugged briefly at his mind. Still, no hard data. Nothing to go on. Nothing but the mysteries everyone knew surrounded this patch of ocean. Mysteries needing to be unlocked. Jamie wasn’t a stupid man. He’d seen more things on heaven and earth, Horatio, as the saying went, and he put nothing past any person. Someone, somehow, had reached out and tapped into his mind. Pulled him past dreaming into -- what? An astral projection? Some place where his mind and soul were solid as his body, just as real and fuckable? Done things to him that were not only scandalous, but felt wonderful, and affected his physical form as it dozed on the plane? Magic. He’d run across it before. Voodoo and the like. He’d written articles. Never had made up his mind if it existed, but now he wondered. Well, if someone had decided to work magic on him, he’d just work a little back. How, he wasn’t sure, but there was nothing like giving it the old college try. He bet, too, he knew just who’d been pulling the strings. Closing his eyes, he focused on the image of a lean, angular face framed by soft black hair. Snapping dark eyes both gentle and harsh. A slim, pale body with a cock jutting from his groin, eager and ready for action.
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“Niko,” he whispered. “Niko. You’re real, and you’re out there.” He clicked on his Beethoven and closed his eyes. “Niko,” he chanted. “Niko…”



Chapter Five



Niko replaced a small seeing crystal in its holder with a growl. Turbulence! Of all the things he should be able to control, the plane carrying his mate was being held up by turbulence. At that very moment, instead of landing and stumbling out into his arms, Jamie circled above him in the air, waiting out the winds buffeting Chimera Island. This? Not to be borne. “Sprite!” he snapped, striding toward his work table. “Come to me. Now!” The tiny creature popped into being above its silver plate, dancing a little jig. “Too bad, too bad!” it sang. “Have to wait. Poor Niko!” “Poor Niko, indeed,” Niko snapped. “Why have you permitted this to happen? My mate should not be held hostage by the element I command. I order you to cease the ripples in the air and let the plane land.” “Not my doing.” The creature pirouetted until it became dizzy and fell down. Niko resisted the urge to flick it hard with finger and thumb. “What do you mean, not your doing?” “My master’s bidding,” it sang, lolling drunkenly on its plate. “It keeps the plane flying high, not landing, not coming to Niko. Poor Niko!” Niko’s hand curled into a fist. “Your master? I am your master!” “Not so, not so.” The sprite climbed back onto its feet and took a broad, cheeky stance. “There is one greater than you. You know, you know. Remember your lessons.” Biting the inside of his cheek so hard he tasted sweet, salty blood, Niko did remember. He commanded the sprites as a force over the element, but ultimately they answered to a higher power altogether beyond even his control. “Ask it, then,” he demanded. “I want my mate by my side. Now.” “Can’t have him, can’t have him,” the sprite sang. “Not like you want him. But there is another way.” The tiny face twisted with cunning. “Want to know?” Niko regarded the sprite suspiciously. “How so?” “He calls to you, from his seat in the air,” it said cheerfully. “The cord you wove between you goes both ways. You forget, you forget. The threefold rule, Niko. Your grandfather taught you. Do you remember?” It twirled. “Your mate calls you, and you have no choice but to go, go, go.”
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“I have every choice!” Niko snapped. “And what do you mean, he calls to me? He should have nothing but a quickly-fading memory of what we shared in the astral plane.” “Wrong, wrong. He remembers all. Feels it, in his body. Wants you again, more, now. As you want him. The cord runs both ways!” The sprite executed a few steps of a sprightly jig. “Magic is on his side; magic helps him. He can summon you to him. His call is strong. No master of magic, but he has power. Oh, yes, he does. Niko wouldn’t have wanted him otherwise.” “Power? What do you mean?” “Jamie can control the air,” it sang. “Not so much as you, but some, some, some. He doesn’t want to land until he’s seen you again, in his dreams. Higher Power hears his cry, not yours. Makes the winds blow hard, poof, poof! Niko goes to him, yes, he does. Make things right.” “I go where I please!” The sprite’s demeanor changed. Eyes going dark, it planted its hands on its hips and glared up at him. “No choice, Niko. You go, go, go. Now.” “I, go? I do not --” “Yes!” it barked, loud for such a tiny thing. “You do! Now!” Just as before, when he had commanded it, the world went dark. Niko felt himself being swept through time and space, leaving his physical form behind, taking astral shape on a plane he as yet did not know. His protests, soundless against a great rushing of wind, faded away behind him as he hurtled on. Then, with a great thump rattling his bones, he “landed” in the Summer-Shadowlands. On his hands and knees, he shuddered from the impact, then shivered from the deep and piercing cold saturating his very bones. Dark, all was dark. Night-time in the land of never-dying sun? Winter where it should ever be summer time? Disconcerted, Niko raised his head to stare about himself to take in his surroundings. The grass, once green, now lay brown and dead, matted down in clumps where it had not died out altogether. Trees, bare of any leaves, stretched empty branches toward a deep indigo sky. A full moon hung heavy and ominous, too large in the heavens to be calming, its white light piercing rather than soothing, casting sharp shadows onto the desiccated ground. “Ruination,” he whispered. “What has become of this place?” Jamie stepped in front of him, tall and tanned, naked from tip to toe, his golden hair and skin the only things of color in that place. “I think it was me,” he said simply. “I did this.” Niko raised himself onto his heels, unable to help staring. “You?” “I’m not sure how. I tried calling out for you, wanting you to come back. I fell asleep, and I was here. The longer I waited, the colder it got. It’s like it died without you being here. It needed you.” Jamie sank onto one knee in front of Niko. “I think I must need you, too.”
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Niko shook his head. “You? You are no mage. You should not have had such power.” “The way things should be aren’t always the way things turn out,” Jamie said. He glanced around them. “And it happened, didn’t it? This place died without you here, me all alone. It was so nice before. Do you remember?” Visions of sun-warmed banks and babbling streams flashed through Niko’s mind. “I do,” he said, searching for words. Truly, this was an impossibility. How had Jamie manipulated a place so old and full of power as the Summer-Shadowlands? “You are sure? It was not like this when you first arrived?” “No.” Jamie shook his head. “It was like before. Beautiful. Then the creek dried up, and the sun went down. The trees dropped their leaves. The grass died. I waited for you, though. I knew you’d come.” He touched one hand to his chest. “I can feel you, in here. Like a cord stretched between us. I can almost pull on it, it’s so real. I did tug at it. I think that’s what brought you here.” His eyes were clear and piercing. “Funny thing is, all I know about you is your name. Also, the fact that you fuck like a god. But we’re connected, somehow.” He reached out and touched Niko’s chest. “So?” he asked. “You want to tell me about it? What have you done to me? To us?” Niko gazed at the young, bronzed man before him for a long moment, lost for words. Jamie had changed since he last saw him. Nearly feral in his appearance, his hair wild and tousled, his cock heavy against his leg, and his skin glowing in the light of the moon. However the magic had set itself, the Summer-Shadowlands -- or were they Winterlands, now? -- had taken him over. Made him, in his astral form, a very part of the land itself. In this place, he commanded as much power as Niko now. A very dangerous situation, and one he would have to handle with much caution and grace. “I have done nothing,” Niko began by lying. “I fell asleep in my chambers, and dreamed. Dreamed of you. This place, this land, must have brought us together.” “Wrong.” Jamie shook his head. “That’s not what it was like the first time we met. You said different things. Ordered me around. You had the power, and you used it. Made me call you ‘master.’ Put me on my back and my legs in the air like a woman. And you know what?” His eyes glowed. “I loved it. Loved every second of it. No one’s ever fucked me like you, Niko, whether you’re a real man whose body is somewhere else, or just a figment of my imagination. I’m not about to let this go. I called you back because I wanted you. Now try again, and this time tell me the truth.” He shivered, wrapping his arms around himself. “I can tell truth from lies. I don’t know how, but I can.” Niko bit his lip. Dangerous, yes, very dangerous indeed. “I am Niko,” he began slowly. “A sorcerer. A mage, if you will. I command the element of Air.” “Did you cause the turbulence?” The words startled a laugh out of him. “No, my Pet. I believe you did, or so I am told.” “Pet.” Jamie rolled the short word around in his mouth like a honeyed sweet. “I’ve never belonged to anyone, but it doesn’t feel like a lie. Did you buy me, somehow? Use magic to claim me? I don’t feel like I’m my own man anymore. It’s like I’m waiting on your command. Just being this honest is costing me, Niko. My body wants to lie down and let you do what you want with it, beating or kissing or fucking.” As if unable to help it, Jamie maneuvered his way down onto the ground and stretched full length. One
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hand drifted to his cock, brushing it gently. It began to rise, filling with blood. “My body knows you like this,” Jamie said. “You look at me, and you want me. But I want answers, Niko. You owe me. Tell me what you did. I feel like I can ask you this, at least.” Niko stretched out a hand, unable to resist the lure of touching honeyed skin. Running his palm down one leg, feeling the softness of golden hairs and the firmness of muscle beneath it, he took in a deep breath and spoke. “A spell.” The words came from his lips with reluctance -- and indignation. He should not have to confess such things! Had he not woven the magic so Jamie would be his mate without question, without problems? “A love spell?” Niko shook his head. Again, he felt compelled to speak, unable to help himself. “No. And yes. A love spell of sorts. I bound you to me. Took your free will, so you would not be able to refuse.” Jamie raised himself on his elbows. “You what? Say that again, Niko. Use small words. And I’d better hear why you did this, as well as what you did.” Try as he might, Niko could not stop himself from speaking. “Your free will. I stole it for my own by making a statue of you and casting a spell over it. I bound it to a statue of myself, and locked it in a box of sacred wood. The cord you feel between us? I bound our images with a silver silken thread.” He touched his heart. “It’s that you sense. We are bound. I did not realize -- I did not think.” “You bet your ass you didn’t think. Niko, how could you? Didn’t you realize?” Jamie’s eyes were luminous, gleaming with honesty. “This isn’t the spell talking. I’m free here. You are the most handsome man I’ve ever seen. Did you think I wouldn’t want to fuck you? Think I wouldn’t be dying for it from the moment I laid eyes on you?” He stroked his cock a little harder as it rose and filled. “See this? You do this to me. No one else. It’s you, Niko. Wanting you makes me hard. Makes me alive.” “But…” Niko shook his head. “It makes no sense, Jamie. None of this. Your command over the magics. Over this place. Being able to call me. You want answers? I, too, desire knowledge. I need to know how this can be.” “Do you really?” Jamie met Niko’s eyes and held his gaze. “Or are you just fumbling? You don’t get it, so you’re reaching for straws? Does everything have to have an explanation for you, or can’t you accept the truth that some things just are ? If we’d met any other way, I’d still want you. Would you still want me?” The air rushed out of Niko’s chest. “From the moment I saw you,” he said. “I watched you in a scrying pool, working at your desk, and I burned for you. I ached to take you and make you mine. My pet.” “Pet,” Jamie repeated. “Why don’t I mind the name? I’ve dated guys who were into the leather scene before. Even one who wanted me to call him Daddy. But I’ve never been anyone’s property.” Niko tried to explain, feeling his cheeks heat. “I would have been your Master, and been kind to you, treating you with sweet fruits and lavishing attention on your body. I would have bound you for both our pleasures, and teased you to the point of no return. More, I would have made you mine. That is why I took your free will.” “Stupid.”
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Niko blinked. “I beg your pardon?” “I said, stupid.” Jamie leaned toward Niko. “You have no idea how to win someone over, do you? You don’t make them a slave, even if you want a pet. You talk to them. Laugh with them. Hell, you take them to bed and fuck them blind. But you don’t steal their free will because you’re afraid they’ll say no.” “I --” “Niko.” Jamie’s hand came out to caress his knee, dark against the paleness of the sorcerer’s skin. “I can say anything I want to, here. And I’m saying this. Break the spell. I’ll forgive you. When the plane lands, I’ll come to you. It’s what Chimera is all about, isn’t it? Finding soulmates for people like you. People who can’t get them any other way.” Niko licked his lips, dry as a bone. “Incisive,” he said after a moment. “Perhaps too keen. But you promise… you do promise?” “I swear it.” Jamie’s hand slid up to caress Niko’s thigh. “So you started off with a dumb move. We all make those. But like I said, I’ve never met anyone like you before.” A smile teased at his lips. “I might even give the ‘pet’ thing a try, if you sweet-talk me. While I’m on Chimera, anyway.” “I had intended for you to stay forever,” Niko said in a rush. “Never to leave me. I have been so lonely, Jamie.” “Yeah.” Jamie’s fingers stroked. “I get you. But you know, we don’t have to part when I leave Chimera. You could come with me.” “But my home, my work quarters, my things. All are here.” “I’m not saying we can’t talk about it,” Jamie pointed out. “But I could say the same thing. Every item I own besides what’s in the suitcases is back on the mainland.” “I would provide for you. Whatever you wanted.” “I’m sure you would. But like I said, we can talk. Or,” Jamie said, his fingers curling a little deeper, pressing a little harder, “we could take advantage of the moment now, and spend time talking later.” Niko stared at his mate. “Jamie?” “What, do you need an engraved invitation?” Jamie’s lips curved into a smile. “I’m asking you to take me again, Niko. Do what you want with me. We can pretend, just for now, I’m the pet you wanted. Go ahead and spoil me.” He laughed. “Do your worst.” Niko’s own cock began to swell at the sound of those words. Leaning forward, he rested a hand on Jamie’s chest. “Do you mean it? You still desire me, after all I have told you?” Jamie caught his hand. “I still do. And now, it’s up to you. Do you want me? If you do, come and take me.” Niko closed his eyes, drawing in a deep and lusty breath. With an invitation such as Jamie’s, how could he possibly say no?
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Chapter Six



Niko crawled toward Jamie, reaching out to lay his hands on smooth, sun-kissed skin. His fingers tingled and ached to run through Jamie’s sandy hair, to glide down his skin and caress his cock, so silky, swollen and hard. His mouth watered. Perhaps he would allow himself another taste. Enough to whet both their appetites. Jamie drew in a sharp breath. “Yes,” he whispered. “Please.” Niko pulled back. “You heard me? What I thought, only for myself?” “Somehow, I did.” Jamie’s eyes were huge and dark with lust when he turned them on Niko. “Not the words, but the feeling behind them. You were thinking about giving me a blow job, weren’t you? Don’t deny it. I got this -- this picture -- of you, on your knees in front of me. Your mouth, open and wet.” “Do you… would you want such a thing?” Niko reached out to touch at last, savoring the soft texture of Jamie’s skin over his hard musculature. Jamie laughed. “You ask a red-blooded American male if he wants a blow job, and you doubt what the answer is? Niko, you’ve got to get out of your work chamber more often.” “It is where I spend most of my time,” Niko admitted, trailing one finger between Jamie’s nipples. Not yet touching them, but teasing him with the knowledge that, at any second, he might . “What will happen if I tease these sweet nubs first?” he asked, curious. “Tell me. You have the free will, it seems. What pleases you best?” Jamie grinned. “You’re headed in the right direction. I like nipple play. Some guys don’t, but me -- ahh! -- I’ve always been sensitive there.” “I had thought to decorate you with metal,” Niko murmured, pulling back from the light tweak he’d given one stiffened brown peak. “A ring through your cock as well, healed by magic, so we might play with it right away. But now I wonder if you would not enjoy holes through these first. I would hang bright silver hoops from each one, and attach them with a chain. Tug on it, ever so gently, and then perhaps harder, when we made love together, or lead you around by them to show off my beloved pet.” “Pet.” Jamie’s hand stole up to touch Niko’s and hold it still. “We’re back to new names and deeper meanings. Is a ‘pet’ all you want from me? You keep repeating it. Be honest. You know I can tell if you’re lying.” Niko took a long moment to consider the question. Jamie permitted his hand to move again, roving over Jamie’s chest and feeling out all the textures of his smooth skin. “I had thought so,” Niko said slowly. “Yet now, I find myself wondering.”
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“I think,” Jamie said, reaching a hand out and resting it on Niko’s thigh, “what you wanted was a slave. Not a ‘pet,’ who you enjoyed, or even an equal. Someone who’d obey your every command, and never even think of saying no. Or you’d convinced yourself to feel that way.” “Perhaps,” Niko admitted. “No perhaps about it. You were so sure no one would want you, you figured the only way you could get a man was by making him blind and stupid and unable to resist.” Jamie sat up a little. “Instead, you got me.” He frowned, thinking. “ ‘Pet.’ I don’t mind being called pet. It’d bug me, if it was anyone else, but coming from you, here and now, it feels… nice. Like ‘honey,’ or ‘lover.’ It’s just your word for the one you want to treat right. To spoil rotten.” His eyes darkened still further with lust. “To be in your bed at night.” Niko hissed in a sharp breath. “You read me too well, Jamie.” “Do I? Well, how about this, then: you’re hard enough to burst. All you can think about is fucking me. You’re remembering what it was like before. Hot, tight, wet, slippery, gripping. The best kind of sex there is. But, Niko…” Jamie curled his fingers against the sorcerer’s leg. “Have you ever been taken, yourself? Do you know what it’s like to be stretched, finger by finger? Do you know what it feels like, a burning pain melting like ice into the brightest fire when a cock stretches you so wide open you think you’ll split in two?” Niko found his lips had parted a little. He licked at them to ease their dryness. “No… no, I have not,” he said, voice hoarse. “I have been taken, yes, but not as you describe. My experiences were more… clinical. A payment for lessons learned.” “Then all the men you’ve met are fools,” Jamie retorted. “Niko, you’re one of the most fuckable guys I’ve ever met. You wouldn’t last five minutes in a New York dance club without at least ten groupies crawling all over you. Where have you been hiding yourself, that you haven’t ever been wanted?” “I have studied. Been to driest African deserts, and high Nepalese mountaintops. Buried into caves beneath the Antarctic ice. I have even left this dimension to study with masters from other worlds --” “And the rest of the time you’ve spent locked up in your work chamber.” Jamie shook his head. “You’ve been so busy perfecting your magic you haven’t stopped to live life.” “There have been men before,” Niko retorted, stung. “Right, you told me. Payoffs for learning one new magic trick or another. Just enough to whet your appetite. To make you lonely, when you finally settled in one place for long enough to catch your breath.” Jamie sat up entirely. “That’s why you decided to go along with the Chimera idea, isn’t it? But you had to do it your way, to make sure it worked. You couldn’t stand the thought of being turned down.” Niko’s cheeks flamed red. “Jamie, you know too much,” he said, trying to inject a warning into his voice, but in the end sounding only small and broken. “I know I do. It’s this place. It gives me a look into your mind. Just pictures, images, but enough to know and understand you. You wanted a slave. You call me your pet. We’re bound. You never counted on me gaining my free will back, even for a moment.”
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“No,” Niko admitted. “Do you want me to show you what free will is all about?” Jamie rolled away onto his knees, and up onto his feet. He towered above Niko, tall and dominating. “Listen to me closely, Niko. I’m saying this, every word of it, because I mean it. I want you. I need you. After a taste like I had before, I think you might become an addiction.” Niko gazed up at the long length of honey-colored body, at the luminous eyes gazing down on him. “Tell me, then,” he said. “Tell me what you most want, and I will give it to you.” “You can’t tell?” Niko shook his head. “You can see into my mind, but yours is blocked to me. You must instruct me, Pet.” Hands came down to softly caress his hair. “It’s like silk,” Jamie mused. “You’re beautiful, Niko. The sight of you on your knees -- well, you can see what it does to me.” Indeed, Niko could. Jamie’s cock stood out at proud attention, long and thick, jutting from his nest of curls in striking demand. It wanted to be touched, to be held, to be kissed. “I do see it.” The hands curled gently in Niko’s hair, guiding him slowly toward Jamie’s groin. “Well,” he said with a grin in his voice. “How about you get to it, then? I don’t know how much longer we’ll have here, and I want to feel your clever, magic-working mouth wrapped around me.” Oh. Oh . Niko licked his lips again. To taste Jamie deep in his mouth, to feel him heavy on his tongue… it would be heaven itself. “Such an act would please you?” he whispered. “Much,” Jamie replied in a ragged voice. “Oh, yes. Very much.” Niko drew closer. He could smell Jamie then, a rich, musky bouquet of pure manhood that enticed him and filled his senses. He had to taste Jamie’s flavor, bursting on his tongue. But it had been long and long since he had been asked to perform such a service, and longer still since he had become too proud to give it as anything but the greatest favor. “Jamie,” he whispered. “I fear I will not please you.” Jamie gave a broken laugh. “Niko? Just you being there, where you are, has me ready to pop. Trust me. You can’t not please me. Do what comes naturally. It’s a pretty good bet I’ll love it.” Niko looked up at Jamie one last time, took a deep breath, and nuzzled into the man’s groin, burying his lips and nose in golden crinkles of hair. Feeling both the soft flesh of the ball sac below, and the hardness of Jamie’s cock to one side. It thumped against his cheek, eager to be included. Niko laughed a little. Extending his tongue, he flicked it at the skin. A tease. It felt good to tantalize Jamie, not in cruelty or demanding he feel the same things Niko felt, but simply to give him pleasure. “Yes.” Jamie’s fingers caressed him. “Just a little to the left, and you’ll be A-OK.” Niko laughed into Jamie’s skin. Laughter! Ah -- had he ever experienced such a thing with a lover? If yes, it had been so long ago he could not remember it. It felt new and refreshing, like the first draught of sparkling champagne. It made him want to smile, and nuzzle deeper, eliciting a laugh in return. Jamie’s hands felt gentle. The man might be willing to wait all day for Niko to adjust to submission, but
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his cock had different ideas. It tapped at his cheek again, impatient in the extreme to have its own share of attention. “Such a fine organ,” Niko murmured against Jamie’s flesh. “Shall I show you other things I know?” “Like what?” Jamie asked, his voice soft and warm, but his cock throbbing with a pulse beat Niko could feel against his face. “Oh, perhaps… playing the flute?” “Playing the -- oh.” Jamie chuckled, a deep and comforting, yet eager sound. “I’d like to see you try it.” “See it, yes. But to feel it, I think you would like even more.” Niko drew back a little, just far enough to settle on his heels and place both hands on Jamie’s hips. Jamie’s cock bobbed in front of him, darkly swollen and straining forward. He bent to kiss the tip, one light and tender kiss. Tenderness. That, too, felt new. Yet it was good as well. Better than good, in fact. Bracing himself against Jamie, Niko leaned forward and took the head of the man’s cock into his mouth. Unsure of how much he could handle, he lavished affection on that part of him first, swirling his tongue around and around as if eating the finest of ice creams. Cream, yes. Excited by the warm, wet caress, Jamie’s cock began to produce small drops of salty-sweet pre-come, little pearls landing on Niko’s tongue. He rolled them around in his mouth, then swallowed eagerly. He exulted silently: his mate, his pet, was now part of him. Nothing could separate them now. It was all he wanted, and still more lay ahead. Testing himself, Niko drew a bit more of Jamie’s cock into his mouth. He discovered to his dismay he could take only a little of the great length, and moaned in disappointment. He wanted to feel it all, every bit of the skin, silky-smooth and hard against his tongue. Jamie laughed and ruffled his hair. “Don’t worry,” he soothed. “There are other ways. And trust me, you’re doing fine .” Heartened, Niko drew back, applying gentle suction as he slid Jamie’s cock out of his mouth. It parted from his lips with a soft pop . Jamie gave a small whimper he seemed unable to help, but Niko smiled up at him. “Other ways, you said,” he reminded the man. “I would like to try these. Perhaps you will like them just as well.” Fisting the base of Jamie’s cock, he began to run his tongue up and down the length of the shaft, pausing for swirling licks around the head to scoop up the small bubbles of pre-come. Jamie’s thighs began to tremble beneath his hands. “Good,” the man breathed. “Yes. Like that.” Niko exhaled warm air against Jamie’s cock, up and down, basking in the reflected heat. Whimsically, he nibbled lightly at the length as he might an ear of corn, had he been given to eating such things. This tasted far better. Gentle with his teeth so he did not break the skin, he found to his delight this elicited by far the best reaction yet. Jamie gave a mighty groan, his hands flexing tight for a moment in Niko’s hair. “Yes,” he urged. “Yes. Again.” Niko obliged. Then, exploring further, he found a large vein running underneath Jamie’s cock, and lapped a path up the tracery of dark blue. Ideas came to him thick and fast, notions he could hardly wait to act upon. Ducking beneath Jamie’s organ for a moment, he licked at the man’s balls, suckling first one and then the other into his mouth with exquisite care. He rolled them on his tongue, savoring the way they felt, heavy and full.



Page 34



Generated by ABC Amber LIT Converter, http://www.processtext.com/abclit.html



Jamie groaned. “Stop,” he said abruptly. “Niko, stop!” Startled, Niko pulled away. “You are not pleased?” Jamie looked down at him, face damp with sweat, and eyes filled with a ravenous hunger. “Pleased? I like it too much,” he rasped. “Way too much. I have other plans for us, Niko. Plans involving you being on your back, with your legs over my shoulders.” Niko gave a shudder. As he had said, he had allowed himself to be penetrated before, as part of the price paid for learning magics, but never had his body thrilled and jumped to life at the thought of a cock entering him. His own prick pulsed eagerly, set ablaze by the thought of Jamie piercing his rosebud. Hastily, he tumbled onto his back. “Waste no time,” he breathed. “I desire this as well. Come to me, Pet. Lover. Jamie.” Jamie stared at him in disbelief, but let no second go to waste himself. Kneeling, he took first one of Niko’s slim, pale legs in one strong hand and draped it over his shoulder, and then the other. His cock pushed at the seam between Niko’s ass cheeks, eager to get inside. He began to push -- then stopped. “Lube,” he groaned. “We don’t have anything to make this go easier.” Niko twinkled up at him. “Have you learned nothing? There are benefits to being a sorcerer. Test me, Jamie. I am wet and waiting for you.” Jamie’s strong fingers slipped down between Niko’s cheeks, and probed at his hole. He gaped a little when he found it slick with spicy-scented lubricant. “How did you do that?” He shook his head. “Never mind. I don’t think I want to know. I’m just glad you did.” “And you as well,” Niko said, pushing a little against the blunt tip of Jamie’s cock. “I took the liberty.” Jamie laughed. “With you, that’s like saying, I took a breath .” “Still and all. Check yourself. I would make this comfortable for you, too.” Niko watched as Jamie slipped a hand down to his own cock, and saw his eyes widen as he found it well slicked with the same unguent. Laughing, Jamie leaned forward to kiss him. “You are a wonder,” he said, rubbing his nose against Niko’s. “The eighth wonder of the world.” “I would rank myself higher than eighth.” “You would.” Jamie dipped his fingers into the slick ointment coating Niko’s hole, and pressed gently against his entrance. Niko centered himself, remembering long-ago lessons learned in breathing and relaxation. He opened like a flower beneath Jamie’s touch, his hole stretching to accommodate first one finger, then two, then three. “You see,” he said, reaching up to caress Jamie’s chest. “I am ready for you. Will you have me?” Jamie groaned and laughed. “Niko, what a question. Yes, I’ll have you.” “Then waste no more time.” Niko canted his hips, pushing so the tip of Jamie’s cock slid into him. “Fuck me now. Make it hard and fast. I like pain as well as pleasure. To me, they are the same.”
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Jamie twined their hands together, lifting Niko’s arms behind his head. “No pain,” he whispered. “Just pleasure. And now, yes, now.” Jamie thrust forward, and, there being no need for Niko to stop and adjust, slid in fully with one smooth glide. He gasped, a sweet sound better than anything Niko had ever heard before, though he only paid it scant attention. No, he was focused on the stretch and burn inside him, the fullness so exquisitely good, and the pulse beating in Jamie’s cock now thumping within him. “More,” he whispered, wriggling. “Give me more.” “I’ll give you more, all right.” Jamie drew back and thrust again, another slick glide, the friction so marvelous that both men cried out. Niko matched him, push for push, their hips finding a rhythm older than time, magical as anything he could create with his art. Jamie’s limbs began to tremble. The iron control he had exerted started to crumble as he pumped his cock in and out of Niko, each stroke better than the last. “Do you want me to come inside you?” he whispered. “Want to feel it splashing deep inside?” Niko moaned, pushing up. “Do it,” he said. “Fill me. Make me yours, as you are mine.” A vague image of the two clay figurines bound together filled his mind, but he quickly cast that thought aside in favor of the pleasures of the moment. He clamped down, milking Jamie’s cock with his deep interior muscles. “Come for me, Jamie.” He could feel his own erection throbbing, on the very verge of explosion. “Come for me, now.” “No magic?” “None.” “No tricks?” “Not a one.” “Just you and me?” “You and I,” Niko whispered, undulating his hips. “Do it, Jamie. Do it now.” Jamie slid forward in one long, last thrust, then froze save for the quaking of his muscles. Deep inside, Niko could feel heated spurts of liquid bathing him, bursting against his inner walls. Realizing his body had brought Jamie so much pleasure sent a jolt of excitement to his brain and loins, proving too much. Arching up, he let out a soft cry as his own orgasm exploded from him, bathing his stomach and splashing Jamie with heated come. Jamie remained where he was for a long moment, still shaking, his body twitching as the last of the orgasm faded. He closed his eyes for a long moment. When he opened them they shone, gleaming at Niko with a sort of adoration -- and, dared he hope it? -- love. Sliding out, he lay down on his side, and pulled Niko to him, ignoring the mess they had made. “I’m a cuddler,” he said softly. “Hope you don’t mind?” Niko nearly purred, curling into the warm embrace. “It is new to me,” he admitted, “but I believe I like it.” “Good. You’re in for a lot of it. And hey, you want to see something cool?” Jamie sparkled at him.
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“Check this out.” The grass began to grow beneath them, lush and soft. Trees burst into rich, verdant leaf. As Niko stared, he fancied he heard nightingales landing softly on branches, beginning to sing to one another. The moon still hung high in the sky, but the harshness of its glare softened to a cool glow, bathing their bodies with its light. Jamie grinned. “Pretty cool, huh?” Niko twisted to gape around himself. “You did this?” “I think we both did. And hey, enough of the wiggling. Snuggle time.” Jamie tugged Niko back against him, spooning their bodies one against the other in a perfect fit. “See?” he whispered, tucking his chin into the crook of Niko’s shoulder. “Isn’t this better than a slave? A pet, I still say I can deal with. But being without my free will is definitely not an option. See how much better it can be when I can do what I want, too?” Niko curled against Jamie, sunk deep in thought. Yes… yes. Jamie had the right of it. He had not considered, before, how much difference it made. He would not want a lump in his bed, responding only to his commands. A small part of the notion still appealed, but might Jamie not choose to play a game such as Master and Slave one night? He laughed. Who would be Master, and who Slave? They could choose, yes. Jamie might also choose to let Niko fuck him, or if he felt in the mood, take control as he had done. Niko could still feel the delicious ache deep inside, and knew he would want more of it. He had made a grave mistake. Fortunately, he could right it. And right it he would. Gently pulling away from Jamie with a caress, he sat up. “Time for us to part now,” he said. “I have business I must attend to. But I ask this of you: when your plane lands, I will be waiting on the tarmac. If you will agree to be my mate, my lover, my partner, greet me with a kiss.” Jamie darted up, pressing his lips against Niko’s. He grinned broadly as he pulled back. “Like this?” Niko’s heart thumped. “Exactly like that,” he said. “Return to your body now, Jamie. I have learned what I was meant to learn, a lesson taught to me by higher powers than I control.” Jamie’s forehead wrinkled. “I will explain it all later, if we have a later.” Unable to resist, Niko stroked Jamie’s chest one more time. “Now, I return, and so do you. But when you land, if you will, come to me. I will welcome you with open arms.” Jamie lay back against the rich grass, his smile sleepy and content. “It’s a deal, Niko.” Niko pressed a kiss to his own fingertips and brushed them against Jamie’s mouth. “Awaken, then, sleeper. Awaken…”
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Chapter Seven



Niko’s sprite was waiting for him when he returned from the Shadow-Summerlands, perched impudently on one of his knees. “You’re back, back, back,” it chimed. “Have a good trip?” “What do you know of trips, you imp?” Niko muttered. He raised himself on his elbows. When Jamie had summoned him, his body had fallen willy-nilly, landing on the floor next to his worktable. A good thing he hadn’t injured himself -- though to be sure, he had not considered it while caught up in Jamie’s arms. “Get off me! I am standing.” The sprite jumped off Niko’s knee as he levered himself up, popping out of existence and then back in, balanced on a pestle. It peered at him, curious as a child. “You have learned a lesson,” it said, sounding impressed. “It shines on your face.” Niko rubbed his chin. “Yes,” he said, “perhaps I have.” “What were you taught, taught, taught?” the sprite wanted to know. “Something of value?” “Of very great value indeed.” Niko’s mind worked quickly. “What is the condition of the air?” The sprite spun in a lazy circle. “Smooth as glass now. The plane will be landing soon.” Its smile turned wicked. “The plane with your mate on it.” “Then I must hurry.” Turning to his chair, Niko seized up the small, enchanted box he’d fashioned, holding the two clay figurines. He examined it carefully. Not even he could break the charms he’d put on it, but perhaps, if the Higher Powers were gracious… He stroked the eternal seal with his fingertips. “Have pity on me, a fool, O Master of the masters,” he prayed aloud. “Break the bond I forged without thought or consideration. Give my mate his free will again.” The sprite’s eyes widened. “What are you doing?” it asked, fascinated. “You bound him for a reason.” “Yes, and as you keep reminding me, there is the rule of three. I have learned thrice over, and still more, what value free will has, and what it means when that gift is taken away.” Niko rubbed the box’s seal. “Have mercy, be lenient, grant me what I seek,” he pleaded. “Not for my sake, but for Jamie’s, the innocent in this matter. Will you hear my cry, Master of masters?” There was a pause. The air thickened, charging with static electricity. Niko’s hair stood on end. Yes -yes -- just perhaps -With a small clink , the seal broke open. The air cleared, and Niko stood shaking, his clothing in disarray, holding the small box. The box he could now open, if he so chose. He placed his hands on the lid, ready to lift it. The sprite fluttered to hover in the air near his hand. It dared to place its fingers on his, tugging at his thumb. “Are you sure, sure, sure?” it wanted to know. “What if Jamie rejects you now?”
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“Then let it be his choice,” Niko said. He raised the lid of the box and withdrew the small clay figures. He stared at them a moment, bound chest to chest and cock to cock, his shape dominant over Jamie’s, usurping his ability to think and make decisions for himself. “I’m through playing God. If Jamie wants me, and I believe he does, let it be on his own terms.” The sprite withdrew, eyes wide. Niko carefully unpicked the silver cord holding the two figures together, and cast it onto the floor. Instantly he felt a painful sense of loss. Jamie had slipped from his grasp, outside the bounds of his mental reach. In his plane, high above the island, did Jamie feel it too? Yet there remained still one more thing to do. Raising the clay figures in his fist, he held them above his head for a moment. Doubt tugged briefly at him, self-uncertainty and wonder -- but then, with a determined shake of his head, Niko brought his hand down and cast the clay men on the floor, where they broke into pieces. This time, the sense of loss was nearly a physical pain. He staggered, reaching out for the table to steady himself. The sprite flashed to his side, hands fluttering. “Master, are you ill?” it asked, looking terrified. “Shall I call a doctor, nurse, a medicine man?” Niko found he could smile, still. “No,” he said, catching his breath. “Peace. No. I am well. Fetch me clothes, instead.” The sprite tilted its head. “Clothes?” “Yes. Jeans and a well-fitting silk shirt; my closet holds many of the things.” He plucked at his black working robes. “Jamie’s plane will land soon, and I intend to meet him. But I will meet him as a man, not a magician. Bring me clothes so I may dress the part.” “For it’s the man, not the mage, you want Jamie to love,” the sprite said shrewdly. Niko swatted at it, but only half-heartedly. “Get on with your sauce! Go now, and do as you’re bid.” Although it laughed at him, the creature fluttered away. Niko passed a hand over his face, stroking his chin and fingering his cheeks. He had done the right thing, he believed. Jamie’s will was his own, now. He only hoped Jamie would not have changed his mind between the other plane of existence and Chimera. That he would step off the jet and greet Niko, as asked, with a kiss boding well for their future. Hope seemed so intangible, far less binding than a spell, but he clung to it, knowing Jamie would have it no other way. Dress, then, he would dress, and he would go out to the landing pad to await his mate’s arrival. *** “Hey,” a soft, amused voice broke into Jamie’s dreams. Dreams of grassy fields, cool moonlight pouring over him like water, and a man with pale skin and dark eyes… “Hey, sleepyhead. What, did you have a bunch of layovers and not get to rest for a long time?” Jamie’s eyes popped open. His headphones had fallen off again and dangled around his neck. His playlist had long ended. So had Ella’s, from the sound of it. She perched on her knees on the seat in front of him and grinned. “Turbulence is over. The pilot’s going to have a shit fit unless I sit down soon and get my seatbelt on, but I wanted to wake you up. Almost hated to, though.” She reached out a finger and poked his cheek. “You were smiling in your sleep. You’re still smiling, matter of fact. Good dreams?”
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Jamie let his grin stretch a little wider. Magic. Magic, and a man he’d fallen in love with in a place between places. A man he had every reason to believe would be waiting for him when they landed on Chimera Island. “The best kind of dreams,” he said. “My favorite of all.” Ella winked at him. “Damn! Must have been the banana. Nothing like a little symbolism to get the mind revved up.” She reached out again, petting his shoulder. “Hey, Jamie? Don’t think I’m nuts, okay? But I have a really good feeling about this vacation. We’re both going to meet the man of our dreams. OK, in my case, maybe a woman, but still. There’s a great big adventure ahead of us. I’ll be there, too, keeping an eye out for you.” Jamie reached up to cover her hand and give it a slight squeeze. “You’re one in a million, Ella.” She blushed a little. “Aw, nuts. Don’t go getting all sappy now. Just buckle up, and get ready for the landing. The fun’s about to start.” If he could have reached, Jamie might have kissed her cheek. “You get your own seatbelt on,” he said. “Let’s land this bird.” “Amen,” the pilot hollered from his cockpit. “Sit down and shut up!” Ella rolled her eyes with another grin. “Aye, aye,” she said, twisting back around. Jamie heard a snick as her seatbelt clicked into place. He had to laugh. She might be belted in, but nothing would hold Ella down. Not ever. He found himself glad she was on his side. Ella just had a way about her -- something reassuring to a man, making him think everything would be okay, no matter what. She was like soothing oil, smoothing things down and making them glide easily along. Sitting back, Jamie peered out the window. The pilot was bringing the plane down, with Chimera coming ever closer. He could see the tarmac now, a black asphalt circle with a small hangar next to it. Niko. Niko would be waiting there. He felt his heart begin to beat faster. It had to be true. Niko had to exist. He still felt wrung out from their loving, and his body sang with the aftermath of orgasm. Tugging carefully, he tested the bond between them. To his surprise, he found the silver cord had snapped, its ends trailing loose. Instead, in its place, there was a slim, golden thread. It felt more pliable than the other, but still bound him to a man somewhere out there. Jamie tested it, almost laughing when it rippled smoothly. Did Niko feel that? Or would Jamie have to show it to him, and let him know even though the spell was broken, they were still tied together? Not by slavery, but by love? He liked this tie much better. “Bringing her in,” the pilot yelled back at them. “Might be a little bumpy!” Jamie braced himself. He could handle a jolt or two. Every second brought him closer to Niko, and that was what mattered. “I’m coming,” he murmured. “Hear me, Niko? I’m coming to meet you.” *** Niko stood nervously in the shade of the docking bay, one hand over his eyes as he peered at the plane drawing ever closer. Wind whipped at his hair, tossing it in his face as the machine descended, nearer



Page 40



Generated by ABC Amber LIT Converter, http://www.processtext.com/abclit.html



and nearer, finally landing on the tarmac with a thump and thud. His heart beat in his throat. Jamie. Soon, Jamie would be with him, if he still willed it… There was a moment’s pause as the engines shut off. A rough-hewn man opened a cockpit door and swung himself out of it, making for the cargo bay. He pulled down a hatch and began to drag out suitcases. He turned to yell something behind him, words Niko couldn’t quite make out. Another pause, and a small woman dressed in red popped out of the cockpit. She carried a satchel half as big as she was, and wore a grin which could light up the island. Looking around herself, she beamed, clearly delighted to be there. She twisted to grin over her shoulder, beckoning as she lightly trip-trapped down to the ground and landed daintily as a fairy. Niko’s chest hurt. Jamie next? Would it be Jamie? Yes -- yes! A familiar head of sandy hair appeared in the cockpit door. Blinking in the strong sunlight, a familiar face materialized, and then the body he had known so intimately less than an hour before. No less beautiful for being clad in a loose, frayed-hem shirt and jeans, he stood tall and strong for a moment. Mirroring Niko, Jamie raised a hand to his eyes and peered around, searching for something. For him? A little to the left, and Jamie spotted him. Their eyes met. Swallowing hard, Niko stepped out of the shadows and into the sunlight. He extended his hand, reaching out for his lover, his partner, his mate. A grin broke out on Jamie’s face, blazing even brighter than the sun. “I knew it!” he yelled. “I just knew it!” Jumping down, he ran toward Niko. Half a moment later, and the mage’s arms were filled with warm, living man, hands sliding around his back and down to cup his ass. Heated lips pressed against his, salty and vitally alive, kissing him of his own free will. Niko laughed into the caress, far too delighted for words. Jamie pulled back. “You are Niko, aren’t you?” he said with a wink. “Or are you just really surprised right now?” Niko laughed again. “I am he,” he said, reaching out to take Jamie’s hand. “And I have much, oh, so much to show you. If you choose to come with me. To be my mate. Do you?” Jamie winked at him. “Niko,” he said, “mate or no mate, whether I stay or whether I talk you into going back to the mainland with me, I do choose. I choose you, come what might. Is that good enough, or do you want another kiss to prove it?” Niko felt himself glow with happiness. “I am satisfied,” he said, “but I wouldn’t turn down another kiss…” Laughing soft and low, Jamie caught Niko to him and pressed their lips together. Running their tongues together, tasting one another in reality for the first time, Niko felt he could stay there forever and ever and live a happy man. He had found what he sought, and gained what he had almost lost through foolishness. Blessed be the Rule of Three. In giving Jamie freedom to love as he would, it seemed the love was being returned in triple measure. He wondered if he could possibly be any happier. Then, he thought of the bedchamber he had so
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elegantly decorated, and felt his cheeks heat with passion. Oh, yes, they could be better. But they had all the time they wanted. And when they made the choice, they would go there and make love, choosing to savor one another’s bodies, fast or slow, with love and passion both. No man, or magician, could ever ask for more. *** Ella shifted her shoulder bag and grinned to herself as she watched the two men locked in a heated embrace. Whew! For a while there, she hadn’t thought things were going to work out. See, in her line of work, she had the inside scoop, so to speak, on how the land lay in matters of the heart. She’d known from the moment she saw Jamie there was a spell on him. Something tying him to another man, and not with his permission. Some folks might have been okay with it, but once she’d spoken to him, she’d known that wasn’t for Jamie. He needed his free will. So, after watching him sleep the first time, and sensing he had been swept away to the Summer-Shadowlands, Ella had just done a little tweaking. Given Jamie just enough of a boost to pull whoever it was back in so they could get a few things straightened out. Looked like it had worked, too. Those two were joined at the lips, the hips, and they’d have to start charging a fee if they went any further out where everyone could see them. Ella laughed. Ah, what the hell? They were happy. That’s what mattered. She adjusted her bag again -- damn, she really did have to start carrying less stuff around -- and wiggled her shoulders. Yep, her wings were still furled neat and flat down her back, hidden by her sundress. So, this was Chimera, huh? She grinned. She’d heard about it, but had been surprised to get an invite from the Agency of Extraordinary Mates. Guess they didn’t know what she really was. Well, they’d be in for a surprise, then, and so would the man or creature who’d selected her to woo and win. After all, a fairy godmother, or godsister, as she preferred to call herself, didn’t just roll over for anyone. Good times lay ahead… for herself, for Jamie and his man, and for her intended partner… and she couldn’t wait. Humming to herself, she walked toward the terminal and her future. Time to get the party started!



And that, dear readers, is the end of tonight’s tale…
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