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The First Word
Hey there, everyone! It's Issue 20 of Within His Castle! That's twenty weeks of
pure entertainment, straight from our minds and hearts to yours! Celebrating Issue
20, we have the long-awaited return of JL's Twenty! WooHoo! This week, our
special guest in the Hot Seat is author Rowan McBride, here to share some thoughts
on the life, work, and qualities that make up this intriguing individual!
Also in interviews, Frost takes the stage with a special Frost's Freeze, sitting down
with author J. M. Snyder to discuss the makings and amazements of the author's
hottest titles. From there, Frost ventures into the world of Rick R. Reed, rerunning
my interview with Rick from Issue 7.
Author and Web Digest Weekly editor-in-chief J. C. Parrish returns to Within His
Castle this week with a terrific story to get you in the mood for Halloween! Also
contributing new material this week is author Crystal Ordonez, who offers her
thoughts and views of this season's run in MLB for her beloved Chicago Cubs.
Crystal also returns in Serializing Literature this week with Chapter One of her
novel The Silver Chronicles: Psychic Slaughters. Crystal is joined in the section with
author Kate Hofman and the second chapter of her intimate novel Will and Kiki.
There are new crossword puzzles, word finds, and more ahead in this grand Issue
20, celebrating our first five months in circulation! Madame X answers more
readers' questions, Montgomery Sword takes a brief leave of absence, and Destiny
Blaine offers a column proving once again that it really IS all about JL!
To find out what's going on in my life and the lives of my acquaintances, continue on
to the next page and What's New in the world of J. L. Foster!

Enjoy this awesome new issue of Within His Castle! There are many ways for you to
participate, so feel your way around and let Within His Castle work for You!
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What's New
Check it out! There's a whole lot new and then some! For starters, there is a
BRAND NEW J. L. FOSTER RELEASE TODAY! That's right! “Forever” - the
first tale in my six-story erotic/horror series Shaded Whisperings – is now available!
You'll find the cover below, and then inside of this issue, you'll come across an
awesome excerpt from the book and, of course, Frost's review! Hit up
www.amirapress.com and be sure to check this great new chiller out!

Now, JL's not the only one with a great new release out today! Within His Castle
contributor Destiny Blaine is celebrating the release of her long-awaited tale
“Murdering In Numbers: The Madness Begins!” This is a tale that could have only
been crafted by the talented mind of Ms. Blaine! The cover of this book draws my
eye, too. Of course, that could be because I made it! Check out “The Madness
Begins” at www.amirapress.com
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HEY! WRITERS! THIS IS YOUR CHANCE!
Amira Press has a new call for submissions – searching for historical, western,
erotic, you name it! But here's my favorite part! Princesses! Princesses from all
over the world – all walks of life! African, Indian, Asian, English... Other-Worldly
Princesses! Yeah, Amira is searching for some of the hottest, most elegant stories
containing princesses as the main character! Hit up the Amira Site at
www.amirapress.com or email Debbie at Amira at debbie@amirapress.com Check
the site for standard submission guidelines!
Now, for those of you out there dealing with dark lords, knights, castles, and wonder
– The Dark Castle Lords want YOU! I'm proud to be a part of this great team of
talents, and if you think you have what it takes to hang with us – come on over! The
Dark Castle Lords are currently accepting submissions on relative materials, so
talented authors – write your butts off and earn your titles as Dark Lords or Ladies!
For more, hit up www.thedarkcastlelords.com
Horror Day is coming up – October 13! I promise – as always – to have something
brand new, quite frightening, and free for the day come that Saturday! Look
forward to this awesome surprise! You'll be glad you held your breath!
I'd like to send out thoughts and blessings to the family of Montgomery Sword, who
suffered a loss this week. You are with us always, and we eagerly await your return
and your smiling face! Also, Madame X's child had surgery on his broken arm, so
we wish him a very speedy recovery! He's truly a strong kid!
If you usually skim the It Is Written section, take a moment to give it a good look!
There are a couple of changes and a new edition, so give them a moment of
recognition. Also, if you have an ad that needs to be renewed for free of course* or
you would like to place an ad for free of course* send me an email to the address on
that page and I'll get ya taken care of! WOOT!
Enjoy this issue of Within His Castle! Take notice of the return of the Website of the
Week! It is one that both Frost and I really feel needs the attention.
WHC: Entertaining to the Last Drop
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J. L.'s

POETRY
CORNER
All of this week's poems can be found in JL's first volume of poetry
SOCIAL DISEASE
at
www.jlfoster.biz/poeticjustice

“Die”
March 1998
She is a storm that rages
Through the open sky.
She opens her heart.
He wraps her around
With foolish love
Trying to mend her broken heart
From when he said to her,
Don’t deface me
Or you’ll be hurt
Don’t refuse me;
I’ll rip your shirt.
Don’t deny me;
I’ll make you cry.
Do not tell
Or you will die.
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She begs for forgiveness
Yet another time
As she grasps her heart.
He laughs a little
At pieces of her
As he breaks her heart.
And he says to her,
Don’t deface me
Or you’ll be hurt.
Don’t refuse me;
I’ll rip your shirt.
Don’t deny me;
I’ll make you cry.
Do not tell
Or you will die.
She cries when he beats her,
Slaps her,
Hits her.
He’s not afraid.
There’s nothing she can do.
She’s ashamed of herself,
And he says and she knows,
Don’t deface me
Or you’ll be hurt.
Don’t refuse me;
I’ll rip your skirt.
Don’t deny me;
I’ll make you cry.
Do not tell
Or you will die.
She asks him to stop.
Suddenly, he cries
And says he’ll never again…
And again she forgives
And again she will stay
Only for him to beat her
Again on another day.
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“Pray for You”
1999
My soul is dark.
Hear me thirst.
Quench
My burning
Desires.
I have ruined you.
You have pained me.
I have kept my silence
Too long.
The time has come
For me to weep.
The pain
Is too much
To bear.
And silently,
I crawly
Under my cold, cold rock
And pray for you
To kill me.
“Necrophilia”
January 1, 1998
Cold, hard flesh in the gloomy night…
Evils are present this evening.
My skin thickens.
My body tingles.
I feel every breath of your dangerous past.
I see every vision your presence will allow.
And I take you away
On an adventure –
A ride for the forbidden.
It’s dangerous,
Not getting caught,
And yet we continue –
Night after night –
Hour after hour…
There is a certain peace with you.
My love doesn’t seem to disturb you.
With you, I shall make
My sex with the dead.
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Weekly Word Search
WORDS FROM FOREVER
Enjoy this special word find, featuring random terms, names and words found in JL's latest
erotic-horror masterpiece, “Forever,” book one in his new Shaded Whisperings series! Once
you've finished your word find, be sure to check out JL's new title at www.amirapress.com He
guarantees more chills and sensations than most laws allow!
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Word List:
FOREVER, MIRANDA, MARK, DOLL, HALLOWEEN, HORROR, EROTIC,
ROMANCE, GODS, ELVIS, APARTMENT, MASTURBATION, RELIGION, CLUB,
MAZE, COSTUME, VAMPIRE, TRANCE, PLASTIC, EMOTIONLESS, TWIN,
BROTHER, FAINT, MONTGOMERY
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Ashaki's Beauty Parlor
Enjoy this fun-filled Crossword Puzzle, featuring
clues, characters and places from JL's novel
“Ashaki's Beauty Parlor! Clues are on the next
page and the solution -as always- is in the back!
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Down
1. Ashaki's African Love/Tribal Guardian
2. Terrance's Ex-Wife and Fiance
3. African Term Used to Reference Ashaki's
Father
4. Ashaki's Name Means This
8. Common Glue betweek Regina and Terrance
9. Regina is Preparing for One of These
12The Child of Daniel
13Ashaki Places One of These on Regina
14Club Owner and Generally Hottie
15Ashaki uses These in Her Rituals
16Ashaki's Father Experiences This
19Ashaki's Dealer

Across
5. Regina's Shrink can Cook
6. Club Frequented by Ashaki
7. Ashaki and Regina Spend Time Here
10Ashaki is a Native of This Place
11Bustling City in Ashaki's Beauty Parlor
15Daniel's Estranged Lover
17Ashaki is Dumped Here
18Nashville Punk Band The 8th ?
20Socialite Customer and Friend of Ashaki
21Type of Doll Ashaki Crafts

CHECK OUT ASHAKI AT www.jlfoster.biz/ashaki
AND CHECK OUT THE CROSSWORD SOLUTION AT THE END OF THIS ISSUE OF
WITHIN HIS CASTLE!
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EXCERPT EXTRAVAGANZA
Hey there, everyone! Welcome to Excerpt Extravaganza! WooHoo!
Well, JL's got a new release out today from Amira Press. The story is the first in the
six-tale series Shaded Whisperings. It's an erotic-horror piece called “Forever.”
We have the first excerpt here for you tonight!
Also this week in Excerpt Extravaganza, what can be more frightening than having
to live life in a body you couldn't stand? How about having to make a deal with the
Devil simply to appear pretty to others?
That's right... from JL's archives and the upcoming Book of Apparitions, it's the first
half of the thus unedited “Rage without Righteousness.”

First Up
An Excerpt from the New Story “Forever”
and then
A Terrific Excerpt from the JL Classic
“Rage without Righteousness”
WOOT!!

The Book of Apparitions is currently unavailable! Keep up on updates right here in
Within His Castle or on the website at www.jlfoster.biz
“Forever” is available now through Amira Press! Be sure to check it out at
Amira Press dot Com

12

FOREVER
By: J. L. Foster
An Excerpt of Chapter 1
She simply could not believe it was real. The tiny plastic body that proved anatomically correct… the
hair that felt more real than even her own… the deep brown eyes that stared at her as she caressed the
bare, buff plastic arm between her fingers. She’d never seen anything so lifelike. Standing just over a
foot tall, the doll was remarkably realistic. Realistic and handsome.
Quite handsome.
“How much for him?” Miranda shouted, not meaning to raise her voice but eager over the excitement
of her find.
“The doll?” the old man behind the counter questioned. “Three bucks.”
“Really?” she asked as her eyes grew wide with disbelief.
“Sure. I don’t even remember where it came from. Probably in a box of junk toys, for all I know. It’s
three twenty-nine with tax.”
The old clerk offered to wrap and bag the doll for Miranda, but she kindly denied his offer. She
wanted to carry him, in her hand, flesh against flesh… Crossing the street, Miranda did not bother to
look up, but faith guided her safely across, even as her eyes never once left the doll that seemed to gaze
back at her with a killer smile and twinkling eyes.
“I don’t know who you look like more,” she chatted to the doll as she rounded the corner onto
Montgomery Street. “It’s either Mark in the apartment above mine or the hottie on the cover of that
book I’m reading.”
Miranda was quiet for a moment, as if waiting for the doll to respond. When it said nothing, she
continued just as softly as before.
“I’ll have to think of a name for you… You look a little Italian, but then again, I’ve never heard of a
little Italian!”
Laughing a bit too loudly at her own joke, Miranda caught the attention of the other pedestrians out
on this cool fall day, but she failed to notice them in return. For the moment, she and her doll were the
only two people on the streets today, and shortly, the streets would fall vacant as she neared her old
brick apartment building.
“There are times when I just get lonely,” she whispered as she opened the front door of the complex
and started towards the stairs. “I haven’t had a man ask me out on a date in months, and I know I’m
not ugly… people say I look like a movie star or a car dealership spokeswoman. Those people aren’t
ugly. I just don’t know what it is.”
“Could it be the fact that you talk to dolls?” Mark, her neighbor from the apartment above hers,
snickered coolly as he neared her from behind on the stairs. His words caused Miranda to yelp loudly
and she gasped a heavy sigh as she slapped a hand against her heart. Suddenly, she was no longer alone
with her doll anymore.
Suddenly, Mark was there.
“You scared me,” she admitted, tucking the doll into the pocket of her long, flowing denim dress. “I
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didn’t hear anyone come in after me.”
“I’ve been behind you for at least a block,” he laughed, shaking his head slowly. “I even called your
name once.”
“I’m sorry, Mark. I’ve just been terribly busy lately, and it’s all had my mind preoccupied.”
“With a doll?” Still holding his wondering smile, his eyes dropped to the pocket where he knew the
doll rested. “Of course, I can’t really say anything. I’m the one with the Elvis statue in my living room.”
This made Miranda laugh and suddenly she felt quite at ease. For the moment, she decided to forget
completely about the doll that nestled within the warmth of her denim. She wouldn’t even offer an
explanation for it. Instead, she would take this opportunity to make conversation with the man she had
admired from afar for the last eighteen months.
“It’s getting cool outside again,” she noticed, looking up into her neighbor’s warm brown eyes. “It
feels good after that scorcher of a summer we were plagued with.”
“We’ll miss that scorcher of a summer when the bitter and brittle winter gets here,” Mark noted
wisely, brushing back a lock of his curly caramel-colored hair. “But yeah, the cool feels good.”
There was an unsettling moment of silence where neither Mark nor Miranda knew what to say next.
Neither had moved from their spots in the stairwell for nearly five minutes, and it was likely that both
had forgotten they were originally headed to their respective homes. Then, noticing a flyer taped to the
wall of the stairwell, Mark refreshed his smile and adjusted his position.
“Did you hear about that Halloween ball tomorrow night?”
“At the Maze? Isn’t that place supposed to be dangerous?”
“Everywhere is dangerous on Halloween.” Mark’s grin was as honest as his comment. “So, are you
going?”
“Oh,” Miranda blushed, slanting her eyes and looking away. “I don’t know… I’ve never really
celebrated Halloween. My family pretty much looked down on it when I was a child. I wouldn’t know
where to begin. Besides… either way it goes, the Maze is not really the sort of place a woman should go
alone…”
“I’ll take that as a no, you don’t have a date for Halloween then?” Amazement filled his voice and he
forced his laughter to reside only in his mind. Halloween had been a part of his life for as long as he
remembered. He couldn’t imagine children being sheltered from it – much less a grown woman.
“No one’s asked me anyway... even if I did want to go.”
“Welcome to the club.”
“What do you mean?” she questioned – curiosity flooding her voice.
“No one’s asked me either.”
Suddenly, Miranda began to grow a bit uncomfortable, and the memory of her apartment three
floors up flooded back to her mind. Forcing a smile over her lips, she looked her neighbor deep in the
eyes and shook her head. “I’ve really got to get home. I’ve got a lot of work left to do, and…”
“… And a new doll to play with…”
“Take care, Mark,” she said simply, smiling still and turning her back to him. Once she had begun to
climb the stairs again, she added, “And good luck finding a date for tomorrow.”
“If you think it over,” he called after her, “let me know! We could go together. I’ll be going as a
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vampire!”
“That’s outdated and cheesy!” she shouted in return, her voice vibrating off of the hollowed stairwell.
“It’s not cheesy…” Mark whispered, turning around and making his way to the bottom of the stairs.
He was out the front door and on the sidewalk before he remembered that he had originally been going
upstairs, heading home to his apartment. “Ah, Miranda…” he sighed quietly. “See what you do to a
man.” Quickly, he turned around on his heels, reopened the entrance of the apartment complex, and
once again began his trek up the stairs to his apartment – the apartment just above Miranda’s.
Miranda was locked away in her apartment long before Mark reached and passed her floor. At
thirty-two years old, she suddenly felt like she was in high school again. Briefly, her thoughts drifted
back to those semi-carefree days, when her father preached fire and brimstone at the pulpit, her mother
baked apple pies religiously to detract from the misery of her unfulfilled life, and Miranda, herself, was
at her most rebellious. She had been a rather good teenager, by most respectable views, but she had also
had her fair share flirtatious moments. She recalled one Sunday after her father’s weekly sermon had
concluded and she was in charge of cleaning up the three Sunday School classrooms. In the third
classroom, she encountered Billy Boyd, who had also been assigned cleaning duties by his father, the
deacon. It was in that room where Miranda first discovered her own sexual needs and desires. It was
there that she lost her virginity.
From that moment, Miranda developed from an innocent girl into a sensual woman. Religion,
however, would remain a large part of her. Sexuality would become just as big of one.
Miranda was uncertain as to why this memory had suddenly flooded back to her mind, but it made
her smile and it helped to clear her thoughts from Mark’s blunt proposal of a date. She sat atop her
sofa, doll in hand, staring in wonder at the detail that the figure possessed. Though she had looked once
in the old antique store, she felt the sudden urge to check once more, and eagerly, she tugged the thin
cloth pants off of the doll and sat them carefully on the coffee table. A nicely crafted plastic penis with
plastic testicles and realistic pubic hair was exposed, and tenderly, Miranda began to run the tip of her
index finger over them. Even though it was plastic, the doll’s package felt excitingly real. Miranda could
feel herself growing wet simply from stroking it.

RAGE WITHOUT RIGHTEOUSNESS
By: J. L. Foster
It took her a while to read and re-read the final note in the e-mail. Her mind did not want to
believe it. It did not want to believe that, again, she was being replaced by a younger, healthier woman.
It did not want to believe that, again, her heart was being crushed. And it did not want to believe that
the long chain of men was turning into a pattern of love and hate.
Sara had, again, been dumped.
Twice by this man, she had been torn apart from the soul to the heart. Twice, she had been
ripped of every sense of self-pride she had managed to scrape up over the past thirty-five years. And
Tony was not the first to torment her in this way. There had been others – many others. Yet, Tony had
always been the special one to her. He was the one she had hoped to spend her entire life with, and
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again, he had left her.
He was her first love, and Sara was determined he would be her last. He was everything she had
ever dreamed of in a man. He was tall and strong, smart and witty. He was funny at times and serious
at others, and he could balance them out perfectly. He truly was the man of her dreams.
She turned away from the computer, stared painfully in to a mirror. Her face was drawn and
pale. Her eyes were tired – weak. The hair that fell loosely over her forehead and cheeks was now
tangled and turning gray. It was no longer the perfect hue of brown she had always been proud of.
So, she wasn’t perfect. Was that any reason for Tony to tell her the relationship was over? She
didn’t think so. There had to have been a deeper reason, another cause to force this break-up. She
would find it. It was her duty.
Slowly, she stood from the worn cloth desk chair and crept into the bathroom. The flick of the
light blurred her vision at first, but that was nothing new to her. She had never been able to see straight
in the first place. From the medicine cabinet, she pulled down a large bottle of pills. There was no
label, and all the pills were different. Some were pink; some were blue. Others were yellow, red, and
orange. They were all prescription drugs, given to her over a course of many years.
She poured a handful and popped them into her mouth. Then she tilted her head underneath the
sink faucet, letting warm water swim the pills down to her bowels. Soon, she would feel better. She
knew she would. The pills always did the trick.
“Without my medication, I don’t know what I would do,” she whispered.
The barking of a dog distracted her. She jerked away from the mirror, knocking the half-empty
bottle into the sink. Cursing the air she breathed, she eagerly scooped the pills back into their container
and placed them in her pants pocket.
“Buddy,” she yelled, unaware of the harsh tone in her voice. “Buddy, you cut out that barking!”
The barking persisted, and she stormed angrily from the bathroom and down the hall of her
small one bedroom apartment. The dog – a small mixed breed – leapt from one side of the front door to
the other eagerly. Sara raised an eyebrow, balanced her weight against the wall. She could feel the pills
kicking in. Soon, she would feel much better.
“Buddy, what are you barking at?”
The dog didn’t answer her, and she looked at him with a perplexed expression. It was almost as
if she had expected a voiced answer. Instead, the dog continued to leap back and forth, ignoring his
master’s question.
“Is somebody out there,” she called.
Buddy became silent, and Sara heard no reply. She stepped slowly towards the door. Too quick
of a motion and she would collapse right there on the carpet. She couldn’t let that happen. Her head
felt woozy – dizzy – and she giggled ever so slightly.
“HELLO?” yelling.
Still no answer and she stammered closer. She pressed her ear to the door frame, listened
patiently for the sound of breathing. The only breathing she heard was that of Buddy’s and her own.
Another giggle slipped out. She covered her mouth with one hand, trying to force insane laughter back.
With the other hand, she unlatched the chain lock, turned the bolt, and opened the front door.
Emptiness... There was nothing but pure emptiness roaming the dark hallway of Parkers Place
Apartments’ sixth floor. She stepped out into the cool hall and looked it up and down, thinking that
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maybe someone was hiding in the shadows. Buddy had been barking. She knew that. She knew that
her dog for eight years wouldn’t bark unless there was a problem. Her eyes zoomed down the walkway,
tried to peer inside the chamber that concealed two flights of stairs. Still, there was nothing. There
were no red beady eyes staring back at her – not like she thought there would be.
Angry that she wasted a worry, she stepped back in and slammed the front door shut. Turning
around, she found Buddy, urinating on the leg of the coffee table.
“BUDDY,” she yelled, harshness filling her voice.
But the deed was done and there was nothing she could do. She stepped clumsily over the dog,
headed towards the sofa. It stared back at her with a comforting glow. A quirky, drunken smile crossed
her dry lips and she attempted to run to it, her actual movements those of a slow motion reel.
In her eyes, the sofa became a giant cloud of cotton candy, offering her sanctuary beyond
sanctuary. She giggled again, falling upon it and nestling comfortably into its pillows.
That evening, she dreamt. She dreamt of Tony and of love. She dreamt of hate and
abandonment. She dreamt of every man that had ever dumped her before, and she dreamt of revenge.
She dreamt of a knife, the blade slowly piercing Tony’s temples. She dreamt of poison eating at his
heart. She dreamt of hanging and of drowning, of electrocution and of decapitation. She dreamt that
she wanted her Tony dead.
She woke the next morning with that very thought still fresh on her mind. She would make an
example of Tony, show the other men what happened when they mistreated their women. She’d show
the world what happened when men mistreated her.
Rolling onto her side and onto the floor, she felt the sharp jab in her thigh. It was the pill bottle.
She took it, popped another mouth-full, and guzzled down the remainder of a thick brown liquid that
had set stale in a cup. Her hand found the remote control and she flicked the television on, watched
with her jaw open and a string of spit curdling down her chin.
“Want to attract single guys?” the woman on the infomercial asked. “Want men to fall all over
you at your every whim? You, too, can look like me…”
Sara watched with curious eyes.
The woman continued, “You, too, can have my beautiful build and shining hair…”
Sara felt the knotting locks that matted to her forehead.
“You, too, can be beautiful – just like me!” The woman shined her pearly white teeth and moved
over to a table that held a small piece of exercise equipment. “Lose those fifty pounds,” she cheered.
“Lose these fifty pounds,” Sara repeated.
“Shed those double chins!”
“Shed these double chins,” she whispered.
“Make those breasts firm and healthy!”
“Make these breasts firm and healthy,” in a trance.
“You’d sell your soul to look like me!” The woman grinned, appearing ever so close in the
television screen.
“I’d sell my soul to look like you…” the puppet that was Sara repeated.
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“I thought you’d never offer.”
Sara froze. The voice no longer came from the TV screen. The television was turned off. The
voice now echoed from behind her, behind where Buddy barked at the presence.
Slowly, her hand edged its way up to her throat. She swallowed hard. The reasonable part of her
wanted to believe that she had heard nothing. The curious part of her made her look. She turned on
the floor, stared up at the beautiful, fit woman that had just been on the television. The woman tossed
her long blonde hair back and smiled with her perfect teeth.
“Who are you,” Sara mumbled the words.
The woman laughed a bit, enjoying Sara’s ignorance. “Trust me; you don’t have to be in Heaven
to have this heavenly body.” The immaculate grin again.
“You… you’re the devil?” a question from disbelief.
“In the flesh, and I must say I do look good in it!” She laughed again. “Let’s get to the contract,
shall we?”
“Contract?”

For more on
FOREVER
visit
Amira Press dot Com

For more on
The Book of Apparitions and
RAGE WITHOUT RIGHTEOUSNESS
visit
www.jlfoster.biz/home
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At Sword
Point
At Sword Point

October 5, 2007

At Sword Point will not appear this week as the extended family of Montgomery Sword is
grieving the death of a family member from recently-diagnosed pancreatic cancer.

At Sword Point will return with the usual biting, incisive commentary in the October 12 issue.

http://writing.com/authors/fantasywrider
http://montgomery-sword-author.blogspot.com/
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ASK

MADAME

X

Each week, JL's trusted advisor Madame X helps you, the readers, solve life's
wickedest deals. Have questions about where life will take you? Wonder what the
fates hold in their hands for your romantic ordeals? Struggling to make a decision
but don't know where to begin? Madame X is here for you. Send your questions for
Madame X to madame_x@jlfoster.biz or visit her webpage at
www.jlfoster.biz/MadameX
Through Tarot, Wisdom, and Love, Madame X can help you.

Ask Madame X is intended for entertainment purposes only. Madame X, J. L. Foster, and Within His Castle are not
responsible for the actions taken by persons questioning Madame X.
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This Week's Questions:
Madame X,
Thank you for taking my letter. I hope my request doesn’t sound too strange but I was
wondering if you could help point me in the right direction. My stepmother died recently and
I'm afraid I might have to place my elderly father in a nursing home, but that's the last thing
either of us wants to do. What do I do, Madame X?
Vix
Dearest Vix,
There are few straight answers, and you will not get one from Madame X today, either.
You have been the Star, in all of her blissful glory, in the eyes of your father. This situation is
leaving you feeling like a child that is being forced to make a decision when you do not want
to. You are resentful that this decision has been placed upon you and it is clouding your
judgment. It is bringing up unresolved issues in the past when you needed help from your
parents and they did not give it to you. Explore and release those issues, my dear, and you
will see much more clearly.
The decision to put your father in a nursing home is not just an emotional one, but a life
altering and financially binding one. No answer here will be easy, and it is not set in stone
either way. It is love...your great, solitary love for your father...putting yourself aside,
now...what HE wants, needs, in relation for what you are able to do for him, that will answer
this question for you. Madame X urges you to reflect quietly with yourself, face the demons,
and embrace that little girl within you. Then lace your corset firmly and be the woman that
you are.
You will find the noble path...
Madame X has spoken...

Hello Madame X, W
hat do the cards have in story for me and my writing? Will I be a success?
Helen
Dearest Helen,
May Mme X be so bold as to suggest that you have a way with criticizing yourself to death,
and that it may be your biggest obstacle to overcome?
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Success is defined by different people in different ways. To some, it is doing something very
well; to others, it is making lots of money at something, whether or not they do it well; for
still others, it is being recognized and acknowledged, no matter what it is they are doing. I
believe you are the first. It is the romance of writing...being able to define yourself as a writer
that is fulfilling. Keep going. Wear your personal like velvet plumed hat. By being true to
yourself in your writing, you will be awarded small but meaningful tokens very soon. Stay the
course, love.
Madame X has spoken...
Dear Madame X.
I'm thirty years old and my wife has told me she thinks she's gay. I have a lot of gay friends,
and I like gay people, but I'm at a loss here. What do I do?
Josh
Dearest Josh,
Your wife is finding her power, a fire within herself that she has not recognized before. She
may be attributing this flame with a specific woman (a friend who is helping her on her
journey), or may be in love with the idea of her own womanhood. I am not sure that she
herself is clear.
She loves you, but you have been asleep emotionally in the marriage for some time. You
have failed to recognize the spark within her. She is changing. She demands attention,
recognition, and worship. You are playing the Fool to her, and she is crying out to you.
Tune into the Moon. You will find more answers there.
Madame X has spoken...

Send your questions for Madame X to madame_x@jlfoster.biz or visit her webpage at
www.jlfoster.biz/MadameX
Through Tarot, Wisdom, and Love, Madame X can help you.

Ask Madame X is intended for entertainment purposes only. Madame X, J. L. Foster, and Within His
Castle are not responsible for the actions taken by persons questioning Madame X.
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Controlled by

DESTINY
I’m out of control.
I am going to be late on deadlines and feel like I’m totally losing control. It’s my children’s fault.
Totally, their fault because we have to stay “on the go,” it’s a must-do around here. The wheels on all
automobiles must be moving or we aren’t happy and moms around the world know that if the kids
aren’t happy—“momma” can’t achieve peace of mind! Writer-moms know this tends to send the muse
packing!
The great thing about placing blame on my children is that I can blame them when I’m writing here and
know that they’ll never see this column and tell you their side of the story. There is, after all, another
side to the story. There always is. No matter what you believe or what you hear, there will always be two
sides to every story. I imagine there is an underlying truth about why I’m late on deadlines and I’m sure
it has absolutely nothing to do with two innocent teenagers. Yes, the emphasis and sarcasm can be found
in the word innocent.
Today, I won’t bore you with the nonsense about why I am on my soapbox and why I believe there is
and always will be two sides to every story. Instead, I want to tell you about two stories just released
from Amira Press and several others coming soon. Naturally, I want to entice you enough to ignite a fire
under your ass so that you’ll rush right out to buy them. Yes, I know, that was very inappropriate.
However, you have to understand. I’m in a mood. It goes back to that “two sides to every story-thing.”
Let me stay on track here. I want to tell you about several hot little numbers you won’t be able to put
down until you see the words “the end” and even then, you’ll likely want more! Who wrote them?
Where can you buy them? Funny you should ask.
The first release is one that I know you are going to love. JL Foster has crafted a short story you won’t
soon forget! Kicking off a brand new series with Amira Press, JL’s story Forever will captivate you from
start to finish leaving you hungry for more but don’t worry, he will supply more! That’s what he does
best and he will deliver!
Forever is the first story in JL’s Shaded Whisperings series and he’s already working on the sequel, Six
Feet Deep. When the final touches are added and “The End” is in fact, typed, there’s a Christmas tale
you aren’t going to want to miss—Playing St. Nick will delight fans of Christmas stories and JL fans will
be left mesmerized!
I’m very excited about both of JL Foster’s series and know that you will be too! Now, I do know that a
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lot of you are already anticipating Book 2 of The Chronicles of Lord Maksim and don’t worry, you’ll be
happy to know that he is working on it as of this writing so you won’t be disappointed with delays!
Personally, I couldn’t wait for this column because I wanted to be one of the first to spill the beans
about an exciting new superhero comedy JL is writing. Ladies, you’ll love the sound of this one. The
Adventures of Mister Marvelous will be ready for its home very soon and I promise you, this is a JL
Foster must-read! Yes, The Adventures of Mister Marvelous gives the anticipating reader lots of naughty
little thoughts! We know if anyone can deliver—it’s JL and his Mister Marvelous will aim to please!
For those of you looking for something hot and bothersome to read this weekend, I highly suggest that
you go to t www.jlfoster.biz/home and take a look around. You’ll find some treasures to behold and
naturally, the ezine you’re reading has been a great place to start!
Without taking the spotlight off of JL, I want to mention that JL and I are sharing a release date with
Amira Press today. I’m pleased to announce that JL created the cover for my latest release Murdering
in Numbers: The Madness Begins so check it out too when you visit Amira Press in search of JL Foster’s
Forever.
If you want two great tales that will inspire you rather than tear you apart, kick up your heels, relax
and grab a bottle of wine. It’s always better when you have two stories with matching motives. These
two cliffhangers are Halloween-inspired with our readers in mind and you don’t want to miss either of
them!
Settle into the weekend with two terrific reads from Amira Press and know that while you are enjoying
a great book, JL is hard at work creating yet another fabulous manuscript and I’m somewhere
watching yet another ballgame. Yes, writing is my life but football rules when guys like Peyton Manning
and Brett Favre take the field! Hmm…maybe football had something to do with the late deadlines. I’ll
think about that possibility and let you know!
Until next time, keep it sexy!
Destiny Blaine

Destiny Blaine is an author published with Amira Press, Resplendence Publishing, and Whispers
Publishing. You can visit Destiny at www.destinyblaine.com but you’ll find she plays most on her loop
(http://groups.yahoo.com/group/destinyblaine_romance ) and her MySpace site at
www.myspace.com/destinyblaine.
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..........Frost's
Freeze.........
October 5, 2007
Frost’s Choice
In
Gay Erotic Drama

The following are some examples of Frost’s personal choices for
The Best of the Best
in the category of Gay Erotic Drama.
Not intended to be a Best of Reviewed by Frost,
these instead are the stories I turn to again and again in this particular genre.
To honor the two authors represented here, we also offer Frost’s interview with J. M.
Snyder and a republication of J. L. Foster’s interview with Rick Reed.
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Trin

War Torn

IM

by J. M. Snyder

J. M. Snyder

Rick Reed

If I had to be stranded on the tundra with a lantern and three books, in this category, I’d choose
these. I could read these three over and over again [and will]. Trin and War Torn relate heartwarmingand heartwrenching-tales of m/m love in the “war zones” of a post-apocalyptic future society in which
anything goes-except true love and romance. If I recall correctly, Trin was the first or second book by J.
M. Snyder that I read, and I was just bowled over. For me, the story didn’t even seem to end when I
turned the final page: it’s still playing out in my imagination. Now that is powerful writing! The same is
true of War Torn, where the setting is different but yet the backdrop is similar. I simply cannot forget
this story or these characters, and I doubt very many readers could either. War Torn has been Reviewed
by Frost at http://www.jlfoster.biz/review-wartorn.html

An outstanding novel in a different vein is author Rick R. Reed’s IM, a story that contrasts the
quest for true love in an ugly and shallow world against the backdrop of a killer targeting lonely gay
males via an online venue. Mr. Reed packs no punches and leaves the reader reeling as IM leaps
through the plot changes, hinting at supernatural overtones and the underside of urban gay social life.
Even as the reader finds the plot convolutions curling hair and toes, the heart-tugging quest of the hero
to find solid love in the midst of the ugliness he views daily as a detective warms the emotions and
inspires us to cheer him on.

**
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Interview with J. M. Snyder
J. M. Snyder is an outstanding and prolific writer of Gay Erotic Drama. Reaching into the depths of the
heart, J. M. peels back the layers of Gay love, romance, eroticism, and emotion without missing a trick.
In addition, the plot lines are stunning and the secondary characters are drawn with just as much
consideration.
1. J. M., you are one of the most prolific authors I can think of. From your Complete Book List, I

count 21 discrete books, 9 short stories, and entries in 5 anthologies. How in the world do you
accomplish this, in terms of time but also in terms of stretching your imagination?
Basically, I live to write. I’m always working on a story, or mulling over an idea, or dreaming up a new
plot, new characters, new settings. Everything is inspiration to me. I find inspiration in songs, in
strangers, in odd phrases that make me think what might happen if …? There isn’t a time when I’m
not writing, or thinking about writing. It’s just who I am J
In terms of time, I work at a full-time job from 8:30 AM to 5:30 PM Monday through Friday, but every
morning I wake up at 6 AM and write for at least an hour, sometimes two, before I have to leave for
work. In the evenings I also try to write for another hour or so before going to bed. On a good day,
when a story’s really flowing or I’m about to wrap something up, I write about 2000 words at a time.
But even on my off days, when I can barely scrape together 400 words in all, I still try to write
something. Writing is like any other discipline: you only get better through practice. You can’t expect
an athlete to run a marathon without training every day; neither can a writer finish a story of any
length without working on it every day until it’s done.
2. Why did you choose this particular genre (what I’m pleased to call Gay Erotic Drama)?
I started out writing fantasy, but doesn’t everyone? Along the way I discovered slash fan fiction, which
is the homoerotic pairing of heterosexual characters. My favorite was Qui-Gon/Obi-Wan slash from
Star Wars: Episode 1. Then I stumbled upon ‘N Sync slash and God, I never looked back.
After writing a few slash stories myself, I found that some people liked them enough to drop me
encouraging e-mails, which was more than I ever got writing fantasy. Apparently I had stumbled upon
what I was meant to write. My mind just works that way, I guess — I can watch the most non-sexual
scene between two men and think of them in bed together. What can I say? People seem to enjoy what
I write, and I enjoy writing it, so it’s all good J
3. Please tell us about your new review site, Rainbow-Reviews.

Why did you decide to open this particular site?
What does it have to offer that differs from other review sites?
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I was never a fan of review sites because as a reader, I don’t hold much stock in reviews of any sort — it
always seems to me that reviewers are jaded and no longer seem to enjoy what they review. But as I
started to build a name for myself online within the last year or so, I’ve learned the value of reviews
from an author’s perspective, because a lot of readers do look at them. However, until very recently, I
was self-published and found it very difficult to get my books reviewed. Most of the “big name” review
sites out there only want to review books by certain publishers, or by popular authors, and aren’t
willing to give new authors — or authors whose books embrace homosexuality — much of a chance.
I guess I just got tired of submitting my books and waiting for reviews that never came, while the sites
would review and re-review the same books over and over again. And I felt that despite the increase of
gay/lesbian books in the e-publishing world, many of those books weren’t being reviewed unless they
were erotic. I thought it time that there was a review site dedicated to reviewing only homosexual
books, regardless of erotic content, regardless of how they were published or who the author was, and
Rainbow Reviews was born.
4. What would you like readers to know about J. M. the individual?
Well J.M. the individual is very much J.M. the writer J But some things that people may not know
about me … hmm, I’m not sure. I tend to be pretty much what you see is what you get. I like animals
(I have 2 cats) and I love video games, and boy bands, and Broadway musicals. I love to read, but I
read very slowly, so it’s taking quite some time to get through my “to be read” pile of over 500 books.
I’m a bit of a computer nerd, love graphic design and HTML, and still remember my first personal
computer fondly (a Commodore 64, if you’ll believe it). I also have a fierce crush on Britney Spears,
even if she is a bit off her rocker. I still think she’s hella cute.
5. What would you like readers to know about J. M. the writer?
J.M. the writer is very outspoken, particularly against those who refuse to see homosexuality as a
natural part of the human experience. It makes me sick, people who write gay erotica just because it
sells and not because they believe in the beauty of a loving relationship between two consenting adults.
I personally feel that writing should come from the soul, and anything less than your own truth betrays
your reader and corrupts your words.
I’m a bit fanatical about that J It bothers me when writers are two-faced, writing about gay
relationships but refusing to believe in the sanctity of gay unions in “real life.” I’ve met a few e-book
writers who write gay fiction because they know it will make them money, but in private writers’
groups, they complain about how they find it hard to write because it goes against their religious
beliefs. WTF? Why write something you don’t like? Jesus, people who write what’s popular or what
sells turn my stomach.
Each word a writer sets to paper should be a part of his soul; write because not writing would be
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anathema. Any other reason is a lie.
* Steps down from soapbox *
6. You’ve written so much; is it possible for you to choose a favourite among your writings (of any
length)?
Hmm I have a few:
•
“Henry and Jim” would have to be my favorite short story. It’s very bittersweet,
a loving look at two men who have spent a lifetime together but whose relationship is
now threatened by Jim’s fading memory.
•
Persistence of Memory is my favorite novella. I wrote it as fan fiction years ago
and believe it’s one of my strongest stories. Though Joah’s memory is erased by the
government, he somehow still remembers his name. When he finds his former
husband, Tobin, he risks even that to bring back the love they once shared.
•
Stepping Up to the Plate is my favorite novel. It took up a large part of my life —
3 years — and at times I was afraid I’d never finish it. I grew to know Stacy and Ange
and Darian more than any other characters of mine to date.
7. Is there anything you wish you had written but haven’t, or haven’t yet?
Well yes J I have a ton of ideas just waiting to be written down. The problem is I can only write but so
fast! I’ll give you a sneak peek at what I have coming up in the near future:
•
The Positions of Love is an upcoming short story e-book series that I will publish
through Amber Quill Press. The stories will revolve around my “superhero”
characters, Vic and Matt. In the first story, “The Positions of Love,” Matt gives Vic a
titillating Christmas gift — a copy of the Kama Sutra for gay men. Each subsequent
story will involve one of the positions in the Kama Sutra, and what superhero abilities it
triggers in Vic.
•
The Gambler is a forthcoming novella I haven’t started yet, but which will
involve a gentleman’s bargain between a blackjack dealer and a poker player who
make a bet to see which of them will bed a certain rich gambler first, while trying not to
lose their hearts to each other.
•
Stealing Second is another forthcoming novella, which will involve two men in a
loving relationship who both play for the same minor league baseball team. Then one
of them is traded. Their parting is mutual, but when they end up facing off against
each other in the International League Governor’s Cup playoffs, they find that neither
has managed to forget the other.
8. Your genres are wide-ranging. Tell us about why you choose to write in these particular genres,
please.
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Well I write what I like to read. I love sci-fi, futuristic societies on the brink of destruction, worlds torn
apart by disease or warfare, underground resistance movements … I’m a bit strange J I also love
fantasy stories, though more high or urban fantasy than elves and fairies. And I like contemporary
tales, so a lot of my fiction is set in today’s society.
9. According to your web site, your favourite author is Stephen King. Can you tell us why? Do you
have other authors on your automatic Must-Read list?
My “must-read” list is pretty long! In addition to Stephen King, I love to read Tom Robbins, Margaret
Atwood, Jeanette Winterson, Terry Pratchett, Jude Watson, John Krakauer, Charles Pellegrino,
Stephen R. Donaldson, Dean R. Koontz, and Christopher Moore.
10. You’ve been the self-publishing route, and now you publish through several different publishers.
Can you tell us how and why your writing has taken this particular path?
I’ve always been a writer. After I graduated from college, I tried my hand at fantasy and couldn’t seem
to break into print. When I found slash fan fiction, it helped rekindle my creativity, and I found it easy
to fall into a story without having to create characters from scratch. After two years, though, I felt that
fan fiction stifled me, and I wanted to reach beyond that to original fiction again.
However, I didn’t think that e-books were a viable market then (this was around 2001) and I couldn’t
find a print publisher who would be willing to take gay fiction, particularly gay sci-fi (I was working on
my first book at the time, Operation Starseed). If they did take it, I didn’t want to be pigeon-holed into
writing only one genre. So after much research, I opted to go the self-publishing route.
Looking back, I am very glad I did that because it taught me a lot about how to market myself and my
writing. I learned what works and what doesn’t in book promotion, and I learned how to edit myself to
an extent most authors unfortunately don’t bother with discovering. Working with publishers is a
humbling experience — each editor has their own style, their own way of doing things, and you can only
grow by working with them to make your writing the best it can be.
Also, I now understand the value of promotion — so many new writers are unable or unwilling to get
out there and talk up their books, but it’s an essential way to connect with readers and get your stories
out there to a wider audience.
11.Please tell us about your “former fan fiction,” and how you’ve incorporated that into new stories

for publication.
A lot of the fan fiction I wrote were what’s known as “alternate universe” stories, where basically I took
someone else’s characters (in this case, the guys from ‘N Sync) and plopped them down into a world of
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my own creation. Sometimes I mixed universes — I had a really fun story set in the Star Wars universe,
à la boy band style, and another one where I mixed ‘N Sync with The Wizard of Oz.
But the fan fiction that I’m “recapturing” now are those which I wrote in worlds of my own devising.
For instance, the short stories in my current Working Man series, published by Aspen Mountain Press,
are just stories about men who find love and lust in the workplace. Some of the stories originally had
boyband or “real” celebrities as the main characters, but with a few name changes and a make-over
here and there, you’d never know it.
12. Can you share anything about upcoming projects?
You mean in addition to the ones already mentioned above? J
Currently I’m wrapping up a novella entitled Undertow, which is an urban fantasy story that’s a little
different for me. Derek Meredith is a young man whose lover of ten years, Tad Archer, drowns in a
boating mishap. Four months later, Derek receives a strange phone call from a man who claims to have
“found what he’s lost.” When Derek agrees to meet the man, he finds himself face to face with an old
friend he thought relegated to his past, who has an indecent proposal to make if he ever wants to see
Tad again.
I also am in the editing stages of The Bonds of Love, which is my first novel-length Vic & Matt story.
When Vic foils a late-night convenience store robbery and his picture is flashed across the front page of
the local paper, Matt’s former boyfriend tracks them down, hoping to claim Vic’s powers for himself.
Website: http://jmsnyder.net
Blog: http://jmsnyder.com
E-group: http://group.yahoo.com/group/jmsnyder/

**
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J. L. Foster’s Interview with Rick R. Reed

Originally Published in Issue 7 of Within His Castle
J. L.’s Twenty
RICK R REED

1 – Hey, Rick! Thanks for taking the time to do this interview with JL’s Twenty! This has been called
the virtual “hot seat” by a couple of guests, but worry not! I’ve cooled it down just a bit for you. (grin)
So, let’s get started! Your latest book is titled “IM” and is a chilling story of a serial killer stalking gay
men via the internet. This is quite frightening for those of us who have “hooked up” online before.
What was your inspiration for this book?
Guys with “hot seats” like you who don’t think about the risk they’re taking when they invite a stranger
into their home based on nothing more than a short online conversation. Seriously, that was my
inspiration. I’ve done the online hookup thing myself and had thought about how easy a gay hookup
site would be for a killer to use to find victims: how it’s not hard to get invited in, how there’s no
discernible motive after the deed, and no connection… I thought it was a chilling—and plausible—
premise.

2 – Where does your interest in serial killers stem from?
My mama brought me up right, eschewing the Brothers Grimm for stories about Jack the Ripper,
Lizzie Borden, and John Wayne Gacy. Most people always though Mama had a screw loose, but I loved
her just the same, even if she was tagged as a “person of interest” in Dad’s missing person case. They
never did find out what happened to him, but Mama sure knew how to make a mean pot roast.

3 – In my work and research with serial killers, I’ve met quite a couple of interesting beings, including
the Vampire of Paris Nico Claus and the Night Stalker, Richard Ramirez. Have you had any personal
contact with any “celebrity killers?”
In my work as a lad of easy virtue (back in my younger, singler days), I once worked a booth at
Chicago’s Market Days festival, a big street fair in the heart of the area known as “Boys Town.” There,
I sold rainbow necklaces made from different-colored condoms for a local AIDS charity. One of the
passers by was a very handsome man in a chainmaille shirt who I offered to give a free necklace to if he
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would only be so kind as to drop his shorts for me. He did. We chatted and I found that he lived
nowhere in particular and he was just “traveling around.” He was adorable! And we made a date for
him to come to my apartment that evening. He never showed. But I did see his picture a couple weeks
later, on a wanted poster in Boys Town. Seemed he was being sought in connection for the murders of
several gay men. Talk about dodging a bullet. And yes, JL, this is a true story.

4 – When Unzipped penned you the “Stephen King of gay horror,” what went on in your head? Are you
a Stephen King fan personally?
Oh yeah, I been lovin’ me some Stephen King since I was a kid. Don’t you dare say anything bad about
that man! I was thrilled when Unzipped wrote that in their little piece about my website
(www.rickrreed.com). Even though I think the similarities between us go little further than both writing
horror (our styles and choices of subject matter are very different), I’m very happy with the marketing
possibilities the comparison presented me with. Plus people ask me about it all the time. Some even say
they like my work better than his…but maybe they’re just trying to get into my pants.

5 – What writers inspire you? Is there anyone in particular that you love to read and always receive
motivation through?
The three that come to mind would not be classified as horror writers, but I really love their sense of
suspense and the grotesque: Flannery O’Connor, Patricia Highsmith, and James Purdy. I think they
have all influenced how I write characters. I also really like the work of Ruth Rendell, a hugely talented
British mystery writer also known as Barbara Vine. She taught me to grab readers with the first
sentence and to not let go.

6 – You’re pretty good at scaring other people, but what scares you, Rick? What makes you afraid to go
to sleep at night or wishing to leave the closet door open (though most gay men like to leave that door
open anyway)?
George W and Fundamentalist Christians really terrify me. The success of reality TV gives me the
willies. But I suppose in a more heart-racing, spine-tingling way what really, really scares me the most is
waking up alone in a dark apartment and realizing that there is someone else there, someone you didn’t
invite. That’s actually happened to me, too and it was scarier than any ghost or vampire story.
Fortunately, nothing bad happened, but my intruder had carefully taken out a Butcher knife in the
kitchen and left it lying on the counter…I shudder every time I think about what he must have had in
mind when he did that. Real life horror, to me, is the scariest of all.
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7 – Did you always want to be a writer, and was it always horror that you were most drawn to?
The easy answer is yes…and yes. I’ve been writing short stories since I was old enough to hold a pencil
(about age six) and I’ve always loved horror. I used to stay up late every Saturday night and watch a
double-feature of horror movies on Chiller Theater, out of Pittsburgh. The show didn’t start until 11:30
and wasn’t over until the wee hours of the morning. Who knows what all those gory flicks put in an
impressionable young boy’s mind, especially just before he headed off to dreamland?

8 – My mind often ventures to sex, so you’ll have to forgive me, but romantic author and gay horn toad
inside of me is going to make me ask anyway! (grin) Describe your idea of the perfect man? And here’s
a fun one to add as a part two - You and I are going out for a night on the town! Where would you take
me, and what would you do to me… I mean, what would we do? (okay, I got it out of my system now!)
I have a birthday coming up on Sunday and I will be 49 years old…and if there’s one thing I’ve learned
in all that time is there ain’t no such bird as the perfect man. My Bruce, whom I’ve been with for five
years now, comes closest because he’s kind, loving, cute, generous and knows the meaning of “family.”
But if you set off on a course to find the perfect man, the perfect job, the perfect house, the perfect
anything, you’re setting yourself up for disappointment. Perfection, I think, would be a bore. It’s
imperfection that makes people—and life—exciting.
Part two, oh dear. I probably wouldn’t take you anywhere. Nights on the town are more and more
relegated to the category of “been there, done that.” If I wanted to treat you to my idea of a perfect
evening, I would probably have you over, make you some tasty libation (Pimms Cup, maybe) and then
cook you a great meal (cooking is one of my big passions)…something simple, like grilled swordfish
with a salad of avocado and Belgian endive. What would I do to you? If you mean sexually, well, being a
happily married man, I’d have to say ‘not much.’ But if I weren’t, I probably wouldn’t say either. In
some areas, people talk too much. Know what I mean?

9 – Ghosts, Demons, Vampires and other supernatural beings versus the good old fashion serial killer.
Which do you prefer?
The latter. As I said above, it’s the real life horrors that are truly terrifying.

10 – How did you happen to burst into the world as a gay horror author? What made you decide to be
both Out and an Out Author?
I don’t know if ‘burst’ is truly the mot juste. “Snuck in the back door” is probably closer to the truth.
My first two books were Obsessed and Penance, both horror novels, both rooted in real-life horror
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(serial killer for the first, deranged pedophile for the second). Both were published by a major NYC
publisher (Dell) and both sold really well (together about 80,000 copies), which, at the time, I didn’t
even know those numbers were good. Neither was what could be considered “gay” books, although
Penance danced dangerously close, in an unsavory way. Then I stepped back and decided I wanted to
write what was truer to me as a person (I was just coming out when I wrote my first two books…and
both were begun when I was still in the closet) and I began writing what was closer to being defined as
“gay horror.” I try not to label my work, but just tell a good story, leaving the labels to publishers and
booksellers. I guess now I’m just trying to be true to myself and hope that truth works with an
audience, however large or small.

11 – Do you think it’s more difficult to make it as a gay author rather than a straight one – despite the
genre?
Well, if you look at the population—most people, much to our chagrin—are straight, so right there, you
have a much wider audience. So yeah, it probably is more difficult. But in a way, no, because for me it
would be more difficult NOT writing about who I am and the things that I care about.

12 – What advice would you give the many aspiring gay authors out there who are trying to leave their
marks on the world?
Read a lot. Write a lot. Realize that publishing is a business and even though you must write about what
interests you, always bear in mind that your work must be marketed, have an audience, and must sell a
few copies to be deemed successful. Go in with your eyes open and know that there’s little glamour in
being a writer: more loneliness, rejection, and disappointment than fame and fortune. If you still want
to do it with those drawbacks, you probably really are a writer. See, I believe real writers can’t help
themselves. They have to write.

13 – What do you enjoy most – a gay sex scene or an important murder scene?
The latter. But it’s best when you can combine the two.

14 – Which of your books are you most proud of? Is there one in particular that you felt more
accomplished when finished than others?
I’ve always said if I could look back and say something was better than what I’m currently writing then
I should stop because I wasn’t growing as a writer. That said, I suppose the logical answer would be my
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current book, IM. But I do have a soft spot for A FACE WITHOUT A HEART, my modern-day version
of Oscar Wilde’s THE PICTURE OF DORIAN GRAY. I loved trying to create something based on what
I consider a masterpiece. And I think that while I’m no Oscar Wilde, I did a pretty fair job.

15 – What’s coming up new, Rick? What does the future have in store for your readers?
I’m really excited because in September, my “tragic vampire love story”, IN THE BLOOD will be
coming out. It’s sexy and scary and explores immortality beyond the way readers might be used to
imagining the term when applied to vampires. Next January, DEADLY VISION will be out, a thriller
about a small town single mom who becomes psychic and begins having visions into murder.

16 – Recommendation time! What are your three top picks, must-read horror novels out there in the
world today? What three are a must for any horror fan?
Oh gee. I read so much it’s hard to say. Lost Souls, by Poppy Z. Brite, The Ruins by Scott Smith, and
Fledgling by Octavia Butler. Ask me tomorrow and I’ll probably have three different choices.

17 – Do you have any special celebration traditions for when you finish something new?
Not really. Usually I feel a mixture of relief and sadness. More sadness because I have really become
accustomed to being in these characters’ lives and by finishing a book, I kind of send them away.

18 – Can you take us for a quick walk in your shoes? A day in the life of Rick R. Reed? What’s that
like?
Fall out of bed, grope my way to the computer, check/answer e-mail, make tea, make toast…start
writing. Write for two or three hours, then push self away from computer…go do something physical
like the gym. Nap. Get up. Make dinner. Exciting, huh?

19 – Do you have any words to share with your fans out there and where can they pick up their copies of
“IM”?
The easiest place is online, like Amazon or any other good online bookseller. [Note to JL: it would be
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great if you could put a link to Amazon’s IM page here: http://www.amazon.com/IM-Rick-RReed/dp/1932300791/ref=pd_bbs_sr_1/104-51799620465526?ie=UTF8&s=books&qid=1183036332&sr=8-1]

20 – Last question, Rick, and it’s a fun one! Serial killer fans will enjoy this. What’s the ultimate form
of execution?
Sitting on someone’s face and asphyxiating them. What started out as joy turns to tragedy. Oops.

Rick, it’s been wonderful having this interview with you! Thank you so much! Good luck with “IM”
and with your future publications! Horror fans all over are very excited!
Thanks, JL. I’m excited too. Can you tell?
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REVIEWED

BY FROST

Frost Reviews Your Books!

Have a new release or even an old one that you would like to have reviewed by Incubus Frost?
Frost is now accepting submissions for review here in Within His Castle! Erotica, Romance,
Supernatural... open to all genres and waiting for you.
Frost's reviews for Within His Castle will be rated on the Sword System - one sword through
five swords. Frost is the sole decider on what books will be reviewed for Within His Castle and
reserves the right to decline any submission for any reason.
To submit a book for review, please send an email to
frost@jlfoster.biz
with the subject line - Review. Include your name, email, an advanced review copy of the book
in PDF or other common formatting, a brief synopsis, and the genre. You will receive an email
confirmation from Frost, informing you that the title has been received. You can check out more
information by going to Frost's webpage at
http://www.jlfoster.biz/reviewedbyfrost
Reviews will be posted both on the website and here in future issues of Within His Castle!
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Forever: Shaded Whisperings

J. L. Foster
Amira Press
October 5, 2007
31 pp.
5 Swords!

If you’re looking for Halloween horror, look no further. If you’re looking for a tale that will scare
you out of your socks, spiral your hair, curl your toes, and put a permanent crick in your spine from
constantly peering fearfully over your shoulder, look nowhere else. On the other hand, if you want to
maintain a peaceful, quiet life where you can actually sleep at night, skip Forever.
Readers, beware: Read this one in daylight or you’ll regret it! Or read it to your love partners on
Halloween night [grim chuckle]. I reviewed it in sunny daylight and I still recall the cold chills like
skittery spider legs up and down my spine! Author J. L. Foster has gone beyond even his achievement in
Nothing: A Tale of Terror to send readers into paroxysms of horror.
The character evolution, the plotting, the backdrop with the secondary characters; the vivid
settings, the detail; the horror! What more could any reader ask? I’ve been reading and watching
horror for way too many decades not to be jaded, but honey chile, Forever made me sit up and take
notice.
And that’s why I sleep every night sitting up with the lights on…
If you would like to be reviewed by Frost, send your review request to
frost@jlfoster.biz or reviewedbyfrost@jlfoster.biz
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Where are they Now?
Within His Castle takes a moment to catch up with some of JL's past
interviewees! It's always interesting to see what's new with some of our
favorite people, so before we begin this brand new edition of JL's Twenty,
let's see what's up with some of our past stars!
From Skye Woods:

Hey there, here is an update on what is going on with me..
I have just returned from a refreshing 2 week vacation from Ft Lauderdale Fla. Stayed with
some really nice friends down there and met lots of new friends. I have just decided to get back
into bodybuilding competitions so I have begun the intense training to build my body to its
ultimate condition. There is also a possible COLT project in the works for me with one of the
hottest guys to have ever been in the adult industry, sorry cant say who right now but believe
me, its huge and will be one of the hottest scenes ever filmed. I have also started a new group
for my foot worship fans, http://groups.yahoo.com/group/skyewoodsfootworship foot lovers check it out.
Also check out my new and upgraded website http://skyewoodsxxx.com I have lots and lots of
archived web cam shows in there now.. Anyway, thats about all thats new with me at the
moment..
Big Porn Hugs. Skye Woods
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From Darin Hawk:

Since the time of the interview for Within His Castle, I've been continuing with my weekly live
webcam shows on www.DarinHawk.com . Each week the membership to the site is growing and it's
great having more guys online for the shows. I've had an appearance at Celebrities Nightclub in
Vancouver, BC and also did an appearance at the Parliament House Resort in Orlando, FL for
their COLT Night. In other news, the latest COLT movie "HAWAI'I" is available for pre-order
and should be released in October. In the movie, I have a scene with Luke Garrett. The preview
is available on the COLT Studio website (www.COLTstudiogroup.com ).
From Alissa Andrews:

41

Hello! Right now I have been getting ready to head to L.A. on Friday for Glamourcon. I will
attending with Alex Del Monacco and Jamie Nicole. The three of also hosted "Models and
Bottles" in Scottsdale and had a blast. The party was a huge hit. The week before Alex and I
shot with several photographers for our personal sites, The Poker Chick, Yandee Clothing, and
Mandarich Media. Here is a clip from behind the scenes of our week of shooting.
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=g8UH55EAyP8

Since talking to you my website has been launched and I love it!! I also have signed on to be
Miss Arizona for the Poker Chick. In the future, I will be continuing to shoot and show you
some amazing material!

From Michael LaRocca:

I am now an official member of The Carolina Conspiracy. Learn more at
http://carolinaconspiracy.com/ if you dare. And remember, I know where you live and I know
who you are. No, seriously, if you attend any of their functions, they will be giving away
VIGILANTE JUSTICE, absolutely free. I also visited Myanmar two weeks ago, which has
nothing to do with vigilante justice.
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From Eric Arvin:

I have a new website, ericarvin.net, and my new anthology of short stories should be out from
Dreamspinner Press in November. My comic book The Blackwater Legacy is set for a release
date of January of '08 from Bluewater Productions.

Note from JL: Ain't Eric a Cutie When He's a Psychotic Pumpkin Carver?
**growls**
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From Crystal Ordonez:

It is October! The Chicago Cubs clinched their division! Knowing me means understanding
that I am a die hard Cubs fan! I will be waiting and watching. Ninety-nine years!!! I always
said it would be a hundred years. Let's pray Steve Bartman stays home, in front of his
television!! That's where I'll be!! Stressing and getting gray hair with every pitch! Oh! And
writing between innings. I'm working on Evolution, the sequel to The Silver Chronicles, as well
as several short stories, including one futuristic number about the fate of "Big Beautiful" people
in our future. With luck I will live through the MLB Playoffs and my birthday. I'm going to be
... older than JL and younger than the oldest god.

From J. C. Parrish:
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What have I been doing? You mean besides bringing sexy back? Ha ha ha. Well, I've been
busy as I can be! I've expanded Web Digest Weekly by creating a new page there called The
Salon. It features a guest blogger each week, as well as weekly horoscopes and an advice
column. I've also been writing up a storm! I have had short stories featured here - by the
fabulous JL - and currrently Thug Works Magazine is running a short fiction piece I wrote
about a murder at a convent in England. I've also pitched a couple of book ideas to a literary
agent...so we'll see where that goes. Overall, I've been very productive and happy as a clam!
JC Parrish

From Steve Mungarro:

Hello,
I am currently working on a novel and preparing for its publication. I am hoping to start the
ball rolling on it after the upcoming Holidays. Also, I have just received an opportunity to enter
"Love & Life" (Short Stories for Gay Men & Women-Volume 2) into the annual PINK
TRIANGLE'S Literary Awards in New York which will take place this winter in New York City.
I will be vying for THE FERO-GRUMLEY LITERARY AWARD for Lesbian & Gay Fiction.
This will undoubtedly bring great attention to my book by very prominent people in the Gay
Literary World if I should be awarded.
Thanks,
Steven L. Mungarro
Author "Life & Love" (Short Stories for Gay Men & Women-Volume 2).
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From Dawne Dominique:

Just writing and trying to finish off book III of my Diary of Daniella trilogy. Started another
novel called Physical Therapy, but only three chapters done on that. October is the month for
me to get caught up. (I hope).

From Marc Harshbarger:

My novel, "Deep Dish", is now available on Amazon, Barnes & Noble, Borders and
Booksamillion.com. And I've just begun writing a new online serial, "Heavy Breathing"-- and
you can read it at http://maryrichardschicago.blogspot.com . I'm also putting the finishing touches on
the sequel to "Deep Dish"--"Deeper Dish".

That's about it. Talk to you later!
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From Detroit Kate:

Okay here's what I'm up to....
I'm working on finishing the poetry I started right after I first went to New Orleans and
Mississippi after Katrina...here's a sample of that work:
At the southernmost tip for DL
She is living
A nightmare
Unfolding
In the
Day to day
Life in the
Bayou
She sees
The land
Rapidly sinking
Dead snakes
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Dry at
The waters
Edge
She is
Dreaming
The future
Envisioning
The path
The song
To sing
To inspire
The gathering
Of the
Tribe

Lakes spring up
Where fields
Once stood
The place
Of her birth
Lays in
A watery
Grave
She knows
The birthplace
Of her
Children
Will soon
Share the
Same fate
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Where will
She lead
How many
Will go
Can they
Carry
Their traditions
Customs, culture,

Their stories
On their backs
In backpacks
To a place
Tucked safely
In the fabric
Of America
The first
People
Trapped
At the
Waters
Edge
Sending
Up smoke
Signals
We can not
See passed
The oil
Fields
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She is seeing
The "Trail of
Tears" walking
Ashore, the
Dead are rising
Heading north
Hoping the
Living
Will follow
Orbs of
Light
Shine
In florescent
Colors, sunsets
Swirl in
New shades
Islands slip
Into the sea
Oil slicks
Paint
Patterns
Where fish
Once schooled
Salt water
Flows up
Freshwater
Canals

Killing
Everything
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In it's path
And she
Has to
Explain
To children
Why it's
Not cool
That they
Can now
Shrimp
In the
Canals
Strange
Plants
Sprout up
In odd
Places
Her garden
Gone
She's coping
With the
nightmare
With dreams
of the future,
and if for a
Moment we all
Could see the vision of
Her leading her people
To a safe place tucked
Into the fabric of
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America, her culture
Valued, respected as the
Foundation on which
American culture
is built
If only we could hold
that vision,
If only we could hold
that vision,
if only we could
She could wake
up from this
Nightmare
She is
living

dk 2006 dulac, la. after meeting the principle of the local school and hearing her talk about how
the Cajun People of her area have said "Good Bye" to the bayou and how her tribe and other
area tribes will have to make the same decsion soon.
I'm runnig a membership drive for UPR...
What United Peace Relief is doing in Detroit
Although most of our attention remains focused on the Gulf Coast the UPR chapter in Detroit is
co-sponsoring an Urban Farm @ Spirit of Hope located in Corktown in Detroit. For UPR's part
in this project we will be building an herb garden with medicinal herbs. This project is a way to
help empower this neighborhood to provide food security over the coming years and to help
educate people of all ages the importance of local foods and healing herbs.
In the future when our RV's are no longer needed on the Gulf Coast, one of the RV's will be
housed in Detroit where it will be used as a soup kitchen.
The UPR board is proud to sponsor this important project.
To form a local chapter in your area of the country or to join an existing chapter, please visit our
website:
www.unitedpeacerelief.org
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Thank You,
Carol, Kate, Lynn, Steve, Wendy, and Diana

I'm busy working on creating an urban farm in an old Irish neighborhood that is now very
culturally diverse called Corktown in Detroit.
I am being helped somewhat by other non-profits and neighbors.
Here's some info on that:
Spirit of Hope is starting an urban farm project on the three lots next to our playground. Our
plan is to prepare the space this year plant our trees and winter crop by fall and have a fully
functioning small urban farm by next spring. This will be an on-going project that will benefit
the community as a whole and our community kitchen and food pantry.
So far we have six to ten volunteers committed to this project. We need more volunteers, always.
We have a commitment from a volunteer to help build the beds and supply compost. Wayne
State University has expressed interest in studying the project.
The soil test for the farm came back and it's not too, good! Yikes! I do not have it in front of me
but when I do I'll post it. This is bad but, The Greening of Detroit has promised to help me rebuild the soil, plus I have a plan that I will outline here. Why? So, that other people who want to
green the brown zones will know what to do. This will not stop this project just slow it down a
bit.
I was floored by the news that there are high levels of lead in the field that we were going to
plant our garden in. I feel like every time I try and do something good I just get bitch slapped by
the Universe.
In the course of my research on how to deal with this problem I learned that all of Metro-Detroit
has high levels of lead in the soil. Detroit has one of the highest number of children with Lead
Poisoning. That's a scary statistic. There is lead from Canton to Rochester Hills with the highest
concentration in Highland Park, Hamtramck, and Detroit Proper. There are ways to combat
this problem; some are cheaper then others.
At this point the vegetable farm needs to be turned into a soil farm and I need to make a lot of
clean compost. If you have any of these things and can bring them down to Detroit you would be
doing a great environmental service.
We need:
Coffegrounds
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Veggie Scraps
Grass Clipping
Fall leaves
And other clean organic materials to use to clean up the mess.
Here's why I'm doing it...
Study suggests lack of fresh food shortens Detroiters’ lives
This is the reason why I'm am working so very hard to start the Spirit of Hope Urban Farm.
Study suggests lack of fresh food shortens Detroiters' lives
by Larry Gabriel
A long time ago I made a decision about buying stuff. If I couldn't get it in Detroit I didn't need
it. That was in the 1970s and I maintained that stance for about 10 years. As my needs became
more diverse, I found there were things I wanted that I couldn't get in the city. Now I live just
south of Eight Mile Road and spend most of my food dollars in Ferndale. For bulk shopping I
head out to the Costco on Stephenson Highway near 13 Mile. I see plenty of my Detroit
neighbors there, and in Ferndale. We're among the lucky ones, because a lot of metro Detroiters
are dying for the lack of good food. At least that's the conclusion of a recent study funded by
LaSalle Bank. The report, titled "Examining the Impact of Food Deserts on Public Health in
Detroit," said that in the worse-off areas, a group of 100 typical Detroiters can count on lopping
64 years off their collective lives; the report authors don't claim cause and effect, but they do see
a connection.
http://www.metrotimes.com/editorial/story.asp?id=11830

Feeling a bit like Don Quixote
I don't want to fight windmills, I am fighting to get windmills for the 'Hood. Yeah, hell, why not?
I started researching how to build a cheap windmill to power the farm. One of the very first doit-yourself windmills I came across was built by a teenager in Africa who wanted more power
without costing his
parents more money.
Whadda kid!
With scrap materials and 16 US dollars the kid built his first windmill. When his family and
neighbors saw how good it worked they loaned him money to build a bigger one. Dig that!
So now, I'm on a mission to find some kids to build a windmill for the 'Hood. So yeah, I'm
chasing windmills and feeling like Don Quixote!
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What do you do when a 90 y.o. Jamaican woman asks you to move her garden before she dies, or
goes back to Jamaica whichever comes first because Geo. Bush is breaking her heart? The war
is breaking her heart. And the sleeping citizenry is breaking her heart. What do you do?
Well, if you are me you move the freakin' garden, and in the process learn a whole heck of a lot
about forest gardening or 3d gardening. Jamaicans just naturally grow that way. If you don't
know Google it. For those who live near a forest or want to create a small forest in your yard for
a cool spot in a warming globe this is the way to garden.
I'm still in the process of moving Miss Hooke's garden to the urban farm if anyone would like to
help drop me a line. I'd take my time with this project but she's 90 and she's in a rush.

I have a Styrofoam cup poetry project I'm doing here's some info on that:
poems from Guanta'namo: the detainees speak
written on Styrofoam cups
gitmo prisoners wrote poems and passed them from one cell to another
in all ways the human spirit finds ways to express itself, endure, strive, and grow... they may
imprison my body but not my soul i believe in the dream of America...
i will never surrender
speak up while you still can!
Hope Inspired Action 1
***I am writing things like this (see above) on Styrofoam cups and giving them away or leaving
them in busy places. It's fun and a way for me to deal with my
political frustrations.
Later this month I will be opening a massage therapy studio in an old Gothic church so
hopefully I can help out some people and make some money at the same time! So yeah, Jl, I'm
one busy Detroit dyke! Oh and taking care of my honey... take care. I hope I get to come to Tn
soon. I have this great present for Billy that is too, heavy to mail. and something for you!

And That's What's New with some of our previous Hot Seat Participants!
Continue on to the next page for a brand new JL's Twenty with Rowan McBride
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Within His Castle Presents
J. L.’s Twenty: The Weekly Interview
HAHA! That's right! JL's back in the interview chair and ROCKING Within His Castle! This week, as we celebrate
the return of the weekly interview section, we have the privilege of popping the Interview Cherry of one of the hottest
new M/M erotic authors out there! Author Rowan McBride is here in our Hot Seat, and Rowan's going to share some
great words on the latest McBride titles and also let the world in on a bit of news... Curious? Then continue on and
find out! Be sure to check out some great excerpts, courtesy of Rowan McBride, immediately following the interview.

Rowan McBride, a True Texas Cowpoke

And let's not forget the author's other great talents! Check out the great sketch below, crafted by the hands of Rowan
McBride! WOOT! There's more talent to this one than meets the eye!

Created by Rowan McBride

You may now continue into the world of Rowan McBride and JL's Twenty – The Weekly Interview!
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JL'S TWENTY: THE WEEKLY INTERVIEW
ROWAN MCBRIDE

1 – JL’s Twenty is pleased to make its grand return with one of the hottest authors around, Rowan
McBride! Welcome, Rowan. Your latest release is Paul’s Dream from Liquid Silver Books. Tell us
about this book and about Paul, whose story is told in this first of three installments in your Touching
Fire series.
Hi JL, thanks for inviting me to my very first interview and for the warm welcome!
Paul’s Dream is the story of a lawyer whose heart has frosted over. He’s vaguely aware of it, but the
chill in his nature prevents him from caring. Even so, he’s got this strange, methodical sort of kindness
which makes the people around him go to great lengths to protect him. That’s what made me fall in
love with Paul, and it’s what gets Kian—the other main character in the book—to fall for him as well.
That, and Paul’s a dream walker, which is just cool.

2 – What was your inspiration to craft Touching Fire? Had the characters been present with you for a
while?
Incubi are some of my favorite mythological creatures, and I’ve always wanted to put my own spin on
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the legends. The incubi in this series interpret passion as fire—it’s their life-force—and everything they
do is interpreted through that filter. I enjoyed imagining what sort of humans would benefit from
knowing such beings. Paul, Asher, and Riker are all isolated in their own ways, and each man needs to
be touched by fire, whether he knows it or not.
That’s where the incubi come in, and it’s a lot of fun.

3 – With the next two stories – Asher’s Magic and Riker’s Law, what should your readers expect from
you with this series? What are you hoping to offer them?
In Paul’s Dream, I introduced a world of magic within the one we already know. In the next books, I’m
hoping to deepen reader connection to that world, as well their connection to the men who live in it.
Both Asher’s air of mystery and Riker’s abrasiveness appeal to me, and I’m looking forward to
exploring their stories as they find Zakai and Darius (an incubus who hasn’t yet been formally
introduced) fixtures in their lives.

4 –Paul’s Dream is available now, following on the heels of your Dark Eden Press release Just Wait. It
seems you’re into full author/publishing mode, which is thrilling a lot of your readers. What is the
feeling that goes through your body with each new release? Describe for us please the emotions that
you experience when Rowan McBride has a new release date.
It’s a maelstrom, truly. When I first get a release date, I’m so excited that I call up my friends to tell
them. Then I share the news with my readers. After that it’s a bit of celebrating and a promise that I’ll
take a break from writing to relax. The break usually lasts two or three days before I’m jumping in
again, many times on something totally new that will join my massive store of unfinished stories that I
plan to work on later.
I’ll have at least one round of near crippling fear. I’ll wonder if anyone will like the new story. I’ll
seriously doubt my skills as a writer. My friends will visibly restrain themselves from smacking me
upside the head.
Giddiness. Wow, I made this. I’m a writer. When the heck did that happen?
Impatience. Why can’t the release date be today?
Then I calm down for a while, work on other things. When the release date begins to come close, the
cycle starts again. It’s... quite a rush. It makes my heart race and my nerves hum. I hope it never goes
away. Although the fear I could stand to take in smaller doses.
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5 – Can you recall what went through your mind the very first time you became a contracted author?
What was that like for you?
My first published novel was Warm Rush. The title probably says it all. :)

6 – There are many authors who simply try to be authors, and there are many who have the talent
naturally. Your talent seems natural. Had you always wanted to be a writer and what encouraged you
to take those steps into the world of publication?
I think if you have a story to tell then the talent’s there, no question. You wouldn’t have a story to tell if
it wasn’t. The trick after that is turning the talent into a craft, which is wicked hard work. For me,
anyway. I’m always learning, always trying to figure out how to get the shiny idea in my head written
down so someone else can see it the way I do. It’s never quite there, but I try. I know perfection’s not a
goal anyone can reasonably expect to attain. Still, I chase after it, like anyone who loves what they do.
It’s the chase that makes you better.
Always wanted to be a writer. Until a couple of years ago, I only showed my fiction to friends unless it
was for a writing class. Then I discovered the Evolution Forum, found a bunch of people who shared
my very hard to find fetish, and somehow worked up the nerve to post a work of my own. The Jascian’s
Toy is still ongoing, and is probably one of my most popular stories.
The people on Evolution are the ones who encouraged me to try and write for publication, and they’ve
supported me ever since. If I hadn’t stumbled across the site two years ago, I might still be storing
novels and pieces of novels on my harddrive and in composition notebooks, so I’m thankful to them.

7 – Not only is your writing very sexual and steamy, but it’s also very plot based and nicely formed.
Walk us through your writing process, please. What goes into the creation of a Rowan McBride pageturner?
Oh, man. It’s different with every story. As a writer, I’m sure you can relate. You never know what’s
going to spark an idea. It can be a song lyric, a t-shirt, a phrase that pops into your head that you just
have to work in to someone’s dialogue. Sometimes it seems as if it comes out of nowhere, and no one
believes you when you tell them that.
I think, most often, I get a flash in my head of a character, and I get curious enough to want to know
their story, so I start paying hard attention to that character. Who are they? What’s their day like?
What are they hiding?
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Eventually, I start seeing it, and I begin to put it down. I’ll write a scene or even several chapters right
off the bat because I just can’t help myself. When I have a moment to take a breath, I put scene notes
on index cards so I can storyboard the book. That way, I can have it all laid out on my floor and see if
the plot works. I prefer storyboarding over outlining because I don’t feel so locked into what I put
down—I can move, add, or even throw out cards at will. From beginning to end, the plot stays fluid,
and the characters have the freedom to be themselves. Which {sigh} they often take full advantage of.

8 – As a transgendered or gender-fluid author, what would you say is the most challenging part of your
career?
There are big, overreaching challenges and there are everyday challenges.
The big challenge is that you never know who’s going to accept you and who isn’t. It’s impossible to
tell. People who are fine with the idea of homosexuality can sometimes have intense hatred toward
someone from the transgendered community. It can go the other direction too, and I don’t understand
where the line is drawn or why it’s even there, so sometimes I stumble into trouble that way. Personally,
I identify as gender-fluid, meaning my gender flows from male to female and back again, with the
emphasis on the male. I get quite a lot of “you’re confused” lectures because of that. Some people will
try to force you to choose a gender and lock yourself there, and I’m just not built that way.
A lot of my everyday challenges stem from my virtual life. I register on a forum or on MySpace, and
the forms don’t exactly let you pick “other” as your gender. I usually pick “male” because that’s the
closest fit. I’d like to use gender-neutral pronouns online, but there are so many and most people aren’t
familiar with any of them anyway. Plus, I’m embarrassed to admit that I’m not quite sure how to
pronounce a few of them, myself. As far as titles go, I adore the look and feel of Mx. McBride, but
getting people to use it is another story.
There are many, many other challenges, but those are a few that popped into my head because I’m
sitting at my computer right now.

9 – Dark Eden Press and Liquid Silver Books are perhaps two of the best and most open-minded
publishing companies on the net right now (Aspen Mountain Press being a third). How did you happen
to fall in with DEP and LSB?
LSB invited me to submit around a year ago. One of their editors had seen the free serial I’ve got on
my site, Michael Finally Grows Up, and liked it enough to drop me a line. I was totally blown away. I
started writing a novel, didn’t think it would be quite right for their Molten Silver line, and started
another novel. By the time I submitted Paul’s Dream, I was sure Tina Burns had forgotten me. But she
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hadn’t, and now the novel’s on sale. :)
With DEP, I’d seen a submission call posted by Susan White, one of the owners. Susan had given me
my very first stellar review, and when we both happened to be at the same chat, she always gave me a
shoutout, telling the world how much she loved my stuff. When I found out she’d started a publishing
house, I took a break from everything I was working on at the time and wrote Just Wait, which they
accepted.

10 – There are many, many, MANY transgendered authors in the world right now, afraid to share
themselves with the world for fear of backlash and lack of acceptance. In this way, you are a role model
for these people – an inspiration. What words do you have to share with the transgendered
community? Have you any advice for them?
I can’t imagine I’m an inspiration—most people out there don’t even know I’m gender-fluid. Well,
until now I guess.
I’m out in my real life, and I’m out online with people I’m close to. But the fact that I’m gender-fluid
doesn’t come up in casual conversation online because in real life I’m not the type of person to go, “Hey,
how you doin? I’m genderqueer.” When I was a lurker this wasn’t really a problem, and if I got close
to someone of course I’d let them know.
Then a bit of a fandom sorta snuck up on me. I was totally unprepared.
I’ve made (and will keep making, I’m sure) a lot of truly spectacular mistakes. At first, if a reviewer
called me Ms. or Miss McBride, I’d write in and ask them to change it to Mr., just for continuity. I
can’t recall the exact conversation right now, but there was a very public discussion where I made a
point of saying how people are always mistaking me for a woman—men do write M/M, ya know! I
should have handled that differently on many, many levels.
There was a fan I’d met a couple years ago. He’d send me emails about my stories and I’d answer
them. Then we started chatting online. He slipped under my radar, going from virtual friend to one of
my best friends in the blink of an eye. God, coming out to him was like coming out the first time. I was
terrified. But it worked out, amazingly so.
People will always surprise you. Sometimes it’s stunningly bad. Sometimes it’s refreshing and joyous.
You can’t predict it; you can’t control it. It’s all about how you respond and live. As far as words to
share, I think that’s the best I can offer.
Advice for transgendered authors? Hmm... I’m not sure I have anything of value, since I’m just
starting out myself. It’s scary out there, but it’s good too. I believe, in the end, it always comes down to
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the writing. If the story is good, people will read it.

11 – Okay, Rowan – it’s time for a little fun now. Since this is your first interview, I’ll go a little easy on
ya. (grins) This is one of my favorite interview questions, so here we go! Let’s say you and I went out
for a day and a night on the town. The entire day/night are in your hands. Where would we go and
what would we do?
Woot! JL’s coming over!
As soon as you arrive at my place, I’ll grab your hand and drag you from room to room.
“That’s my desk and that’s my laptop. Those are my dozens and dozens of composition notebooks
because I have a compulsion where I can’t resist buying a composition notebook if I’m in a store that
sells them. Most of them are blank because generally I write on computer now.”
At which point you’ll say something polite and noncommital that’ll amount to, “ohhhkay.”
And I will completely miss that because I’ll be too busy showing you my sketchbook, the bookcase I
have just for my manga, my i-dog, the plushes that friends and fans have sent me, the real dog, the
wireless router with teeth marks from the real dog...
After I’ve shown you everything inside my place, it would be time to show you a bit of Texas if you’ve
never been here. So we’d hit the Alamo and the surrounding area. We’d stand outside Ripley’s Believe
it or Not and try to get the guy on the massively high podium to tell us if what’s inside is really worth
twelve bucks. We might have a late lunch in the Tower of the Americas, which is like the Space Needle
in Seattle but calling it that will get you in serious trouble so be forewarned. If we get the right set of
waiters, we might get to go upstairs to the bar and play the piano and pretend we’re lounge lizards.
We’d try Reuben’s world’s best enchiladas and Rudy’s world’s worst barbeque. I’d ask you at some
point if you’d ever tried rattlesnake shots, which are half tequila and half mystery lime goodness, at
which point all driving would stop. But that’s okay because you’ll wonder how you ever lived without
these and Cowboy Bebop on dvd, and maybe Gravitation right after it.
At some point, I’m sure we’d end up at IHOP. No matter what the trip, what the event, what the
occasion, the universe always guides me there at least once.
This might be how we’d spend a day together. Or we might end up in Austin, on Sixth Street and
tattooed. Okay, probably not tattooed, but we will walk into one of the parlors and we will look at the
designs with intent appreciation!
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12 – Haha! That sounds fun! And I’d love to see your sketch books sometime! You’ll have to snag me
someday! OK… If you were to write a scene in a book with me in it, how would the scene go? Where
would I be, what would I be doing, and with any hope – who would I be doing? (large grin)
I like to bring opposites together, so... I might start the scene with someone straight-laced and somewhat
sheltered. Maybe a reporter who’s just starting out and he’s coming over to conduct an interview with
you. (JL’s in the Hot Seat, yeah!) You’d let him in, and you’d be smiles, but much cooler than I’d be
(no dragging him all over the place like a kid on their first sleepover).
He’d glance around and he wouldn’t be able to help himself from staring at all those camels you’ve got
collected at your pad. You’d chuckle, unembarrassed. You’d be like that through the whole interview,
which would have him off balance, just a bit.
You might inch a little closer. He’d straighten. You’d take that as a cue to take another inch. He’d hold
his recorder between the two of you like a little shield. Your smile would go sly as you take the recorder
from his hand. He’d probably gulp.
Then your lover shows up from the next room, and the reporter shoves himself to the other side of the
couch, shocked and a little disappointed.
But your grin doesn’t slip a notch, because you know the fun’s just starting.

13 – OK And When is this interview happening again, because I need to figure out what to wear!
(laughs) Most authors have literary inspirations that they love to read for encouragement, education,
and just sheer entertainment. Who are your literary inspirations?
My literary inspirations are all over the place. I loved Encyclopedia Brown as a kid—I devoured those
books as soon as they came out. The Celery Stalks at Midnight might have been the first book I ever
read where the fantasy was just there. Unapologetic, no explanation: this is how the world is and you
just didn’t know it. I use that attitude now in a lot of my own stories.
Piers Anthony’s Incarnations of Immortality gave me permission to make mythology my own and
interpret religion in new ways. In eighth grade, I hadn’t been sure that was allowed.
Emily Bronte’s Wuthering Heights had some of the most heart-wrenching scenes I’d ever read, before or
since.
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I love the rhythm of Langston Hughes’s poetry.
Stephen King, because he’s got this easy, conversational style, and you don’t realize that you’re scared
half out of your mind until it’s too late. Kurt Vonnegut because... wow. He was one of those writers
that made me go, “Hey, I didn’t know you could do that!”
I’m enamored with the Innocent Bird manga series by Hirotaka Kisaragi. The story and art brings
together angsty angels and demons so beautifully and in such unexpected ways.
Currently one of my favorite yaoi prose authors is Jet Mykles. She has a way of making me laugh and
choke up and say, “Omigod! Did that really just happen?” all in the same scene, and whenever I pick
up one of her stories I take the time to sit down and treasure it.
The list goes on and on. The shelf that holds my “to be read” books is stuffed so full that it’s actually
sagging, and I don’t even want to think about how many ebooks I’ve got waiting for me on my
harddrive. I’m sure I’ll find more inspirations there.

14 – What’s a day like in your shoes? Can you walk us through an average day with Rowan McBride?
I’m so boring it would break your heart. One of the saved away notices on my IM messenger is
“Staring up at the ceiling fan.” And I’m serious when I use it.

15 – Want Me… It’s scheduled to arrive this winter! Tell us about this brand new tale!
Want Me started out as a little erotic terror to help a good friend through a stressful time. This good
friend, however, is also my rival, and things spun out of control as they often do with rivals. He started
writing and posting, I started writing and posting. It turned into this madcap quest to write a chapter a
day and have a book done in a week, which I damned near accomplished. I couldn’t get it down fast
enough, though. The characters kept maturing, the story kept evolving. I crashed at chapter nine,
leaving it on a cliffhanger.
Chapter nine turned out to be the halfway point. Once I recovered, I continued the story privately,
rewriting sections of the first half and adding a major scene before moving on. Finishing it showed me
facets of my characters I didn’t even know were there, and that’s one of the best parts of writing. I
decided I wanted to try and self-publish the novel, so I ran the idea by my rival and he thought it was a
good idea. Got myself a reputable self-publishing service. Asked Ulf—an amazing digital artist—to
create my cover. Now the story should be on sale this winter. I can hardly believe it.
64

Want Me was wrenching to write. Bit by bit, Joel is stripped of everything he believes is good about his
life, and he’s forced to watch it channeled into Walker. Walker’s insane, but there’s an innocence and
lack of real malice in him that gets under your skin. You hate him for what he does to Joel, who’s never
a bad guy in the story, and he scares the hell out of you, but there’s an eroticism to his focus and
determination that’s hard to deny. All he ever wants is Joel, and Joel can’t escape that truth as they’re
locked together in a dark spiral that changes their lives again and again.

16 – It’s obvious by your writings, your titles, and even the covers of your books that you are a very
sexual person. What thoughts do you have about the current sheltered sexual state of America and
what place do you think sex and sexuality should have in the world?
Haha! I’m not sure I’d define myself that way. My family is great, but sex wasn’t something we talked
about in our house while I was growing up there. At all. Dating didn’t happen till college. My first kiss
came when I was twenty.
Ah, but such a great kiss. Four hours on a dorm room bed. Definitely worth the wait.
America in general is too uptight about sexuality. At least the people in charge are. I don’t understand
why it’s more acceptable to show blood-gore-violence in a tv show than it is to show two people making
love. What sort of message does that send?

17 – It’s October – time for ghosts, goblins, and ghouls! What’s up with the Ring My Bell contest, and
where can people go to find out more information?
I decorated the front page of my website for Halloween! It’s got gargoyles and spiders—the whole
works. Had a blast doing it. There’s a section on that page that puts a different picture up every time
you visit (or every time you refresh). Originally, I’d just planned to put scarier versions of my covers
up there, then I realized I wanted to make the whole thing bit more interactive. I thought it would be
fun if I had trick-or-treaters coming by, “ringing my bell” and showing off their costumes by sending in
images. The images can be actual costumes, or artwork, or book covers that have been “dressed up” for
Halloween. You can find the complete rules on my blog. The link to it is hideously long, so I’ve set up
an easier redirect link that will take you right there: www.rowanmcbride.com/bell .
Eric Arvin was the first person to ring my bell. I don’t know how the man can look maniacal and sexy
at the same time, but he pulls it off.
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18 – Thus far in life and your literary career, what’s the most important thing you have learned, both
about the world and about yourself? What is the one thing above anything else that you can take with
you from your experiences?
You can’t please everyone, and trying will make you crazy. In life and in writing, the best thing is to do
what you love. Passion always shines through.

19 – So… what’s planned for the future of Rowan McBride? Once Want Me is released, what comes
next?
Trying to find homes for the three books that were published at Twisted Shift when it closed. I’d like to
do that soon, because both the One Good series and Tales of the Novahn have more stories to them. One
Good Verse has twelve chapters done, and I’m aching to share what happens with this new Senai
servant and the unsuspecting minister-in-training he gets dropped on.
I’m twelve chapters in to a royal alien rock star yaoi story called Broken Thread. It started out as
totally ridiculous fun that I had no intention on unleashing on anyone else, but the characters flipped
the script on me. Audrick is shameless and complex and wickedly funny. Kyne is honorable and brave
and full of angsty innocence. I think it’ll be good.
I’ve just finished the prologue to Asher’s Magic, the sequel to Paul’s Dream. Really excited by how it
turned out, so planning to do quite a bit of work on that story.
I’d like to finish The Jascian’s Toy next year. I won’t be letting another seven months go by before
updating Michael Finally Grows Up. There’s a non-erotic serial I’m working on called Davey’s Destiny
that I’ve let lapse, and I should get some work done on that one. Because of these three unfinished
stories, I’ve been called cruel more times than I can count.
I’d like to get some drawing in, since at this point I’m probably going to have to start over with stick
figures again.
Other than that, I’ve got elves chained to beds, werewolves with issues. I’m at a point where I might
actually need a chart pinned above my desk to keep me on track. Luckily I know a guy who’s good with
charts, so it shouldn’t be too much of an issue.

20 – Okay, Rowan, here we are! The end of this edition of JL’s Twenty and your time in the Hot Seat.
Before I ask your final question I want to thank you again for taking the time for this interview!
Alright… Define for me “success.” What is your idea of success? What do you hope to gain from life?
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Being happy is the most important thing. As long as I can write and spend time with the people I love,
then I’m green. However, that said, I do harbor aspirations of becoming a pop-culture icon. Plans are
already underway. First interview is now completed. ;-)
Thanks for having me, JL. It was fun!

A special thanks once again to the very talented Rowan McBride! Rowan can be found all over the net,
including the OFFICIAL Rowan McBride website at www.rowanmcbride.com and on MySpace at
www.myspace.com/rowanmcbride Be sure to check out all of Rowan’s fascinating books currently
linked at www.rowanmcbride.com/stories/ The best of luck to Rowan on all current and future literary
endeavors! AND HEY – Rowan IS quite the artist! Check out what this author can do with a pen and a
sketch pad at http://rpm77.deviantart.com/ Be sure to show Rowan some love! Now stay tuned for great
excerpts from Want Me and Touching Fire: Paul's Dream!

Touching Fire: Paul's Dream
by Rowan McBride
Prologue
Even in those cold, dark corners hidden in dreams,
this fire will burn forever.
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The door at the top of the stairway scraped open, but Kian didn’t bother to look up. Only one person
ever ventured down here.
His master, coming to steal more of his life-force to enhance his own potency.
Kian’s body ached with hunger. These iron chains wrapped around him grew heavier every day. He
was a resilient being, but even he had his limits, and he’d almost reached his.
“Three hours, and the destination is nothing but a dank hole in the ground.”
He glanced up at the unfamiliar voice, surprised to see the man standing before him. A human,
dressed in an immaculate white dress shirt and black slacks. “Who are you?”
“Paul.” He slipped his hands into his pockets and walked around the cell. “No windows, no doors
other than the entrance, and no more clues.” He looked down at Kian, his startling blue eyes cool,
disinterested. “Which means you must be the point of this dream.”
“Dream?” Yes, now that the suggestion had been put forth, he could see the signs. The fog at the
edges of his vision, the lack of substance to the grey stone that made up the walls around him. But he
was also experienced enough to recognize that this was a dreamscape laced with magic. “How did you
get here?”
“Happened the way it always happens. Mazes, puzzles, riddles. And now I’m here.” Paul crouched in
front of him, reached out. “To free you, apparently.”
“No!” Kian scrambled away, and the chains binding him to the floor yanked him down again. The
iron collar around his neck choked him, and he coughed and sputtered as he tried to regain his breath.
“Chains... enchanted... without a key...”
His face calm, Paul pulled a large iron key from his pocket. “This key?”
He stilled when he caught sight of it. “Where did you get that?”
“These dreams always have one possible goal. Sometimes it takes a while to figure it out, but I always
do.” He reached forward again. “Hasn’t taken me this long since I was a boy, though.”
The chains rattled and clanged as Kian twisted his body, just barely escaping Paul’s touch. “Please,
don’t.” Dream or no dream, in this state he’d suck the human dry if freed.
Paul sighed and sat on the cool stone floor. “An emotional component; I’m never good at solving
those.”
Curious, cautious, he turned to take another look at his visitor. The man’s beauty dazzled the senses,
even in the dim light of the single bulb hanging above them. His raven hair and strong, cut features
drew the eye in ways Kian had never before experienced, while the blue in his gaze glittered like pure,
precious gems. Yet there was a coldness about him that he couldn’t fathom. “Emotional component?”
“It’s hard for me to relate to people, so when empathy is required to solve a puzzle, it takes a lot
longer.” He rested his wrists on upraised knees. “I don’t think I’ve felt anything substantial since I was
a child.”
How could a human with no true emotions walk into another’s dream? The very act required
profound sensitivity. “Do you know what I am?”
He shrugged. “I usually have dreams like this when on a particularly intricate case. One could argue
that my mind is working through a subconscious manifestation of a challenge I’m facing in my waking
life.”
No dream walker he’d ever met spoke like this. “Case?”
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“I work at Harcourt, Coleman, and Krauss.”
Kian fell silent, trying to comprehend the cold human before him.
“How long have you been here?”
He met Paul’s sapphire gaze, forced himself to ignore his hunger. “I’m not sure. Years, I think.”
“Why?”
“I’ve been enslaved to provide pleasure for a master.”
“Enslaved,” he repeated softly, although his expression didn’t change. “That’s not right.”
Kian sensed that the human said the words because of some internal moral code, not because he was
particularly outraged. “You’re a strange dream walker.”
Nothing registered on the other man’s face. “Dream walker?”
He didn’t know. How could anyone be unaware of such a gift? “It’s rare magic.”
“There’s no such thing as magic.”
The enchanted chains restricted Kian’s true power, so he was in no position to convince him
otherwise. Besides, disbelief often proved an adequate form of protection for humans. “Alright.”
Paul studied him a long moment. “Why don’t you want me to set you free?”
“Because I’ll kill you if you do.”
“Ah.” He got to his feet, leaned down. “It’s just a dream.” He grasped the collar around Kian’s neck,
slid the key into the lock fastening it.
“Wait! Don’t!”
The key turned, the lock tumbled, and the collar fell away.
“Sorry, but I can’t wake up until I accomplish the goal.” Paul straightened. “And I’m a busy man.
Too busy for dreams.”
Kian stared in shock as the human faded from sight. The fog at the edges of the cell engulfed the
room, swirled around him, and darkened into black.

*****
Kian opened his eyes, sat up. The iron collar around his neck clattered to the floor, taking the rest of
the chains with it. Sweet, hot fire filled his body--his power returning full force.
Slowly, he rose to his feet, running his hands over the raw skin of his throat, his arms, his wrists.
Free.
The human had used a dream to enact real change in the waking world. A great deal of power, and he
was completely unaware.
Kian would have to deliver a personal thank you.
The door above scraped open, and he glanced up, half expecting to see his rescuer walk down the
steps. But it wasn’t Paul.
It was his former master.
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Richard Davis froze in place, staring first at the chains on the floor and then at the creature standing
in the center of the room.
Kian looked him over--took in Richard’s broad shoulders, the muscled torso and long legs. His gaze
settled on the prominent bulge in the crotch of his trousers.
Time to take back all that had been stolen from him.
Lifting his head, Kian let a vicious grin shape his mouth.
“You seem to be quite fond of bondage, Richard. We’ll see how you feel about it when I’m through
with you.”

Want Me
by Rowan McBride
An Excerpt
My legs trembled as I stood in the locker room shower. Oh, God. They didn’t just tremble. They
quaked. With a shaking hand, I turned on the water, leaned heavily against the wall as I let the heat sink
into me.
“That’s it,” I whispered. “Just relax.”
Man, I’d never worked so hard. All my life, things had come easy for me, and although I worked, in
the grand scheme of things most of my hours had been spent coasting. But today I’d pushed my body to
its absolute limit.
After Sam had left the field, I’d kept going. Running, sit-ups, pushups, anything I could think of. Had
to get faster; had to get stronger. Didn’t come in until the groundskeeper turned off the field lights, and
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my muscles were pissed as hell at me for it.
But they were feeling better now. Slowly... Slowly...
I smiled down at the tile.
“You looked really good out there, Joel.”
The smile slipped from my face as I turned my head. Still leaning against the wall, I looked at Walker,
standing naked a few feet from me.
Tendrils of steam wound around his body—a helix of white mist against brown skin. His sleek
muscles looked hard and sharp, giving subtle flexes with every breath.
My nerve-endings tingled, and I frowned. That couldn’t be arousal I felt, could it? He hadn’t said the
words yet, and I wasn’t...
“Go away,” I said, unable to dwell too deeply on what my body was telling me.
His gaze dipped to my mouth. “How’s your lip?”
“I told you.” I tore my gaze from him, stared at the wall in front of me. “Fine.”
Suddenly his smooth, husky voice was right in my ear. “I have a home remedy that will take the
swelling down. I’ll wait for you—”
“Leave me alone.”
His knuckles grazed the curve of my biceps. “I can’t.”
I shivered. “Why not?”
“It’s been so long since we’ve touched.” His head eased closer to mine. “I’ve missed you.”
My body tensed as I shook my head at the wall. “You’re just going to keep going until you have
everything I’ve got, aren’t you?”
“I don’t want everything you’ve got. I just want you.”
A shudder went through me, and I couldn’t tell if it was from disgust or arousal or oncoming tears.
“You expect me to believe that shit? I’m not even the same guy I was two weeks ago.”
His fingers slipped along my jaw, gently guided my face around. “You have beautiful eyes, you know
that? The same leaf-green as the day I met you.”
I gasped, jerked my head free from his hand.
“Don’t worry, Joel.” He leaned his shoulder against the wall as his gaze slid over me. “I won’t try
anything here. If we got caught in the middle of things, neither of us are big enough to fight off someone
who might jump us.”
I watched the water stream over his skin in glistening rivulets, cling to his long lashes in tiny
crystalline drops. Everything about him was mesmerizing, and I didn’t want to be drawn in to his spell.
So I bit hard on my lip as I tried to break it.
His eyes rounded as he straightened. “Joel.”
Needles of pain pierced through me as fresh blood trickled into my mouth. But it worked. My head
was clear.
Walker exhaled heavily, ran a slow hand through his soaked hair. “Tonight.” He walked past me and
out of the showers. “When you come home tonight, I’ll move us forward.” He glanced over his shoulder,
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his eyebrows drawn together in an expression I couldn’t identify. “Maybe then things will be better.”
I clenched my fists, anger burning away fear, helplessness rooting my feet in place. “It’s never going
to get better, Walker! Can’t you get that through your gypsy...Cain...bible-cursed skull!”
His face hardened and he turned, storming out of sight.
My back thumped against the wall, and I slid to the floor as water rained over me. Tonight, Walker
was going to change everything again. I’d blustered and insulted, but I hadn’t told him the truth,
because that would have led to me begging and I still had too much pride for that. I curled forward,
cradled my face in my hands as I admitted it to myself.
“I can’t... I’m not strong enough for more change.”

Be sure to check out Rowan McBride online at
www.rowanmcbride.com

If you are an author, model, actor, artist, humanitarian, or other person of interest and would like to be
interviewed by JL for a future issue of Within His Castle and JL's Twenty, send an email to
interviews@jlfoster.biz or jlfoster@jlfoster.biz and include a brief bio of yourself and any web links that
would be pertinent to the interview. JL will contact you for further arrangements.
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It...

Is...

WRITTEN
Right below what you're reading now are some of the newest and best of their kind
available – books and mixes to delight the soul! Welcome to It Is Written.
It Is Written is fondly a FREE advertisement page, offering authors, publishers, musicians, etc. the
opportunity to promote themselves to a wide audience without that pesky problem of payment. Within
His Castle is proud to help promote you and your work for free!
All you have to do is send an email to jlfoster@jlfoster.biz with the subject line It Is Written and
include all the necessary materials – link, title, blurb if appropriate, cover if ya got one... That's all
there is to it.
It Is Written... for you.

AND NOW PLEASE VISIT OUR FRIENDS
BY CLICKING ON THE LINKS BELOW

Little Kunoichi
by Tania Walsh

www.amirapress.com
Mika Takei is not an average assassin; her skill for murder is only surpassed by her skill with more sensual arts.
But when she fails to fulfill her latest mission, it costs her dearly. Set in the not too distant future in the city of
Naru, a criminal organization known as the MOB fights to gain total control of the city. The only thing standing
in the MOB's way is the careful 'manipulations' of the assassins. For the sake of the city's future, Mika must
rekindle her own passion before returning the favor to those who set her up.
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SubSurdity: Vignettes from Jasper Lane
by Eric Arvin

BY HERE
Jasper Lane is the perfect, sunny, American neighborhood, or so it would seem. Melinda Gold is a young mother
whose desire for position in the neighborhood is at odds with her upbringing by her ultra conservative mother.
The same mother who makes life hell for Melinda's son, Patrick; Cassie Bloom is the grand dame of Jasper
Lane, living on a cul du sac and doing her best to annoy Melinda. But she has a secret of her own regarding her
missing husband and son that only a few, including the transsexual Vera, know about; Rick has just moved into
the neighborhood and has immediately fallen for the ex-Army man, James. Will he find the courage to go after
what he wants?; Terrence, Rick's good friend, has found out he has a son from a one-night stand years before
where he dallied with heterosexuality; and the perfect couple Steve and Sandy have run into a rough patch
which forces Steve to find employment in the porn industry.
All these stories interlock and play out in a brightly comic way with gay porn parties, sexually confused animals,
and dead bodies all being thrown in the mix. It may not be perfect, but it sure is fun!
www.myspace.com/ericthearvin
http://www.iuniverse.com/bookstore/book_detail.asp?&isbn=0-595-45482-8
http://www.booklocker.com/books/2671.html

Sweat
by James Buchanan

BUY HERE
Sports. Sweaty men grappling with each other for the ball or plying blades with dramatic precision. The
Sweat Taste Test tantalizes us with three stories about men and the games they play. AJ Wilde's Twenty-Four
takes on a physical trainer who needs his lover to do a little more to climb out of depression, before he does
something he'll regret. Anfernee Williamson brings us a story of just how much two football buddies care about
each other, and what they'll do to show it. James Buchanan's fencing story takes on what happens when two
adversaries come together after a match and admire each others' skills. Among other things.
Don't drop the ball! Read Sweat today!
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The Gift
by Rob Graham

BUY HERE
Charlene Raleigh knows where she is going in life. She knows she won't get there without jettisoning a lot of
useless baggage. Pleasure, joy and sex are things she's leaving out of her life until she succeeds in reaching her
goal.
Then she meets Tom Jackson. Although Charlene tries very hard to deny it, her emotions flare when he's
around. For once, she has no control. And to her surprise, she enjoys this very much.
Step by step, Tom leads her, guides her, draws out of her all the feelings and drives Charlene thought were of no
use to her.
When Charlene is ready, Tom gives her a gift. The gift of herself.

Only In Her Dreams
by Veronica Towers

BUY HERE
Marcus Derning, Duke of Allendale and former Captain in the 73rd Foot Brigade owes his
life to the timely intervention of Sergeant Montague--an intervention which cost the man his life.
What better way to honor the man's memory but by marrying his daughter--if she would only
have him? Sarah knows that duty and honor are poor substitutes for love. A captain can not
marry the daughter of a common soldier. Much less a common soldier's daughter marry a Duke.
Even deep in her heart where her irrational hopes linger, she knows the only way she could ever
be with Marcus is Only in Her Dreams.

Check out the video for Only in Her Dreams beginning Saturday, August 25, 2007 at
www.jlfoster.biz/itiswritten
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Perfect View
by Savannah Chase

READ IT HERE

CHECK OUT SAVANNAH CHASE HERE
Perfect View is a sizzling short story that will leave readers wanting more. Hope has been dumped
by yet another guy. Sawyer is her hunk of a neighbor who, up until now, has been too shy to
approach her. A seductive window show leads to a plain, brown package delivery in the mail. Will
Hope be offended or titillated? Sawyer will either get a slap in the face or the night of his life. All will
be cheering this couple to take it all the way…

Two Worlds Apart
by Sherri L. Gibson

BUY HERE
VISIT SHERRI HERE
Separated by tragedy, eight-year old Brandon and his twin sister Katrina are thrust into two different worlds of
mystery and other adventures. Their one desire is to be reunited and to find security again. They’re forced into
leading lives alien to them, and subjected to numerous life-threatening ordeals as they strive to adjust to the
changes.
Adversaries Stalking Wolf and Brown-like-the-Bear have reasons of their own in seeing that the twins are made
to see things their way. One warrior gentle-natured and the other cruel and demanding, Brandon and Katrina
wonder if they’ll always live Two Worlds Apart and find the happiness wanted.

A combination of western adventure, romance, and mystery, Two Worlds Apart has something in it for all
readers.

Samburu Hills
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by Jennifer Mueller

BUY IT HERE
When Celeste Reed steps off the boat in the fledgling colony of Kenya,
East Africa she finds out the man that she was to marry doesn't even
care to get to know her let alone listen to a word she says. Life is
miserable and then he has the nerve to die leaving her to run an
estate without any money. It seems he spent all he had to impress the
colony and she was just part of the package. Africa is unforgiving to
the weak, but it can be the people that you least expect that make it.
And then there's Edward.

An Accomplished Lady
by S. D. Grady

BUY IT HERE
Miss Fiona Fairweather desperately attempts to become what everyone expects of a well-born lady.
Bound by duty to wed where her deceased parents wished, she fights to deny the powerful attraction she
feels for another—the flirtatious Lord Rocheford. Dare she trust her wild heart or succumb to a sedate
life of elegance?
Read an Excerpt and the Reviews:
http://sonyadgrady.com/Excerpt%20of%20An%20Accomplished%20Lady.htm
Add Me on My Space! http://m yspace.com/sdgrady_author
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MUZOPHILE
Presenting the Hottest DJ Mixes Around

VISIT ON MYSPACE
Check out the Awesome Downloads and Remixes on the Blog!
MUZOPHILE Presents
DJ Torre

VISIT ON MYSPACE
MUZOPHILE PRESENTS
Danny B

VISIT ON MYSPACE
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A Ghostly Encounter At The Stanley Hotel
by
J. C. “Carey” Parrish

J. C. Parrish is the founder and editor of the popular Web Digest Weekly, as well as
author of several remarkable tales. To visit JC online, hit up
http://www.webdigestweekly.com and see what he's got to offer!
This story I am going to set down in writing is true. I made up none of it. For years I've toyed with
the idea of putting this experience into the written word but I've always been a little reluctant to do so.
Maybe I'm afraid people will think I've lost my marbles. Maybe it was really just a dream. I don't know
for sure, but here it comes. At last. In my own words. Maybe now I'll stop dreaming about it.
It was October of 1986. I was in college at Harding. My best friend, Kevin, and I had an apartment
off campus and we were about to have a week long break from school. Searcy isn't the most exciting
town in Arkansas. You have to go to Little Rock to really find something to do. So we decided we
wanted to take a trip and Kevin had just finished reading Stephen King's novel The Shining. I had read
it in high school and I told him that the inspiration for the story had been The Stanley Hotel in
Colorado. I told him that the hotel was supposedly haunted and that an experience King had there led
him to write the book. I remember Kevin's eyes lighting up and he immediately wanted to go see the
place. Our fall break was approaching so we called our parents and asked if we could go. The four of
them agreed. Our reservations were made and a few days later we were driving to Little Rock to catch a
plane for Denver.
The Stanley Hotel is located in Estes Park, Colorado, about an hour from Denver. The gorgeous
Rocky Mountains serve as a naturally breathtaking backdrop for everything there. The hotel itself is
white and looks exactly awe inspiring as it sits majestically on its perch. It was built in 1909 by Freelan
O. Stanley. He and his twin brother, Francis Edgar Stanley, were the founders of the Stanley Steamer
Company. The Stanley has a gorgeous exterior surrounded by an even more gorgeous natural wonder.
The Rocky Mountains themselves.
Kevin and I checked in and we stayed in room 220. There was so much to do in the area. We went
hiking and we had dinner every night in the hotel's scrumptuous dining room. We drove into town a few
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times and saw the sights there. Of course, we heard all the ghost stories about the Stanley. It was all
quite intriguing and enthralling. Very atmospheric. Nature's glory surrounded the lovely place and it
was hard to imagine anything spooky or evil living within such a close proximity of the snow capped
mountain peaks in the distance. Little did I know that just two nights before we were to leave, I would
have an encounter that would change my views of the place to this day.
It was late. Kevin and I were getting for bed. We were tired after a long day of hiking and reading.
The hotel was alive with people and the sounds of music from downstairs wafted up to us in a faint din
of merriment. I remember thinking how nice it had been to have had this experience and I wished we
could have stayed there longer. I was dog tired though. The room only had one bed and Kevin and had
been sharing it since our arrival. So we climbed under the covers that night and turned off the bedside
lamp. Sleep came easily and peacefully.
I was awakened with a slow start. Not with a jolt. Just a swift realization that something wasn't right.
The room was lit by the light of the moon coming in through the windows of our room and the digital
clock on the bedside table told me that it was two-twenty. The number of our room. I didn't realize that
for a long time. I lay there wide awake suddenly and I listened intently. No more sounds of music or
people from downstairs were wafting up to us. On the contrary. What had awakened me was the sound
of quiet laughter from the hall beyond our door. I sat up on the side of the bed and looked over at
Kevin. He was fast asleep. My eyes then went to our door and I heard the quiet laughter again.
Something about it was like a beckoning. I rose to my feet and walked across the room to the door and
listened.
Outside in the corridor, I heard the laughter a third time. I was as calm as a pond of water on a
spring morning. I wasn't afraid at all. The laughter wasn't repulsive a bit. It was the laughter of two
people. Two men. I heard it again! They seemed to be greatly amused by something but were trying to
keep their laughter quiet, most likely for the sake of the sleeping guests in the rooms around them. I
decided to open the door and see what was going on. I was sleeping in sweat pants and a T-shirt, so I
thought nothing of my appearance as I unlocked the door and looked outside. The corridor was lit but
dimmed for the night. I glanced to my left and saw the two men who were laughing.
They looked to be in their early twenties. They were quite handsome and they were dressed in old
fashioned trousers with white shirts and suspenders. I stepped out into the corridor closer to them and
they didn't seem to notice me. They were laughing yet again. I walked closer to them still and asked
what was so funny. They looked at me then and their eyes were alight with their amusement. They
seemed very friendly and they didn't alarm me in the least.
"Come on," said the one on my right. "We'll show you."
"Yes," concurred the other. "Come with us."
They turned and started for the staircase. I followed along behind them. I remember the feeling of the
carpet under my feet as I trod along behind them. They were walking quite fast and I was trying to keep
up. I wondered why we were taking the stairs. I didn't ask because they were always about four steps
ahead of me and I wanted to keep up with them. They were laughing all the way.
When I emerged on the next floor, I found that they were ahead of me even further. I broke into a trot
to catch them. They were turning into the door of an open room. I went to it and stopped for a breath.
There was light coming from inside. No more laughter however. I walked into the room and saw the two
men sitting in chairs across from me. They waved to me to come further inside. A small coffee table was
in front of their chairs. There was a newspaper laying on it.
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"Look at today's paper," said the man had who spoken to me first downstairs.
I picked up the paper and looked at it. The date on it was December 9, 1941. The headline read
"President Roosevelt Declares War On Japan." I glanced at the text, frowning as I did so because I was
wondering what a forty-five year old newspaper was doing here, and why it was so amusing to my
sudden hosts. The article gave a description of the Japanese attack on Pearl Harbor and went on to
discuss the declaration of war from the day before. Young men were being called upon to enlist in the
army from all corners of the nation. It was a patriotic call and my hair bristled as I read it.
I finished reading, dropping the paper back down on the coffee table, and looked back up at my
hosts. Only now they were changed. They were wearing green army uniforms and they were splayed
across the chairs they were sitting in in an unnatural manner. I saw bullet holes smattered across the
green material and what looked like circles of dried blood around each bullet hole. Their faces were
white and their eyes were wide with death. It was horrifying. Absolutely horrifying.
I gasped and turned away from the scene. I spun around to run out of the room only to get yet
another wild scare. Kevin was standing behind me. He grabbed me by the arms to halt my flight and
shook me hard. I would have yelled but I couldn't find my voice. I just looked into Kevin's sleepy face
and forced my nerves to settle down.
"What are you doing up here?" he asked me.
I pointed behind me. "Look at them."
"Who?" he asked.
I turned back to show him...and they were gone. The room was empty of anyone except the two of us.
The bed was made and the chairs were empty. The lamps were on. No one was there but us. My hair
stood on end. I felt a surge of electricity run through my body. We were alone in the room. No dead
bodies. No laughing young men. No one. I looked down at the coffee table. There was no newspaper there
anymore. I knew true fear in that instant and I wanted out of there. I wanted to run screaming from
that room.
Instead, I kept my wits as Kevin steered me toward the door. I didn't yell. I didn't say a word. I did
see the clock on the bedside table as we left. The time was three-twenty. We went out the door and the
room number made me gasp out loud. It was room 320. My mouth went as dry as sand.
"How did you get in there?" Kevin asked as he half pushed me toward the stairs.
"They brought me up here," I replied.
He frowned. "Who?"
I told him my story as we went back down to our own room. I told him about waking up and hearing
laughter from the hallway and finding the two men who told me to follow them if I wanted to see what
was so funny. I told him about the newspaper article and then looking up from reading it to find them
dressed in army fatigues, dead in the chairs. I was shaking as I told him the story. We were back in our
room by the time I finished. He was listening intently but he was shaking his head. He hugged me.
"You had a bad dream," he said. "Lets go back to sleep. You'll remember it differently in the
morning."
"It was not a dream," I said. "It was real."
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He pushed me down on the bed and then pulled the covers up over me as I stretched out. I was
insistent that it was not a dream. I knew what I had seen. It was real. Kevin shook his head again. He
went back to his side of the bed and got in, turning off the light as he did.
"You had a dream," he repeated. "You must have been sleepwalking. I woke up and you were gone
and the door was open. You scared the hell out of me."
I frowned in the darkness, something occurring to me. "How did you know where I went?"
"I didn't," he replied. "I went out in the hall and just sort of knew where to go."
I looked over at him and raised my eyebrows. "You knew where to go and you think I had a dream?"
He exhaled slowly and worry crept over his face. In that instant, I think he knew I had indeed not had
a dream. The hairs on his arms bristled. I saw them in the moonlit room. My own did the same. We said
no more. We just lay there in the darkness and dozed fitfully until the first morning light brightened up
the windows.
I asked several members of the hotel staff if anyone knew about two young GI's having stayed at the
hotel prior to going to war when World War 2 started. No one knew anything about it. Not a single one.
Kevin forbad me to tell anybody about what had happened in the night. I did ask the desk clerk if any
of the rooms were left unlocked when they were empty and he replied that none were ever left unlocked.
To test this theory, I went back up to room 320 and tried the knob. The door was indeed locked securely.
As I stood there, that feeling of fear came back to me and my hair bristled again. I hurried back to my
own room and didn't go back up there again.
Twenty years have passed since my stay at The Stanley Hotel. I have never forgotten what happened
there. I dream about it sometimes. As vividly as the experience when it was happening. I know it was
not a dream. Kevin knows it too, although he won't admit it. I had an encounter with the supernatural.
A visitation from the ghosts of two young men who died wearing their army fatigues in WW2. I'm as
sure of it now as I was then. I guess what they found so funny was the fact that their lives were destined
to end just as mine was really beginning.
But I don't find it funny. It fills me with sadness. I hope they aren't still there, playing their trick on
other people over the years. I hope they have found rest.

J. C. Parrish is the founder and editor of the popular Web Digest Weekly, as well as
author of several remarkable tales. To visit JC online, hit up
http://www.webdigestweekly.com and see what he's got to offer!
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Notes from a Cubby

On October 14, 1908 the Chicago Cubs beat the Detroit Tigers 2-0 at Bennett Park to win the World
Series three games out of five! Back then the Cubs played at West Side Park. There wasn't even a
Wrigley Field.
It's been 99 years since then, and they haven't won again.
My diehard fans know I am a Cubs fan. My good natured cynicism is very well known. Cassandra
Houston-O'Keeffe is a Cubs Fan and Wrigley Field will be featured in a future Cassandra's Cops book.
Silver Brewton is a Cubs fan. His knowledge is ... well ... as vast as his creator’s is. A major turning
point in his life happens on the pitcher’s mound at Wrigley Field in The Silver Chronicles.
Being a Bleeding Blue Cubs fan doesn't mean I spray paint myself blue and sit at Wrigley Field come
hell or high water. I haven't been to Chicago (save trips through O'Hare airport) in 10 years. I have
missed games and sometimes I didn't do anything but follow the Cubs in the news. This doesn't make
me a bad fan. It simply means I am following my own philosophy of when the Curses will be broken
and the Cubs will not only go to, but win the World Series.
Actually, I have two theories. The first is that the Cubs will win at the golden 100 year mark. I can
count, although I am a writer and not a mathematician. That means they won't make it this year.
Maybe next year.
The Cub Fan's Mantra.
My second is more a key to immortality than a guess as to when the Cubs Curses will be broken. If
you want to live forever, simply refuse to die ... until the Chicago Cubs beat the Chicago White Sox in
the World Series ... the same year a Democrat is elected governor of Illinois and a Republican is elected
Mayor of the City of Chicago.
You'll live a damn long time. Trust me on this one.
Another thing my fans know about me is my love of history. I was raised in the history department of
the University of Illinois, Chicago. Alright, that isn't 100% true. I was born and raised in Chicago and
my mother simply worked in the history department at UICC (I just aged myself again).
History is fascinating. Chicago history is ... intriguing! It is a city where a cow was blamed for arson
and where one of the worst Great Lakes maritime disasters took place when a boat capsized on the
river. But those stories pale in comparison to the history of the Chicago Cubs.
This week, as I light incense and pray to any god that will listen that the Cubs prove me wrong, I will
share snippets of the most fascinating baseball team to ever exist. I will tell you why they choke and
leave their fans in tears ... including me.
Curses.
Yes, curses.
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No, this isn't one of my horror stories, even though it reads like one. I'm not talented enough to make
up this shit!
It was a dark and stormy night ...
Okay, it wasn't, but I have always wanted to type that.
The Chicago Cubs are cursed .... and not just one curse, either. Two...
<>
The Curse of the Billy Goat
One day in 1949, a man named William 'Billy Goat' Sianis decided to take a friend to a Cubs game.
Not just any Cubs game, either, but Game 4 of the World Series! Mr. Sianis owned the infamous 'Billy
Goat Tavern' and was a 'Bleeding Blue' Cubs fan.
His friend was named Murphy. A billy goat.
I shit you not. A goat. Mr. Sianis must have assumed that since there were no visible signs banning
animals from Wrigley Field, he could bring Murphy with no problems.
Yea. I know, I know. Common sense was already working itself out of the genetic code of the
homosapien.
Mr. Sianis bought Murphy a ticket, as any good friend who has invited their friend to a game would.
They sat (well, Mr. Sianis sat. I'm not sure about Murphy, to be honest with you.) and watched the
game almost all the way through.
P.K. Wrigley himself ordered them thrown out. The owner of the Chicago Cubs tossed out a man and
his goat peacefully watching the World Series. He claimed Murphy didn't smell very nice.
Bastard animal hater!
Needless to say, Sianis wasn't a happy customer. Apparently he cursed the Cubs as he and Murphy
left.
“The Cubs ain't gonna win no more! The Cubs will never win a World Series so long as the goat is not
allowed in Wrigley Field!”
Well guess what?
The Cubs lost the 1945 World Series to the Detroit Tigers (ain't irony grand?) in seven games. Mr.
Sianis sent a telegram to Mr. Wrigley afterwards. It was three simple words.
'Who Stinks Now?'
And the Curse of the Billy Goat was cast...
<>
The Curse of the Black Cat
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While this is covered in The Silver Chronicles, which I have no doubt you have read already, I will
cover it again here. Redundancy is my life.
A team 9 and a half games ahead is unstoppable, right? Headed to the World Series! What can stop a
baseball team with the likes of Ron Santo and Ernie Banks on it?
Duh! A cat! Obviously!
On September 9, 1969, the Cubs were playing a crucial game against the New York Mets. Shea
Stadium apparently lived under the same archaic rules as 1949 Wrigley Field. Animals do not belong at
baseball games!
A black cat ran onto the field during the game. Maybe it was lost and scared. Perhaps it was drawn
by hot dogs or cold beer. There is always a possibility that a Mets fan smuggled the poor thing into Shea
Stadium and dumped it on the field to ensure their spot in Chicago history.
The black cat ran circles around Ron Santo and then vanished under the stands.
And guess what happened next?
The Cubs lost the game.
Didn't win the pennant.
Never went to the World Series. As a matter of fact, the Mets won the Series.
All because of a little black cat ...
<>
Aisle 4, row 8, seat 113
Evil curses often have innocent victims. People that are chosen by the Fates to be pawns in nefarious
games.
Steve Bartman was one of those people.
On October 14, 2003, the Cubs were playing the Florida Marlins in a playoff game. Luis Castillo was
batting. Steve Bartman was sitting in his box seat behind the bull pen. Castillo hit a foul ball. Bartman
(and here I will confess that probably anyone would have done exactly as he did. In the picture there are
at least six people clamoring to be struck down by the Cubs Curses) reached out to catch it ...
Moises Alou came out of left field (really, he was the left fielder, honest!), but was too late to stop fate.
Despite the Cubs screaming 'fan interference', the umpire said 'no fan interference'.
He was right. It was 'Fate interference'.
Ultimately Castillo walked. So did Bartman. Into the history books.
You know what happened next, right?
The Cubs lost. Didn't make it to the World Series.
All Bartman's fault, right?
Wrong!
I don't blame him, anyway. He was just some poor schmuck who caved into the desire to have a ball
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from a playoff game. Maybe he wasn't as up on history as I am. Apparently he didn't understand that
you should stay home where balls won't fly at you and ultimately fuck you up the ass without even a
warm up kiss.
He's learned. From what I've researched, the die hard Cub's fan hasn't been to a baseball game since.
Considering he had a police escort out of Wrigley Field for fear of his personal safety, I can't blame
him.
I saw the play from the safety of my bed in Davis, California. I was pregnant with my daughter, Rose.
My reaction was so sit up and stare in a combination of disbelief and resignation.
“Figgers.” I muttered before bursting into tears.
I was pregnant and emotional.
<>
Being a Cub Fan means infinite patience. It means assuming that Mr. Sianis was a simple tavern
owner and not a closeted witch with the ability to curse baseball teams with discriminatory policies
against stinky goats (I have been to Wrigley Field before and if they tossed out living beings that stank
... well ... never mind). My patience makes me ignore that old wives tale about black cats circling
batters.
Double curses can be overcome.
Right?
The Cubs will win right? The World Series, I mean.
Won't they?
Despite what I wrote in The Silver Chronicles...
Oh my god!
Have I cursed the Cubs?????????????

Crystal Ordonez - Best Selling Indie Author
http://indie.author.extraordinaire.googlepages.com/ and The Indie Author Extraordinaire Group
When I blog, I blog here http://indieauthorextraordinaire.blogspot.com/
Join me in IMVU Chat! http://imvu.com/catalog/web_invitation.php?userId=16491097&from=power-email
Independently Spoken IMVU Public Room imvu://room/CrystalOrdonez/Independently+Spoken
Daniachew Ghedi - Coming Soon
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Serializing Literature
This week, Serializing Literature is proud to bring you Chapter 2 of Kate Hofman's
freshman novel, the previously unpublished Will and Kiki! This serialization will continue
for five more weeks! WOOT! Also, give it up for Crystal Ordonez, who returns with
Chapter 1 this week of her Futuristic Thriller, The Silver Chronicles: Psychic Slaughers.
This serialization will continue through Chapter 5!
Also this week, we're pleased to offer Chapters 45 through 49 of J. L.'s very own, The
Estranged Affair: A Love Story. Of course, this novel will follow its serialization
completely, but if you don't want to wait and two or three months to finish the book here
in Within His Castle, be sure to check it out on J. L.'s website! It's currently available in
Paperbook and eBook formats.

If you have a novel that you would like to serialize the first three to six chapter of here in
upcoming issues of "Within His Castle" send an email to newsletter@jlfoster.biz with
the subject line "Serializing Literature." "Within His Castle" accepts all types of works
for serialization, as long as it is (1) a completed and published novel of 30,000 or more
words and (2) you have the right to offer serialization of the book. On rare occasions, we
will serialize a work that is not currently available to the public, but the complete
manuscript must be available for review before serialization begins. ((This is to ensure
that you have actually finished the novel and are not serializing incomplete works.))
Nonfiction, romance, erotica, horror, science fiction, historical, and all other genres are
open! To reserve your spot in next week's issue of "Within His Castle" send an email
NOW! Have something you want to share? Email Within His Castle NOW!

newsletter@jlfoster.biz
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WILL AND KIKI
by Kate Hofman

Chapter 02
The telephone rang. Kiki, who was in the shower, wrapped herself in a towel and hurried into the
living room, thinking it might be Will, which she immediately dismissed as a silly thought. He had left
her not ten minutes ago, and was walking all the way to his apartment in South Kensington.
“Hello?”
“Hi, it’s Julie, I was wondering if we could get together some time today?”
“Julie, I’m so glad to hear from you, I was planning to call you later, when I’ve got my place
straightened up a bit, and see if you’d come over for coffee?”
“I’d love to. Don’t rush around in this heat chasing a speck of dust.”
Kiki asked, “Do you have an audience?” – sensing that Marcia was listening to Julie’s end of the
call.
“Looks that way,” said Julie. “I’ll see you around eleven, will that suit?”
“Wonderful, see you then – I do hope you will be able to come alone?”
“Count on it.” She heard Julie grin.
Kiki replaced the receiver and went back to the bathroom to finish drying off and get some
clothes on. She looked forward to seeing Julie, a charming, dark-haired woman, who could wear the
brightest lipsticks, and invariably looked great in the simplest clothes.
Just before eleven, there was a gentle knock at her door. Kiki went to answer it and beamed with
pleasure at seeing Julie, who looked stunning in a black linen shift with a bright orange chiffon scarf
looped through one shoulder, and matching lipstick.
“Hi, honey. I had to do some fast footwork to prevent Marcia from coming along, she was in one
of her hovering moods, wanting to be ‘in’ on everything…”
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“Well, you’re here and by yourself. Good work, Julie. You look great. And that orange lipstick –
it looks so fabulous on you, it makes me wish I could wear that shade.”
“Actually, you’re looking pretty fabulous yourself. What is it? You look positively incandescent.
Oh, wait, wait. Is this something to do with the gorgeous man Marcia kept on chattering about? She
was practically incoherent, babbling on about this tall, dark stranger, although I must say she didn’t
bother to mention that you and he were sitting together, and she – as per usual – would’ve barged right
in, if Jack and Derek hadn’t stopped her. As if such a man would be likely to want to be with her, when
he can be with you. Jack told me all about it when he brought Marcia home, while she went and slipped
into something more comfortable, God only knows why. Jack seemed so anxious to get out of the
apartment, it was almost funny.” Julie shook her head at the memory.
She went on, “Poor Marcia. She is getting more man-hungry by the day, and I’m finding it more
and more annoying to field all the indignant calls from women on whose men she hit, or from men who
are terrified of her. Apparently she singled Jack out for her unwanted attentions last night.”
Kiki nodded. “Well, yes, Derek told us that Marcia was hitting on Jack, but I figured Jack is a
big boy and he can take care of himself. And we’re all friends, right? Well then, if Marcia needs to be
taken out for a drink to bolster her self-esteem a bit, is it so awful if she asks a friend to take her? I just
wish she would not be so aggressive and challenging, she thinks she’s being assertive, but that isn’t how
it comes across…” Kiki frowned, as if to rid herself of an unpleasant memory.
“Hey,” Julie said, “what’s this with “Derek told us?”
Kiki, a little shy, replied, “Well, I was sitting with Will during my break, Derek had been with us
but went over to talk to Jack, then Marcia joined them, and Derek returned to sit with us.”
“Kiki, that’s three times you’ve said ‘us’. And I take it that “Will” is Mr. Gorgeous? There has
to be more to this story than you’re telling me.”
“There’s really nothing to tell,” said Kiki, a little desperately.. “Please, let’s talk about something
else?”
Julie looked at her friend with suddenly sharpened attention.
“Oh God, don’t tell me. You’ve slept with him, haven’t you? Oh, how dense of me not to realize
that rightaway. Oh, honey. No, no, you don’t have to say a word, I know how great it is to hug such a
secret to yourself. But at least tell me this – I’m right, aren’t I?”
Kiki felt herself blushing deeply, she glanced helplessly at her dear friend, finally whispering,
“Yes....” She found her voice, and continued, “Oh Julie, I fell in love with him the moment I saw him.
And he felt the same way about me. I can hardly believe it, but it’s true.”
Julie got up to hug her friend. “This is wonderful, honey. Oh I’m so happy for you. Now listen,
we are not going to tell Marcia about this, she will only recite for you the seven zillion cases of personal
friends of hers, who fell in love at first sight, and it all ended disastrously. She doesn’t mean to be so
negative, but she is, and you certainly don’t need that, particularly now, when you are so aglow for this
man.
“I’d love to meet him, and see what’s so special about him. He has to be very special, to have got
you to fall in love with him, no one has ever succeeded in getting you to do that. Oh-oh.… Just
thinking, how’s Derek going to take this, when he finds out?”
Kiki said, a little unhappily, “Oh Julie, he did find out, this morning. He came by around seven,
as he sometimes does when he has been working all night on some ghastly advertising account, to have a
coffee with me before he goes home to sleep. You know what lousy coffee Derek makes. Anyway, this
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morning, of course, Will answered the door, dressed in one of my bathtowels.”
“Oh dear God, what a way for him to find out,” Julie muttered.
Kiki, a little upset at Julie’s remark, said, “But I’ve always been very careful to keep things justfriendly – Derek knows that I don’t want anything more…”
Julie, who had far more experience with men than her innocent friend, replied,
“Oh honey, the fact that you don’t want him isn’t enough reason for a man to give up his plans for
getting into your pants…”
Kiki interrupted, scandalized: “But that’s awful. How can I be friends with someone when I have
to suspect that they are just biding their time until they can get into my pants… uggh, I even hate the
expression.”
Julie smiled. “Don’t even think about it, honey. You just concentrate on your wonderful man,
and forget about everything else. And if Derek becomes sulky, we’ll sic Marcia on him. That’ll larn
‘im….
“Oh, how often have I wished that you and I could share my big apartment, instead of having
Marcia living with me.” Julie glanced affectionately at her friend.
Feeling a little guilty, Kiki shrugged. “I know, Julie, I know, but I am so fond of this little place,
and now that Will and I are… Well, it is kind of nice to be here with him, all by ourselves.”
“I’ll just bet it is,” said Julie, hugging Kiki again. “And now I must run, or Bobby will think I’ve
forgotten about our lunch-date.”
“Are you seeing Bobby again?”
“Well, faute de mieux – now why does that sound so much more elegant than ‘for want of
someone better’ – he is very presentable, fun on dates, and I haven’t been struck by lightning yet, like
you and Will, you lucky people. Shall I see you at the Club tonight?
“Well, no,” Kiki said, blushing a little again. “Will is picking me up for dinner.”
“Way to go, girl. You have a wonderful time together. Bye honey, I am so very happy for you.”
With another little hug for her friend, Julie hurried out..
Kiki cleared away the coffee tray, got her laundry out of the dryer and folded it.
She looked at her watch to see if it was time to call her Father in Toronto, but before she could
pick up the telephone to punch in his number, it rang.
“Hello?”
“Kiki honey, is that you?” her Father’s voice rumbled in her ear.
“Daddy, I was just going to call you. How are you? Is everything all right?”
“Fine and yes, to your questions. How are you? Anything new happening in your life?”
“Well, Daddy, I met a very interesting, fascinating young man last night at the Club. He is a
friend of Derek Harcourt-Bridge’s, you know, one of my friends. He walked me home, too. He is from
Montreal.”
“From Montreal? Is he a French-Canadian?”
“No, Daddy. He is Cree on his mother’s side, Anglo on his father’s.”
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“And you like him. Good. I like to hear that you are making new friends. Of course, if you came
to live here with me, you would have a much busier social life than you do now.”
“Oh Daddy, you know that I enjoy my life here so much. Maybe some time down the road, who
knows? But right now, I am so happy here.”
“Yes, I can hear it in your voice – any particular reason?”
“No Daddy, nothing in particular,” she said, unable to bring herself to discuss any aspect of her
very new love-affair, even with her adored father. “Julie was just here for coffee, and she is always so
much fun… “ Her father rumbled an agreement.
“Well, my dearest, I have to go, I called you instead of waiting for your call, because Bob
Wellington – when you were little, you used to call him Uncle Bob, remember? – wants me to go play a
round of golf with him.”
“Daddy, is it hot there? If it is, perhaps you shouldn’t play golf, but take it easy?”
“Well yes, it is quite warm, but we’re using a golf-cart, and if it gets uncomfortable for me, Bob
will notice that before I do, and discontinue the round. Remember, he’s my cardiologist as well as my
friend.”
“Please Daddy, be careful. Don’t overdo. I love you.”
“I love you too, honey. Don’t you do too much in the heatwave there either. I saw it on TV, must
be getting uncomfortable?”
“Not too bad, Daddy, don’t worry. I love you.”
“I love you too, until next week then, around the same time?”
“Yes Daddy, stay well and happy.”
“I’ll do my best. You too.”
The connection was broken, and Kiki wondered what to do with the next four hours, as Will had
said he would pick her up at five. Well, for a start, she could tidy the apartment again, and then pick
out a dress to wear to dinner tonight. Something simple, she thought, since they were going to the
country. She shrugged. Time enough to think about that later.
On the other hand, they hadn’t slept much last night, so perhaps a nap would be a good idea. She
put on a thin cotton robe, and stretched out on the sofa. Her eyes closed almost immediately.
A few hours later, Kiki was awakened by a gentle knocking at her door. She shook her head, to
chase the remnants of sleep away, sat up and straightened her robe, then rose to answer the door. She
felt pretty sure it wasn’t Derek, who never knocked so gently. When she looked through the peephole,
she was delighted to see Will.
Quickly, she opened the door wide to him, and as soon as he had closed it behind him, he hugged
her to him, saying, “I know it isn’t five yet, but I finished the article, and then I couldn’t wait to see you.
Did I wake you? Yes, I think I did,” he answered himself. She shook her head and said, “Oh no, I was
just dozing…” Then she pulled him into the living-room.
“Yeah, right,” he said. “I’m sorry, I didn’t let you get much sleep last night, but I couldn’t get
enough of you, temptress.”
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“Will, that wasn’t exactly one-way traffic, I wanted you just as much as you wanted me.” she
protested. “Come sit here with me? Would you like some coffee, a cold drink?”
“Nothing right now, thank you. I just want to look at you, to make sure you’re real.” He sat
down beside her, his dark eyes slowly gliding over her. She sighed, “Oh, Will….” She picked up his
hand and held it to her cheek, delighting in the warmth and the scent of his skin. She went on, “After
you left, I did begin to wonder if I had dreamed last night. Then I saw your coffee-mug next to mine,
and I knew we had really been together.”
He smiled at her, his dark eyes a caressing black velvet. “As I walked back to my apartment, I too
felt as if I had just woken up from a dream, a delicious dream, sure, but … I also realized how little we
know about each other, and…” He didn’t finish his thought, when he saw her nod in agreement.
She said, “Will, darling, we know the most important thing about us, we’re in love. And, as we get
to know each other better, we will learn more about each other. But if there are things that you feel
you’d like to know now, just ask me.”
“There is one thing I’d like to know now,” he said, “and that is – do you want me to kiss you?”
She smiled into his eyes. “I told you this morning, sometimes you ask the most superfluous
questions… ‘Kiss me senseless,’ I believe you said, just before we got up ?”
He hugged her closer, and she felt him smile against her temple.
“I think we’ll have to leave that for later, perhaps, because once I kiss you like that, we’ll both
want more, and I’m so afraid it would make you sore. After all, you’re not used to lovemaking.”
“But I’d like to get used to it,” she whispered against his throat.
“And you will, my love, you will.”
The telephone interrupted them, and she rose to take the call. It was Julie, who asked, “Are you
alone, Kiki?”
“No, Julie, Will is here.”
“Are you both decent?” Julie asked, with a grin.
“Yes, of course we are.”
“Then I’ll drop something off for you very quickly, Bobby can drive me and wait in the car while
I give you this cream or gel, I’m not sure what Bobby gave me. This morning, after what you told me, it
struck me that you might have nothing in the house to soothe any possible soreness, bearing in mind
you’ve never been with a man before. So I’ll drop off this stuff, just put a little on and you’ll feel a
soothing coolth. I can be there in five or ten minutes, will that suit?”
“Oh, Julie. That would be kind,” Kiki said.
“I won’t come in, I’ll just give it to you at the door.”
“Oh, thank you, so much.” They broke the connection.
Kiki went back to sit beside Will, who looked at her with a smile tugging at a corner of his mouth.
“I had a feeling you were saying “Julie” a few times to reassure me that it wasn’t one of your
male friends calling you.”
“No, Will, I didn’t. I just talked the way I always talk to her. She said she would come by in five
or ten minutes and drop off some cream for me.”
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“Cream?” he wondered.
She suddenly felt that he might not like it that Julie had guessed they were lovers. She said, “This
morning, Julie told me she had heard from Marcia about you and me sitting together, and I blushed,
like an idiot, and suddenly she looked at me with sharper attention, and said, Oh God, you’ve slept with
him, haven’t you.
Apparently, she has thought some more about us, because she wants to drop off
some stuff to soothe away any soreness…Her friend Bobby is a pharmacist.” She felt herself blush, and
hid her face against his shoulder.
“Would she have told Bobby about us?” he asked.
Instantly, she said, “No, Julie is most discreet. She probably just asked him to give her some for
herself, and she’ll be here any moment to drop it off.”
“I can understand better now why you’re so fond of her,” he said. “There’s no need for her to
‘just drop it off,’ if you’d like her to come in, I’ll be delighted to meet her.”
“Thank you, but Bobby is driving her, so she’ll probably really just want to drop this off, and
then go back to Bobby, and whatever plans they have for the afternoon.”
Just then, a gentle knock sounded at the front door.
Will said, “Let me get the door, I’d like to meet Julie, even if only for a moment, to thank her for
her thoughtfulness.”
He went to the door, opened it. He saw a petite, dark woman, with the kindest eyes he had ever
seen. Her glance changed from affectionate to enquiring.
Will smiled at her. “Hi, I’m Will Clarke. And you are Kiki’s great friend, Julie? I want to thank
you for doing this for her. I had wanted to get her something, but I didn’t know what. Thank you. Are
you sure you won’t come in?”
When Julie shook her head, he added, “Perhaps one of these days we can all get together?”
She took a box from her purse, handed it to him. “Yes, I’d like that. Very much.. And you’re
right, I’m Julie Harrison. But now I’d better get back to my personal chauffeur for the day. Bye.”
With a wave of her hand, she left.
Will returned to the living room, and said, “Off to the bathroom with you,” as he gave the box to
Kiki. When she returned, she beamed at him.
“Well?” he asked.
“Amazing,” she replied. “So cool and soothing.”
“Good.” With that, he pulled her back into his arms, hiding his face in her hair, inhaling her
subtle scent.
“Let’s give this stuff a chance to work,” he said. It’ll give us time to talk a little, all right?”
“Anything you want, you know that,” she murmured, moving her lips slowly along his jaw, until
she came to the slight cleft in his chin.
“I think this is a wonderful apartment, Kiki, so elegant. I particularly like the sweeping ivory
curtains. Is that Thai silk?”
“I think so,” she said, “but I can’t take credit for the décor – the apartment belongs to an
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actress-friend of mine, who is touring the U.S. and Australia, she’ll be away for another year. The two
paintings and the Navajo rug are mine though, gifts from my father, and quite a lot of the books belong
to me, too.”
“Your face lights up, when you say “my father” – you must miss him a lot?”
“Yes, I do, and I missed him even more terribly before I made some friends of my own,
particularly Julie, as you’ll understand even better now. And then I found my piano-job at Hylda’s,
and I was offered a part-time job as a translator, sometimes interpreter, for a big export company. It
pays surprisingly well, and I need be there only Mondays and Thursdays, and be on call for the odd
urgent translation.”
“Wow, I’m impressed. What languages do you speak?”
“Not that many – my mother, who was Dutch-born, insisted that I learn fluent French and
German, and of course she spoke Dutch with me, but no one ever needs a Dutch interpreter, all the
Dutch speak English. And I was thinking, living in Montreal, you must be fluent in French as well?”
“And Cree, my mother’s language,” he said. “You said your mother was Dutch-born – she is no
longer alive?”
“ She died a few years ago, quite suddenly, a massive stroke.”
Will looked with astonishment and concern at Kiki, whose face had become white to the lips and
quite expressionless.
“If this upsets you, my love, we will no longer speak of it,” he said.
Shaking her head gently, she said, “It doesn’t upset me, it just makes me remember how hard I
tried to please her, and how I never could. She wanted to be the first mother in her set to have a
married daughter, so she tried relentlessly to force me into an engagement with the son of one of her
friends, and at eighteen it was hard for me to fight her. Fortunately, one day when she was really letting
me have it, my father came home unexpectedly, heard her and forbade her to force this engagement on
me. She said it was “too late” to call the whole thing off; my Father said, he would have his secretary do
everything, all I had to do was tell the young man. If you ask me, I think he was as relieved as I was
that we weren’t being forced into marriage by our mothers….
“By then, I was so scared of what she might still do to me that I asked my father to send me to
university to get a bachelor of fine art degree, and live on campus. My mother never forgave him – nor
me.”
She tried to smile at Will, but he looked at her with great concern.
“My love, we will never speak of this again, because I never again want to see your face so white,
so strained, so unhappy.” He took her in his arms, turning her to lie against his chest, her long legs
stretched out along the sofa. He began to kiss her, whispering endearments and soothing words of love.
After they had been together like this for a while, he said, “It’s a strange coincidence that my
mother has equally definite plans for my future. She is very traditional, she raged against my father for
insisting I go to McGill, and now she is raging against me for being a writer. I have tried to explain that
it is not a profession one chooses, one feels one has to write, or one doesn’t.
“I have come to dread her phone calls, badgering me to come home and live a traditional life,
which of course includes a Cree maiden for a wife. I now screen all my calls through my answering
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machine, and I very rarely return my mother’s calls.”
“Will, how ghastly for you.” she said. “Could your father help you get out from under, so to
speak?”
Will frowned. “He does what he can, but we never underestimate my mother.”
“It seems to me that we both need some major cheering-up,” she said. “Any ideas?”
“Some,” he smiled. “But they all include missing our trip to the Surrey countryside to have
dinner in that restaurant I told you about.”
“If you wish, I could check my little freezer and see what there is, I believe I have some
shepherd’s pie, some spicy Santa Fe beef stew…”
“Spicy?” His eyes lit up. “I love spicy food.”
“Well then, let me get this out so it can start thawing. I have salad stuff, and some grapes for
dessert, would that do?”
“Of course it would, my love, but I promised to take you to dinner, and instead you’re making
dinner for me – that hardly seems fair.
“I’ll do whatever you wish, but really I merely have to put the stew in the oven and let it thaw
and cook slowly, that hardly qualifies as ‘making dinner’. But it’s just as you like.”
“Temptress,” he smiled, adding, “Well, if you’re sure you don’t mind, I opt for staying in and
eating your Santa Fe stew, but let me go out and get the wine, it’s the least I can do.”
“There’s some wine here that Daddy bought for me last time he was here, some bottles of white
wine lying in the bottom of my frig. And I recall that Daddy filled up the little wine-rack in the pantry,
with some red wines. Why don’t you have a look at them and see if there’s anything there that you can
live with? Then you needn’t go out just for that. I’d just as soon keep you right here, where I can put
my hands on you….”
“That sounds like an excellent plan.” He tightened his arms around her and softly kissed her
face, her throat, her mouth.
After a while, she sat up and suggested, “Let’s go to the kitchen, so that I can start our dinner,
and you can check out the wines?”
“Are you putting the Santa Fe stew in a slow oven?” he asked.
“Well, yes, since it needs to be thawed and heated, three hundred degrees would be about right,”
she said.
“Meaning dinner would be ready in about two and a half hours?” he asked.
“A very good guess.” she praised. “How are you making out with the wines?”
“Oh, your Father put in some very good ones. Do you prefer red or white?”
“I drink very little, but if I have a choice, I prefer white. However, with such a spicy stew,
perhaps a red wine would be better? I really don’t know. My father taught me to leave the choice of
wine to the gentleman,” she smiled.
“Well, if I’m to choose, then I opt for your favourite, white. It’ll be cool, and we can start sipping
it well ahead of dinner – like right now? And there was something else I wanted to ask you. Is it
imperative that we eat this stew when it is ready, or could we leave it in the oven a bit longer, perhaps
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turning the oven way down? In case we’re less hungry for the stew than for each other?”
“Of course we can do anything you want,” she said softly. He was enchanted to see her blush.
“Well, then I suggest I open a bottle of the Riesling, and we stretch out for a little while.” She
showed him where she kept the glasses and the wine bucket, broke out some ice cubes, and gave him a
tray on which it could all be brought into the living room.
“Darling Will, you look marvellous in that blue shirt with the chinos, I’ve been meaning to tell
you,” she said.
“Yesterday I wore an almost identical blue shirt, and chinos,” he replied.
“Oh, did you? I’m afraid I never noticed what you wore. All I saw was the look in your eyes, and
your smile… which made me feel weak at the knees.”
“I am delighted to hear it, because you made me feel weak at the knees, too.” His eyes were
caressing as he took the tray from her. “Now let me carry this into the living room. Where do you want
it?”
“It all depends where you want to sit? The sofa, or the chairs at the open doors?”
“I distinctly recall suggesting that we stretch out for a while,” he teased.
“And I distinctly recall telling you several times that I’ll do whatever you want,” she teased back,
taking the tray from him and putting it on the table beside the sofa.
When she turned back to him, she was surprised to see he had already removed most of the
cushions from the sofa, and was stacking them in the corner. She picked up the remaining cushions,
and put them with the others.
Then he unfolded the sofa-bed, and held out his arms to her in invitation. She moved towards
him, then halted and said, “I’ll just get our pillows.”
“Let me get them for you?” he said.
“They live in the bottom drawer of the big chest of drawers, I can get them,” she replied, and
brought the pillows out, handing them to him.
He put them on the bed, then held out his arms to her again. This time, she rushed into his
embrace, and when she looked up at him and saw the hungry need in his eyes, desire for him flooded
her senses. He parted her thin cotton robe and slipped it off her shoulders, then untied the belt so that
the robe fell open, and slid to her feet. He hooked his thumbs under her little peach-coloured briefs and
slipped them over her hips. She helped him by pushing them down, so that she could step out of them.
As he crushed her to him in a passionate embrace, she whispered, “I hate to mention it, but
you’ve got too many clothes on…”
“Then get them off me.” he said.
Her expression serious, she began to unbutton his shirt, pulling it up from his chinos, until she
could slip it off his shoulders. She laid it carefully on one of the chairs. When she fumbled with the
clasp of his belt, he relented and helped her, saying, “I’m delighted to notice that you obviously haven’t
undressed a lot of men.”
“Will? I’ve never undressed even one man, and you know it.”
96

“Oh, that’s right, last night I did all the undressing for both of us,” he gently mocked.
With some difficulty, she finally released the clasp at the waistband of his chinos, but when she
started unzipping, he lost it. Instantly, he was hard, so very hard.
She glanced up at him in surprise, then slowly gave him a delighted smile.
“Darling, you flatter me,” she murmured.
“Yeah, well, that’s what you do to me,” he whispered back, and helped her get his chinos off, then
stood there in his very brief underpants, looking devastatingly handsome, and so very desirable...
“What do you call these, micro-briefs?” she enquired, adding, “Pretty.”
“Thank you, but please, just get them off me?” he begged, frantic to hold her skin to skin.
With a little frown of concentration, she worked his briefs down, freeing his huge erection, which
she shyly protected from the bite of the elastic, placing one hand over him. When she felt his silky
hardness against her palm she sighed. A moment later, he was as naked as she, and she was left
breathless when she felt him clasping her to him hungrily, passionately.
He lifted her and stretched her gently out on the bed, walking around it as he had done the night
before, and stretching out beside her.
“I haven’t forgotten about the wine, but I need to feel you against me,” he whispered, his mouth
on her hair.
“I’m not in a hurry for wine, but I am in a hurry for you,” she whispered back.
“In a hurry for me, are you?” He closed his eyes for a long moment, overcome by his feelings for
her, wrapping her in a passionate embrace, holding her tightly to him. She draped her arms around
him, then her right hand strayed slowly down, caressing his waist, his hip.
His breath stocked, as he whispered, “Touch me.”
She hesitantly let her fingers stray further, until she felt the impressive length, the hardness of his
erection. She slowly wrapped her fingers around him, aware that her fingers and thumb wouldn’t quite
meet. Amazed again at the satiny smoothness of his skin, her grip intensified. He moaned and she felt
him begin to move against her hand. She bent her head far down, and he felt her silky hair caress his
navel, his abdomen, his thighs, as she delicately licked, then kissed his rockhard penis, before making
the return journey, slowly kissing him all the way up again to his throat.
They stayed like that for a while. He, savouring the yielding softness of the woman in his arms.
She, surrendering herself to him completely, placing little kisses on his throat, his jaw, his chin, and then
his mouth, all the while caressing the spectacular length of him.
With a groan, he bent over her and kissed her passionately, her lips parting to allow his tongue to
play with hers. Again she was struck by the fresh, clean taste of him and the deeper, darker,
unforgettable flavour which she now recognized as his very own.
“Give yourself to me.” he whispered urgently, as he bent deeper to kiss her breasts, suckle her
nipples until she moaned and began to move in his arms. One strong, brown hand moved down to her
curls, and when he parted the silky folds and found her drenched for him, he smiled against her breasts.
She moved against his hand with a sexy moan, whispering, “Please, I want you so.”
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He looked into her eyes, kissed her mouth again, let his tongue mate with hers, as he swept her
beneath him with one effortless movement, then put first one knee, then the other between her thighs,
as she opened to him without him saying a word. She smiled blissfully.
“Will?”
“Oh, how I want you,” he whispered. Suddenly, he could not wait, he had to have her now. He
tightened his arms around her, then slid his hard, aching length deep into her. He heard her gasp, felt
her move passionately against him, as she dug her fingers into his shoulders. He began a far more
urgent rhythm than last night, realizing that his need of her was so great, he could not last any time at
all. And that was his last coherent thought, because from that moment on all he could do was feel – feel
what only this woman could make him feel. He felt her cling to him as she met his thrusts, and deep
inside her he felt the very beginnings of her contractions.
He held her even more tightly, quickened his urgent rhythm still more, then they gasped as they
were shaken by the seemingly endless orgasm that overtook them both.
“Will,” she moaned, as she felt his pulsing strength flood her with his seed.
“My love,” he sighed, holding her clasped to him with all his might, as he felt their bodies slowly
come back from wherever they had been together, a place of such surpassing rapture and total bliss that
he could only marvel at what she made him feel. And, by the look of her, he had made her feel much the
same.
By now, he knew that it made her unhappy if he tried to move away from her, so he remained
where he was, holding her lovingly. He looked at her, and she returned his gaze with such a depth of
feeling that he felt diosoriented for a moment, and rested his cheek against her hair, whispering, “My
love,” as he held her tightly, and rolled onto his back, bringing her on top of him, so they could both
relax more easily. She looked at him in surprise, then settled down with a sigh of pleasure, kissed his
mouth and put her head on his shoulder.
A little later, he realized, with a tender smile, that she had fallen asleep on him. She seemed
comfortable, so he closed his eyes as well, to catch up a little on sleep after their night of love. Not to
mention the afternoon.
A few hours later, Will awoke with the aroma of the spicy stew in his nostrils. Slowly, and with
infinite care, he disentangled himself from Kiki, who was still fast asleep. He slid out of bed, went to the
kitchen and turned the oven very low. He found a glass and had a drink of water, then returned to bed
and, gently and slowly, took her back into his arms, her head on his shoulder. She stirred for a moment,
made a little purr in her throat, then settled down and slept on. He felt her soft breath against his upper
chest, couldn’t stop himself from tightening his hold on her, pressing his mouth against her hair,
whispering soft, soothing words of love.
He could not have said how long he had been lying there with her in his arms, when suddenly her
lashes fluttered, and she opened her eyes, smiling delightedly when her glance fell on her lover.
“Will, my darling. Have I been asleep a long time?”
“I hope it was long enough to get you thoroughly rested,” he said.
The aroma of the stew reached her nostrils. “Oh my. The stew….”
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“The stew is fine, I turned it way down a while ago, when the aroma woke me,” he said, and
tightened his arms around her.
“Perhaps I should get up? I’ve the salad to make, and I was thinking perhaps some rice with the
stew, because baked potatoes would take too long?”
“No hurry,” said Will. “Why don’t we sit up and have a sip of the wine now?”
“Mmm, that’s a great idea. Do you want me to get some nibblies, I’m sure I have some things
that go well with a glass of wine,” she suggested.
“No, my love, I want you to stay right here, just relax and drink a little wine with me.”
Will reached over, took the bottle from the wine-bucket, felt that it was still cool, and poured two
glasses, handing one to her.
“Should we drink a toast?” she wondered.
“Yes, let’s drink a toast to us.” Will held up his glass in salute to her.
“To us,” she echoed, and took a little sip, holding up her glass to him.
“Oh, this is good.” she said delightedly.
“I’m glad that you approve my choice,” he said. “Come here and sit next to me so that I can put
my arm around you again. I can’t explain it, but I need to feel your skin against mine.”
“I’m so glad you feel that way, because I feel exactly the same.”
He smiled at her then, and tightened his arm around her.
“Tell me, what is your schedule for playing the piano at the Club?” he asked.
“I play Wednesdays, Fridays and Saturdays,” she said, “but sometimes, when Hylda has some
special friends over as her guests, she might call me and ask to play that evening. It is then up to me to
play that extra evening, or exchange it for another evening, as long as it isn’t her beloved Saturday
soirée. But if you and I had plans for that evening, then I would tell Hylda that I can’t make it. She
isn’t pleased when that happens, but…”
“How would it be,” he asked, “if I were to connect an answering machine to your telephone, then
you could monitor your calls, and if she asks you to play on an inconvenient evening, then all she’ll hear
is the answering machine asking the caller to leave a message, and that you will get back to her later?
Then, you needn’t refuse her request, you simply don’t return her call until it is too late.”
“What a brilliant idea,” she exclaimed. “I’ll get one of those things tomorrow.”
“There’s no need for that, my love,” he said. “I have two answering machines. When one went
on the blink, I bought another one, because for a young, struggling writer, it is most important not to
miss calls about writing this or that article.
“Then I had the first machine repaired, and it’s simply sitting in a cupboard, so I’ll bring it over
tomorrow and connect it to your telephone.:”
“Oh, wow. Can you do that?”
He smiled. “My love, it isn’t exactly rocket science, you know. Yes, sure I can do that for you.”
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“Thank you, my darling.” She turned her head, and kissed his throat. He turned to her and,
when she lifted her face, he kissed her mouth, at first lightly, then more lingeringly.
He said, “Perhaps we had better get up and see about dinner, because if I stay here one more
moment with you in my arms, your face close enough for kissing, I don’t think we’ll ever get out of
bed.” She nodded, and turned to kiss his shoulder, as she swung her legs over the side of the bed and
got up.
“I’ll be just a moment in the bathroom, ” she said. “Then I’ll get a slightly better-looking robe
out of my closet, instead of this thin little cotton wrap.”
“You might think about a little more of Julie’s cream, while you’re in there,” he suggested.
“Yes, I will.”
He stretched luxuriously, poured himself a little more wine, and lay back, thinking of Kiki, who
had come to mean so much to him in such an incredibly short time.
When he heard her voice, telling him she was out of the bathroom, he got up too.
She had chosen a brilliant gown in aquamarine and turquoise, with touches of darkish green and
deep violet. She looked marvellous, and as she passed him to go into the kitchen, he held her for a
moment, crushed her to him, and brushed his lips over hers. Reluctantly, he let her go. She smiled at
him with such utter delight that he had to will himself to go on,.into the bathroom.
She quickly put some rice to boil, and made a simple salad with a raspberry vinaigrette dressing,
then wished she had not done that, so often men preferred a store-bought Ranch dressing, she thought.
Not that she had one. However, when Will joined her in the kitchen, asking what he could do to help, he
showed himself delighted with her choice. The rice took another fifteen minutes, then, at last, they were
ready to have the dinner she had planned for several hours earlier. She hastily set the table, and
brought the wine over.
Together, they brought the food to the dining table, he lit the candles, then held her chair, seating
her. He took his place opposite and served himself from the salad bowl, the dish holding the rice, and
the Santa Fe stew that she offered him.
She said worriedly, “If the stew isn’t spicy enough for you, I have Louisiana hot sauce in the
kitchen, if you’d like it.”
He smiled at her. “My love, I am sure it will be wonderful, just the way you cooked it.” When he
tasted the stew, he pronounced it delicious.
“You’re not just saying that?” she asked, adding, “I’m sure, as we get to know each other better,
I’ll learn how to cook things just the way you like them.”
“But my love, this is the way I like my food,” he assured her.
They sat there, slowly eating, gazing delightedly at each other between bites.
Finally, the meal was over, the grapes toyed with, and she asked whether he would like coffee.
“Not really,” he said. “Since we had a nap this afternoon, I think that coffee would keep us
awake for a long time – although that, too, could be a most enjoyable experience.”
She smiled at him.
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“Yes, it could, but tomorrow we’ve both got to work, so we shouldn’t stay awake for too long.”
“Well then, how about a little walk around the block?”
“That sounds like a wonderful idea,” she agreed.
They brought the dishes to the kitchen, packed away the uneaten food in the refrigerator, and left
everything in the sink, for washing-up later. She wanted to put on street-clothes to go for their walk,
but he loved the gown so much that he asked her to keep it on.
As they walked, his arm around her waist, Will asked her, “Did I understand that you want me
to stay the night, my love?”
“Why, yes, of course, honey. I thought that was implicit, ever since last night.”
He took a deep breath of the cool evening air, put his arm more tightly around her and hugged
her to his side. He said, “I wasn’t quite sure about that. I hoped that’s what you wanted, too… but
then I wondered whether perhaps you wanted us to be together only at week-ends?”
“Will, my darling, I really do want us to be together all the time, if you want to?”
“My love, I want to. So very much,” he said. “So I’ll use my studio apartment more or less as an
office, an address to receive my mail, and live here with you?”
“Yes, please, I would love living here with you.”
“Me too,” he said simply, tugging her against him.
She smiled. “Perhaps you had better bring your clothes here, so that you don’t always have to
rush off at the crack of dawn. That closet next-to the bathroom is huge. There’s lots of room.
“And perhaps you might consider giving my telephone number to your agent, so he could always
get in touch if there were something urgent? And I’ll give you my spare key to the front-door.”
“Thank you. That’s a good idea about giving my agent your telephone number – if you’re sure
you don’t mind?” When she shook her head, he added, “And yes, I will bring some clothes with me
tomorrow. Thank you.”
“Will, please don’t thank me. I want us to be together, so very much. And I’m so glad you want
that too.”
Suddenly, he was in a hurry to get home again, to hold her in his arms and – as he had said that
morning – kiss her senseless.
As they approached her apartment, she noticed a sporty, ivory-white car parked in front of the
house.
“Oh, what a lovely car, so sleek and elegant, and I like 2-door cars so much, such style,” she
exclaimed.
Will smiled at her. “I am delighted you like the car, because it’s mine. It’s a Camaro.”
“I don’t think I’ve ever seen one of these here,” she said. Of course I remember seeing them in
Canada, when I lived there, and more recently, when I went over to stay with Daddy.”
“I had it shipped over when I came here, about a year ago,” he said.
“But you mustn’t leave it in the street.” she exclaimed. “See that narrow alley between the house
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where my apartment is and the next one? Well, if you drive down that, you will see an area with
parking spaces against both sides, numbered. The one marked ‘3’ is for my apartment, and you can put
your car there. I’m afraid it isn’t a closed garage, only with a roof, like a multi-carport, just to keep the
cars a little bit protected.
“I don’t think there are many cars there, anyway. Only the barrister on the top floor, and his
wife has a little car too. But most of the others are car-less, like me. I mean, if by any chance someone
had accidentally parked in ‘3’, you can park in any of the others, except 6 and 7, which are the
barrister’s.”
“Thanks, then I’ll put her away now. Want to come for the ride?” he asked, pulling her more
closely against his side.
She nodded and he helped her into the passenger seat, took the wheel and drove slowly down the
unfamiliar and quite narrow alley, which gave – somewhat to his relief – onto a quite large parking
area. He soon found ‘3’ and slid the Camaro into the space. After he helped her out of the car, she
showed him a small door, which could be opened with her house-key, and gave access to the apartments
by way of a narrow staircase.
“Now, wasn’t that easy?” she asked.
“Yes, and much better than street-parking,” he agreed.
Back at the apartment, he guided her to the two big chairs in front of the open French windows,
and sat her down. She looked up at him expectantly.
He sat down opposite her, and said, “Delightful as this arrangement is, it seems a little one-sided to
me. I insist on paying half your rent, since I am going to live here with you.”
“But darling,” she said, “Daddy paid two years in advance in a lump sum to my friend, who was
going on tour, and needed a serious cash payment. In fact, she rather hoped to be away longer, if
Hollywood showed interest in her. So there isn’t anything to pay.”
“Well, then, I’ll pay half your telephone, electricity bills, groceries, whatever,” he insisted.
“Actually, the electricity is included in the rent the tenants pay here, so that leaves only the
telephone, don’t worry about it. And you have your own expenses, the studio at Chelsea Cloisters –
that’s a fairly expensive building, isn’t it? And your own telephone there. Why don’t we just not think
about money at all, and simply go on living here, and enjoy being happy?”
He smiled at her. “Anyone ever tell you that you are generous to a fault?” he enquired.
“Oh darling, I’m not. I just want us to be happy here, that’s all,” she said.
“We will be, I promise you,” he whispered, taking her hand in both of his.
“There was one other thing, Will, darling, and that is that, if at any time you should not feel like
leaving here to go to your place to write, you could write at my little desk there. I use it about once a
month to pay a few bills, Daddy and I don’t write much, we have our weekly telephone calls. And you
know I’m out most of the day on Mondays and Thursdays. In one of the drawers, there is a small
electric portable typewriter, which you can use if you wish.”
“Thank you again, my love, and I can well imagine not wanting to leave here. But I won’t need
your typewriter, I have a laptop.”
102

“Ah. Of course. Well, you can use that at my desk, then.”
She rose from the chair, forestalling him with a hand on his knee. “No, you stay here, I’m only
getting you my spare house-key.” She went to her purse, rummaged around a moment, found the key
and gave it to him.
“Thank you my love, I’ll take good care of it – and of you, that I promise you.”
She sat down again beside him. “Are there any other things we should think about now that
we’re going to live here together?”
“If there are, I can’t think of them at the moment – all I can think of, right now, is how much I
want to hold you in my arms and kiss you.” His deep voice was a little unsteady. “Come here…”
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1 The Schola Scientia
With a small smile on his lips, he took a final look at the island where he had lived for the last eight
years. He was leaving today. There was no graduation ceremony. He would simply move on to his first
assignment.
His first assignment... He looked at the manila envelope in his hand. He hadn't seen many envelopes
in his time on the island. Almost all the communication at the Schola Scientia was done through
telepathy. The only time he wrote was when he'd visited home, and he hadn't done that in almost a year
now. He missed Chicago. He hoped that his first assignment would allow him to go back there, if only
for a little while.
"Silver!"
He turned at the sound of his name. Four men were running towards him... his former schoolmates.
He smiled and lifted his envelope to them in greeting. They all carried one just like it.
The four men stopped when they reached Silver. "We were wondering where you'd got to,
Brewton," said Christopher MacFinlay in his thick Scottish accent.
"Just off by myself a bit," Silver said, grinning.
"You haven't opened your assignment sheet yet," the clipped British accent of Satya Zala
commented.
"Don't you want to know where you're going to wind up, amici?" Vincent Sulli teased, in almost
perfect English.
Christopher scoffed, his bright blue eyes snapping. "He probably already knows. No telepath can
block Silver."
"He'll go to Chicago," Vincent said with surety. "You don't have to read to know that."
"Then you'd be with me," Satya said, grinning. "Good thing. I'm too small to protect myself in the
big bad city." And he pulled himself up to his full height, which was only five foot two inches tall.
Silver walked up to Satya, his best friend at the Schola Scientia. Silver was the tallest person in their
class, standing at six foot nine. "Like you need protecting," he said, looking down at Satya. "You're the
strongest Psychoportationist this school has ever trained, I'll bet." He handed him the envelope. "You
read it."
All of the men fell silent as Satya took the envelope from Silver. "You should read this you know,"
Satya said. "It is yours..." But he opened it as he spoke. He looked at it for a moment before he began to
read it silently.
Christopher and Vincent grinned as they Read the tiny Hindu. Silver was also grinning, giving in to
temptation at last as Satya read. Silver heard each word from Satya's mind half a second before the
Hindu read it out loud:
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To: Silver Brewton, Magna Cum Laude, Schola Scientia, Class of 3020
From: Zareb Lannamann, Magister, Schola Scientia and Apsara Zala, IPI, Chicago
Re: First assignment
Dear Mister Brewton,
Your assistance has been requested at the Midwestern United States branch of the International
Parapsychological Institute, located in Chicago, Illinois. You will report to Stone Brewton and Apsara
Zala, who head that particular branch. Please report to her on June the 15th at 8:00 am.
Zareb Lannamann

Silver threw his head back and breathed a sigh of relief. Chris slapped Silver on the back. "You
couldn't possibly have thought they would send you someplace else, could you?" he asked laughing.
"You were born to find psycho Polleo. Like your father and his father... Brewtons are born Protectors.
Everyone knows that."
Vincent came closer to shake Silver's hand. "You can celebrate now!" he said, and they all began to
walk across the island towards the docks. Their class had decided long ago that they would ferry to the
mainland when they finished school.
Chris glanced down at Vincent. "You aren't planning on celebrating?"
Vincent snorted. "I am going to Moscow," he said. "I wanted Venice. I have little reason to
celebrate."
His friends all laughed at him. They were approaching the dock and saw a group of three women
congregated.
"You might just get to say good-bye properly to Atia, if you play your cards right," Chris said,
rather wolfishly.
"Where have you been?" Silver said. "We haven't been seeing each other in a long time. Years... I
have who I want, thanks."
Chris raised his eyebrows as he swaggered towards the girls. "Betters my own chances, is all!" he
grinned.
"You don't get much oxygen up there, do you?" Vincent laughed. He often teased Silver and Chris
about their height. Chris had stopped growing at an even six feet tall. Vincent was in between him and
Satya at five foot six. "I think I might try my hand at those ladies."
"I wasn't talking about Atia and Seia," Christopher said. "I was talking about Finlay."
Finlay O'Dwyer was a lovely, tall blond who leaned slightly to whisper into the ears of her female
companions, Atia and Seia de la Greca. The three of them began to giggle as the four men approached.
Christopher swept Finlay into his arms and kissed her. Vincent turned red as Seia began flirting
with him. Atia turned to Satya and Silver. Satya took her hand and kissed it chastely. She flushed and
smiled down at him.
Silver watched as his class boarded the ferry to the mainland. The seven of them all sat together and
chatted as the ferry left the island.
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The girls were very chatty, which gave Silver the time he needed to watch the ocean go by without
being bothered. He got what he wanted. He was going back to Chicago. He'd hardly dared to assume he
would be. His father worked there, and would have requested him, but if it weren't for his grades, he
wouldn't have his choice of Institutes.
Finlay said to him, from under Christopher's arm, "I don't believe you are going back to Chicago,
Silver," she chastised. "You could go anywhere. Everyone wants you. The talented Polleo and drop
dead gorgeous son of the talented Polleo and drop dead gorgeous Stone Brewton!"
Silver ripped his attention from the ocean face. "We are just plain Polleo. And you make us sound
like a couple of sex fiends. What does being cute have to do with anything?"
Atia laughed and moved to Silver's side. "No," she said, her Latin accent thick. "Vincent is cute."
And she giggled as Vincent blushed. "Satya is extremely cute." Satya turned two shades darker.
"Christopher is one hell of a beautiful specimen," and Christopher raised his eyebrows at Atia's
brashness, although he was used to it after eight years. "But you..." she leaned even closer to Silver and
put her hand on his hard chest. "You, with your beautiful brown eyes and that sexy hair..." He leaned
down so she could run her fingers through his hair, hooking her hands behind his neck as her voice got
deeper. "You have skin like Adonis."
Silver found himself now flanked on either side by the de la Greca twins. Seia leaned into his left
side. "Golden brown, tanned all the time it seems," she said, running a hand on his chest, matching her
sisters movements. "And so tall..."
Silver looked imploringly at Finlay who stood under Chris's arm laughing. "Don't look at me. I
can't save you," she said.
The girls were gently moved to the side about a foot, and their contact with Silver was broken.
"Hey!" Atia protested. "Who did that?" she asked, glaring at Silver.
"I did it," Satya said, softly. "I must do what I can to get the attention of the sex kittens of the class,
don't I?" He cocked his head to the side and grinned a winning smile.
The ploy worked. Atia pounced on Satya, almost knocking him into the water.
"Take me Satya!" she screeched, laughing at least as hard as Satya was.
Seia put her arm around Vincent's neck and hopped up. He stuck out his arms and she landed in
them.
Silver was left alone as flirtation reigned all around him. He returned to his thoughts, chuckling to
himself a little.
He would be working with his father, or at least in the same building. Silver's father was Stone
Brewton. He too had graduated top of his class at the Schola Scientia. He had gone to Chicago and
married his mother, Rose, who had graduated Suma Cum Laude. His mother had given birth to him a
year later, at the age of twenty-two. He was told he looked a lot like his mother, but he could not
remember her. She had died when he was only two years old.
Stone Brewton had not begun dating again until Silver was ten years old. Not even Silver could
deny that his father was, as Atia had so bluntly put it, drop dead gorgeous. Women were fawning over
him all the time. But Stone had never remarried.
Silver had lived with his father until he was thirteen years old and had taken the entrance exams for
the Schola Scientia, which he had passed with ease. He had then moved, with six others like him, to the
island he was watching decrease in size as the ferry progressed. There he spent almost eight years
studying and sharpening his mental skills. His specialization was the Kinetics. Pyro, Hydro and Psycho.
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His second specialty was Psychoportation. And he had now graduated top of his class and was now
returning to Chicago.
'To my father, also.' Silver corrected himself mentally.
He sighed. It was not just his father he wanted to go back to Chicago for.
The ferry approached land and his classmates all settled down and prepared to disembark. The
bunch of them immediately headed for the nearest bar. Silver and Satya watched as their former
classmates boozed it up. They were paired off within hours and soon began to leave the bar for points
unknown. Silver watched them with half a smile on his face.
"You two better be careful," Vincent teased as he groped at Atia, who was feeling no pain.
"Someone might think you're together."
It was a favorite joke among the four men as they grew up at school together. Neither Silver nor
Satya had been involved in any sort of serious relationship. Satya swore he would not take a woman
until he was married. Silver had other reasons.
"And what makes you think we're not?" Satya said, grinning.
Vincent was too inebriated to really think about this statement much. He just shrugged and dragged
Atia out of the bar.
They watched them go. Silver sighed and paid the tab for both himself and Satya. They would be
sleeping in a nearby hotel before they flew to Chicago in the morning.
"You will see your lover soon," Satya whispered in Silver's ear when he bent down to grab his
trunk. He opened the door for him. "And you'll find nothing has changed."
Silver grinned at his best friend, the only person in school who knew his secret.
"I hope so, Satya," he whispered back. From instinct, he ducked his head as he entered the room.
He sighed as he lay on the hotel bed, his legs hanging off the edge. He adjusted himself so that he
was diagonal across the bed. He just was not comfortable. At his father's house and at school, he'd had
a mattress specially designed for his tall frame. Here, there was no such luxury. He gave up and got off
the bed and went to look out of the window. He pulled up a chair and sat staring out the window,
thinking of his school years and his lover.
Silver loved school. He was finally with kids like himself, and it had been a dream come true for
him. He'd made many friends while at this school. And, besides finding the Kinetics and
Psychoportation, which he was a natural at, he also found all the normal things all teens find. Sex.
He'd lost his virginity to Atia while they were in their Third year. She had had a crush on him since
they first met and campaigned to get him to have sex with her. He finally gave in to her. He didn't know
if fifteen was a good age or a bad age to get involved in sex. Silver was a very sought after conquest, as it
turned out. He was tall and handsome and everyone knew his name because of his father. He eventually
had sex with many of the girls in school. But that first time was the most difficult thing he ever went
through. But he quickly figured out how to get over his impotence problems. Fantasy.
He did not fantasize about girls when he was with one. He fantasized about guys. And he found that
his strong ability to block his mind from other telepaths came in very handy. It was also this ability that
was one of the things that made him so attractive to the girls of the school. They never knew if he really
wanted them or not.
His first experience with another male was with his best friend, Satya. Satya and Silver had shared
a room from the beginning of school to the end and it was lucky for them that they had become such
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good friends. Satya had guessed at Silver's preferred sexuality by their second year of school and had
offered himself to experimentation.
Satya was a very scientific type. His own specialties were Metamorphosis and Psychometabolism,
although he never used these gifts on himself. He was fortunate to be very confident in himself. But he
was very curious about sex and who had it with whom. He was fascinated by his roommate, so tall and
broad and closed. That he could not break down Silver's barrier was truly fascinating to Satya. He had
to work to get into his friends mind.
Satya and Silver experimented with sex together in their room at night. When Silver was taken by
Atia, he told Satya about it. Satya took one look at his friend's face and said, "You are not meant to be
with women, Silver," as if the idea of Silver having sex with a woman was ludicrous.
Silver tried to fit in. Satya tried to help him by denying him sex and trying to get Silver to just
accept that he was gay. Silver had one miserable relationship with the girls in his school after another.
Then Silver met the one. It was at the beginning of his Fifth year. The first day of school, September the
eighth... Silver's eighteenth birthday.
At Fifth, Sixth, Seventh and Eighth years, all advanced students took their specialties together. And
he met Gabriel.
Gabriel Kinlan was in his Seventh year, transferred from the UK Schola Scientia. He was top in his
class in the UK and there was no change with the transfer. Silver had dropped several books when he
had first set eyes on Gabriel. He'd stopped dead in his tracks and stared.
Gabriel seemed to pick up on something, not unusual at the Schola Scientia, and glanced over at
Silver. Their eyes locked for a moment before Silver's attention was diverted by Satya, who was
chastising him for dropping his books.
One of the most attractive things to Silver about Gabriel was his height. Gabriel was the only
student in the school, the only person on the entire island for that matter, who was taller than Silver.
They began hanging out together. Gabriel specialized in Farsensing and the Kinetics. They became
fast friends, growing closer by the day. And then it happened. And it was Satya who brought it about.
Satya took Silver and Gabriel to a remote corner of the island that was uninhabitable enough that
hardly no one ever went there. Satya sat them both down on a rocky cliff next to each other and faced
them.
"Silver, I want you to let down that brick wall of yours," he said, frowning at Silver. "Then I want
you," he looked at Gabriel, "to Read him."
Both Silver and Gabriel stared at him.
"Just do it," Satya said, a hint of menace in his voice. "Or I'll Move you into the ocean somewhere.
You'll just appear at about ten thousand feet. Maybe I can even wrangle up a shark or two."
Neither of the young men needed to be told that Satya was a good enough Psychoportationist that
he could probably do exactly as he threatened. Silver took a deep breath and stared into the water,
freeing himself of the walls he'd built over the course of his life to keep other Polleos, those who were
Able, from sensing him using either farsensing or telepathy. And he felt Gabriel as the older student
gently probed his thoughts. And Gabriel discovered exactly how Silver felt.
After about a minute, Satya said, "Switch," and they did. Silver Read Gabriel. Gabriel opened his
mind to Silver as he'd never opened his mind to anyone, and Silver learned exactly what Gabriel was
feeling at that moment.
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Satya nodded curtly, although neither Gabriel or Silver noticed. "There," he said with finality.
"Now you both know what I have known for three months. I hope you can deal with it." And he turned
around and climbed off of the cliff, leaving Silver and Gabriel alone.
Gabriel spoke first. "I didn't think..." he began. They had both closed themselves again. "It seems
you have been with every girl in this school."
Silver grimaced. "Not every one. But I've been with a lot of them." And they both laughed. "And
most of them were dying to get you, too," he shrugged. "I can't say I blame them. You are the most
magnificent creature I have ever seen."
Gabriel leaned over and kissed Silver for the first time. They did not have to tell each other "I love
you," but they did.
"Four and a half years now." Silver whispered to himself. He put his feet on the narrow window sill and
went to sleep in the chair, looking forward to his flight back to Chicago.
TO BE CONTINUED NEXT WEEK WITH CHAPTER TWO OF
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Cory had insisted on tagging along, as Daniel was his client and he felt as if he should have been there
with him. In reality, Cory had heard the buzz quite a bit about Laura Black. He had never met her,
but she had handled some of the biggest divorce cases in resent years. More than once, he had gazed
upon her on one news show or another, and his fawning had turned into somewhat of an obsession. She
was more than beautiful – she was striking. For a lawyer, she was the chef’s delight! Her blond hair
was bouncy and voluptuous – as were other parts of her anatomy – and her accent reflected that of a
white trash southern hooker. Laura Black had Cory whipped, and he hadn’t even met her yet.
That was all about to change as he followed Daniel and Franklin up the steep steps of the oldfashioned cement building. Laura Black’s name was the only one on the sign, assuring any and all
visitors that this was her firm, and hers alone. Shivering with delight, he followed in through the large
glass door, allowing it to slowly draw shut behind him.
Inside, the foyer smelled sweet, like the many vases of tropical flowers that lined nearly every counter
and tabletop available. The art on the walls shown even more flowering arrangements – irises, lilies of
the valley, poppies – adding illusion into the pleasant scent.
At the far end of the foyer, a young man sat at a great pine desk, typing heartedly into his computer.
With the approaching footsteps sounding in his ears, he stopped what he was doing and looked up to
offer them his full attention.
“Mr. Franklin,” he said with a sly smile. “It sure is a pleasure to see you again!”
“Good morning, Benjamin,” Franklin announced with his patented wink of the eye. “It’s very good
to see you again, too.” For a moment, he seemed lost in thought, but then he snapped back into
business mode. “Benjamin, I’m here to see Laura. Is she ready for me?”
“For you… anytime,” the handsome young lad smiled, blushing just a tad. “I’ll let her know you’re
here.”
Franklin looked back and smiled at his colleagues as Benjamin placed a call into Laura Black’s
office. After the men had smiled back, he looked at the secretary and waited pleasantly.
A moment later, the man looked up with another smile. “Go right in!”
“You’re a saint,” Franklin breathed, and for a moment, Daniel and Cory both wondered if he was
going to kiss him. Cory, feeling a bit ill at his stomach, recovered as the editor turned away from the
desk and motioned them to follow along.
The queasy feeling returned to Cory’s gut as Laura Black’s office door was slowly pushed open.
Stepping in, the men found this space to hold a much different aroma than that in the foyer. Inside
the office, everything smelled like… air. Pure, clean H2O.
Laura Black, appearing even more beautiful than on television, sat patiently at her overly large desk,
her hands folded in front of her. An award-winning smile was etched over her face, and her blue eyes
were light and free.
Cory felt the urge to urinate himself, but he pushed it far away.
“Ronald Franklin, you handsome bastard,” she said sweetly in her thick Texas accent. “I was
wondering when I’d see you again!”
“I’m hoping to be around a bit more often,” he laughed, “if I can ever get up the nerve to ask out that
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adorable secretary of yours!”
“Benjamin?” she asked, offering a heart laugh of her own. “He’d be on all fours for you in a
moment’s notice!” Suddenly remembering the two strangers in the room, she let her laughter fall away
and a smaller grin molded into her face.
“I’m sorry!” Franklin echoed, shaking his head. “I’m very rude. Allow me to introduce my friends!”
Daniel offered his greeting as he was introduced, and her handshake had been a strong grip – like
that of a sternly man. Cory, on the other hand, simply stood with an awkward smile as his name was
spoke, and Laura Black’s hand went unshaken for the first time in her life. She pulled it back, feeling a
touch insulted.
“So,” she said, settling back into her seat and looking at Daniel. “What brings America’s most talked
about author into my office this morning?” Her words were carefully chosen, and although her voice
was still completely out of place, the composure she presented more than made up for it.
“My wife of… five years has filed for a divorce.” His words were lost as he tried to remember exactly
how long he and Olivia had been married. It seemed like an eternity…
“Any children?”
“A son… Alex.” His eyes attempted to draw tears as he said the name.
“And what did you do?” she asked, easing down onto her elbows. As Daniel fell silent, she added, “I
have to know. I can’t represent you if I don’t know the grounds for the divorce.”
“It’s okay, Danny!” Cory said, finally snapping back to his old self. Actually, he was curious to the
reason, himself. “You can tell her.”
“She’s the best…” Franklin persisted.
“I… I had an affair,” he finally whispered, saying the words for the very first time. “She caught us…
in Mexico.”
“I knew it!” Cory cheered, and after catching everybody’s ill-formed glances, he brought himself
down to composure.
“I see,” Laura said, forcing Cory’s outburst to the back of her thoughts and making a note on a legal
pad. “How long have you had the affair?”
“Since last April,” he admitted, shocking even Cory with this one. “We starting seeing each other –
rarely – last year, and then we met again in Mexico…” He started to say that it was a chance meeting,
but he remembered Chandler’s scorn on the beach, telling him things did not happen by chance; they
happened by Fate.
“Okay…” Laura whispered, logging every detail onto her pad. “What kind of mother is she… your
wife?”
“Olivia is…” he said, gathering each word very carefully, “the worst mother I’ve ever known. She
suffered from postpartum depression after Alex was born, and she’s never been the same since…”
“And as a wife?”
“Worse…” he whispered, “if that’s imaginable.”
“How were things before your affair?” Her questions were digging deeper and deeper. “Was she
negligent to your feelings… both in bed and out?”
“Not at first…” he said, remembering. “At first, things were quite perfect. We had a simple
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storybook life in a simple storybook town. I worked from home, and she was a nurse at the local
doctor’s office. We had friends – lots of them – and it seemed somebody was throwing a party every
other night. Several times a week, we would make love… it would last for hours sometimes, just
wearing us out. More often than once, Olivia would have to call in sick to work because she was simply
too sore to move about.
“And then… one day two winters ago, we learned that our constant attention toward each other had
resulted in her becoming pregnant. We were going to be gifted with a child…” He felt his eyes water
up again, and again, he pushed the tears away. “The changes began then. At first, I just thought of her
angry moments as the mood swings that went along with the pregnancy, but it simply was not so…
“When we learned the child would be a girl, she seemed to lighten a bit. She glowed – as they say –
and she became compassionate to me again. Still, though, the change was only a brief one. Even after
this… estranged affair began, she had become poisonous.”
“She’s always been poisonous,” Cory said, and Franklin and Laura looked sternly at him again.
“Don’t give me that look,” he said in defense. “It’s true! She’s always kept Daniel on a short leash,
even when they were dating!” Having said his piece, he settled down again.
“Things hit the low point,” Daniel continued, and it was wondered whether or not he had even heard
Cory, “when she went into labor. She lost so much blood, and everyone thought she was going to die.
She was strong, though. She wanted to hold her little girl. What she held instead was her son, whom
she hasn’t forgiven since.”
“She hasn’t forgiven him?” Laura Black asked, logging more notes.
“She hasn’t forgiven Alex for not being a girl.”
“And this person that you had the affair with… is she available for talking to?”
“I don’t think so,” he whispered, not noticing either her gender-switch, or what he was about to say.
“Chandler’s serving in Iraq right now…”
Cocking her eyebrow, Laura continued writing, Franklin smiled gleeful, and Cory slipped from his
seat at the corner of the desk and onto the floor. He felt quite faint, indeed.
“If we can gather a witness or two to speak on your behalf about your wife’s negligent behavior –
before and after giving birth – then we may be able to get you full custody, depending on which judge
you get.”
“The judges matter…” Daniel asked slowly.
“Always!” she exclaimed, pushing her legal pad to the side. “This is Florida, and its government is
very split. Judge Hudson is a wonderful women and she will look at your case with an open mind.
Judge Jacobson, on the other hand… his mind is not as open.”
“So, the fate of my son will depend on which judge hears the case?” He could not believe his ears.
“Unfortunately, yes. Things might have been different, had you committed adultery with a woman.
Homosexuality, however, is frowned upon here, and the thought of gay parenting is beyond what many
are willing to comprehend.”
“So, instead of living with a father who will love him,” Franklin asked, making sure his thoughts were
straight, “little Alex may end up with a woman who wants him to wear dresses and throw tea parties?”
“Put into simpler words,” Laura smiled, “yes.”
“Well,” Franklin continued, “that might be okay for him when he’s in his thirties and dancing at the
bars, but the kids in school will have a field day with him!” His smile disappeared as he thought about
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the many horrible playground fates that possibly awaited the youngster.
“Like I said,” Laura Black added, looking back to Daniel. “We will try for Judge Hudson. I should
be able to pull some strings.”
Daniel handed over the manila folder Olivia had given him just a few nights back. The lawyer took it
in one hand and offered her other for a shake.
“You’ll get a basket of fruit in the mail next week welcoming you as a client to my firm,” she said
proudly, batting her beauty queen eyes. “I’m going to try to find out a little more about Olivia, and I’ll
give you a call in a day or two.”
A thankful Daniel said his goodbyes and Franklin led him out of the office. Cory, however, strayed a
bit behind.
“So,” he said, moving back to his spot on the desk’s corner. “How’s your weekend looking?”
“Your dick is too big and your tits are too small,” she said gleefully with a smile. Adding in her most
southern of voices, she whispered, “I’m a lesbian.”
“Damn,” Cory cursed, shaking his head and moving to the door. “Is everybody gay!”
46

In the twilight hours, Daniel dreamed the most unpleasant of dreams. Almost the instant his eyes had
trapped shut and his mind had wandered into REM, he saw his young Alex, nestled in the savage arms
of his spiteful mother. Dark fog clouded all around them, and they appeared to be standing on water.
Looking behind them, Daniel could see the hotel, and he could now recognize the tempted waves of the
Gulf of Mexico.
“You’ll never hold him again,” Olivia screamed, and turning, she began to run, carrying Alex far
away from him.
“Wait!” he screamed, starting after them, but every step he took sent him further into the waters
until he was completely covered. Pulling himself up for air, he began to float. Swimming in what
seemed slow motion, he echoed, “Bring back my son!”
The few seconds it took him to swim to land seemed like hours. When he pulled himself up on the
shore, he felt every bone in his body ache. His vision suddenly blurred, and looking around him, he
could not make out any of the strange shapes that stared threateningly back.
“Daddy…” he heard a whisper and his vision began to clear. When he looked forward again, he
could see the face of his son further blur into clear focus.
Daniel fell back to the sand in terror. His son, now a bit older, approached him slowly, decked in a
frilly white-lace dress with a bow in his hair. He carried with him a cup of tea. Olivia appeared
suddenly behind him.
“Look at our little girl, Daniel!” she squealed, picking the boy up and spinning him around in the air.
“Look at our precious daughter!”
“Stop it!” he screamed, finding his feet again. “Stop it! He’s not a girl, damn it! He’s not a girl!”
His words fell upon deaf ears. Neither Olivia nor Alex stood in his view now, and only the empty
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beach under the dark sky was present with him.
“You know how fags can be!” Cory said suddenly, looking down at him. “You know better than
anyone!” The man laughed heavily, stepping back into the thick of the fog. “Your secret is out! We
know your dirty little secret...!” These last words trailed behind as the man vanished as quickly as he
had appeared.
From all around now, bombs exploded throughout the sky, and Daniel fell to the earth, shielding his
head with his hands. The sounds frightened him terribly, forcing away the thoughts of the vanquished
Olivia and Alex… and even that of Cory. Screams and cries melted into the roar of the bombs, and the
acknowledgment of machine gunnery and other warfare fell into existence.
Peering out from under the crook of one hand, he could see a long army of plainly dressed men,
marching mechanically down a road – there was no more Mexican beach or island fright.
Leading the pack of soldiers was a tall, slender woman with two young children at her side – a boy
and a girl. The woman had a device strapped to her waist, and Daniel could see the numbers quickly
counting down.
All too familiar, he turned to look ahead of the woman, allowing his eyes to fall upon a small US fort.
From high up top, he could see Chandler, aiming his gun. Suddenly, he fired a quick shot, and the next
moment, the bomb exploded furiously. The woman and children had suddenly morphed into Olivia and
Alex in the final moment, and Daniel watched as they shattered into splintering pieces through the fiery
impact; the many other men behind them were sent flying into the air.
“No!” he screamed, wanting to rush to them, but the sound of guns and grenades was plentiful now,
and the young man continued to shield his head in fear. He could no longer see Chandler at his post, as
all had become engulfed in red flames and thick, black smoke.
He woke with a sweat, shaking terribly and leaping quickly from the sofa. Searching all around the
tiny living room, he hunted for any signs of the war or Chandler or even Olivia. Then, finding himself
in the safety of his apartment, he allowed his heart to settle.
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“All rise,” the bailiff requested, instructing the audience in the court. “The honorable Judge Harold
Jacobson residing.”
Daniel breathed heavily as he rose to his feet and watched the ancient white-haired man step into the
room. Jacobson reminded him of nothing more than a very old Jack Nicholson, and the thought was
terrifying.
“You may be seated,” the judge ordered, settling himself into his grand chair. “This court is now in
session,” he said, slapping his gavel against its small pad. “Bailiff, please call the first case.”
Daniel felt Laura tug his arm to rise as his name was spoken, and he nervously looked around the
courtroom at all the familiar and strange faces. Cory and Franklin sat to his right, Laura on his left,
and Ashaki directly behind him. She had been mouthing silent words since her arrival, and Daniel
wondered if it was a chant. As Laura led him through the short aisle and to the front of the courtroom,
he caught his first glimpse of Olivia, who was also approaching with her attorney – a tall, distinguished
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appearing man. Alex rested in the arms of a stranger, seated on a bench on the opposite side of the
room.
Time seemed to pause as Judge Jacobson looked over both sets of papers, taking his time to read
every last word. Finally, he cleared his voice and stared menacingly at Daniel and Olivia.
“The accusations you have both presented to me are, in the lightest of terms, the most irresponsible
acts of parenthood and marriage that I have ever read…”
A giggle came from within the crowd, and Daniel turned to see Ashaki compose herself.
Looking to Olivia, the judge added, “You are portrayed here as, in my humblest opinion, the worst
mother that the State of Florida has ever fallen witness to. These reports claim that you suffer from
intense postpartum depression, causing you to completely disregard the acceptance of your son and
actually wishing that he was a little girl?”
“Your honor,” Olivia’s attorney said plainly, “We have here with us today two very well-known and
prolific psychiatrists who will speak differently to that. They have both fully examined her and have
found no traces of postpartum depression. We maintain that my client loves her son very much, with
the compassions and understanding that only a mother can.”
Nodding his head slowly, the judge grunted a bit and then pulled out another sheet of paper. This
time, his attention focused on Daniel.
“Am I to understand here,” he asked gruffly, “that you not only broke the sacred bond of marriage
that you shared with your wife by having an affair, but you had this affair with another man? Is this
correct?”
“Yes, your honor,” Daniel nodded. His heart sank into the pit of his gut, and he wished this was
nothing more than another bad dream, but he knew otherwise. He knew he could not wake up from
this.
“Hmm…” the judge moaned. “Let’s get this over before lunch if we can. I’m going to allow each
side to call on character witnesses, to help this court gain a greater feel over the parenting and…
lifestyles of both parties. Mr. Cooper,” he added, directing Olivia’s attorney, “you may call your first
witness. Everyone else, please move to the two benches on either side.”
“I would like to call,” Stan Cooper began, “Mister Raymond Keeler, Director of Psychology, Miami
University.”
Daniel sat in total disbelief as he listened to not one, but two, shattering statements by the state’s
leading shrinks. Each had stated pretty much the same thing, that Olivia had suffered a small bout
with postpartum depressed immediately after giving birth, but the depression did not last and her
mind-frame was set solely on the happiness and upbringing of her beloved son. Laura Black had crossexamined both to the best of her ability, but they were as stern and cold as stones and neither would
relent. Stan Cooper’s third and final character witness had been the clincher, however. He called to the
stand Sophia Burns, mother of the late Tracy.
“Olivia has always been a dear woman,” she said sweetly, smiling all the while. “I remember one
year when the girls came back from sleepaway camp and Tracy had caught the chicken pocks! Well!
Although little Olivia had already had them, she went and took a red magic marker and placed tiny
dots all over her body! Well, her mother was completely blown away by this! Poor Olivia ended up
being placed in a hospital room until everyone learned the truth, but she suffered just to help her
friend! That’s how Olivia is. She's always looking out for others – never a care about herself anywhere
around!”
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Daniel felt as if he would die, right there on the spot.
“Would you say she makes a good mother?” Cooper asked kindly.
“Oh, yes!” the woman exclaimed. “She used to baby-sit all of the kids in town! More than once, she
would tell me how she wanted one of her own. She really loved kids, and when she found out she was
pregnant… well, I had never seen her so happy! There is no doubt in my mind that she is a terrific
mother to her son!”
From the voice of one mother and into the ears of another, Olivia smiled privately to herself.
Again, Laura Black crossed examined, but this lawyer was better suited for high-profiled celebrity
cases. Her questions to the old woman came across as rude and upsetting, and Sophia Burns was
heavily in tears by the time she left the stand, bringing about sympathetic eyes from Judge Jacobson.
“This court will take a fifteen minute recess,” the judge announced in a strain. “After which, Ms.
Black may call her first character witness. I trust that she will not scar them, as she did Mrs. Burns...!”
Daniel felt himself shiver as Laura took him by the arm, leading him from the courtroom and into the
hallway. From beside the long white wall, they watched as Olivia, Cooper, and the strange woman
carrying Alex stepped out with the crowd. Olivia caught Daniel’s stare and smiled wickedly before
excusing herself down the hall.
Rounding a corner, she stepped into the lady’s room, where she turned on the faucet and searched
through her purse for a tube of lipstick. She gave no attention to the sound of the door opening, but she
saw the form of the massively tall black woman as her reflection entered into the large mirror.
Shrugging her shoulders, she went back to her searching as the woman walked up to the free sink
beside her. She, too, began to run the water.
“I saw you in the courtroom,” Olivia said in a friendly tone as she pulled the lipstick from her purse
and began to apply it. “Is your case coming up soon?”
“Oh, me case ees already happenin',” she answered in her thick African accent. “I wan'a know who
da strange lady be holdin' little Alex ees.”
Olivia froze in motion as the beast of a woman turned to her, shutting her sink off. The lipstick
dropped down to the counter, and slowly, she faced her.
“Who are you?” she asked nervously, taking a step back.
“Ya be knowin' who I ees soon enough, I promise ya!” Ashaki grinned, moving in closer. “If I ev'a'
hear of ya harming one single hair on da boy’s head, ya will wish I had never come to America.”
Saying not another word, Ashaki offered a brilliant smile, swiped her hand across the counter, and
knocked Olivia’s purse messily to the floor. Every object within scattered in every which direction.
“I be seein' ya,” she called once, stepping out of sight and from the room. The sound of the restroom
door could be heard creaking shut behind her.
“Shit!” Olivia cursed, leaning against the wall behind her. Looking to the mess on the floor, she
spotted her cigarettes and, taking one, she locked herself in a stall where she puffed it down in less than
a minute.
Ten minutes later, court was back in session.
“Call your first witness, counselor,” the judge announced, directing Laura.
Clearing her voice, she said, “I would like to call Ashaki to the stand.”
There was a rustle from the crowd, and the judge moaned lowly. “Does this Ashaki have a last name,
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too?” he asked, angrily.
“No, I do not, yo' honor!” Ashaki stated, approaching the witness stand. Olivia gasped in fright.
“Me name ees Ashaki, and dat ees me whole name. It ees West African and means ‘beautiful.’ I am
right in dat ya are not gon' show no prejudice against me because o' me race an' name, correct?”
Her eyes pierced into Judge Jacobson’s, and lowering his own back to his papers, he whispered, “Of
course not! Swear in the witness, bailiff, and then you may proceed, Ms. Black.”
“Thank you, your honor!” Laura said in her thick southern drawl. When her moment came, she
asked Ashaki a number of questions concerning Daniel’s lifestyle, Olivia’s parental absence, and the
times she had spent with Alex.
“I love him like he be me own,” the African matchmaker said with a sigh. “Dere ees no pleasure
greater in dis world dan to hold a baby, and I feel sorry for da boy. His mother will never know what it
be like to experience dat pleasure, because she only hold him in spite!” The last word was said in vain,
and a bit of spit followed it into the air.
Moments later, Cooper began his cross-examination.
“I’m a little confused, Miss… Ashaki…” he said, looking down to his notes. “Let me ask you, have
you ever even met my client?”
“Only recently,” she smiled widely. “We had a nice little moment in da bathroom!”
“But before today, you’ve never met her?”
“She still alive, ain’t she?” the woman grimaced through her smile.
“Then, since you had never met her before today, how can you tell the court what kind of mother she
is? How can you judge a person you’ve never met?”
“Da Christians judge Jesus as a very kind an’ lovin' person, but I guarantee ya dat not one Christian
alive has ever met him in the flesh. How can dey judge how nice he be if dey never met him? I tell ya
how! Word of mouth! Reputation! Jesus has good reputation. Olivia has da reputation of da wicked
witch of da west!”
Quite a bit of laughter came from this, filling the courtroom with humorous intensity. Even Laura
laughed, but she caught herself before the judge could.
“Order in my court!” Jacobson yelled, slamming his gavel down. “There will be order in my court,
or I will clear it until this is over!”
Every last person fell silent. They all were on the edge of their seats awaiting the outcome and did not
want to be made to leave.
“If everyone has gotten the laughter out of their system, we will continue, and Ms. Black – please
instruct your witness to restrain from insulting anybody in my court!”
“Yes, your honor,” Laura sighed. Another blow for Daniel.
“How well do you know Daniel?” Cooper asked Ashaki, returning to his questioning.
“I know dat man like he my kin!” she announced proudly. “I’d whoop him just da same, too!”
More laughter threatened to travel, but as Jacobson’s eyes darted into the crowd, no one made a
peep.
“And… let me make sure I am getting this right…” He was up to something. He was too cocky.
“Have you and… he… well, have you ever had sexual relations?”
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“How can ya ask me dat?” she blurted angrily, only to be silenced by the judge.
“You will answer the question… Ashaki…” He was still having trouble with the name. “And may I
remind you that you are under oath.”
Looking over to Daniel, she watched him slowly nod his head. Then, forcing composure upon herself,
she turned back to Cooper and said, “Once. Daniel came to me in a terrible state! He had attempted to
have sex wit his wife, and he… failed.”
“You mean to tell me,” Cooper smiled, “that when Daniel could not… make with his wife, he came
rushing to you?”
“He needed to know if he had turned gay or if his problem was da woman he was married to. So, I
give him the pleasure of experiencing sex wit' a real woman!”
Olivia shot daggers at her for this.
“And what did you come up with?” Cooper asked. “Was Daniel straight or gay?”
“Neither,” she smiled proudly and looked earnestly at her friend. “He was Mister Chandler…”
Daniel smiled at this too, and he nodded his warm approval.
Ashaki was soon released from the stand, and she swayed about contently as she settled back into her
seat on a booth.
Quickly, Laura called her next witness, and Cory stepped up to the stand. After being sworn in, he
took his seat in the witness box.
“How long have you known Daniel?” she asked him, feeling very good about herself suddenly. He
was the best witness she had… Other than Ashaki, he was the only one she had been able to come up
with.
“Oh, eight or nine years, I’d say.”
“And you’ve been his agent the entire time?”
“All except the first few months. I represented a friend of his and we met at a book party. Over a
couple of weeks, I read two of his manuscripts and was hooked. To this date, he’s the best writer I’ve
ever represented.”
“And how would you say he was at his other job – being a husband and a father?”
“Well,” he sighed, settling into his seat, “I can remember more than one occasion where Daniel had
breached deadlines, simply to keep Olivia happy. They would take trips quite a bit, even for the simple
fact that she wanted to shop in Lexington or Chicago – anywhere but Newark, Tennessee. It would be
weeks before I’d hear from him again, and then all I would hear about was Olivia and how she was
doing or what she was up to. Maybe, if I was lucky, he would tell me about a new novel or idea.”
Daniel listened happily to this. Perhaps, he thought, he had underestimated Cory. He was proving to
be a great friend.
“Now,” Laura continued with a start, “what do you think about Daniel as a person… in your honest
opinion?”
Cory’s eyes shifted from his lesbianic crush and over to the booth at his far right. Daniel stared back
pleadingly, a slit of a smile barely on his face.
“In my honest opinion,” he began, “I loved Daniel like a brother. He was a great writer, but a terrific
friend.”
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“And now,” she asked.
His eyes moved back to his client, “And now, I feel myself being forced to resign as his agent.”
A gasp fell over the crowd and Daniel nearly slipped from his seat.
“He’s not the man that he pretended to be!” Cory said, raising his tone to an angry one. “He’s a man
with secrets and lies, and I – much like Olivia – have been betrayed by him. If he would treat a brother
this way, I can only imagine how he would treat his son…!”
Daniel felt the tears suddenly burn into his eyes, and he fell against the backrest of the bench, sobbing
hysterically. From across the room, Olivia’s eyes grew wildly, and the smile she had lost suddenly
returned full-force. Quite content, she shifted in her seat.
“I… I have no further questions at this time, your honor,” Laura mumbled in disbelief. As if she was
bouncing on wavy water, she ambled weakly away from the witness stand.
“Your witness, Cooper!” Jacobson announced quickly.
“We have no questions for this witness, your honor,” the attorney said gleefully, standing quickly and
then returning to his seat.
“You may step down,” Jacobson informed Cory, adding, “This court will take another recess, after
which time the testimonies of both parties will be given.” Slamming his gavel down, he stood and exited
the court.
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Olivia sat primly in the witness booth, not offering even the slightest smile to a member of the crowd.
In fact, she acted as if none of them existed, and her eyes fell solely on her attorney.
“How do you feel about motherhood?” he asked, closely approaching her.
“I can’t imagine anything better,” she said simply.
“And Alex…? How do you feel about your son?”
“I love him more than anything. I can’t bear the thought of a single day away from him.” Carefully,
she dabbed a tissue to her eye, wiping away false tears.
“Can you describe, to the court, your trauma with the postpartum depression?”
It took her a moment to speak, and when she did, her voice was a quiver of its former self. “It’s true.
I wanted a daughter. The sonograms had each shown what we thought was a little girl, and during
delivery, I lost so much blood that I nearly died. Then, when I found out I had a son, I fell into the
depression. I wanted to die then. I wanted to more than anything...
“But the depression did not last long,” she continued. “It only took a few holdings of my child, and a
breastfeeding or two, before I realized how special he was. For me, he is my angel.”
“Before Alex came along, how did your husband treat you? Was he loving?”
“At first…” she whispered, deserving an Oscar for her performance. “Before the pregnancy, things
were perfect. Like his former agent stated, we spent a lot of time together.”
“And after…?”
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“Again, at first, things were great. He pampered me and fawned over me. He did all of the things a
loving husband would. But then… one day, he changed. He was less attentive to my needs, and he
would leave the house for hours at a time, returning sluggish and tired. He simply stopped showing an
interest in me. I thought, maybe, it was the thought of having a child and that he was scared. Maybe…
just maybe… he was having difficulty accepting the fact that adulthood had hit. But then… one
morning before he woke, a knock came to the door…”
The crowd in front of her waited eagerly for her to continue. Now, they were not only at the edge of
their seats; they were on pins and needles, too.
“A dozen yellow roses were handed to me. I was so happy! My husband was finally showing me
some affection! I hurried to find the card, and when I read it, I broke down into tears. The flowers had
been for Daniel – not for me. I was devastated… absolutely devastated!” Again, she sobbed into her
tissue, blowing her nose once for the crowd. “When I confronted him about them, he swore he did not
know who they were from. They were from a fan, he insisted. They were from a secret admirer…
anything but the truth!
“I thought he would be more attentive to me after this, but the moment our son was born… he…
he…” The cries returned full force. The judge looked mournfully to her, passing her a fresh tissue.
“What did he do, Olivia?” Cooper persisted. “It’s okay. You can tell us.”
“I had chosen the name ‘Alex’ for my grandfather, and he took it upon himself to choose the middle
name…”
“What middle name did he choose?”
“Chandler!” she screamed, leaping from her seat. “The bastard named our son after his lover!”
The crowd gasped heavily, and again, the whispers turned into an uproar. The judge pounded his
gavel repeatedly, hoping for some kind of order in the court. Still, he had to admit it… Even he had
been thrown for a loop by that one.
From the tearful corner of his eye, Daniel saw Ashaki sneak over beside him. Softly, she whispered,
“I got a dead chicken out in da car! I can have her down in thirty seconds if ya let me!”
“Sit back down, Ashaki,” the judge ordered, catching her breach over the line.
“Yeses, yo honor,” Ashaki said with a smile, imitating a slave and bowing properly. Again, the crowd
laughed heartedly as she returned to her booth.
“There will be no more outbursts from this courtroom!” Jacobson ordered, slamming his gavel once
more for effect. “This is the last time I’m going to warn you all!”
The crowd hushed again instantly, but it seemed more of a game to them, and they waited patiently
for the next dramatic climax to occur.
“Tell us what happened in Mexico, Olivia,” Cooper pushed as full attention was returned to him.
“We were in Mexico for ten days – the first few of which were absolutely heavenly. My best friend
had just been killed in a tragic accident, and when Daniel sold his new book, we had the money to get
away for a while, just the two of us. We left Alex with my parents in Newark, and then we took the first
flight out of Nashville.
“Feeling quite relaxed there, I decided perhaps it was time to rediscover my husband, and he showed
me a passionate night of dancing and drinking on the beach. I was led to believe that we would have sex
when we returned to our room, but Chandler happened to be in Mexico at the same time, and he and
Daniel disappeared off on the beach, supposedly catching up on old times. This surprised me, as they
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never were really considered friends. I had to push them into their meeting. Now, I wish I had never
done so…”
“Excuse me,” the judge interrupted. “But can I ask? Where is this Chandler at today?”
“He is serving in Iraq, your honor,” Laura said quickly, rising from her seat.
“Obviously, no one has asked him a thing… and he’s offered nothing in return…” the judge
whispered, thinking of the Don’t Ask Don’t Tell policy that he had never been very fond of. “Okay,
please proceed.”
“Again,” Olivia continued, taking a deep breath, “Daniel tried to win me over – this time by offering
me an all-day shopping spree on Saturday. I was thrilled, naturally! I had been eager to purchase Alex
some new baby clothes – as he had outgrown most of his – but I didn’t dare do it without permission!
Now, with permission, I was thrilled beyond belief. I knew we could afford it. He had just sold a book!
So, I asked no questions, and on Saturday morning, I traveled into town, where I shopped for hours.
“I expected to find Daniel waiting for me when I returned, but I found the hotel room empty. It was
still fresh from the morning maid service, which told me he hadn’t been there all day. I waited around
for a few hours, pacing the floor in a terrible fit of worry. Once or twice, I tried to call the front desk to
see if he had left a message for me, and each time they told me no and asked if I would like to ring his
room. I was naturally confused by this, and I simply hung up, thinking perhaps it was the desk clerk
who was confused. I mean, couldn’t he tell that I was calling from the room?”
When she paused, the courtroom was so silent that, if one listened, they could hear the traffic cross
the street, far away outside. Daniel sat in his seat, grimacing hatefully with every word she spoke. Most
everything she had said was a lie, and damn it, when he could, he was going to tell them so. He was
going to tell them all.
“I decided to leave the room and search for Daniel myself, but for some reason, I stopped when I
reached the door. Never doing this, I gazed through the peephole, where I watched my husband making
out with another man in the hallway.”
Finally, the crowd released their gasp.
“I’ve been a good wife, your honor,” she cried, looking over into the judge’s eyes. “I tried to do
everything right… Really, I did.”
“There, there,” he said, handing her another tissue.
“Let me ask you now,” Cooper started again, moving on to his next question. “What kind of father is
your husband?”
“On the exterior,” she began, “Daniel seems like a terrific father. But when you live with him, and
you watch how he interacts with Alex, you can see through the exterior. Alex has a short temper… And
now, discovering that he is a homosexual,” the word hung on her tongue for a moment, “I fear for Alex’s
safety. I fear that he may… that he may do something to him!”
Her sobs quickened as Daniel leapt to his feet in a fit of rage. “That’s bullshit!” he screamed,
stomping his foot. “That nothing but bullshit!”
“You will control yourself, Mr. Richardson,” the judge ordered wickedly, “or I will have you charged
with contempt!”
“Sit down!” Laura instructed, pulling him back down to the bench. Whispering in his ear, she added,
“The ball will be in your court when it’s your turn to testify. She has the judge wrapped around her
finger right now. Wait until it’s your turn!”
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“I have no further questions, your honor!” Cooper said with the sly grin of a fox. Happily, he moved
back to his seat.
“Ms. Black, would you like to cross-examine now?”
Looking at Daniel, she saw him shake his head “no.” Standing, she whispered, “We have no
questions for this witness, your honor.”
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Daniel felt very ill as he was asked to approach the witness stand. Placing his hand on the bible, he
promised to tell the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth… so help him, God. Beads of
sweat began to roll down his face as Laura approached him, and although they had gone over
everything he would say several times, he found himself nervous and at a loss for words.
“We know about your writing career, and we know about your early years with Olivia. Was
everything we heard about those two things correct?” she asked, smiling pleasantly.
“Yes,” he slowly replied.
“Now, what I want to talk with you about is what happened after Olivia became pregnant. I want to
know about your affair. I want to know about Chandler.”
The crowd had never been this quiet before. If they had been made of rubber, if was no doubt that
their ears would have stretched all the way to the witness stand.
“Chandler and I actually met long before the pregnancy. It had been nothing more than a hello and
goodbye, but it was an introduction that I will remember forever. On the night in question, however,
Olivia and I were at her friend Tracy’s birthday party. Tracy had come in loud and cheery, mingling
with everybody but her husband. Olivia noticed this and urged me to talk to him… to cheer him up. I
brought him a drink and we stepped out onto his back porch for a cigarette. There, he broke down,
spilling his emotions over how abandoned his wife had made him feel. This had happened often, he told
me, and I sat beside him to comfort him.
“Then,” he continued, as if fondly reminiscing, “it was almost as if Cupid had swooped down from
the heavens, took careful aim with his bow, and pierced a splintering arrow into both of our hearts. I
don’t know if our minds had been affected by the liquor or if there was actually an attraction, but we
leaned in to offer one another a kiss. Just before our lips could meet, Olivia stepped outside in search of
us. Our actions went unnoticed, but they had been the flame that ignited this candle in my heart.”
A few people whimpered from the audience, but the commotion wasn’t as great as when something
dramatic happened.
“I don’t care to get into details about the rest of our affair – you’ve heard the story already…”
Daniel’s voice was so low now that the audience had to stretch to hear it. “But I want to state some
plain and simple facts. I fell in love with Chandler, and Chandler fell in love with me. In the same
respect, I tried my best to continue loving Olivia, but she did not love me back and I found the task
impossible. Love is a very curious thing. Sometimes, when Cupid’s arrow strikes us the first time, the
love doesn’t always stay because it was not meant to be. But when he takes a second shot, and you fall
in love for real, you cannot control that… Whether it’s with the girl next door or your wife’s best
friend’s husband… we are not in control…” Saying the words, he believed them for the very first time.
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“If it is a crime to love another human being, then I am guilty. I’m going to let the Fates be in
control…”
“Those are very nice sentiments,” Judge Jacobson announced sternly. “However, this is divorce
court, not the plot of your next novel. I will ask you to simply answer the lawyers’ questions in the
simplest form possible. When you get home, you can start on your new book!” Cocky eyed, the judge
laughed at his own comment.
“What kind of mother is Olivia to her son?” Laura asked, not beating around anymore bushes.
Daniel thought this over very carefully. He tried to find something kind to say about her, but nothing
came to mind. “Olivia is…” he began, “Olivia is the sort of mother…” Tears welded into his eyes.
“She’s not a mother,” he said finally, weeping. “She’s no more of a mother to Alex than the doctor who
delivered him! The only time I’ve seen her pick him up since he left the hospital was when she snatched
him from the crib to take him away from me! I fed him! I clothed him! I bathed him and read to him
and sang him to sleep when he was restless! I rocked him at night and played with him in the
mornings! I was his mother! I was his mother and his father, and all she could do was lock herself in
the bedroom for days on end. I don’t even remember what our bedroom looks like!”
When one would expect another outburst, a dead silence fell over the excited courtroom. The judge
sat in disbelief. He had expected a gasp or an uproar. Instead, he received deafness. Disappointed, he
dropped his gavel back to his counter.
“Your witness,” Laura said humbly, smiling over to Stan Cooper.
The smile on the attorney’s young face showed he was all too prepared to cross-examine.
“I’m a bit curious about your work… your writings.”
“Okay…” Daniel said, confused.
“Tell me something. What was the inspiration for your latest novel? I believe the title is
Concentration in the Camp.”
“What… what would you like to know?”
“Well… you wrote this book after starting your affair, and although the novel is set in a Nazi
concentration camp, your main characters seem to reflect some of the situations that were expressed
here in court today. I guess what I want to know is this. Did you base this novel on your affair?”
Daniel cringed in weakness. Slowly, his lips parted and the faint apparition of “yes” whispered into
the courtroom. Now, the judge received his gasp from the audience, but he allowed them this one. He
was quite intrigued, himself.
“So, what you are saying to the court, is that, had you never cheated on your wife, you would not be
on the bestsellers list right now? Is that what I can gather from this?”
“I suppose…” he muttered.
“Yes or no!” the judge ordered.
“Yes,” with a sigh. He could see Ashaki shaking her head in the crowd. Franklin was sending text
messages over his cellular. Shifting his sight to Olivia, she watched him with the intent of a lioness,
prepared to pounce.
“So, I guess despite Olivia not being a good wife or mother – as you put it – she certainly was a help
in boosting your career. Without her, you never would have been able to cheat on her and strike it rich!
Isn’t it amazing how things just seem to fall into place when all the cards are dealt before you?”
123

Daniel did not say a word. His eyes said them for him.
“I have no further questions, your honor!” Cooper explained happily, returning to his seat beside
Olivia.
Dismissing Daniel, Judge Jacobson announced, “In divorce court, there are no closing statements by
either side. As I am the jury, this court is on a ten minute recess, after which I will return with my
divorce and custody decisions.” Slamming his gavel harshly to the surface, the crowd began to break
up and file out of the courtroom.

FOR MORE ON J. L. Foster and The Estranged Affair
visit
www.jlfoster.biz/theestrangedaffair

If you have a novel that you would like to serialize the first three to six chapter of here in
upcoming issues of "Within His Castle" send an email to newsletter@jlfoster.biz with
the subject line "Serializing Literature." "Within His Castle" accepts all types of works
for serialization, as long as it is (1) a completed and published novel of 30,000 or more
words and (2) you have the right to offer serialization of the book. On rare occasions, we
will serialize a work that is not currently available to the public, but the complete
manuscript must be available for review before serialization begins. ((This is to ensure
that you have actually finished the novel and are not serializing incomplete works.))
Nonfiction, romance, erotica, horror, science fiction, historical, and all other genres are
open! To reserve your spot in next week's issue of "Within His Castle" send an email
NOW! Have something you want to share? Email Within His Castle NOW!

newsletter@jlfoster.biz
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The Website of the Week
Pink for October
www.pinkforoctober.org
BLURB FROM THE SITE:
Web sites will Go Pink during the month of October to bring attention to Breast Cancer
Awareness Month, get people talking about breast cancer, and raise money for research.
But to be clear, raising money isn’t the primary purpose of this web event.
The hope is that you turn your site pink (in whatever way works for your site), go out to
that World Wide Web thing (in fact you’re on it right now! :) ) and educate yourself about
the multiple issues related to Breast Cancer, then take that newfound knowledge and tell
someone else what you’ve learned.

What a great idea, huh? Adding a bit of pink to your site and being able to promote
breast cancer research all at the same time! But there is so much more to this site
than just turning your own site pink!
Listed on the site are many other ways that you can help aid breast cancer research.
As we know, breast cancer is one of the deadliest forms of cancer out there, affecting
more men and women than this author can handle realizing.
Take a moment. Show your support for Life.
Visit http://pinkforoctober.org/ And Learn The Facts.

WHC: Entertaining to the Last Drop
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WITHIN HIS CASTLE:
JL's Weekly Editorial
“Halloween Is Almost Here”
Ah... it's my favorite time of the year! When children are screaming, being chased by witches, ghosts,
and goblins... when each and every house is decorated to perfectly glow with the light of Hell's fire...
when my partner and I host our annual Halloween Spectacular... I thrive on Halloween, and I cherish
it.
Perhaps this began for me when I was a child. The first movie I can remember my parents ever
letting me watch was A Texas Chainsaw Massacre. That was immediately followed by Children of the
Corn and The Evil Dead. My parents took me to the movies to see Pet Cemetery when it first premiered,
and I still have nightmares from childhood viewings of Killer Klowns from Outer Space. As a reference,
clowns have always scared me, whether real or in the movies.
Clowns aside, I found the genre of horror more than simply entertaining. I found it humorous.
Funny. Fantastical.
When I was old enough to read, I skipped the usual Cat in the Hat or whatever else normal children
read, and I went immediately to mystery, suspense, action, and of course horror. I briefly enjoyed The
Hardy Boys series, which sent me into the 007 James Bond phase, which I still greatly enjoy. But more
so, I can remember picking up a Stephen King chiller or a Dean Koontz thriller when I was young. H.
P. Lovecraft... Edgar Allen Poe... Robert Bloch... Ira Levin... Anne Rice... Poppy Z. Brite... Clive
Barker... Ah... the great talents that filled my mind with imagination all through my youth... my
teenage years... and still today.
At least once a year I enjoy re-reading Rosemary's Baby, Psycho, and Drawing Blood. There are some
tales that you just never want to forget a bit of, and for me, those are three of my favorites. Mix that
with my love of Twilight Zone reruns, Alfred Hitchcock Presents repeats, and Outer Limits marathons,
one has to wonder very little about where my twisted sense of creativity stems.
Now, don't get me wrong! I do enjoy a great romance, a thrilling comedy, and a passionate drama as
much as the next person. But to make me perfectly content, blend those three elements with a shake of
the spice known as horror and I am in entertainment heaven.
It pleases me that the release of “Forever,” the first tale in my six story erotic-horror series Shaded
Whisperings from Amira Press, is so close to Halloween. To have the series at all gives me that Twilight
Zone or Outer Limits that I've always yearned for, but for the release of the first tale to come at my
favorite time of year... It's Christmas for me. This strengthens my drive so greatly, as I am currently
preparing for yet another stellar Halloween Spectacular on the 27th of this month. So, as it seems, from
the beginning of this October to the end of it, I promise to deliver my greatest gift ever – a month of
horror.
Until next Friday, J. L. Foster
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THANK YOU AND GOOD NIGHT
Issue 20 has been an AWESOME issue of Within His Castle!
There are so many people that I'd like to thank this week! First – to
Debbie and Yvette at Amira for offering me this great new horror series!
You girls rock! To J. C. Parrish – every issue that features you is one that
should be read over and over again! Keep up the awesome work, my
friend! To Kate Hofman and Crystal Ordonez – not only does your
literature entertain our readers, but it makes them think. Thank you for
bringing this excitement into all of our lives! To Rowan McBride – thank
you for the personal look into your mind and work! Never underestimate
your talents! Your gift is natural, raw, and exciting! A special thanks to
J. M. Snyder and Rick R Reed for making this week's Frost's Freeze
something brilliant! Be sure to check these great talents out on the web!
And to our fans and readers – you keep us going every single week! What
can we say? THANK YOU! And hey – don't forget to add Within His
Castle to your MySpace friends at www.myspace.com/withinhiscastle
and Visit ol' JL at http://groups.yahoo.com/group/JLFoster and at
www.myspace.com/my_reconciliation
All month long, Within His Castle will be focusing on... horror! Look for
excerpts from Michael LaRocca, stories by J. C. Parrish and Hentai
Tenshi, special interviews, and so much more! If you are talented in the
field of horror, mystery, suspense, or thrillers, contact me at
jlfoster@jlfoster.biz and perhaps you too can be featured this month in
Within His Castle!
Until Next Week, Keep Your Head High and Your Goals Even Higher!
If you were given this copy of Within His Castle by a friend and wish to subscribe, you may do so at
www.jlfoster.biz/weeklynewsletter or by emailing subscribe@jlfoster.biz with the subject line “Subscribe!”
If you would like to unsubscribe from Within His Castle, send an email to unsubscribe@jlfoster.biz from
the same address you signed up from with the subject line “Unsubscribe!”

Within His Castle: Your Weekly Source for the Best of the Best
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