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    Prologue 
 
      
 
      
 
    It was on his twenty-ninth birthday when his life suddenly changed, though perhaps this time it was for the better. For a couple of weeks now one of the secretaries had taken it into her head that he needed a girlfriend and started to insert herself more and more into his life.  
 
    Up until now Sean found it at best a distraction. He'd just gotten back from a two-week vacation, which was really more of a hunting trip. He'd cleaned up most of Boston over two years ago, and now was having to travel to other cities to satisfy his quest for vengeance. Back at work he was currently focused on his latest project, which he had promised the company president to have done by the end of the month. 
 
    “Surely you must have someone, somewhere in your life Sean?” Teresa said to him late that night at the office. She had been asking him what he was doing for his birthday later and was wearing something rather revealing and attractive and for the fifth night now in a row had been engaging him in small talk. 
 
    Sean shook his head, “No,” he replied, his attention mainly focused on the simulation he was running. 
 
    “No? How can that be true? Especially for such a hot looking guy like you?” She said and moved closer, her scent reaching his brain for the first time tonight.  
 
    Sean looked up at her suddenly, the cat in him had caught her scent, she was most definitely interested in him in a very basic biological way and suddenly the cat was interested too. He had never had a woman. Ever. And here was one inches away from him who wanted him. A rather attractive one at that. After a second look he revised that to extremely attractive. 
 
    “Hot, me?” He said softly. 
 
    “Oooh definitely, I mean all these muscles,” she said stroking his arm. “You must work out a lot, huh? I bet the girls at the gym must be all over you.” 
 
    “It’s a private gym; I go there pretty late after work when it’s empty.” 
 
    She looked at him a little strangely, “You’re not gay are you?” 
 
    Sean blinked surprised. “I have no idea,” he said honestly. Until this moment he’d never really considered it. 
 
    “How can you have no idea?” she gave a small laugh, “Haven’t you ever...?” 
 
    Sean frowned slightly, “Actually, no.” he said. And found it strange. Here he was almost thirty, he had no friends, no girlfriends, no lovers, hell he didn’t even visit prostitutes. He hadn’t done more than talk to his folks on the phone once or twice a year since coming to Boston. That was the complete extent of his social life. 
 
    What had happened to his life? Hunting, vengence, work – suddenly he wondered: Was that all there was? 
 
    “You’re serious, aren’t you?” he heard her say. 
 
    Sean looked up at her, “Can we go to your place? Mine really isn’t much to look at.” 
 
    Teresa gave a short laugh, “Well that was fast. I don’t think I’ve ever been propositioned so quickly before.” 
 
    “You expressed an interest, and yes, I’m inexperienced.” Sean said slowly, his brain starting to engage in this new problem, this new situation. He really didn't know all that much about women or socializing he suddenly realized. “I haven’t been a very social person for years, Teresa, I’m afraid I have let my work take over my life. How would you like to be the one to show me the error of my ways?” 
 
    Teresa smiled brightly, “Much better. How about we go get some dinner?” 
 
    Sean smiled back and stood, “That would be nice.” 
 
      
 
    Sunday morning found Sean in Teresa’s bed. Again. He actually hadn’t left her company since Friday, bedding her that night and again the next. He found that he really enjoyed sex, and Teresa was a lively, if slightly demanding, partner. She taught him a lot that first night, keeping him awake until the following dawn. Last night he had spent hours showing her he had paid a great deal of attention to her lessons, and was rewarded with even more lessons.  
 
    Looking down at her he smiled. He knew she wanted him, he might not be a social genius, but he wasn’t stupid and both he and the cat figured out quickly that she was looking at him as an investment. She probably thought she would overwhelm him with her sexuality and then leash him to her, he suspected she’d be talking marriage within the month. He was, after all, the highest paid engineer at the company. With six patents to his name he'd amassed quite the bank balance. 
 
    But the idea of settling down did not appeal to him. The idea of having a string of beauties like her at his beck and call did appeal greatly however. He spent a few minutes pondering his realization of a few nights ago. Suddenly the burning desire to hunt was no longer quite so burning. He had done his part, he had punished scores of wrong doers, maybe it was time he buried that demon, closed the door on that part of his life, and moved on. That led to the realization that he had actually started to move beyond the initial reason for his hunting and vengeance. He was starting to enjoy it, hell he was enjoying it! He was starting to become a monster, if he kept at it, he would one day be a monster.  
 
    That would be very wrong. Yes, it was time he changed. 
 
    “Morning handsome,” Teresa said and yawned, stretching rather fetchingly, distracting him from his thoughts. 
 
    “Morning, sleepyhead.” Sean whispered back and starting to lick and nibble her body. Yes, a change was in store for him. And maybe a life as well. 
 
    “Oh! Somebody wants something!” She laughed running a hand down to his erection. 
 
    “Somebody most definitely does,” he whispered back huskily, and then showed her just how good of a student he was. 
 
      
 
    The next month went by quickly. Sean no longer had much interest in his work. He wrapped up what he was working on and took a few weeks to do a little skirt chasing among his other female coworkers. Two quickly accepted his advances, rather surprisingly, and he bedded each immediately. Three more fell into his bed not long after that. He was honestly shocked to find out that he was considered to be rather attractive and desirable by the women in his office. Teresa was of course unhappy with this turn of events and let her displeasure be known. 
 
    But by then Sean realized that it was time to move on. He wrote his resignation, gathered his few belongings, cleared out his bank accounts, and picked a flight at random to a city over a thousand miles away. It was time for a change, and he was going to make a big one. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Liz 
 
    Hard Lessons 
 
      
 
      
 
    It took him a week to find a place to live, he wanted the top floor of an apartment building, well actually just half of it, but he wanted things arranged in a manner that let him come and go unobserved. In the end he had to buy the building, and did it through a front that his old sensei had set up for him many years ago. He set some contractors to remodeling it, then went down to the shadier part of town and found himself a nice little two bedroom place and set up a long term contract on that one, though this time he went in his man/cat hybrid fighting form. Being the bad part of town he didn’t get too many questions asked of him, though he did draw more than a few looks, but his cash was most definitely welcome. He moved in immediately and started living there. His midtown place would be a few months to complete and he wasn’t planning on staying there much, just when he felt like being human, or needed a place to lie low for a while. 
 
    He got a lot of looks the next few days while he got settled in, he was definitely one of the more exotic looking supers now that he was no longer using his human form. But that was why he'd picked this part of town, where the bad guys were more likely to be found. It meant that the locals would leave him alone. 
 
    Again he took a few precautions at this place, having a few things installed and installing a few more himself. He took to wearing slightly baggy, but stylish pants, with a slit in the back to let his long thick tail out comfortably. A nice, and expensive silk shirt, black usually, and a dark black duster. Occasionally a hat as well. He then switched his hours to something of a more nocturnal bent, getting up in the afternoon and not coming home till dawn. Something he had long known the cat in him preferred. 
 
    That evening he spent walking down the streets in his new neighborhood, looking around at the sights. Well, more like the local landmarks. People were still a little surprised to see him, but he was no longer a shock to them now that a few days had gone by, and he was finally starting to get used to going out in public after decades of hiding what he really was from the public. Eventually he found someone passing out flyers for a rave and decided to go check it out.  
 
      
 
    The rave was pretty cool, he'd heard about them of course, but he'd never been to one. There were a lot of girls, drugs, and alcohol there, along with a lot of loud music and flashing lights. 
 
    But the best part was the attention he was attracting from the girls, they all seemed rather fascinated by his feline appearance. 
 
    "Hi!" A rather hot blond said coming up and putting her hand on his furry chest. He'd opened his shirt because it was rather warm inside. "I'm Jean! I haven't seen you around here before!" 
 
    "I just got into town," Sean admitted. 
 
    "Oh!" she said and smiled, moving closer to him, and slipping her hand down inside his shirt, running her fingers through his dark fur. "Buy me a drink, handsome?" She giggled and smiled up at him. 
 
    "Sure," he said and waved to the guy working the bar and she ordered a vodka martini.  
 
    "So, tell me about you?" she asked, crawling up into his lap as he sat down at the bar, surprising him. She was making her interests in him known rather blatantly. 
 
    "I just moved into town, and thought I'd take in the sights," he purred and put a hand on her ass and gave it a squeeze. 
 
    "Oh? Who do you work for?" 
 
    "Nobody," Sean smiled. 
 
    Jean twisted in his lap a little and smiled up at him, "Nobody? Must be nice!" 
 
    Sean laughed, "Yeah, it is," and he bent his head down and kissed her, setting his drink down and letting his hands explore her rather well developed body. 
 
    Jean didn't hesitate and started trying to undress him almost immediately; Sean could only guess that she was rather turned on by all the fur. Looking around he noticed there were a lot of dark spaces around, and a lot of people having sex in them. 
 
    Picking Jean up, he made for one of the unoccupied ones, and five minutes later he had her pinned to the wall as he fucked her brains out. 
 
    He bought her another drink after they were done and had put their clothes back on, and surprisingly she grabbed his arm and asked if he'd like to take her back to his place for the night? 
 
    Sean smiled and couldn't really believe his luck! 
 
    "Sure!" He smiled and putting an arm around her he led her towards the exit. 
 
    "What's your name, anyway?"  
 
    "Umm," Sean thought for a moment, the last thing he wanted to do was give anyone any clues as to who he might really be. Then he saw an old vintage style poster on the wall by the exit for the old 'The Shadow' radio show. 
 
    "Shadow," he said. "Shadow Cat." 
 
    "Really?" Jean smiled, "That's cool. Shadow. I like that!" 
 
    Sean smiled and flagged down a cab once they were outside. 
 
      
 
    Jean kept him up until morning, introducing him to a lot of different drugs, as well as engaging him in almost constant sex. 
 
    "Oh wow, is it after ten already?" Jean said looking down at him, she was straddling his hips; they had just finished having sex again. Shadow had lost count hours ago, the woman seemed insatiable. 
 
    "You need to be somewhere?" Shadow asked, hoping the answer was yes. With all the drugs in his system he was really pretty messed up. Next time he'd know better than to just take whatever she offered him. 
 
    "Yeah, I do," she sighed and leaning down she gave him a kiss, then grabbing a towel she got up off of him and after wiping herself off, she started to gather up her clothes. 
 
    "I'm going to a party tonight, want to come?" she asked and smiled at him. "It'll be a lot of fun, and afterwards we can come back here and party some more." 
 
    Shadow purred, he'd really gotten lucky with this one! 
 
    "Yeah, I'd like that!" 
 
    She got a piece of paper out of her purse and wrote her phone number on it. 
 
    "Call me around four, and I'll tell you where to meet me." 
 
    "That early?" Sean said, surprised. He'd be lucky to get six hours of sleep, and really didn't want to get up until at least eight. 
 
    "Well, the party starts at eight, and I need a new dress, so I was hoping?" she smiled at him rather saucily, "I want to look good for you, lover." 
 
    Shadow smiled and nodded. 
 
    Jean handed him the piece of paper and he followed her to the door, a little shaky on his feet. As soon as she was gone, he locked the door and shifted into his healing form. Setting the alarm for four, he collapsed onto his bed and was out immediately. 
 
      
 
    They got there after nine; Jean had spent a couple hundred of his dollars on a rather nice outfit, after dragging him all over town. At least he knew enough not to take any of the drugs she offered. Sean looked around as they walked inside. There was some serious muscle in here, and a lot of disreputable types. And drugs. There were drugs everywhere. And gals, lots of gals, probably five or six per guy, easily. And damn near all of them were pretty hot looking too. 
 
    “What kind of party is this anyway, Jean?”  
 
    “A bad guy bash,” she said and snuggled up against him. Sean noticed a few gals were eyeing him. “I think you’ll fit right in.” 
 
    “Well I gotta admit the scenery is pretty nice,” he chuckled. 
 
    “Hey, just remember who brought you here!” she protested. 
 
    Sean smiled and gave her a squeeze. “Uh-huh. So, who are your friends here then?” 
 
    Jean led him over to a large table. 
 
    “This is Shadow Cat,” she said to the two guys sitting at the table. One was obviously in charge; the other looked like a bodyguard or something. Sean smiled at the name, he still thought it was corny, but she thought it was cool so he decided to stick with it. 
 
    “And this is Scorecard, and his lieutenant Vito.” She finished 
 
    Sean gave a small bow to Scorecard, “Gentlemen, thank you for your hospitality, I am honored.” 
 
    Scorecard’s eyebrows went up a little and he leaned forward a bit, “You follow the old ways?” 
 
    Sean gave a small nod. “My master taught me to always show respect to the local leaders and bosses. It is obvious that you are a man of such stature, it would be rude and impolite of me to treat you with anything less than the respect you have obviously earned.” 
 
    Scorecard laughed and leaned back in his seat. “I like you, Shadow, looking for work?” 
 
    “Thank you for the offer, but no. I’m currently enjoying a rather extended vacation.” 
 
    “Sounds like someone is laying low waiting for the heat to die down, Boss,” Vito said giving Sean an appraising look and a slight nod. 
 
    Sean smiled, “That of course, would be telling. Thank you again gentlemen, I’ll not take up any more of your time.” 
 
    “You’re welcome, Shadow Cat. Feel free to come to any of my parties. There’s always room for those who believe in respect.” Scorecard said and waved him off to the party. 
 
    “Wow, that was impressive!” Jean said to him as they walked back towards one of the bars. Sean looked around and realized they were in a converted warehouse, the place was actually huge. 
 
    “Why’s that?” 
 
    “A lot of guys try to act tough and pull an attitude so he often has Vito beat them up.”  
 
    “And you of course didn’t think to mention that?” Sean growled at her. 
 
    “Uh... I uhhhh, didn’t mean to...” She stuttered looking embarrassed. 
 
    “Relax; I’m not going to do anything to you. But if you want in my bed again tonight, better not pull a stunt like that again. Got it?” 
 
    “Umm, okay.” She said, but she was still acting a little antsy. 
 
    “Now what?” Sean sighed and looked at her.  
 
    “Well ummm.” 
 
    Sean dragged her over to a table and sat down waiting as she did the same.  
 
    “So, either tell me what you want to tell me, or go get me a drink and relax already.” He said leaning back in his chair. Whatever her issue was he’d either find out or not. Wasn’t like there weren’t a lot of other fish in this pond tonight.  
 
    She nodded and ran off to get him a drink, coming back a few minutes later with a nice stiff one for him, and a joint in her hand as well as a drink for herself. 
 
    Sean took a few sips, the drink tasted fine; his sense of taste was good enough that he could tell it was pretty decent booze actually. Looking around he noticed a few of the guys on the edges of things were watching him a bit too closely. 
 
    “So, what’s with all those guys on the edges watching me?” He asked Jean. 
 
    “Ummm, well...” she said looking at the floor again. 
 
    Sean laughed. “Jean, I don’t kill women or children.” 
 
    “They’re new guys in town, like you. They’re sizing you up; sooner or later one of them is going to challenge you or one of the other ones.” 
 
    Sean 'hmm’ed' at that. “Interesting. What kind of a fight?” 
 
    “The nasty kind.” she said softly with a slight smile. 
 
    Sean watched as one of the guys hanging around the edges of things went and approached another one. “Well looks like we’re going to get a nice example,” he said and nodded towards the two men. Sure enough it didn’t take very long and the space around them cleared quickly and they started to fight.  
 
    “Are there any rules?” He asked Jean. 
 
    “Don’t kill any bystanders. Scorecard might kill you for that.” 
 
    “He’s a super isn’t he?”  
 
    Jean nodded and Sean saw she was riveted on the fight. 
 
    “You want to see someone get killed, don’t you?” he asked her. 
 
    She blushed but didn’t say anything. 
 
    “Me or someone else?” Sean asked while watching the fight. It was now obvious both of the fighters had powers. One was obviously super strong, the other seemed to be able to make his hands burn and shoot flame from his fingers. Sean watched as the crowd moved even further back. He also heard Scorecard’s people taking bets on the fight as it progressed; which of course made sense given his name.  
 
    Jean gasped then as the guy with the strength suddenly put his arm through the chest of the guy with the fire after they'd been fighting for several minutes. Sean was impressed. That took quite a bit of strength to do. Of course the other guy got off a last shot and burned the guy with the strength rather well, he’d have some good scars after this one. But of course that was better than the other guy who fell to the floor dead in a rather copious pool of blood. 
 
    “Rather bloody that one,” Sean noted. He also noticed Jean was rather excited by it, though strangely silent as she squirmed in her chair. He was starting to get a bad feeling about things when he noticed her attention was on something. Turning slightly to see what she was looking at he saw a guy walking towards their table. He carefully moved his foot up the leg of the table so he could spring off quickly if he had to. 
 
    “Hey, Babe, bought me another one I see.” The guy said to Jean and bent over to kiss her. Sean noticed she returned it rather lustily; apparently he had been set up. 
 
    “Hey, Tony,” Jean said back to the new guy. “This is Shadow, he’s new in town.” 
 
    “And not likely to get very old now, is he?” The guy laughed and turned to look at Sean. 
 
    “Friend of yours?” Sean asked nonchalantly. He’d fought tough characters, even ones with powers, before. He saw no reason to panic now. 
 
    “Yeah, I’m her fucking boyfriend,” the guy said laughing, “She brings me noobs to kill like you. Better stand up, dickwad.” 
 
    Sean "Huh'ed" at that, keeping his foot braced, this was going to start quickly he suspected. “Boyfriend? Then why was she screaming my name and not yours all last night?” 
 
    “My gal’s a bit kinky, she gets off on giving the condemned man one last night of pleasure before I kill them.” 
 
    Sean "Huh'ed" again, “So, did she fuck you this morning?” 
 
    “Not till after.” 
 
    “Well I’d hate to ruin her tradition, so why don’t you run off and have a quickie; I’ll wait here until you’re done.” 
 
    Sean noticed a lot of folks were paying close attention to them at this point. He could hear a few snickers and comments, from what he was hearing this had happened with these two quite a few times before. 
 
    “Think you’re a wiseass, don’t you?” 
 
    Sean noticed he was starting to get upset, that was good, mad people never fought as well. He turned to Jean who was watching with a hungry look on her face. 
 
    “So tell me,” he said to her, “is he really that bad of a fuck that you have to see someone die before you’ll let him do you?” 
 
    People laughed out loud at that, Sean was getting the impression this guy wasn’t very well liked as the guy screeched in anger and attacked. 
 
    Sean had been waiting for that of course and pushed off the table hard, tipping his chair over backwards and tucking and rolling away as the guy took a swing at where his head had been a moment before. The guy was fast and as Sean rolled back and sprung to his feet he was on him instantly. Sean was able to block and dodge his blows, but just barely, and only because he telegraphed everything he did. He wasn’t a very good fighter, but he had super speed and was fairly adept at using it.  
 
    However, Sean was also faster than a normal human being, and he also had his training and years of experience to help him, so he traded blows and just sucked it up feeling the guy out. He pulled his punches at first, wanting the other guy to get over confident. The whole time the other guy was talking, taunting him and calling him names. Sean didn’t care, he just focused on the fight and waiting for the right moment as he figured out his next move. 
 
    The guy paused a moment to draw a knife, and when he did that Sean struck, grabbing each of his arms and head-butting him hard. The guy was strong, but not nearly as strong as Sean was and the head-butt stunned him. 
 
    Sean bit the guy’s shoulder then, driving his fangs in deep and feeling the bone underneath snap between his jaws. The guy screamed in pain and Sean released the hand on that side and grabbed his throat, letting his claws slide out as he dug them into the guy’s neck.  
 
    “I wonder how many times she’ll come on my cock tonight?” Sean whispered in his ear, “She told me you were a lousy fuck and what she’d let me do to her, as long as I made sure you were dead.” Sean smiled at the guy as he finished telling the lie and ripped his throat out. He got a certain amount of pleasure out of look of betrayal on the guy’s face as he fell to the floor and died.  
 
    “Tony!” Jean screamed and ran over and reached for her boyfriend. 
 
    Sean grabbed her wrist and pulled her to him, “Come on, let’s celebrate.” He growled. 
 
    “You monster! You killed him! Let me go! I’d sooner die than fuck you!” 
 
    Sean smiled evilly, still growling. “If that’s what you really want, I can do that, after I’ve had my way with you of course.” And he dragged her off to one of the dark corners of the warehouse to the cheers of the rest of the people at the party. Yes, she and her now dead boyfriend definitely were not very popular at all. 
 
    Sean pushed her up against the wall, pressing his body into hers as she struggled against him. He had both of her hands pinned above her head with his left hand as he ran a finger down her side. 
 
    "You want it, don't you?" he asked, growling down at her. 
 
    "No! Get away from me!" she yelled, but he could smell her excitement and she wasn't struggling as hard as she had been a moment ago. 
 
    "Looks like you bet on the wrong man, doesn't it?" he laughed and grabbing the neck of her new outfit, he ripped it from her body, leaving her standing there in her panties, stockings, and heels. 
 
    She shuddered and looked up at him. He could see it in her eyes. She wanted him to take her, rape her. 
 
    She was one seriously screwed up woman. He wondered if Tony had been her first boyfriend to do this, or if he was just another loser in a long string of losers? 
 
    "Lucky for you I don't kill or rape women," Shadow growled. "So I'll just take the dress I bought you back, and go!" 
 
    Letting go of her wrists he stepped back and quickly turned away, heading for the door. 
 
    "You bastard!" She screamed, as everyone in the place started to laugh. "You rotten furry bastard!" 
 
    Shadow just shook his head and using the remains of her dress he wiped the blood off of his own ruined shirt. 
 
     “Hey Shadow,” Sean looked up at the guy by the door as he left, it was Vito. “Nice job, you really showed that cunt and her asshole boyfriend. Everyone was waiting for someone to put them in their places.” 
 
    “I got the impression that those kinds of fights were condoned here?” 
 
    “Tolerated, not exactly condoned. Gotta do something to weed out the pretenders. The only rule is one challenge a night. He’d show up to take on who ever his gal was with before anyone else could take him on. She’d pick out what she thought were inexperienced noobs and then tire them out the night before with sex and drugs.” 
 
    Sean was glad he had napped in his healing form and regenerated before coming out tonight. She had gotten him pretty wasted. 
 
    “Anyways, catch.” 
 
    Sean caught the wad Vito tossed him. 
 
    “What’s this?” 
 
    “Winner gets what the loser had; he had that in his pocket. The Boss likes you, and hell, I like what you did too. Hardcore, shows style. So I figured I’d see that you got it. Have a good night.” 
 
    Sean nodded slowly. It was all fucked up as hell, but it made a certain amount of sense. He looked at the wad, there had to be at least fifty grand there easily. 
 
    “Hey, Vito, where’s the best whorehouse in town?” 
 
    “There are a hundred gals in there that would fuck you for free after that fight, whadda ya’ want a whorehouse for?” 
 
    Sean smiled, and held up the wad, “As long as he’s paying, think I’d rather hire a couple of pro’s on his dime!” 
 
    Vito laughed and told him an address, “Liz runs the best place in town, and her gals are into sex and are good at it. Have fun!” 
 
    Sean nodded and going outside and flagging down a cab he planned to do just that. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Sex & Drugs & Rock & Roll 
 
      
 
    “What can I do for you?” The woman behind the counter said looking him slowly up and down. 
 
    “Are you Liz?” Sean said slowly looking her up and down as well. She was probably the sexiest woman he’d ever seen in his life. Definitely one of the loveliest, but she had a certain style and manner and look that just screamed 'SEX'. 
 
    “Yes, and this is my place, now what do you want?” 
 
    Sean smiled and set the wad down in front of her. “Lessons. I want you to teach me how to be so good at sex that you’d do me for free.” 
 
    Liz laughed and looked into his eyes. “What makes you think I'd do anyone for free?” 
 
    “Doubting your teaching abilities?” Sean purred and leaned forward until his nose was inches from hers. She even smelled sexy. 
 
    “Oh, a sweet talker, hmmm?” She picked up the wad and looked at it. “Do you want these lessons in installments or all at once?” 
 
    “I’m a good student, let’s go for nonstop.” 
 
    “Big words, sure you’ll hold up?” 
 
    “Of course, I’m a leopard.” 
 
    “I’d noticed. But what does that have to do with anything?” 
 
    “Read up on the sex life of big cats, we fuck for days without sleep.” 
 
    “Yeah, but isn’t all of that fifteen minutes at a time or less?” she smirked. 
 
    “Why do you think I want lessons?” He laughed. 
 
    “Touché! Joyce, come here.” 
 
    Another rather fetching beauty came over to them. 
 
    “Take Mister....” 
 
    “Shadow.” 
 
    “Mister Shadow here upstairs. Clean him up and teach him everything you know about sex. Take your time, he’s going to be here a while.” 
 
    Sean looked at Liz, “What, aren’t you going to teach me?” 
 
    Liz laughed, a truly delightful sound, “I’m the advanced instructor, first you need to get by the beginner’s and intermediate instructors. Now, go.” And she shooed him off. 
 
    Sean let himself be led off by Joyce.  
 
      
 
    Seven and a half days later Sean had to admit that Joyce was a rather good instructor. So was Jill, Melissa, Mary, Helen, and Yvette.  About every four hours they’d switch, and he’d get to show them what he had learned. The girls really were into him and the sex, they actually thought it was pretty cool that he wanted to learn everything he could to please a woman in bed, and they made sure he pleased them, a lot. He got maybe two or three hours of sleep a day and spent that in his healing form to recoup as much as possible, and ate a lot of food. Some of the gals had some rather interesting powers, which made sense when you thought about what they did for a living. He let them use some of them on him, as it definitely made the learning a lot more interesting and fun for all of them. 
 
    So he wasn’t surprised when he fell into another one of his coma like states, he’d been through this three times now, he had enough built up to make another form, and so he did, he built a form just for sex. He used the effects the girls had used on him, along with what he’d learned about the process at that point to make a few minor physical changes in his new form. When he was done he was tired, panting, and Joyce and Janet were looking at him concerned. 
 
    “What just happened to you?” 
 
    “Oh, sorry, got a little overheated.” Sean lied, smiling, “give me a couple of hours to rest and I’ll be as good as new.” 
 
    “Well your money has pretty much run out, so I think that’s about all you’ll be doing here now,” Joyce chuckled. 
 
    “I thought I got a final exam with Liz?” 
 
    “Only if you’re willing to pay for it.” 
 
    “Hmm, maybe I’ll make her a wager,” Sean said pondering. 
 
    “Oh? What kind?” 
 
    “Ask me after I’ve had a few hours to catch up on some sleep,” he said and yawned stretching out as he quickly fell asleep. 
 
      
 
      
 
    “So, I’m ready for the advanced class,” Sean said to Liz smiling. He’d actually slept for ten hours. He’d been a lot more tired than he’d realized, but then after eight days of almost no sleep, he wasn’t surprised. 
 
    “I’ve heard you’re a very apt student; however I don’t think you’re ready for me yet. Besides, your money ran out last night.” 
 
    Sean purred, “How about a little wager?” 
 
    “Oh? What kind of wager?” 
 
    “Simple, I put up ten grand. If I satisfy you, I keep the money.” 
 
    Liz smiled, “and who decides if I’m satisfied?” 
 
    Sean grinned, “You do.” 
 
    “Awfully trusting, aren’t you?” Liz said running a finger down Shadow’s chest. She did find the fur to be incredibly sexy. At first she wasn’t sure she’d let this guy bed her, but her girls had told her he was a pretty good lover to start with and was shaping up to be a much better one. He was obviously sex starved and extremely eager. He was also strong and nicely built. “I could just lie and keep your money.” 
 
    “I’m willing to take that chance.” Sean purred again, Liz liked the way that felt against her hand, she had to wonder what it would feel like against other parts of her body. 
 
    “You, Sir, have a bet.” 
 
    Sean reached into his pocket and pulled out his own wad of cash. He had a decent amount left still of his own money, and as he couldn’t very well use a credit card he was forced to carry most of his stash on him. He peeled off ten grand and set it down on the table. “I want at least a few hours to try to not lose this,” he said smiling. 
 
    “Only if you’re good enough, Shadow,” She laughed and led him to her bedroom. 
 
      
 
    Liz laid back and sighed, he was pretty good, but not good enough, not yet. She was a demanding lover, very demanding, after almost a decade of having sex for money it took a lot to make it happen for her. Not orgasms, oh she had those easy enough, and he'd given her a lot of those. But not a really enjoyable big one. 
 
    “It was nice,” she said reaching up and rubbing his ears, he had just cum for the fifth time, and was still mounted on top of her. He really did have a fantastic body, and was a lot better equipped than her girls had led her to believe.  
 
    “But it wasn’t good enough,” Sean said nuzzling her. For him it had really been fantastic. She was a sexual goddess, and for all that he thought he knew everything at this point, she had still taught him a lot more.  
 
    “Not yet.” She smiled at him, “but I think you have potential.” 
 
    Sean laughed, “Oh, I see...” He purred causing his entire body to vibrate, including his semi-stiff cock, which was still inside her and Liz clamped down on him. She really liked when he did that. “How about double or nothing?” 
 
    She laughed and ruffled his ears again. “Come back Tuesday, it’s almost Friday and it's going to be a busy night this week.” 
 
    Sean pouted, “Awww.” 
 
    She tweaked his nose, “I honestly don’t know why you’re trying to do this.” 
 
    “Simple, I like to be good at whatever I do. I figure if I can please you, I’m good.” He grinned and kissed her before she could stop him, “besides, I like you; you’re actually taking my goal seriously.” 
 
    Liz scowled at him for the kiss, then looked a little surprised, “You just paid me a hell of a lot of money, why wouldn’t I?” 
 
    “I suspect all of your customers pay you a lot of money.” 
 
    “Well, business was slow.” 
 
    “Uh-huh. Sure.” 
 
    She shrugged. “Okay, I’ve never fucked a cat before. You’re strangely attractive, and my girls say you’re kind of sweet.” 
 
    Sean grinned. “See you Tuesday then I guess,” and he slowly untangled himself from her and reclaimed his clothing. 
 
    “I’ll be looking forward to it,” Liz smiled. 
 
      
 
    Sean was in a good mood as he headed back to his apartment, the last two weeks had definitely been interesting, and he had to admit the fairly non-stop sex was amazing, unlike anything he’d been involved with before. He was definitely going to start doing that a lot more! And that party, he’d have to find out where the next one was. Yeah, he’d have to deal with some assholes, but he wasn’t afraid of that. He’d killed so many people by now a few more weren’t any big deal, eventually he was sure they’d learn to leave him alone. But all those women just looking for a good time, he saw the looks he got. Yup, he was definitely going to a lot more of those. He’d just need to figure a way to guarantee himself future invites.  
 
    That night Sean found another underground rave and ended up using his newly learned skills to good effect. He ended up taking two rather delectable hot young ladies back to his apartment and spent the rest of that night and all day Saturday engaging in the kinds of things he would have dreamed of, if only he'd ever taken the time to think about the opposite sex during before now. 
 
    Both girls were quick to exchange phone numbers with him, when they finally left early Sunday. Rather than call them when he got up that evening, he decided to prowl around town and see what he could find on his own. It didn't take him more than an hour to find another party and another couple of playthings to occupy his time. He had to fight another one of those challenges first, but this guy at least asked for quarter once he realized he had lost. Sean was in quite good spirits and the gals were most definitely interested in him. Sean didn’t know why so many hot gals with a thing for cats hung out at the underground raves and the bad guy parties, but he knew a good thing when he saw it. Besides, after all the people he had killed, who was he to make moral judgments? 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Making Money the Old Fashioned Way 
 
      
 
    Shadow yawned and stretched out on the bed; Liz was curled up now besides him, a satisfied smile on her face as she ran her fingers through his fur. It had taken him three tries, but by the third time he had finally realized what it took to be a great lover, and now three months later and he was still turning up in her bed at least once a week.  
 
    Of course the girls at all the parties and the raves he was nailing all night long and half the next day helped him figure it all out. He had just been following a routine, going almost by rote. Once he realized he had to put himself into the effort, that good sex was a performance, not just a formula to be followed, he was not only able to satisfy Liz rather completely, but all of the women he was now bedding rather regularly. He even had one of those little black books that he was quickly filling up with names and numbers. 
 
    As for himself, he was Shadow Cat now; he rarely thought of himself as Sean anymore, because he wasn't. That life had ended, a new, much better one had started. 
 
    "Penny for your thoughts?" Liz asked. 
 
    "I'm thinking about money," Shadow told her. "I blew most of my wad getting set up here." 
 
    "What about those designer drugs you're selling?"  
 
    "That's not a very big market; it's also something I don't really want to stay involved in for long. I only did it to guarantee my invites to the party circuit and get people used to seeing my face." 
 
    Shadow had to admit to himself however, that it had been an effective strategy. His medical background and some research had tapped him in to the latest craze in the underground. His prices were low, the lowest around, and his quality was high. So of course everyone wanted his stuff, and the invites had poured in so fast, that he was a fixture at almost every party in town. 
 
    "With all the girls you're shagging at all those parties, I'm surprised you still manage to show up here as often as you do," Liz teased. 
 
    Shadow purred and rolled over to face her, wrapping his strong arms around her, he kissed her, long and hard.  
 
    Liz put her hands on his chest and tried to push him away, she didn't like clients kissing her, and even though Shadow was no longer a client, it was still a game they played. He really loved to kiss her and to be honest, she enjoyed it too. 
 
    "Gotta spend some time with my girlfriend," Shadow grinned at her when he finally came up for air." 
 
    "Girlfriend?" Liz laughed, shaking her head. 
 
    "What, you don't like having a furry boyfriend?" Shadow teased. 
 
    "What makes you think you've earned that right?" 
 
    "Oh, knock off the bullshit, Liz. How many other guys are you dating? Guys that aren't paying you for the privilege?" He quickly added. 
 
    "Don't be so sure of yourself, fuzzball." 
 
    "Come on, Liz. We're not just lovers, we're friends. Hell, you're the only friend I've got." 
 
    "Is that why you keep coming back?" she asked, surprised. 
 
    "And it's why you keep welcoming me back," Shadow grinned and gave her butt a squeeze. 
 
    Liz sighed, and then leaned forward and kissed him for a change. The surprised look in his eyes almost made her giggle.  
 
    "Okay, yeah, I like you, and I guess it's safe to admit I think of you as a friend. Though why you want a whore and a madam as a girlfriend is beyond me." 
 
    Shadow rolled onto his back, keeping an arm around her. "We're both outcasts. We understand each other." 
 
    "You? An outcast?" Liz chuckled, "Hardly." 
 
    "How many friends do you think I have?" 
 
    "You're new here yet. Give it time." 
 
    Shadow gave a snort. "I'm older than you Liz. I've never had a friend before." 
 
    Liz looked at him, surprised. He was staring up at the ceiling, "Seriously, Shadow? No one? Ever?" 
 
    "You're the first," he admitted. "I don't exactly fit in, looking like I do, and I've spent most of my life hiding from people, living in shadows you could say. I think you're the first person I've ever met who treated me like a regular person." 
 
    "What about all those gals you're bedding?" 
 
    "Their groupies, they're just looking for supers and bad guys to get their rocks off," Shadow shrugged, "not that I mind of course, I like getting my rocks off too." 
 
    "So what does that mean?" 
 
    Shadow turned and looked at her, "I'd kill for you. That's what it means." 
 
    Liz didn't even flinch. More than a few of the bad guys visited her house, including ones with super powers like Shadow probably had. The bordello might be her main business, now. But she had other sidelines she engaged in, including the selling of information. She wasn't proud of it, but she'd had people killed before, in order to protect her girls. 
 
    "Sure you want to go down that road?" she asked him and snuggled up against him. 
 
    "I've gone so far down that road, Hon, that there isn't any coming back," Shadow sighed. "Hell, it's one of the few things I'm really good at. But I don't do it for money, so don't go thinking you can start selling my services." 
 
    "Well, you were just saying you needed more money," she teased. 
 
    "I was thinking more about stealing some from somebody who didn't need so much." 
 
    "You don't strike me as the bank robbing type. Besides, you'd stand out in a lineup." 
 
    "There are a lot of bad guys in this town; surely no one would get upset if I robbed one of those?" 
 
    Liz shook her head, "All of the bad guys are tied into a network. Everyone works for someone else, all the way up to one of the major crime bosses, or maybe even one of the kingpins. You rob from one of them, and you'll have somebody's organization on your tail soon enough." 
 
    "Everybody?" Shadow asked, looking at her in surprise. 
 
    "Anybody worth stealing from. If you're going to go after criminals that is." 
 
    Shadow sighed, heavily, "I don't want to go stealing from regular hard working people. They're innocents when you get right down to it. Their life is hard enough without me making it worse." 
 
    "That's what insurance is for, Shadow." 
 
    He shook his head, "Sorry, no." He kissed her again, and smiled when she didn't pull away for once. 
 
    "Well, what about people who aren't innocent?" 
 
    "Huh?" he asked. 
 
    "There are just as many bad rich people living uptown, as there are criminals living downtown. Steal from one of them." 
 
    "I can do that?" Shadow said surprised. 
 
    "Oh course you can," Liz laughed, "they're not in any of the criminal gangs." 
 
    "Huh," he said, and thought about that. "I guess I could do that, but how would I find them?" 
 
    Liz smiled at him, "Well I just happen to be in possession of just that information." 
 
    Shadow smiled back at her slowly, then suddenly rolled on top of her. 
 
    "How much?" 
 
    "Twenty-five percent!" 
 
    "Twenty-five? That's an outrage!" he growled. 
 
    "It's a seller's market, Fuzzybutt," she grinned at him. 
 
    He paused a moment, and then started to kiss his way down her body. 
 
    "That's not going to work, Shadow!" 
 
    He stopped when he got to her breasts. Liz had a rather nice set, and using his tongue and his teeth, he started to go to work on them, very, very slowly. 
 
    Liz sighed and started to run her fingers through the fur on his head, he was definitely a talented lover. Though why he thought this was going to help his position, giving her something she enjoyed, was beyond her.  
 
    Twenty minutes later and he was still working on her tits, switching back and forth between her nipples, which were about as tight as they could get. He'd lit her fires, and she knew what he was capable of doing to her.  
 
    And he wasn't doing it. 
 
    She was pushing on his head, trying to get him to go lower, and the damn cat was just purring and doing enough to get her excited, but nothing else!" 
 
    "Dammit! Twenty, twenty percent!!" 
 
    She sighed as he started to work his way lower, until finally he reached her sex and started to take her to the next level, employing that incredibly long and talented tongue of his. 
 
    And still he wouldn't take her where she wanted to go! Damn him! He was getting her hotter, running his tongue all over her mons, his fingers over her body, but he'd yet to put anything inside her! 
 
    "Seventeen percent, you bastard cat! Now get to work!" and she kicked him in the back with her heel. 
 
    Shadow laughed and parted her lips with his tongue and started to artfully drive Liz crazy with it. Taking his time. He took her to the edge, and then backed off, letting her calm down. 
 
    Then he did it again. And again. 
 
    By the fourth time he backed off, Liz was kicking his back with both heels, as hard as she could and was beating him on the head with her fists.  
 
    "Fifteen and I let you live, you black furry bastard! Now make me cum or I swear I'm going to shoot you!" 
 
    Shadow surged up over her body, capturing her legs on his shoulders and bending her back as he mounted her, sliding in deep he just let her have it hard and fast. When Liz finally hit her climax she crossed her legs behind his neck as she bucked back against him, and pulled him close, her hands on his ass as she tried to pull him as deep as possible. 
 
    "That wasn't fair," she panted, when she finally came down several minutes later. 
 
    "Wait to you see what I'm going to do to get you down to ten percent, Hon!" Shadow laughed and kissed her. 
 
    Six hours of non-stop sex later, after he'd dragged her back to bed twice when she'd tried to make a break for it, he had her down to twelve. But she'd called him 'hon', and meant it. So he felt it was a win. 
 
    "I definitely trained you too well," Liz grumbled as they cleaned up in her shower. 
 
    "That's only because I care," he laughed. 
 
    Liz sighed, he was right of course, he cared and she knew it. Worse yet, he was the only one who did. Not that she'd ever tell him that. 
 
    "So when do you want the names?" 
 
    "That depends, where do they keep their money?" 
 
    "Most of it is in safety deposit boxes in the bank, but a good deal of it is still tied up in stuff in their houses. Artwork, antiques, stuff like that." 
 
    Shadow nodded and thought about that. 
 
    "You can go to Scorecard and ask him to hire some security specialists, burglars and other helpers." 
 
    "Yeah, but I'll have to pay them." 
 
    "So?" 
 
    "That's less for me, plus they're liable to talk." 
 
    "You're going to have to kick Scorecard a percentage too." 
 
    "Why?" 
 
    "It's traditional to kick the boss in your area a percentage of anything you make. Scorecard likes you, so he's the obvious choice." 
 
    "And what do I get for that?" Shadow asked. 
 
    "Access to his fences, he'll put you in touch with trustworthy crooks," Liz laughed, "well as trustworthy as they get. He'll also keep the other bosses from messing with you, and you'll gain respect." 
 
    Shadow nodded and turning off the water he gave Liz a kiss. "I'm gonna have to do some research. It'll probably be a few months before I can do this." 
 
    "Why so long?" 
 
    "Because I don't want to get caught, obviously," he laughed. 
 
      
 
    #          #          #          #          # 
 
      
 
    Shadow looked at his watch. It was twenty-five minutes after two. Taking the drill he started in on the lock on the first box. He had sixteen specific boxes to drill, two locks on each one. Depending on how long it took to drill a lock that was how many of the boxes he would be raiding.  
 
    The drill bit in fairly quickly, which pleased him. The first lock took very little time at all, but halfway through the second one, it started to bog down. He stopped and quickly changed the bit and started back up. When he got through the lock he got out the small bar he had made, flipped both locks and pulled the box out an inch and checked his watch.  
 
    Ten minutes. 
 
    He started in on the next box immediately. Fifteen more boxes, two hours thirty minutes. That would make it just past five in the morning. It would be close, very close. He had thirty drill bits left; he had brought a lot of them. He started changing the bits after each lock was drilled, and didn't bother stopping to pop the locks with the bar. That would wait until he was done. 
 
    He checked his watch as he started drilling each lock, doing his best to be as efficient as possible. As the night wore on he got his time down to four minutes and ten seconds a lock.  
 
    When he finished drilling the last lock he looked at his watch. It was four-fifty. 
 
    Moving quickly he unlocked each box, pulled it out, dumped it into the rolling dumpster, then replaced it, locked it, and pulled out the next one. He started with the ones on the bottom, which turned out to be a fortunate choice, as they were all filled with kilobars. One kilogram gold bars that were used heavily in trading.  
 
    By the time he got to the higher draws it was mostly coins, papers that looked like bonds and contracts, bundles of cash, and jewelry. He did his best not to dump the heavy stuff on top of the jewels, but he couldn't be too careful, he was running out of time. 
 
    When he got the last box dumped and replaced he wiped them all down with a rag, vacuumed the floor to pick up the worst of the metal shavings, then threw his tools all on top of the mess, wiped the floor down and threw that rag in last and covered it all up with the remaining towels. 
 
    He pulled the roll of stickers out of his pocket, and carefully placed one over each of the drilled out locks. Each of the stickers had a high quality picture of the lock face on them. Up close it would be obvious that something wasn't right, but a cursory glance, or an image over the cameras, wouldn't show a thing. 
 
    Finishing that he started to push the janitorial dumpster out of the vault.  
 
    Damn was it heavy now! The wheels were catching on damn near everything. He hadn't bothered to count the gold bars, but there were at least a hundred of them, which meant he was probably pushing three hundred or more pounds! 
 
    Getting the cart out of the vault, he reached up and grabbed the jumpers he put on the camera and yanked them off, then pulled the vault door closed. Spinning the locks he closed the gate, locked that too, and then started to push the cart down the hallway towards the back door. Setting the cart just over by the door he picked up the other janitors cart, and dumped the trash in it on top of what was in his. 
 
    Then it was a simple matter of opening the door and pushing the cart out onto the closed loading dock for pickup. 
 
    Then he headed back to the guard's watch station. 
 
    Both of the guards were still unconscious. Shadow checked all of the monitors, then sliding under the desk he removed the bypass jumpers he'd put on and looked back at the monitors, all of them showed the correct view now. 
 
    Going through the doorway into the recording room, he popped out all of the recording tapes and threw them in his bag, replacing them with the ones he'd taken out of the closet earlier. He put new stickers on each of the tapes and copied over the writing on the tapes he'd removed to them. He knew he wouldn't show up on the tapes, but the cart would, and so would the vault's camera suddenly going out. If his substitution wasn't discovered, then they might not even figure out exactly when the crime had been committed. 
 
    Going back towards the guards, he checked his gear, everything was in the correct bag, and taking out the aerosol spray antidote, he sprayed both of the guards in the face and then headed towards the front door. If the stuff worked as designed, they'd wake up in a bit of a daze, and wouldn't remember having been asleep when it wore off as it caused short-term memory loss for about an hour. 
 
    Checking his watch, it was almost six. Sitting down and taking a break he waited for the bank manager, who always showed up at ten to seven.  
 
    By seven-thirty, Shadow pulled up in a janitorial services truck, backing into the now open loading dock and picked up the full cart, replaced it with an empty one, and drove off. 
 
    He stopped at his uptown apartment building and using the service elevator he moved the cart up to his lair and left it there. Then returning to the borrowed truck, he drove it back to where he'd stolen it from, left it, and went off to catch up with the others. 
 
      
 
    After spending all night in the bank, robbing the houses was almost anti-climatic. They'd pull up in front of the house in a moving van. Go in through the front door, punch the codes Shadow had stolen from the main office into the alarm system, and then pack everything up and leave.  
 
    It took two hours to clean each house out, and no one thought twice about a team of movers in a great big giant moving van emptying out a house. Especially as Shadow had hired a guy to show up wearing the uniform of the security company and driving a car with the company's emblems on it.  
 
      
 
    "Shadow, this is Robbie the Dialer," Vito said, as the crew started to unload the moving van. 
 
    Shadow pulled back the hood and took off the mask he'd been wearing so he wouldn't stand out among the rest of the crew. The guy Vito was introducing him to looked to be about sixty, and as mundane as they came. 
 
    "Hi," Shadow said, and pulling off one of the gloves he was wearing he shook hands. "Are you the safe cracker Vito was telling me about?" 
 
    "That would be me," the man said and nodded. 
 
    "Great," Shadow said and unzipped the jumpsuit, "We got one large safe, three medium ones, and two small ones." 
 
    "Move them over by my bench there, and I'll get right on them," Robbie said. 
 
    Shadow nodded and called over Jeff, the guy who was the head of the crew and told him where to move all the safes.  
 
    "So, how'd it go?" Vito asked Shadow as they both watched the moving van being unloaded. Three households full of stuff was a lot of items. 
 
    "It went pretty well," Shadow smiled, "I think I'm going to give all the guys on the team an extra share." 
 
    "Really?" Vito looked surprised. 
 
    Shadow nodded and thought about all of the gold he had scored on the bank job that no one here knew about but him. 
 
    "Yeah, they did a really good job. I want the guy who we had impersonating the security service to get a nice bonus too. He yelled at us a few times and acted like a complete jerk. It was perfect." 
 
    Vito laughed, "Yeah, Chad's a ham; he pulls crap like that all the time." 
 
    "Well it sure worked, people were going out of their way to ignore us," Shadow grinned and shook his head. One of the guys on the team was carefully pealing the vinyl stickers with the moving company name off the sides of the truck, while the others started sorting all of the goods that they'd taken. 
 
    "It's going to be hours going through all of this junk," Shadow sighed. 
 
    "Days is more like it," Vito said looking over the haul.  
 
    Shadow looked over at the large group of antiques that they'd stolen along with everything else.  
 
    "You or Scorecard into antiques at all?" Shadow asked. 
 
    Vito shook his head, "I'm not, the boss is though." 
 
    "Tell him if he wants any of them, to come on down and help himself, I won't even take it out of his percentage." 
 
    "Really?" Vito looked surprised. 
 
    "Yeah, those things are too easily tracked; I doubt the fences will give us much for them. Besides, he set me up with a really good crew today. Gotta do something to show my appreciation, right?" Shadow laughed. 
 
    Vito smiled and shook his head, "You really are one of kind, you know that?" 
 
    "Well yeah, I see it every morning when I look in the mirror!" 
 
    Vito laughed and walked off to call Scorecard, and two hours later, Scorecard showed up with a small van and a couple of workers. He picked out six different pieces from the pile, and then as the workers loaded them into the van he came over to Shadow. 
 
    "Mister Scorecard," Shadow said and bowed. 
 
    "I think you've earned the right to drop the 'mister'," Scorecard chuckled. "Vito tells me you're really happy with the crew I set you up with?" 
 
    Shadow nodded, "I'm going to offer each of them an extra share of the loot. Today went incredibly well." 
 
    "As I understand it, you spent quite a bit of time and effort arranging for the owners to be occupied, the security company to be unaware, and had copies of all the codes and all the keys, right?" 
 
    Shadow gave a small nod. "Prior planning and all of that does pay off." 
 
    "Apparently so. Why'd you pick these three, anyway?" 
 
    "Because they were engaged in a lot of white collar crime. So they're most likely to have a lot of untraceable securities and other items in the safes that Robbie is working on over there." 
 
    "They don't work for one of the other bosses or kingpins, do they?" 
 
    Shadow shook his head, "No, Sir. Totally unprotected." 
 
    "Good good. I'll send over my main fence with Vito tomorrow." 
 
    Scorecard then turned to the crew that had helped Shadow; they were still going through all of the items that had been dumped out of the desks and dressers, as well as the smaller safes that Robbie had already opened. 
 
    "Listen up," Scorecard said, "Shadow has told me that you're all to get an extra share of the proceeds for your great work today, and I want to thank you all too. You men did a good job today. Now just don't tell anyone about it for the next few years!" 
 
    They all cheered at that and went back to work. 
 
    "Thanks, Scorecard," Shadow said and gave another small bow. 
 
    "You're a good kid. Come on by Bell's tomorrow when you're done with this, and I'll introduce you around. I'll let everyone know you're okay." 
 
    Shadow smiled and nodded again, and shook hands with Scorecard for the first time since he'd met him. 
 
      
 
    #          #          #          #          # 
 
      
 
    "So, how much did you make?" Liz asked him. 
 
    "Three point two million was the final amount that we ended up with, and that was after fencing." 
 
    Liz rolled over and looked at him; they were lying in bed together at her place. They'd already spent an hour making love to each other. 
 
    "That much?" 
 
    "One of the safes had a million dollars in bearer bonds in it. Another one had ten kilograms of gold and a quarter of a million in cash." 
 
    "How much did you end up with?" 
 
    "One million," Shadow smiled. 
 
    "What? Why so little? You set that whole job up!" 
 
    "Well, I gave Scorecard the customary twenty percent. Then I took half and split the other half among the crew that helped me rob all the houses." 
 
    "You gave one point two million dollars to a bunch of guys who just carried furniture out of a house?" 
 
    "Well, they did a bit more than that, and they helped a lot with getting all the stuff sorted. Plus one of them was the guy who cracked all the safes for me." 
 
    "Still, that's a lot of money!" 
 
    "Yeah, but they know that if they don't keep their mouths shut, I won't hire them again." 
 
    Liz nodded, "Okay, but that still leaves two hundred and eight thousand missing, if you only made one million." 
 
    "I bribed a couple of people to do some investigative reporting on the folks I ripped off, to get the focus of the public off of my crimes and on to theirs and tipped a few of Scorecard's men who weren't on the crew, but who helped me." 
 
    "Wow, they must be loving you," Liz sighed. "And after I get my percentage, you'll be left with just a little over six hundred thou." 
 
    "I must say that I'm impressed with your ability to figure numbers so quickly in your head." 
 
    "I'm a businesswoman, what did you expect?" Liz laughed. "So I take it that bag you brought has my share in it?" 
 
    "More or less," Shadow smiled. 
 
    "What do you mean, more or less?" Liz growled, giving him a look. 
 
    "Well, I wasn't exactly sure what your share was, so I had to guess." 
 
    "My share was three hundred eighty four thousand dollars!" 
 
    Shadow smiled, "Actually, it was more than that." 
 
    "What? We agreed on twelve percent! How can it be more than that?" 
 
    Shadow leaned in close and whispered softly in her ear. "Because I cleaned out the deposit boxes and there was almost two million dollars in gold alone in there. Plus a half million in cash, and I have no idea yet just how much in bonds and securities." 
 
    "Does Scorecard know about this?" Liz asked softly. 
 
    "No, just you. Apparently that theft hasn't even been discovered yet. When it is, I'll hand him a hundred grand, smile, and walk away. Until then, it's just between you and me." 
 
    Liz looked at the bag he'd set by the foot of her bed. "So just how much is in there, anyway?" 
 
    "Seven hundred and fifty thousand, half in cash, half in gold," Shadow purred. 
 
    Liz smiled and kissed him. "You really do bring a girl the nicest gifts you know!" 
 
    Shadow just hugged her back and purred louder. 
 
    "You know, when you disappeared for a few weeks there, you did have me worried, Hon. Where'd you go anyway?" 
 
    Shadow smiled, he'd spent two months and almost his last dollar developing a stealth form. It had other abilities as well, such as tracking and a lot of training in security systems, both electronic and arcane.  
 
    The arcane parts, as well as his newly developed stealth abilities that rendered him invisible to both humans and machines had cost him a fair deal of money. He'd had to call his old master for help with that, and then had flown halfway around the world for the requisite training from someone his master knew. 
 
    "Like I told you," he purred and started kissing his way down Liz's sweaty body, "learning not to get caught!" 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Circe 
 
      
 
    Gonna Raise Hell 
 
      
 
      
 
    It was a strange call for a domestic disturbance, by any stretch of the definition. There was a party, there was a problem, someone had called the Police, and the Police had quickly realized just what kind of people were at the party and having said disturbance. So Tomas and his nascent super hero team were tapped to give support. 
 
    Thadieus and Centurion had joked a little on the way over, making comments about their new ‘legitimate’ status. Chen had been his usual quiet self. They actually got there within minutes of the call because they were fortunate to be in the area at the time. 
 
      
 
    “Thank God you guys are here,” The Police Lieutenant in charge at the scene said leading them to the doorway of the after hours club. “It’s a powder keg in there, so be careful.” 
 
    “What’s the problem?” Centurion asked, following behind Tomas who was right behind the officer. 
 
    “That,” The officer said pointing as they walked into the club. 
 
    Tomas looked and blinked. The tableau was not a new one: there was a man lying on the floor, bloodied, and possibly dead. No wait, Tomas saw his chest move and could feel the life in him, he wasn’t dead, yet, but he had definitely been the target of some serious violence from the amount of blood on him and the floor. 
 
    Everyone else in the room was back up against the walls. Some were playing it cool, watching to see what happened out of the typical morbid curiosity of drunks or the criminal class that frequented this kind of establishment. Most of the rest however were just plain terrified. Tomas had heard those folks referred to as ‘Tourists’, they weren’t really part of the underworld, but they liked to hang out around those that were and sometimes even got caught in the middle of things when something bad happened. 
 
    And that brought his eyes to the ‘something bad’ that had happened, which was sitting on the floor in the middle of the bar, and which a good deal of the people here were focused on.  
 
    It was a cat, of sorts. 
 
      
 
    Shadow growled softly in frustration, the Cops had finally put in an appearance and here he was stuck out in plain sight. He’d been avoiding the police and anything that would bring him to their attention as much as possible since he’d moved here, flying under their radar as it were.  
 
    He probably shouldn’t have come to this party, up to now he’d been limiting himself to the serious underground raves and outlaw parties, the ones where nobody made too much of a fuss if somebody got into it, and where they definitely did not call the cops, even when people got themselves dead. But they had wanted his wares here and he needed the money, and he needed to start being seen after all, his unique appearance being something he needed people to get used to. So he’d come here, made the deal, passed over the drugs, then hung around for a bit to see what the party had to offer. He still wasn’t fully comfortable hanging out in public, but at least he didn’t have to fight a challenge anymore every time he showed his face. Of course he’d killed twenty of those challengers, and permanently crippled another seven, so they were getting wary of him now and giving him some respect. If only that asshole hadn’t started making a scene, none of this would have happened. 
 
    He patted the girl consolingly and purred a little, hoping again that she’d wind down soon. Poor thing was terrified. 
 
      
 
    “What the fuck ...” Centurion swore softly surprising Tomas. 
 
    “He’s a new super or something,” the Lieutenant said. “We’ve got nothing on him, but some rumors we’ve been hearing. Rumor is he’s one nasty son of a bitch, and has killed quite a few people.” 
 
    “Who’s that on the floor?” Tomas asked softly, he was looking at the cat man sitting on the floor near the victim, obviously doing something. Someone turned the lighting up just then and Tomas could now see that he was not alone, he was holding a young woman who was crying into his chest, apparently comforting her? She looked disheveled and the side of her face was heavily bruised. 
 
    “And who smacked her around?” Tomas added nodding towards the girl. 
 
    “The first is Jin-Tao, one of Laughing Boy’s Lieutenants. I don’t know the details but apparently there was a dispute about the girl, and well, here we are. Do you think you guys could do something? Jin-Tao is bleeding pretty badly over there, and that girl looks like she needs some attention as well. But the medics aren’t going to set one foot in here until he’s under control.” The Lieutenant said motioning towards the dark furred figure. 
 
    “Chen with me, you two can escort the medics.” Tomas said and slowly walked over towards the figure sitting, no, kneeling, on the floor. Tomas could make out more as he got closer; it was indeed some kind of cat man, an anthropomorphized black cat, definitely. The fur, tail, ears, and partial muzzle that displayed fangs were rather surprising. From the slashes on Jin-Tao’s body he was sure there were some vicious claws involved as well.  
 
      
 
    Shadow sighed as he heard them walking towards him, he didn’t have to look; his ears could track them just as accurately as his eyesight. There were only two of them and they were walking slowly, but he could hear the confidence in their steps, and one walked lightly, like a master. Shadow glanced out of the side of his eyes at the body on the floor, he should have killed him, would have too if the highly distraught and weeping young woman hadn’t attached herself to him. He’d pay for that later, he was sure, and the next time would be at the other’s choosing, and he was sure it would not be so easy. 
 
    He focused on calming the girl down, either she really liked cats, or she didn’t give a damn what her savior looked like, she was just grateful that the beating she was getting had stopped. He almost growled again as he thought about that, beating up a poor defenseless woman! Yeah, Jin would come back looking for a rematch, and Shadow wasn’t going to begrudge him one. In fact he was already looking forward to it. 
 
      
 
    When Tomas stopped he could hear the cat-man talking softly to the woman, calming her, telling her she was safe, that ‘the bastard’ wasn’t going to hurt her anymore.  
 
    Tomas pulled his power around him, motioned to Chen to be on his guard, and then put a hand lightly on the shoulder of the cat-man. He was big, six foot at least Tomas guessed, and appeared to have muscles like Chen did under that fur. Of course he’d laid Jin-Tao out, and Jin-Tao was a minor power, so he obviously couldn’t be a weakling. 
 
    “Excuse me,” Tomas said. 
 
    The cat-man’s head turned the second the hand touched him, his eyes focusing immediately on Tomas’s.  
 
    “Remove it or lose it,” Shadow growled, this was not a time to have complete strangers pawing at him. 
 
    Which of course set the girl off crying again, and holding on to the cat-man even tighter Tomas saw. 
 
    “Damn it,” He said softly still looking at Tomas, “you’re not helping. Back off.” 
 
    Tomas removed his hand but kept the eye contact. “What happened here?” 
 
    “Who wants to know?” 
 
    Tomas showed the badge he’d been issued by the City just last month when his team had gone official. 
 
    Shadow looked curiously at the badge, “Funny, you don’t look like a cop. Nice duds though.” 
 
    Tomas smiled, “We’re the new super team, but we have police powers and legal authority. Now, what’s going on here?” 
 
    “He thought he could beat her in public and no one would do anything.” 
 
     Tomas thought about that. It wasn’t exactly the response he would have expected from someone described to him as a ‘nasty son-of-a-bitch’. Those kinds of bad guys usually didn’t rescue women in distress. 
 
    “Is there anyone else in here that will back up your story?” 
 
    “Who cares?” was the growled response, followed by some softer reassuring words to the young woman still crying and clinging to him. 
 
    Tomas extended his powers a little more and got the distinct impression that the cat-man before him was extremely pissed off, especially the way he kept stealing glances at the medic’s working on Jin-Tao and occasionally glaring at him. The only thing apparently keeping him from wreaking some sort of havoc was the young girl desperately clinging to him in hysterics. Tomas could sense that he was feeling very protective of the woman for some reason.  
 
    Tomas decided to change tactics. 
 
    “Does she need medical attention?” 
 
    It appeared to work as the cat-man focused his attention fully on the woman clinging to him then with what Tomas’s powers then told him was an extreme single mindedness. Tomas also sensed some sort of power flow. This one wasn’t just a fighter, there was more here than met the eye. 
 
    “Yeah, she’s got a few broken ribs, a lot of bruises, some cuts, a mild concussion, I guess this wasn’t the first time tonight he’d let her have it.”  
 
    Tomas watched as he rubbed his chin over her head in a very cat like gesture and made soothing noises again, including a soft purr surprisingly. 
 
    “Maybe I should take her to the hospital then?” 
 
    That earned Tomas another sharp stare, “There isn’t a guy in here that’s going to touch her as long as I’m alive, understand?” and Tomas could feel he meant it.  
 
    “What if I got a female uniform in here instead?” 
 
      
 
    Shadow was warring with his feelings again. His protective side was up, and he didn’t want to let the girl out of his sight, but the guy had a point. Plus Shadow didn’t really have a place to safely keep her or take care of her. And the cops were here and were involved. It would probably be better to let them clean up this mess. 
 
    Besides, this was an official super team, backed by the city. He’d read a few of the articles just out of curiosity about his potential enemies, wanting to get their measure. No, enemies wasn’t the right word, but they weren’t going to be allies and weren’t exactly competitors either. More like adversaries. But in any case they were the good guys and he should be able to trust them to help the girl. 
 
      
 
    Tomas watched as the cat-man paused to reconsider and then whispered to the girl, asking her if she would go to the hospital with a policewoman? He took his time talking to her and letting her make up her own mind. By the time she agreed Jin had been wheeled out and the female officer that Chen had summoned walked over. 
 
    “What’s her name?” The officer asked the cat-man who shrugged. 
 
    “Beth,” the girl said weakly. “I’m Beth.” 
 
    “Would you like to go with me to the hospital Beth? The doctor can look at you and treat you there.” 
 
    “Will Jin be there?” She said looking frightened. 
 
    “No, we’ll go to a different one. After that we can take you to a shelter if you like.” 
 
    “I want to go home,” Beth said softly, “I want my Mommy and Daddy ....” 
 
    “How old are you Beth?” the officer asked. 
 
    “Sixteen. I ran away. I want to go home.” 
 
    “Beth,” Shadow purred, “Go with the officer to the doctor, they can call your folks then, and I’m sure you can go home after that. If you need anything, call me. Here’s my number,” he said and handed her a card. 
 
    “Will I be safe?” She asked him looking scared and small, her bruised face streaked with tears. 
 
    “If anyone gives you any trouble, just call.” 
 
    “I don’t even know your name,” she said softly. 
 
    “Shadow Cat, or just Shadow.” 
 
    “Thanks Shadow!” She said and hugged him tightly.  
 
    Shadow helped her to her feet then and let the officer lead her out the door.  
 
    Tomas noted that the place had pretty much cleared out at this point; the officers were nearly finished taking statements. This left Tomas and the rest of his group standing there trading uneasy looks with the cat-man, a.k.a. Shadow Cat. Tomas did keep them to one side, he didn’t want to surround Shadow, he was an unknown quality, and so far, he might even be innocent. 
 
    “Well his story checks out, according to the witnesses,” the Lieutenant said walking up to Tomas, but staying well away from the cat. “Jin was laying into the gal pretty well, apparently she wouldn’t do something he wanted her to, and ‘Shadow’ here came to her defense. It got nasty after that.” 
 
    “Jin-Tao is one of Laughing Boy’s men,” Tomas said turning to Shadow whom he noticed was idly licking half-dried blood from his claws in a rather cat-like manner. “Maybe you should come with us.” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “You sure about that? Laughing Boy is pretty vicious.” 
 
    “Laughing Boy won’t do squat.” Shadow growled, “He doesn’t coddle his people. Jin-Tao will have to deal with this himself, or he’ll look like a weakling.” 
 
    “That sounds almost as bad, you got lucky tonight, next time you might not.” 
 
    “No,” Shadow growled softly. “He got lucky.” 
 
    “Howso?” Chen asked quietly and drawing Shadow’s attention for the first time. 
 
    “You all arrived before I could finish him. Good night.”  
 
    And with that Shadow turned and walked away from them, going out the exit. 
 
    “That was cold. Should we go after him, Boss?” Centurion asked Tomas. 
 
    “No, we don’t have anything we could arrest him for, and besides, Jin-Tao had it coming. That girl looked seriously beat up.” 
 
    “Shadow Cat, huh,” The Lieutenant said making a note on his pad. “We’ve heard that name a few times too. Guess I’ll send this over to the intel unit that tracks the baddies and they can start a file on him.” 
 
    “So he’s new in town?” Centurion asked. 
 
    “I think he blew in sometime about five or six months ago. All I’ve heard are comments about the ‘big black cat’ that’s been seen at some of the local hang-outs, raves, and a couple of rumors.” 
 
    “What kinds of rumors?” Tomas asked. 
 
    “Well I told you the one.” 
 
    “Any others?” 
 
    “Yeah, well, that he’s a stone cold killer. But he didn’t kill anybody here, so I don’t know.” 
 
    “Well I guess we can talk with your intel folks in the morning. I’m going home. Later everyone.” 
 
      
 
    Shadow hadn’t taken two steps out the door when a rather attractive woman who he’d noticed in the club earlier detached herself from the group watching outside and walked over to him. 
 
    “Hiya sexy,” She said smiling. 
 
    “Isn’t that my line?” He laughed smiling right back at her. She was pretty hot, and the way she was swaying as she walked up to him made it very clear what she was interested in. 
 
    “Yeah well, I thought I’d beat the rush. How about we go someplace more private and get acquainted?” 
 
    “Sounds like a plan,” Shadow said purring. Fighting always made him horny. “So to what do I owe the honor?” 
 
    “Maybe I just like big sexy kitty cats?” 
 
    Shadow laughed again, “But?” 
 
    “But that was my ex you trashed the hell out of in there, and that alone deserves a reward.” 
 
    “Ah, I see. How long ago did you break up with him?” 
 
    “Just now. Seeing him get his made me realize that maybe I should start seeing guys who don’t think gals are punching bags.” 
 
    Shadow smiled evilly, “So this is a revenge fuck then?” 
 
    She blushed a little but nodded. 
 
    “Well come here and give me a nice long kiss so his friends can all see and tell him!”  
 
    She did, and he did. And he had to admit she was rather delicious. She herself had to admit that as things went, this might be a lot more fun than she thought. His body was hard as she rubbed up against him, and his package seemed to be rather large as well. 
 
    “You know, I still have the key to his apartment,” she whispered in his ear. 
 
    “Oh, I like that idea even more!” 
 
      
 
    Shadow yawned as he staggered back into his apartment, the sun was just rising, he’d spent all night fucking Stephanie’s brains out. He’d had her in Jin’s bed several times, leaving it nicely stained and covered with shed fur. He’d also banged her on the kitchen table and the dining room table, leaving nice claw marks in each, in Jin’s favorite lounge chair, and a few other spots in there as well. She’d been rather shocked at just how well endowed Shadow was, apparently Jin didn’t have much in the cock department, and he enjoyed the ego boost of yet another woman wondering if he’d ‘fit’ and then of course showing her he fit quite well. Once again he was glad he’d made his lover form, she couldn’t get enough of him and gave him her real address and number, pleasantly surprised that what had started out as revenge had turned out to be something enjoyable. 
 
    Yes Jin-Tao would definitely by hunting for him soon enough, he’d slapped him in the face not only publicly, but where he lived as well. He smiled to himself and purred, he might regret this night when he finally faced down Jin-Tao, but he had surely enjoyed it while it lasted! Shadow yawned and crawled into bed and soon sunk into a nice deep slumber. 
 
      
 
    #          #          #          #          # 
 
      
 
      
 
    “So, what have you learned?” Tomas asked the detective from the Super Villains unit. 
 
    “Not much to be honest, he’s new to the area, and has been maintaining an incredibly low profile. No robberies, holdups, assaults, kidnapping, nothing, we're not even sure exactly when he showed up. Most of the supers who come here make a point of showing off their powers, be they good guys or crooks. And usually pretty publicly at that ‘cause they all got something to prove. But this Shadow Cat guy, if he’s been doing anything criminal, he’s doing it privately and out of sight.” 
 
    “Okay, so he doesn’t seem to be doing any crime. Well what has he been doing?” 
 
    “He’s pretty big on the party circuit, has an eye for the women, and supposedly a lot of girlfriends.” 
 
    “Sounds harmless enough,” Tomas chuckled. 
 
    “If that was all, yes. But it’s not.” 
 
    “That doesn’t sound good.” 
 
    “What do you know about the challenge system?” 
 
    “Challenge system?” Tomas shook his head. “Never heard of it.” 
 
    The detective nodded, “Not surprised, most haven’t. It’s not really official, nothing in the underground is. But it’s regular enough that most law enforcement agencies have a name for it, from what I’ve heard it goes on pretty much everywhere.” 
 
    “Well that still doesn’t tell me what it is,” Tomas said. 
 
    “It’s like this, when the newbies come to the city, they fight amongst each other, or maybe with some of the low end local talent. One way or the other they’ll start a fight. That’s how they climb the ladder, and show off for the big guns, build a rep. Maybe draw enough attention to get asked to join one of the big villain’s groups.” 
 
    “And the loser goes home to lick his wounds and come back another day?” 
 
    “No, the loser goes to the morgue most of the time.” 
 
    Tomas grimaced, “That doesn’t sound good.” 
 
    “Well at least it keeps their numbers down, but it does explain why the surviving ones are often as nasty and callous as they are.” 
 
    “So our Shadow Cat’s been doing this? Well doesn’t that count as murder?” 
 
    “It would if we had proof, but we only have the usual rumors and secondhand accounts mostly.” 
 
    “Mostly?” Tomas gave the detective a curious look. 
 
    “We have some sources, like I’ve mentioned before. Word is Shadow Cat has been through a lot of these fights, a lot of them. Most guys do two or three, and by then they’ve raised up the ladder high enough to move on if they’ve survived.” 
 
    “But he hasn’t moved up?” 
 
    “No. He hasn’t.” 
 
    “Do you know why?” 
 
    “Yes actually. It’s because he has not issued a single challenge in all the time he’s been here. They say he shows respect to the established bosses, but doesn’t brown nose or kiss ass. They also say he doesn’t take any shit from anybody.” 
 
    “So he gets challenged a lot by the new comers and the other low end criminals who view him as weak because he doesn’t try to move up the chain.” Tomas said thinking out loud. 
 
    “Exactly. And it makes it self-defense, so it’s not illegal.” 
 
    “I see,” Tomas said, and he did see. “So how many people has he killed in these fights?” 
 
    “According to the bookies, twenty. They got a line on how many before someone gets him instead.” 
 
     “And just what are the odds?” 
 
    “Not good, you see even though he’s won ten times the usual fights, he’s not moving up at all. Not challenging anyone higher up. So some people are starting to think if they can just kill him, they’ll score major bragging rights.” 
 
    “Do you think maybe that’s why he took on Jin-Tao last night?” 
 
    The detective shook his head. “Not really, this guy is doing everything differently, his own way. On the one hand he shows respect to those that have earned it, but on the other he takes no crap from anybody and expects to be treated with respect right back.” 
 
    “So does he have any allies at all?” 
 
    “Nope, none.” 
 
    “What about friends?” 
 
    “As far as we can tell, other than the gals he’s screwing, not a one.” 
 
    “You serious? Then how’s he getting invites to the parties?” 
 
    The detective shrugged. “No idea, my sources say he has connections, but they’re a little spooked by him and don’t want to get too close. He doesn’t like people asking questions about him apparently.” 
 
    Tomas nodded and thought about things for a minute. 
 
    “So what do you guys think his superpower is?”  
 
    “We’re not so sure,” the detective said, “a few folks aren’t even sure he has one.” 
 
    “But you’re not one of them?” 
 
    “No, he’s gotten pretty seriously trashed in a few of those fights, knifed, stabbed, shot; I think he even lost a few fingers once. But he always shows up a few days later looking exactly the same. I’m waiting for the ‘nine lives’ rumors to start myself. 
 
    “But I’ll tell you one thing though,” 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “If I was a betting man, I’d bet on that cat.” 
 
    “Really? Why?” 
 
    “I’ve been tracking these guys for a decade now, and this one, this one doesn’t fit the mold. I’d watch your ass around him if I was you, he’s playing by some sort of rules I bet, but only he knows what they are.” 
 
    Tomas nodded and thanked the Detective for his time, even if it did raise more questions than he’d had answered. At least it didn’t sound like this new guy was any kind of a threat he’d have to worry about anytime soon. Maybe ever if Jin-Tao took him out. 
 
      
 
    #          #          #          #          # 
 
      
 
    Shadow spun left and slipped back an inch and ducked as the blade whistled overhead. The fight had been going on for some time now, longer than any serious fight he could ever remember being in. Jin-Tao had waited almost a week to come after him, and he’d come prepared. As fights went this was one of the toughest ones Shadow had ever fought, and he showed it. He’d been cut and wounded a number of times, but Jin-Tao looked no better at least. Jin was a master of the sword and Shadow was hard pressed to fend him off with his own. He was thankful he’d started to carry it again, but then he had been pretty sure this would be the chosen weapon for Jin. 
 
    They moved back and forth, each working for the advantage over the other, the crowd was quiet, few had ever seen things go this long, many had been sure that Shadow would not last this long, including Jin-Tao who was furious that the damn cat had not died already! He had not said a word when Jin had approached him, just stood there looking at him until Jin had attacked. Jin’s inability to score a telling strike angered him even more than the cuts and wounds he now sported. But sooner or later that cat would make a mistake and Jin would have him! 
 
    Shadow himself was not concerned, the pain he could block, and fear had stopped having any hold over him way too many years ago. Yes the dance was harder, but that was to be expected. He found it funny that so many thought he’d run away, or not last a minute. Fighting was fighting, and killing was just plain old killing. You did not rush into it, you did it when the moment came and the time was right. He’d killed so many in his life, in his rather short life, that this he felt would be no different in the long run. True most were easy prey once cornered, but some had been rich enough to afford the best protection, they had bodyguards and other tricks. A few, a very small few thankfully, had even had powers. But in the end they all had paid for their atrocities. 
 
    So it was really all just a game about waiting and patience.  
 
    And Shadow knew patience. 
 
    Shadow flowed and danced and dodged and cut and stabbed, fighting for many more minutes until suddenly the time was there for Jin-Tao, a mistake that could not be covered, a move too slow to be guarded, and Shadow killed him, taking his head clean off at the neck with his blade. Panting he took the time to clean his sword before re-sheathing it, then gathering up the tatters of his overcoat he slowly stumbled out into the street, the shocked silence of the crowd lasting far longer than usual. Guys like Jin-Tao did not lose. Guys like they had thought Shadow was did not win. 
 
    Tomorrow there would be a lot more respect for him than there had been the night before, that was rather obvious. But first he had to find a spot to lay low and heal up. He wasn’t sure he’d even make it to his apartment before he passed out, he was still bleeding pretty heavily, and his healing form needed a while to work before he’d be in any kind of a shape to do much of anything. Jin-Tao had hurt him pretty bad, and he wasn’t used to taking that much damage. 
 
    “Here, kitty kitty,” came softly from around the corner as Shadow stumbled his way down the street. He stopped and cautiously peered around the corner, there was a woman there, and she was down on one knee, like you’d do to call a cat. Only she was looking up at him and she was smiling. 
 
    “Here, kitty kitty,” she said again in that soft and oddly pleasing voice. Shadow felt rather foolish hiding there and he stepped out into the open. 
 
    “Oh, Kitty! You’re hurt!” She said looking up at him obviously concerned. Her hand reached out in invitation, again like you would to a cat you were calling. “Come here, Kitty and let me have a look at you,” she wheedled him. 
 
    Shadow couldn’t really help himself, he felt drawn to her, and while part of him felt it was a trap, the cat in him could not resist. He purred and walked carefully over to her and she stood up slowly and stroked the side of his face. 
 
    “Come home with me, Kitty, and I’ll take good care of those cuts.” 
 
    Shadow half closed his eyes and leaned into the hand on his face, rubbing his fur into the palm. He couldn’t help himself; he changed into his full panther form and heard a soft intake of breath from the woman. 
 
    “Oh yes, Kitty, that’s what I want,” She said rather breathlessly. “Come with me and let’s get you all healed up.” 
 
    Shadow followed her, he really didn’t have much choice, she was too enticing, she smelled too good, he wanted her. It didn’t matter that he was dead on his paws; he wasn’t going to lie down and rest now. But she didn’t lead him far, there was a van around the corner and she climbed up into the back and he followed. She sat down on the well-padded floor and he laid down and put his head on her lap. 
 
    “That’s a good kitty, you just rest there, and I’ll take you home.” 
 
    Shadow heard the van start up, someone else must have been driving, but he didn’t care, he was safe, he knew it. She was petting him and he wrapped one blood covered paw around her and held her close and passed out. 
 
    Shadow woke sometime later. When he was in full cat form time often got hazy for him, so he had no idea what time it was, but it felt like night. He was on a warm soft bed, with a warm soft body lying up against him. It was the woman, and they were alone. The room smelled of animals, many different types and species. He felt good, fairly whole, but tired. Obviously someone had healed him. He rolled over and wrapped the woman in his paws and pulled her closer. She woke up and yawned and looked at him, then kissed him. He’d never been kissed in full cat form before, it was interesting. So he kissed her back and slipped her some tongue, well all of it actually, she seemed to like it and started pressing up against him. 
 
    “Ohh yes, Kitty feels better I see!” she whispered and Shadow’s nose picked up a scent he was rather familiar with. About that time he also realized she was naked laying there. 
 
    “I’m Shadow,” he rumble purred deeply, rubbing his body against hers as she rolled over onto all fours in a rather obvious invitation. 
 
    “I know,” she said looking back at him and smiling.  
 
    Shadow shifted back to his sex form and crawled over to her, then using his tongue he slowly worked his way up her leg, then up her back until he was nibbling on her neck as he mounted her, taking his time and putting his hands to good use as he drove deep into her tight heat, purring rather loudly as he enjoyed her body.  
 
    Apparently she was enjoying his as well from the rather enthusiastic sounds she made. They made love several times. When he finally wore down and they were snuggled up again under the blankets, with satisfied purrs coming from him and sighs of happiness were coming from her, he spoke again. 
 
    “What’s your name?”  
 
    “Circe, you’re one of mine now,” she giggled. 
 
    Shadow cocked an ear and looked down at her; he could feel a hold on him now that she mentioned it. She had control of the cat, but he was not all cat, and the man in him could see some things worked both ways and that she was a rather hot and enjoyable female, so he’d let her hold his leash a little. The cat in him liked her, and that was important. 
 
    “Circe, huh. I think I’ve heard of you. I thought you hated men?” 
 
    “I do. But you’re not a man.” 
 
    Shadow flexed a part of his anatomy that was still lodged in a rather warm and tight place. “Not a man?” he chuckled softly, “Sure about that?” 
 
    She clamped him back and moaned softly. “Oh, definitively. Very male, and I like males, a lot! But not a man, definitely not a man. An animal.” 
 
    Shadow purred again, he remembered a bit more about her now. She was powerful, very powerful. Once of the city’s heavier hitting villains. She was something of an AR nut, and one nasty and cruel bitch. She didn’t come out to the parties the criminal types held very often, apparently a lot of them were afraid of her too, they claimed she could turn men into animals. But she seemed just fine to him. 
 
    He must have spoken out loud because she responded to his thoughts: 
 
    “Oh I can be very nasty, don’t you worry about that! But I treat my animals, especially the ones like you, very well. Very well indeed.” 
 
    Shadow yawned, “Apparently.” He pulled her closer, he was exhausted, all the sex on top of his recently healed wounds had him very run down. “Wake me when you get up. I’ll take you to breakfast someplace nice.” 
 
    “Oh, we could just eat here you know.” 
 
    “Whatever, just make sure there’s lots of it.” Shadow yawned again and was quickly asleep. 
 
      
 
    Shadow enjoyed Circe’s company for the next week, or more appropriately – her body. She had a nice one and he definitely used it a lot, not that she was complaining, instigating was more like it half the time. Personality wise he wasn’t quite sure about her yet, but he was drawn to her and liked her. It eventually dawned on him however that she was keeping him there, almost against his will. Almost, because when she would tell him he didn’t need to go or should stay, he’d agree with her. It was insidious, her control over him, but even after he realized it he couldn’t really complain about it. Because of what she was, the animal in him just couldn’t find fault with her. But it didn’t mean she had complete control over him either. 
 
    “I’m going to head back to my place today,” he told her. They were inspecting her property, she made the rounds twice a day, checking up on the animals she had as well as her staff of female helpers. Shadow eyed them all appreciatively, they were all very attractive, and all seemed interested in him, and he definitely had plans on eventually checking them all out himself. 
 
    “Oh you don’t need to do that, Shadow, you can stay here.” She said smiling, and he could feel her will pushing up against his own. 
 
    Shadow purred, “Yes actually, I do. I have things to take care of and you need to realize that you don’t control me as much as you think.” He smiled and pulled her over and kissed her.  
 
    Circe looked a little surprised. “I’m ordering you to stay!” she said and Shadow could feel the pressure increase, but it just put his backbone up. 
 
    “I’m not a pet, Circe, I’ll be back tomorrow. Stop pushing.” 
 
    “If you leave, you can’t come back!” she warned. 
 
    Shadow put his hands on his hips and looked down at her, “Bull Shit. I’ll come and go as I please. You wanted me, you got me. Now you better learn to deal with the reality of me.” 
 
    She looked at him. “You’ll come back?” 
 
    He blinked, “Of course I’ll come back, we both know you’ve got a hold over me now. Besides I like you, you feel niiiicce,” he purred the last bit. 
 
    “You’re so much smarter than the other animals. I wasn’t sure how you’d deal with it.” She said cautiously. 
 
    “Not much differently than they do I’m sure,” Shadow said motioning to one of her wolves. 
 
    She nodded and he left her then. 
 
      
 
    He had to be careful going back to his place, he only had the slacks that he’d been wearing that night left, and they were blood stained rather badly. He’d been walking around naked at Circe’s the entire week, which with the fur wasn’t a big issue for him, but might be for others in public. 
 
    When he finally did get home he spent a few hours getting caught up on his bills and other affairs. Then he went down to his favorite bar, the watering hole for most of the underground, Bell’s. 
 
    When he walked in the front door conversation stopped for a moment as everyone looked at him. There were quite a few surprised looks and quite a lot of respectful ones as well. 
 
    “Thought you were dead,” one of the regulars said looking up at him. 
 
    “Nah, just busy with a lovely young lady.” He nodded to the barkeep, “I’ll have the usual.” 
 
    “Sure thing, Shadow. I’ll have the waitress send it to your booth.” 
 
    Shadow blinked, “Booth?”  
 
    “You inherited Jin-Tao’s” the regular spoke up. “That’s one of Bell’s rules.” 
 
    Shadow ‘huh-ed’ and walked to the back of the bar. The booth’s weren’t large, four people usually, but if you were someone important you had a personal one at Bell’s. Shadow had been trying to figure out how to get one for the last month now that he’d marked the place out as his favorite.  
 
    The one he got was impressive, Jin-Tao was rather up there on the scale of things, and this one was close to ‘center stage’ as it were. Shadow looked around and saw one a bit more secluded that gave a better view of the bar and had a bit more of the shadows that he tended to like. 
 
    “Whose booth is that?” he asked the waitress. 
 
    “Red Hands’” She told him. 
 
    Shadow nodded, he didn’t know Red himself, but he’d heard of him. Not a major player, but definitely a player. 
 
    “Bring him a drink on me, ask him if he’d like to trade booths.” 
 
    She blinked at him, “You’d trade this spot for that?” 
 
    Shadow laughed, “What’s my name again? Do you think I want to sit out here in plain sight in the brighter lights? Hell no!” 
 
    “Oh,” she said and shrugged. 
 
    Fifteen minutes later and Shadow was sitting in a spot he preferred much much more, and was satisfied. Judging from a few of the comments he overheard a lot of folks approved of his choice. Jin-Tao had been a flashy show off kind of guy. Shadow wasn’t. Jin-Tao had also been around for years and everyone knew him, while Shadow had really only come to everyone's attention last month when Scorecard introduced him. 
 
    “Here,” he said to the waitress when she brought him another round, “Take this and have Bell get someone in here to reupholster the seats, replace the table with something nicer, and spruce the booth up. 
 
    She looked at the roll of bills, it was about five grand. “Sure thing.” And went off to the back. 
 
    “Might want to hold on to some of that,” A guy said slipping into the seat across from Shadow. 
 
    “Hi, Carl, invite yourself in why don’t you? And why’s that?” 
 
    “Don’t mind if I do, Shadow,” Carl laughed. Shadow hadn’t quite figured Carl out yet, he was a nice enough guy and talked with everyone in the place, but you were never quite sure were you stood with him. 
 
    “Laughing Boy is pissed; he’s really up in arms about what you did.” 
 
    “I’m not surprised, but what does money have to do with it?” 
 
    “Well traditionally when someone aces off one of someone else’s lieutenants, a little money changes hands as an apology.” 
 
    “Ah, Dane Geld.” 
 
    Carl nodded, “Pretty much.” 
 
    “So what’s traditional?” 
 
    “Well if you were a rival boss, a couple of hundred grand would do the trick.” 
 
    Shadow almost choked on his drink, “That’s a lot of money, Carl.” 
 
     “And you’re also not a rival Boss. I’d say at least fifty thou, maybe a bit more.” 
 
    Shadow sighed, he had it, but his cash flow wasn’t the best right now as he'd just invested almost all of cash using Liz's business advice. He’d need to make another big score this year if he didn’t want to go broke before that started to pay off. 
 
    “Thanks. Carl, I’ll send it. Wouldn’t want people to think I’m a piker or something.” 
 
    Carl nodded, “That’s why the bosses like you, Shadow, you show respect. And after the way you dealt with Jin-Tao, they know you’re not an ass kisser, that you’re a man of honor. They appreciate folks who follow the old ways.” 
 
    “I just wish the lower ranks would appreciate it and stop challenging me.” Shadow grumbled, “That outfit I had on the other night cost a fortune! And now it’s trashed. I hate ruining a good suit!” 
 
    Carl nodded obviously sympathizing. “I wouldn’t worry about it too much anymore. The Bosses have ordered their men to lay off and the noobs are all pretty much terrified of you now. So chill and cool for a while, Shadow, you’re in the big leagues now!” 
 
    “I don’t know, we’ll see I guess.” 
 
    “Well as Circe’s new Lieutenant, and her only male one, people are going to be treading lightly around you, so enjoy!” 
 
    Shadow closed his muzzle, which had opened during that last comment. “Circe’s Lieutenant?”  
 
    Carl laughed, “Word travels fast down here, you should know that. She and Laughing Boy don’t get along much, never have. So it’s only natural she’d recruit someone like you after you kick his number one man’s ass.” 
 
    “Huh” Shadow said.  
 
    “Exactly. Welp, gotta go. Keep the faith!” 
 
    Shadow watched as Carl went over to another booth to work his particular magic and pulled out his cell phone and called Jin’s ex-girlfriend. Might as well spend the evening with someone cute. 
 
      
 
    “So, shack up with any tramps?” Circe said a little snarkily to Shadow when he walked in to her place rather late the next afternoon. 
 
    “Only one,” he said and pushed her right up against the wall and stuck his nose in her crotch. “But let’s see, I smell one, two... how many?” He looked up at her pleased to see her flustered expression. “For someone who loves animals you keep forgetting that I am one. And we’re not mated so I’m not going to start killing everything that you want to fuck. So grant me the same courtesy and you’ll feel a lot better.” 
 
    “Somehow I have a feeling you’re not going to give me much of a choice, are you?” Circe grumbled pushing at him. 
 
    Shadow laughed, “Oh hell no. I have every intention of fucking your entire staff before the week is out. See what they’ve learned and all that!” he snickered. 
 
    “I don’t mind them too much, that’s part of their jobs after all.” 
 
    “Ah, and you’re their alpha bitch,” Shadow nodded slowly, “that makes sense.” 
 
    “Yes, I’m the alpha, and don’t you forget it!” She agreed and pushed his head back down, or at least tried to. 
 
    “Guess that makes me the alpha male,” Shadow snickered again and let her push him down to her crotch, which he then used his rather long tongue artfully on, after using his razor sharp claws to carefully divest her of her undergarments. Circe got very hot when he did such things he had quickly learned. And he appreciated that very much when he mounted her later and enjoyed her body once more. 
 
    They spent the next hour having sex before she called an end to it, she had a job to do that night, and Shadow was expected to come along. Shadow would have preferred not to, but he knew he wouldn’t refuse. He did shift into his full cat form, Circe was known for bringing animals to her heists and this one would be no different. Shadow figured that another cat in the mix wouldn’t stand out enough for anyone to connect him to it; she did have a couple of jaguars already that she sometimes used. 
 
    The team was fairly simple, a half dozen wolves, a half dozen of her amazons. These gals weren’t part of the animal care staff; some of them had no interest in males of any stripe. They were well trained and well practiced Shadow noticed, and quite loyal. There were a few other animals in the group too: a couple of hawks for surveillance, some dogs for sentries, and a couple of medium sized wild cats for getting into tight places. 
 
    Circe really did talk to the animals in a way that they could understand and she could understand them when they talked back to her. Shadow also discovered that the other rumor was true; she could, and did, turn men into animals. Just about all of the animals she took on her jobs had once been men, which was why they were smart enough to do some of the very complicated things she told them to. 
 
    Being as he was already part animal, Shadow had learned that he was immune from that ability, but he still had been surprised to find out she had over a dozen animals in her menagerie that had once been men. He was even more surprised to find out that they were all rather content with the situation. Apparently they found Circe's level of care a lot better than anything they'd experienced previously, because the effect supposedly did wear off, but only if you left. 
 
    Tonight's job was a fairly simple robbery, the only difficult part was robbing something of value, and Circe had found something that someone else wanted and was willing to pay a lot of cash for. Shadow wasn’t terribly interested in the crime, he had his own jobs he did now, and he was very careful about his targets, they were picked for a reason more than for the payoff. Circe however was more interested in the money she could make.  
 
    The advantage of the place they were robbing was that the target depended on obscurity mostly. So Circe felt it would be lightly guarded. 
 
    Shadow tagged along as they cased the perimeter, and then penetrated the grounds of the building, Circe’s team next studied the outside until they found the alarm feeds they were looking for and neutralized them. It wasn’t terribly exciting of course and took a while, quite a while. Circe and her gals weren’t going fast, Shadow felt they should have prepared more, but at least they weren’t sloppy. 
 
    Going in was done fairly quickly after that, and there was only one guard who was quickly rendered unconscious before he had time to sound an alarm, or even know he was in trouble.  
 
     It was a different story for the owner however who happened to be in at the time of the heist. 
 
    “Ah what have we here?” Circe chortled at the sign of her wolves holding an older man at bay. 
 
    “Who are you? What do you want?” The man said. He looked scared, but he wasn’t cowering at least Shadow noticed. 
 
    “Oh I was just in the neighborhood and thought I’d let myself in,” Circe said, “excuse me while I help myself, please, don’t get up!”  
 
    “Take what you want and get out!” he said. 
 
    “Oh I will, don’t worry, I will.” 
 
    Shadow watched as Circe went right to a cabinet and opened it; the man groaned and sagged against the wall.  
 
    “Bitch,” he whispered softly. 
 
    “What?” Circe growled and turned her head to look at the man. 
 
    He looked up at her, then at the wolves. “Nothing. Just take it and go.” 
 
    “Maybe I’ll take something else as well,” and she looked to the wolves. “Kill him.” She said in the tongue of the animals. 
 
    “Stop!” Shadow growled and swatted one of the wolves on the ass, “Back off, now!” 
 
    The wolves backed away from the man and growled angrily, looking from Shadow to Circe and back again. 
 
    “What do you think you’re doing?” Circe yelled at Shadow, “I told them to kill him!” 
 
    “He’s innocent; he’s no threat to you. You want me? Well there’s a price to pay for me, Circe, you can only kill when you must.” 
 
    “He insulted me!”  
 
    “You’re robbing him; do you expect him to like you? You got what you wanted. Let’s go.” 
 
    The man looked from the cat who was growling, the wolves who had been growling, and the woman who was making strange noises at them all. Wisely he decided to keep his mouth shut. 
 
    Circe cursed and grumbled and glared, then gave the order for everyone to leave. The Amazons stared at Shadow as he followed Circe out of the building. They may not have been able to speak the tongue of animals as Circe could, but they had a pretty good idea of what had just transpired, Circe’s temper was famous. 
 
      
 
    “You would have fought me for that bastard, wouldn’t you?!” Circe yelled at Shadow. 
 
    Shadow yawned. “Of course, but we both know you wouldn’t have fought me for him.” 
 
    “Don’t be so sure of that, Shadow!” 
 
    Shadow stood and stretched slowly, then looked at Circe, “We can’t kill each other, hell we probably can’t even really hurt each other, and you know it, Circe. It’s the price you pay for your control over me.” 
 
    “Why you, you! That’s it, you can sleep alone tonight!”  
 
    “Oh hell no,” Shadow said and hooked one of Circe’s legs as she walked away from him. “You can go play with your pets, after I’m done with you!” He growled. 
 
    Circe kicked at him, and tried to crawl away, and he was having none of it. It was fast, it was brutal, and Circe came so hard she almost passed out. She finally had an animal that could get the best of her, it had been so long since she’d been in this situation, and she had thought it would never happen again. But now it was and for all of the frustrations she loved it anyway.  
 
    Shadow spent the rest of the evening and all of the night checking out a few of Circe’s girls while Circe was occupied. It was a combination of curiosity, horniness, and wanting to be sure everyone understood that he was someone to be reckoned with.  
 
    But primarily it was just him wanting to get his rocks off in a bunch of attractive women who were already used to males like himself. And he was by no means disappointed either. 
 
      
 
    The next few months were a little tense as Shadow and Circe started to get each other’s measure. Shadow enjoyed her company, except for when he had to help her with a job. He didn’t care as much for that part because she was often flashy in her heists and people often got hurt. But at least no one was getting killed anymore. They butted heads several more times and Circe got a few victories and Shadow got a few as well. If he could have walked out on her, he probably would have. She was as close to the limit as he could stand, actually often a little past it. 
 
    But some of the control worked the other way as well and she learned he had limits she had to honor or bad things would happen. She did not want to lose him, he realized, and he was starting to care about her, because she did actually understand the cat in him. So they hammered out a relationship. 
 
    Shadow did make sure he didn’t spend all of his time with her; he needed his freedom after all. He wasn’t going to let himself be leashed. Three or four nights of the week she got him, the other nights he spent with Liz or a girlfriend or someone he scored from one of the many parties he went to. He was getting a lot of party invites now, his new stature, and the wares he supplied had put him in a higher demand. Sometimes he even brought Circe along with him, she enjoyed showing off now and then, and liked to socialize some herself. The first time they had a fight in public, well argument really, Shadow was surprised at the shocked expressions of many of the others at the party when he just picked her up and carried her off while she cursed at him.  
 
    Apparently many thought he was a dead cat for sure, but over time people realized that their relationship was volatile, and that it was best to stand clear if they got to fighting. As relationships go it was fairly dysfunctional, but that didn’t stop Shadow from enjoying it all the same. At least when she wasn’t pissing him off. 
 
      
 
    #          #          #          #          # 
 
      
 
    Tomas stood up and stretched, then took another sip of his coffee. He hated these ‘after action’ reports that he had to fill out. Every raid, every arrest, every time his team went into action there was the paperwork they all had to do afterwards. Sometimes they spent more time filling reports than they had in the action that generated them. He looked down the list of possible perps that had been at the party. The ones that they’d either glimpsed during the raid, or that the ones they’d arrested claimed had been there. Once again Shadow Cat was on the list and this time no one on the team had even seen him. 
 
    Oh they’d stopped him more than a few times at a raid, but a quick search had always turned him out clean, the cat had nothing more than money on him and wasn’t engaged in anything illegal at all. So they’d not been able to arrest him. In the last few months however they’d maybe had a glimpse of him in the initial moments of the raid and then - nothing. But now in these last three, not even a glimpse, yet the people they’d brought in for questioning all claimed to have seen him.  
 
    And of course the intelligence people had given him the other news: that Shadow Cat was apparently working for Circe now. Circe was bad, she’d been caught twice now for murder, but each time the case had collapsed due to a lack of witnesses willing to testify. Tomas had been involved the last time she’d been caught, he knew she was guilty as all hell, but he hadn’t been able to prove it in court.  
 
    Tomas sighed, Shadow had won over Jin-Tao and though the body had never been found the rumor quickly spread out of the underworld and even made the rumor columns in the local tabloids that followed such things. And so Shadow had obviously finally moved up. They’d been seen in more than a few places together, but not at any crime scenes. Of course Circe hadn’t killed anyone in awhile, which was refreshing, nor had she given them any reason recently to bring her in. But he knew when that time came he’d have to bring the heavy artillery; she was obviously getting more powerful.  
 
    The team was coming along well; they were having some successes here and there, but nothing major yet. The Mayor was pushing for results too, it had been nine months since the team had been formed and quite a few budget dollars had gone into it. The Feds were promising matching funds, but Tomas knew that without some prodding those probably wouldn’t show up either. His team still needed a big success, something to guarantee their budget, get them a little recognition and confidence. Maybe even some trust, until the public trusted them more, getting important tips wasn’t going to happen often, and even when they did happen, without people manning the telephones, they might not even be there to get them. 
 
    Tomas shook his head again; life had been so much easier as a rogue hero. Yeah you didn’t get as many convictions, but you didn’t have to fill out reports in triplicate! 
 
      
 
      
 
    Shadow yawned and stretched slowly. It had been a late night and he really didn’t feel like getting up, but he was hungry and he could smell food. Circe’s assistants often used that trick to get him out of bed, because often nothing else would do. He growled and shifted and walked out to the kitchen to see what there was for him. At least it all smelled good. 
 
    “Good afternoon sleepy head!” Joyce said to him when he walked into the room. She had several plates set on the table with food on them, all meant for him obviously. All of the staff girls knew Shadow could be grumpy in the mornings and if woken early he wanted one of two things. So she was nude as well just in case it wasn’t food he wanted. 
 
    Shadow grabbed a chair and sat, still only half awake, starting in on the food. He’d have Joyce later; he wondered if they knew it was their parading around naked that raised his interest? He wasn’t going to tell them that of course, he liked these distractions whenever they got him up early, because early always meant he had to do something for Circe. He peered up at the clock as he started in on the omelet. Joyce was really a good cook and she’d put a lot of meat into it, he purred and shoveled it in. 
 
    “What time is it?” He asked between bites. 
 
    “Eight.” 
 
    Shadow groaned, he’d read the clock right. He’d been asleep for maybe two hours. 
 
    “Your own fault, you should have gone to bed earlier,” Joyce teased him. 
 
    “I did. Not my fault one of your horny co-workers decided to keep me up late.” Shadow grabbed the coffee; he was going to need some caffeine for sure. 
 
    “Just one? I heard you had three or four in there.” 
 
    Shadow felt his ears go flat in embarrassment. “Umm, yeah. So anyway, what’s up?” 
 
    Joyce smiled and walked over and started to rub his shoulders as Shadow ate. She liked the feel of the muscles under the fur; Shadow had quite the body she thought. He was definitely the best of both worlds. 
 
    “Circe called; she was out at a friend’s and is sort of stuck there for the moment.” 
 
    Shadow paused in mid chew, “Stuck?” 
 
    “The police are out in force, there are roadblocks everywhere, people are being hauled in for questioning if they even look suspicious. She thought it would be better to stay where she was for the moment.” 
 
    Shadow swallowed, “So what does that have to do with me?” 
 
    “She said something’s up and she wants everyone awake and alert in case we have to high tail it out of the hideout.” 
 
    Shadow nodded and leaned back into the neck rub he was getting. He’d eaten enough food, now he had other hungers to sate as long as he was up and about. 
 
    “Mmmm, that feels nice. Now how about coming around and doing the front?” He purred. 
 
    “I thought you’d never ask!” Joyce laughed. 
 
      
 
    It was nine thirty when Circe called back and this time Shadow answered the phone. 
 
    “So what’s up, Circe?” 
 
    “Haven’t you bothered to listen to the news or watch TV?” Circe asked him. 
 
    “Nah, I had something much more enjoyable to watch,” He purred and licked the back of Joyce’s neck, causing her to giggle softly. 
 
    He could hear Circe sigh at the other end of the phone line. “Someone kidnapped Senator Larson’s daughter. Snagged her right out of the house, killed a couple of security guards in the process too.” 
 
    “Whoa, that doesn’t sound good.” 
 
    “It wasn’t a straight up job either, sounds like someone with super powers.” 
 
    “Any idea who it was?” Shadow asked curiously. 
 
    “I’ve checked around a bit. No one thinks it was anyone local. This is drawing way too much heat. There are Feds everywhere and more flying in by the minute.” 
 
    “So what do you want to do?” 
 
    “Make sure the animals all have lots of food and water, then tell my Amazons to hide their stuff and disperse until the heat blows over. Hide whatever can be hid, and be ready to take my staff and what animals you can and leave if they try to break into our place. I figure I’ll be there about noon. I’ll figure out more when I get there.” 
 
    “Okay. I’ll tell everyone what to do.” 
 
    “You’d better stay off the streets hon,” Circe warned, “They’d take you in, in a heartbeat.” 
 
    “Later.” 
 
    “Take care of my pets, you furball. And yourself!” and Circe hung up. 
 
    Shadow told Joyce what to tell the others, and then headed off for a shower. By the time he got out of the shower the Amazons were starting to filter out, and the staff girls were getting the animals cared for, and ready to move if need be. Shadow could talk to some of them, mainly the cats, and of course the ones that had once been men understood English fairly well. 
 
    He told them if the helpers opened their cages to follow the helpers and go where they were led. There wasn’t much else to do after that really and it was boring to just hang out around there. The Senator’s daughter thing came to mind again, she was only six; this was the kind of thing he had to look into. If he didn’t, it would probably bother him later. 
 
    So he gathered a few of his own things that he kept here and putting on his armored duster he told the girls he’d be back later and slipped out to see what was up. 
 
      
 
    Shadow used his stealth form; his abilities had been growing steadily as he got comfortable with it and gained confidence. It was time to put it to the real test he guessed, and see just what he could get by. He decided to head down for the Senator’s house. It was probably the best place to start, though he didn’t think he’d be able to get inside. There would be way too much heat for that. But he wasn’t sure he’d need to do that anyway. The conventional people could cover the conventional angles. He’d be thinking as a super and see what different spin on things he could come up with.  
 
    Only a psycho or a man with a plan takes on the Fed’s these days, and that would be Shadow’s approach. 
 
      
 
    It took Shadow several hours longer than normal to get to the uptown district and work his way out to the mansions that littered the area. Security was high alright, police were everywhere, and there was a lot of people being stopped and questioned. He had to wonder how long they could keep this up, eventually people would start to complain, and somewhere a judge would finally say ‘enough!’ and it would all go away. Well the stopping people would, he wasn’t sure just how long the extra presence would last. 
 
    Shadow got fairly close to the house; he was actually on the grounds sitting in a tree looking in a window. There were a lot of police about, and he saw the parents, wringing their hands and talking to the police. He looked around the area; he could see the signs of a first class security system, one that would make him think twice. However he didn’t see any signs of violence around back, which conflicted with what Circe had said and the news report he’d heard while coming here. Maybe the news reports were wrong then? He knew how he would have done it, so he decided to investigate that angle and slipped back down to the ground and prowled around. It took him a couple of hours, he had to stay hidden after all, but eventually he found it. Her ‘secret garden’. 
 
    It was a little play area hidden in some bushes. An adult would over look it because it was too small. But to a small child a small place is a world of fantasy and enlightenment. Her scent was everywhere, and a few of her toys were there as well. Shadow prowled some more and he got it eventually, a scent that didn’t belong. Another girl’s scent, a bit older maybe, but not much. 
 
    Shadow backtracked that scent out of the garden, off the property and down the street. He lost it at the shopping center, a supermarket. She had come out of a car here, probably been with an adult, but there were too many scents to tell. He looked around and saw there was a camera focused on the parking lot. Most places didn’t bother, but in this part of town people worried about their cars being stolen. Shadow traced the wire from the camera, found the store that owned it and took a little time to infiltrate the building. He had to admit his stealth form was working rather well, the time and effort he’d put into it, was definitely paying off. People’s eyes just didn’t see him, and neither did the electronic ones.  
 
    Getting the tape was simple; playing it back wasn’t very hard either. He had to watch it a while, but eventually a mini-van parked and a man got out with a small dark haired girl. He led her out of the range of the camera, but it was in the right direction. Twenty minutes later they came back with another child, and got into the van and drove off. Simple, easy. Someone who understood how kids worked. Shadow wasn’t sure it was a super, but he was sure he didn’t like what he saw. If he had better equipment, he could probably get a better shot of the man’s face, maybe even the license plate. But he didn’t have access to that sort of stuff. 
 
    Then again, he knew someone who did. He found a payphone, a rarity these days and made a call. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Tomas was flying as fast as his powers would let him go, the caller had been clear, there was a tape with vital evidence, at a specific location, and the sooner he got it back to a lab to study it, the better. There was something to the voice that reminded Tomas of something, but he couldn’t put a finger on it. When he got to that phone booth twenty minutes later, the tape was there where he had been told it would be. There was a note attached to it with a time index written on it, and the location of the camera the tape was from.  
 
    There was also a smaller second note, with a phone number and a brief sentence: ‘If you need something illegal done, this number is good for 24 hours’. Tomas considered that part carefully as he flew back to his office. This wasn’t the kind of tipster he had expected, but it was more than he’d hoped for.  
 
      
 
    “Yup, that’s her alright Tomas,” Centurion said looking at the tape. “Whoever took this knew what they were seeing.” 
 
    “It came from the parking lot security camera down the street from the Senator’s house. This wasn’t done intentionally, we just got lucky.”  
 
    “Well, how’d you get it?” 
 
    “Someone either saw something, or figured something out, and sent me the tape. Think you can get the plate number off of that car?” 
 
    “Easily. I’ll have some nice printouts of his face and the little girl with him as well.” 
 
    “Good, we can turn them over to the feds and see about getting them identified.” 
 
    “Are you sure that is a good idea Tomas?” Chen asked. 
 
    “Of course it is. I can’t sit on this Chen!”  
 
    “No, you can not sit on it. But maybe we could use it to save her ourselves. We call in who we need to support us, and we do this. Not them. This is our town, these are our people. Fate has given this to us; we should not abuse the choices of fate after all.” 
 
    Tomas thought about that a moment, involving the feds would mean a delay, without them they could move much faster. Then there was the whole story about this being a violent abduction. There was nothing violent about this at all; it was a perfect stealth operation. Something didn’t add up. Chen was right, fate had taken a hand in events, and he would not toss it away. 
 
    “Get DMV on the line and get all the info you can. Thadieus, send that picture around once Centurion gets it up and see what you can find out. Call me when you have something.” 
 
    “Where are you going?” Centurion asked. 
 
    “To the crime scene. Something doesn’t add up. I’m going to see what they will share with me.  
 
      
 
    Shadow was back at his apartment, taking a nap, Circe had called to bitch him out, but everything was fine at her place. Traffic was still a mess however and his place was closer, and had fewer distractions in it. He’d been asleep probably twenty minutes when the throwaway cell he’d bought at the 7-11 rung. 
 
    Growling, Shadow picked up the phone, “What?” 
 
    “Why’d you give me the tape?” 
 
    Shadow took a moment to collect his thoughts, and then remembered why he had that phone. 
 
    “Cause you’re the good guys. So go be good.” 
 
    “How’d you figure it out?” 
 
    “I’m not stupid.” 
 
    “Obviously. Why get involved?” 
 
    “I was bored and curious.” Shadow yawned and sat up on the bed, “Now why the twenty questions?” 
 
    “Because it doesn’t feel right.” 
 
    “Heh, you noticed that too?” 
 
    Shadow heard a sharp intake of breath.  
 
    “What bothers you?” 
 
    “The dead guards." Shadow admitted. "I didn’t see any signs of violence, and they got the kid out quiet and clean. So why are they saying there were dead guards?” 
 
    Shadow listened to the silence on the other end of the line. 
 
    “So there really were dead guards?” Shadow said after a while. 
 
    “Yes, I saw them. Obviously killed by a super.” 
 
    “Huh. Security looked kind of heavy, heavy enough that a straight up super attack probably wouldn’t have worked, right?” 
 
    “That’s what has everyone puzzled. Two dead guards, a missing kid.” 
 
    “Yeah, but you know how they did it, so what’s the issue?” Shadow said and yawned again. 
 
    “Then why kill the guards?” 
 
    “I can think of two reasons.” 
 
    “And?” Tomas asked after it became clear he wasn’t getting an answer without asking. 
 
    “First is to make a point that they’re serious, they are willing to kill.” 
 
    “Second?” 
 
    “Misdirection. Hell the kidnappers may not even be supers. They may just have hired someone to do that as a hit. It’s pretty easy to kill two guards and run after all.” 
 
    “Sounds like you know what you’re talking about.” 
 
    “Yeah, do you need my help or you got this one?” 
 
    “I don’t even know who you are.” 
 
    “Yeah, I like it that way. Bye.” And Shadow hung up and went back to bed. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Tomas raised another beer to his teammates. “That went well, didn’t it?” 
 
    “And a Senator’s kid!” Thadieus said grinning, “Helllllo federal funding!” 
 
    “Yes, we were wise to accept fate’s hand, were we not?” Chen said. 
 
    “We most definitely were. Good call Chen.” Tomas said. 
 
    “So, any idea who our anonymous source was?” Centurion asked. 
 
    “I have a suspicion, but nothing I can pin it down to.” 
 
    “You try calling him again?” 
 
    “After the news broke, but I guess he’d flushed the phone by then. The FBI traced it to the company that sells phones to 7-11.” 
 
    “So probably a bad guy then.” 
 
    “Probably,” Tomas agreed. 
 
    “So why help us?” Thadieus asked. 
 
    “Some bad guys had bad things happen to them as kids,” Centurion said, “abuse, beatings, rape, you name it.” 
 
    “So they get involved?” 
 
    “Sometimes. I’ve seen it before. They won’t risk themselves, but they might help, especially if what happened is like something they went through themselves as a child.” 
 
    “Well I’m sure glad this one helped us this time. And not just because of what it means to us. That kid would have been hurt for sure.” 
 
    “No doubts on that. Well, tomorrow we meet with the mayor and with any luck the feds will finally let us schedule some time in their danger room and we can get some real practice in.” 
 
    They all nodded at that, practice was something they knew they still needed, to improve their teamwork. 
 
      
 
    #          #          #          #          # 
 
      
 
    It was late and Shadow was heading back to his place, alone for a change. A nice undisturbed sleep was what he was looking for. 
 
    “Hey, got a minute?” came a voice from behind. 
 
    Shadow stopped and turned, whoever they were, they were good. People usually didn’t get that close without him hearing them. Of course he quickly noticed this person wasn’t actually touching the ground, his feet were just an inch above it. Obviously a good technique for moving silently. 
 
    They were wearing baggy clothes with a hoodie, the hood being pulled up and forward to hide their features from casual view. He recognized who it was; the hood they were wearing didn’t disguise them from the front. It was dark enough though that few people would see who it was from even that angle. 
 
    Shadow shrugged, and turned back the way he was heading, “I guess.” 
 
    “I wanted to thank you for your help,” Tomas said falling in beside him, and actually walking now. 
 
    “What help?” Shadow yawned, a nervous habit he still sometimes fell back on when surprised. Have to watch that he realized. 
 
    “Right. Here’s my private number, just in case.” 
 
    Shadow glanced at the card, read the number and handed it back. “It’s probably better if you left now.” 
 
    Tomas nodded and crossed the street and ducked down an alley out of sight. He had felt a brief moment of guilt from the cat when he had thanked him. Guilt about what he wasn’t quite sure, but it had taken him three weeks to get him alone and pass him his number and it might not ever lead to anything, but as his advanced psychology professor had taught him years ago, once is all it takes to start a change. Twice is a trend. If Shadow ever used that number, Tomas would have something to work with, it may not be much, but it would be something. People forgot that it wasn’t always about catching them; sometimes it was just about making changes. 
 
    Tomas looked down at the city as he flew above it back to his home, “And I believe in making changes,” he said to the streets below. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Fiona 
 
      
 
    Shadow was sitting at his table in the bar; yeah it had been tough the first year, a lot of newbies challenged each other to try and get ahead, make a name. While Shadow issued no challenges, it didn't make him immune to being called out. He hadn't liked killing those people, well actually he had, they were all scumbags anyway. But having no choice in the matter left his conscious and morals clean.  
 
    But his hard won victory that had won him this table at Bell's had at last pushed him out of that league for good. Laughing Boy was still pissed about it, but Shadow had sent his Dane Geld and Circe took up with him the next day; she hated Laughing Boy after all. 
 
    Running with Circe had also helped his reputation; they all feared her, especially the men. And he'd pulled off a couple of amazing heists that he kept quiet by cutting only the big players in on the action. They liked his style, and they liked his discretion. He acted like he had nothing to prove, gave respect where it was due but kissed nobody's ass. So he had respect now, if only a little and he was considered too tough a nut to mess with when there were so many easier pickings around. 
 
    Shadow Cat smiled at one of the girls who had just come in and was checking him out, another plus was the he was up to his furry ears in sex now. All the girls got so turned on by the deadly big kitty all covered in that sexy black fur. Life was good. 
 
    He was still smiling at her as she pulled out the biggest hand cannon he'd ever seen and the front widows blew in as four more people crashed the party. 
 
    "No one move! You're all under arrest!" she called out pointing the gun right at his head from across the room. 
 
    Shadow swore to himself. He did have some coke on him; he'd been planning a nice little party for later tonight. The last thing in the world he needed was to get popped for something this stupid. He shifted into his defense form and suddenly realized these weren't police, they were a super team, and that's when all hell broke loose as the others realized that too.  
 
    There were two of them to either side of the door, all armed heavily, real supers used their powers, these were obviously minor league, and trying for a big score. The problem was, Saturday night at Bell's wasn't the best time for that, because there were a lot of bad guys here, and some of them were anything but minor league. And not a single one of them appreciated this kind of shit on a party night. 
 
    Shadow dodged as the first shot went off, going down low as the girl let loose with a volley in response to whomever had shot at her. Villains would hesitate to kill a cop, but anyone without a badge was fair game. He ducked behind the bar; for once appreciating the mirrored ceiling as he watched Jonny2fer slit the throat of the one closest to him and Red Reanna blasted the next one over back through the window from which they had come.  
 
    The one with the hand cannon had dumped it by now and was fighting off some of the regular riff-raff that hung out in the front of the bar. One of Laughing Boy's men was taking on the remaining two who were already starting to retreat, a look of horror on both their faces as they saw their comrade bleed out. 
 
    "Damn" Shadow swore, he had no love for idiots like this, but he didn't want to see them killed either. It was bad luck that Jonny2fer had been up front; normally he sat in the back. This group normally would have gotten the shit beat out of them, and probably survived, maybe even gotten some jail time for trespass. But Jonny was a psychopath and now that blood was spilled no one would be worrying about murder charges anymore and Shadow could see Jonny was heading for that girl who would soon be on her own. 
 
    He just couldn't let this one play. It may not be his fight, be he was here, and he had to do something. 
 
    "Shoot at me will you Bitch!" He roared and leaped out from behind the bar, vaulting up high and using the ceiling to change his vector, he used his panther half to full benefit. No one ever expected someone to bounce off a ceiling, and twisting around as he did so he landed behind her, blocking Jonny2fer's path and rabbit punched her. 
 
    Which surprisingly didn't work. She was good, and she had some sort of shield going. She turned to face him, and the others backed off. It wasn't good form to mess with someone else's fight and she had shot at him first. Even Jonny2fer smirked and went back to his drink. 
 
    Shadow could see the fear in her eyes, he guessed she saw the corpse behind him and now noticed that none of her friends were with her anymore. He smiled and shifted to his martial form and began to fight in earnest. He had to give her credit, she didn't balk, she didn't cry, and she didn't surrender. He took his time with her, he didn't want to kill her, but he had to make it look good for the others. 
 
    "Go on, kill her Shadow!" One of the patrons laughed, "Show the dumb twat that she can't just come busting in here!" 
 
    "I'd rather play," Shadow growled with a smile, "this one could be fun!" 
 
    He felt cruel for saying it, and the effect on her was immediate, she went into a rage and fought all the harder. 
 
    But it wasn't hard enough, or good enough in the end. He slowly pushed her back deeper into the bar, into his territory, and away from the door where her escaped was blocked anyway. He toyed with her like a cat will toy with a mouse, then when she wasn't expecting it cold cocked her with a bottle from the bar. 
 
    "Go on! Kill her!" came the shouts. Blood was in the air, and they wanted more. 
 
    Shadow looked down at her; she was a little beaten up, but still pretty good looking. A lot younger than he'd first thought too, he got an idea and smiled. Picking her up he tossed her over his shoulder. "Kill her? What fun is that? I think I'll rape her, show her how cats really get down and dirty!" he laughed. 
 
    "Go Shadow!" and "Woo hoo!" rang out through the room. He grabbed a bottle of vodka off the bar and headed towards one of the private rooms in the back, the cheers of the others ringing in his ears.  
 
    He laid her out on the floor and searched her, she had a few things concealed and he made sure to relieve her of those. She also had her driver's license on her. He sighed and checked it out: "Seventeen," he sighed, "what a dumb kid." 
 
    Straddling her body, he used his knees to pin her arms to the floor and gently patted her face. When her eyes opened and widened he stuck a rag in her mouth, but not till after she'd screamed. He knew he had an audience after all. 
 
    "Okay, Fiona, here's the score. Everyone out there" he pointed towards the door, "thinks I'm in here raping you. When I pull this rag out of your mouth I expect a real nice act, some more screams, curses, and loudly screamed 'I'll kill you', and 'no don't', then a lot of gasping. Start crying when I give the cue." 
 
    Her eyes got even wider and he laughed, "Everything is not what it appears and I'd rather not have you get your throat slit."  
 
    Shadow pulled the gag back out and she screamed again, he clapped his hands loud like he'd smacked her, making her start and growled loudly. He was surprised she was able to keep the act up and he used the bottle of vodka to clean his claws. 
 
    "Sorry, but this has to be done," he whispered and he shredded her clothes as she screamed some more, giving her a couple of good gashed in the process. She shrieked when he ripped her pants off but gave her lines when she saw that all he did was rip them to shreds. 
 
    He roared out loud then and gave her a smack on the ass, shredding her panties and leaving four bleeding lines across it. When she started to cry he suspected it was only half faked, she'd been through a lot. 
 
    The applause from outside however was loud enough to be heard and she looked up at him and cried some more. 
 
    "I need your panties," he whispered. 
 
    She nodded shakily and gave them to him. He rubbed them on her ass getting blood on them then picked her up and threw her over his shoulder.  
 
    "Now the easy part," he purred, "let’s go." 
 
    He waved the torn and bloody panties like a victory flag as he walked out of the back room, smiling at the laughs and jeers the patrons gave. 
 
    "Sorry boys, I'm taking this one home to add to my collection, she's a tight little bitch! But hey, virgins are, or were at least, right?" he laughed and without breaking step went out the door into the alley and the night, the sounds of more cheers and catcalls fading behind them. 
 
    He walked back to his apartment, giving her a smack on the ass the two times she tried to say anything, there were still a few people about and the shocked looks would definitely add to the rumors and his reputation. When he finally got to his place he got her inside without being seen and took her to his bedroom. 
 
    "Okay," he said dumping her on the bed. "Shower's in there" he pointed. "Clean up and I'll dress your wounds." 
 
    "What are you going to do with me?" she asked, grabbing a pillow to cover her naked crotch and scooting away from him on the bed. 
 
    "Hey watch it, you're getting blood on the sheets!" he growled. "As for what I'm going to do with you, what do you think? I already passed on death and rape! Go get cleaned up, I need to make a few calls, you're safe now." 
 
    She nodded and ran to the bathroom. 
 
    He sighed and grabbed one of his throwaway cell phones. This call couldn't be traced back to him; it would cause too many questions. He dialed the number from memory and waited. 
 
    "Hello?" 
 
    "Tomas, it's me." 
 
    "Define 'me'." 
 
    "Tall, dark, and sexy. Very sexy." He growled slightly. 
 
    "Oh yeah, you. What do you want?" 
 
    "I have something of yours." 
 
    "I wasn't aware I had lost anything." 
 
    "You did. You might want to call some friends in high places and see to the half I couldn't save." 
 
    "That sounds bad," came sighed from the speaker. 
 
    "Yeah. This item needs to be kept under wraps for a few days." 
 
    "Why?"  
 
    "Tell you later. Where can I deliver?" 
 
    "Why me?" 
 
    "Cause I trust you, you're one of them." 
 
    "But can I trust you?" 
 
    "Time to start. Give me a place." 
 
    "Same place we first talked." 
 
    "Two hours. Show up alone, I can't be tied to this." 
 
    "I won't cover crimes for you." 
 
    "Trust me." Shadow sighed and hung up the phone. He'd toss it someplace on the way there. 
 
    He went and got the first aid kit. He'd cut a few girls by accident in the heat of passion, so he was pretty adept at treating his own claw marks by now, and with his claws nicely cleaned before he'd cut her, she shouldn't even scar. 
 
    "You done in there yet?" he growled at the door. 
 
    "Yes," 
 
    "Then come on out." 
 
    "I'm naked." 
 
    "So what, get out here." 
 
    "I'm a virgin," he heard her admit shakily. 
 
    "Oh." He grinned and shook his head. "Well unless you get out here now, I'm going to assume you want me to come in there and fix that too!" he purred. 
 
    She came out like a shot, wrapped in a towel. 
 
    "Ah better." He laughed. Now let's treat those bruises and cuts. 
 
    "Why are you doing this?" She asked. 
 
    "Cause I don't want you to get infected or get blood on my car seat."  
 
    "I mean saving me. You're a bad guy, you're evil. You're the one they call the Shadow Cat. You've killed people, done all sorts of nasty things." 
 
    Shadow shook his head, "The only people I ever killed had it coming or came after me first. As for the rest," she gasped as he cleaned one of the deeper cuts, "don't believe everything you hear. Why the hell did you kids and come down there, and why'd you point that freaking cannon at my head?" 
 
    "Jeffery said if we took some of you down we'd be famous." 
 
    "Yeah? How come Jeffery didn't come in the front door? Why'd he let you do it?" 
 
    "He said no one would expect a girl, and my shield would protect me." 
 
    Shadow growled, "And where is this Jeffery now?" 
 
    "Dead," she whispered and started to sob. 
 
    "Asshole," he growled and started to bandage the four parallel gashes on her ass. Personally he thought they looked kind of sexy, maybe he'd mark one of his girlfriends like that. 
 
    "So why did you save me?" she blurted out between sobs. 
 
    "I saved you, Fiona, because someone had to, and no one else would have. Yeah I run with a bad crowd, big deal. I'm not bad myself really." 
 
    He found a set of baggy pants one of his girls had left there and tossed it to her with an oversized shirt. "Here, get dressed." 
 
    "How'd you know my name?" she looked surprised. 
 
    "You had your ID on you. First rule, never carry ID. You don't want these people knowing who you are, or where you live. Unless you hate your family that is." 
 
    She oh'd and picked up the clothes still holding the towel. 
 
    "You going go leave?" 
 
    "Nope, I'm going to watch." He grinned, "You're not bad looking and I think I deserve a small reward for saving your life, don't you?" 
 
    Fiona blushed but let the towel drop and quickly got dressed.  
 
    "Damn, you're hot," he purred smiling. "Anyway, let's find you some sandals, I have a large coat and hat here you can use." 
 
    "Where are we going?" 
 
    "I know a superhero, a real one, not some kid wannabe. I've helped him out before; he should be able to keep you safe for a few days." 
 
    "Why not just drive me home?" she sounded confused. 
 
    Shadow growled and turned to face her, toning it down when she jumped back, "And let everyone know that I saved you? And just what do you think would happen to me?" 
 
    "I ... I don't understand." 
 
    "Listen, right now everyone thinks I raped you, that the only reason I didn't kill you was so I could rape you and torture you and do all sorts of evil things. I have a reputation down here, currently you're helping it." 
 
    "Oh!" Fiona looked very surprised. 
 
    "Exactly, so I'm going to hand you over to Tomas. In a few days he'll announce he saved you in a daring raid of my house. Everyone down here will know I had my way with you, the rest of the world will assume, and of course the more you deny it, the more everyone down here will believe it. Just don't tell anyone that I helped you, okay? And if we ever meet again, go for me first, curse me, scream at me, and try to kill me." 
 
    "Try to kill you? But you saved me!" 
 
    "Don't worry, by the time you get good enough to have a shot, it won't matter anymore. But this is our secret." 
 
    She nodded. "Anything else?" 
 
    "Yeah, you have potential. Stop hanging out with second stringers, they'll get you killed." 
 
    "Okay." 
 
      
 
    The ride across town was uneventful; he met Tomas and enjoyed the surprised look when he turned Fiona over to him. 
 
    "Shadow, I'm shocked." He confessed when he heard the whole story. "There may be hope for you yet!" 
 
    "Yeah well, just remember to stick to the plan. I took a lot of risks tonight." 
 
    Tomas nodded, "I know." 
 
    Shadow smiled and ruffled Fiona's hair, "Take care, cutie. Tomas here is the real deal, get to know him if you really want to fight crime." 
 
    Fiona smiled shyly, "Is there anything I can do to repay you?" 
 
    Shadow laughed, "My phone number is in the pocket, invite me over to spend the night sometime and we can call it even." 
 
    "Shadow!" Tomas said exasperated and Fiona blushed a bright pink. 
 
    "Later!" Shadow said still chuckling and left. 
 
    Two weeks later his phone rang and it was Fiona, "Shadow?" he heard her say, "It's Fiona." 
 
    Shadow blinked surprised, the story was old news now, the papers had moved on. He'd almost forgotten about her. "Hi, what's up?" 
 
    "I'd like to take you up on that offer," he heard her say quietly. 
 
    "You sure?" 
 
    "Yes, I'm sure. You saved my life, you made a hard choice, and well, I think that should be rewarded." 
 
    Shadow purred, life was good. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    A Small Side Job 
 
      
 
      
 
    Shadow entered Bell’s, it was early yet, he had a rather full night of partying planned. He had Stephanie in tow, since doing Jin-Tao in, she was probably his most regular girl these days after Circe. Of course Circe didn’t like to go and party like he did, Stephanie however was always up for a party. Circe didn’t have any plans for tonight, she usually didn’t do more than one job a week, if that. So he had the night off. Going to his booth he found Carl sitting there having a drink waiting for him. 
 
    Shadow looked surprised, Carl rarely waited for anyone, he just showed up when you least expected it. “So what brings you around tonight, Carl?” 
 
    “Can’t a guy just visit, Shadow?” 
 
    “Carl, I have never known you to just ‘visit’ anyone. You have to be the busiest guy in the underground. People wonder if you ever even sleep.” 
 
    “Sure I do, from six till noon at least once a month,” Carl grinned.  
 
    Shadow had learned that Carl was the underground’s news maven and job board. If you needed to be put in touch with someone, Carl would hook you up. “But yeah, someone has something and I thought you might be interested.” Carl glanced at Stephanie then back at Shadow. 
 
    “Why don’t you go hit the women’s room and freshen up pet?” Shadow told her. 
 
    “Sure thing, Shadow,” she said with a smile. 
 
    Carl watched as she walked away, Stephanie was in four-inch heels and wearing a very short skirt with not much underneath. It was a nice show. 
 
    “The Renae Museum is getting the Hennessy collection next week.” 
 
    “I hadn’t heard, then again I’m not much for modern art.” 
 
    “The Hennessy collection isn’t art, Shadow, it's jewelry.” 
 
    Shadow flicked his ears forward, curious, “If it’s jewelry, why is it called a ‘collection’? And why is it going to the Renae?” 
 
    “Hennessy bought up a bunch of Nazi war loot near the end of World War two,” Carl explained. “And it’s going to the Renae as part of their ‘war crimes’ show.” 
 
    Shadow nodded, “Okay, so what does this have to do with you and me?” 
 
    “The families that the jewels and jewelry were stolen from have been trying to get it back for decades, since it turned up. But the Hennessy’s are rather powerful politically so they’ve been getting shafted. Well an insurance agent I know happens to have a contact with the representative of the families and they were wondering ...” Carl smiled at Shadow. 
 
    “How much?” 
 
    Carl smiled even wider, “So you’re interested then?” 
 
    “Fuck yeah. The Hennessy’s are rich bastards; they should have given it back instead of rubbing peoples' noses in it. It’s not like they need the money, they profited obscenely from that war. So how much?” 
 
    “After my finder's fee, and the insurance agent’s skim; hundred thou.” 
 
    “How much is the collection worth?” Shadow asked frowning, that didn’t sound like a lot. 
 
    “Probably over ten million.” 
 
    “And they’re only offering one percent? Kind of cheap.” 
 
    Carl shrugged, “They’re pretty broke, the Hennessy’s have been dragging them through court for ages. But I know you, you like these kinds of underdog crimes.” 
 
    “No, I like quiet anonymous crimes that give a lot of cash and can’t be traced to me.” 
 
    “I haven’t told anyone else. Even the agent has no idea who I’m hiring.” 
 
    “You really think I’m going to do this, don’t you?” Shadow said smiling. 
 
    “The stuff arrives Thursday at two pm. Armored car, guards, the whole set up. The museum isn’t setting up any extra security though, well other than five extra night watchman, moonlighting cops I heard. I’ll stop by here Friday morning with your cash and you can give me the stuff.” 
 
    “I haven’t said I’d do it, Carl,” Shadow let Stephanie back into the booth, pulling her into his lap. He wanted to play tonight and she seemed rather interested as well. 
 
    “Here’s a set of fake duplicates to put in their place.” Carl put a velvet bag down in front of him on the table. “They’re pretty decent quality, so it may be awhile before they realize what happened.” 
 
    Shadow laughed and shaking his head took the bag, putting it in the pocket of his duster.  
 
    “See you later, Shadow,” Carl said and got up and left. 
 
    Shadow smiled at Stephanie and petted her a little as she sat in his lap. She smiled back and looked happy. Of course his paws were under her blouse so that didn’t hurt. “Lets go home,” He told her and she smiled even more. It was early yet, normally they’d stay out until at least  four am, but now he had plans for much later tonight, so if he started in early on her, she’d be well sated by then. Plus he was pretty horny; he hadn’t gotten laid since breakfast after all.  
 
    It was Tuesday and later tonight, much much later, he’d case out the museum and see what it was like. He’d been there a couple of years ago and he doubted it had changed all that much since then. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Thursday night came and Shadow was in the Renae, switching the jewelry had been painfully easy, of course he’d practiced doing it between one and two am in another room after looking at the layout, so he could get in and out fast. Security was pretty lax once you got inside. The outside security was pretty heavy; inside they had two guard dogs and guards that walked a regular beat. Shadow had warned all the dogs earlier to ignore him, or he’d eat them. Suitably cowed they pretended he wasn’t there and the guards were none the wiser. To be honest it was so easy that Shadow was very worried, there was no sign at all of the extra guards Carl had told him would be there, but his paranoia was fully engaged now so he spent extra care cleaning up his traces and took the time to make sure the stuff he had grabbed was real and not fakes. 
 
    Friday morning Shadow was happy to see that Carl was already waiting for him at Bell’s when he showed up. 
 
    “So, any problems?” Carl asked. 
 
    “No, in fact I’m worried. It was way too easy, there was no extra security, you might want to check this out.” Shadow said and slid the bag over to Carl. 
 
    Carl handed him a large brown envelope. Shadow didn’t bother to count it, Carl didn’t break his deals. 
 
    “That could be because of the big blowup last night.” 
 
    Shadow blinked. “Blowup?” 
 
    Carl looked at him, “Don’t you watch the news? Where were you last night?” 
 
    “Where do you think I was?” He said. 
 
    “All night?” 
 
    “Well, when I got back I decided to spend the rest of the evening playing with Circe’s girls.” Shadow said, ears flat and looking a little embarrassed. 
 
    Carl laughed, “Okay, I can’t blame you for that. Around one am last night the fifth precinct raided an after hours joint, Harv’s little operation up there on Hudson.” 
 
    Shadow liked Harv’s parties; he would have gone to last night’s if he hadn’t been working. He had even supplied Harv with a number of designer drugs he manufactured for last night’s affair. “What happened? Harv’s parties are usually pretty mellow.” 
 
    “Laughing Boy was there.” 
 
    “I thought he didn’t go to Harv’s parties.” Shadow said surprised. 
 
    “I suspect your not being there had something to do with that.” 
 
    “You’re saying he’s afraid of me?” Shadow laughed. 
 
    “No, he’s afraid of Circe, who you have a tendency to bring with you when you go.” 
 
    Shadowed ‘ahhed’. That was true; he usually did bring Circe to Harv’s parties. Harv was one of the few men Circe tolerated, probably because she was trying to get Harv’s sister into bed. “So what happened?”  
 
    “Laughing Boy escalated and things got a bit nasty. Several people got hurt, several got arrested, but when the dust cleared, a cop was missing.” 
 
    Shadow grimaced, “Oh, shit.” 
 
    “Exactly. Every cop in the city got called out and they’re taking the town apart. Surprised you didn’t get rousted on the way over here.” 
 
    Shadow had noticed the extra police, but had been using his stealth abilities to get here unnoticed. 
 
    “You going to be okay getting that stuff back?” Shadow asked Carl. 
 
    “Yeah, I got it covered.” 
 
    “Might be time to lay low,” Shadow said. “They get pretty pissed when someone kills a cop.” 
 
    “He’s not dead,” Carl said leaning in close and lowering his voice. 
 
    “What? You sure about that?” 
 
    “Course I am. Laughing Boy has him on ice someplace. Not his headquarters, first place they’ll look once they figure it out.” 
 
    “Why’s he holding the guy?” Shadow looked perplexed. 
 
    “I don’t know, usually no one bothers the boys in blue unless it’s in the heat of battle. But it can’t be good whatever it is.” 
 
    “I hope he doesn’t bring a lot of heat down on us,” Shadow griped. “I was going to go partying this weekend.” 
 
    “Yeah well, you might want to change those plans. I suspect all of the raves are going to be hit; Scorecard said his parties are off until this blows over.” 
 
    Shadow nodded, “Well see you later, I’m going to head back over to Circe’s and entertain the girls some more.” 
 
    “Lucky bastard, I’ve seen those girls, they’re pretty hot.” 
 
    “You’re too human for them, Carl,” Shadow laughed. 
 
    “You mean they ...?” 
 
    Shadow grinned, “Dude, they work for Circe, what do you think they do?” 
 
    Carl’s eyes bugged a little and then he sort of smiled, “Any chance I could watch one of them sometime?” 
 
    Shadow just shook his head, “Later, Carl.” 
 
      
 
    Shadow stopped by his apartment and stashed the cash, then headed back to Circe’s. He had been thinking of doing the party circuit all weekend, but now maybe he should just have a little private party at Circe’s with her and the staff. Then again, Shadow wondered just what the hell Laughing Boy was up to. Snatching a cop was pretty stupid. You couldn’t ransom them; the government wasn’t much on paying ransoms and even if they were you wouldn’t get much, not for a cop. Most people who got snatched were important people, usually a little shady, who’d rather pay the money than get the law involved. 
 
    Shadow turned and changed direction, heading down to the theater district, Laughing Boy had his headquarters there these days, maybe he could learn something. 
 
      
 
    It took him a while to find a good place to stake out Laughing Boy’s base, he had to be careful, if any of Laughing Boy’s lieutenants or foot soldiers saw him, it would be a serious fight. As Circe’s lieutenant he would be attacked immediately. So he poked around checking all the approaches, all the angles, the windows, spending a couple of hours. 
 
    Shadow realized that it was pointless, unless he got in there; he wasn’t going to find out anything. His stealth form was almost completely undetectable, especially if he had shadows to work with. He’d snuck into some of the most secure places in the city using it. Of course in those cases failure meant jail at the worst. Here it would definitely be worse.  
 
    Then again, here he wouldn’t feel upset if he had to kill anyone. 
 
    Shadow flicked his tail in annoyance, time to cat up he guessed.  
 
    Getting in the front door was easy. After that it was a slow and careful dance, there were people moving and things going on and the closer he got to the boss’s office, the more difficult it got. Laughing Boy was paranoid. Then again, somewhere he had a cop on ice, once they found out, things would get dicey. 
 
    “Man, the boss has sure got them rattled this time!” 
 
    Shadow stopped and retraced his last two steps and flattened against the wall, listening. 
 
    “Yeah, they’ll be running ‘round in circles for days.” A second voice said. 
 
    “Any idea what he’s going to do next?” The first voice spoke again. 
 
    “Nah, he wouldn’t tell me. But I don’t think it’s gonna be good for the pig he’s got on ice. You shoulda' seen the guy; he was begging to be let go, going on about his wife and kid. Boss had to threaten to kill them too just to get him to shut up.” 
 
    Shadow’s eyes narrowed, this one knew where the officer was being held. That would do. He peeked around the corner, head low to the floor. They shouldn’t be able to see him, but it was never wise to take chances, you never knew if someone’s power could trump yours and he hadn’t put his stealth up against any supers yet. 
 
    “Well it serves them right for interrupting the party. Word is the Boss had a big surprise planned, was going to fuck up Harv’s place pretty good, and Harv as well. Seems he’s feeling a bit insulted about that bitch Circe and her flea bitten cat being over there all the time.” 
 
    There were only two in the room and Shadow identified each of them quickly, the one talking was Jimmy, the one who he wanted was Tony Sharp Shoes. 
 
    The phone rang and Jimmy answered it. 
 
    “What’s that? Yeah sure, I’ll get right on it.” Jimmy hung up the phone and turned to Tony. “That was Mikey Jr. Gotta run over to the projects and pick up a package. See ya’.” 
 
    Shadow slipped back and waited.  
 
    “Yeah, I might as well head home and catch a nap. Gonna be a long night,” Tony said and Shadow heard him get up as well.  
 
    Shadow followed Tony then, out of the building, down the street and when he got into his car Shadow carefully climbed onto the roof and just held on tightly. Fortunately Tony was a slow driver. Then again it was a big caddy and the last thing he wanted was to attract any attention right now. Shadow was definitely gaining confidence in his stealth form and the abilities he’d worked so hard to put into it.  
 
    When Tony opened the door to his brownstone duplex Shadow was right on his heels, stepping in behind Tony he shifted into his martial arts form and clipped him hard on the back of the head, knocking him out. 
 
    “Tony? That you?” He heard a woman’s voice. Shifting back to stealth he pushed the door closed and waited in the shadows for her. She screamed when she saw Tony on the floor, and Shadow shifted to human and grabbed her from behind, ripping her blouse off and wrapping it around her head then putting a hand over her mouth. 
 
    “Say nothing; you come out of this alive.” He said in a low voice. Working quickly he grabbed the electrical cord from the lamp and tied her hands behind her back. Next he tied her feet, then gagged her and put a better blindfold on her. By then he had noticed that Tony had rather nice taste in women. He tied up Tony next and then moved her to the bedroom and left her on the bed. He could tell she was terrified, she’d wet herself and was crying now. 
 
    He was tempted to say something to her, but knew that would probably be a mistake. He then dragged Tony into the bathroom. He hung him from the shower, blindfolded him and turned the water on. Tony came around after a couple of minutes; Shadow had turned the radio on and turned it up so hopefully no one would hear this.  
 
    “What the fuck ....” Tony moaned. 
 
    “Where is the cop?” Shadow said softly. He was in his human form; he knew his cat forms had a distinctive growl to his voice when he got angry. He was hoping he wouldn’t have to kill Tony. 
 
    “I don’t know what the fuck you’re talking about, Mister!”  
 
    Shadow punched him hard in the balls.  
 
    Tony gasped and moaned, cursed him a few times, then said nothing. Shadow opened up the drawers in the bathroom and started looking. 
 
    “Aren’t you going to say anything?” Tony asked him. 
 
    Shadow found a nice straight razor, which surprised him. Tony was just an old-fashioned guy he guessed. 
 
    “I said I don’t know where the cop is!” Tony said again. 
 
    Shadow took the razor and started to slowly cut off Tony’s clothes. 
 
    “Talk to me you freak!” 
 
    Shadow didn’t say a word, but continued to remove Tony’s shoes, pants, and underwear. He cut the lower part of his shirt off, but left the rest. By now Tony was starting to sound panicked. 
 
    “I don’t know anything, you got the wrong guy!”  
 
    Shadow grabbed Tony’s balls and squeezed making him cry out in pain. Then he started to shave them, which considering how dry the skin was, and how much Shadow was nicking him, had to hurt. 
 
    “No please! Please no! Okay, okay, I know they took the cop. But I don’t know where he is! Honest, please don’t ...” 
 
    Shadow grabbed his cock and started to shave it. Then held the blade up against the base. Tony was screaming by now. 
 
    “Okay okay, he’s in the warehouse on Twenty-third and Market. In the basement underneath the gaming room. Please don’t cut my dick off! Anything but that! Kill me if you must, but don’t castrate me!” 
 
    Shadow smiled to himself and put the knife down. Changing into his medical form he got out a syringe and filled it with a sedative and shot Tony up with enough to keep him out for a few hours. He then took care of the girl and left them both bound on the bed. 
 
      
 
    The warehouse was one of Laughing Boy’s illegal gambling establishments, Shadow knew about it, being as it belonged to Laughing Boy however, he avoided it. The security on it was a lot less than on his headquarters though, so getting in was fairly easy. Getting into the basement was a little bit trickier, but when he finally did so he found a room with four armed men sitting in it, a heavy door on the far side of the room, locked, with the scent of another man behind it. There was a manhole cover in one corner of the room; his nose told him it led directly to the sewers. He didn’t have to listen to them long to know he had found the right place. Retreating he found an empty room on the second floor and he pulled out Tony’s cell phone, which he had grabbed when he’d emptied Tony’s pockets.  
 
    “Hello?” 
 
    “Tomas?” 
 
    “Yes, who is this?” 
 
    “Tall dark and sexy, who else?” He growled. 
 
    “Should I be happy that you’re calling me?” 
 
    “Very. You know of the gambling house Laughing Boy is running on Twenty-third and Market?” 
 
    “I do now.” 
 
    “How soon can you hit it?” 
 
    “Seeing as the whole team is sitting here waiting for a lead, I’d say we could be there in thirty minutes.” 
 
    “Good, hit it, hit it hard.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “There’s a cop in a cell in the basement. I’ll get the guards. Just make sure when you take out the muscle upstairs you don’t shoot me when you come into the basement. Can you do that?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    “Oh, one other thing, I never called you, we never talked. This tip didn’t come from me.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Save it for later. Right now you need to move.” Shadow said and hung up. He tossed the phone in the corner and went back down stairs and waited. After twenty minutes he snuck into the room in full stealth, the door to it was still open, and he watched as the guys continued playing cards. Shadow didn’t know what they’d do when the attack came, but he didn’t want to take any chances. 
 
      
 
    *BOOM* 
 
    The building vibrated from the noise and screaming could be heard upstairs. 
 
    “THIS IS THE POLICE! THIS IS A RAID! YOU’RE ALL UNDER ARREST FOR GAMBLING!”  
 
    It was so loud everyone in the room heard it clearly. 
 
    “Aw fuck! A raid!” One of the men said tossing his cards down on the table and drawing his pistol. The others did the same and looked towards the one who had spoken first. Shadow had the impression he was in charge here. 
 
    “What do we do, Joe?” one of them asked. 
 
    “You go out into the hallway, all the way down by the stairs. Yell if they come this way. If they come down here I’ll kill the Pig and dump the body down the sewers while you guys hold them off. As long as they don’t find anything here they can’t pin a kidnapping rap on us.” 
 
    “Do we have to kill him, Joe?” asked another. 
 
    “What, getting yella on me? He’s seen us all, of course we have to! Go out there with Billy. I don’t want any weak-kneed kids in here.” 
 
    Shadow noticed the guy looked relieved and quickly followed the other one out the door leaving just two in the room. 
 
    “Lock it up behind them two.” The leader told the other man in the room, who was quick to do just that. 
 
    As soon as the one turned his back to close and lock the door Shadow shifted and quickly broke the other man’s neck, and took his gun. 
 
    “Sheesh I can’t believe those two weren’t willing to ...” He said and turned to see that Shadow was standing there holding the other man’s gun in one hand and the man by the neck in the other, “What! Shadow?” 
 
    The gun kicked twice in Shadow’s hand and the other guy dropped to the floor clutching his chest as he died. 
 
    Working quickly Shadow opened up the sewer grate, emptied their pockets, and dumped the man he shot down there first before he bled too much, followed quickly by the body of the other guy. Both made a nice splash, this was fairly close to the waterfront after all. He took their cash and threw the rest of the stuff in after them, including their guns. 
 
    He dropped the cover back into place and then peeked under the door into the holding cell. He could see there was only one man in there, and it looked like he was tied to a chair. He heard a yell from one of the guys down the hallway and the sounds of a fight. A few moments later he heard someone approaching the door and decided to hide in a corner, under a desk, in his stealth form again. A moment later the door blew in and Centurion followed by Tomas entered the room. 
 
    “Check that door!” Tomas said and Centurion ripped it off its hinges and set it against the wall.  
 
    “Thank God!” Centurion said and turned to Tomas, “He’s alive!” 
 
    “Let’s get him out of here.” 
 
    They went into the room and Shadow listened as they freed the Cop, who was thanking them profusely, Shadow suspected he had heard of their plans to kill him.  
 
    “Take him upstairs, I want to take a quick look around,” 
 
    “Sure thing, Tomas. Come on officer, there are a bunch of folks upstairs who are going to be very happy to see you!” Centurion said.  
 
    Shadow watched as they left and then Tomas came back into the room. 
 
    Tomas looked around then saw the sewer cover and lifted it a little, “Pweeh! Poor Cat’s gonna stink after a trip down there!” 
 
    “Which is why I didn’t go down there.” 
 
    Shadow smiled as Tomas dropped the cover and looked around. 
 
    “By the desk,” Shadow said dropping his invisibility and other cloaking spells, he had already crawled out from under it when Centurion had left. 
 
    “How did you do that?” 
 
    “That would be telling,” Shadow grinned. 
 
    “There were guards in here, weren’t there?” 
 
    “They were going to kill the Cop. I didn’t have much of a choice.” 
 
    “You could have just subdued them.” 
 
    “No, they were both armed. But even if I had, then what? Have them tell Laughing Boy? Or Circe? Yeah, I don’t see myself surviving that situation.” 
 
    “We could protect you.” 
 
    “No, you couldn’t. I can’t leave her, Tomas.” 
 
    “What if I told everyone you helped?” 
 
    “Then you’d be seeing her in a new fur coat.” 
 
    “You’d still go back?” 
 
    “Of course. For now, that is where I am.” 
 
    “I don’t understand.” 
 
    “Obviously.” 
 
    “Why the help?” 
 
    “Because this was wrong? Really now. By the way, you might want to go around to Tony Sharp Shoes’ house. I hear he might be in trouble with his boss soon.” 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    “Tomas!” Some one shouted down the hall, “You okay down there?” 
 
    “Coming!” He yelled back and when he turned around Shadow was nowhere to be seen again. 
 
    “I have got to learn how you do that,” Tomas said with a sigh and headed upstairs to join the others. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Consequences 
 
      
 
    Shadow was drowsing in bed; the last few weeks had been fairly quiet. The theft of the Hennessy collection, or as he liked to think of it, the return, had been discovered when the original owners held a press conference to discuss the recovery of their stolen property. Needless to say the newies had been buzzing about that for the last week. The public debate was shaping up to be rather interesting; most of the people were siding against the Hennessy’s, so of course a lot of the politicians were talking that line now as well. 
 
    His phone rang and he picked it up looking at the screen. Stephanie was calling, he hadn’t seen her in a few days, they’d peaked last week and were moving more into the fuck-buddy stage of things. That suited Shadow just fine, he wasn’t looking for any long term relationships, Circe was about all he could handle on that score right now, and he wouldn’t call that a relationship exactly, well, not a healthy one at least. She wanted him because he was an animal, and he couldn’t leave her for the same reason. Course he did enjoy it most of the time .... 
 
    He stopped that train of thought and answered the phone. “Yeah, Steph?” 
 
    “We have your girlfriend. We want our property back,” a voice he’d never heard before said. 
 
    “What stuff would this be?” Shadow asked and yawned. Damn pranksters, Stephanie must have lost her phone again. 
 
    “The jewelry you stole from the Museum last month. We want it back, it belongs to us. If we don’t get it, we’re going to turn your girlfriend into dog food.” 
 
    Shadow sat up and swung his feet down to the floor. 
 
    “Who is this and what the hell are you talking about?” 
 
    “Don’t think we don’t know you did it. We have our sources, Shadow Cat. Now are you going to get our property back? Or do we kill young Stephanie here?” 
 
    Shadow thought fast, this wasn’t good. 
 
    “According to the newspapers, the stuff I think you’re talking about is in Europe now.” 
 
    “That’s not our concern.” 
 
    “How do I know you have Stephanie?” 
 
    “That’s easy,” a moment later Shadow heard Stephanie’s voice: “Shadow! Save me, they ...” She was cut off then and the voice came back on the phone, “See?” 
 
    “Put her back on, I want to be sure that’s her and you’re not using a mimic.” 
 
    “I don’t think so, Shadow Cat.” 
 
    “Then you can forget it. I’m not flying to Europe to do your dirty work on what could easily be faked. And if she turns up dead, I’ll just have to spend the rest of my life hunting your ass down. You want to deal? Then put her on the phone and let her talk.” 
 
    There was a long pause, and then some muffled talking. 
 
    “Shadow?” It was Stephanie again. 
 
    “Are you okay Stephanie?” 
 
    “I, I think so. They kidnapped me yesterday. They say you took something that belonged to them.” 
 
    “What was the day we first met?” 
 
    “Tuesday the fifth, why?” 
 
    “Just wanted to be sure it was you, they treating you okay?” 
 
    “Yes, so far. Are you going to get me out of here?” She said and sniffed, Shadow suspected she had been crying. 
 
    “Of course. Might take a week or two though.” 
 
    “Okay, that’s enough!” The voice broke back in. “Does that meet with your approval then?” 
 
    “I’ll be checking up on her. Don’t lose the phone; I won’t be taking mine with me.” 
 
    “You’ve got seven days, Shadow.” 
 
    “It’ll take me that long just to fly there and back!” 
 
    “Not our problem.” 
 
    “Well if you want the stuff back, you’re going to have to work with me.” 
 
    “Ten days, that’s all!” 
 
    “Okay.” Shadow hung up the phone and cursed. Now what? Getting up he checked his apartment for bugs, nothing. He geared up then, sword, pistol, knives, his armored duster, then changed into his stealth form and slipped out of his apartment.  
 
    Right off he did notice a bug planted right above his door. He swore, but left it there. He made a note to sound proof the door better in the future.  
 
    He went up to the roof then and found two people watching the entrance from the building across the street. That made getting out a little more difficult, but not too hard. He headed down to Bell’s then and scoped the place out before going inside. Nothing seemed out of place, but Carl was sitting in Shadow’s booth waiting. Shadow went in the back and snagged one of the bar backs and had them give Carl a note to head to the back rooms. 
 
    “Any idea what happened, Carl?” Shadow asked as he entered the hallway. 
 
    “The insurance agent I worked with was killed. Looks like they really put the screws to him too. The PD have it down as a murder and are investigating, no clues though.” 
 
    “Any idea how they put me in the picture?” Shadow growled. 
 
    “Not sure. Someone tried to grab me a couple of days ago, I thought it was Laughing Boy, for some reason he thinks I had something to do with Tony Sharp Shoes skipping out on him. So I decided to lay low, then this morning I find out about Phil. Jonny2fer and a few others say some guys were around asking questions about who I did business with, and paying well for the info. Someone probably put you and me together and they went from there.” 
 
    “Yeah, they grabbed Stephanie, that gal I was screwing. They want me to go to Europe and steal the stuff back or they’ll turn her into dog food.” 
 
    “Ouch, that sucks. What are you going to do?” 
 
    “I’m not going to Europe! Somehow I don’t think they’re going to just pat me on the head, hand her over, and let me go after I give them the stuff.” 
 
    “Yeah, I’d doubt that. So just gonna let her hang? I know you two sort of slacked off.” 
 
    Shadow sighed and shook his head, “She’s a nice gal, I couldn’t do that to her. Besides, what sort of message would it send if I let people mess around with the gals I’m fucking?” 
 
    “That you’re a cold S-O-B?” 
 
    “A cold and no longer getting laid S-O-B.” 
 
    “Good point.” 
 
    “If I give you a cell phone number, can you track it without alerting whoever has it?” 
 
    “Oh, hell yeah. My nephew does that shit all the time.” 
 
    “Good, get it done and then call me on this number.” Shadow handed him a piece of paper. “The number I want tracked is the circled one.” 
 
    “What about your phone?” 
 
    “Left it in my apartment, I don’t want them doing the same to me. They have my place staked out as well, so stay away from it. Think you can get to your nephew without getting grabbed?” 
 
    “Sure. Jonny2fer owes me a few favors, so he’s taking me around.” 
 
    “Dear lord, Carl! That’s an accident waiting to happen!” 
 
    “Hey, I don’t take weak measures. He shot someone this morning as it is. I think they’ll be backing off soon now that they are talking to you anyway. Jonny thinks it's great fun, they’ll think twice about messing with him a second time.” 
 
    “Alright, just go. I need to think.” 
 
    Shadow watched as Carl left, and then he snuck off to his safe house. That took a while, he backtracked three different times, the first time he found they’d put someone on him somehow. They were employing some serious talent apparently; best he could figure it was they picked him up at Bell’s.  
 
    His safe house was clean, and he took the time to check his fail-safes, then he did some research. The Hennessy’s had a lot of money, and a lot of connections. He found a bunch of online video’s and interviews and listened to each of them. It took him a while to place the voice, but he got it after two hours: Vincent Gregory, old man Hennessy’s right-hand man, he worked directly for the head of the Hennessy family. 
 
    His cell phone rang. “Speak to me.” 
 
    “Shadow, it’s forty-three Irving avenue.” 
 
    “Doesn’t ring a bell, what’s there?” 
 
    “The Hennessy estate. Place is pretty well secured too.” 
 
    “Meet me at Nick’s at seven, watch yourself.” 
 
    “You too.” 
 
    Shadow hung up and pulled the battery from the phone. He snuck out through the back door and found a nice vantage point and staked out his safe house. The throwaway phones didn’t have GPS, Shadow always tricked them so they jumped towers when he talked as well, so you couldn’t get a good fix on them. Phones like Stephanie’s had GPS, and were much easier to track. Shadow wondered why they didn’t disable it? Maybe they didn’t think he’d track it? Or maybe they just didn’t care .... 
 
    He gave his stakeout another thirty minutes then went off to scout out the Hennessy place. It was still daylight and there were a lot of people walking around the area, so he used his human form to check it out. After stashing his overcoat and gear of course, wearing the same clothes might give him away after all. 
 
    After an hour of poking about he didn’t see anything, but the place did look like a tough nut to crack, there was a wall around it and cameras everywhere. Getting in there wasn’t going to be easy and he had to believe they knew about his stealth abilities and would be ready for them, so he went and headed off to the bar. He staked that out for the next two hours. When Carl finally did show up, Shadow noticed he had a tail, and several others descended on the place after Carl had gone inside. They were keeping their distance however, of course anyone with half a brain wouldn’t get near Jonny2fer, he was nigh invulnerable, and a complete psychopath. Shadow himself was happy that Jonny liked cats. He slipped inside and found Carl. 
 
    “They’re all over you, Carl,” Shadow said. 
 
    “Shit, well at least they’re not trying to grab me.” 
 
    “Any idea why they’re holding her at old man Hennessy’s place?” 
 
    “Go check it out, it’s like Fort Knox. Last guy that tried to break in there got greased pretty heavily. They not only have all sorts of ex-cops working there, but a few minor league supers are on the payroll as well. All straight laced, upright citizens too. Guys like you and me would get shot just on general principles.” 
 
    “But I mean, why there? Incriminating evidence in your own house?” 
 
    Carl laughed, “Shadow, Hennessy’s a respected man, the police aren’t going to go in there. Even if you called them!” 
 
    “Got a point there. I can’t believe they actually want me to get the stuff back for them.” 
 
    “I bet they’ve got someone else working on it, they probably just want to pin it on you. You’d stand out over there.” 
 
    “Good point. I need to think about this some more. Watch yourself.” 
 
    “You too!” 
 
    Shadow waved to Jonny2fer who was sitting at the bar and slipped out the way he’d came in. This time he was ready for his tail and ambushed the guy immediately. It was short and it was vicious, the guy was a super. Not one of Shadow’s level, either they couldn’t afford guys that good or they didn’t realize just how good Shadow was. Shadow took all of his gear, trussed him up good, and shot him up with enough sedatives to make him an addict. 
 
      
 
    “You want me to do what?” Circe laughed at him, “Help you free some little fuck toy for a job you did on the side without me?” She laughed again, “Let the bitch die.” 
 
    “So you’re afraid of old man Hennessy as well?” Shadow said annoyed. He knew he shouldn’t have brought it up with Circe, but she was more experienced in these kinds of operations than he was, he was still getting the feel for his abilities and how to do things, he’d been running with Circe now for almost six months. He’d hoped she have some idea’s or advice if she wasn’t willing to help. He’d forgotten that she could be rather jealous at times. 
 
    “Respectful is a better word for it.” She said and came over and sat in his lap, surprising him by reaching up and stroking his head. “Shadow, I know you feel guilty, but you can’t win this one. Let it go.” 
 
    “But ....” 
 
    Circe leaned forward and kissed him, cutting him off, and surprising him further. “I order you not to go in there and try to rescue her,” Circe said softly, exerting the full might of her power against him.  
 
    Shadow growled a little, she’d never put so much weight into anything before. 
 
    “I’m sorry, my Pet, but even I don’t have the power to take him on, yet. You go in there, you will die. I don’t want you to die, you belong to me. You will not go in there.” 
 
    “Circe ....”  
 
    “Don’t make me force this, Shadow. Give me your word.” 
 
    “But ....” 
 
    “Your word, Shadow, now.” 
 
    Shadow sighed, he could feel it, she was terrified he was going to go in there and die.  
 
    “I won’t go in there, I won’t rescue her.” He hung his head down and closed his eyes. 
 
    “I’ll make it up to you, Hon, now let mommy make you feel better,” and she kissed him and made love to him. Shadow had to admit he was amazed; Circe had never been so tender before. This was the first time he’d ever fully given into her on anything, then again this was the first time she’d ever pressed him so hard on something. But he’d felt her fear, and fear was a motivator the cat understood. 
 
      
 
    “I need to go out for a while,” He said to her much later.  
 
    “You’re not going to?” She asked cautiously. 
 
    “No, I gave you my word, but I need to think a while.” He thought a moment, “I’ll be back in a few hours.” 
 
    “Be careful, Shadow. Hennessy employs some powerful people. He can afford to.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    Shadow headed out then, and made his way back to his apartment. Something was bothering him, something someone had said. He couldn’t really put his finger on it. Two new guys were staking out his apartment now. He bypassed them both, and went inside. A thorough search showed that no one had been inside; the bug outside the door was still there, undisturbed. He got his phone and called Carl. 
 
    “Hey, Shadow, good news or bad news?” 
 
    “I think I’m going to Europe,” he sighed. Actually he had no such plan, but any respite was better than nothing and as he was near the door he hoped the bug would pick this conversation up. “See if you can find out who has the stuff. I’ll need a few leads to find it all.” 
 
    “You sure about this?” 
 
    “Not really, but I don’t have much of a choice, do I? My flight out is in a few hours. I’ll call again when I change flights. Bye.” 
 
    “Bye.” 
 
    Shadow hung up the phone, pulled the battery, and snuck back out. He went downtown to the warehouse district, found a quiet spot and perched on a park bench and thought. The sun would be up in a few hours, there weren’t many folks out and about, a squad car cruised by and slowed as they checked him out. He nodded to the officers as they looked at him. Shadow was always polite to the cops, they kept the riff-raff at bay, and if you treated them well, showed a little respect, sometimes they could help you out .... 
 
    Tomas! He’d helped Tomas, Tomas owed him! Carl had even unknowingly hinted at it. Hennessy wasn’t expecting the police, all of his people wouldn’t think twice, they’d let them right in. A guy like that wouldn’t tell his people that he was holding a hostage, he employed straight up types, mostly. 
 
    Shadow moved off and found a quiet place, and then he called Tomas. 
 
    “Hello?” came a sleepy voice. 
 
    “I need a favor, Tomas.” 
 
    “What?” Tomas paused a moment, then Shadow heard, “It’s four in the morning!” 
 
    “You owe me, you owe me big! Get your team out of bed, get the cops out of bed, get fucking everyone out of bed. Where can we meet? A young woman’s life is at stake.” 
 
    “Dammit, why don’t these things happen at noon?” 
 
    “Cause I’m in bed. Where can we meet?” 
 
    Shadow heard Tomas groan, “This can’t wait?” 
 
    “No. You owe me, I need help. Where can we meet?” 
 
    “Twenty minutes, behind the fifth precinct.” 
 
    “Just you and me, no cops.” 
 
    “Worried about being turned into a coat?” 
 
    “If that happens, it happens. No, I’m worried about word getting back and this girl getting killed.” 
 
    “Okay, across the street from the back in the alley.” And Tomas hung up. 
 
      
 
    Shadow got there early and waited. Tomas showed up early as well. 
 
    “Okay, what’s so important that you had me rouse everyone? I got the swat team up even.” 
 
    “Old man Hennessy kidnapped one of my girlfriends and is going to kill her if I don’t deliver the former Hennessy jewel collection back to him in ten days. He’s holding her at his mansion here in town. Here’s her cell phone number, you can track it if you want.” 
 
    “Whoa! You want me to believe that story? That’s pretty far out, even for you, Shadow!” 
 
    “You know that insurance agent that was murdered a few days ago? Phil something?” 
 
    Tomas paused a moment, “I seem to recall something about that.” 
 
    “He was the guy retained to try and recover those jewels for the original owners, I took on the job, Hennessy found out.” 
 
    “So why don’t you get her yourself?” 
 
    “They’re all over me. The place looks like a fortress. He’s got all sorts of supers and stuff on the payroll. She’d be dead before I got her. I’d probably be dead too.” Shadow sighed. 
 
    “Yeah, probably. Lot of ex-cops, retiree’s and such work there. But I still need proof, something, if I’m going to roll into the house of this city’s richest citizen.” 
 
    “You know who Vincent Gregory is, right?” 
 
    “Yeah, even ran into him a couple of times down at city hall when Mister Hennessy was asking for help with something or other.” 
 
    “Think you’d know his voice?” 
 
    “Probably.” 
 
    “Okay, listen and be quiet.”  
 
    Shadow got out his phone, powered it up, and called Stephanie’s phone.  
 
    “Hello?” Someone answered. 
 
    “Let me talk to the man in charge.” 
 
    “It’s early.” 
 
    “Yeah, too bad. Put him on.” 
 
    “One minute.” 
 
    Two minutes later the voice that had called Shadow originally was on the phone. 
 
    “Shadow Cat, I hear you’ve been running around town?” 
 
    “I had to check and make sure you were for real. Now I know you are.” 
 
    “And you’re a day behind schedule.” 
 
    “I want to make sure that your people aren’t going to follow me once I leave town. I can’t do this if I got to watch out for them all the time. Also, I want to hear Stephanie again. I want to be sure she’s still alive.” 
 
    “She’s asleep.” 
 
    “So wake her up! And you didn’t answer my other question.” 
 
    “You won’t be followed once you get to Europe. I’d recommend the Schweitzer’s in France first by the way, they have the part of the collection my boss wants back the most.” 
 
    “Thanks, now put her on.” 
 
    “Here.” 
 
    “Shadow?” A groggy voice came on the line. 
 
    “They still treating you okay Stephanie?” 
 
    “I’m scared, Shadow. They won’t let me out of that room, I haven’t even gotten the chance to shower or wash my hands! They say if you don’t do this soon, they’re gonna, gonna k.k.k.kill me,” and she started to cry again. 
 
    “Don’t worry, Hon. I’ll do as they say. You’ll be fine.” 
 
    Vincent’s voice came on the phone again. “Next time you call, I expect you to be in Europe. Better hurry, Shadow, time is running out and the dogs are getting hungry. You’ve got nine more days, then she’s just so much dog shit on the front lawn.” And the line went dead. 
 
    Shadow took the battery out and looked at Tomas. 
 
    “Yeah, that’s him alright.” Tomas said shaking his head. “I would never have suspected this in a hundred years. You sure she’s really been kidnapped? That she’s not being paid to act or something?” 
 
    “I know it’s her. I can go by her place and see what signs there are, but I know they killed that one guy, they’ve been after the guy who contracted me, and they’ve been after me.” 
 
    “Hold on, let me check something.” Tomas pulled out his phone and stepped away. Shadow heard him asking someone about recent disappearances. 
 
    “She’s been reported missing,” Tomas said coming back. “Her parents called it in last night; she’s been gone two days now and there were signs of violence at her apartment.” 
 
    “So you’ll help?” 
 
    Tomas nodded his head and smiled, “Yeah, I’ll help. Want to come along?” 
 
    “I can’t.” Shadow looked away, “I’ve been ordered not to go in there.” 
 
    Tomas looked surprised, “By who?” 
 
    “Circe, I went to her for help. She’s afraid if I go in there, I’ll die.” 
 
    “I’m surprised you didn’t try anyways,” Tomas looked surprised. 
 
    “Yeah well, sometimes Circe can compel even me. She’s afraid of Hennessy.” 
 
    “Huh, didn’t know that. You know people are going to figure out you tipped us off.” 
 
    Shadow shrugged. “It’s my fault she’s in there. If I have to pay, I’ll pay.” 
 
    “Good luck, Shadow, keep an eye on the news. We’ll probably go in at eight.” 
 
    “Thanks, Tomas.” 
 
    Shadow watched as Tomas walked over to the police station, and then he headed back to Circe’s. She was happy to see him. 
 
    “Where have you been?” She asked when he crawled into bed with her. 
 
    “I did the only thing I could think of,” he sighed and gave her a hug. “I suspect you’re probably going to want to kill me.” 
 
    She looked at him hard. “You told me you weren’t going to go in there!” 
 
    “I didn’t even go near the place.” 
 
    “Then what did you do?” 
 
    Shadow looked at the time, it was after seven am. “I tracked down the super hero Tomas that runs the supers team and proved to him what was going on. They’re going to raid Hennessy’s place in an hour.” 
 
    As Shadow talked, Circe eye’s narrowed to slits and Shadow could tell she was getting mad, until he got to the part about the raid, then she just  ... stopped. 
 
    “What? They’re going to raid Hennessy’s place?” 
 
    Shadow nodded. 
 
    “How did you get them to agree to that?” 
 
    Shadow shrugged, “A lot of fast talking, then I called in to check on Stephanie, make sure she was still alive and they went into some detail about how they were going to turn her into dog food and feed her to the dogs if I didn’t do as they said. Tomas heard the entire call, even recognized the voice of the guy I was talking to. Apparently he knows him. He wasn’t happy. I also told them about Carl’s contact that was murdered.” 
 
    “And just like that they’re going to raid the place?” 
 
    “Hennessy is supposed to be this outstanding citizen, I guess finding out he’s really a bad guy pissed him off.” Shadow shrugged, “Tomas and his team are the good guys after all.” 
 
    Circe started to laugh, shocking Shadow. “Oh this is priceless! Priceless! For years everyone has been trying to take that old bastard down and you finally do it by using the City’s super heroes against him! The very ones he put up the original grant money for! Oh, Shadow, you have no idea how funny this is!” 
 
    “So you’re not mad at me then?” Shadow said surprised. 
 
    “Of course I’m mad! Everyone is going to know you ratted someone out to the cops. On the other hand a lot of people are going to be impressed that you used the City’s Supers to do your dirty work and take down one of the untouchables in this town.  
 
    “So I’m not going to kill you, but you are going to be punished!” 
 
    Shadow sighed and hung his head, ears down and tail drooping. 
 
    “Oh don’t be such a baby, you knew I’d be pissed but you did it anyway. So I have to punish you. I’m also mad that you felt strongly enough about this little fuck toy of yours to risk my anger!” 
 
    “Circe,” He said softly, eyes down, “It was my fault, I don’t like other people paying for my mistakes. Compared to you, she’s nothing to me.” 
 
    Circe smiled, “You’re so sweet when you’re begging” 
 
    Shadow growled, but kept his eyes down. “I’m not begging, there are many who have tried to tempt me from your side, Circe. I will not abandon you.” 
 
    “Will nor or can not?” 
 
    Shadow looked up into her eyes briefly, “Will not! It is my choice. If your power over me ended this instant, I would stay. If you’re going to make me into a rug, do it already. Torturing an animal is beneath you.” 
 
    Circe smiled, their relationship when back and forth fairly often, she was going to enjoy having the upper hand again. 
 
    “You will wear my collar for four months!” She said.  
 
    Shadow growled softly but nodded. He was the only one of Circe’s who didn’t wear it normally.  
 
    “You will also stay in full cat form for the next four weeks.”  
 
    He nodded again.  
 
    “And you will not leave the compound during that time unless you’re wearing a leash and I’m holding it!”  
 
    He looked up again, his eyes angry, but she was staring right back at him. 
 
    “The other bosses need to see that you are punished. Now do as I say.” 
 
    Shadow changed and laid down on the bed, feeling humiliated.  
 
    Circe smiled and got his collar off of the night table and put it on him. “We’re going out tonight. We’re going out every single night this week. I want everyone to see that I do punish you when I feel you’ve been bad.” 
 
    Shadow grumbled, she’d have him hating life by tomorrow, he was sure of it. 
 
    “Oh don’t be such a big baby,” she repeated and started rubbing up against him, “I’m still impressed that you managed to con the cops into doing your dirty work. That deserves a reward, now how about coming here and claiming it? Hmmm, my big black nasty kitty cat? Let me show you exactly how I feel about you! 
 
    Shadow’s eyes opened wide as her hands slipped under him. The rest of the day turned out to be rather enjoyable, Circe really did love him, he was an animal after all, and now that he had been punished she moved on, the matter all but forgotten. 
 
      
 
      
 
    They walked into Bell’s together, Shadow padding along on all fours, Circe smiling besides him; the leash was evident though it was loose. Shadow could see people were looking at them; he never came into Bell’s in full cat form. When they got to the booth he hesitated, waiting for Circe to go in first. 
 
    “Well?” She said. 
 
    “You first,” he replied. 
 
    She raised an eyebrow at him. 
 
    “I can’t protect you from the inside.” He said in the way of the cat. 
 
    “But you’re being punished,” she responded in kind. 
 
    “Then I’ll lie at your feet under the table. I can’t protect you from the inside.” 
 
    “Maybe I don’t need protecting?” 
 
    “I can’t go against my nature, Circe, I have to protect you, you know that.” 
 
    Circe laughed and slid into the booth, Shadow jumping up onto the bench seat to sit on his haunches next to her. The waitress came over and looked at them both. 
 
    “Orders?” 
 
    “I’ll have a Mai-Tai,” Circe said. 
 
    “White Russian, in a bowl,” Shadow grumbled. He didn’t like speaking English in animal form; it was difficult to be understood clearly. 
 
    “Sure thing, Circe, Shadow.” The waitress, Sue was her name, said and walked off. 
 
    Carl walked up as the waitress walked off. “Circe, Shadow, may I?” he motioned to the seat. Shadow looked at Circe, she nodded. 
 
    “Thanks,” he said and sat down. He looked at the two of them and smiled a little and shook his head. “So I take it he’s being punished?” 
 
    “I can still talk, Carl,” Shadow growled. 
 
    “I know, but Circe is your boss and you’re obviously in trouble so excuse me if I defer to her.” 
 
    Circe gave a little laugh, “This is why I always tolerate you, Carl. Your manners are impeccable. Yes, Shadow is being punished, going to the Police without my permission was a very bad thing to do.” 
 
    “But you have to admit, it was pretty damn funny, Circe,” Carl said grinning. “Not only did he save the girl, but old man Hennessy, Gregory, and half a dozen others got arrested for kidnapping and murder! The entire security team let them waltz right in through the toughest security in the state because they’re all good guys and ex-cops. I hear that both Harbinger and the Bag Man thought it was a rather well done affair and Scorecard asked me to personally invite you both to his party tonight.” 
 
    Circe nodded, “Oh I agree it was well done. Otherwise I’d be sporting a nice new leopard coat. Still he has to be punished.”  
 
    “How is she, Carl?” Shadow asked softly, “I wanted to apologize to her for getting her in trouble like that.” 
 
    “Haven’t seen her yet, but word is she’s okay.” 
 
    “Carl, why don’t you ask her to meet us at tonight’s party, then Shadow can offer her a nice public apology.” Circe said smirking. 
 
    “Sure thing, Circe, I’ll go take care of that immediately. Good day, Circe, Shadow,” he nodded and left just as their drinks were delivered. 
 
    “Just how much public humiliation am I in for?” Shadow sighed and lapped at his drink. 
 
    “Lots,” Circe said, “I want everyone to see that I’m still in charge of you. Besides, after all you’ve gone through to save her; I thought you’d want to see her with your own eyes.” 
 
    “Not calling her my ‘little fuck toy’ anymore?” Shadow asked bemused. 
 
    “If she’s as hot as you make her sound, I was thinking of taking her home tonight and making her one of my little fuck toys!” Circe giggled back. 
 
    Shadow cocked his head and thought about that, “You know, you would like her, we do have the same taste in women.” 
 
    “I’m also going to make you give her the money you got for that job.” 
 
    Shadow was glad he was drinking out of a bowl, or he would have choked on his drink. “What?!” he gasped. 
 
    “It’s only a hundred grand, now, smile and look good for our visitors.” 
 
    Shadow looked up and sure enough another patron was stopping by, The Dart this time. 
 
      
 
    Over the next several hours everyone came by the booth and said hello. They all paid their respects to Circe, something which Shadow had never seen them do before. It was obvious after a while that while they all enjoyed what the results had been, they also were happy to see him being punished for once and seeing that he did indeed answer to Circe. 
 
    “They’ll all taking way too much pleasure in my discomfort,” he grumbled softly to Circe in the way of the cat much later on. 
 
    “Yes, delightful isn’t it?” she laughed. “Now, let’s go find that party.” 
 
    The party was nice; Scorecard talked mainly with Circe and made a point of not talking to Shadow. 
 
    “I’m glad to see you’ve taken this seriously, Circe,” He said to her. “I like the boy, I really do. He’s respectful and follows the code. He has honor. However while I enjoyed today’s outcome like everyone else, I have to question his judgment.” 
 
    Circe nodded, “He came to me and confessed all after he had done it. To be honest I’m certain he thought I would kill him for it, though he raised no paw against me and waited on my punishment.” 
 
    “So why didn’t you kill him?” Scorecard look surprised, Shadow suspected then that they thought she hadn’t killed him because she lacked the power. 
 
    “Because he felt it was a matter of honor. She had no part in the job, I had stopped him from trying to rescue her himself, so he used guile and trickery to get the Police to do it for him. I hadn’t realized I had left him that option when I ordered him not to save her. He told me himself that he wouldn’t let a friend take the rap for his job.” 
 
    “I see,” Scorecard nodded. “That does change things. So he frees her and puts his own neck on the block, shafting Hennessy and that bunch in the process. Even odds.” Scorecard shook his head and laughed then. “Luck is with the boy, for it did end rather well.” 
 
    They talked some more and Shadow only gave it half of his attention, for the most part he laid across a couple of chairs drowsing slightly, his tail curled possessively around Circe’s waist. That did not go unnoticed he was sure. When Stephanie came into the room he woke up and jumped to the floor causing Circe to look at him. 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “Stephanie just showed up.” 
 
    “Oh, go get her and bring her back here.” 
 
    Shadow nodded and quickly threaded his way through the crowd. One wise guy grabbed his leash and tried to hold on, but quickly found himself being dragged across the floor and into a couple of tables as Shadow dug his claws in and pulled, until he let go. That got a lot of laughs and no one tried to touch his leash again.  
 
    “Stephanie,” Shadow said and rubbed up against her legs giving her a start until she heard him say her name. “I’m so glad you’re safe.”  
 
    “Shadow, is that you?” She said shocked. She’d never seen his full cat before. 
 
    “Yes, it’s me. Grab my leash, Circe wants to say hello, I’ll lead you over there.” 
 
    “Why are you like that?” she asked still surprised. 
 
    “Punishment for going to the police to get you freed.” He said and started to lead her through the crowd, which parted for him this time. 
 
    “You’re the one who went to the cops?”  
 
    “It was the only way I thought I’d get you out alive.” 
 
    “Well I’m sure glad you did, Shadow! I think I’d be dead now.” 
 
    They came up to Circe’s table at this point. Scorecard was still there interestingly enough. 
 
    “Circe, this is Stephanie. Stephanie this is Circe, my Boss.” 
 
    “Stephanie, it is a pleasure,” Circe said rather pleasantly and extended a hand, which Stephanie took and then curtsied. Shadow could tell she was intimidated by Circe. 
 
    “Oh please, relax! Pull up a chair and join us. You’re among friends here. Besides I believe Shadow has something he’d like to say to you, don’t you, Shadow?” 
 
    Shadow stood tall, if he was going to do this, then he was going to do it like a man. “Quiet a moment!” He growled rather loudly and everyone nearby shut up and looked at him, those who were close already following the events playing out at the table. 
 
    “Stephanie, I want to personally apologize for what happened to you, it was entirely my fault. It was my actions that put you in jeopardy, please accept my most humble apology.” 
 
    “Very good, Shadow,” Circe said smiling. “And don’t you have something for her?” And she held up an envelope.  
 
    Shadow tried not to wince, “I want you to have this,” he said and Circe handed her the envelope. 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “The proceeds from the job I did that caused all of this.”  
 
    Shadow heard a lot of gasps from the crowd on that one. 
 
    “Which if anyone tries to take from you I will hunt them down and kill them and eat their corpse,” Shadow said making Circe laugh rather loudly and she reached over to rub his neck. 
 
    “I couldn’t take this,” she said looking a little nervous, “It wasn’t really your fault; I’m not even your girlfriend!” 
 
    “Well they thought so; I should have made it crystal clear to everyone that Circe is the one who owns my heart. Everyone else is just leasing it.” 
 
    Shadow heard a few chuckles at that and some of the gals went ‘awwww’, Circe reached over and rubbed him again, though it was more of a caress this time. The crowd started back up again at this point, alcohol and drugs leading to short attention spans after all. 
 
    “Keep it, Stephanie,” Circe said smiling and taking one of her hands and holding it. “What you went through was traumatic, this will help.” 
 
    Stephanie blushed and put the envelope in her purse, though she did not reclaim her hand from Circe’s. 
 
    “Stay with us, please, be our Guest.” Circe said smiling and moved to sit next to Stephanie. Scorecard stood at this moment and winked at Shadow, then made his good-byes and left.  
 
    Shadow jumped up to the table this time and laid down there. Someone brought him a drink in a bowl, some sort of rum drink with lots of cream. He drank a little, but mostly he just half drowsed. He took part in the conversation a little at first, Circe encouraged him to talk some, but eventually she zero’d in on Steph and in time was hitting on her pretty heavily. Steph was a bit drunk by this point, but was expressing an interest herself. 
 
    “Ask her home already,” Shadow growled in the way of the cat to Circe, “She’s ready and I can smell her arousal.” 
 
    “That must be a handy ability,” Circe growled back. 
 
    “What is it?” Stephanie asked. 
 
    “Oh, Shadow is getting bored and suggests we all go back to my place. Shall we?” 
 
    “Well, umm ...” Stephanie said, blushing a little. 
 
    “Come on, Steph, you wont regret it,” Shadow said softly. 
 
    She blushed even more and Circe almost frowned, but then Stephanie agreed and Circe was all smiles as they headed home. 
 
    Of course Circe dragged Stephanie right off to bed, and quickly had her naked beside her. Shadow laid across the foot of the bed and watched out of curiosity. Woman on woman sex really didn’t do much for him, oh the scents of their arousal got him aroused, but it wasn’t really his thing. Circe he had to admit was rather good at it however. She had Stephanie moaning in very short order and got her off several times. What was even more interesting is Stephanie then returned all of those favors, with equal vigor and Circe came several times as well.  
 
    This went on for some time until during one break Stephanie finally noticed him laying on the end of the rather large bed. 
 
    “What about Shadow?” Stephanie asked Circe. 
 
    “What about him?” 
 
    “When does he get some?” 
 
    “When I’m done with you, sweetie.” 
 
    “Are you going to do him like that?” 
 
    “Of course, he’s not allowed to change back for a month, besides; he’s more fun like this.” 
 
    “Wow. Can I watch?” 
 
    Circe laughed, “Sure. You never had him like this?” 
 
    Stephanie shook her head no. 
 
    “Well then, after he does me, I’ll let him do you. Shadow hon, come up here and show me who owns your heart!” Circe giggled. 
 
    Shadow stood up and stretched. His hardon was evident now, and he lashed his tail and smiled. This was going to be fun. 
 
    The first time with Circe was hard and animalistic. Stephanie went from shock to extremely turned on as she watched the two of them, and was more than willing to be next. 
 
    They spent the rest of the night trading him back and forth, as he showed his flexibility and staying power. When dawn finally came Stephanie was dead asleep, pretty much screwed unconscious and even Circe was having a hard time staying awake. Shadow himself was too exhausted to stand any more and just laid on his side panting. 
 
    “You were right, I do like her,” Circe purred. “She looks good in my bed. I’m gonna keep her.” 
 
    Shadow gave a little laugh, “See, this is why I don’t bring my lovers around, 'cause you’d probably steal every last one of them.” He grabbed Circe and pulled her between his paws and she pulled Stephanie over to be close as well and they quickly fell asleep. 
 
      
 
      
 
    The next month passed rather quickly, as usual Shadow had trouble keeping track of the days in his cat form, and he did stay in it as Circe had ordered him. People got used to seeing him on a leash with Circe on the other end. They also got used to seeing Circe with Stephanie, who sure enough ended up on Circe's staff within a few weeks. Circe could be very persuasive and Shadow had no idea that Stephanie was that kinky. 
 
    Once he was able to start going around in his preferred form again Shadow caught back up on his old business, and his girlfriends. The collar was a bit of an annoyance, though it made Circe rather happy. He decided that even after his punishment was up, he’d put it on whenever they went out together. Looking back at things she could have been much harder on him. Also the depths of her feelings for him were pretty clear now as well. He was more than just a big furry fuck toy, or her right hand man. He was also her main squeeze, the most valued person or animal in her life. Interestingly she held the same spot with him, which considering they fought almost as often as they made love, was rather scary. 
 
      
 
    #          #          #          #          # 
 
      
 
    “Heya sexy.” 
 
    Shadow had answered his apartment door and was surprised to see Fiona there; she'd joined Tomas' team a few months after that nasty incident in Bell's, taking his advice. Most people believed that she hated him and wanted him dead for raping her. That story was a necessary fiction for both of their benefits, the truth was he’d set her up with Tomas’ team and she owed him her life. They had spent one very pleasant night after that when she decided to ‘reward’ him for the choice he had made, the consequences of which were still unfolding. 
 
    “Back for round two?” He said smiling. 
 
    “Maybe when you’ve done something worth such a fantastic reward?” she teased. 
 
    Shadow sighed, “Damn, you’re hot you know. I was hoping for another go around.” 
 
    She laughed, “Maybe next time.” 
 
    “What brings you here?” 
 
    “Well someone asked me if I’d deliver this to you,” she held out an envelope. “They had a suspicion I knew where you lived, seeing as you ‘raped my ass’ here,” she giggled. 
 
    He took the envelope. “I see. Sure I can’t invite you inside? They say rape is always better the second time around.” 
 
    “Sorry, but I actually have a boyfriend now and I’m not the straying kind.” 
 
    Shadow gave a rather theatrical sigh, he really wasn’t that surprised, but he still enjoyed teasing her whenever the opportunity arose. “Okay. Bye!” 
 
    “Bye!” she did lean over and give him a peck on the muzzle and left, pulling the hood of her hoodie up to hide her face. 
 
    Shadow closed the door and opened the envelope. Tomas wanted to meet with him; there was a place listed, and a series of flags that could be set in several different places so they could signal each other to where and when. There was also an emergency signal that could be set for important meetings. Tomas was worried about too many cell phone calls exposing Shadow, and Shadow appreciated that concern. He knew that cell phone records weren’t that hard to get. 
 
    When Wednesday came Shadow was sitting in the back of a teashop in the business district. It was after the lunch rush, mostly it was university students inside now and no one was paying much attention to anyone else. It was nice and dark as well, with the booths well separated. 
 
    “Ah, I see you’ve made it.” Tomas said slipping into the booth. 
 
    “Easy enough to get here,” Shadow shrugged. 
 
    “No, I meant that you’re not a coat.” Tomas grinned. 
 
    Shadow shrugged. “Everyone thinks I tricked you into helping me out. They don’t quite understand that the good guys don’t cut the rich and famous slack when they kidnap and murder.” 
 
    “Well the courts might,” Tomas confessed, “But we don’t. So people were okay with it?” 
 
    “Yes and no. Circe had to punish me, which was mostly public humiliation and why I’m wearing a collar these days. I was supposed to spend a month in my full cat form, actually ended up to be more like a month and a half.” 
 
    “Really? Why so long?” 
 
    “Cause as a cat I have a terrible sense of time, and Circe wasn’t about to tell me when my time was up. She enjoys me more as a cat.” 
 
    “Oh? More tractable?” 
 
    “No, rougher sex.” Shadow smirked. 
 
    “I should have known,” Tomas sighed. “I kept your name out of my official report as the anonymous source, I hope you appreciate that.” 
 
    “It’s all over the underground that I did it. Isn’t it all over uptown as well?” Shadow asked surprised. 
 
    “There are rumors, but that’s all. So you pulled off the Renae job?” 
 
    Shadow nodded. “Pay sucked, but Hennessy was screwing those people out of what was theirs because he could. He didn’t need the money.” 
 
    “So you didn’t do it for the money, interesting.” 
 
    “Oh, I did it for the money; however I didn’t get to keep any of it.” 
 
    “Really? Why not?” 
 
    “Remember I said I got punished? That was another part of it.” 
 
    “Ah.” 
 
    “How’s the cop?” 
 
    “He’s doing fine. He was a bit confused, he thought he heard someone shoot one of his captors, but the lack of food and sleep will make your mind play tricks.” 
 
    “What about Tony?” 
 
    “He’s enjoying protective custody as we speak. Thanks for the tip off.” 
 
    “And Hennessy and his minions?” 
 
    “Well Victor and the rest are up on kidnapping, murder, and attempted murder. Hennessy is trying to distance himself from everything. The feds however are taking an interest, seems they found some things that indicates he was cheating on his taxes.” 
 
    “So they’re going to Al Capone him?” 
 
    Tomas laughed, “Probably. I think he may get hit with accessory after the fact on the kidnapping charge. He’s claiming that he was never told what they were doing, and Victor is falling on his sword for him.” 
 
    “Any idea how they found me out?” 
 
    “They were able to identify who made the fake set and leaned on them. That led them to the insurance company recovery specialist, and that led them to some guy in the underground. They weren’t able to get their hands on him, but they tracked him to you eventually, then nabbed that girl you were seeing. They thought she was your girlfriend and apparently she was able to give them enough info to confirm their suspicions.” 
 
    “I should have been able to get her out of there myself.” Shadow growled. 
 
    “I saw the defenses they had in place, you wouldn’t have stood a chance,” Tomas told him. 
 
    “I could have and I should have. I have the ability, just not the experience.” He growled softly. “That is going to change; I need to be able to protect the people around me without relying on others.” 
 
    “Well good luck with that. See you in a month?” 
 
    “Possibly, let us wait and see?” 
 
    Tomas smiled then got up and left. This Shadow Cat was an interesting one, he was different than the others, he’d dare say he was different than any of the good guys as well. What that officer had told him many months before was true, Shadow was playing by his own rules, his own standards, his own morals, and though Tomas had no idea what those rules were, yet, he suspected Shadow would become quite useful in the future success of Tomas’ goal to build a first rate team and protect the people of this city. First the Senator’s child, then Fiona, and more recently that kidnapped officer; yes, Shadow was definitely going to be very useful. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Karen 
 
      
 
    Thinning the Herd 
 
      
 
    It was a pretty wild party, a lot of drugs had been consumed, more were lying out yet, and alcohol was flowing like a river. As always there were tons of girls, including a rather huge contingent of young and barely legal runaways, hard little bodies ready, willing, and oh so able. 
 
    In short it was a fairly typical bad guy bash. A lot of the ‘anti-heros’, the current media name for the bad guy/evil supers, were in attendance, even a few of the top shelf ones were there. Shadow was a regular fixture at these events, always looking at the eye candy and recruiting new ‘talent’ for his own little private party afterwards. He also supplied some of the more exotic substances for the event, at a nice mark up of course, making it profitable as well as entertaining.  
 
    He was reclining on a rather large couch stuck in a nice dark spot, a few girls around him, captivated by his fur, and probably the rumors that surrounded him. The only reason he wasn’t on the official ‘villain’ list was he kept a lower profile, but occasionally even he made the news, they just were never quite sure what to make of him; but down here in the underground everybody knew that people who crossed the Shadow Cat often ended up being made rather unpleasant spectacles of, and then there was his association with Circe. People feared Circe, even here in the underground, and while they didn’t know what he did for her, it probably wasn’t good and they definitely weren’t going to ask. 
 
    Shadow yawned widely and curled his tail around the hot little number straddling his hips and running her fingers through his chest fur. She apparently had a thing for big black cats and was doing her best to make that clear. She giggled as he yawned and leaned forward to kiss him on the nose, so he laid a deep soul kiss on her and was impressed that she didn’t pull back when he slid his tongue into her mouth. A lot of the young gals took a while to get up to that, or some drugs. She was heavily into it from the get go and didn’t smell like she was on anything beyond a beer. He’d have to think about this one. 
 
    He pulled her down to him as he laid there and started making out with her, he wasn’t in a rush and the night was young yet. So he missed the opening rounds of the attack. Once he realized what was going on he was pretty surprised, this was a big party, for anyone to try anything was insane. But the building shook with the force of some kind of power strike and the music stopped and the yelling and screaming began. 
 
    Shadow rolled on to the floor taking his new friend with him. She looked pretty panicked and he glanced around from his position on top of her. It was definitely a super raid, and from the sounds of it, it was more than just the city’s local team. The feds must have flown in a bunch of support, which would only make sense considering the size of the party. He idly wondered how they’d found out about it, but decided that could wait. 
 
    “What’s your name?” he asked the gal. 
 
    “Karen! What’s happening?” she gasped looking around in shock. 
 
    “Super raid, they’re going to try and arrest some people I guess.” 
 
    “Oh no! Don’t let them get me!” she shivered. 
 
    “You wanted for anything?” he looked at her then back at the fights going on across the building. No one had made their way back here yet. He’d picked this spot for being on the far side of the warehouse where the crowd was lightest. 
 
    “No, but I’m a runaway,” she confessed. 
 
    He smiled, yup; he’d have some fun tonight for sure. “Okay, Karen, these things are done by certain rules. When I get off you I want you to crawl to that doorway over there,” he pointed to one a lot of girls were already running out of. “They’re after supers like me, so they won’t give you a second look. Go to Bell’s bar, wait for me near the back. Tell them to put you on my tab if you need anything. Got it?” 
 
    She nodded wide-eyed.  
 
    “Good.” He slid off her and gave her a pat, “Now go.” 
 
    She went. 
 
    Shadow watched her until she got to the doorway, shifting to his stealth form and splitting his attention between the people rushing in and the people rushing out. These things had rules, and so far no one had been breaking them. The first rule was you let the civilians go. The supers of course being good guys couldn’t do anything to them, and while bad guys usually didn’t care, this was their party and the civies were their guests. So you took care of them or attendance would be down next time. 
 
    The next general rule was if you got away, they didn’t come after you. That was more due to legal wrangling and lawyers. Shadow was sure they had arrest warrants for some of the folks here, they wouldn’t have bothered otherwise. Next of course with all the illegal drugs, weapons, and other things floating around here, they could arrest anyone they caught and hold them on suspicion. During that time they’d search you and maybe find a few things you shouldn’t be having. The reason they didn’t come after you if you got away was proving you were there and doing something you shouldn’t be was difficult, if not impossible. Unless of course you killed somebody. 
 
    Shadow moved deeper into the shadows, blending into his element and watching what was going on. Getting out would be tough, they would have set up a pretty tight perimeter with all sorts of goodies to trip up any supers coming out the door, and his rather unique appearance, a large black furred bi-pedal panther, made him easy to pick out. So he’d let some of the others soften up those avenues first. 
 
    He picked out most of the local super team, Tomas, Fiona, Centurion, Thadieus, and Chen were all rather apparent. But there were a good half dozen others he’d never seen before plus a lot of supporting normals. So he found a good spot to watch from. 
 
    They were being well coordinated and had definite targets in mind. There were four serious bad guys here, and a dozen or so second stringers. Most all of the stringers worked for one of the four and were trying to sort themselves out to support their bosses. Three were already out of action, one was unconscious, one was glued to the floor, and the third was being held immobile in the air by some sort of wind. Thadieus controlled air, so that was probably his doing.  
 
    The other fifty or so bad guys were either just henchmen, super normals – but not super heroes; or other hanger-ons – new powers to the area who hadn’t sorted themselves out yet. For the most part those that weren’t associated with one of the four were trying to make escape routes, and about fifteen of them had been tagged one way or another and would be going to jail tonight Shadow was sure. He spotted Clyde, who was one of Circe’s, she was a minor power and had been tagged. From the looks of things she’d gotten hit in the initial attack. Shadow decided to work his way over there and see if he couldn’t at least free her from the net holding her. 
 
    As he watched the targets of the raid became obvious, they were going after Laughing Boy and Scorecard. As soon as that became obvious the other two started to withdraw, fighting their way out and taking their people with them. Shadow got to Clyde at that point and used a knife to cut the ropes. The way Clyde was snoozing he didn’t want to touch them, and he dragged Clyde off into the shadows and woke her up.  
 
    At that point the entire situation changed. Those withdrawing were working their way out, clearing a nice exit through a blasted set of holes in the floor and the walls, and for the most part the supers weren’t doing much but harassing them to keep them from forming up with their real quarry. But Laughing boy and Scorecard were serious badass customers and they suddenly switched over to the heavy artillery and the building started to crumble around them. Several supers got blasted back across the room and a couple didn’t get up.  
 
    Pushing Clyde to follow Dongle, one of the super normals Shadow knew that was escaping, Shadow went to check on the two downed supers. One came to and got up before he even got near, going back to the attack. But the other had landed behind the bar and had a large piece of metal sticking through them. And the way the fight was going on, no one was going to get to them anytime soon. The supers had upped the ante as well at this point, and people were getting seriously injured now. But this gal was going to die in a few minutes if someone didn’t do something, and Shadow realized with a sinking heart that it was up to him. He could just walk away and leave her there to die, no one would know. No one but him of course, and that was the only person who mattered. 
 
    Switching forms again to his medic/healing form he slinked behind the bar and started to examine her wound. She was one of the out of town supers, he’d never seen her before, but she was still alive, it had gone right through her chest below her right breast, but she was bleeding heavily, including some frothy blood from her mouth.  
 
    “Hold it right there!” he heard and looking up he saw Centurion, hovering over the bar. Centurion was mainly a tank by the way Shadow classified supers. He could fly somehow, and could do a few other interesting, but standard, things. Primarily though he was super powerful and tough. He was also a straight, law-abiding, standup kinda guy. 
 
    “She’s dying,” Shadow said, “can you help her?” 
 
    “Just move away from her, Shadow Cat. Help will be here soon.” 
 
    “She doesn’t have soon Centurion.” Shadow almost smiled as Centurion blinked at hearing his name, they’d never really crossed paths before, “and that piece of metal is anchored in the bar so I’m afraid to move her. And I don’t have anything to cut it with so you can get her out of here. So your choice is simple, let me try to save her or watch her die.” 
 
    Shadow turned his back on Centurion and quickly dug through the wreckage of the bar looking for a first aid kit, he found that and some towels. He could hear the fight was still going on hard and heavy, Centurion had had to dodge something once or twice and the building was shaking constantly now. Turning back to the girl he started to cut her costume away from the wound, there was still a lot of blood. 
 
    “What are you doing?” Centurion said angrily. “How can I trust you, Shadow Cat?” 
 
    Shadow didn’t even look up, “What have you got to lose? If I do nothing she dies anyway. If I kill her your word alone would send me up for life. Just keep everyone else away, and stop drawing fire. I’m not sure I can do this, it’s pretty bad.” 
 
    “Then maybe you shouldn’t!” 
 
    “Just shut up already!” he growled. Shadow cleared the wound site and opened up the kit to see what he had. Bandages mostly, not much else. Grabbing a couple of bottles from the bar he pulled out his small emergency kit and opened it up as well. It had a few clamps and sutures in it, plus a few syringes.  
 
    “You got x-ray vision right?” Shadow asked. 
 
    “Of course!”  
 
    “Good, get your ass over here and take a look at her insides. She’s bleeding pretty heavy, I need to know where from.” 
 
    He nodded and flew over, looked at her and shivered. “It severed a vein right under her ...” 
 
    Shadow swore, “Inferior vena cava. This is bad, really bad. How’s the fight looking?”  
 
    Centurion looked up and moved back to where he had been, “Not well.” 
 
    Shadow grabbed a couple of bottles and lined them up, opening them. “I’m going to need a couple of favors from you, Centurion,” he said pouring vodka over the wound, then his claws, the clamps, and the needle. Trying to get things as sterile as possible. 
 
    “Why?” Centurion asked suspiciously. 
 
    Shadow ignored the question. “First I need you not to try and kill me when I cut her open, this isn’t going to be pretty,” he stuck the needle in a bottle and drew a lot of alcohol into it. “Second is I don’t want you telling anyone I saved her, assuming I do. Make some shit up.” He grabbed the syringe in his paw and concentrated, a brief glow appeared for a moment. 
 
    “What was that?” Centurion asked confused. 
 
    “Making a sedative, this is going to hurt and I can’t risk having her coming to or having convulsions while I’m cutting.” 
 
    Shadow injected her and then repeated the process. 
 
    “Now what?” 
 
    “A local to paralyze the muscles in the area. Now...” A large explosion shook the area and Shadow covered her body with his, grunting as debris bounced off of his back. 
 
    “Good news or bad news?” he asked. 
 
    “They’re moving away from us.” 
 
    Shadow nodded and started to cut carefully, using his claws to pull back tissue as he went in. This was a bit beyond him, but she was still bleeding profusely and he had to do something fast. It took him a minute to get down far enough to find the vein, then he put a clamp on it, then put one on the other side as well. 
 
    “That’s the worst of it, go get some help; I need to bandage this mess.” 
 
    “I don’t know, Shadow ...” Centurion started. 
 
    “Dude, give it a rest and go get some help already.” 
 
    Shadow worked fast to bandage her, the bleeding had slowed a lot and even though her right lung had collapsed, the left seemed to be holding up. He gave her a small shot of adrenaline to keep her heart going, then peeked over the bar top. They were rounding up stragglers now and it appeared the fight was over. They had several wounded and Centurion was gesturing wildly while talking to Tomas. He looked at her again and figured she had as good a chance as he could give her, she wouldn’t bleed out soon. So changing back into his stealth form he withdrew just as they came over. 
 
    He heard the gasps of surprise and the call for a medic and an ambulance. He watched as Tomas reached under her and cut the metal bar. Tomas had a lot of power, psionic’s mainly, but he had to touch in order to bring the more powerful aspects to bear. He figured at that point she’d be okay, so he left. 
 
      
 
    It took Shadow an hour to get to the bar he’d told Karen to go to; he had seen that they had Scorecard, but not Laughing Boy, and about twenty others on his way out. About nine had to go in ambulances, one of which was the gal he’d worked on, and another super under his own power. There were a couple of dead bodies too apparently. He wasn’t sure who. 
 
    He was feeling a little edgy when he got to the bar, there was still some blood in his fur and the scent was affecting him. There were only a few in the bar, and all looked on edge like himself, they’d obviously escaped the party and they all nodded to him, noticing the dirt and dust, and probably the blood as well. He went into the back and Karen was there, looking small and scared and nursing a rather stiff drink. 
 
    “You okay?” he asked her sliding on to the seat beside her. 
 
    “Yeah, I think so,” she said, “it was like you said, they just let us run right by.” She looked at him, her eye’s widening, “You’re hurt!” 
 
    He shook his head and took a sip of her drink, vodka martini. “That’s not mine, I’m fine.” 
 
    Her eyes got wider then and he stood up and took her hand, “Let’s go back to my place, I need a shower and you need a place to stay.” 
 
    “No, that’s alright,” she started slightly pulling away. 
 
    Shadow turned and pulled her close, “You came this far, you might as well go all the way,” and he kissed her hard pressing her against his chest. She stiffened at first but surrendered soon enough, making him purr. “Good girl,” he whispered in her ear. “Now let’s go.” 
 
    He led her out and took her back to his place. It was a nice large two-bedroom apartment, with a full kitchen and all the trappings of home; it was where he usually slept when he wasn’t sleeping over one of his many girl friends’ places or at Circe's.  
 
    She was meek at first; he stripped down as soon as they got in the door and stripped her down as well. But as he washed in the shower, and washed her as well, she started to warm back up to him, and it wasn’t long before they were necking heavily again. They dried off next, and he led her to the bedroom and he made love to her. She was hesitant when he moved to mount her, but she didn’t push him back or say no, and she definitely wasn’t a virgin. The way she moved under him once they got going told him that she was rather experienced as well. All in all they made love twice that night and then he fell asleep with her cuddled against him.  
 
      
 
    He woke in the morning feeling refreshed with her spooned back against his chest, purring he rose up and let her roll onto her back in her sleep, then lowering his muzzle he slowly started to lick at her sex, causing her to spread her legs and let him slide his tongue in. He proceeded slowly at first, working his long feline tongue up inside her, when she finally awoke and grabbed his head he had her pretty excited and he concentrated fully on bringing her off. Then of course he fucked her brains out until she was moaning and crying out rather loudly. He kissed her and smiled when they’d finished and she’d plastered herself up against him clinging rather tightly.  
 
    He quirked an ear as she held onto him, rubbing her face into the fur of his shoulder. Rolling onto his back he put his paws around her, one high, one low on that tight young ass and gave a low rumbling purr. She was a hot little sex toy, and if she wasn’t bred solely for fucking, someone had sure spent a lot of time teaching her how to do it right. She obviously enjoyed it, and she obviously was enjoying him a lot more than he’d normally found with these runaways. So curling a leg around hers to let her know there was no escaping he asked her, “So what’s your story?” 
 
    “Well I was out with my friends and we heard about the party and ...” 
 
    “No,” he interrupted her, “You’re here in my bedroom because I wanted to fuck you.” He purred as she gave a little jerk to the roughness of his words. “Why are you here in the city? Why did you run away? You know what I want to hear, cut to the heart of your story.” He rubbed his jaw over her head as she lay on his chest. 
 
    “You know I’m a runaway?” She sounded a little surprised. 
 
    "It's obvious. You're what, seventeen?" 
 
    She told him how old she was then, and while she might be barely on the legal side of consent, she was legally old enough, and that was all that really mattered to him. 
 
    "So who taught you all about sex?" 
 
    Karen blushed, "My step-dad." 
 
    "Oh?"  
 
    She nodded, "There was a kid from school I was having sex with, and well,” he watched as she paused a moment to remember and smiled. “One day he caught me and took me back to his room and showed me how it was really done!” 
 
    Shadow blinked. The last two runaways he’d bedded were running from fathers or stepfathers who were abusing them regularly. Karen didn’t sound unhappy about it. 
 
    “And then?” He prompted. 
 
    “Well we went on at it for quite a while, and eventually he started to loan me out to his buddies. Especially on Poker night. They’d play for my ass for the night.” 
 
    “What did you mother think about this?” 
 
    “Oh, she was okay with it. He was already sharing her around. She didn’t complain much about anything, my stepfather was rather strict. Sometimes I think she was jealous he spent so much time with me, but I don’t know.” 
 
    “Were you happy with what he was doing to you?” 
 
    She shrugged, “The sex was nice really. He could really make me feel special and safe.” 
 
    “What about his friends?” 
 
    “Well, one of them was really nice, the rest were okay. One I wasn’t too thrilled with, but Bill, my step-dad, used to get real upset with me if I didn’t do as I was told. So I put up with him.” She shuddered a little unconsciously. 
 
    Shadow picked up on it all and wondered. Her mother was obviously pretty submissive and she wasn’t much different. He’d be surprised if ‘Bill’ didn’t have a couple of other pieces on the side. He probably had been planning on training his stepdaughter up to be a sex toy just like her mom. To be honest he’d done a pretty good job, but why had she left?  
 
    “So if you weren’t that unhappy, why’d you run away?”  
 
    Karen shivered again against Shadow, and he knew it bothered her, whatever it was, and she didn’t want to talk about it. But he was curious. 
 
    “Tell me Karen,” he whispered and squeezed her tight putting a paw to the back of her head and cradling her to him, “whatever it is, I want you to tell me.” 
 
    She sniffed and nodded, “Well I had a dog, his name was Rex, he was a mix, half German shepherd, half Great Dane. He was my best friend; we spent so much time together, especially when Mom and my Dad used to fight, when he’d beat her. He used to comfort me and I think my Dad was afraid of him. When Dad finally moved out and Bill moved in and started taking care of us, Bill didn’t mind Rex. 
 
    "Well one day my mom stumbles into my room while she's drunk and I was cuddling with Rex on the bed, kissing him, and she thought we were having sex and she ran off and she told Bill,” she sobbed slightly, “And Bill came in and was so mad. Said he didn’t train me to waste me on that Mutt. He dragged me out and punished me! And then,” she sobbed loudly, “he shot Rex.” 
 
    Shadow inhaled sharply, to shoot the dog with the kid around? And to punish her after pretty much abusing her? That was just cruel. He growled. He didn’t judge people on their pasts much, but he just hated to see downright cruelty.  
 
    “How long ago did you leave there?"  
 
    “Two months,” she said when she’d calmed back down. “One of the girls I met when I got here last month, who’d been helping me – she told me how to get some of the older suits to buy me food and stuff, well she dragged me to the party and well.” Karen looked up at Shadow and smiled embarrassed, “I saw you.” 
 
    Shadow laughed, “I had wondered why you weren’t put off by me when I kissed you. A lot of girls your age are a bit shy at first.” 
 
    Karen blushed, "Rex was the only one who never took advantage or me, who protected me, who actually loved me. All he ever wanted to do was cuddle with me and lick my face.  
 
    "I may have enjoyed what my step-father was doing to me, but he never cared about me or loved me. And then, then he shot Rex, because my stupid mother thought she saw something that couldn't happen!" 
 
    "Couldn't?" Shadow asked, curious. 
 
    "Rex had been fixed, years ago," she said and started to cry. 
 
    Shadow just shook his head quietly and rolled over, putting her under him once again. He slid lower until their eyes were equal. 
 
    “I understand,” he whispered and then kissed her. She hugged him close and kissed him back hard, and he lingered for quite a while. He made love to her once more then, slow and passionate.  
 
    She responded passionately herself to him; she had someone who understood her, and someone who reminded her of her loving Rex, who had protected her. Someone older, bigger, stronger, and she felt safe in his arms when he mounted her, when he came into her. She wanted to be his. 
 
      
 
    Later when they’d cleaned up and gotten breakfast he pulled her into the living room and sat on the couch pulling her into his lap. He had her tell him her full name, her parent’s name, her address, all of that stuff. 
 
    “What do you want to know all that for?” she asked brushing out his fur. She had spied the brush on the table and was putting it to good use, enjoying the way he got all boneless and purred as she used it on him. 
 
    “I’m going to call my lawyers and send them out to your Mom’s house. I figure by tomorrow I’ll be your legal guardian. After that,” Shadow opened one eye and smiled at her, “You’re my cute little pet.” 
 
    “Um, can you do that?” Karen was shocked, “What if they protest? What if Bill tries to get me back?” 
 
    Shadow laughed, “Karen, just what kind of people do you think were at that party last night?” 
 
    “Ummmm,” she gulped and whispered, “You’re a bad guy aren’t you?” 
 
    “Does it really matter to you?” 
 
    “Not really,” she said quietly in a small voice, “you’ve been good to me.” 
 
    “Good girl,” he purred and smiled at her. “And as long as you do what I tell you to, I’ll keep being good to you.” 
 
    Shadow noticed her smile and closed his eye and relaxed under the brush. “They’ll agree to what my lawyers tell them to agree to or they’ll regret it. I think I’ll tell them to break Bill’s arm, pay him back for Rex, anyways.” 
 
    Karen started to brush him out a lot harder when he said that. She liked the idea, Bill should be punished. 
 
    “So, next I’ll get you enrolled in school. There’s a nice private one I can send you to. At your age you shouldn’t sit on your butt all day.” 
 
    “School?” Karen griped, “I can stay here and take care of you all day! Cook, clean!”  
 
    “Oh you’ll do that too, don’t worry!” Shadow snickered, “But I want you educated. I’ll give you the guest room to live in.” 
 
    “I can sleep in your room, Shadow; I don’t need my own room.” 
 
    “Karen, I have girlfriends. And sometimes they spend the night here. Sometimes I don’t come home for days. You’re my pet, my little sex kitten,” he purred. “So you need your own room. You will cook and clean and go to school. And when I want you, I will take you!” He pulled her close suddenly, surprising her with the speed of it, and kissed her. “Understand? You’re mine now, until you turn eighteen you belong to me.” 
 
    “Why eighteen?” She gasped and leaned into him.  
 
    “Cause I treat women like sex toys. To me you’re just a cute kitty sex toy for this cat to use and abuse as I want.” He kissed her and could feel her confusion, one moment affection, another calculating, he was keeping her off balance. “Now you’re already a sex toy, Bill’s got you well trained into that. Not that I’m complaining of course,” he wrapped his tail around her, letting the tip bat at her breasts, she was only wearing panties. “But I have decided that if I’m going to be your guardian, there are going to be some changes made.” 
 
    “Why?” Karen asked grabbing his tail and wrestling with it. It was probably stronger than her, the rest of him certainly was. She giggled as it curled around her, under her breasts. 
 
    “If you’re going to be my kid, I want you to have some sense and some brains. Some spine as well.” 
 
    “I guess. Should I call you Dad then?” she teased. 
 
    He purred, “I think I might like that,” he grinned at her opening his eyes, “Especially when I’m screwing you!” Then he pounced her of course and proceeded to do just that. 
 
    Karen struggled a little at first, putting up a mock battle. Rex had loved it when she played with him like that and she noticed Shadow liked the little game as well. She did enjoy the idea of him being alpha to her, and even called him ‘Dad’ and ‘Daddy’ while they made love. Crying it loudly a few times when she came as well. She didn’t like the idea of having to share him with other women, but she knew better than to challenge him, he was tougher and probably meaner than Bill ever had been. He’d had blood smeared into his fur in several places when he’d caught up with her last night. She shivered at that. He was big, sleek, and dangerous. She suspected that unlike Bill, Shadow probably killed people who pissed him off. Also, Shadow hadn’t said anything about letting other men use her. She’d always hated Bill making her do that, but she got the distinct impression that Shadow, like most animals, wasn’t the sharing kind. She liked that idea especially. 
 
    Shadow sighed later as they savored the post coital bliss. He knew he just signed himself up for a couple of years of inconvenience and probably a certain amount of frustration, she was a teenager and there would be issues he was sure. Especially if he taught her to be more independent, and assertive. Which he knew he was going to have to do, he could sense it in her, she had power and it was slowly growing. His human side was split, part of him always wanted to keep these girls around and help them, while fucking them silly of course. The other part just wanted to use them and toss them back. Using them until he tired of them.  
 
    His cat side on the other hand, well normally the predator was in agreement with the human. But this time the cat was of a different mind, she had all but belonged to another animal, which had died. The cat felt a connection to her, and decided to pick up where the other had left off. It did not want her to become prey, she would become independent, maybe even another hunter. And in matters of the heart, the cat always ruled. Shadow had always embraced his animal side, especially when it came to people. He trusted his instincts after all. 
 
    He took her shopping later that day and enjoyed her reactions; he bought her clothes, toiletries, and furniture for her room. His lawyers called him about seven hours after he had given them their task, Bill apparently had no legal standing over Karen, her real father was in jail and was happy to sign because oddly enough he cared and figured in some strange manner that if Shadow could afford these lawyers, she was moving up. And the mother, well a gun held to Bill’s head convinced him to tell her to do it. Especially as he was nursing a broken arm at the time. Shadow appreciated his lawyers, even if they were sometimes a bit shady. But what lawyers weren’t really? 
 
    Come Monday Karen started in the private school he had enrolled her in. It wasn’t exactly cheap, but Shadow was never into half measures. He wanted her educated, and he wanted her to learn certain things. Piano and martial arts were part of the curriculum he had set up for her, as well as home economics and real economics. The night before she started school he laid in his bed with her, he had spent Sunday evening and night with her, and had made love to her for quite a few hours as well. 
 
    “I want you to wear this,” he said giving her a necklace with a silver and black enamel cat’s head on it. It wasn’t very large, and hung down between her breasts nicely. “I don’t care where you wear it, but you are never to take it off unless I’m around, okay?” 
 
    “Why?”  
 
    “Because if you press hard behind the head and hold it for five seconds like that it will activate a little beacon and I will drop whatever I am doing and come immediately. However,” he growled, “it had better be a serious life threatening emergency because I’m going to show up ready to kill someone and will be very disappointed if I don’t. Understand? This is only when you can’t reach me any other way.” 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    He kissed her and gave her a set of collars then, they were rather stylish each made of something different. “These mark you as my kitten, you don’t have to wear one at school, and you can wear the lettered part inside if you want. But when you’re shopping or running errands around here, wear it with the letters out so people know. I don’t want any of the local troublemakers starting up with you.” 
 
    She nodded again; he was marking her, making it clear to everyone else who she belonged to. It made her feel warm inside. 
 
    “Last of all, you need to understand that no matter what happens, until you turn eighteen I own you. Legally. Don’t even think of ever running away either. If you ever have a problem with me, you tell me. You are free to do that. But don’t think for a second that if you run I won’t come after you, or I won’t find you. You are important to me and I won’t dishonor Rex’s memory by letting you run off before you’re old enough to fend for yourself. I’m a super; I have the ability to track you even without the necklace anywhere on the face of the planet. You belong to me and I’m not going to let you run away. Understood? 
 
    Karen nodded and gulped, “Yes, Shadow,” she said and tingled down to her toes. She could tell he was serious, and it made her feel secure and funny inside in a way that she liked. She snuggled up even closer to him and buried her face in his fur inhaling his scent deeply. 
 
      
 
    #          #          #          #          # 
 
      
 
      
 
    School was interesting for Karen, it was a lot better than the crummy public school she had gone to before, and the classes were often a lot smaller with individual attention. In the first day they figured out where she stood academically and what she needed to learn. The school days were long, they started at eight and ran until six, but they were interesting and she truly enjoyed the first week there. 
 
    When she got home Shadow was there the first night, dinner was at eight and normally she would be expected to make it. He only made it home for dinner one other night that week, Thursday, and Friday she never saw him at all, he didn’t turn up until suppertime on Saturday, and then he took her out to a party that night, making her dress rather scandalously. She wore the necklace as an ankle bracelet that night, as she wore a lot of jewelry on that occasion, almost more than clothes.  
 
    “What’s this party for?” she asked him as he escorted her over to a dark area in a corner, this place was almost as large as the one last week. He’d delivered something to the party’s hosts and just returned to where he had parked her. 
 
    He snickered, “Well last weekend’s bust disrupted the fall harvest, so this party is to take care of that.” 
 
    “Harvest?” 
 
    He nodded and kissed her, “All those sixteen or so year old runaways, the players in the underground pretty much divvy the best ones up between themselves and do what they want with them.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” she asked concerned. She’d already spotted her quasi-friend Jess in the crowd again and had waved to her. Jess had looked a little shocked at her get up, and whose lap she was sitting in. 
 
    “Well, these girls are all runaways; many will end up drug addicts or hookers no matter what. Probably half of those will be dead in two years, nearly all of them in five or six. So the guys pick up the ones they want and use ‘em. Take them home, screw them, whatever. If they like the girl they keep her around and maybe take care of her, even help her out or give her a job. If they don’t,” Shadow shrugged, “doesn’t matter who does it, it’s going to happen to them. It’s just the law of nature.” 
 
    Karen gasped, “They’re going to kill them?”  
 
    Shadow gave her a little squeeze, “No silly. But quite a few of these girls are going to end up either girl friends, sex slaves, or some sort of hooker after tonight. Oh they won’t be sex slaves or hookers immediately, but in a month or three they will be. The cream of the crop will be skimmed off; the rest will end up back on the streets to be picked over by the lower denizens.” 
 
    Karen shuddered, “It sounds cruel.” 
 
    Shadow nodded and pulled her close, wrapping his arms around her and kissing her, “It is cruel, life can be very cruel if you run out there in the jungle without parents or guardians. But these gals chose it when they came here. May I remind you, that you chose it too. You just got lucky that I found you first.” 
 
    Karen snuggled into his arms and nodded, feeling safe. He owned her and made it clear he intended to keep and protect her. She wondered why he was here then with her and asked him that. 
 
    “I had business to do, and I intended to stay and enjoy the party. Rather than attract some new girl to play with, I thought I’d bring the one I already had,” he gave her a squeeze, “besides, I figured you might enjoy the time out. Now let’s relax, and enjoy ourselves, and watch the predators winnow out the herd.” He teased. 
 
    “You don’t make it sound very nice.” 
 
    “Because it isn’t. I want you to see what I saved you from so you can understand what you almost got yourself into. This is a dangerous world; I would be irresponsible if I did not teach you about it now that you’re my responsibility.” 
 
    She mulled that over for a while, and had a few drinks, letting the alcohol relax her. Eventually she ended up in his lap as he leaned back on a couch, snuggling and making out. The party was still getting started, and people were still arriving, sorting themselves out. Her friend Jess had finally come by and said hello just a few minutes ago and Karen had introduced them. Jess was obviously shocked by what she saw and when she wandered off Karen asked Shadow if he knew why. 
 
    “Because people fear me,” he said rather simply. 
 
    “More than the other people here?” she asked keeping her voice low. 
 
    “Pretty much. On the one hand they know I fuck a lot, if you weren’t here I’d probably have already fucked two or three of the cuter girls here. I’m not always discrete about it. I also have quite a few steady girlfriends, and some of those have killed men just for hitting on them. 
 
    “And on the other hand I’m a complete mystery to most of them, they know I run with Circe who is as bad as they come, but they don’t know what I do for her. They’ve seen her and I have knock down drag outs in public, and they’ve all heard the rumors about how I make people disappear.” 
 
    “Disappear?” She asked curious. 
 
    “People who come after me for one reason or another are often never seen again. And even some who go after my girlfriends.” 
 
    Karen looked at him, “What did you do to them?” 
 
    “I suspect people think I ate them,” he grinned and picked his teeth with a claw. 
 
    “Are you going to eat me?” she asked in a little girl voice suddenly worried. 
 
    He laughed, “Of course not.”  
 
    “Then why do they think that?” 
 
    “Because they’ve seen me bite a person’s throat out with my fangs. I’ve killed some very tough customers, Kitten, in rather spectacular fashion. People talk about it and I’m sure your friend Jess has heard all the stories by now.” 
 
    Karen nodded, “Well she’s not exactly my friend. I just know her.” 
 
    Shadow hmmed? “Well how much do you like her?”  
 
    “She’s okay; she helped me out, why?” 
 
    “Well she’s about to end up a hooker, that’s a pimp hitting on her.” 
 
    “What?” Karen looked, “You have to do something!”  
 
    Shadow whistled and several people turned to look, including Jess. He crooked a finger at her to come back over. The pimp saw it and immediately went in search of other targets. Jess noticed then she was alone and came over. 
 
    “What did you do that for?” she asked, a little too scared to be upset. 
 
    “He was a pimp!” Karen hissed, “Looking for new girls.” 
 
    “And you should talk?” Jess said, then turned rather pale as she remembered who’s lap Karen was sitting on. 
 
    “I don’t sell my women on the street,” Shadow laughed, “Though if you want I could call him back?” 
 
    Jess got paler. 
 
    “To be honest though, if you want to be a prostitute I can fix you up with a lot better than him. You are rather attractive, young, tight body, nice tits and ass. No doubt you’d make a pimp a lot of money before he was done with you. Of course he’d hook you on drugs to control you, sell you to lower end pimps as the drugs took their toll, and eventually one would OD you and you’d end up in the morgue.” 
 
    Shadow smiled at her, “But if you got a job at a nice whorehouse with a decent madam, well then of course you’d be taken care of and could quit when you wanted to.” 
 
    Jess gulped again and Shadow handed her his drink, which she finished rather quickly. He looked her over carefully, appraising her obvious assets. 
 
    “So what do you want to do Jess?” He asked. 
 
    “Huh? What do you mean?” 
 
    “Think of this party as a big job interview, and all those guys as employers. Some are looking for girlfriends, though that job tends not too last long. Some are looking for prostitutes as I just mentioned. Some want sex slaves, but that breaks down into the ones who will treat you well, and the ones who will eventually kill you. In either case you’ll be a slave afterwards and probably sold. Just some sell to good homes and some sell to bad ones. There are guys here looking for strippers, and dancers, and waitresses, and well, just about anything. Just remember that your body is going to be your bargaining chip, and once the deal is closed, they’re going to be fucking you a lot. Like it or not.” 
 
    “Why, why are you telling me this?” 
 
    “Cause Karen here likes you and I guess she wanted me to help you. So I’m helping. This is the underground, if you’re going to stay here, as a hot little sixteen or seventeen year old girl, you’re prey. They’re the predators. These parties are the savannah. If you want to work for one of these guys, tell me what you want to do and I’ll hook you up. Just understand that if I hook you up you can’t go back on the deal. Otherwise you’ll face me,” Shadow growled out that last word. 
 
    Jess collapsed onto the couch and stared at Karen looking a little panicked again. 
 
    “Quit scaring her Shadow,” Karen said and hugged him, “Please?” 
 
    Shadow grinned. “Go back out on the floor and think about what you want, and then come here and tell me. If I can help, I’ll set you up. If I can’t I’ll tell you so. Okay?” 
 
    Jess nodded dumbly and got up and walked off. 
 
    “I can’t believe you told her to do that!” Karen gasped, surprised. “You looking to get laid?”  
 
    He grinned and kissed her, “I have mine for tonight. I know someone who has a high-class brothel. She treats the girls well so I point willing candidates her way.” 
 
    The party continued on, Shadow and Karen enjoying each other's company as well as the drinks and the atmosphere. Shadow loved the parties, even when he wasn't shagging everything in skirts. 
 
    Eventually Jess came back. 
 
    “How safe is it working in a whorehouse?” she asked, making Karen’s eyes widen. 
 
    “I can set you up with one where you will get to keep a third of what you make, and they will provide you with a room, food, customers, as well as take care of your safety. Even includes medical treatment. They charge top dollar, but you’ll have to agree to a three year contract, which means that you can’t quit for those three years.” 
 
    “Three years?” she blinked. 
 
    “They’re going to train you and outfit you. They have a bit of an investment to recoup. But after three years you can stay or go as you like, pick your own hours, whatever. And they can’t sell your contract without your approval, and if you’re smart you’ll never let them do it.” 
 
    She nodded slowly. “I don’t mind sleeping with strangers. I like men, and some of them are really nice to me afterwards. If I have to do something, I think I can do that.” 
 
    Shadow nodded and squeezed Karen when he thought she was going to say something. 
 
    “Come with me then,” he said and led the girls out of the party and hailed a cab. He took them both to a place in a quieter part of town that was mostly industrial but not all. He led them in the back door and had them wait their while he went off in search of somebody. 
 
    “You want to be a prostitute?” Karen asked Jessie surprised. 
 
    “You should talk, you’re screwing a freaking black panther,” Jessie hissed back. 
 
    Karen blushed, “He’s nice,” she said embarrassed. 
 
    “Well maybe, but the stories on the street don’t seem to say that. But maybe you can handle him.” Jess visibly shivered, “he scares the hell out of me. You can keep him.” 
 
    “You sure you want to do this?” Karen pressed again, trying to return the conversation to her original question. 
 
    “Sure, why not? I’m already sleeping with guys to get food and rent money. And with you gone ....” 
 
    Karen blushed and nodded, before Shadow had grabbed her last week, she’d been helping Jess. 
 
    Shadow came back in then with a strikingly beautiful woman on his arm, “Liz, this is Jess. Jess is interested in joining your fine establishment as one of your girls.” 
 
    Liz nodded and motioned for Jess to come to her. “Welcome, Jess. Shadow I take it has given you the gist of what goes on here?” 
 
    Jess nodded, “This is a whorehouse, I want to be one of your prostitutes.” 
 
    Liz sighed and gave Shadow a kick in the shins, Karen and Jess both looked shocked while Shadow smiled and ignored it. 
 
    “This is a house of companionship,” Liz began glaring at Shadow, “Trust him to be rude and crass about it. You will entertain customers who pay for your time, in private rooms. As the gentlemen are paying for you, you will make them happy by acceding to their requests, including those of a rather sexual nature. You will be expected to behave like a lady in public, and follow the house rules. But most importantly you will do whatever I tell you, whenever I tell you, and understand I can be actually meaner than this furball,” and she jerked a thumb at Shadow. “In return you will be protected, and taken care of, trained and introduced to men of means and quality. Understood?” 
 
    Jess nodded, “To be honest, Liz, you make it sound a lot better than he did, and well, he didn’t make it sound bad really.” 
 
    “Good, now strip, naked.” Liz commanded 
 
    Jess blinked but did as she was told. Liz then walked around her and gave her a light physical examination, using her hands as well as her eyes. 
 
    “Okay, yes, you will definitely fit in here. Our customers appreciate lovely young women and they’ll definitely appreciate you. Leave those rags here; I’ll get you outfitted with some nicer things. We can start on your training tonight.” 
 
    Jess gulped, “Yes, Liz.” 
 
    “Yes ma'am. You haven’t earned the right to call me Liz yet darling. 
 
    “Yes, Ma'am. Ma'am, I have some personal belongings I’d like to get?” 
 
    “I’ll send someone to get them later, don’t worry. Now go through that door and into the shower at the end of the hall. I want you to wash up. I’ll catch up with you in a moment.” 
 
    “Yes, Ma'am!” Jess said and left. 
 
    Liz turned to Shadow, “Your usual fee then dear?” 
 
    Shadow grinned at Liz, “Oh no, I want a percentage of her take. I’ll stake her costs and I want half the house.” 
 
    “Hell no. This is my establishment. I’ll split the stake, and you’ll take twenty percent. Just like the last two you brought in.” 
 
    “Greedy bitch,” Shadow grinned. 
 
    “Hardly, she’s got the looks, but I’m still going to have to make a lot of an investment in her. Probably be a while before I break even, I’ll be training her for months. She needs to learn to act the role these guys will want.” 
 
    “What role is that?” Karen asked curious, they’d seemed to have forgotten her. 
 
    “Teenaged daughter to loving dad, or teenaged daughter’s friend in most cases,” Liz said and gave Karen a looking over. 
 
    “Oh, I see.” Karen nodded and blushed. 
 
    “I’ll give you a million, cash, for her right now, Shadow,” Liz said “Plus ten percent.” 
 
    Karen started shocked as Shadow laughed. 
 
    “I’m keeping this one a while yet, Liz. Maybe when she’s eighteen if she’s interested I’ll send her over.” 
 
    “I won’t be offering so much then, Hon. This one would have every congressman and senator around crawling outside her door, I’d guarantee it!” 
 
    Shadow laughed again and gave Liz a kiss, “Quit trying to steal my kitten. See you Wednesday, Liz.” And he led Karen out and got a taxi to take them home. 
 
    “Was she serious about that?” Karen blinked. 
 
    “Pretty much. You’d make a great call girl, you’re well trained, responsive and completely submissive. She can pick it out of you pretty easily. Of course she was also doing it to tease me. That’s why she offered a million.”  
 
    “Oh.” She thought a bit, “So you’re going to be making money off of Jessie’s having sex?” 
 
    He nodded, “I bring Liz girls I think would fit in well, she runs a class place and takes good care of her girls. She gives me the usual commission. But sometimes I’ll stake them and take a percentage.” 
 
    “You think Jess is that good a whore then?” Karen was confused again. 
 
    “To be honest, no. I don’t know how good Jess will be. But if she bombs, then Liz doesn’t lose as much. I never fucked your friend so I have no idea if she’s good or bad. Hopefully I didn’t just stick Liz with a dud. But you wanted me to help her, so I did.” Shadow gave her a hug and a smile. 
 
    “Oh!” Karen thought a moment, “Well I seem to recall the guys coming out of her room looking really happy, and she had a lot of them come back.” 
 
    “Well that’s good.”  
 
      
 
      
 
    They settled into a routine fairly quickly after that, Karen left for school before he was up in the morning, and of course she came home when he was usually out. Shadow would normally drift in for dinner, eat, spend some time with her and then head back out. If he came home alone he’d crawl in to her bed and often wake her up for a nice fuck or two, then curl up for the night with her. A model parent he wasn’t, but she didn’t mind. She knew he cared and he always spent time each day talking with her about her day and her problems, even if it was only on the phone. And Sundays were hers, from whenever he dragged himself in until she had to go to school Monday morning. She especially liked spending that night in his bed and bedroom. Sleeping in his bed was always the best in her mind, because no one else could be there with him if she was.  
 
    He had made it clear to her; he was a cat, leopard actually. He had his territory to maintain and most of his deals and work were done in the late hours of the night. Plus he had a fair share of girlfriends to keep up as well. He made sure he brought someone home at least once a week, he’d let Karen know in advance because he wanted her to stay in her room during those visits. He didn’t want to get too attached and didn’t want her to get too attached either. So letting her hear him banging another gal senseless at least once a week was good for her. He knew she peeked in occasionally when he fucked them in the living room, but he was careful not to let her know that. Some nights he’d send that gal home when he was done with her and go fuck his ‘daughter’ next as she’d be sopping wet and horny as hell. Ah, he was such a pervert at times he had to admit. 
 
      
 
    It was the last Tuesday of the month and Shadow was sitting in the back of Giovan’s, one of his favorite restaurants. It was slow this time of day, and rather dark in the back. 
 
    “Hold it right there, feline scum!” he heard whispered from behind. 
 
    Leaning back in the chair and tilting his head way back until it was upside down he smiled. “Hi, Tomas. Have a seat.” 
 
    “How can you do that? It makes my neck hurt just looking at you!” Tomas said and walked around to sit across from Shadow at the small table. 
 
    “It’s a cat thing,” Shadow said sitting back up straight. “So how is whoever she was?” 
 
    “Fine. The doctors said if that vein hadn’t been clamped she’d have died in a few minutes. As it is she’s going to take a while to fully heal.” 
 
    Shadow nodded, “Centurion tell you then?” 
 
    “Yeah, but no one else. Just said some guy he’d never seen before was working on her, claimed to be a doctor so he let him deal with her. Rumors now abound about this mystery doctor of course.” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    “He was a bit confused, but he knows not everyone on the other side is evil, I think he even understands the risk you took. He’s been in the business a long time, I suspect he’s used to surprises.” 
 
    Shadow nodded again and they both were quiet as food was delivered. Shadow had taken the initiative to order earlier for both of them. “People here think I’m a cold blooded killer. Wouldn’t pay to have them think otherwise, they might start challenging me again.” He said after the waiter had left. 
 
    “If you keep that image up one of these days the DA is going to send us after you, you know.” 
 
    Shadow shrugged, “He’d be digging, plus,” he smiled at Tomas, “you’d never catch me.” 
 
    “Don’t be too sure of that one, Shadow, I have a lot of resources on tap.” 
 
    “Yeah, and I’m one of them,” Shadow laughed, “if I hadn’t been forced to drop my guard to help that gal of yours, you wouldn’t have even known I was there.” 
 
    “Why were you there?” Tomas asked curiously. 
 
    “I’m always there. Parties are my thing, and I like scouting out the new girls for talent.” 
 
    “Ha ha,” Tomas said dryly. 
 
    Shadow grinned and shrugged, he’d told Tomas at least a hundred times that he was here mainly to have a good time, but Tomas still didn’t seem to believe him. “That was pretty ballsy hitting such a large event; I’m surprised you did it.” 
 
    “The DA wanted a big show and so did the Mayor and the Governor. Scorecard was a major haul.” 
 
    “Yeah, but you nearly got your asses handed to you and Laughing Boy still got away.” Shadow shook his head, “I know how the press and the politicians played it off, but that wasn’t much of a success.” 
 
    Tomas nodded in agreement, “I made sure they realized that. The fed’s were pissed, that was one of their prizes that almost got killed. I don’t think they’ll be up for that again anytime soon.” 
 
    “Yeah well, Laughing Boy isn’t going to give you another chance at him. Now that he knows you’re after him in a big way, he’s taking precautions in a big way as well. And of course rumor is he’s planning even bigger crimes to get even with the Mayor for attacking him. You reached for too much, every predator knows you only go after one at a time.” 
 
    “Yeah well, you know the Mayor and the Feds.” 
 
    “Well when they get the bill for the buildings and property that got destroyed, rub their noses in it. That claim is probably going to be in the millions. It was poorly done.” 
 
    “What would you suggest?” Tomas said raising an eyebrow. 
 
    “Hitting the parties randomly isn’t a bad idea; it keeps people on their toes and lets the bad guys know they don’t run this town. Also you never know what you’ll shake loose and catch. But wait until they’ve been going a while and people are feeling no pain. And on the bigger parties, hit people on the way out, away from the building. Don’t just go barging in. Half the people at the party only fought because they had to save face. They either want a job with one of the heavy hitters or already have one and don’t want to look like wimps in front of them.” 
 
    “So you’re saying they’d give up and go to jail without a fight?” 
 
    Shadow nodded, “For a lot of them, yes. They only fight if they think they can win, plus going to jail looks good on the resume. They can tell all sorts of lies about the fight they put up if no one is there to witness it. Eighty percent of the folks running in the underground don’t really have any backbone. Unless you’re looking to make a spectacle, do it away from public. Even some of the baddest guys out there will surrender if they think they might die, it’s the ones with nothing to lose that you have to watch out for.” 
 
    “So why are you being all altruistic today?” 
 
    “With Scorecard gone there is going to be a lot of jockeying to fill the vacuum he’s left. And right now there are a lot of bad guys in town. Someone needs to thin the herd or the fighting is going to spill over onto the streets when it starts up.” 
 
    “I haven’t heard anything yet.” 
 
    “They’re all waiting to see what happens to Scorecard. But the day he’s convicted all hell is going to break loose. If not sooner. Once they figure out he’s not coming back, it’ll be open season.” 
 
    “The Mayor wants us to lay off for a while.” 
 
    “The Mayor is not your ally. Remember that. Now would be a very good time to go for the low hanging fruit, and any targets of opportunity. There will be a lot less bloodshed and less innocents in the crossfire if there are less combatants.” Shadow said pointedly. 
 
    “Planning on doing a little bloodshed yourself?” Tomas sat back in is chair and looked at Shadow. 
 
    “No,” Shadow sighed, “but I suspect that I will not be given a choice in the matter. There is always somebody who thinks killing me would help his rep. Especially if everyone is fighting for all the turf they can get.” 
 
    “And the Mayor?” Tomas asked curiously. 
 
    “What about him?” 
 
    “Just a second ago you were warning me about him.” 
 
    “He’s a politician, Tomas; he looks at every situation as to how it will benefit himself, and cares little of the cost to others.” 
 
    “You make it sound like he’s corrupt.” 
 
    “Doesn’t matter. He wants things to get worse so he can then get more power to clean it up. So he can get re-elected. Ignore him and do your own thing.” 
 
    Tomas thought about that a while. He looked up then, eyes meeting Shadow’s “You’re really worried about this, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Concerned would be a better word.” Shadow confessed. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    Shadow hesitated a moment, “It’s hard to put it into words, but I don’t want my life disturbed, I’ll only react so much then I’ll become proactive. That would draw a lot of unwelcome attention.” 
 
    “You mean you’ll start killing people, don’t you?” 
 
    “Tomas,” Shadow said softly, “I already kill people. I don’t enjoy it, but I accept it. The Cat doesn’t like to be disturbed, if things get bad enough I will take steps, it is the nature of the Cat.” 
 
    “Maybe you should rein the cat in a bit!” Tomas replied. 
 
    “You don’t realize, Tomas, the Cat is part of my nature, the larger part by far. I’m a single person, but everything in me comes from either the cat or the man. There is no conflict. And the Cat, I, prefer order and a general calm to prevail. This is my jungle and if someone rattles it up, they must go.” 
 
    “So why doesn’t the Cat move uptown and join my side?” 
 
    Shadow smirked, “Cause all the really hot ass is down in the underground. And the Cat prefers hot chicks as much as the man!” 
 
    Tomas shook his head, “You’re not like them you know.” 
 
    “I’m not like you either,” Shadow was still grinning. “Besides, I’m too violent for you people, you’d all freak the first time I licked someone’s blood off my claws after killing them.” 
 
    Tomas sighed, “I have to admit, I miss the good old days when the good guys were allowed to triumph and kill the bad guy.” 
 
    Shadow laughed, “Better watch it or one of these days I’ll figure out who you were!” 
 
    “What’s that supposed to mean?” 
 
    “Oh come on, you were somebody else before you came here and became Tomas. That’s part of why I trust you, you have a past, you understand.” 
 
    Tomas nodded conceding the point, Shadow once again surprised him. “And you? What are you hiding from?” 
 
    “Not hiding so much as running away. Some things in our past tie us into trails we’d rather not walk. So I ran here to start over, forget that past, end its hold over me.” Shadow shrugged. “I’m a much better person now.” 
 
    “Oh much,” Tomas grinned. 
 
    “Trust me, for a while there I wouldn’t get involved for anything. First I was scared, then I didn’t care because it wasn’t my business, but eventually I grew up and realized that if you’re there, you’re responsible, because you can always do something about it.” 
 
    “So if turf wars start, you’ll do something about it.” 
 
    Shadow’s ears flicked, “Even if it kills me. The death of innocents disturbs the Cat.” 
 
    “So that is why you saved her.” Tomas blinked, Shadow had just given him an important insight to his behavior. 
 
    “And Fionna, even though she had been pointing that huge fucking gun at my head just moments before! How is she by the way?” 
 
    “She’s well. She has a newspaper photo of you on her cube wall with cross hairs drawn on it.” 
 
    Shadow laughed, “Is that so?” 
 
    Tomas nodded, “They all think she’s obsessed on killing you. I think she has you there for luck.” 
 
    “So, all that now being said and done, what can I help you with?” 
 
    “I was going to ask about where Laughing Boy’s holed up.” 
 
    Shadow shook his head, “I won’t tell you, you’d get chewed up alive. He spent a lot of time investing his hidey-hole with his personal power. I don’t even go there. I’d advise you to go clean up Scorecard’s loose ends, haul in the rest of his people, get them on RICO charges or something.” 
 
    “You know where they are?” 
 
    “Of course,” Shadow quickly ran down the list of who was where. Then repeated it when Tomas started taking notes. 
 
    “How did you find all of this out? Tomas looked down at the list he’d just written, it was long. 
 
    “It’s been almost a month; I figured there were only two things you’d really be interested in. Wasn’t hard really.” 
 
    “I’ll keep in mind what you said about turf wars.” 
 
    Shadow nodded, “Until next time.” 
 
    Tomas stood and left. Few would remember he was there, it was something he was able to do with small groups of normals, and he doubted any could have watched them without either him or Shadow knowing about it.  
 
    Shadow watched Tomas go and finished his drink. He waited a while, paid the check, and then left the way he had come, from the back. It was his restaurant after all. 
 
      
 
    Over the next several months, Tomas used his team to keep the heat up and pull a lot of players off the street. Shadow was pretty impressed; they were actually doing a pretty good job. He even had a close call himself, when they raided an underground party he was at. Usually he kept himself clear of anything illegal at a party, so he could just smile and sit there while they carted off those they had warrants for. But he’d gotten stuck holding while waiting for someone who was late. He’d have to give up that line, he’d milked it anyway. 
 
    Of course he stopped in and spent some time with Jess. He was curious as to if she really was any good, and Liz thought it would be good training for her to deal with an exotic like himself. She was still frightened by him, but she got over it once she realized there were rules protecting her, and the muscle to back them up. She was a lot more fun then. 
 
    Karen was doing well, she studied hard and was quickly catching up at school, but she was still too submissive. He was mixed on the novelty of a live in sex toy however. It was nice at times having her around, he hated sleeping alone. But if he wanted some alone time he now had to go to his hidden lair and that was up in midtown. He’d been living here in the city for a few years now, so he had his emergency hideaway, his lair. He never took anyone there of course, it was his private space and he had this apartment to entertain, at least he was finally getting settled and dug in. It took a while to get to know a place. 
 
    He had to go by Circe’s again tonight, she had a number of things planned and he had to help her with some of them. She still couldn’t make him do anything he was opposed to; after all she couldn’t change his nature, and thankfully had given up trying. But there was a lot he would do for her, especially if the circumstances were right. Several people had tried to move in on something that was hers recently, and he’d set them straight for her. A couple of people had even tried to put a move on her, hurt her, and he defended her rather vigorously. The fact was, he loved her, even though she was bad, probably evil. He enjoyed her company, he enjoyed working for her, and he especially enjoyed screwing her brains out.  
 
    They still fought fairly often, because he was trying to pull her away from evil and she was trying to pull him towards it. She was his drug addiction, his dark side. He was a cross between her bodyguard and her enforcer as well as lover. When she raided a place, and she usually raided one a week, he went with her to watch over her. As more than half of her raids were against places that mistreated or abused animals, or for her to raise the awareness thereof, he was usually okay with it. 
 
    Though some were still some pretty daring heists, she needed money to care for her animals and wasn’t afraid of doing whatever she needed to, to get it. These were often what they fought over. There were a few things that she could not do now that she had him around, because he wouldn’t let her. That an animal could dominate her was something she was not used to, and it made her angry. Of course at times it made her pretty horny too; he was a rather large, strong, male animal. And oh how she loved animals.  
 
    “So Circe,” Shadow growled padding in on all fours, “What are we up to this night?” 
 
    Circe smiled at him, he was big and he was strong and he could speak all on his own. He was worth all the troubles he sometimes gave her because he was as smart as she was, yet still had his animal cunning. An animal she could talk with like an equal and that was priceless all by itself. 
 
    “Money.” 
 
    Shadow grumbled. 
 
    “Ah, but this is special money.  This was money was earned by the rather cruel exploitation of animals.” 
 
    Shadow sat down and perked his ears. 
 
    “Ernesto Galabriant, he started out running cock fights, then dog fights. Now he fights exotic animals. Lions, Tigers, Leopards.” She smiled as he growled. 
 
    “You had me at the dog fights, though the cat fights do add something to it I admit,” he growled. “So why is he here? And why does he have money?” 
 
    “Cause he’s going to be running a rather large fight tonight, a Tiger against a Kodiak.” 
 
    “Where in the hell did he get a Kodiak? Those are rare!” 
 
    Circe nodded and gave a little growl of her own, “The fight is at midnight, uptown. I thought we could clean out Ernesto’s bank, and any of those there to watch it.” 
 
    She blinked as Shadow suddenly shifted into his hybrid form. 
 
    “I think I will be taking a more active part in tonight’s festivities,” he growled. 
 
    Circe smiled, tonight would be most enjoyable. 
 
    When they left a couple of hours later, Circe was surprised to see that Shadow was dressed for a confrontation. He had on dark camo pants and a dark camo vest and he was obviously packing a lot of weapons. Her henchwomen and the wolves she’d brought along avoided him. Normally they treated him casually, though they would of course defer to him, they all knew how dangerous he could be. But tonight he was beyond just taking a protective role, which he usually did in animal form. Tonight he was acting more like a leader, and he was in his hybrid fighter form. She could sense his unease and some anger as well. Ernesto probably wasn’t going to be very happy with what happened tonight. Circe smiled, now she was starting to wonder about the spectators as well. 
 
    They pulled up in back of a rather large building, the new Citzo skyscraper Shadow noted. They were in two large dark vans, the second was empty, to haul the rescued animals. The first contained the strike team, Circe, him, three Amazon’s and eight very intelligent wolves who had once been men.  
 
    “The arena is in the sub-basement. It was originally intended to be another garage level, but someone decided to close it off and apparently it finds other uses these days.” Circe told them and held up a map for them to look at. Mostly they’d navigate by their hearing and their sense of smell. At least Shadow and the wolves would. Circe and the Amazons already new the layout and this was just a refresher. 
 
    “We go down, we rescue the animals, we take all the money we can. Anything else?” 
 
    “I will deal with Mr. Galabriant,” Shadow growled. “Don’t forget to collect the wallets of everyone attending. We may have a use for them later.” 
 
    Circe and the girls nodded. Opening the doors, Shadow led them out.  
 
    The back doors didn’t present much of a problem, picking locks was second nature to all of them. One of the amazons dealt with the alarm and Shadow continued in with the wolves strung out behind him, Circe and the others bringing up the rear for a change. 
 
    There were four ways in and out of the area, three were fire escapes, the wolves would block those off once they got inside. The fourth was the normal entrance, and it was guarded by two security guards. After hour cops Shadow noted. He waved the wolves back and snuck up on them himself using his stealth form. They never saw him coming and he rendered them unconscious fairly quickly, then pocketed their ID’s. He’d have a little discussion with Tomas or someone else about these two. 
 
    Then they headed in.  
 
    The main event had not yet taken place; it was slated for an hour yet. But there was some fighting already going on. Dogs, Shadow saw when he looked. They had to wait for the event to start and people to get involved. As for who was there, it was a mixture of well-paid office workers, and a few of the upper crust. A few politico’s were there as well. Even a couple of celebrities. Shadow stopped and pulled out a small video camera and filmed for a minute. The wolves were still getting into position and Circe and the amazons were catching up. He made sure to get good views of everyone’s faces, what they were doing and what they were watching. He also got footage of the cages containing the main event. That done he wrapped the camera in foil and stuck it in his vest and pulled out a scrambler. 
 
    Scramblers were interesting little devices. They blew up and gave off a strong EMP pulse that destroyed any electronic device not shielded. Every cell phone and camera here was about to get fried. When the fight finished he tossed it in the ring, the explosion, though muted, shocking everyone and everything into complete quiet. 
 
    “Gentlemen!” Circe said stepping out into the ring. “You are all very much in trouble.” 
 
    Several stood then, but before they took a step one of the girls let off a few rounds from the side arm she was carrying. There was a muted gasp, and Shadow heard several murmured ‘Circe’s’ from the crowd. It was obvious that this was just the sort of event she’d crash after all. 
 
    “Ta-Ta!” Circe laughed, “There is a substantial penalty for early withdrawal!” 
 
    They all froze then, all except for Ernesto and the two heavies that he had guarding his bank. The heavies started to pull guns and Ernesto started to order the tellers to pack up the money. 
 
    Shadow was already there of course, he’d made a beeline for the betting window as soon as he’d seen where it was. Kicking in the door he shot the two heavies in the head, he didn’t think twice about that with these two. He then turned the gun on Ernesto. 
 
    “Freeze,” was all he said. 
 
    Ernesto froze; eye’s widening a bit as he realized what was holding the gun. 
 
    Shadow let his eyes and nose search the room. The cashiers weren’t armed, but Ernesto was. He relieved Ernesto of his weapon and told the cashiers to keep packing. “Someone will relieve you of that shortly. After that, I suggest you find a new employer. One very far from here” He growled. 
 
    Outside Circe was still going, having convinced the guests to return to their seats. “Wallets in the bags now, do as you’re told and you’ll be allowed to leave.” 
 
    Shadow could see a few had resisted, they were lying on the ground holding their heads, or some other body part, in pain. He waited until one of the girls was nearby and he signaled to her to come by, he was still out of sight and didn’t want to be seen just yet by anyone in the crowd. 
 
    “Take this for me,” He said and shucked his camo’s tossing them in the bag with the wallets. “Don’t lose those whatever happens.”  
 
    She nodded and continued on, Shadow knew he could trust her. 
 
    “Walk into the ring,” he growled at Ernesto and followed him shifting into full cat as he did so. 
 
    There was a loud gasp as Ernesto entered the ring, no one failed to notice the large black panther following him, growling. 
 
    “Ah what’s this?” Circe smiled turning towards them both. 
 
    “I think this show still needs a main event, don’t you Circe?” Shadow said, talking to Circe in the way of an animal so only she could hear it. 
 
    Circe smiled, she was going to kill Ernesto, he deserved to die after all he had done. Obviously Shadow felt the same way, and she had to admit this idea was more fitting. 
 
    “Ladies and Gentlemen,” Circe announced, “It’s time for the main event! Forget that old tiger versus bear arrangement. Tonight we have something sooooo much more entertaining, Man versus Panther!” She noticed Ernesto’s eyes widen just a tad. She smiled at him, “It’s to the death, just like all of those other fights you’ve staged. Now you get to see how it feels!” 
 
    Shadow growled loudly and swatted Ernesto on the butt sending him stumbling forward. Ernesto pulled out a large knife and turned to face Shadow, he couldn’t leave the arena, the only exit was guarded by Circe who was holding a gun now, and the walls were way too high for him to climb without getting nailed by Shadow in the process and he knew it. 
 
    The fight wasn’t terrible long; Shadow took his time and played with him a bit, letting him think he had a chance. The crowd was almost completely silent, a few gasps when Shadow struck, or when Ernesto tried to strike. Finally Ernesto screamed and charged him, “Stop playing with me you freak!”  
 
    Shadow did just that, batting the knife aside and ripping his throat out with his jaws. Spitting out parts of Ernesto he listened to the crowd shriek in hysterics and as one they all bolted for the doors. 
 
    “Time to go!” Circe called to him and he followed her. He noticed only a few of the wolves were with them, everyone else was already gone. 
 
    “Where is everyone?” 
 
    “I had them free the rest of the animals and head back to the van while everyone was watching you. Nice distraction by the way.” 
 
    Shadow sighed, “I probably shouldn’t have done that, but damn if he didn’t deserve it.” 
 
    Circe rubbed her thigh along his side as he padded next to her on all fours. “Well I enjoyed it, quite a lot!”  
 
    Shadow’s nose told him that it was definitely true. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Much later, much later, he sat at a table and sorted out all of the wallets, making a nice list of information from all of driver’s licenses. 
 
    “What did you want those for anyway?” Circe asked.  
 
    “I wanted to know who was there; I’m surprised at some of these people. How long had that been going on?” 
 
    “A while. Scorecard was protecting it, another of his ‘sporting’ ventures. But now that he’s gone ...” She grinned. 
 
    “Did he have anything else like this running?” Shadow growled.  
 
    “Not that I really know of. But if any come to my attention we can deal with those too!” Circe purred rubbing up against him. 
 
    “Horny already?” Shadow sighed and grinned. 
 
    “I keep thinking of how you ripped his throat out,” Circe shivered, “your muzzle all covered in his blood, bits of his flesh in your mouth. Why did you spit them out?” 
 
    Shadow shook his head, and pulled her into his lap, “Because he tasted terrible, people taste bad and he was worse that usual.”  
 
    She nodded and kissed him leaning into his strong body, sliding her tongue along his vicious fangs. “It turns me on just thinking about it, you animal.” 
 
    Shadow pulled her closer and let his hands tease her body, she’d never seen him kill like that before, and he should have guessed it would get her hot. But he wasn’t going to complain about it, so he made love to her there on the chair.  
 
    He packed up all the wallets, he'd ship them back to their owners, sans money of course; and include a little note with each one, plus a copy of a picture of their face from the film he’d taken the night before. It worked amazingly well, in two days what little of the incident that had made it to the news had been forgotten and the police investigation closed. Ernesto’s death was marked as ‘accidental’ and his two thugs were forgotten about. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Nance 
 
    Contracters 
 
      
 
    Things continued on fairly normally after that. Or as normal as they could be really. Karen continued to improve at school, and he continued to screw her brains out every Sunday, and just plain fuck her a couple of other nights of the week. Shadow figured he was spending more time with his dick in Karen than any other two girls he knew combined. It was rather different for him, but he did enjoy it. 
 
    After about two months Karen had started making friends at school and would go out at times to be with them. Shadow was fairly easy going about it, he expected her home by a certain time, and he expected her to keep up with her schoolwork. If she wanted to bring anyone over she had to let him know in advance because he felt it could lead to embarrassing circumstances to put it mildly. So far however she hadn’t invited any of her friends over, which was fine with him. 
 
    Today Karen had been out with a few of her friends from school, she was really enjoying school now, her classmates were a weird mix of kids from folks who obviously had money or influence to send them there. Some were pretty well tied up in the dating scene, but she wasn’t interested in that. Shadow kept her rather happy and she suspected he might not be interested in sharing her. She was surprised at how affectionate he was, he loved to snuggle and cuddle and hold her after sex, and any mornings he slept with her, which was fairly often, he’d send her off to school with a hug and a kiss. 
 
    “Hey, Karen!”  
 
    She stopped and looked; it was Ben, one of the seniors from school. His dad was someone important, but she didn’t remember who. That sort of stuff just wasn’t important to her. 
 
    “Hi Ben,” she said acknowledging him with a small nod of her head. 
 
    “I’m surprised to see you down here,” he started walking up along side her as she continued down the street. 
 
    “I’m heading home; I was out at the Mall with Jenny, Melissa and Stephanie.” 
 
    “You live down here?” He asked looking around; it wasn’t one of the nicer parts of town. 
 
    “It’s on the way,” She replied, Karen didn’t like the way he was looking at her much. He’d made a few passes at her at school, but she hadn’t responded to them. 
 
    “Well maybe I should walk you home, it’s dangerous down here.” 
 
    “Oh, that’s just hearsay,” Karen replied, “people down here mind their own business really.” 
 
    “You trying to get rid of me?” Ben asked her sounding a little incensed. 
 
    “You’re nice and all, Ben, but I’m just not interested in you, sorry.” She found it a little funny. Six months ago she would have done whatever he said, probably even three months ago. But now, now she wasn’t interested and wasn’t going to do it just because someone told her to. Shadow would be proud; she was starting to think for herself. 
 
    “I don’t think so,” he said, and suddenly pushed her into an alley. “My Dad runs this town, and I want a shot at that sweet little body of yours. All the other girls let me have my way with them. Now it’s your turn.” 
 
    Karen grabbed her necklace and blinked at him. His expression had turned rather ugly. “Get away from me, Ben. I’m not interested, I don’t want you.” She wasn’t going to cave just because he was acting aggressive and dominate. He wasn’t her boyfriend, he wasn’t her man. 
 
    Ben slapped her, making her head turn and causing her to stumble back into the wall. “I don’t care if you’re interested bitch, I’m interested and that’s all that matters. After I’ve had you, I bet you’ll be begging for more though!” 
 
    Karen squeezed the cathead like she had been shown and held it; she felt it click after a couple of seconds. 
 
    “I’m warning you, Ben, leave me alone.” 
 
    Ben laughed, “You said it yourself, people mind their own business here,” and he advanced on her. 
 
      
 
    Shadow was off at Liz’s place checking out Jess again, seeing as he owned half her contract he figured he’d see how she was doing. He didn’t screw her this time though, he tended to avoid ‘working’ women as it were. It was there that the alert on his phone went off, he looked at it immediately, Karen was in trouble. He noted the area and took off like a shot, shifting forms, it would take him several minutes to get there, but get there he would.  
 
      
 
    Karen kicked Ben and retreated deeper into the alley. He was blocking the exit to the street and she couldn’t get past him. Her head swam from the slap as he laughed and followed her. 
 
    “You’re just making it worse on yourself, Bitch. The sooner you accept it, the nicer I’ll be.” 
 
    She tripped over some garbage and he was on her then, ripping her blouse open and then her bra. She kicked and yelled and hit him with her fists and just as he grabbed her tits with his hands she suddenly felt something welling up inside her. She put her hands against him and let it all out and he stopped.  
 
    Karen blinked and looked at Ben. He wasn’t moving, wasn’t breathing, nothing. He was just stopped dead in his tracks, grubby hands on her chest, that sick leer stuck on his face. She started to push at him, to pull him away when suddenly a large black furred hand grabbed his neck and ripped him away with such force he flew across the alley and bounced against the far wall twenty feet off the ground. 
 
    “Shadow!” She cried as he picked her up and held her against him. 
 
    “You okay, Hon?” he whispered in her ear, keeping one eye on her attacker as he laid there on the ground, still frozen in that odd position. 
 
    Karen clung to him and nodded, burying her face in his furry shoulder and crying, relieved at being saved. 
 
    Shadow held her there and whispered calming words to her, stroking her back, and giving her a few minutes to calm down. He noticed the kid that had been attacking her was still frozen in place. Shifting to a different form he did a little sensing and he began to suspect that one of her powers had finally manifested. 
 
    “Tell me what happened, Kitten,” he whispered softly in her ear, and listened as she choked out the full account. Her sobs lessening as she finished. 
 
    “Well I don’t think he’s going to be bothering you for a while,” Shadow smiled at her, “You seem to have put him in some sort of stasis.” 
 
    Karen blanched, “What if he stays like that forever?” 
 
    Shadow shrugged, “Who cares, I’m going to kill him anyways for trying to rape you.” 
 
    Karen gasped, “You can’t!” 
 
    Shadow growled, “Want to bet?” 
 
    “But his dad is important; he’s got friends at school!” 
 
    Shadow looked at her, “So?” 
 
    “Please don’t kill him, Shadow.” She hugged him close and put her head against his chest. “Please, Daddy? For me? I’ll do anything for you.” 
 
    Shadow paused. She’d do anything for him anyway, he already knew that. He didn’t think she had any feelings for this guy, who should be dead by all rights. On the other hand did he want her to be as hard bitten as he was? Mercy was a trait he all but lacked. Giving in to her might be good for her. She shouldn’t grow up like him. 
 
    “Why?” He asked. 
 
    “He didn’t actually rape me; I did stop him, Shadow. Maybe he’ll learn, he at least deserves a second chance.” 
 
    Shadow nodded, “Okay, he lives.” He smiled as Karen tipped her head back and rose up on her toes to kiss him. “But!” He gave a slight growl, “He’s going to be punished.” 
 
    Karen nodded slowly, “He deserves that.” 
 
    Shadow looked down at her, “Can you get home okay?” 
 
    Karen put her clothes in order, there were enough buttons left she could fasten her blouse and it wasn’t all that far to get home. She pulled the collar out of her pocket and put it on. People around here knew who Shadow was, they’d leave her be. She nodded, “I’m fine.” 
 
    “Any idea how long that stasis you did to him might last?” 
 
    She shook her head. “Let me touch him.” 
 
    Shadow picked up the kid by the scruff and carried him over to her. She touched him and concentrated a moment. Then the kid was suddenly moving again, trying to continue what he was doing and then he stopped in surprise as he realized everything had changed. 
 
    “What ...” was all he got out before Shadow clipped him hard on the back of the head and knocked him out. 
 
    “Okay,” Shadow said, “I’ll be home in a little while. Think about what you want for dinner, I’ll take you someplace nice.” 
 
    Karen smiled, it was Tuesday, Shadow always went out on Tuesdays, it was one of his big nights, and he’d just tossed it for her. “Okay, I’ll see you soon!” she said and ran off for home. 
 
    Shadow threw the kid over his shoulder and headed off himself. He knew just the punishment to fit this crime. Twenty minutes later he entered one of the bordellos that were located in the warehouse district. One that catered to a different kind of a crowd. 
 
    The man behind the desk was rather large, wearing quite a bit of leather too. His eyes narrowed a bit as Shadow dumped the kid on the floor. 
 
    “What do you want?” 
 
    “I want this kid ass raped, three different guys, at least a couple of hours, lots of pictures taken, and his complete humiliation. Think you can handle that one for me?” 
 
    The guy looked at the kid, then back at Shadow, “He’s got a nice ass, not a bad looking kid. But we don’t do that sort of thing here Shadow, you should know better.” 
 
    Shadow put ten grand on the desk, “I caught him in the act of raping someone I know. I suspect she wasn’t the first he’s attacked either. Either he gets a lesson, or he gets dead. That I suspect you won’t have a problem with Jules.” 
 
    Jules took the money and scowled down at the kid, “Rapist hun? Oh yeah, I have a few guys that’ll be happy to deal with this. I might even go first.” 
 
    “Just make sure he’s awake for it, and send me copies of the pictures. Drop him off uptown somewhere. And keep a gag on him and a blindfold. Got it?” 
 
    “Sure thing Shadow, sure thing ....” 
 
    Shadow walked out as Jules gagged and blindfolded the kid. By tomorrow morning the kid would be sore as hell and have a better understanding of manners, Shadow was sure. 
 
      
 
    Shadow took Karen out that night to a nice restaurant, wined and dined her, and made sure that she was all right. He wasn’t too surprised that she’d pulled through it okay, after the life she’d had rape had probably lost a lot of it’s sting, plus she had managed to stop her assailant herself and he had arrived soon enough to have stopped him even if she hadn’t. He was more proud of her ability to stand up for herself and not submit to her attackers demands.  
 
    “I can’t believe I have a power,” Karen said to Shadow hours later as they laid in his bed, bodies still glowing with the after affects of their sex play.  
 
    “Believe it,” Shadow purred and kissed her. “I’ll have to set up something for you to practice on. Probably start off with animals, then get a few volunteers to work on.” 
 
    “Do you think that’s safe?”  
 
    “That’s why I thought it best to start with animals. But after what you did to that kid I’m sure it’ll be okay. He seemed fine. I just want you to be able to control this aspect soon before exploring further.” 
 
    Karen scooted down a little and cuddled against Shadow’s broad chest. “What do you mean by that?” 
 
    “This power will be your strongest, that’s why it manifested first. Odds are there will be a number of other things this power will let you do as you learn to understand it. I suspect you’ll also have at least one, probably several, minor abilities.” 
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    Shadow grinned and curled his tail around her and hooked his leg around one of hers as well then started to purr. 
 
    “So I’m going to be a super, aren’t I?” 
 
    “Yes,” Shadow said softly, “I think you are. That’s why I want you to leave here and go somewhere else when you finish school.” 
 
    “But I like it here, I want to stay with you” Karen whined softly 
 
    Shadow laughed, “I’ll stunt your growth, you have to realize that I’ll always treat you like a sex toy, I’ll never let you grow up.” 
 
    “But I like being your sex toy!” Karen complained and snuggled closer rubbing her face against his chest fur. 
 
    Shadow smiled and purred a little louder, “Oh you will be for a while yet. But I don’t want you to be a bad guy either; I want you to be a good guy if you take any sides at all.” 
 
    “Why?” Karen was confused. 
 
    “Because I’m not a bad guy. Sure I hang out here, but I’m mostly neutral. But I’ve seen what it does to people like you. I think I owe it to Rex to see you make the right decision. Understood?” 
 
    Karen nodded. 
 
    “Good, now get some sleep.” 
 
      
 
    Shadow got the pictures in his email the next day, so he had his proof that the kid had gotten punished, not that he doubted Jules much. The funny thing was the kid seemed to be enjoying it by the end there. He was sure some psychologist could tell him all sorts of things about that, but he hardly cared. He just dumped the pictures into his incriminating evidence file. Never knew when some blackmail would come in handy after all. Things quieted down for the next few months and his life pretty much was routine, though in this time they did wrap up another one of Scorecard’s operations. Scorecard was about to get put away for a long time and people were already starting to fight to take his place, but with so many still off the streets and in jail it didn’t boil over into the public much, just enough to make the news interesting. 
 
    However one morning he saw the sign Tomas used to contact him, the one that was reserved for emergencies. Shadow hadn’t heard of any agents or people being taken, so he had to wonder what this was all about.  
 
    Shadow walked into the coffee shop two blocks over and bought some Tea. Then he headed out the back door and waited. Two minutes later Tomas showed. 
 
    “So what’s all so important this time?” Shadow asked, stepping out of the shadow he was hiding in to let Tomas know it was him. 
 
    “I’d love to know how you do that,” Tomas said. He still couldn’t see Shadow when he was in his element, even at one in the afternoon. 
 
    “So would a lot of people. So what’s up?” 
 
    Tomas looked around, “I picked up a rumor up town, a couple of my FBI contacts intercepted some messages.” 
 
    “And?” Shadow leaned against the wall, Tomas seemed concerned. 
 
    “Someone’s hired a hit man to kill you, Shadow.” 
 
    Shadow blinked, “Someone took out a contract on me?” He scowled a bit, giving a slight growl, “I haven’t heard anything about it down here.” 
 
    Tomas shook his head, “You wouldn’t have. They’re bringing in someone from out of town. A real heavy hitter apparently.” 
 
    Shadow laughed softly, “I see, I think I’ve just been complemented. How much does it cost to hit the Shadow?” 
 
    “Apparently half a million.” 
 
    Shadow blinked! “Half a mill? Who in their right mind would spend that much? I’m not a big player.” 
 
    “Don’t sell yourself short, but what I want to know is why? You been up to something I should know about?” Tomas looked closely at Shadow, trying to read his expression. 
 
    Shadow shrugged, “Cleaned up a few of Scorecard’s animal operations, neither Circe nor I would allow those to continue once we discovered them. It was fun.”  
 
    Tomas winced at that, the expression on Shadow’s face when he said ‘fun’ made it pretty clear what kind of fun Shadow meant. Sometimes he forgot that Shadow had no qualms about killing people. He just seemed to stick to people who really seemed to deserve it, or did it in self-defense. The DA had never been able to build a murder one rap against the cat; because in the few cases the DA suspected him there’d never been any witnesses. While Tomas had a good idea of the real score, publicly Shadow was always discrete. 
 
    “Well you sure pissed someone off. I think you better lay low for a while Shadow.” 
 
    Shadow shook his head, “No, I can’t. But I will take some precautions. Thanks for the warning. What can you tell me about the hitter?” 
 
    Tomas shook his head, “Nothing, not even a code name. They’re that good.” 
 
    Shadow pondered that. “Later, Tomas,” He said and headed out of the alley by the back way. 
 
    Tomas shook his head and went back into the coffee shop. He didn’t hold out much hope for Shadow, he’d never seen the cat deal with anything at this kind of level, but at least he’d been able to warn him. 
 
      
 
    Shadow pondered the situation. He stayed in his stealth form without a second thought, this was going to make life difficult, someone getting that much money might even have super powers. That meant that killing them would be dangerous, if he ever even got the chance. His powers had grown considerably since he first got here years ago, but he still had a ways to go until he was happy with them. He’d had only four forms when he showed up here, his original, his cat, his healer, and his fighter. He’d only added the lover and the stealth since then. He still had plans for agility, and weapons forms, and was currently working on a defensive one. At least his new defensive form was almost finished. He was sure he’d need it. 
 
    Shadow did what he could to get a defense going. He figured his best bet was to set up the first attempt so that it failed. All he had to do was get the hit man to cooperate. His next step would be to track them down and ambush them back. He spent a considerable amount of money in those efforts, getting some decoys made, setting up some remote cameras, as well as hidden motion detectors on the best vantage points. He also made some minor changes in his daily routines.  
 
    The first attempt came two weeks later; he was apparently sitting with his back to the window at his favorite coffee shop. He’d been sitting there for only a few minutes, he rarely sat there more then fifteen, when a bullet drilled though the window and hit him knocking him to the floor. 
 
    Of course it wasn’t him, it was a decoy he’d had made, one of several. He’d been making sure that only at a few places he was visible, to try and force the assassin to hit him at a place of his own choosing. Apparently his little plan had actually worked. Going out the back he used the available cover to slink out of there and circle around to where he suspected the sniper was. It took him a while, and he had to watch out for traps. When he finally got there he found the spot was clean, but several hours of scenting around in his full cat form eventually found him a strand of hair with a trace scent. It was a woman! He was surprised by that, most heavy hitters were men. He memorized the scent and then went down to ground level and tried to do some tracking.  
 
    Six hours later Shadow found some more faint traces, if he didn’t have specially enhanced tracking abilities he would have missed them. As it was it was only the second time he went by that he picked them up. He’d never seen anyone who could move without leaving any kind of a trace before, it was definitely interesting. He also found she was on a motorcycle. That would definitely help narrow things down.  
 
    Shadow went back to the coffee shop next and paid the owner for the window. He’d moved the decoy to a back room after the shooting. Looking at it now it was pretty trashed, the bullet had been custom designed for penetration and maximum expansion. Definitely nasty business.  
 
    For the next few days he laid low, but spent a lot of time sneaking around looking for a motorcycle with that scent on it. He didn’t have much success however. On the fourth day since the attempt he started going out again, quickly putting the end to the rumor that something had happened to him.  
 
    He was very cautious that first night, and snuck out several times to search the area for that scent or any motorcycles. Again he had no luck, but the next night he caught her scent several times, though it was an hour old each time. She was stalking him again. He went home then and took Karen to a safe house he had set up for helping Tomas with kidnapping recoveries and told her to stay home from school for a few days, he didn’t want any sort of a hostage situation on his hands.  
 
    Shadow pondered this challenge, he expected her to try again soon, probably tonight. He secured his apartment, so far she hadn’t been around it, but he wasn’t so foolish as to think she wouldn’t be eventually. He did his utmost to keep its location secret, but too many people had been there for it to truly be so. He didn’t know what she looked like, but at least he had the home field advantage. He’d set up a few cameras in selected spots, and went out twice more to snoop before actually going out for the night. 
 
    He was poking around an alley when he got lucky. He found a motorcycle, hidden behind a dumpster to hide it from the street. Interestingly it had no scent on it, not even the woman’s. That was wrong, people couldn’t hide their scents, but he knew already that she must have found a way, and for hunting him that would be beneficial. He put a small timed tracking device on it, one that wouldn’t activate until much later. 
 
    He went back to his place then and tried to figure out where she would try to hit him next. Would she even use a rifle this time? He doubted it, but then again, maybe she’d try for a headshot. However he was going to be a harder target now, she’d expect it, so he’d have to deliver on it. 
 
    He finally decided on a small bar he occasionally frequented. It was dark, it was smoky and he always sat way in the back. As shots went, it would be a tricky one for her to make, and she’d have to do it from street level. He made a few calls and had one of his dummies delivered, then made sure he was seen going there. That part made him nervous, she could try to pop him on the street, but he moved fast and limited his exposure. Once he got inside he went to the back and sat down. He made sure his table was private, and he had the dummy stuck under the table. Pulling out his phone he checked the screen, one of his cameras did have a view of the street. He watched and waited, until he saw a likely candidate. She was tall, and had long blond hair. 
 
    Hauling up the dummy he moved into another seat and using a few pieces of fishing line made it look like the dummy was him. He himself was in his human form, so he wouldn’t be recognized. Ten minutes later as he made the dummy move like it was about to get up, the head exploded and he threw himself to the floor. Pulling the dummy down people started to yell and run out of the bar. Which was good because a grenade flew in through the window shortly there after. Vaulting the seat and running to the back door he got into cover and shifted into his stealth form just as the grenade went off.  
 
    The grenade started a fire, it must have been an incendiary grenade, and it took a while for it to be put out. He left the body of the dummy there, he didn’t care if it burned really, and on close examination it wouldn’t look like a real body. Thankfully Shadow saw that no one else was hurt, it had been a slow night at least. He snuck out in his stealth form and found a high spot to survey the situation. He saw something on a roof across the way, and slipped into the shadows to stay hidden. It was most likely her. 
 
    He settled down and waited to see what she would do. She watched for about an hour, until the firemen dragged out the dummy wrapped in a blanket on a stretcher. Then she left. Shadow watched her motor off heading up town then went and recovered that camera. He took the tape out, and replaced it. He took that back to his apartment and after checking for traps he played it back. 
 
    On the larger screen he got a better look at her face, and printed out a picture of her. He then took a nap and around four in the morning headed uptown to go find that motorcycle. The tracking device he used was an interesting little bug. It took a chemical reaction eight hours until the unit powered up, which made it invisible to any scans. And even then it lay passive until it received a certain signal, then it would ping just once each time it got the signal. In his human form he was quite the engineer. 
 
    It took him a while but he found the bike eventually. Or at least the garage it was in. He scented around and found her scent, it was a few hours old and he tracked it to an apartment building. In the morning he’d come back and grease a few palms to find out just where she lived. For now however it was time to call it a night. 
 
      
 
    It took him two days, it was a large building, and he had to make sure she was out. But he found her apartment, and even got the manager to cough up her cell phone number for a nice bribe. He thought about casing her apartment, but decided that would give him away, odds are she had it rigged with something he’d never find. So he waited until she got home then made a call. 
 
      
 
    Nance sighed and closed the door behind her. She’d been searching for word on Shadow Cat for two days now and nothing had come up. The Fire department and the Coroner’s office weren’t talking about what or who they’d pulled out of the bar, and she didn’t want to press it less they started asking her questions. She had seen the head explode, and nothing furry had come out the front. She didn’t have a good count on the back door though, and the first time she hit him the bastard got better some how. She’d hit a lot of supers, good and bad over the years. A few had gotten away the first time, one had taken three tries. She was almost positive she had gotten him. But something just made her worry. 
 
    Her phone rang then and she pulled it out. 
 
    “Hello?” she hadn’t had this phone long; it was only for this job. 
 
    “Why hello Heather, how nice to hear your voice!” 
 
    She blinked, Heather was her cover name of course, but she didn’t recognize the voice. 
 
    “Who is this?” 
 
    “Why, Heather dear,” she heard a slight purr in that voice, “or whatever your real name is, I feel so slighted to be forgotten so quickly after our little affair the other night!” 
 
    Nance growled in to the phone, “Shadow!” 
 
    She heard him laugh, “The one and only.” 
 
    “How, no scratch that, why are you calling me?” she fumed. 
 
    “Simple I have a little proposition.” 
 
    “Can it, Kitty. I’ll get you yet.” 
 
    “You haven’t even heard my proposition yet,” he taunted. 
 
    “You don’t have anything I want!” 
 
    “I was wondering if perhaps you might want to go out to dinner, all those late nights hunting me down, I’m sure you’ve not had a chance to try some of the nicer restaurants in town. I though perhaps I might rectify that situation.” 
 
    “Yeah right! I’m not going to walk into any traps, Kitty!” Nance went over and pulled out an MP5 if he had her phone number .... 
 
    “It’s simple, you give me your word that until our little date is over you don’t try to kill me, and I won’t try and kill you.” And this time she definitely heard him purr. 
 
    “How do I know I can trust you?” This whole thing just sounded absurd to her. 
 
    “Curiosity. I want to know who’s trying to kill me.” 
 
    “And how do you know I won’t kill you?” 
 
    “I’m willing to take your word; I suspect you’re not the type who breaks it.” 
 
    She thought about that, at close range he could undoubtedly handle anything she threw at him. Besides, the more she knew about him, the easier the job would be. 
 
    “This is crazy, I’m going to kill you, you know.” 
 
    “Maybe, maybe not. Besides, after your last two hits on me I thought maybe you might want to call it even,” Shadow laughed. 
 
    “Not likely. So where do you want to meet for this dinner?”  
 
    “I have your word then?” 
 
    “Yes, crazy feline. Do I have yours?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    “So where do we meet?”  
 
    She heard someone knock on the door. 
 
    “Now would be good!” she heard him laugh and she went over to the door and opened it. There he was. 
 
    “Is that a sub machine gun in your hand? Or are you just happy to see me?” he purred. 
 
    “I should just shoot you, you know.” She growled. 
 
    “Ah, but then you’d miss out on some of the best Italian food in the city.” 
 
    “Give me a minute to lose the hardware,” she grumbled and disappeared to do just that.  
 
    Shadow liked what he saw up close, she had a nice athletic little body with a large set of tits and a rather tight ass on top of some very long legs.  
 
    Nance came back out and closed the door, “Okay, let’s go.” 
 
    Shadow took her arm, starting her for a moment and led her down the hallway to the elevator. “So, shall I call you Heather? Or will you grace me with your real name?” he purred teasing her. 
 
    “Sure why not? I’m Nance.” She noticed that he had a rather well muscled body, at a distance the fur blurred the lines, and with her arm tucked in his she could feel a good deal of heavy muscle in that arm. She was impressed. 
 
    Shadow nodded, “And of course, I’m Shadow Cat, or Shadow. It’s a pleasure to meet you, Nance, even under the current circumstances.” 
 
    Nance laughed, “I’m not yet sure I want to return that pleasure.” 
 
    Shadow smiled at her as they entered the elevator, “Oh, I’m sure I’ll be able to change your mind in time.” 
 
    “Don’t be too sure about that! They’re paying me a lot of money to kill you.” 
 
    Shadow shrugged, “Time will tell, I daresay you haven’t had much success yet, have you?” And he grinned at her. 
 
    “Oh I’ll figure out your secret eventually, don’t you worry.”  
 
    “Ah but I do, Nance, I do. I’m starting to think that it would be a real shame if I had to kill you.” 
 
    Nance looked up at him as the doors opened and he led her out to a waiting taxi. 
 
    “You’re not serious, are you?” 
 
    Shadow smiled, “You’re still alive, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Ah, but you haven’t tried to kill me yet either.” 
 
    “Exactly. So how long have you been doing this?” 
 
    “A number of years, you?” 
 
    “A very good number of years. Any idea as to why you were sent after me?” 
 
    “Not really, as long as the money is good I don’t care much.” 
 
    “Paid in advance, or on delivery?” 
 
    Nance smiled, “Delivery. So be a good boy and let me kill you already.” 
 
    Shadow laughed, “Not hardly! I happen to be quite attached to living thank you!” 
 
    “Spoilsport.” 
 
    “I’ll make it up to you, I’m sure.” 
 
      
 
    The trip passed rather quickly, and Shadow again escorted Nance into the restaurant to a table in the back that gave a nice view over the restaurant and the other diners. 
 
    “Nice,” Nance admitted looking around. “Smells good in here too.” 
 
    Shadow nodded, “One of my favorites, though I suspect I’ll have to avoid it until we settle our little bit of unpleasantness.” 
 
    “Oh? Why’s that?” She looked at him. 
 
    “Because you have a tendency to upset such places. Burning down O’Mally’s was truly undeserved.” 
 
    “How did you survive that? I know you didn’t survive that headshot.” 
 
    “Ask me when you’ve agreed to stop trying to kill me and maybe I’ll tell you. Not before.” 
 
    “Well that isn’t going to happen.” 
 
    “All I’m asking if for you to keep an open mind.” 
 
    They paused a while then as a waiter approached, and Shadow ordered for them both. 
 
    “I still can’t understand while you’re doing this you know,” Nance said. “In your shoes I would have just killed me in my apartment.” 
 
    “Ah, but I am not you.” 
 
    “Then why?” 
 
    “Curiosity of course.”  
 
    Nance put her elbows on the table and her hands together, resting her chin on them and looked at Shadow’s face; this was the best view she’d had of him yet. She had to admit he was rather handsome, even if he did have a feline head. And fangs, she noted absently. She suspected there were claws in those fingertips as well. 
 
    “Didn’t curiosity kill the cat?” She pondered. 
 
    “Yes, but knowledge brought him back,” Shadow countered. 
 
    “So what have you learned so far?” She grinned. 
 
    “That you smell nice, you don’t panic easily, you’re determined, experienced, and have a really nice ass in those pants.” 
 
    Nance smiled, “Thanks. So tell me, what’s it like being a cat man in a human world?” 
 
    “Rather nice actually. I’m stronger and faster than everyone else, have better eyesight, smell, hearing. But you know what’s even better?” 
 
    Nance leaned forward curious, “What?” 
 
    “Women just love cats,” he purred and gave her a wink. 
 
    Nance blushed slightly; she suddenly suspected that a lot of women had found their way into his bed. “Point taken.” 
 
    After the dinner things devolved into small talk and chatting about events in general. The food was good and the company enjoyable for both of them. After a few drinks Shadow took her home to her apartment. 
 
    Nance opened the door and smiled wistfully, “I hate to say it, but I did have a good time.” 
 
    Shadow purred, “So, going to invite me in for a good night kiss?” 
 
    Nance hesitated, “Ummm, I don’t think so.” 
 
    Shadow smiled, “Well how about I just give you one anyway?” and stepping forward he pressed Nance back against the wall and lowered his head to hers and kissed her. 
 
    Nance struggled just a little once she realized his intentions, and discovered just how strong he was, and then he was kissing her and she had to admit, he was a rather good kisser. She let her hands run over his body, slipping them inside his jacket and feeling the warm fur as he slipped his tongue past her lips. A surprisingly long tongue she realized as it filled her mouth! 
 
    She only then realized his paws had undone her belt and pulled her shirt out and were sliding up to cup her breasts. 
 
    “No, no ...” she gasped pulling back and breaking the kiss, “We shouldn’t.” 
 
    “All the more reason to,” Shadow rumbled and grabbing her hips slid her up the wall and started to lick and nuzzle her stomach, nosing up along under her tits. 
 
    “Shadow, no ...” she said weakly trying to push him away. She wasn’t sure where this was going, she was going to be killing him after all. 
 
    Shadow purred, “I know what you need,” he rumbled deeply, and pinning her with one paw to the wall she felt his other paw fumbling with her jeans as he slid down to his knees. Watching wide-eyed she saw his claws come out, over an inch long, and he hooked them inside the jeans and a moment later her pants were crotchless, her sex exposed to the air.  
 
    And then Shadow dove into her sex, licking her with that broad long tongue. She started hitting him on the head with both hands but he seemed unfazed. He had both paws on her hips holding her in place and then he did something to her she’d never experienced before: he slid his tongue up inside her.  
 
    Nance was shocked; his tongue was long! Longer than any man’s that had ever been there before, she stared wide-eyed as eight inches of tongue slid up inside her and started to explore her like she’d never been explored before. Shadow’s warm leathery cat nose rubbed over her clit, and her insides turned to butter as she started to squirm in his grip. She grabbed his ears and held on, starting to pant. 
 
    “Close the door damnit,” Nance groaned. She was close, he was just that good. She smiled as his tail whipped out and pushed the door closed until it clicked, neat trick that. 
 
    Several minutes later she screamed as she came on his muzzle, rather hard, his tongue having been rubbing over her G spot for the last two minutes, as he slurped and sucked out her juices. She was using his ears now to guide him, and pull him in deeper. Panting she slumped back against the wall, and he started back up on her, not giving her any rest. 
 
    Shadow smiled, he was going to fuck her brains out, and he wasn’t going to take no for an answer. How often did he get to screw a fellow predator? She tasted sweet on his tongue, and she was rather lively. Plus she looked so hot moaning and screaming above him pinned to the wall. He gave her a second orgasm, then licked her juices clean from her cunt lips and his muzzle and stood up, letting her collapse against him.  
 
    “Oh lord Shadow ...” Nance panted. 
 
    “Now it’s time for the main event,” he purred and carried her into the bedroom, finding it easily. Dumping her on the bed he shed his own clothes in seconds and using his claws cut her out of hers just as fast. Moving between her spread legs he settled on top of her, smiling as she reached for him. 
 
    Nance was still enjoying the after affects of Shadow’s tongue when she realized she was on her back naked, and he was moving between her legs. Looking down she saw his cock was dark fleshed, almost an ebony color, shaped as a normal man’s but rather large. Reaching down she grabbed it, smiling slightly as she realized just how large he was. There were also bumps along the shaft, that made her smile even more and she tugged him forward leading him to her sex. 
 
    Shadow did as she bid and slid inside her, she was already sopping wet from her orgasms and his tongue, but she was incredibly tight, and possessing of excellent muscle control. She’d squeezed him several times as he moved in slowly, making him have to work his shaft back and forth a few times until at last he was hilted. 
 
    Nance groaned in delight as he worked his cock into her, he was big! Thicker than most men, and longer than anybody she’d ever fucked. When he hilted in her she gave him a squeeze and smiled at the loud rumbling purr that came out of his chest, making the fur that teased her nipples vibrate and sending a thrill through her. 
 
    “Ever been fucked by an animal before?” Shadow whispered in her ear. 
 
    “Oh god no ...” Nance replied. 
 
    Shadow started fucking her then, and Nance had to admit, he definitely knew what he was doing. He worked that cock in and out of her, hard and fast, those bumps getting larger as he fucked her, pulling at her insides, his hips pounding into hers, his furry balls bouncing off her ass. Raising her legs she wrapped them around his hips and pulled his face down to hers giving herself to the moment and kissing him deeply.  
 
    The sounds sex filled the room, counterpoint to the sounds of their hips slapping and the bed squeaking. When she finally felt his shaft start to swell deep inside her as he growled loudly above her body, she knew he was there, but she was momentarily shocked by the loud cat like snarl as he drove in deep and started to spray his seed into her. She came with him and the heat of his semen kept her hips churning and head spinning as he came and came, pumping out an amazing amount of his sticky cream. 
 
    He collapsed on top of her, heavy furry body pressing her smooth human one into the bed as he panted on her, spent. She kept her legs wrapped around him, holding him inside her, still giving the occasional shiver beneath him. 
 
    “You like?” he purred nuzzling her ear. 
 
    “That wasn’t at all bad,” she said smiling under him. It had been a long time since she’d been so nicely fucked. She could feel his cum leaking out of her, his breath against her ear, his heart beating in his chest, his tail curling around her leg. Oh yeah, not bad at all. 
 
    “That’s it?” Shadow teased, “That’s all you have to say?” 
 
    “Oh I’m sure I’ll have a pleasant thought or two at your funeral.”  
 
    “Oh no, I’m gonna make sure you’re crying your heart out over not getting to do this again!” he growled playfully and started to kiss and lick down her body, pulling out of her sex causing her to gasp. 
 
    “Wha?” she shivered as he uncovered her and started in on her tits. 
 
    “You my dear are going to get all of me,” Shadow purred softly, and punctuated the next three words with a nip to one of her nipples after each, “all - night - long.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    It was six in the morning when Shadow finally collapsed onto the bed besides Nance, he was spent and he had to admit pleasantly so. Pulling her against him he whispered in her ear, “Just remember, this date isn’t over until I leave,” then yawned and fell into a pleasant sleep. 
 
    Nance barely heard the words, her head was spinning pleasantly and she was asleep almost as fast as he was, snuggling into his strong body. No matter what else he did, he sure could fuck, she thought with a smile. 
 
      
 
    Nance woke up hours later, she could see her clock, it was noon. She yawned and felt her self pulled back against a warm furry body and noticed the strong arm wrapped around her as the memories of last night re-entered her mind as she woke up. She had a gun behind the nightstand; she could probably get it and blow his brains out before he woke up. But she had given him her word, and last night had been rather wonderful.  
 
    She rolled over to face him and wasn’t that surprised to find him half-awake already.  
 
    “Now what?”she asked. 
 
    “Oh I can think of something,” he answered. 
 
    They made love one more time, slow and languid, it was after one when they finished, and he finally took his leave of her. 
 
    Nance took a nice long hot shower and then put her gear together and went out to hunt him down. If he was going to kill her, he would have already. She didn’t know why he didn’t want to kill her, she just knew he didn’t. For that matter she really didn’t want to kill him, however she was being well paid to do just that and she didn’t turn down money. 
 
    Shadow’s thoughts were on somewhat different issues, namely finding out who had commissioned Nance and if not convincing them to change their minds, killing them so they couldn’t pay her. Then he’d see about convincing her to stop hunting him, he’d hate to have to kill her. 
 
    Shadow went to the safe house where he’d stashed Karen, he’d told her to go to school today, and had hired a car to take her there and back. It was about three when he had finished getting cleaned up, so he sacked on the bed waiting for her to show. 
 
    Karen was surprised to see Shadow on the bed snoozing when she got back from school. She changed quietly and went to make dinner for them both. She was happily cooking when he walked up behind her and gave her a hug. 
 
    “How’s my Kitten?” he asked. 
 
    “Happy. I didn’t expect to see you today. How long am I going to have to stay here?” 
 
    “I don’t know, maybe another week. Until I get this problem taken care of.” 
 
    “I’d rather be home, Shadow,” Karen said leaning back into him as she stirred the sauce she was cooking.” 
 
    “Yes, I know, but I’d rather not temp this one with going after you. Then I’d have to kill her.” Shadow sighed. 
 
    “I don’t know why you are putting up with this.” 
 
    “Because I’m curious, because I have my reasons,” he purred. “Now tell me about your day.” 
 
    “Well,” she laughed, “Ben Hendrickson has a boy friend! A big buff pro ball player he met.” 
 
    Shadow hmmmed? “So he’s gay, what’s the big deal?” 
 
    “Ben is the guy who tried to rape me, Shadow.” 
 
    Shadow blinked. “I guess he really did enjoy his punishment.” 
 
    Karen laughed, “I don’t want to know. Though I hear his dad is furious that his jock son is not only gay, but he’s catching instead of pitching.” 
 
    Shadow laughed, then stopped thinking of something, “Did you say his name is Hendrickson?” 
 
    Karen nodded, “Why, is that important?” 
 
    “Maybe, is his father the same Hendrickson who’s our current Mayor?” 
 
    Karen paused a moment, “I’m not sure. I know his dad is important, but I don’t pay much attention to that.” 
 
    Shadow nodded, “That’s okay, I’ll check on it later. That looks good, let’s eat.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    Much later, well after dinner and a nice couple of hours coupling with Karen, Shadow cleaned up and headed out, leaving her asleep in the bed. He headed down to visit Jules; he had some questions to ask. When he got there he staked out the place, waiting for it to close. He wanted this to be private, otherwise it was liable to get messy and Jules had never been a problem before.  
 
    An hour later the employees started to leave, twenty minutes later they were all gone except for Jules and his partner. As they lived there, Shadow didn’t expect to see them leave. He gave them a few minutes to lock up, then went over and knocked on the door. 
 
    “Who is it?” He heard from inside. 
 
    “I need to talk to you Jules,” Shadow said, “I think you need to tell me something.” 
 
    Shadow heard a shotgun rack slowly, an advantage of his better hearing. 
 
    “Jules,” Shadow warned, “if I wanted trouble, I wouldn’t be coming in the front door. But if you point that shotgun at me, you’re gonna wake up in the hospital. Eating through a tube,” and then he growled, “understand?” 
 
    The door opened, Jules had the gun pointed at the ground. “What do you want, Shadow?” 
 
    “You know what I want, Jules, or you wouldn’t be standing there with a shotgun afraid of me. Tell me what happened.” 
 
    “A bunch of guys came down here, they asked questions, they had Rob, and they weren’t being very nice. They wanted to know who brought that kid in; I didn’t have much of a choice on answers, Shadow.” 
 
    Shadow nodded, “I didn’t know who the kid was when I brought him down here, Jules, or I wouldn’t have. You have my apologies for that. However, you should have told me about it, Jules.” Shadow gave a soft growl. 
 
    “They told me not to tell anybody, or they’d be back for Rob,” Jules said in a warning tone. 
 
    “Jules, you need to understand a fundamental truth of the world, they’re just men, I’m not a man. They follow orders, make threats, flex a little muscle. I kill. I’m the one you need to worry about, not them. These guys show up here again, you let me know, I’ll deal with it. But I suspect they won’t ever be around here again.” 
 
    Jules looked at him suspiciously, “What are you going to do?” 
 
    “What I would have done if you had told me sooner. Take care of it.” Shadow growled. 
 
    “But he’s the mayor, Shadow!” 
 
    “Not any more. Mayors aren’t supposed to hire assassins, Jules.”  
 
      
 
    Shadow made some phone calls after he had left Jules, none of the people who answered their phones were happy, it was 3AM after all. But he reminded them of that little event he had filmed them at, and told each one what they were going to do. He then went back to the safe house and curled up with Karen, tomorrow and the day after would be rather busy days. At least his defense form was finally done, he would need it. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Cat and Mouse 
 
      
 
      
 
    Three days later Shadow was back in his usual haunts, Nance was still hunting him, though he was sure she probably found his complete disappearance for the last few days to be rather strange. He was curious as to what her next attack was going to be. He’d found a number of booby traps around his apartment, and taken his time with them. She hadn’t put any in his apartment however, which was interesting.  
 
    He figured it would be a frontal assault, something using some sort of personal weapon or other. He didn’t think she’d try the sniper bit again; she’d need to be in closer for the kill to make sure she actually got him this time. Most likely she’d figured out he really didn’t want to kill her and was going to push her luck. And with all the commotion going on uptown after yesterday’s terrible car accident in which the mayor died after his car went off a bridge into the river, well, things down here would be ignored by the police. 
 
    Shadow left the bar, he was wearing an overcoat tonight, it hid a few things, including the fact that it was pretty serious body armor. He was doing the defense form, getting used to it, and figuring it would help when she let loose at him. He didn’t like taking risks much, but he noticed she’d been avoiding the roofs a lot of late. When he came around a corner and saw her standing there, he smiled, “Nance, what a pleasure. What brings you here?” 
 
    She smiled back, “Business.” 
 
    “And here I had been hoping for a social call. So what’s it to be this time?” 
 
    “Swords,” she said and drew a katanna from a sheath on her back. 
 
    Shadow hmmm’d and decided to stay on the defense for the moment. If that blade was as good as he suspected, the body armor wouldn’t be of much help. He thought she might go this route; he had seen the blade hanging on the wall in her living room after all and doubted it was an ornament. 
 
    “Well, have at it then,” he said looking at her. 
 
    “Aren’t you going to do anything?” Nance asked slightly surprised. 
 
    “Well I could shoot you.” Shadow laughed, “But that wouldn’t be fair now, would it?” 
 
    Nance frowned and moved towards him with the sword out, and Shadow noticed the path she was taking. He was fairly suspicious that she had probably laid out a few traps for him, figuring on him charging her. Checking his surroundings he slowly retreated the way he had come, until he was more secure in his surroundings. 
 
    “What, afraid?” Nance teased. 
 
    “Just wanted some more room.” Shadow grinned. 
 
    Nance attacked him then, and Shadow retreated some more, dodging and slipping under her overhand cuts. Nance was impressed, but she would have expected a cat to have a good agility. Too bad he hadn’t stumbled into any of her traps. She’d keep pressing him however, the street was wider here, but it dead-ended not too far away and then he’d have to fight her. 
 
    Shadow let her push him back a little ways, getting a feel for her movements, seeing how she worked the blade. Long before he got to the end of the cull-de-sac he’d been coming out of when she ambushed him he flung off his overcoat, tossing it at her and watching impressed as she easily cut it in two. 
 
    “Nice sword,” he acknowledged. 
 
    “Thank you.” Nance smiled. 
 
    “Well let’s see how mine stacks up, shall we?” Shadow drew his own sword then, it was a straight blade, guardless, and a bit shorter than hers, four inches he figured if hers was of typical katana length. The blade on his was a rather fancy alloy, it would hold up to her blade, but his sword had a nasty surprise in it. He was sure she’d appreciate it. 
 
    They crossed swords then and Shadow was again impressed, he was still defending and he quickly realized that was not the best tactic in this fight as she continued to keep him moving backwards. Waiting for a pause in Nance’s attack he shifted into his fighting form as soon as she did and surprised her with a change in tactics, bringing her up short and actually making her take a couple of steps back before she adjusted. 
 
    Nance was surprised when Shadow countered suddenly and she found herself on the defense for a moment. She thought she’d had his measure but apparently he’d only been feeling her out. His style shifted subtly, and she realized that he was much better than she would have expected.  
 
    “I’m surprised you know sword fighting,” Nance said as their blades clashed and weaved around each other trying to find an opening. 
 
    “It has its uses occasionally,” Shadow grunted, “but my sensei was a traditionalist, and he insisted.” 
 
     “Insisted?” Nance asked curiously. 
 
    “Rather painfully,” Shadow admitted. 
 
    “Ah, I see.” 
 
    “You know your client is dead, don’t you?” Shadow asked as he parried a rather nasty sideswipe. 
 
    “Actually no, I don’t know who my clients are. I work through a middle man.” Nance grunted a bit as he came down in a hard overhand forcing her to block with a hand sliding down the back of her blade. 
 
    Shadow noted the move, and that she wasn’t wearing gloves. He smiled. “Well you might want to call him tonight. If you’re not getting paid, maybe I could convince you to give up on this particular assignment?” 
 
    Nance laughed, “I don’t think that’s going to matter much, Shadow, you’re not going to leave this fight alive.” 
 
    Shadow pouted, “And here I thought you liked me.” 
 
    “I can’t afford to like people, Shadow, and you’re worth a lot of money to me.” 
 
    “And after the way you were screaming my name the other night. I thought that maybe you’d decided to make an exception for me, Nance.” 
 
    Nance blushed at that and then cursed as he came back at her with that heavy overhand causing her to block with her hand down the blade again. She hated that, the last one stung. 
 
    Shadow pressed a button in the hilt of his sword as the two blades contacted and watched as ten thousand volts hit her like a ton of bricks. Her body spasmed and she lost the sword. He gave her the flat of the blade to the side of her head stunning her further and then grabbed her and spun her around, pressing up against her from behind, his claws at her neck, the tips pricking. 
 
    “Dinner tomorrow then?” He whispered in her ear and thumped her lightly on the back of the head, enough to stun her for a moment. He didn’t want to leave her unconscious in this part of town; some of the spectators they’d drawn might get ideas. 
 
    Nance cursed loudly as she regained her wits, and regained her sword before one of the onlookers could make a try for it. Looking around Shadow was already gone. It was a rather dirty trick he’d just unleashed on her from a sword-fighting viewpoint. But on the other hand she had tried to lure him into stepping on a bunch of toe popper landmines. She might as well go recover those and call her contact. He’d won this round. But at least she knew he didn’t want to kill her, she could continue to use that against him. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Nance answered her phone, “Hello” She sighed, but her smile wasn’t at all faked. 
 
    “Same terms as last time?” She heard Shadow’s voice. 
 
    “Of course. Door’s open.” 
 
    “I know,” she heard whispered in her ear and jumping she turned to see him smiling at her, tail curling. He was definitely full of mischief tonight. 
 
    “Don’t do that, okay?” she said shaking her head, still smiling.  
 
    “And why are you smiling?” Shadow teased. 
 
    “I know you won’t hurt me, no matter what I do,” she said. “So I have the upper hand.” 
 
    Shadow laughed, eyeing the rather nice evening dress Nance was wearing. “You’re mostly right. Now, I hope you like Thai.” 
 
      
 
    Dinner was once again a rather enjoyable affair for them both, they didn’t talk business, they just chatted socially about the food, the news, and just things in general. When they returned to Nance’s Shadow immediately started kissing and necking with her, pushing her up against the wall and purring rather loudly. 
 
    “No claws, this is an expensive dress,” Nance moaned. 
 
    “Then let’s adjourn to your bedroom,” Shadow purred. 
 
    They did so and he helped her slip out of her dress then she helped him remove his shirt and slacks. Falling on the bed they spent the next eight hours mainly fucking each other’s brains out, until they fell asleep curled up tight against each other. 
 
    Hours later Nance woke up to find Shadow’s tail pressing between her breasts, the tip tickling under her chin. 
 
    “So what did your contact tell you,” Shadow purred softly in her ear, paws pulling her against him. 
 
    “That the client was dead and I would not be getting paid beyond the retainer. So it was a void contract.” Nance sighed. She’d never had a client die on her before. Or rather get killed. She was pretty sure Shadow had whacked them, whoever they were. 
 
    “And what are you going to do?” He purred and licked her ear. 
 
    “Well, I could just kill you on general principal.” She smiled then, “You know, to avenge them.” 
 
    Nance jumped then as he nipped her ear and suddenly she had ten claws digging into her skin and Shadow wasn’t purring anymore. 
 
    “Nance,” Shadow said softly, and she could hear the warning in his voice, “if you don’t let this go, next time I will hurt you, bad.” 
 
    “Well just why the fuck haven’t you hurt me yet? Why have you gone to all this trouble to seduce me and screw me?” Nance demanded. “You’re the one making this into a game.” 
 
    She heard him draw in a breath, and pause. She had the distinct impression he was surprised. 
 
    “Game?” He whispered, “I hadn’t thought of it like that.” 
 
    “Well just how had you been thinking of it?” She said. “I know you killed whoever it was who hired me. So why haven’t you touched me?” 
 
    Nance gave a little gasp of surprise as he rolled her over to face him and pulled her against his chest, his eyes even with hers. 
 
    “I guess you could say I’m courting you,” Shadow purred. 
 
    “Courting?” Nance blinked. 
 
    “A tough, no-nonsense, and very attractive female predator enters my territory. What did you think I’d do? Kill you out of hand? Of course not, I’m going to seduce you and fuck you, and see if you’re mate material.” 
 
    “And am I?” Nance asked curious. 
 
    “If you weren’t, I’d have killed you by now.” Shadow said a little sheepishly. “I want you as a lover and a friend. Maybe more eventually.” 
 
    Nance’s eyes widened. At first the whole idea of it sounded absurd, but she was staring into a set of feline eyes in an anthro panther’s head only inches from her own. He didn’t just look non-human; she realized that in many ways he probably wasn’t human. Both his comments and his offer were sincere. 
 
    “Okay, I won’t try to kill you anymore.” Nance sighed. 
 
    “You make it sound like a big sacrifice!” Shadow grumbled. 
 
    “Well yeah, I was going to use that money to retire.” 
 
    “Well pardon me for wanting to live,” he teased. 
 
    “Only if you make it up to me.” Now it was Nance’s turn to grumble. 
 
    “Actually, I may just be able to. Assuming you’re going to retire here in my city?” 
 
    “Your city is it now?”  
 
    Shadow purred and ducked his head to kiss her neck, “Leopards are territorial animals. You should know that.” 
 
    Nance smiled, fact was, she did. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Shadow was rather happy to move back into his main digs and to move Karen back as well. Helping Nance set up stretched him thin, financially, but he wasn’t going to tell her that and he suspected he’d be paid back soon enough. He’d have to work on his income, but he wasn’t worried, his finances were still solid in the long run. But in the short run things could get tight.  
 
    Overall however he really could not complain. Things were settled in his own life once again, Karen was doing well in school, Nance was turning into a regular thing, Circe was keeping him somewhat busy and he still had a rather steady stream of willing young women. He would concentrate more on training Karen and learning more about her abilities, and figure out what he was going to do about her when she turned eighteen. Maybe he’d buy a sex slave from one of the dealers in the underground, that would help him get over her absence he was sure. 
 
    After a few more high-end jobs of his own and financially he’d probably be set; he was getting bored with crime anyway. It just wasn’t his thing. 
 
    Things in the underground finally settled down a few months later, with no one taking over Scorecard’s position. Scorecard himself got the death penalty and was sitting on death row, things didn’t look good for him, and a few of his lieutenants were in adjoining cells. Tomas had managed to keep the pressure on, which was why no one took over for Scorecard. Also Circe, with Shadow’s help, had dismantled a good portion of the territory during that time, as revenge for the animal fights Scorecard had been staging, which turned out to be more extensive than they first thought, and also because they made a lot of money in the process by robbing everyone involved blind. 
 
    Shadow didn’t mind these operations, the people they were against were all criminals to some level or other, and whether or not they were actually known to be by the authorities didn’t matter to him. So his conscious was clear on not only robbing those people, but in some cases, well maybe more than just some, killing them as well. Word also went around the underground about Circe’s and Shadow’s raids and the body count associated with some of those raids. While the survivors of those little expeditions wouldn’t talk to the police, they did talk among the other denizens of the underground and Shadow’s reputation as a stone cold killer moved up a few notches, which led further to people not coming after him in the little power play that had followed Scorecard’s sentencing.  
 
    Karen had been practicing her skills on animals and could now freeze and release at will. The effect did wear off if she did not remove it, but it took about a day. Shadow suspected that as she developed further she’d be able to gauge the time before it wore off, and possibly even extend it. He wasn’t sure what other powers she’d manifest, but if things held true to what he knew, they’d all be related. Only his allowed him to do different things, and while he suspected there were others with the same power, he had a feeling it either was rare, or most people never figured it out how to effectively use it. 
 
    Within six months Nance’s business was starting to make money, primarily she was brokering contracts for other hit men like she had been, though she also dealt in certain merchandise, both for those contracting through her, and other odds and ends that weren’t common market items. Karen’s friend Jess was doing well at Liz’s place, and the annual ‘culling of the herd’ was coming up. Shadow wasn’t sure if he was going to take Karen this year, more out of concern for her than anything else. He guessed he was getting a bit protective; it was nice to know he was starting to be able care about someone again.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Consequences 
 
      
 
      
 
    Shadow purred as the girl continued to ride him, moving up and down on his shaft as he lay back on the couch. He’d decided to leave Karen home and just go wild at the party. The current hot little number straddling him was his second of the night; the first was snoozing on the floor by the couch. They’d both end up in Liz’s place by morning, on a straight commission – he needed a bit of cash flow still. Both had plenty of raw talent, and obviously loose morals. Neither one had qualms about sex in semi-public places; though by this time there was a lot of lewd behavior going on at the party.  
 
    Shadow was also doing a little celebrating of his own, with all the stuff that had gone on lately, his new agility form had come in rather quickly and he’d already started in on the next one. With Nance teaching him shooting skills, among other things, he was pretty sure that one would go smoothly too. The girl above him cried out yet again, and tightened on him, drenching him with her fluids as she came a third time, only this time he joined her, growling loudly as well as he arched up into her. Several people stopped and starred, realizing what was going on. Several young women couldn’t seem to tear their eyes away however, and he started to contemplate a third tryst for the evening. Young women were like popcorn. Hard to have just one. 
 
    “Well hello there ...” came a female voice from his right, a little bit further down the wall from where he was parked, and where up until a minute ago there had been a few spectators. 
 
    Shadow sat up and gave the panting girl on his cock a nice long kiss, then untangled her from him and set her down where he had been laying. She curled up and closed her eyes yawning. He grabbed a towel and cleaned himself up looking at the figure by the wall. He’d been partying himself quite a bit, so his senses weren’t at their best. 
 
    “Looking to be next?” he said stretching as he stood, he wasn’t sure what was going on here, but so far the new comer wasn’t doing anything threatening, and the more his eyes resolved, the better her figure looked. 
 
    “Been there, done that, got the scratches to prove it,” she laughed. 
 
    Her voice clicked in his head and he popped into his defensive form without even thinking about it. “Why are you here?” He asked softly. 
 
    “Wow, that was fast.” She said surprised. “From pleasure to business in a millisecond.” 
 
    “This isn’t a safe place for you. Why are you here?”  
 
    She walked closer, she wasn’t here for a fight, but he wouldn’t have expected one from her anyways. Surprisingly she gave him a hug, which he returned. 
 
    “Mmmm, you smell nice,” He purred, back in his sex form again, his mild buzz slowly dwindling.  
 
    “Don’t get any ideas furball,” She teased. 
 
    “I hear you have my picture up in your cube now.” 
 
    “Yeah. And that’s part of why I’m here.” She sighed. 
 
    “Tell.” He purred and sniffed at her hair some more, she really did smell good. Probably something in her shampoo. 
 
    “The DA is going to indict you.” 
 
    Shadow blinked and slowly pushed her back, arms holding her shoulders and he looked into her eyes. 
 
    “You’re serious, aren’t you?” 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    “What for?” 
 
    “Killing the mayor.” She whispered. 
 
    “How’d he come to that conclusion?” Shadow started running through his head what this could mean. 
 
    She looked at him. “You did it, didn’t you?” 
 
    “You know better than to ask me that question.” He grinned at her and winked. She might be wearing a wire, though he doubted it. “So what makes him think I did it?” 
 
    “I’m not sure, but the source I heard says that the DA discovered that the mayor was having illicit dealings with you. Is that true?” 
 
    Shadow shrugged, “If you call paying an assassin a half million dollars to kill me ‘dealings’ then I guess it’s true. Though as dealings go I found them rather one sided.” 
 
    “He didn’t!” She gasped. 
 
    “He did. He also kidnapped, beat, and possibly murdered a few people along the way.” 
 
    “Why’d he do that?”  
 
    “I caught his son raping a young girl, and punished him. Afterwards his son decided he didn’t like women anymore. I caught the blame.” 
 
    “What’d you do, castrate him?”  
 
    Shadow smiled, Fiona looked like she wanted to hear a yes to that one. She didn’t care much for rape, seeing as how she almost had been once. 
 
    “No, I gave him a taste of his own medicine. I had some gay leathermen I know rape him.” 
 
    She laughed out loud; fortunately the party was so much louder it didn’t draw any attention. “Good one.” 
 
    Shadow nodded, “I thought so. Better than killing him anyway.” 
 
    “Well, I have to go now. Before I’m missed.” 
 
    “How many are out there watching tonight?”  
 
    “The whole team. They’re thinking of picking up a few on outstanding warrants on the way home.” 
 
    “Am I in that list?” 
 
    She shook her head. “Not yet, but probably soon.” 
 
    Shadow nodded again, “Does Tomas know you are here?” 
 
    “Talking to you? No. He thinks I’m just taking a peek inside to check on our perps.” 
 
    “Okay. Tonight, after you’re done with whoever, take him aside in private and tell him you warned me. Tell him that until this is over we won’t be doing any talking or meetings. And tell him that it was the mayor who took that contract out on me.” 
 
    “He knew about the contract?”  
 
    “He was the one who warned me. Odds are, I wasn’t the first one he took a contract out on either. There are likely a good number of people who wanted the mayor dead.” 
 
    She nodded and he bent over and kissed her.  
 
    “Thanks.” 
 
    “No problem. Have fun with your little girls there.” 
 
    “Eh, I think it’s now time for me to get my furry ass in bed. Night.” 
 
    “Night.” 
 
    Shadow watched as she walked off, then got his two little play things awake and dressed. He took them to Liz’s place and dropped them off. He then found a quiet place to use his cell phone and woke his lawyers up and told them what was going on. After that he went back to his place, showered and curled up with Karen and started to plot his defenses in his head. Once the subpoena came out, Tomas would likely be after his ass. This could be difficult. Shadow liked Tomas, and he really had no arguments with the DA. Killing either of them was out of the question, his personal ethics wouldn’t allow it. 
 
      
 
      
 
    “So Liz, that’s my problem,” he sighed. He’d decided he needed to talk to someone about this, and Liz was his oldest friend, maybe his only friend. He’d told her most of the story, leaving out his connections with Tomas and Fiona of course. 
 
    “Well,” Liz smiled and ran a finger down his chest until she reached his crotch and tickled his balls. They were lying in bed together, Liz and Shadow had been lovers for years now, and he trusted her. “Is there anything tying you to the crime?” 
 
    Shadow gave a little involuntary purr as Liz’s fingers teased him. “Not that I can think of. What I don’t understand is how the DA put me in the equation.” 
 
    “Maybe that’s where you need to start. Who knows about the whole affair?” 
 
    Shadow thought about that, “Well Jules does of course. Karen may know a little. Nance knows everything but the who. Whoever the Mayor’s contact was, he probably knows the whole story. And of course the Mayor’s son.” 
 
    “Well, maybe you should have a talk with those people. See what they know. See who has been talking to them.” 
 
    Shadow thought about that. “I think Jules, Nance, or Karen, would have talked to me if someone was pumping them for information.” 
 
    “You positive on Jules?”  
 
    “I put the fear of me into him once already. But a follow up visit may be in order.” 
 
    “Well I’ll start tapping into my sources and see what I can find.” 
 
    Shadow nodded, “Thanks Liz.” 
 
    “So what are you going to do when they subpoena you to appear before the grand jury?” 
 
    “I’m not sure yet. Probably won’t appear. I don’t want to be put in a position where I may have to fight for my freedom in a public place.” 
 
    “Worried about your image?” She teased. 
 
    “Worried about hurting innocents actually,” he smiled wanly at her, “I don’t like involving innocent bystanders.” 
 
    Liz looked at him curiously, “Why’s that?” 
 
    “Cause once upon a time, I was one,” he grinned. 
 
    “Good point.”  
 
      
 
    Shadow hit up Jules after leaving Liz’s, Jules didn’t know anything, but was worried that his own involvement could cause him problems. Shadow didn’t think so, but promised to keep an eye on that situation. Karen knew nothing, and no one had been asking around her. The Mayor’s son had left town and moved to San Francisco months ago, right after he’d graduated, so Shadow didn’t think there were any issues there. 
 
    “So Nan, that brings me to you. What do you know about this?” Shadow asked. He had her pinned to the wall, however her legs were over his shoulders and his tongue was teasing her between her legs. So it wasn’t your typical torture. 
 
    “Like I’d compromise my profession and my own reputation?” She gasped between moans and tugged on his ears. She wanted that damn tongue in deep, not just teasing over the outside of her cunt. 
 
    “Well the only other players are the guy who the mayor contracted you through, and possibly some flunky.” 
 
    Nance moaned again in frustration. “If it’s my former contact, then we both have a problem,” she tugged on his ears again, “but if you don’t use that damn tongue the way I like it, you’re not gonna get any more information out of me!”  
 
    “Oh, in that case then ...” and Shadow ran his tongue up past her cunt lips, deep inside her and started to explore. Cats had very long and talented tongues, he put his to good use and several minutes later she was screaming his name.  
 
    “Better ...” She panted after she’d cum. “Much better.” 
 
    “So, tell me about this contact of yours.” 
 
    “One condition,” Nance said sliding down the wall and wiggling into Shadow’s lap as he leaned back a little still kneeling. 
 
    “What’s that?” Shadow asked rumbling, Nance was gripping his shaft now and making it clear what she wanted. 
 
    “If he has talked about that contract, you tell me.” She gasped as he grabbed her ass and pulled her close, rubbing his cockhead over her now very slick sex. 
 
    “I was thinking of killing him, why should I tell you?” he growled softly as he started to part her folds. 
 
    “Because it’s not you he’s betrayed. It’s me. If anyone is going to kill him, it’ll be me. Understand?” She said looking at him and giving his ear a twist and making him wince. 
 
    “Understood,” he growled and then let go of her ass, causing her to drop down onto him. 
 
    “Ahhh!!!” she cried out in surprise as suddenly he went hilt deep into her body. He pinched her nipples then before she could catch her breath and her back arched in shock as she orgasmed unexpectedly. 
 
    “Bastard,” she groaned. 
 
    “Oh you love it,” he laughed and got to work on getting his own pleasure. 
 
    Nance squirmed and cursed and called him names, but he was right, she did love it, and she wrapped her legs around him and pulled his head down to her chest as he bounced her on his lap, his tail whacking her ass in time to his thrusts. Tomorrow they could look into this problem. For tonight however, she wasn’t letting him out of her apartment. 
 
      
 
    Shadow yawned and answered his cell phone. Nance was yawning too, it having awakened her as well.  
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Mister Shadow, this is your lawyer, Bert.” 
 
    Shadow sighed, “What’s the verdict?” 
 
    “You’re going to have to testify before a grand jury. They’re investigating the previous mayor’s death and you’ve been called as a material witness.” 
 
    “I’m not going to show, Bert.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “I don’t want to get arrested or thrown in jail as soon as I show up.” 
 
    “They don’t do that, Mister Shadow. The only thing the jury can do is indict you. Then there will be a trial.” 
 
    “So why do I need to be there?” 
 
    “Cause if you do not show, they are very likely to indict. By showing up, you get to say your side, and I and your other lawyers can see to it that your side is fairly heard.” 
 
    “So you recommend that I should show up, and that it’s safe.” 
 
    “Yes Sir, Mister Shadow.” 
 
    “I want you to get a written statement, or whatever it is you get, from the DA and the judge in charge of this that I will be allowed free passage in and out.” 
 
    “That shouldn’t be a problem.” 
 
    “So when am I supposed to show up there?” 
 
    “Tomorrow morning, nine am.” 
 
    “Nine?” Shadow growled, “I go to bed at six! Can’t I show up like at noon?” 
 
    “Sorry, I'm afraid not, Mister Shadow.” 
 
    Shadow sighed. “I’ll try to be on time. No promises. Remind them I’m nocturnal. I don’t do well in mornings.” 
 
    By this point Nance had taken an interest and had started to lick along Shadow’s cock, causing little involuntary purrs as he continued on the phone call. 
 
    “I’ll tell them, Mister Shadow. Anything else?” 
 
    “Yes, any idea just where they got this ridiculous notion that the mayor was murdered? Much less that I was involved?” Shadow’s purrs were getting louder; Nance was rather skilled at giving head he had to admit. 
 
    “No, Mister Shadow, but we’re still looking into it. Are you alright sir?” 
 
    “I’m fiiiine,” Shadow purred glaring down at Nance who was smiling as best she could with her lips wrapped around him. He put a paw on the back of her head. 
 
    “I’ll talk to you later, I have some unfinished business,” he hung up and put his other paw on Nance’s head and started to fuck her face. She put her hands on his hips trying to slow him down, but he just smirked and let her have it. Eventually he arched his back, and came in her mouth, letting her pull up until just the head of his cock was inside. He watched as she swallowed his rather copious load, impressed that she got most of it, collapsing back on the bed when she was done, purring loudly as she licked up what she had missed. 
 
    “Tomorrow, hmmm?” she grinned up at him. 
 
    “You missed a spot on your chin.” 
 
    “Hmmm? Oh!” she got it with a finger and then sucked it off smiling at him. 
 
    “Keep that up and we’ll be in bed for hours,” he laughed. 
 
    “Not my fault you taste good.”  
 
    Shadow snickered, one of the aspects of his sex form was that his cum did taste good. He wasn’t stupid after all. 
 
    “Shower, then lets go pay a visit to this contact guy of yours.” 
 
    “Actually, I have a better idea,” Nance grinned. “But yes, shower first.” 
 
      
 
    “So you think this will work?” Shadow asked her as they drove uptown. 
 
    “If you’re as good at stealth as you claim you are, yes. Lyle doesn’t know we’re reconciled.” 
 
    “Reconciled?” Shadow teased, “Is that what they call screwing these days?” 
 
    “Shush you,” she poked him in the side. “I’m just going to go up and have a little talk with him, see if he’s spilling the beans or not.” 
 
    “And you’ll think he’ll tell you?”  
 
    Nance shrugged, “Maybe. But if he doesn’t I’ll make a few threats to get him worried. Then you just need to watch him and see what the does.” 
 
    Shadow nodded. “If you think it will work.” 
 
    “It might. Lyle never did field work. He was always just a salesman. He doesn’t have nerves of steel and he’s too much of a showoff for his own good.” 
 
    “How do you know who he is anyway? I’d think a guy in that job would want to be anonymous.” 
 
    “Ex-boyfriend,” Nance grinned. “That’s how I got your job. He still has a soft spot for me.” 
 
    Shadow blinked, “You’d kill your ex?” 
 
    “Hey, I was going to kill you, if you recall. And you’re the best lay that ever crawled between my legs,” Nance smirked. 
 
    “Well it’s nice to know I’m so highly ranked, but you make me want to re-evaluate our relationship if you’re so quick to whack your ex.” 
 
    “Don’t worry, Shadow hon,” she laughed, “I don’t think you’re the type to sell me out. My contracts specifically say that no detail of any contract is to be released to anyone, ever, without my permission and the hiring party’s agreement. If he’s talked about this to the DA, well then he’s betrayed my trust. Sooner or later they’ll lean on him to find out just who he hired, and what other jobs I may have done. That’s unhealthy for both me and business. People don’t like hitters who show up in court. And hitters who show up in court don’t live very long either.” 
 
    Shadow nodded, “Good points.” 
 
    “Okay, I’m going to drop you off here. The place is two blocks up and three over. I’ll give you a five minute head start.” 
 
    Shadow nodded and got out as she pulled over, he had the address so he wasn’t too worried about finding it. He ducked into an alleyway and took off. 
 
    Nance watched as he quickly disappeared. She hoped Lyle wasn’t the weak link here. But if he was, she’d take him down. She’d done six other hits in this city for Lyle over the years, and she suspected they were all for the same client. Getting tied into those wouldn’t be healthy, and it wouldn’t take very long for any intelligent DA to put two and two together and come up with Lyle having been the one to handle those contracts. She didn’t trust him enough not to sell her out to stay out of prison. No, if he was talking, he would soon be dead. 
 
    She pulled up out front and found a parking space. She took a few moments to get her things together, then got out and walked over to the building. She showed her ID to the security guard, she’d been here before and was on the list. But he still called to see if she was expected, then let her go by, buzzing the door open from his booth. She walked down the hall and waited for the elevator. She didn’t have a key to call one, so the guard had called it from his booth. This apartment building was truly for the paranoid, which was probably why Lyle lived here. 
 
    The ride up to his apartment was interesting. Lyle lived on the top floor of course, he dealt in a lot of very expensive illegal things, contracting hits was only a sideline of his, so he could afford the best. But what made it interesting was she could feel the tip of a tail curling around her ankle. Shadow was in the elevator with her, and she couldn’t even see him.  
 
    Now that was scary. 
 
    She resisted the urge to try and find him, there was probably a camera in the elevator and she didn’t want to do anything that would cause any alarm. She had turned one of her own little powers on when she’d entered the building. From this point forward she’d be leaving no scent or trail at all. Even her fingers wouldn’t leave prints. As it was the guard would not remember her, and would forget to log her visit.  
 
    The door opened and she walked the short hall to the door in front of his apartment. She knocked once. 
 
    “Nance! So nice of you to visit, come in, please!” Lyle said stepping aside as she looked around and entered the rather luxurious living room. 
 
    “You’re not recording this, and there isn’t anyone around, is there, Lyle?” she asked looking carefully. 
 
    “Of course not. What’s wrong?” 
 
    “I think you know what’s wrong, Lyle. One of my sources downtown told me that the DA knows that the mayor bought that hit on the cat-man you had me going after.” 
 
    “So?” 
 
    “So even I didn’t know who was paying for it, Lyle. If they know the client, and the target, how long before they know me?” 
 
    “You’re worrying too much, Nance, besides, it’s not like you ever hit him. The contract was canceled before you did. No harm, no foul. Right?” 
 
    “Wrong, Lyle!” she turned and looked into his eyes. “How many other contracts did I take care of for you that came from the mayor? How long before the DA decides to do more fishing? Did you talk to him, Lyle?” 
 
    “No, of course not! I’m not stupid, Nance, now sit down and relax.” 
 
    Nance refused the chair and started to slowly pace back and forth in front of him. “Well if you didn’t, who did?” 
 
    “Probably some flunky he told. Don’t worry; I’ll look into it for you. I have a lot of friends in city hall still. Besides, what should you care? It’s that cat the DA wants. Probably figures if he gets the goods on him, he can sweat him and make him spill the beans on some of the bigger fish in town.” 
 
    “For someone who doesn’t know what happened you sure seem to have this whole thing figured out!” Nance complained. 
 
    “Hey, Hendrickson was a friend, a good friend. If that cat killed him, I want to see him swing. If he didn’t, well Hendrickson wanted him dead, so that’s good enough reason to help the DA sweat him, if it comes to that.” Lyle retorted rather hotly. 
 
    “I don’t give a fuck about that. What I care about is who are they going to come after next, Lyle? I don’t do that work anymore and I don’t want to have to come out of retirement to go after some DA on a holy crusade because he’s on my tail.” 
 
    “So what do you want from me?” Lyle asked hands on his hips. 
 
    “I want you to make sure that this whole thing doesn’t go any further. No looking into anything else the mayor contracted. No names of who your hitter was. Understand?” 
 
    “Don’t worry, Nance, I got it handled. 
 
    “You make sure you have it handled, Lyle. If they get me, they get you too. Remember that.” And Nance opened the door and left, closing it hard behind her. As far as she was concerned, Lyle had all but admitted to her he had done it. Lyle’s problem always was he talked too much to people he considered friends, he loved showing off and flaunting his connections.  
 
      
 
    Shadow watched as Nance stormed out of the room and slammed the door behind her. 
 
    “Stupid bitch,” Lyle said with a sigh and went over to the bar and made himself a drink. “Like I give a damn about you anymore. I have my own worries.” Lyle took a long drink from the glass and then went over and picked up his phone and made a call. 
 
    Shadow moved in closer, wanting to make sure he heard both sides. 
 
    “Gundersen and Lewitt,” the other end answered. “Lewitt speaking.” 
 
    “Bob this is Lyle.” 
 
    “Oh hey, Lyle what’s up?” 
 
    “Call George, tell him I’ll take that deal. I’ll tell him everything he wants to know in exchange for immunity and a new identity.” 
 
    “I knew you’d come around, Lyle, that’s a great deal they’re offering you.” 
 
    “Yeah and as my attorney you get a nice chunk of cash and a shot at judgeship for helping out the DA’s office. Spare me the pep talk. I need to move on this soon. Word is getting out on the mayor thing. People are getting worried. 
 
    “You want me to arrange protective custody?” 
 
    “Some security might be nice, but more importantly I want to meet with George and go into the program.” 
 
    “Well tomorrow he’s got the grand jury testimony. There’s that Shadow guy and a few others due up. He can’t cancel, that would look too suspicious. What about the day after?” 
 
    “If that’s the best you can do, it’s the best you can do. You sure you can set it up then?” 
 
    “Positive. I’ll call him as soon as I get off the phone here and get things rolling. Want me to have him send some cops around too?” 
 
    “Yeah, like I said, some more security would be good right now. But it needs to be discrete. Anyone sees me getting protective custody and I won’t live long enough to meet with him. Just make sure he keeps his promise.” 
 
    “I will. You’ve got a lot of stuff he wants.” 
 
    “Oh I know it. After he gets done with what I got, he’ll be the next mayor of this town, I guarantee it.” 
 
    “Well just don’t say that to him. George is pretty straight laced, Lyle, a real straight shooter follows the rules type.” 
 
    “You mean he’s honest?” Lyle said with disbelief. 
 
    “As the day is long. That’s why I know he’ll keep his word.” 
 
    “Okay, see you Friday then.” 
 
    Lyle hung up and went off to take a piss. 
 
    Shadow watched him leave the room, he thought about killing Lyle, he’d have the perfect chance and no one would know, but he’d promised Nance he wouldn’t. So he let himself out of the apartment quietly and waited an hour until someone needed the elevator. Two hours later he was with Nance again. 
 
    “Why that son of a bitch!” she swore, “He’s going to sell everyone out.” 
 
    “I guess so. I almost killed him, but decided to honor our agreement.” 
 
    “Good thing too. He’s got files on all sorts of stuff. I know where they are, and you can believe his lawyers have copies too. I’m going to need some help for this one.” 
 
    “I thought you were retired?” 
 
    “Hah! Not anymore. Once I get the word around about what he’s going to do I’ll have offers of help and money to get rid of him.” 
 
    “If they believe you,” Shadow pointed out. 
 
    “They all think I’m still his woman. Of course they’ll believe me.” 
 
    “So when are you going to deal with him?” 
 
    “Tomorrow, while you’re testifying. This way no one will suspect you at all. Now go away. I have a lot of calls to make and a lot of work to do.” 
 
      
 
    Shadow went home and spent the night with Karen. Karen was of course happy to have him spending the entire evening with her, so he enjoyed the time. Getting up early and grabbing a cab uptown to the courts however wasn’t very enjoyable. He dressed up a little, but a leopard in a suit is still a leopard. And he sure as hell wasn’t going to share his human identity with the courts or anyone else. That was his most closely guarded secret.  
 
    So instead of baggy shorts he wore pants, instead of just a loose shirt, he wore a nice shirt and a jacket. He made sure to leave anything illegal or offensive at home and grabbed a hat so he could pull it down over his eyes and sleep given the opportunity. Of course he fell asleep in the cab, but that was to be expected. His lawyer had called and told him that the DA and the judge had all made guarantees he wouldn’t be arrested. After all he wasn’t wanted, and this was only a hearing. 
 
    He found his lawyers standing by the front door of the courthouse when he got there. 
 
    “Ah, on time I see, Shadow.” 
 
    “Morning, Charles,” Shadow grumbled and yawned. Bert and Charles were the senior partners and the ones Shadow did business with at the law firm. Shadow preferred dealing with Charles, because Charles was much more informal than Bert. Bert however was the nasty one. He had grown up on the wrong side of the tracks as it were and represented a number of people in the underground. He also liked breaking limbs, something which Shadow was more than happy to let him do if necessary. 
 
    “So, will this thing start on time?” Shadow asked and yawned again. 
 
    “Impressive set of fangs you have there, Mister Shadow. If I might suggest, it would be best to cover your mouth if yawning in front of the jury.” 
 
    Shadow nodded to Bert and made a note of it, “As you say, Bert. You understand this more than I do.” He turned to Charles then, “Any advice?” 
 
    “Stick to the subject they are questioning you about. Don’t stray into other subjects. We’ll raise objections if they try to go into areas they should not.” 
 
    Shadow nodded. “I’ll try. I’m just a bit foggy this time of day. I normally don’t get up for a few more hours yet. Six a.m. tends to be my bedtime.” 
 
    They both nodded. 
 
    At exactly nine sharp the doors opened and they were filed into a waiting room. Bert was summoned by an aide to go talk to someone and Charles stayed with him. Shadow quickly fell asleep in the chair he was sitting in, waking up when he heard Charles call his name. 
 
    “Hmm?” He asked and stretched with a yawn. 
 
    “Your turn, Shadow.” Charles said.  
 
    Shadow looked at his watch and noticed almost an hour had gone by, he felt a little better for the short nap and getting up followed Charles into the hearing chamber. It was an interesting room; it sloped up like an amphitheater, with three rows of tables that had about eighteen people sitting behind those tables. He guessed they were the jury; they were dressed pretty much like regular people. 
 
    At the pit of the amphitheater there were two tables and a stand. One had the DA and the court stenographer, and what Shadow guessed were prosecuting attorneys. The other had Bert sitting at it and Charles went to it as well. To the right of the two tables was the testifying stand like he’d seen in courtrooms. They led him over to that and he sat down. 
 
    As they swore him in he looked over the people in the room. The members of the jury were all but staring at him. He suspected they’d never seen the likes of him before, maybe a few pictures on the news if that; he tended to keep a low profile whenever he could. 
 
    The DA got up after a minute and walked over to stand by the witness stand, and spoke into a microphone there. Shadow guessed everything was probably recorded on tape as well as by the stenographer. 
 
    “Please state your name, age, and place of residence for the record please.” 
 
    “Shadow Cat, age, well somewhere between twenty-five and thirty. Residence, P.O. Box eleven thirty-six, Lower Hanford.” Shadow Cat said into the microphone. 
 
    “Excuse me a moment, you don’t know how old you are?” The DA said stopping and looking a bit surprised.  
 
    “Well I was a bit young at the time, I can’t seem to recall it properly,” Shadow said causing a few chuckles among the jury members. 
 
    “I don’t find this particularly funny, Mister ‘Shadow Cat’.” The DA said looking a little angry. 
 
    “Sir,” Shadow said shrugging, “I think we’ll all agree here that my condition isn’t what anyone would exactly call normal? I don’t have a birth certificate, so it is a bit difficult for me to give the date of my birth. Furthermore I have no surviving family whom I can ask about it. Well none that I am aware of at least.” 
 
    The DA looked a bit mollified at that, but still moved on, “Next I’d like to ask you about your name: Shadow Cat. Just what sort of name is that sir?” 
 
    “The one I am known by.” Shadow answered bluntly. 
 
    “It sounds like a secret identity to me; surely there is another, more reasonable name you are known by?” 
 
    “Objection!” Bert stood up, “The real identity act clearly states that for all super normals, and super heroes that the name they are known by is all they are required to submit to any court of law.” 
 
    “I would hardly say Mister Shadow Cat here is a super hero,” the DA replied. 
 
    “The law has clearly stated that the term superhero in the legal arena applies to those with the power commonly associated with superheros, regardless of whether or not they actually act like superheros.” 
 
    Bert turned to Shadow, “You do not have to answer that question.” 
 
    Shadow nodded. “I’ll follow the advice of my attorney.” 
 
    The DA continued on with some more questions about his identity, making sure he was the only one known as Shadow Cat, and then moved on. 
 
    “Okay,” The DA said, “How long have you been a resident of this city? Including the area known as Lower Hanford.” 
 
    “About four years” 
 
    “And where did you live prior to coming here?” 
 
    Shadow shrugged, “Any number of places, I moved around a lot. Mostly the northeast, primarily New York.” 
 
    “I haven’t been able to find any records of you living in New York, Mister Shadow Cat.” 
 
    “Objection!” Bert was on his feet again, “Failure to have run afoul of the law is not a crime. Please refrain from making it seem as though it were counselor!” 
 
    Shadow smiled, Bert was good. 
 
    “Mister Shadow Cat, what exactly is it that you do here in our fair city?” 
 
    “I own and operate two restaurants.” 
 
    “And just how did you manage to come by the money to open such establishments?” 
 
    “A lot of hard work, a little bit of legal gambling. Ask the IRS, they have my tax returns.” 
 
    “Surely you don’t expect me to believe that you raised all of that money legally, Mister Shadow Cat?” 
 
    “Objection! Leading the witness!” 
 
    Shadow looked at him, “Sir, could we just move on to whatever it is I’m supposed to be here for? I’m nocturnal, usually I’m sleeping now, I’d like to do my civic duty and go home and back to bed so I can work tonight.” 
 
    “And just what kind of work is that, Sir?” he asked Shadow. 
 
    “This is pizza night at my Italian restaurant.” Shadow smiled again, “Thursday is when a lot of people get paid, so they like to take their families out for dinner. The rush usually starts around five thirty, that’s the younger crowd, single kids. By seven thirty though my cooks will be up to their ears in dough and sauce, making pizzas, we get a lot of families coming in, and a lot of take out orders. So I have to get down there around one and make sure that we have enough dough pre-made for the pies, and cheese and toppings cut up. Thursdays always run late, so I let them, my employees, come in late and do the prep work myself.” 
 
    The DA looked daggers at Shadow, who smiled back. Tuesday night was Thai night, another big night for his other place. He did actually show up and work at his restaurants. Mainly because Shadow loved both Italian and Thai food, but also because he enjoyed the business.  
 
    “Is there anything else about your background you’d like to share with us at this time, Sir?” He asked Shadow. 
 
    “Not really. May I go back to bed now?” 
 
    “No, there is a little matter of your relationship with the former Mayor Hendrickson.” 
 
    Shadow looked up and scratched his head, he was curious as to where this was going to go next. “I wasn’t aware I had any sort of relationship with the former mayor.” 
 
    “Well then how would you explain certain steps the mayor took against you seven months ago back in April of this year?” 
 
    “I’m still drawing a blank here, Sir,” Shadow said shaking his head. 
 
    “On the twelfth of April, a bar you were in was firebombed. A manikin was found in the ruins burned up as well. One that apparently had been made to look like you apparently, though the head was missing from it. Why was that manikin there, Sir?” 
 
    “Are you saying that the mayor was the one who did that?” Shadow said looking rather surprised. “Who set the place on fire?” 
 
    “Tell me about the manikin, Mister Shadow Cat!” 
 
    Shadow shrugged and looked at the jury, “I was playing a joke on a drunk in the bar. He’d come in smashed and sit down across from me fairly often. Start talking, going on about all sorts of things. I wanted to see how long he’d go on before he realized it was a dummy.” 
 
    “Really now, Mister Shadow, you expect us to believe that?” 
 
    “I still want to know about the mayor firebombing O’Malley’s.” Shadow said. 
 
    “Answer the question sir!” 
 
    “What was the question?” Shadow replied. 
 
    “The question is: do you expect us to believe that the manikin was solely there as part of a practical joke to be played on a drunk customer!” 
 
    Shadow nodded, “Pretty much. I made that thing up ages ago, thought I might as well get some use out of it.” 
 
    “On April eighteenth there were reports that you engaged in a sword fight on thirty-eighth street. Would you care to answer that report, Sir?” 
 
    “Answer it how?” Shadow asked. 
 
    “Did it happen?”  
 
    “I wouldn’t exactly have called it a sword fight.” 
 
    “What would you call it then?” 
 
    Shadow shrugged, “A demonstration really. With practice swords. When we realized people were watching we got embarrassed and left.” 
 
    “Objection!” Charles had stood up this time. “You brought my client here to question him about the death of the former mayor. So far you have asked him about his background, you have pulled out two completely unrelated incidents, and accused him of some sort of a relationship with the mayor, but as of yet have offered no proof. Either quit wasting my client’s valuable time, or cut to the chase, George. Bert and I have better things to do with our time as well.” 
 
    Shadow remembered the phone conversation from the other day. So this was George, and George was a straight shooter. An honest DA? Interesting concept. 
 
    “I have a witness who will testify that on March twenty-third of this year, the mayor engaged him to take out a contract on the life of Mister Shadow Cat here for a fairly substantial amount of money.” 
 
    “And the reason for this supposed contract?” Charles asked. 
 
    “My witness did not divulge the reasons for the mayor’s actions, only saying that Mister Shadow Cat here had committed a grievous act against the mayor’s son.” 
 
    “If that were the case, why didn’t the mayor, or his son, file charges against my Client? Are we to believe that the mayor of this city, the former mayor that is, routinely hired assassins to kill people he had felt wronged him? And if the mayor did indeed hire someone to kill my client, why is my client still alive? Furthermore, what does that have to do with the death of the mayor? You’re grasping at straws here, George.” 
 
    The DA turned to Shadow and asked him, “Did you kill Mayor Hendrickson in an effort to void the contract he had taken out on your life?” 
 
    “Objection! Don’t answer that question.”  
 
    Shadow turned to Charles and asked him, “Why not?” 
 
    “Because we were told that you were a material witness to a possible crime associated with the mayor’s death, assuming the mayor was in fact murdered. Now however it appears that you are a prime suspect in the current investigation. We’re not prepared to deal with that at this time, and don’t want to open up that avenue of questioning today.” 
 
    “In that case I will have to insist that you schedule your client to return here tomorrow and that you prepare yourself to continue this line of questioning then.” The DA replied to Charles. 
 
    “Twenty four hours is hardly sufficient. Tuesday of next week would give us reasonable time to prepare!” 
 
    Shadow watched as they argued the point another minute and finally settled on Monday. He looked at his watch, it was only eleven o’clock. 
 
    “Does this mean I’m done for the day?” He asked and yawned, remembering to cover his muzzle as he did so. 
 
    “Yes,” Bert said and came over to lead him down from the witnesses stand. There were a few more exchanges and Shadow agreed to come back on Monday, and even had his request for a noon start time agreed to. He then followed Bert and Charles out of the courthouse. 
 
    “So tell me guys,” Shadow said to them, “What was that all about? That was the weakest and lamest thing I’ve ever seen.” 
 
    “Actually that was a pretty standard opener. The Jury gets a look at you, and gets the chance to get over how you look and who you are. They feel embarrassed for the DA and he gets to build sympathy with them over the next day and a half. Tomorrow, or Monday before you arrive, he’ll have his witness on the stand to tell all about the terrible things you did. Somewhere in there he’ll also have a few character witnesses, probably guys in jail looking for leniency from the parole board, come and testify about you as well. So when you come back to testify again, the jury won’t be on your side and will be looking for excuses to indict you with.” 
 
    “So, why me?” Shadow asked curiously. 
 
    “He wants to break up the underground and is looking for a wedge he can use to drive it apart. He thinks you might be that wedge.” 
 
    “But he has to prove that the Hendrickson wasn’t only murdered, but that I was the one to do it. Based on what? The word of criminals looking to cut a deal?” Shadow shook his head, “Sounds pretty shaky to me.” 
 
    “You’d be surprised at how many criminals, and even honest people, will roll over and tell everything they know rather than risk going to trial and maybe prison.” 
 
    “Also,” Bert put in, “If he were to spread his own rumors that Mister Shadow was cooperating with the investigation, then the pressures from the other members of the underground might induce Mister Shadow to ask for protection and tell everything that he knows.” 
 
    “Yes, another possibility,” Charles agreed. 
 
    Shadow sighed, “Sounds a little underhanded for an honest man.” 
 
    “Maybe, but applying pressure is one of the few tricks the District Attorney has,” Bert said. 
 
    “Well I’m going to get an early lunch, would you two care to join me?” 
 
    “To be honest, Shadow, we do have other work to deal with currently.” 
 
    Shadow nodded. “Well if there’s a cafeteria in this building that you could point me too, I’d appreciate it. I’m up now so I might as well eat then head over to my restaurant and start prepping for the evening rush.” 
 
    “So you really do all that work?” Charles asked looking amused. 
 
    “In the restaurant business, if you don’t keep an eye on things, you’ll suddenly find out that you’re not in business any longer. The cooks appreciate it, so they’re more willing to talk about work with me. And the manager realizes that I have my eye on him, so he knows he has to behave as well. The rest of the staff is impressed that the owner is willing to pitch in and do the hard jobs like the rest of the hired help.” 
 
    “A rather impressive business strategy I must admit, Mister Shadow.” 
 
    “Well, Bert, I don’t really have an impressive criminal career to pay your impressive salaries, so of course I must do something impressive!” 
 
    They both laughed at that. Shadow was pretty sure they both believed one hundred percent that he had killed the mayor. But neither one would ever ask him that, because as things went, he was one of their nicer clients. 
 
    They showed him to the cafeteria and he took a nice public table in the center and sat down with his food and ate. He took his time, Shadow wanted to be seen, he wanted everyone to know where he was. He was sure Nance was expecting him to be in court all day, he knew he had been. So he didn’t want to get tagged with being prime suspect on the icing of the DA’s major witness after his having announced there was one. 
 
    Shadow was halfway though lunch when he decided to notice the group of people standing around him. He tried been doing his best to ignore them but one of them had cleared their throat several times now. 
 
    Shadow looked up. It was Tomas of course, and Fiona was glaring daggers at him, Thadieus had a hand on her shoulder and Shadow was sure he thought he was restraining her. She put up such a wonderful act of hating him in public. Centurion was there too, standing to his right, Chen was on his immediate left. Shadow bowed to Chen as he sat there, Chen bowed back eyes amused as he recognized the Master’s bow Shadow had given him and returned it with his own Master’s bow. 
 
    “Ladies, Gentlemen, please, sit! Better yet, get some food and join me. I’ll even treat.” Shadow purred smiling. He couldn’t have asked for better babysitters if he’d tried. 
 
    “Surprised to see you here,” Tomas said softly. “I thought you did not care for our little justice system.” 
 
    Shadow snorted, “Little? Hardly. Had to get out of bed at like seven this morning for this stupid grand jury thing. Can you believe that? Getting me out of bed before I even had the chance to get comfy in it? Now that’s a crime.” 
 
    “Excuse me if we don’t share you sense of outrage,” Tomas smiled and sat down. “And we already ate.” 
 
    “Oh you can join me in some desert at least. Really, I insist.” 
 
    “Well in that case,” and Shadow watched as Tomas went and got some cake and came back and joined him. The others looked a little surprised and after a minute went and got some as well. 
 
    “So, to what do I owe the honor of the presence of the city’s most august super team?” Shadow said while taking his time with his own desert. 
 
    “Apparently the District Attorney wants us to keep an eye on you.” 
 
    Shadow put down his fork and started laughing, “You’re kidding me? He wants you to watch me? When? Till I’m due back here next week!” He wiped his eyes, “Oh that’s rich. No wonder you guys all look so mad! Having to follow me around! Sheesh!” 
 
    “Be that as it may, we’re here to see you stay out of trouble.” 
 
    Shadow nodded and grinned. “Well, I have to head down to my restaurant to prep for tonight. You guys have your own vehicle?”  
 
    “As a matter of fact, we do.” Tomas nodded.  
 
    “Good, then you can drive me there and I can save the cab fare,” he purred and finished his glass of milk. “So where are we parked?” 
 
      
 
    Tomas was doing everything he could to keep from laughing out loud; he suspected the others might not appreciate it. Well, maybe Fiona would. Shadow was curled up in a seat in their large box van sound asleep. Tomas could tell he wasn’t faking it; the others however were completely stunned, and even rather insulted. 
 
    “I can’t believe he’s sleeping in our van!” Centurion said for like the third time in a row. “I mean the nerve of him! It’s like he has nothing to fear.” 
 
    Tomas shook his head and looked back at the others smiling. “Of course he has nothing to fear. We’re the good guys remember? He trusts us.” 
 
    “I still think this job would be more enjoyable if we just locked him up for the weekend,” Fiona complained. 
 
    “Yes, probably. But the DA promised he wouldn’t, so we have to abide by that.” 
 
    They all nodded, most of them looking rather dejected about it too.  
 
    When they finally pulled up in front of the place Shadow woke up and stretched yawning widely. Several members of the team blinked surprised at the show of teeth and claws as he did so. Not to mention all the muscle under the fur. 
 
    “Okay boys and girls,” Shadow said and gave a smaller yawn. “Time for me to go to work.” 
 
    They followed him in as he unlocked the back door of the shop and went inside and started to turn things on.  
 
    Shadow for his part noted he was a bit early. They’d left the courthouse about twenty minutes ago, so it was noon. The place should have been opened over an hour ago; usually they opened at ten-thirty for the lunch crowd. He went and checked the answering machine, sure enough, Kurt had called in sick. The others should start showing any minute, so he shooed Tomas and his gang over to a table and started up the ovens and began pulling out the dough in the fridge to warm. 
 
    “You all just stay put for a few minutes,” he told Tomas, “My opener called in sick as you heard, so I got a bunch of things to get in order for the lunch rush.” 
 
    Five minutes later the morning cook showed up. 
 
    “Kurt’s sick,” Shadow told him, “So it’s just you and me until Vinny gets here.” 
 
    “What about Tony?” 
 
    “He took off today to see his Mom, remember?” 
 
    “Oh, right.” 
 
    Shadow sighed and got busy, some days he really did have to work and this was going to be one of them. As the lunch rush started to pick up he remembered Tomas and his crew were still parked at that corner table, drawing looks. Everyone knew who they were after all. They were on TV enough. 
 
    “Okay listen,” Shadow said walking over to them and wiping his hands on a towel. None of the customers looked twice at him; he wasn’t an uncommon sight here at all. “Here are your choices, I got limited table space so you either order lunch, wait outside, or,” and he grinned at them all, “Sign autographs for the customers and I’ll feed you lunch and dinner for free!” 
 
    They all glared at him, “What?!”  
 
    “Hey, I know how you superhero’s eat. You guys will probably run up a thousand dollar food bill on me. Anyway those are your options, pick one and let me know, I gotta get back to work.” 
 
    “I say we take the free food and sign autographs,” Chen said making them all look at him curiously as Shadow walked away. 
 
    “We are stuck here regardless of what we decide, so he still gets the promotional value of our presence. And none of us would refuse a request for an autograph anyway, now would we? So either we spend our own money to sit inside and eat. Or we spend his. I vote for spending his.” 
 
    “Good point,” Thadieus agreed. 
 
    Ten minutes later Shadow had them seated in a line against a wall behind a table, one which gave them an excellent view of the whole place so they could keep an eye on him, and they were talking with customers and signing autographs. His self-congratulations however were short lived because he was just too busy to enjoy it. Word quickly got around, as it always did, and business boomed even beyond its usual Thursday volume as people came by to meet the city’s super team, and then ordered some food as long as they were there. Both he and the cook were run ragged trying to keep up, and when Vinne showed, early thank goodness, Shadow had to go full bore on making dough and prepping all the other things for the usual night rush. 
 
    The night’s receipts however were huge and when they finally locked the door he was rather happy. Looking around he noticed however that there was no sign of Tomas or his team. 
 
    “What happened to our friends?” he asked the manager. 
 
    “They left about two hours ago. Headed out in a hurry while you were in the back prepping tomorrow’s dough. They left you a note.” 
 
    Shadow took it and looked at it.  
 
    'Sorry to have to run out early, but apparently something came up – Tomas.' 
 
    Shadow smiled to himself, party time at Nance’s he suspected.  
 
    “Kind of surprised you have them as friend’s boss,” One of his cooks said as he got ready to leave. “I thought you didn’t exactly see eye to eye with that group.” 
 
    Shadow chuckled, “Maybe not, but you saw how the customer’s loved it. I hope someone got some pictures. Advertisement like this you really can’t buy.” 
 
      
 
    Shadow went home and checked up on Karen, then got himself cleaned up and went back out for a while. He wanted to talk to Nance, but with the heat on him, the last thing he wanted was to draw any attention her way. He decided to avoid Liz and Circe for the same reasons. So he headed down to Bell’s, one of his favorite haunts and headed for his booth in the rear. Kicking back he ordered a drink and a joint, you could get anything at Bell’s, legalities were pretty much ignored, and just relaxed for a while. Eventually he called up one of his girlfriends and went over and spent the night screwing her. Come Friday morning, when he let himself out of her apartment after she had left for work, he was feeling much more relaxed. 
 
    He decided to go make sure the restaurant got opened on time for the lack of any real plans this morning. There was always other business he could tend to, but the whole grand jury thing had him concerned. Maybe it was time to set up that corporation his lawyers had mentioned, so he could keep his legitimate holdings secret from the police, he didn’t want them harassing his staff and hurting his business. He didn’t like the idea of having to go up against Tomas, but for some reason the DA sure had a bug up his butt about Shadow suddenly. 
 
    The shop was open, so he had the driver continue driving down the road without pulling in. A couple bocks down he saw a familiar box van, and had the driver turn down the next street and let him off. Walking back he shifted into his human form for a change, the one form that no one would recognize, and walked down past the Van. It was Tomas’s team’s van alright, and there was a rather official looking, in the law enforcement vein, man behind the wheel.  
 
    Shadow found a discrete location and called his lawyers, neither was aware of any warrants being issued for his arrest, but of course that meant nothing really. 
 
    “Well just be aware that I may be under arrest in the next few minutes,” he told them. “I’m going to go see what this is all about.” 
 
    With that he hung up and after making sure he still had nothing illegal on him, took his defensive form and walked back to the van on the street. The agent started as soon as he saw Shadow. By the time Shadow came even with the window the agent had his gun out and was on the radio. 
 
    “Are you guys looking for me?” He asked politely. 
 
    “Just stay where you are, Sir,” The agent warned him. 
 
    “May I sit in the van please? I’d really prefer not to make a big scene,” Shadow asked politely. 
 
    “Just stay right there, Sir.” 
 
    Shadow sighed, “Sorry, didn’t mean to scare you.” And he just stood there waiting. 
 
    It took them about two minutes to show up, and they did looking rather out of breath and more than a little agitated. Centurion, Thadieus and Tomas flew in of course. Chen and Fiona showed up moments later on foot. 
 
    “Tomas, so nice to see you again,” Shadow said. “To what do I owe the honor?” 
 
    “The District Attorney wants to talk to you about what happened yesterday,” Tomas said in a very no nonsense manner. Even to Shadow he looked upset. 
 
    “So he should have called my lawyers. I’m sorry if I got you in trouble by showing you all off at the restaurant last night,” Shadow grinned and shrugged, “It was just too good of an opportunity to pass up.” 
 
    “That’s not what I’m talking about Shadow.” 
 
    Shadow gave Tomas his best blank look, “Umm, you lost me.” 
 
    “We’re bringing you in for questioning.” Centurion said. “In regards to a murder last night.” 
 
    Shadow bristled a little hardly noticing that they all took a step back from him when he did, “Oh great, who am I supposed to have killed this time? The chief of police? Maybe the local councilman?” He looked up at all of them, “My lawyers are most definitely going to be hearing about this. Now let’s go, might as well get this over with. I hope you didn’t upset the staff back at the restaurant.” And he turned back to the van, “Well you gonna unlock the door?” 
 
    “Umm, Shadow,” Tomas said and Shadow turned slowly back around and looked at him. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “We’re supposed to arrest you.” 
 
    “Does the DA always arrest people he has brought in for questioning?” 
 
    “Sometimes, especially if he feels they’re dangerous.” 
 
    “Well right now I’d say I’m pretty far from dangerous. However if you want to arrest me and book me and all that other shit, well I’m not going to be so far away from it as you might like.” He looked at Tomas and growled rather ominously, “And if you try to put handcuffs on me, it will get very dangerous indeed. So far all of this has just been annoying, don’t push it Tomas, the Cat has limits.” 
 
    Tomas noticed that Shadow’s demeanor had radically changed in that last sentence, and he remembered the conversations where Shadow had mentioned the ‘Cat’ in the past. Shadow was warning him clearly that he was holding Tomas responsible for this decision, and that he would fight them. 
 
    “Can I trust you to behave if I don’t cuff you?” Tomas asked. 
 
    Shadow nodded, “No cuffs, no BS arrests and bookings and I’ll behave. Remember I came and found you, I’m not looking for trouble.” 
 
    “You sure that’s safe?” Thadieus asked. 
 
    “As much as I’d like to see if we can take him, Shadow’s reputation for following his word is pretty solid. And he did come here looking for a peaceful surrender.” 
 
    “The DA is going to be pretty pissed about the lack of handcuffs,” Centurion pointed out. 
 
    “Well maybe it's time the DA learned that we don’t work for him, isn’t it?” Tomas said turning to the rest of the group. “This is my team and I make the calls. Got it?” 
 
    “Yes, sir!” they all replied. 
 
    Tomas turned to Shadow, “And you damn well better keep your word. Don’t think I won’t kick your ass if you violate my trust.” 
 
    Shadow nodded, he could feel the threat in those words, Tomas was walking his own tightrope here. He’d have to make sure he didn’t violate the trust they’d spent the last several years cultivating either. 
 
    “Now unlock the doors, Sams, and lets go pay the DA a visit.” 
 
    The drive in was rather quiet. Shadow’s feelings were pretty mixed and he was feeling rather conflicted. He’d been ready to fight for his life there, and calming down was taking a little bit of time, if he’d known they were looking for him for a murder rap he would never have approached the van. He’d figured they were just mad at being used in the store last night to drum up business. He knew the others were uncomfortable with him riding with them and not cuffed and sitting on the floor in the back like most of the bad guys they brought in.  
 
    Tomas for his part didn’t know if he was riding with a bomb sitting next to him or not. He knew Shadow was trying real hard to not run afoul of the government, which was tough when one of the members of that government had tried to have him killed. He wanted Shadow to make it through this, preferably with no dead bodies involved. At least by the time they got to the office Shadow had calmed down significantly. 
 
    “The rest of you go back to the office, Centurion you come with us.” Tomas told them and Shadow got out and quietly followed Tomas in the back entrance and down to one of the interrogation rooms. Tomas had Centurion wait outside and make sure no one listened in without Tomas’ knowing about it. 
 
    Neither Tomas or Shadow were at all surprised when the DA flew into the room demanding to know why Shadow was not in handcuffs, and why he was not under arrest. 
 
    “Simple, he came to us. I told him if he came quietly there’d be none of that.” 
 
    “But I gave you an order!” 
 
    “Yes well, good thing you’re not my boss, isn’t it, George?” Tomas sighed, “And don’t go thinking about getting any cops in here, I gave my word. Shadow came here with me and he’s leaving here with me. So ask your questions.” 
 
    The DA looked like he was going to explode for a moment, but then turned towards Shadow. “Where were you last night?” 
 
    “Well up until they left me, you can ask Tomas for all the details. After that, well we closed at nine, and I left about nine thirty. I got cleaned up and went to my favorite watering hole, then met up with a girlfriend and spent the night at her place. Why?” 
 
    “My material witness, who was supposed to turn state’s evidence on a number of cases as well as yours, and enter the witness protection program today, was murdered last night.” 
 
    “What time?” Shadow asked sitting up curious. 
 
    “Forensics isn’t sure yet, but they found the body at a quarter to seven.” 
 
    Shadow looked over at Tomas, “That’s why you had to leave last night I take it?” 
 
    Tomas nodded, “Shortly after we left a fire swept through the offices of the law office that was handling the witness, representing him. One of the senior partners is dead and the entire place was gutted.” 
 
    “Okay, just to be straight here, all of this took place while I was under observation by Tomas and his team, or close enough after he left that there is no way in the world I could have done it, right?” Shadow asked the DA looking up at him from the chair Shadow was sitting in. 
 
    “Yes,” the DA sighed. “But it’s too convenient. I want to know what you knew about it, and what your involvement was!” 
 
    Shadow shrugged, “I still don’t know who your witness was. I also had no chance at all to talk to anyone about your witness after you sprang it on me in the hearing yesterday. Who was this person anyway?” 
 
    “You don’t need to know that!” 
 
    “Well you just told me they’re dead, so what does it matter?” Shadow asked curiously. 
 
    “It was the guy who brokered the contract on your life for the mayor, Shadow.” Tomas said quietly. 
 
    Shadow growled and put his hands flat on the table letting his claws dig into the surface and stood up, his nose only an inch from the District Attorney’s.  
 
    “Let me get this straight,” he said still growling. “You were going to give sanctuary to someone who set up innocent people to be murdered for the pleasure of a corrupt politician, and at the same time you were going to try and send one of the targets of these crooks to jail? Are you going to prosecute the other ones who were murdered as well, Mister Prosecutor?” Shadow snarled showing his fangs, “I’ve heard people say you’re a pretty straight arrow, but if you keep making deals with killers don’t be surprised if one day the devil calls you his own!” 
 
    Shadow smiled evilly as the blood drained from the DA’s face. “If you have any further questions for me, call my lawyers!” He turned to Tomas, “Get me out of here before I break my word.” 
 
    Tomas opened the door and they left. 
 
      
 
      
 
    #          #          #          #          # 
 
      
 
      
 
    A month later Shadow was sitting in a park when Tomas walked up to him and sat down. 
 
    “Why a park?” 
 
    “Cause I can hear or see anything within a couple of hundred yards. Why not? Plus I like the leaves in the fall.” 
 
    Tomas looked around, winter was in the air and there were very few leaves left to look at. “The DA I think is still afraid you’re going to come for his soul.” Tomas chuckled. “That little devil speech and the snarl on your face was pretty impressive.” 
 
    “Yeah well, it was all pretty hypocritical if you ask me.” 
 
    Tomas nodded, “Well he’s a good man. Hopefully he’ll learn from this and realize that sometimes it’s better to let things go.” 
 
    “So he’s completely given up on the mayor then?” 
 
    “Yes and no. He’s investigating corruption down at city hall under the old administration. Something you said sunk in.” 
 
    “Which was?” 
 
    “The other victims. He hadn’t thought to consider that there may have been others who had died.” 
 
    “There were.” 
 
    “Any idea who?” 
 
    “No, but I heard enough rumors about what was going on through my own little sources.” 
 
    “I know you didn’t kill him. But you knew he was going to get killed, didn’t you?” 
 
    “Who? The mayor?”  
 
    “Oh please, I know you took care of him but in my book that’s self defense. No I mean the other guy. The one who set it all up.” 
 
    Shadow shrugged, “I was pretty sure he was going to get whacked. I just didn’t know when. People in his line of work, well their customers see him spilling his guts on one thing; they figure he’ll spill his guts on others. Then there are the people who work for him. They wonder if they’ll be sold out too.  
 
    “No, as soon as the word got out, his lifespan was in minutes from then on.” 
 
    “And you just made sure the word got out, right?” Tomas asked. 
 
    “From what I gathered, there were a number of people who made sure the word got out. I bet a lot of money changed hands while you were eating pizza that night.” 
 
    “So just what was our deceased mayor mad at you for anyways?” 
 
    “I caught his son raping a young girl. I decided on a little ‘eye for eye’ justice. Turns out he liked being raped by big gay leathermen.” Shadow shrugged, “How was I to know? So the mayor blamed me for turning his son not only queer, but making him a bottom too.” 
 
    Shadow watched surprised as Tomas started laughing, and didn’t stop for several minutes. 
 
    “That’s .... that’s priceless!” Tomas snickered. 
 
    “You know, I thought you’d be upset by that.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Well, because you’re gay.” 
 
    “Pfft! Hell no. I love seeing big high school jocks get what’s coming to them. Well at least the ones who deserve it. How’d you figure out I was gay?” 
 
    Shadow touched his nose. “I know the scent that gay sex usually leaves. That time I had you meet me to get Fiona you hadn’t showered.” 
 
    “I’ll remember that next time.” 
 
    “Doesn’t bother me none. I don’t have the right to go judging other people’s lifestyles to be honest.” 
 
    “So why are we here Shadow?” 
 
    Shadow sighed, “This whole thing, it’s bothered me and I can’t really seem to put my finger on why. That Mayor, he was as bad as Scorecard or Laughing Boy or any of them really. His death was well deserved. And the DA just wanted to sweep that all under the rug?” 
 
    “Shadow, just how many people have you killed?”  
 
    Shadow shrugged, “I don’t keep score, seems kind of wrong to make a contest out of it.” 
 
    “So why are you so upset that the DA wanted to go after you? From his point of view you’re just as bad as the others. Hell, maybe you’re worse. DA’s do keep score and while the former mayor killed maybe six, or seven people, that’s a small number compared to you.” 
 
    Shadow shook his head, “But the people I kill deserve it. If it wasn’t self-defense then it was because they were killing and destroying others. No one with a decent sense of morality can look at anyone I’ve killed and say that they didn’t deserve it.” 
 
    “You sure of that?” Tomas said looking not at all sure. 
 
    Shadow nodded, “Yeah, I am. There are some things just so vile that there can be no forgiveness. There are other things that when you do them, you place yourself beyond the protections of civilized law. I hunted those in the first group for many years Tomas; I came here because it was starting to destroy me. Now I contend only with those in the second group and only when I have no choice.” 
 
    “I never met an avenger before,” Tomas said looking over Shadow in a new light. Avengers were rare among supers, their power triggered by events often so heinous that most were insane. They hunted and killed only a specific kind of criminal until eventually they were killed, usually by those with no understanding of the people the avenger hunted, thinking his victims innocent. 
 
    Shadow thought about that for a few moments, “I never thought of myself like that, but maybe you’re right. Maybe I was. Maybe to some extent I still am.” He sat there a few more minutes. “The thing is, if the DA pushes too hard on me again Tomas, him and I are going to have words. In private. On my terms. He won’t like that very much, and I’m afraid that I might do something I’ll regret very much.” 
 
    “Because it’ll make you wanted?”  
 
    “No, because I may hurt or kill someone who doesn’t deserve it. The DA may be an ass as far as I’m concerned, but he’s a good man and he means well. He just doesn’t understand the rules of the game.” 
 
    “You do break the law a lot you know.” 
 
    “Yeah, I do. And if he comes after me for that it’s one thing. But killing people is something that I do Tomas, but only when they deserve it. Justifiable homicide is still on the books, he needs to stay out of my way on that.” 
 
    “Judge, jury, and executioner?” 
 
    “You’ve killed, Tomas, we both know it isn’t that way. They judge themselves; we only carry out the sentence.” 
 
    “But the mayor isn’t the only one in the last year, was it?” 
 
    “The fact of the matter is, I didn’t kill the mayor.” 
 
    “What?!” Tomas sat up straight shocked, “Then who did?” 
 
    “His wife.” Shadow shook his head and sighed, “It was supposed to be a murder-suicide. She reached over and grabbed the wheel and ran them off the bridge, then turned the car off and set the alarm. Turned it into a veritable cage. She’d had enough of his lying and cheating, and shady behavior. She gave him quite a piece of her mind while he was trying to get the seat belt off and then get the door open.” 
 
    “And you know this because?” 
 
    “I was hiding in the back of their SUV. I was going to kill him later that night.” 
 
    “Well if his wife was going to kill the both of them, what happened? She’s still alive after all.” 
 
    Shadow nodded. “I waited until she passed out, then I just undid her seat belt, opened the door, pulled her out and closed the door behind us. I got her to the surface and gave her mouth to mouth until she came too. I took her home, put her to bed, and told her she shouldn’t be paying for her husband’s crimes. Just tell everyone she wasn’t in the car and consider it fate that I was there to save her.” 
 
    Tomas thought about it a minute. It had gotten darker as they sat there, and now it was starting to snow. The weather service had been warning about a large storm, and an early snow. 
 
    “You should change sides, Shadow.” 
 
    “You mean I should pick yours. I still haven’t picked a side in all of this, Tomas.” 
 
    “You know what I mean. You’re a good person deep down.” 
 
    “I’m still too problematic. I still have issues to work through. Ask me some year when I’ve got less blood on my claws. I was still a pretty bad boy this year. Cleaning up some of Scorecard’s loose ends wasn’t pretty.” 
 
    “Care to tell me about it?” 
 
    “Hell no! I’m black mailing half of the city’s premier social circle with it. I’d be an idiot to share that before it wears out!” Shadow said smiling wanly at Tomas. 
 
    “Alright. Well see you next month, Shadow.” Tomas got up and pulled his collar up against the cold. 
 
    “Yup,” was all Shadow said and he just sat there in the snow, not doing much of anything as Tomas walked away. 
 
    Shadow sat there quite a while, he didn’t have a coat, and he took off the shirt as it started to get wet, because he didn’t want to get soaked. The snow itself landing on his fur wouldn’t melt, the fur keeping it far enough from the heat of his body. He wasn’t really that cold, and it was coming down heavier by the hour. Snow was his enemy in so many ways, it showed his tracks, left a trail. But he could sit in it for hours and stare at the trees, the bushes.  
 
    This was a good year, or it should have been. He had a new lover, Nance wasn’t a fucktoy, she was in the same category as Liz and Circe. Karen was improving, and his finances were getting back on a firm footing. Nance had scored some big money because of her actions, so she’d paid Shadow back most of what he’d loaned her.  
 
    But the whole grand jury thing still had him spooked. He spent a lot of time in the shadows, not being seen, not rising to the attention of the media, or the politicians. A lot of the bad guys played it big, living large, and they burned out most times pretty quickly too. Scorecard had been in the town seven years and now he was due to be hung before Christmas. Shadow was more interested in the long haul, and he didn’t want any of that notoriety or fame. From either side of the good/bad divide. All he wanted was lots of young willing women to satisfy his lusts and a few friends on the side. He’d killed too many after his change and while learning his powers. It wasn’t in the dozens.  
 
    It was in the hundreds.  
 
    New York, Boston, Philadelphia, they’d offered him up a huge supply of offenders to be punished. He’d find one, then he’d find the whole ring of them, their support network, and the New Jersey Devil would strike again. Of course the police would keep it quiet and the local pols would downplay it. It never paid for his victim’s crimes to be made public when there were always a few in the circle who were upstanding citizens and connected men. Nope, can’t connect them with pedophilia and the murder of countless innocent children. 
 
    They’d almost caught him once. But he learned, he grew, he evolved. Then one day he realized his anger was consuming him, and he was just as dead as those he’d sought to save. Or as Tomas had put it, avenge. 
 
    So he quit. He decided to start a new life, to do the things he never had and have the things he’d always wanted. When he’d come here, he’d been pretty nasty at first. But he’d come so far in just a few years. He wondered if he’d be able to go farther still?  
 
    He could only hope. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Saying Good-bye 
 
      
 
    Another year had gone by, and Karen had just turned eighteen. She’d graduated school, gotten accepted at a rather nice college back east, and Shadow had made arrangements for her to train her powers via a friend of Tomas's. He didn’t want her going bad, and he had told her so. Her powers had at this point come to full fruition, what she would do with them he wasn’t sure yet. She could go the super’s route, or with her ability to place things in stasis she could probably be very worthwhile in the medical field as well. 
 
    She was as beautiful as the day he’d first found her, more so actually, her chest having gotten fuller, her hips just a tad wider and her butt a little rounder. She was quite a woman, and he had to admit he’d miss having her at his beck and call, a willing sex slave to his desires for all that she’d become her own woman when he wasn’t around. But in his presence, she was all his, she reverted almost completely to what she had been when he found her. He was stifling her growth, and at this point he was sure she even realized it. 
 
    “Well a few more days and you’re on your way to your new life,” Shadow said smiling a little wistfully. He just come back from working on some of his more illicit business arrangements. It was Friday and Karen left Monday morning. He’d decided that he’d spend her last weekend here with her. 
 
    Karen nodded and sighed, she didn’t really want to go, she liked belonging to him, but he was right. She needed this, to go off and do her own thing, live her own life, be her own person. He’d promised her that once she was done with school, if she really wanted to, she could come back.  
 
    “I’m going to miss you, Shadow, you’re the best thing that ever happened to me.” She smiled as he pulled her close and kissed her. 
 
    “You’ve been good for me too, Kitten. For the first time in a long time I actually care about someone again.” He purred nuzzling the top of her head. 
 
    “Then why can’t I stay?” She wheedled one last time. 
 
    “We’ve been over that,” he purred. And they had been over it. He loved her; he loved her enough to know that staying with him was the worst thing he could do to her. She would never be his equal; he would never let her grow up. He was still far from being a good person as well, he had a lot more healing of his own he needed to do. 
 
    “Well I got you a little going away present,” she said smiling up at him. 
 
    “I thought I was the one who should give you something to remember me by?” He asked. 
 
    “Oh you’re going to,” she laughed and winked at him, “You’re definitely going to.” He felt her hand slide down between them and undo her jeans. She dipped her hand in them and then brought it up and rubbed her fingers over his nose. 
 
    “What ...” He started to say and then it hit him and his eyes went wide. She was fertile; it was that time of the month, something she shouldn’t be going through if she’d been taking her pill. If he fucked her now, she’d be pregnant. He got hard as a rock instantly, he’d never bred before. But .... 
 
    “I don’t think I should take advantage of you like this.” He said it very slowly; it was the hardest thing he’d ever said. Every cell in his body was screaming for him to fuck her, and fuck her now. She was his, he could do it, he could. But he shouldn’t, he really shouldn’t. 
 
    He suddenly noticed that his left ear was in considerable pain and he stared dumbfounded down at Karen, who was twisting it and staring at him. 
 
    “Do I have your complete attention now?” 
 
    He nodded dumbly. 
 
    “If you do not fuck me here and now, by god I am going to out into the street and fuck the first man I meet and have HIS baby. If I can’t have you I will have this.” 
 
    Shadow smiled slowly, and realized he was growling rather loudly. “There is no way you’re setting foot outside in your condition. I’d end up killing way too many men.” He pulled her against him, and looked down into her eyes, “You win, let’s go make a cub.” 
 
    Shadow picked her up and carried her to his bed, he didn’t bother undressing her, he just cut her out of her clothing with his claws, then went rather feral on her, pushing her onto her back on the bed he crawled between her spread legs and took her then and there. 
 
    It was animalistic, it was hot, it was just pure breeding and nothing else. The look in her eyes was priceless, he’d never taken her like this before, and they both enjoyed it immensely. He lay on top of her panting for several minutes after he’d finally cum inside her. Next he flipped her over and took her on all fours, doggie style.  She moaned and yelled, crying out his name as he pushed her down into the bed, arching her ass up even higher for him to pound into as he growled and snarled until he finally came in her once more. Again it was wonderful. 
 
    They spent the next twenty-four hours straight in bed screwing their brains out. They’d spent a lot of time pleasuring each other in the past, each knew what the other liked, and now they spent hours giving that to one another, and then some. Every time Shadow felt his sex drive flagging he’d stick his nose in her sex and take a deep breath. That scent and the primal pheromones that went with it would do their magic and he’d be rock hard again in moments. 
 
    For Karen it was the most wonderful sex she’d ever had, he was making a baby in her, his baby! Every time she thought about it, she came just that much harder. 
 
    For Shadow it was one of the most mind-blowing experiences of his life. The cat’s instincts were all over him, and the human ones were more than happy to go along for the ride. He knew that the sex he was doing now would have a consequence. In nine months, he’d have a child. THAT was going to give him something to think about. 
 
    They went out Sunday night to the most expensive restaurant Shadow could think of and ran up the largest bill that he thought they could. He wanted to remember this night always, and he wanted Karen to as well. Afterwards they went home and made love; slow, passionate, gentle sex. 
 
    In the morning he took her to the airport, they kissed good-bye, and he watched until she boarded the plane and then it flew off into the sky. Taking a piece of him with her. 
 
    Then he went home and for the first time since Wayne’s death, he cried. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Shirley 
 
    A Chance Encounter 
 
      
 
    Shadow looked around the room. He didn't see any traps, not that he expected any. The two guards who had been watching the door were unconscious, he'd taken care of both of them with a drug that inhibited their short-term memory, but they wouldn't be out for long. He needed to get this done, and get it done quickly, before they regained consciousness. 
 
    Walking up to the cage, he pulled out the key ring he'd gotten off of one of the guards, and dropping his stealth form so the woman in the cage could see him, he put the key into the lock. 
 
    "Shadow!" she gasped and huddled in the corner. 
 
    "Quiet," he said and started on the second lock. He'd never seen a lock set up like this, the locks were mounted on the wall and kept the bars that held the door closed from moving. It would definitely be hard to reach, much less pick, by anyone in the cage. 
 
    "What are you going to do with me?" she asked, sounding scared. 
 
    Shadow sighed and looked at her, she was called 'The Angel' and she was gorgeous. She had two huge white feathered wings, which was how she got her name. She was part of Tomas' team, and she'd gotten captured only a couple of hours ago.  
 
    "I know what I'd like to do," he said shaking his head and opening the door. "But I don't think...." 
 
    That was about as far as he got, when suddenly he locked up. Completely. He just stood there. He wondered suddenly if he'd missed some sort of trap or spell. But he hadn't seen anything in his stealth form. 
 
    "Come here and undo my shackles," Angel said and standing up, she turned away from him. Spreading her wings slightly she held her arms back from her body. He could see that they bound with some heavy shackles with arcane writing on them. 
 
    He walked forward and went through the keys, looking for the one to undo her restraints. It was a curious sensation, he had no control over his body or his actions as he found the key, undid her shackles and tossed them on the floor. He wasn't being directly physically controlled, but the compulsion he was under was unshakable.  
 
     "Why thank you, Shadow," she said with an obvious hint of sarcasm. 
 
    "You're welcome," he replied, surprised that he was able to actually talk. She hadn't compelled him to say that, he'd done that on his own. 
 
    She started a moment and looked at him, then shook her head. 
 
    "I think it will be quite the surprise for them when they come here looking for me, and find you instead, don't you?" she said as she exited the cage, closing the door and leaving him behind. 
 
    Shadow swore under his breath. There was no way she'd get out of here alive by herself! 
 
    "You'll die!" He warned her. 
 
    "You mean you'll die," she said, scowling at him. 
 
    "No," Shadow said. He tried to shake his head but he was pretty much frozen in place still. He wondered how long it would last once she was gone? He also wondered why she hadn't done this sooner to those who had captured her. 
 
    "You don't know what you're up against. You'll die." 
 
    "Oh, and you can help me?" she asked, sounding rather angry. "You just want to take me home and rape me like you did Fiona." 
 
    "I never raped Fiona." 
 
    The Angel's eyes got rather wide then and she stared at him. 
 
    "We're running out of time," he warned her. 
 
    Swearing she opened the gate up, "Lead me away from here. But one false move and I'll make you do something suicidal!" 
 
    Shadow nodded, he could move again, he could feel he was still being compelled, but right now that compulsion was to get her the hell out of here. Which had been his original intention all along, so he could work with that.  
 
    "Follow me, don't speak, don't ask questions, and if I tell you to run for your life, do it and I'll hold them off." 
 
    He didn't look to see what her response was; he came to the door, checked it, and then peeked outside. The guards were still down. He led her out of the room, locked the door behind him, and gave the guards back the keys. When they came too, they'd be confused for a while, by the time all the effects of the drug wore off, they wouldn't remember being on the floor, or even being confused.  
 
    "Okay, this is the hard part. Don't say a word or move a muscle," he told her and turning to her he grabbed her arm and started to bend over. Suddenly he froze again. 
 
    "What are you doing?" she hissed at him. 
 
    "Saving your life. Now shut up and cooperate." 
 
    Suddenly he could move again and he threw her over his shoulder in a fireman's carry. Then he shifted into his stealth form. It wasn't as effective when he was carrying someone else, but it was better than nothing and he suspected she wasn't going to let him put her in the large sack he'd brought along. 
 
    He noticed her wings had disappeared as he started down the hallway. That would help quite a bit, those things were huge. 
 
      
 
    It took him more than three hours to get out of Laughing Boy's headquarters. He was sure when Laughing Boy heard about this; he'd be on the warpath for sure. When the word went through the underground earlier tonight that Laughing Boy had gotten his hands on that new exotic that had recently joined the super's team, Shadow had been sitting in his booth at Bell's talking with Carl and Liz. Some rather crude remarks had gone back and forth and Shadow bet everyone that he could steal The Angel out from under Laughing Boy's nose, and have her back at his apartment in his bed before Laughing Boy even knew it. 
 
    They all remembered what he'd done to Fiona of course, so several folks had called his bluff and a rather large bet suddenly had been made. As far as Shadow was concerned, it was the perfect excuse for what he knew he was going to have to do anyway. 
 
    Well, except for the getting her in bed part. Hopefully after he explained it to her, she'd be willing to lie for him like Fiona had. He could use the money from winning the bet after all. 
 
    "Thank you," she said to him, when they finally came out of the last doorway. For Shadow it had been a tiring exercise of dodging patrols, traps, guards, climbing through crawl spaces, HVAC spaces, drop ceilings, cable runs and wet walls with her on his back the entire time. More than once he'd had to retrace his steps to avoid someone, or take a detour that made their escape take even longer. 
 
    "Save your thanks, we're not done yet," Shadow warned her. 
 
    "Where are we going?" 
 
    "My place." 
 
    "What! Put me down!"  
 
    Shadow stopped and did as she told him, not having any choice. 
 
    "Let me do this," he told her. 
 
    "I'm not going back to your house so you can rape me like those men I was going to be sold to!" she hissed at him. 
 
    "Stop being stupid. You're controlling me, besides; I don't want to rape you." 
 
    She looked at him with that surprised look again; he would have scratched his head if he could have moved. 
 
    "But you said you wanted to, when you opened up my cell!" 
 
    "No, I was going to say I wanted to sleep with you, but I didn't think you'd want to," Shadow rolled his eyes, which was about all he could do. "Sure I want to take you to bed, you're gorgeous. Now let me take you back to my place and I'll call Tomas." 
 
    She looked at him warily. "You'll call Tomas?" She said in a surprised voice. 
 
    "Of course, we have to figure out how we're going to cover this up. Everyone thinks I'm stealing you because I made a bet I could. Everyone knows I don't like Laughing Boy." 
 
    She blinked, "And they believed you?" 
 
    Shadow smirked, "Wellll, they also think I'm going to have my way with you, just like I did with Fiona." 
 
    "But you said you didn't rape her!"  
 
    "But they don't know that!" Shadow said, still smirking. "Now, can we?" 
 
    "Do you have to carry me?" 
 
    "Yes." 
 
    She sighed. "Fine." 
 
    Shadow picked her back up, and continued back on his way. It was another hour's walk to get to his apartment, and he went by Bell's, dropping his stealth effect as he did. 
 
    He could hear the cheers from inside the bar out on the street as he passed, even with the front door closed. 
 
    "What was that?" she asked. 
 
    "My reputation," Shadow snickered and picked up speed.  
 
    When they got inside his apartment he set her down and went over to the refrigerator.  
 
    "Can I get you anything to drink? Some food? I'm starving so I'm going to make breakfast." 
 
    "Where's your bathroom?" The Angel asked. 
 
    "Through that door," Shadow pointed. "Please don't leave until I've talked to Tomas and worked all of this out with him." 
 
    "Why?" she asked, looking at him. 
 
    "Because now it's my life that's on the line," he said and shrugged. "People find out I've been helping Tomas, and my ass is dead." 
 
    Shadow noticed she gave him that look again. 
 
    "Are you saying," she said softly, "that you help Tomas rescue people?" 
 
    Shadow nodded, "Yes. When I heard you were caught, I figured I had to move quickly, before he got all his people in place. You saw how they were still setting up more defenses when we left. Laughing Boy has been itching for a war with the feds since they tried to have him arrested years ago. I guess he's finally gotten tired of having to constantly hide from them and figured capturing you would sucker them in." 
 
    Shadow turned back to getting food out of the fridge. "So, hungry?" 
 
    "No, thank you." she said and left him to his cooking and went to use the bathroom. Using her magic she cast a hearing spell and just listened to him preparing food as she thought about what he'd just told her. After a couple of minutes she heard him speak. 
 
    "Hello, Tomas," she head him say, then there was a pause for a moment. 
 
    "Already got her," she heard him laugh. 
 
    There was another pause then, "She's fine, she's in the bathroom. But don't call off the search just yet. I don't anyone to think she's safe yet." She heard him pause again, then, "Look, I'm starving and I'm exhausted. We can work out the details later." 
 
    Another pause. 
 
    "What? Oh, hell no! She'd kill me if I tried anything like that! I'm not so sure she even needed me to rescue her! Okay, bye!" and he hung up. 
 
    She took a few more minutes to do her business, then washed up and came out to see him cooking a huge omelet on the stove. 
 
    "I called Tomas and let him know you were alright," Shadow said as he heard her enter the kitchen. 
 
    "I heard," she said and going over to the fridge she got out a beer and opening it she sat down and watched him cook. 
 
    He finished fairly quickly, put everything on a plate, there certainly was a lot of it, and then systematically demolished it as she watched him eat. 
 
    "You're not evil, are you?" she said to him as he was finishing. 
 
    Shadow shook his head, "No, but I'm not all that good anymore either." 
 
    "They say you've killed a lot of people." 
 
    Shadow nodded, "Yeah, but if they knew the real truth they'd probably freak out." 
 
    "Why's that?" 
 
    "Because they'd all start worrying that I might kill them too," he chuckled. 
 
    "Then why did you save me?" 
 
    Shadow picked up his plate and silverware and put it in the dishwasher. 
 
    "You gotta protect the innocent, the women, children, the people who do good in this life," he said with a shrug. 
 
    "Then why are you in the underground? Why aren't you uptown with Tomas and us?" 
 
    Shadow sighed and looked at her, "I killed a man tonight to find out where you were so I could get in there and save you. I don't care that I killed him; I have no regrets that I killed him, and I didn't even think twice about doing it. Yes, he was evil; he was some slaver guy that Laughing Boy called to sell you to.  
 
    "I kill people, Angel. It's what I do," Shadow shrugged, "I'd say I'm not proud of it, but I'd probably be lying." 
 
    "But you only kill bad people, right?" 
 
    Shadow nodded. 
 
    "How do you know?" 
 
    He shrugged, "I just do. Why the twenty questions?" 
 
    Angel smiled at him, "I'm curious about you, and I feel really bad about taking you over like that, I've never told anyone that I can do it, and well, you're the first person I've ever taken over completely like that.  
 
    "I've heard a lot of bad things about you, Shadow, and they told me that I was going to be sold off as a sex toy to be used and abused until my mind was broken. So when you opened up the cage, I just assumed the worst." 
 
    Shadow just gave a small nod of his head, she must have been terrified, he did have quite the reputation. "In that case, I don't blame you. And I'm not just saying that, I mean it." 
 
    "I know." 
 
    Shadow flicked an ear, and gave her a quizzical look. "Oh? And how do you know?" 
 
    "Because I can tell when people are lying. You can't lie to me. No one can." 
 
    "I didn't call Tomas earlier, I was faking it."  
 
    "That's a lie," she smiled. 
 
    "I can show you pleasure in bed like no man ever has before!" Shadow grinned. 
 
    "Well, you believe it at least," she laughed. 
 
    Shadow smiled back at her and thought about that for a minute, then he frowned. 
 
    "You know, it must be hard on you, going through life day to day, knowing when people are lying to you. It must play hell on your relationships too." 
 
    "I'm sure it's not easy being a dispassionate killer either," she said, frowning back at him. 
 
    Shadow shrugged; obviously he had hit a sore point. "You get used to it. It's why I live in the bad part of town and run around in the underground with the bad guys. Well, that and the incredibly hot gals who follow them," he said and winked at her. "But down here I'm just another bad guy. I'm not just a freak who looks like a cat. I don't stand out any more than anyone else and I don't have to hide who or what I am. Everyone down here knows I kill, but they know I follow the code, so instead of being feared, I'm respected." 
 
    "The code?"  
 
    "What I said before, about women and children and the innocent. You don't prey on those folks. You show respect to the people with power, who've earned it. You keep your word, you pay your debts. It's old, some say it comes from the old organized crime bosses, others say it came from chivalry," he said with a shrug. 
 
    "What's your real name?" 
 
    "Don't ask me that," he sighed, "I'm trying not to be that guy anymore." 
 
    "Mine's Shirley." 
 
    Shadow blinked and walked over to her, and kneeled on the floor before her bringing his head level with his. She really was quite beautiful. And obviously way too trusting. He wasn't the kind of person a woman like her should be trusting, not when he was starting to entertain ideas about just how to get her to join him in bed. 
 
    "You shouldn't have told me that! What if I use it against you?" 
 
    Shirley smiled at him, "You won't." 
 
    "Oh? Fine. Sleep with me or I'll tell everyone." 
 
    "You're lying." 
 
    Shadow swore and she laughed. He looked up at her, "I really want to get you in bed. You're very attractive, and I like you." 
 
    "I can tell," she smiled again, "even without the built-in lie detector." 
 
    "I know you feel bad about using me, sleep with me and I'll forgive you." 
 
    "You already did," she pointed out. 
 
    "I knew I should have waited," he sighed and she laughed. She had a nice laugh. He knew he shouldn't do this, but, what the hell. 
 
    "My name's Sean," he said, looking into her eyes.  
 
    "Sean?" she asked, smiling at him. 
 
    "Yes." 
 
    "You're right though, I really do feel bad about what I did, even if you have forgiven me," she said looking a little embarrassed. 
 
    "I'll make you a deal." 
 
    "What kind of a deal?" she asked, looking at him suspiciously, but he noticed she still had a little bit of a smile. 
 
    "I have a really nice set of brushes by the couch. You spend an hour brushing out my fur, and we'll call it even." 
 
    Shirley looked at him a moment. 
 
    "You must really like to get brushed." 
 
    "Ever meet a cat that didn't?" he purred. 
 
    Shirley laughed and shook her head, "No, I guess not." 
 
    "Fine!" he said and popping up on to his feet and pulling off his shirt he walked into the living room and collapsed down onto the couch, face first. 
 
    Shirley almost laughed at the way he was sprawled out on the couch. Walking over she picked up the two brushes, one in each hand and started in on his dark coat. 
 
    Shadow sighed and purred, yeah, they weren't having sex, but damn if this wasn't just as good. 
 
      
 
    Half an hour later, Shirley was straddling his buttocks, his tail curled around her waist. His fur looked so much nicer now, being fully brushed out, and the muscles she'd discovered under there. Then of course there was that deep rumbling purr of his. Sitting on top of him like this, it was vibrating through her body rather pleasantly.  
 
    She was starting to have second thoughts about him. He'd been completely honest with her, even before he knew he couldn't lie to her, and it seemed he had a stronger set of morals than even a lot of the supers she'd met so far. 
 
    And he was rather sexy looking. 
 
    As well as dangerous.  
 
    She wondered just what it would be like to share his bed? The rumors she'd read in the intelligence reports had painted a pretty positive picture on that score.  
 
    And she hadn't slept with anyone since joining the team, longer actually. He'd been dead on target with his comment about her truth sensing abilities messing up her romantic life. It had been a while. Quite a while. She had her own needs and here she was with a hot sexy guy who supposedly knew how to please a woman. 
 
    "Sean?" 
 
    "Shirley?" he replied drowsily. 
 
    "Let's go to bed." 
 
    Shadow's eyes got wide and rolling over onto his back he purred rather loudly and sat up as she got off of him. Standing up he smiled down at her, and pulling her close he kissed her softly, slowly, taking his time to savor her taste, her smell. Then picking her up carefully, he carried her to his bedroom.  
 
      
 
    It was later, a lot later. The sun had set. Shadow laid there next to her, with her cuddled up against him and reflected on how he'd actually won his bet, but was starting to think about lying and saying he didn't. It wasn't just that the sex had been fantastic, or that she was easily as kinky as he was. It was just that they'd spent a lot of time talking about their lives and their outlook when they rested between each round of lovemaking. He hadn't told her yet about his life prior to coming here of course, that could wait for another time. But he had told her why he'd come here, and about his life since then. 
 
    He had told her about himself, about the man and the cat, and how they existed together as one. And she'd told him about her life; about her growing up, discovering her gifts, she had several powerful ones, and about her learning to use them. She also admitted to him that it was pure stupidity, plus a lack of experience, that had gotten her in trouble. She'd been far too trusting of people and she now knew she shouldn't have been. 
 
    She'd also told him that she was attracted to him. It wasn't just his looks, which she admitted she found sexy, but that he had a moral code of his own that he followed carefully. She also admitted a little shyly that the fact that he was dangerous and deadly turned her on quite a bit. Because she knew he would do anything to protect her, because he'd already risked his life saving her.  
 
    He was surprised by that, he thought his being a killer would have scared her off and said as much. Her response had surprised him. 
 
    "But you only kill evil people." 
 
    "How can you be sure?" 
 
    "Because you told me, and you didn't lie," she'd smiled and kissed him. 
 
    It was as simple as that. It made for an interesting change, her knowing if he was lying or not, so he didn't even try. The cat liked that, a lot. Lying was one of those human things that the cat had never been a big fan of. So he just told her the simple unvarnished truth about him, and was constantly surprised by her reactions, which were usually a lot different than he would have expected.  
 
    She told him that when you always knew the truth, it gave you a different attitude about things, about people. You became less judgmental when all the little lies people told to save face, or be polite, became obvious, because you knew they were lying to themselves more than they were lying to you. When you could see the truth about how society really operated, and learn what people really thought, you had a lot better understanding of what was truly right and wrong. Not the lip service that so many people paid it these days. 
 
    "What are you thinking, Hon?" she asked him, rolling over to face him, tired and half-asleep from the fairly athletic pursuits that they'd been engaging each other in. 
 
    "I want you to be mine," he said and kissed her. 
 
    "I think I've already been yours quite a few times today," she giggled. 
 
    "I mean for life. Mates, mated. I know it may sound sudden, but you're the one. We fit." 
 
    She looked at him, a lot more awake now. "Are you asking me to marry you?" 
 
    Shadow blinked, brought up short for a moment.  
 
    "Yeah, I guess I am." 
 
    "What about the cat? I thought cats didn't settle down?" 
 
    He gave his head a small shake, "There are really only three other women in my life who I care about, and while both I and the cat would miss them because they're the only friends I have ever had, for you we'll give up everything." 
 
    Shirley stared at him. He wasn't lying.  
 
    "This was unexpected," she whispered. 
 
    He nodded, "I know." 
 
    "I'm a bit worried about the part of you that isn't human, how do I know it won't attack me?" 
 
    "Because you're my mate," he simply stated. 
 
    Shirley hesitated, "Still, you're part wild animal, it makes me a little nervous." 
 
    Shadow nodded, the cat would never harm her, but he could still see the idea taking some time to get used to. She knew he was a killer after all. 
 
    "Whatever will make you happy, I'll do." 
 
    Shirley smirked, "That's a pretty wide open statement, Sean." 
 
    "How can I offer you anything less? Why would I offer you anything less?" 
 
    He could see her considering that. 
 
    "Let's clean up, go get some dinner, and talk awhile," she said after a few minutes. "I have to think about this." 
 
    Shadow smiled and nodded. She hadn't said no, which meant as long as he didn't do anything stupid, she just might say yes. And if she didn't? Well, he'd just have to figure out how to convince her. 
 
    He kissed her, "Love you." 
 
    She smiled and kissed him back, "I know." 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Introductions 
 
      
 
    "Everybody, I have something I must tell you," Shirley had said to the group as they entered the bar. It wasn't very crowded as bars go, but still enough people to be public and keep them inline, good guys were always careful about their behavior in public, only the bad guys didn't care and she had to admit Sean had been right about that one. 
 
    "What Shirl?" Centurion had asked. His real name was Bill, but he insisted on being called Centurion. Before the feds got involved he'd had a secret identity, it wasn't exactly secret anymore, though to the public he was still the Centurion, and only the team and the feds knew his real identity. She guessed old habits died hard, though a few in her group did have real secret identities still, even from the rest of the team. 
 
    "I have a mate, and I'm getting married to him soon." She said, noticing the surprised looks on the other team members as well as the two regular agents who worked with the team and had accompanied them here at her request tonight. She also noticed Jimmy looked a tad jealous. He'd tried to get in her pants a number of times, he was a good kid, but he was a kid and she preferred men. 
 
    "Where is he?" Thadieus said looking around. 
 
    "Promise me you'll behave first, all of you." She said turning to them. 
 
    "Why?" Centurion asked. 
 
    "Cause you all know him and don't like him. Simple." She said giving each one of them a hard look.  
 
    "Everyone behave, that's an order!" Tomas, the group's leader said softly, but in a voice that brooked no insubordination. He was one of the few with a real secret identity, not even the feds knew who he really was. 
 
    They all nodded. 
 
    "Why thank you Tomas" Shirley heard behind her as Sean, her new mate, slid out of the shadows to stand behind her, his furry hands on her shoulders. She wished she knew how he did that, no one had been able to see him there in the shadows and she'd even known which one he'd be in, as he'd told her. 
 
    Most of the rest looked shocked, even Tomas looked a bit surprised, and Jimmy looked livid. The two agents, both normals, twitched a little, but behaved as well. 
 
    "Shadow Cat!" Jimmy spat out. 
 
    "The one and the only," Shadow said smiling. 
 
    Shirley leaned back against him, her arms spreading a bit, making it clear that she was putting herself in the way of any ideas anyone might be having. 
 
    "But Shirl, he's a bad guy!" Jimmy had said shocked. 
 
    "Not bad, just misunderstood," Shadow said chuckling. 
 
    "What have you done to her?" Jimmy demanded loudly. 
 
    "Jimmy!" Shirley said, "Shut UP!" 
 
    "Shut up Jimmy, you're being rude," Tomas put in suddenly, shutting Jimmy up with a stern glance, and causing the rest to look back and forth from Tomas to Shadow and back again as Jimmy closed his mouth and just scowled. 
 
    "Why him?" Tomas continued. 
 
    "He saved my life." Shirley blushed, leaning back a bit more and smiling a little as Sean wrapped his strong feline arms around her. She was the only one here who now knew his true name of course, the rest just knew him as Shadow Cat, and he'd definitely saved her from a fate worse than death. 
 
    "That's all? I'd say he's done more than that from the way you're leaning into him," Tomas said smiling suddenly. 
 
    "Well, ummm, he is my mate now you know...." 
 
    "We'll come back to that." He looked up at Shadow, "Let's go for a walk, I want to chat a bit." 
 
    "You can't go out with him all by yourself!" Jimmy blurted out. 
 
    "I agree Tomas," Centurion said looking concerned, "it wouldn't be safe." 
 
    "Don't worry; I can deal with the Shadow here." Tomas turned to Shadow. "Come on." 
 
    And Shirley and the rest watched as they walked out of the bar alone. 
 
    "Why him?" Centurion asked, putting a strong hand on Jimmy's shoulder to silence him, the other members of her team and the two regular agents still kept their silence, all looking rather shocked. 
 
    "Because I love him, and I know he cares about me." 
 
    "That's all?" 
 
    "He treats me good too. He's willing to give up everything he's got and switch sides for me. Would any of you do that for me?" 
 
    They all blinked. 
 
    "He probably just wants to steal our secrets." Jimmy grumbled. 
 
    "No one can lie to Shirley, you know that Jimmy," Fiona finally spoke up. "Besides, I've dealt with Shadow in the past. He's not actually evil; he'd be a good ally."  
 
    Shirley noticed Centurion and the two agents nodded a little to that. The rest looked at Fiona a little surprised by her change in tune. It wasn't what they expected to hear her say at all. 
 
    "Well whatever the rest of you decide, he's my man now and I'll quit the team before I give him up." She looked at all of them, one at a time. "And I mean that." 
 
      
 
    "Why her?" Tomas asked him as they strolled away from the bar. "I thought you had a nice little harem going." 
 
    "She puts them all to shame." Shadow chuckled. 
 
    "Really?" Tomas said raising an eyebrow, "I'd never have suspected that, she's usually Miss Proper." 
 
    "Oh don't let her fool you; she's quite the animal in bed." 
 
    "Don't tell me this is all just about sex? I thought I had you figured out better than that!" Tomas laughed. 
 
    Shadow snorted, "Of course there is more to it. When I found out they had her I set about planning on how to get her out. It's going to be a bit harder now to get away with that kind of stuff however, since that Jimmy idiot opened his mouth at the wrong time last week." 
 
    "Yeah I guess I'm going to have to have a little talk with him about that. He doesn't seem to realize that the underground isn't a unified front." 
 
    Shadow nodded, "Anyway, first chance she got, she did some real nasty shit to me, not the kind of stuff I thought any of you were capable of." 
 
    "Really? Wow. Care to say what?" Tomas looked curious as they came to the coffee shop. He held the door and Shadow passed inside turning his back to Tomas as he walked by. 
 
    "Not a chance. I guess someone had told her what they were going to do to her. But I was impressed. Not only could she do it, but she actually would do it. She was quite embarrassed later when she found out I was planning to help her from the first." 
 
    "And of course you took complete advantage of it." 
 
    "Oh of course, I mean come on, look at her, quite the knockout. Besides, after what she had done I'm not exactly sure who took advantage of whom." Shadow laughed, "She likes cats. A lot." 
 
    Tomas laughed as well at that. "Any girl that would have you must." He turned to the lady behind the counter and ordered one cup of coffee and another of tea. "All these years I've been trying to turn you and Shirley does it in a night." 
 
    "More like a couple of nights," Shadow laughed, the inside of his cat ears flushing red and flicking a bit. 
 
    Tomas looked at the big feline morph. He'd crossed paths with him the first time over ten years ago. They said having a black cat cross your path was bad luck, and Shadow had quite the reputation in the underground, he was definitely a super. But on the other hand Shadow had been feeding him information on those who committed certain murders and rapes for almost eight years now. And he'd secretly helped in the rescue of several agents and super heroes who'd been caught. He’d been a valuable asset for many years, but he still wasn't exactly sure he had the guy figured out. 
 
    "So again, why? Why her? Why now? Why'd you even run with the underground in the first place?" 
 
    Shadow took his tea and sipped it. "I've always told you, the bad guys get all the hot chicks." He looked up at Tomas and shrugged, "As for Shirley? She's the one for me. I guess it's a cat thing or some such. But we were lying there together, talking, and I could smell her, her lusts, her fears, her desires, and her hopes. And I just knew." 
 
    "So just like that?" Tomas looked skeptical. 
 
    "For me, yes. For her, no. I had to prove myself a bit first. Then she had to make up her own mind. Let me tell you, it was twelve hours of hell. It she had rejected me, it would have been pretty rough." 
 
    "Now there's a confession. But only twelve hours? Sounds like a whirlwind to me." 
 
    Shadow shrugged, "The fact that she can tell if you're lying probably helped." 
 
    "You know there are going to be a lot of repercussions over this, don't you?" 
 
    "I'm not wanted for anything, and most of what I'm suspected on I had nothing to do with. I just didn't discourage the rumor. Again, I really wasn't hanging with the underground for the crime, just the chicks and the atmosphere." 
 
    "Oh please, I know you're not some innocent." 
 
    "Welllll, there's nothing out there anyone can prove. So I wouldn't worry about it." 
 
    "What about 'Laughing Boy'? I heard he was on the warpath for you after Jimmy's little comment to the press that you had helped her escape." 
 
    Shadow sighed and looked around, "Let's go back to the bar." 
 
    Tomas nodded and followed him out of the coffee shop. 
 
    "Listen," Shadow said as they walked down the street, his voice pitched low, "Laughing Boy tried to kill me almost two days ago. It was pretty nasty - a few others got hurt in the attempt on me. And there were a lot of witnesses around so he could demonstrate what happens to those who cross him." 
 
    "I hadn't heard anything about that." Tomas looked a little concerned. 
 
    "And you won't for a while," Shadow confided. "He's dead. I wiped him out, gutted, shredded, D&C'd. I told everyone there if I heard a peep about it I'd do the same to them. By the time they finally do talk about it I'm sure it'll be exaggerated way out of proportion. 'Good guys' don't do that shit. So no one in the underground is going to question my motives or my past. Laughing Boy was a vicious sociopath, and a pretty powerful super, after what I did to him no one down there is going to want to fuck with me for a long, long time." 
 
    He nodded. "If you work with us, you'll have to cut down on that kind of thing." 
 
    "Don't worry, as long as Shirley's life isn't on the line, I won't. But if it is," Shadow growled suddenly, "I'll kill everything and anyone in my way." 
 
    Tomas nodded again as they walked into the bar. "I can respect that." 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Meeting with Liz 
 
      
 
    "So I hear you've changed sides." Liz made it a simple statement. 
 
    Shadow laughed, "Oh come on, Liz. I was never exactly on anybody's side in the first place." 
 
    She gave him a raised eyebrow, "Oh?" 
 
    He nodded, leaning back into the cushions of the couch on which he was sprawled looking rather boneless in a typical feline way. He smiled warmly, the shorts he wore barely kept him decent; he knew she found him enticing still, even after all these years of being lovers. Just as he found her to still be very desirable as well. 
 
    "Going to explain?" she prompted after a few moments, a little annoyed at having to concede him this point. Of course this conversation had gone on longer than most of theirs in the past. Normally by now he'd be out of those shorts and mounting her equally naked form. Their relationship was complicated in many ways, they had several business arrangements that they had both found profitable over the years. Then there were the things about his private life that he'd confide in her about, things he wouldn't even tell Circe who seemed to all but own him at times. She knew that she was his closest friend and oldest lover, and after all these years, he was now one of her closest friends as well.  
 
    Since that day he'd come to her establishment all those years ago and actually paid her to teach him how to be an expert lover, sex had become a very enjoyable part of their relationship. He really had gotten to be amazingly good at it.  
 
    "I found a mate." He purred from the couch, dark furry tail curling coyly as he examined a rather sharp claw. "I really did have my way with The Angel after I stole her away, and well, we're getting married." 
 
    Liz's first reaction was to sigh loudly, if he was getting married he probably wouldn't want to have sex with her anymore, and he was a rather good partner, his catlike body and fur making him rather sexy and exotic. Her second reaction was to look up at him sharply meeting his eyes as he said the last. 
 
    "Are you here to...?" She let the question hang unanswered in the air between them a moment. 
 
    "Arrest you, or fuck you?" He drawled out slowly, a smile appearing slowly on his cat like muzzle. 
 
    "Yes," she answered a little breathlessly. She knew he was tough, and he was already well within her defenses. If he was here to arrest her, she wouldn't be able to resist him. 
 
    He saw her worried looks and laughed, reaching down to start undoing his shorts. "The only taking I have planned I'll be doing in your bed," he purred. "I don't sell out my lovers, Liz, and I especially don't sell out my friends." 
 
    She gave a large sigh of relief, no small part of which was due to that she wouldn't have to fight him. However the larger part was that once again, a six foot two, two hundred pound black furred cat-man was going to screw her senseless. He was very good at it and the fact that he might now be married to someone on the city's super team didn't reduce her desire or willingness to have sex with him in the slightest. 
 
    "What about your new wife?" She asked as he pressed his warm furry body against her warm smooth skinned and very female one. 
 
    He smiled and looked down at her naked form; she was very well endowed, yet trim with a flat stomach, and a tight round ass. He could smell her arousal and wondered once again why so many beautiful women ended up in crime. He pulled her against his furry chest and bent his head to hers. 
 
    "I'm allowed a certain amount of roaming. I am after all, a cat." He purred and then kissed her. 
 
    She rubbed her body against his reaching down to stroke his aroused sex. He was definitely blessed. Not the largest she'd ever had no, but still a rather good size, plus he knew how to use it well. She had been the one to teach him, after all. 
 
    For his part he spent the next hour using it very well on her indeed, along with using a good deal of the rest of his body against and on hers as well. 
 
      
 
    "I can sense a spell on you." She said to him much later, as they both relaxed in the afterglow of some very enjoyable sex. 
 
    "Yes, she put it there, it's nice, I like it." He said softly cuddling her. 
 
    "It's a compulsion spell; you might want to get it removed." She warned him, "Probably why you joined up with her." 
 
    He laughed again, and pinched her in a spot that made her shiver. "Oh no, I joined up with her cause she's what I want, possessing her is without a doubt one of my greatest pleasures. The spell is just an added bonus. You see it not only adds to what I feel, but it has an affect on her as well." 
 
    "Still, you should be free of it." 
 
    He shook his head, "We did that once already for her friends," he chuckled at her astonished look, "Yes, they do hold to their own morals even amongst themselves. Anyway, they made her remove it the first time. Then I had her put it back on." 
 
    "Why?" She looked surprised. From everything she knew about him, he was not the type to tie up with one woman. 
 
    "Cause she's what I want," He shrugged. "If she had told me I had to give up all my other lovers, I would have, that she's told me I can keep a few if I want shows me I made the right choice." 
 
    "Maybe she just wants to keep a few of her own around!" she laughed at him. 
 
    He growled. "I told her I will not allow her to have any other lovers and will kill anyone she sleeps with!" 
 
    She blinked at the ferocity of his statement, giving a little gasp as his hold on her had tightened considerably, making his claws prick at her skin. 
 
    "Rather two faced, isn't that?" She shot back. 
 
    He nodded and smiled relaxing once more, "Yes, but I am willing to give up all but her if she asks. But she doesn't mind, she knows where my heart lies and is satisfied with that." 
 
    "So is the sex any good?"  
 
    He grinned, "Unbelievable!" 
 
    "Then why are you here?" She blinked. 
 
    "Because you're a pretty good lay yourself," He leered at her. "Though don't expect me around as much as I've been in the past." He stole a kiss from her then, "Besides, I care about you, Hon. Even if I couldn't sleep with you, I'd still want to be your friend and talk." 
 
    She nodded, "What are her friends going to think when they find out you're putting it to some of their enemies?" 
 
    He shrugged, "None of their damn business. She's already made it clear, that our relationship isn't their concern." 
 
    "Yeah, but now that the lust has worn off it's a bit disconcerting to me to have someone who is now allied with my enemies lying in bed with me." 
 
    He chuckled and kissed her. "Unless you do something really really bad, I don't expect to see them coming after you. I mean really, Hon, you run a bordello. It's not the kind of thing that they'd use the city's supers to go after. But if I ever do, I'll give you fair warning first," he promised. "And I'd be sure to keep seeing you in jail. Wouldn't want you to get too tight!" he snickered and ran a finger down her sweaty body unworried, the chances of her getting in that kind of trouble were pretty much zero. Liz ran a bordello, not a violent criminal enterprise, and most of her customers where the city's upper class elite and leaders. Liz was Shadow's oldest friend in the city, and perversely, probably his oldest friend, period. The odds of him letting anyone put her in jail were pretty slim. He genuinely cared about her, after all. 
 
    She smiled and snuggled up against him, enjoying the loud purr that escaped his muzzle. "You would too, wouldn't you?" 
 
    He laughed and gave her another pinch and one thing led to another, and then they were busy again.  
 
    After he had left, Liz thought about what he'd told her and what she'd learned. She knew he had two others he was close to, Nance, who Liz actually did business with as they both brokered information, and Circe. Liz didn't do much business with Circe, she was a bit too violent for Liz's taste. She could only imagine what would happen when she found out about this. 
 
      
 
    "Hi, Hon, have fun screwing your little bad girl?" His mate Shirley asked smiling at him as he walked in the door. 
 
    "Yes I did," he laughed grabbing her and pulling her close, "But now it's time for the main course, don't you think?" He rubbed up against her, he knew he still stunk of Liz, he hadn't showered since leaving her. 
 
    "Take a shower first, I don't mind you screwing her, but I don't want the scent of her in our bed." 
 
    "How about right here on the floor by the front door?" He purred nibbling at Shirley's ear and slipping a furry hand under her blouse to massage a well-rounded breast. 
 
    "Ohhh, that works," she sighed. 
 
    He smiled and pulled her down to the floor while removing her garments. Her hands were fairly busy with his as well. 
 
    He took his time with her, rubbing and licking her body, covering every inch except for her sex and her chest. Eventually he did go to work on her large firm tits, kneading and licking, sucking and biting, pulling, all the things that got her so excited that eventually he had to bury his muzzle between her legs.  
 
    Her heels had been kicking his back for a good thirty minutes and she'd screamed through at least three hard orgasms before he slid up and mounted her slowly. Even after all this foreplay she was still tight and possessed excellent muscle control. They ground against each other for over an hour, switching positions like gymnasts at a competition every so often, her working through another five orgasms until with a loud snarling growl he emptied himself inside her.  
 
    Then they did it all over again.  
 
    And a yet again, just for good measure.  
 
    It was a long while later when he literally crawled exhausted into bed with Shirley, all traces of Liz's juices and scents completely gone or covered over with Shirley's. She admitted to him that his coming home smelling of another woman gave her a rather strong sexual urge to prove herself a better lover. He wasn't lying when he conceded that his mate had nothing to fear. The spell no doubt enhanced this belief and desire in the both of them. He didn't care, he just knew a good thing when he saw it and already planned to cut his liaisons with those in the underground to only a key few. He'd keep Liz, she was without a doubt one of the best sexually that he knew after his mate, as well as his closest friend. She also was well connected to a lot of sources and still shared information with him. Then there was Nance, who was another good source of information, and again, a close friend and lover who Shadow cared about.  
 
    The third one, Circe, well he doubted she'd help him with anything anymore, and she might, no scratch the might, she would definitely by upset with him. But Circe was important to him in ways no one else was other than his mate. He'd just have to play that one by ear. 
 
    The biggest reason to stay involved with them, well after his feelings for them of course, was that someday he might need a favor from one of them. After all, he'd met his mate when she'd been captured. If she ever got in trouble again, he wanted to be sure that he had markers to call in. 
 
    He also wanted to be sure the people who held her realized just who her mate was and what he was capable of doing. They'd seen his claws bloodied enough times to know that they didn't want him on their trail. 
 
      
 
    He accompanied Shirley into her 'office' the next day; she liked bringing him along now that everyone here knew about the two of them, she wanted to show him off a bit. As an official 'super hero' on the city's super's team she had government support, offices, fancy gear, and all of that other stuff they all worked with. There really weren't a lot of supers in the world, a pretty small percentage really when you thought about it. Even more fortunate is that the number of those with serious powers was smaller still, and few of those turned to a life of crime. But it was still enough that the authorities employed more than a few supers of their own, and he had to admit that they helped a lot on normal cases too, at least the more extreme cases. Plus they got all sorts of fancy stuff that most of those working the underground really envied. 
 
    "Remember a few nights ago when you had to remove the compulsion spell?" He asked Shirley as they walked in through the front doors of the government office building that housed her team's headquarters. 
 
    "Sheesh!" she laughed, "When you suddenly came into the room and started telling them to mind their own business and then asking me to put it back on you. That really blew their minds." 
 
    "Well I guess I can't complain," Shadow said with a wink, "the side effect of the spell taking hold was still a lot of fun." 
 
    She sniggered, "Yeah, I heard that our little fuck fest was witnessed by Fiona and Centurion." 
 
    "Really? I wouldn't have put him down as a voyeur." 
 
    "Well he has the hot's for Fiona, so he watched with her for quite a while." She sniggered again. 
 
    "Okay, give. What did Fiona say?" 
 
    "That he's quite well developed under that outfit of his. They're dating now." 
 
    "Really? Wow. I guess I'll get the blame from Jimmy for that one too." Shadow smiled. 
 
    "You need to lighten up on him a bit." She sighed ruffling his neck fur with her hand. 
 
    "Once he's stopped drooling over you when he thinks I'm not looking, and stops thinking of me as the enemy. Until then I don't think we're going to be friends." Shadow shrugged. 
 
    "Oh, we need a new name for you I think. Shadow Cat attaches you too much to your past, and I don't think you want to share your real name with anyone." 
 
    Shadow shrugged, "True. But I kind of like being Shadow Cat." 
 
    "Well just keep an open mind.” 
 
    He nodded. “I’ll try.” 
 
    “Any ideas?" 
 
    He shook his head, "Not at the moment. If you have something feel free to suggest it." 
 
    "I still worry sometimes that my compulsion spell overrides your own desires, Hon, so I like to ask first." 
 
    "Don't worry about it. My rational side is already taken up with love for you so that spell has no effect," he smiled and bent over to kiss her, enjoying the warm glow in her eyes as he did so. "And my animal side still remembers this morning." He whispered and watched as she blushed. 
 
    "Besides, I like the effect it has on you." 
 
    "I can't believe that you want me so much as to allow me to put a leash on you solely because it effectively leashes me as well." She said quietly as they walked over and into one of the elevators. 
 
    "Yeah, blows my mind too. But you were afraid I'd maul you in your sleep, and I was afraid you'd run away." 
 
    "And now?" 
 
    "I like the feeling of being tied to you." He rubbed up against her in the elevator, making her laugh and drawing a slightly scandalized look from the other passengers. 
 
    "Not what I'd expect to hear from a cat." She whispered. 
 
    "Well big cats are a little different." He whispered back. 
 
    "Yeah, kinky too." 
 
    "Hush you," he purred looking embarrassed now as they drew looks again. 
 
      
 
    Shadow prowled around the halls a little, while Shirley met with her team and practiced. Shirley's powers were mostly magical, though she could transform slightly and grow huge feathered wings that allowed her to fly. On the streets people tended to call her 'The Angel' and Shadow had to admit she looked angelic enough, especially when they were making love. She was a bit new to the game, only really having trained her powers to the point of being able to do her job less than a year ago.  
 
    He wasn't surprised that she'd fallen prey to foul play either. An exotic looker like her would have been used and abused heavily by the darker denizens of the underground, turned into someone’s fancy sex slave and abused until her mind was shattered. Personally Shadow didn't care what people did to each other, as long as they were willing. Or deserving. But he had no stomach for seeing innocents getting destroyed, or people who were simply trying to help others. So even if he hadn't already been helping Tomas on the sly, he still would have gone and saved her. Then again, that was how he'd met Tomas in the first place. 
 
    He enjoyed the looks he got from the other people around the building as he wandered around it for a while. He had shifted into his sex form when they got here; he knew it just oozed sensuality. He enjoyed the looks the gals gave him, and the more dismissal ones from the guys. He liked being underestimated by people he might have run-ins with. He was sure there'd be a lot of 'That guy isn't dangerous!' comments going around by the day's end. Those who needed to know better already did after all. 
 
      
 
    "Sorry to leave you sitting around there, Hon," Shirley said to him four hours later when she came back to her desk and sat down in her chair. "There was a bunch of new training they wanted to run us through. Not just our normal weekly session." 
 
    He nodded. "I've seen team training sessions, I know how they work." 
 
    "Really? I thought most places didn't allow spectators." 
 
    "I wasn't exactly invited," he chuckled, "was just curious about it, so I snuck into a place and watched once years ago." He remembered that rather fondly. It was after he had developed his stealth form. He'd done quite a bit of sneaking around that year. Harmless, but fun. 
 
    "Maybe you should try it with us sometime?" She asked looking at him sidelong. She'd not suggested his actually joining her team before. 
 
    He shook his head, "Maybe someday. For now just remember that if we ever do get involved in something together, I'm going to protect you and not much beyond that. If I'm seen as an active member of your team, a lot of my former associates aren't going to very friendly towards me anymore." 
 
    She nodded, "I can understand that, but isn't marrying me going to have the same effect?" 
 
    He shrugged, "Eventually, but everyone knows my taste in women, and they'll all suspect I'm just hanging around so I can put it to you constantly." 
 
    "Kind of a low opinion of you, isn't it?" she smirked. 
 
    "But not far from the truth," he grinned, "they'd all be scandalized a lot more than your friends were if they were to discover I'd actually fallen in love with you." 
 
    "Bad boys don't fall for good girls, huh?" 
 
    He kissed her. "Usually it's the other way around. But then I was never really much of a bad boy. As I told you before, I've been feeding Tomas information for years now on the more serious evil guys." 
 
    "Everyone is pretty surprised at how at ease you seem with each other. Got any other surprises for me?" 
 
    He nodded, "A few, in due time." 
 
    "Well at least everyone has accepted you as my mate and soon to be husband. Though I think Jimmy is still upset. But he'll get over it." 
 
    "Somebody needs to get that kid laid," Shadow chuckled. "Then he'd be less of a problem to everybody." 
 
    "Yeah, you're probably right. But he still thinks you're here just to figure out our strengths and weaknesses." 
 
    He smiled, "Already know them. It's not really that hard to find them out if you read the news reports, and have been around to witness a few of your operations." 
 
    She nodded, "That's true, we did roust a few places where you were, as I recall." She grinned as she said the last bit. 
 
    "Yup, couldn't catch me either you'll recall as well. Though when they added you to the team I was a bit worried about what you might be able to do." 
 
    "Well you seem to have a pretty good idea of that now." 
 
    He nodded, "Especially what you'll do if you think you're cornered." 
 
    Shirley blushed and looked at the floor. 
 
    Putting his hand under her chin he lifted her head until their eyes met. "You did the right thing, you had no idea that I was going to help you, you thought I was there to hurt you." 
 
    "Still, I took you over, I controlled you, did things to you. I forced you to do things." 
 
    "Yes and you paid for it later of your own free will. If it hadn't happened we wouldn't be here today. So I think it was worth it." 
 
    "I still feel bad about it." 
 
    "I know, and I love you for it. Though I also love you for having the strength to do it when you thought you had no other choice." 
 
    "But still...." 
 
    "But me no buts. And don't be afraid to do it again if you ever have to. I'd rather have you around to apologize for your actions, then not have you around at all." 
 
    She nodded. "I know. I just never knew I was capable of that kind of power." 
 
    "Fear is a great motivator. So is survival." 
 
    "This is getting a little morbid," She smiled perking up and standing back up. "Let's go get some food." 
 
    "Sounds good to me. Any more work today?" 
 
    She shook her head, "No, we've got a pretty open schedule when we're not working on a case." 
 
    "Sounds like a good job." 
 
    She nodded, "Actually it is. Want me to get you on the payroll?" 
 
    "I'm independently wealthy." He chuckled, "So not right away." 
 
    "Wealthy huh? Should I ask?" 
 
    "Probably not!"  
 
    She nodded again. "I suspected as much. Well just keep your nose clean now; I'd hate to have to arrest your furry butt." 
 
    He nodded and smiled, "My days of crime are far behind me, Dear. Don't worry!" 
 
      
 
    #          #          #          #          # 
 
      
 
    "I want to show you something," he said to her. It was later that night; they were in his private place, his lair, his safe house. The one place he'd never taken anyone until he'd taken her. It wasn't anyplace terribly special, oh it had a gym, a workshop, and a small lab. It was laid back and very comfortable, and was well defended of course, but really rather plain otherwise. He'd never brought anyone else here before though, because it was his hidden retreat, and now he wanted it to be hers too. 
 
    "What?" she yawned waking up. 
 
    "My secret identity, what I used to look like." 
 
    Her eyes snapped opened fully and she sat up, of course the sheet covering her fell down then, and he gazed lovingly at the way her firm tits jostled, the nipples dark and enticing. "Secret identity? I thought you always looked like that." 
 
    He shook his head, "I can be a cat, well panther actually, and I can be the human I was born." 
 
    "So why don't you?" She asked curious. 
 
    "Well I'm afraid the cat will get shot at, though I do change into that form once in a while. The other, well," he smiled at her, "I prefer this form." 
 
    She smiled back lazily, "Me too." 
 
    "Well I thought I'd show you," He got out of the bed, covered only in his fur. 
 
    She watched and it was if she'd blinked, and there was a guy there, well developed, sure, but a normal guy. 
 
    "So?" he asked, she noticed his voice had changed a little, but not much. 
 
    "Turn around," she said and made a twirling motion with her hand. 
 
    He did and she noticed he had a nice butt on him, and the rest didn't look too bad either. She could see the similarities but there were differences too. 
 
    "Not bad," she said, "you got a cute butt, though I miss your tail." 
 
    "Yeah, me too," he grinned and suddenly he was back like he had been before. "Now watch carefully here for a minute." 
 
    "Okay" 
 
    He counted then, one to eight.  
 
    "Notice anything there at all?" he asked. 
 
    "Yes, you seemed to be a little bit different each time you counted. What was that?" 
 
    "My forms. My own super power is actually quite rare. Basically whenever I want to learn how to do something new, I have to create a new form."  
 
    He gave her a quick description then of what each of his forms was for and she nodded slowly. 
 
    "Now I want you to change," he said to her. 
 
    "Okay," and suddenly she had her wings. He had her get out of the bed and looked her over, running his paws over her body, noticing the subtle differences in her form now. 
 
    "And you can fly like this? Or do you need magic too?" He asked stroking her wings and body. 
 
    "Yes, I can fly just like this. No magic is involved beyond whatever lets me make the change." 
 
    He nodded, "I'm going to try and add another form," he smiled, "Bat like wings, and maybe a nice pair of horns." He chuckled. 
 
    "You'll look like some sort of demon!" she laughed. 
 
    "Well who else would be fucking an angel?" he smirked, "but I want to be able to fly with you."  
 
    "Hmm, sex in the air, huh?" she winked at him. 
 
    "And people say I'm the one with sex on the brain all the time!" He grinned. 
 
    "Well how do you go about doing it?" She asked. 
 
    "Well first I need someone to train me in the things I need to do, and in this case make alterations to me, in the form of spells or such. So I need someone to cast wings on me. Think you can do it?" 
 
    "Hmmmm," she pondered a bit. "I'll have to work on it, and they wouldn't last more than a few minutes." 
 
    "That would be enough; once I know how to make the form I can eventually create it. Then I just have to train myself to use it." 
 
    "How can you create a new form? That just seems, well, impossible." 
 
    He laughed and moved around behind her, rubbing her butt. His cock was getting ideas, and those wings did look kind of sexy. 
 
    "Bend over and brace yourself on the table, would you, Hon?" he purred smiling as she did as he asked and spread her wings and legs a bit for him as well. "It's like you learning a spell," he said softly, moving in between her legs from behind, rubbing his shaft between them. "It takes a lot of time, concentration, and practice. Also, I can't learn them very often, and I have to perfect the new one before I can even try to start on another." 
 
    "Sounds hard," she breathed reaching back under herself to guide him to her. 
 
    "Very," he panted and slid into her heat. 
 
    She moaned softly and they made love slowly, with him stroking her wings with his hands as he stroked inside her with his shaft. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Her parents had been a bit upset when they found out their daughter was marrying a cat when they finally announced the wedding date. Her siblings didn't seem to mind much, and all exhibited some degree of talent. He wouldn't be surprised if at least one of them developed into a super as well. She whacked him on the back of the head once as he watched her younger sister. 
 
    "I've already let you have some toys, my sister is off limits prowler." She chided him. 
 
    "Yeah, but I like to look," he chuckled, "She looks a lot like you, almost as cute."  
 
    "Uh-huh" she grinned. 
 
    “Also I think she’s going to have some power too.” 
 
    Her expression changed, “You think so?” 
 
    “Yeah, not sure what, but that’s the real reason I’m watching her.” 
 
    Shirley nodded. “I guess I’ll have to start keeping an eye on her myself then. You can put yours back in your head,” she teased. 
 
    He just smiled back. 
 
    Later he had taken her parents aside and told them that he was really human, he just had to keep it secret. They didn't understand really, but accepted him more after that. He didn't tell them that their daughter was sleeping with his cat-man form; he figured they didn't need to know. 
 
    "So how soon can I expect grandchildren?" her mom had asked drawing a sharp rebuke from Shirley. 
 
    "Mother! Really now!" she gasped. 
 
    "Oh it's okay, Hon," Shadow had said to her and then turned to her parents, "As soon as I can talk her into it, I promise." He grinned ignoring her kick to his shins under the table. "I want at least four, hopefully more!" He chuckled and tried not to wince as she kicked him several more times. 
 
    After that her parents thawed considerably more. 
 
    "I can't believe you said that to them!" She said to him later as they headed home, sounding slightly outraged. 
 
    "Hey, I'm a cat. I want cubs, what can I say?" He grinned and gave her ear a lick. 
 
    "And don't I get a say?" she asked. 
 
    "I said as soon as I could convince you dear, didn't I?" 
 
    "Well yes you did. So you want kids huh?" She looked surprised. 
 
    "Yup. I know you're probably not ready yet, and that's fine. But when you are, you don't have to worry about selling me on the idea." He purred. 
 
    "I suspect you're going to be trying to sell me on it." She sighed. 
 
    He nodded, "Eventually. But I promise to wait a while."  
 
    "Uh-huh," she chuckled, "Remind me to keep my birth control devices away from you, wouldn't want to tempt you to tamper with them." 
 
    "Awww," he smirked. 
 
    "That reminds me. Are you fertile?" She looked across at him. 
 
    He nodded, "Very." 
 
    "Good, wouldn't want my kitty to be shooting blanks," she smirked and decided not to ask how he knew. She suddenly suspected that he had quite a few bastards floating around out there. 
 
    "Just think, in another few days you'll be all mine," Shadow purred and smiled at her. 
 
    "And you'll be mine too," Shirley laughed.  
 
    "As if I wasn't already," Shadow admitted with a smirk.  
 
    "Nervous?" 
 
    "Not at all, I just can't wait." 
 
    "Usually it's the guys who have to be dragged kicking and screaming to the altar," Shirley giggled. 
 
    "Yeah well, that's because they don't have you," Shadow purred. 
 
    "Aww," Shirley said smiling and leaned against him as he drove them home. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    The Circe Situation 
 
      
 
    Shirley moaned loudly as Sean took her, they'd been making love for hours now, and been getting more and more athletic over time. He had her bent back almost in half, her thighs pushing back hard against her chest as she shivered and moaned even louder beneath him as he continued his heavy assault against her body. She had her ankles locked behind his neck, her fingernails were digging into his furry butt, they’d been going at it rather hot and heavy, and he’d finally flipped her onto her back, bending her in half and just shagging her like an animal.  
 
    Through her glazed eyes she could see his face, feral, fangs exposed as his lips pulled back, ears flat to his skull now. She could feel the nubs along his shaft inflating, pulling at her insides, driving her crazy, she’d lost track of how many times she’d orgasmed and this one looked liked it’d be the big one, the way he was driving into her now she knew he wouldn’t be much longer either. 
 
    “Yes Sean, Yes! Take me honey, take meeeeee!” she screamed as she finally tripped over the edge one last time, clamping down tight on him, as with a loud yowling roar he drove in hard and pinned her to the bed. 
 
    She screamed in delight as she felt him come into her, joining her as she peaked. He always shot a hotter and more copious load than a normal man and it turned her on even more, drove home the point that the growling snarling male above her was as much beast as man. She held him tight against her and he held her close as well, until both of their orgasms were spent and they lay there, panting, in tight embrace. 
 
    “Somebody needed that,” she teased him, using her ankles to pull his face down to hers. She knew he was constantly amazed by how she could do that.  
 
    “You seemed to enjoy it too,” he purred kissing her. 
 
    “Oh definitely,” she giggled, “I like my big sexy panther!” and she gave his ears a rub causing him to purr again, and twitch inside her, which of course made her twitch as well.  
 
    “Ohhh, baby,” he shivered and kissed her again. 
 
    “Oh, lover,” she moaned and nuzzled him back. 
 
    Eventually she unwrapped her legs and he rolled onto his side pulling her with him, so they could snuggle up and fall asleep. They’d been married several months now, the wedding having been a small and very private affair, and still their ardor showed no signs of slowing. At times it seemed they were even more drawn to make love to each other. She wasn’t complaining, and neither was he. But it was unexpected by both of them. She snuggled in closer and fell asleep. 
 
    Shadow woke up a few hours later, and carefully disengaged himself from his mate, being careful to do it without waking her up. His sleep schedule was different than hers, being more of a nocturnal bent. So he quietly stole out of the room, got a drink, and cleaned himself up, then returned to the room crawling up behind her and spooning against her. He smiled as she snuggled back against him in her sleep. He could have gone out and taken care of business. Sometimes he did, making sure to get back before she woke up. Sometimes he went into the study and took care of the more mundane aspects of his life, and his legitimate business dealings. 
 
    But tonight he was just going to lie in bed and snuggle, maybe catch a few naps in the process. Sometimes he just preferred to be with his mate, even if she was asleep. Part of it was his animal side, she was his mate and that side of him wanted her close at times. Part of it was just his affection and love for her, he enjoyed this quiet time with her and often wondered what she would think if she knew he often spent hours just holding her and looking at her while she slept. He thought it funny that she sometimes worried about his animal side; his animal side knew what she was, and would never hurt her. Some cats were extremely attached to their mates and devoted. Such was his feline side; her spell had really little effect on him. The effects it had on her however he enjoyed quite often, so he was more than happy to allow it to persist. 
 
    He wondered if she’d leave the spell on when she finally figured that one out. He’d miss the feedback from her the spell gave him at times, but he knew she loved him, so he didn’t have to worry about anything else changing. 
 
    His life in the underground of course had changed quite a bit now. Everyone either knew or was starting to suspect that he was 'putting it to The Angel,' and there was a mixture of suspicion and envy. A few even thought it cool that he was putting one over on the ‘good guys’ believing it all to be a ploy. Nance hadn't cared in the slightest, while her business dealings were often shady, most of them were legit now, and she knew she could trust Shadow to keep his mouth shut. 
 
    Liz had so much dirt on so many politicians, that even with the brothel being illegal she really didn't have all that much to worry about. It really wasn't the kind of things supers got involved with. As for the things she did which might get her in trouble, her dealing in information, well she knew that he really would warn her first, if she started to do things that were starting to draw too much heat. 
 
    But Circe, she was a very different story. She was powerful, very powerful, and she was bad, sometimes evil, but her rules were clear-cut and known to all. Shadow had seen her do some pretty bad stuff; he’d even been a party to some of it, though not exactly willing. She had a lot of respect and a lot of fear, and their own relationship was just completely dysfunctional. Their feelings for each other were very strong, given what they were, but they varied heavily. Sometimes they bordered on love, and sometimes they bordered on hate. But she had power over animals, and he was one. Or partially one.  
 
    So she couldn’t hurt or resist him without damaging her own powers, on the other hand, he was in the same position. They could pull at each other, and they often did, but neither owned the other. So he often found himself drawn to her side when she was in trouble or in need. As the most intelligent animal in her life, he knew he fulfilled a need in her that the others couldn’t.  
 
    So he helped her when she needed it, and when it didn’t violate his ethics. In return she restrained herself from her more violent impulses. As Faustian bargains went he thought he’d gotten a pretty good deal. Yeah, maybe if she was killed then he wouldn’t need to restrain her anymore, but she spoke strongly to the animal in him and for all that she drove him crazy at times, he really did care for her a great deal. So he couldn’t let her get killed unless she was doing something that clearly flew in the face of his being. He’d made sure she knew that too. 
 
    That was probably what had led to the largest amount of his reputation. Everyone in the underground ‘knew’ he ran with Circe, and Circe was some serious shit. Circe didn’t tolerate second stringers in her employ either; if you didn’t deliver you didn’t last. But the Shadow had been with her for a good long time, and they’d even been seen to fight in public. Therefore the Shadow had to be some serious shit as well. And all of this brought him around to just what had happened yesterday. 
 
      
 
    “Well, as I live and breath, if it isn’t the Shadow, where have you been kitty? Had enough of your new bitch?” Circe said as he padded into the room. 
 
    Shadow growled, letting his fur rise. He’d put off this meeting as long as he could, he’d not avoided her this long ever before, because he knew there’d be fireworks. “Don’t push it Circe,” his voice in his full cat form was rough to start with, anger didn’t help it sound any better. 
 
    “I’m not the one who ran off with miss goody two-shoes cutesy winged angel bitch,” she snarled. “Defecting to the other side on me! How dare you betray me like that! And then the nerve of you to even show your face around here again!” 
 
    Shadow snarled back at her, “You called, I came. You don’t control me Circe, and I was never exactly on your side to start with!” 
 
    “I’ve heard how you are living with her, hanging out with those feds! You can’t lie to me about this!” 
 
    “She’s my mate now Circe, you better learn to accept that, ‘cause it isn’t going to change.” Shadow started pacing back and forth in front of her, his tail lashing behind him as he kept her fixed in his sight. The others had cleared out of the room as soon as this conversation had started, even the animals. 
 
    “Hah! You with a mate? I hear you’re still fucking around town, but you haven’t graced my room I’ve seen.” 
 
    “Oh so is this what it’s all about? Haven’t had enough panther cock lately?” 
 
    Circe turned livid and screamed making fists at her side, “I don’t need you or your dick, you furry bastard! You’ve betrayed me!” 
 
    “I haven’t betrayed anyone!” he hissed, claws ripping at the floor as he paced. She could always set him off, and he could feel his blood boil. “I come here for my own reasons; I leave for my own reasons. I help you because you often leave me little choice!” 
 
    “Oh I’ll give you a choice you bastard, I’ll send you back to your feathered bitch in a box!” and she let go at him with a bolt of pure energy, scorching the walls and floor where he had been standing.  
 
    Had been. He’d been with her long enough to know what she had planned and dodged as she pointed, springing towards a wall, angling up to hit the ceiling then down on the floor with a very heavy and loud *thump* in front of her. Jumping up inside her arms he grabbed her neck in his jaws with a loud growl and pushed her back down onto the floor. Using his claws he shredded her clothes until she lay naked beneath him. She’d pissed him off something fierce, she’d used him all these years, and now he was gonna use her. She grabbed at his face, his ears his neck, trying to pull him off as he held her in his jaws. He growled louder and squeezed a warning as she started to hit his face. 
 
    She didn’t realize he had settled between her legs or what he was up to until suddenly he made his move making her scream in outrage. She was tight, and she was dry and he didn’t give a damn. He fucked her hard, and he fucked her fast, his bestial form taking her as he pounded her hard into the floor. He growled louder and louder until she finally submitted to him and grabbed him tight. He wasn’t much longer after that and with a roar of triumph he let go of her neck and finished inside her. 
 
    “If you ever try and do that again, I’ll rip your throat out!” he snarled in her ear. “Now you’re my bitch for the rest of the night and I’m not leaving until you’re sore!”  
 
    She whimpered in fear and lust beneath him. Her attack had left her temporarily powerless against him, and he planned to make her pay. 
 
    “I’m, I’m sorry,” she sniffed, almost crying. 
 
    “Bullshit. Don’t lie to me, Circe!” he snarled again. 
 
    “Okay ... I’m not sorry,” She said, still a little shaky, “But why didn’t you kill me?” 
 
    “Our agreement still holds. Though you’re in serious danger of breaking it right now” he said rotating his hips against her. “But you’re going to be my slave tonight and satisfy me, do what I want, follow my orders.” 
 
    “So you’re, you’re not going away?” She brightened slightly, “but what about that bi...” She stopped as he growled, “err, your wife?” 
 
    “I’ll be around less, and there are more things I won’t help you with. My obligations to her outweigh any to you.” He nuzzled her slightly and then purred: “however, I won’t let them kill you”. 
 
    She blinked, “What?” 
 
    “You heard me, now, on your hands and knees, I’m nowhere near finished with you.” 
 
    She gasped as he pulled out and stood over her, grabbing her side and flipping her onto her stomach. “On your knees bitch” he growled. He was definitely enjoying this. 
 
    “Y..yes” she gasped again, his rough manner and brutish behavior turning her on. She liked animals; she liked it even more when they acted like it. Shadow had always been dangerous, and often rough, but he'd never been this violent with her before.  She rose to her knees, wiggling her ass up against his belly. 
 
    “Someone wants something,” Shadow growled, his nostrils flaring as he took a deep sniff. “Somebody’s in heat! Aren’t they, Circe?” Shadow laughed. 
 
    She whimpered, “You’ll still protect me?” and rubbed her ass back towards him. 
 
    “I won’t let them kill you, more than that, no promises, Circe. You keep going the way you are, and we both know you’re gonna draw a lot of heat. I won’t keep you out of jail, but I won’t let anyone kill you.” 
 
    She moaned and nodded, he took her then, hard fast strokes and for her further conversation became impossible as she gasped and moaned. 
 
    Shadow nuzzled her as he took her and lowering his voice he whispered in her ear, "And I do love you, you silly bitch. After my mate you mean the most to me of anyone else in the world. If I didn't, you'd be dead, and I'd be gone." 
 
    Circe arched and bucked under him, screaming in sudden ecstasy, no one had ever told her they'd loved her before and actually meant it. He hadn't abandoned her! That he'd gotten his mate, that goody two shoes winged bitch to let him come here, said more than anyone had ever said to her with words before. 
 
    He loved her, he really did love her. 
 
    Shadow purred from his mount on her back, he was going to have his way with Circe for a very long time today, and when he was done with her, he was definitely going to leave a little something of himself in her womb. 
 
      
 
    #          #          #          #          # 
 
      
 
    Shirley yawned and stretched opening her eyes she looked up at Shadow who was smiling down at her. “What’s on your mind, Hon?” 
 
    “Oh, just thinking about what I did to Circe,” he laughed. “I never did that to her before, she always had some power over me. Not anymore though.” 
 
    “She really doesn’t like me, does she?” Shirley said shaking her head. 
 
    “Oh no, but she knows if she does anything to you, I’ll kill her. On the other hand I’ll stop you guys from killing her, or anyone else who tries to as well.” 
 
    “She still has a hold on you, doesn’t she?” 
 
    He nodded, “A little. But you redefined it, and last night she redefined it again by her behavior.” He left out the bit about his having most probably knocked Circe up last night. He’d bring that up later. Along with a few other things, like how much he really cared for her.  
 
    “She’s got a lot of power, and a lot of issues. Being part animal always gave her an edge. I’m glad she doesn’t have it anymore, I keep hoping she’ll tone down and mend her ways, but I’m not gonna take any chances for her any more.” 
 
    “Good” Shirley smiled, “cause I’d hate to have to get on your case about it. I don’t mind you fucking her, but I don’t want you supporting her reign of terror.” 
 
    “Well, yeah. I’m putting some space there. But I do owe her, Hon. She did a lot for me that I need to pay back. I won’t stop you guys from jailing her if the time comes, I may even help. But I’m not gonna let anyone kill her.” 
 
    “With her rep, that’s going to be a tough job.” 
 
    “I know, I know.” He sighed, “We'll just have to see, Love.” 
 
    She smiled and kissed him, “I know. I trust you, Hon. Now scoot over here and show me that you mean it!” she laughed. 
 
    He grabbed her and pulled her close. 
 
    “Oh no,” she chided, “do me like you did her last night.” 
 
    “I did her pretty rough,” he warned shifting into his full cat form. 
 
    “That’s okay,” Shirley said huskily as he pinned her to the bed with a heavy paw, “Fuck me Shadow, fuck me hard and show me what kind of animal you really are.” 
 
    Sean growled and let himself go; he took her just as hard as he had Circe. He wasn’t about to give his mate anything less.  
 
      
 
    “Ow,” She said cleaning off another of the scratches on her sides. He’d drawn blood in quite a few places and she was scratched well in a lot more. 
 
    “Sorry, Hon, but I warned you,” he said slightly abashed. 
 
    “Well, it was pretty hot,” she laughed. “Did you leave her this cut up?” 
 
    “Yup, I was conquering her, taking her, after all.” 
 
    She leaned over and kissed him, “They’ll heal. Besides, it let’s people know where I’ve been!” 
 
    “Shirley!” he blushed ducking his head. “And people say I’m bad!” 
 
    She snickered, “I want people to know who my mate is. Don’t you?” 
 
    He smiled, “Of course ....” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    The Jimmy Problem 
 
      
 
    Shadow got a few nasty looks the next day when he went into work with her, some of the scratches he left on her were not covered by her costume, and it didn’t take too much imagination to figure out just what had been going on. Shirley was being somewhat shameless, rubbing up against him and showing her affection even more than normal. He could tell the whole idea that everyone figured she was being raped by some nasty animal turned her on something fierce. He smiled and put up with it, but next time he would be sure to make her wear something to cut down on the scratches. It was just too damn embarrassing. 
 
    “Jimmy’s on the warpath,” Centurion said later that day, coming over to sit by him as he waited at Shirley’s desk. She was off training on some new toy of theirs. 
 
    “Damn, what’s wrong with that kid today?” 
 
    Centurion laughed, “The obvious signs that you and Shirley really do get down and dirty. What else?” 
 
    Shadow sighed, “He’s gonna be trouble, isn’t he?” 
 
    “Probably, but I think most of the team is on your side at this point. She’s your wife, if you two want to get a little kinky now and again, what business is it of ours?” 
 
    “Well somebody better keep an eye on the kid. If he comes after me it won’t be pretty.” 
 
    “I’ll make sure Tomas has somebody keep an eye on him.” 
 
    “Thanks.” 
 
    “No problem. Jimmy’s starting to annoy everybody lately with his behavior. Somebody needs to check his attitude.” 
 
    “I just don’t want it to be me.”  
 
    He nodded and left then as Shirley came back. 
 
      
 
    The next day Jimmy vanished, pretty much without a trace. Shadow was questioned of course, Shirley didn’t like that but he told her they were right to question him. The team started to panic after twenty-four hours. After forty-eight they were beside themselves. After all, they weren’t working any cases and Jimmy wasn’t one for sneaking off by himself. After three days they were all working heavily on the case, there were no leads. 
 
    “Maybe you should go talk to your sources,” Shirley said, “See if any of them have heard anything.” 
 
    Shadow shook his head, “If they knew anything, I would have gotten a call already.” 
 
    “Isn’t there anything you can do?” 
 
    “If I go down there and take action on this, it will firmly put me in everyone’s minds as a member of your team. It will also let everyone know that someone from your team got grabbed. Neither of those things would be good right now.” 
 
    “It’s because you don’t like him, isn’t it?” she said, her tone growing a little upset. 
 
    “That’s part of it.” He admitted, “Though we don’t even know if anyone there would know anything about it.” 
 
    “You could ask!” 
 
    “There will be a price for me to pay, Hon, and I’m not talking money either,” he warned her. 
 
    “What would you do if it were me?” She said looking into his eyes. 
 
    “Kill and maim a lot of people until you were returned to me unharmed.” He growled slightly as he said it, noticing her start slightly. “What did you expect me to say? You’re mated to a dangerous wild animal! I’ll fight to the death for you. But for Jimmy,” He looked deep into her eyes, “I’ll not do anything unless you ask me to.” 
 
    “I’m asking you to.” 
 
    “Either they killed him right away, or they’re sitting on him for a reason. Assuming it’s anyone I know. I’ll make a few discrete inquiries over the next few days. If nothing has come up by the weekend, I’ll poke around and see what I can turn up. Okay?” 
 
    She nodded slowly, “I guess. But I’m not happy about it.” 
 
    He sighed, “You think I can’t tell?” 
 
    “Then why don’t you do something now?” 
 
    “Cause now is too late. Trust me, okay?” 
 
    Shirley grumbled, but accepted. That night wasn’t much fun for either of them and neither was the next day. That night Shadow was thinking if Jimmy wasn’t dead, he’d probably kill him when he showed up. Shirley was still upset and they hadn’t had sex in days. So when the phone rang at two in the morning, he was less than happy. 
 
    “What?” he growled. 
 
    “Why, Shadow, something the matter?” came the feminine voice from the phone. 
 
    Sean sighed, “Don’t play games, Nance; I’m not in the mood.” 
 
    “Gee, maybe I could do something about it for you, Shadow? Ease your concerns?” 
 
    “NANCE!” Shadow yelled, causing Shirley to bolt upright, wide-awake now, “Cut the shit and tell me what you’ve got!” 
 
    “I’ve got something here that belongs to you, what else?” 
 
    “Then put it in a box and mail it to me, okay?” He growled. 
 
    “I don’t know if he’d live through that now, Shadow. He’s a most disagreeable sort you know.” 
 
    Shadow sighed, “Nance, right now I’m extremely tempted to tell you to keep him and hang up the phone.” Shadow looked over at Shirley who glared at him as he said that. 
 
    “I think your wife would have words with you for that.” 
 
    “Just tell me what you want.” 
 
    “You, over here, now, alone.” 
 
    Shadow looked over at Shirley, whose eyes were wide. 
 
    “We’re not going down that road again, are we, Nance?” 
 
    The voice on the phone laughed, “Oh no, you can tell your Angel you’ll be home – in a day or two.” 
 
    “Okay, I’m coming.” 
 
    “Don’t you want to hear if he’s still alive?” Nance teased over the phone. 
 
    “Nance, if you got me out of a warm bed at this time of the night for a corpse, God himself won’t be able to save you,” he growled and hung up the phone. 
 
    “What will she do to him?” Shirley asked. 
 
    “Don’t worry about what she’ll do to him, worry about what I’m going to do to him!” he snarled. 
 
    “Don’t be rash now, Dear!” 
 
    “He’s interfered with our love life and closeness; he’s even got you giving me grief. Sorry, Hon. If he doesn’t have a great story, he’s gonna pay.” 
 
    Shirley sighed. “Yes, Dear. Please don’t kill him.” 
 
    Shadow kissed her, “I won't. Get some sleep.” 
 
      
 
    Shadow headed over to Nance’s home. The underground wasn’t exactly a place, even if people talked about it as such, though most of the people and the places were located in the worst part of town. Nance lived in the middle of it. One of her servants met him at the door. 
 
    “Ah, Shadow,” She smiled as he walked into the room. 
 
    “Where is he?” 
 
    “Aren’t you pleased to see me?” 
 
    Shadow looked at her and smiled warmly, “Always, Nance. It’s not you that has me down. So what do you have for me?” 
 
    “Come, I’ll show you.” 
 
    Shadow nodded and followed her; she led him down the hall and into a room. Inside there was Jimmy, hanging by his feet, gagged and blindfolded. 
 
    “How’d he end up here?” Shadow asked, noticing that Jimmy started to struggle again when he heard Shadow’s voice. 
 
    “I bought him.” 
 
    “Oh?” Shadow’s ears swiveled forward in interest. 
 
    “Yeah, seems he went to a bordello, and ran up quite the bill.” 
 
    “He refused to pay?” 
 
    “No, he just started causing problems, acting like the big shot. He got into a fight, lost, and the only thing that probably saved him was he let out who he was.” 
 
    Shadow sighed, “Jimmy, Jimmy, Jimmy.” He turned back to Nance, “And then?” 
 
    “The bordello owner figured she’d buy off the guy before he killed the kid.”  
 
    Shadow nodded, he had a pretty good feeling who that owner was, and that they wouldn’t have let the kid get killed. But no one was ever going to tell Jimmy that. 
 
    “The owner thought I’d maybe want to make an investment, and here he is.” 
 
    Shadow walked over and pulled the gag out of Jimmy’s mouth. 
 
    “I’m gonna get you for this, Shadow!” were the first words out of Jimmy’s mouth. 
 
    Shadow punched Jimmy in the gut, hard, smiling as the kid started to swing back and forth. 
 
    “Listen, Jimmy,” He said very quietly in to the kid’s ear. “You have caused me a lot of problems here. I now have to go do something to pay for your bills. And trust me; they’re not going to want cash. Of course I could just leave you here for them, and I probably should. So you shut your mouth, and don’t worry, I promise that when all this is said and done I’m going to kick the ever loving shit out of you.” 
 
    Shadow stuck the gag back in Jimmy’s mouth. “Let’s go talk about what you want,” he said to Nance and followed her back to her bedroom. 
 
    “Okay, Liz tagged him and you bought him. Why?” 
 
    “Why else, Stud?” Nance laughed, and slowly slipped out of the dress she was wearing. She wasn’t wearing anything underneath and she looked as lovely as ever, maybe even more so tonight. “It’s time for you to perform.” 
 
    Shadow blinked, “Umm, I’m missing something here, Nan, I would have been over here for this normally next week.” 
 
    “Not exactly, Stud.” 
 
    “Stud?” Shadow sniffed at Nance, his eye’s widening. 
 
    “That’s right honey. You knocked Circe up, now you’re gonna do me.” 
 
    “What? How’d you find that out already?” 
 
    “Circe and Liz talked. Seems as Liz already birthed one of your bastards, Circe wanted to know what was in store.” 
 
    Shadow looked at her, dumbfounded. “You want a kid?” 
 
    “I want your kid, Shadow stud. Now that you’re married, I figured if I didn’t act now, I probably never would. You want that kid back, you got to breed.” She smiled and kissed his nose. “Life for a life.” 
 
    Sean grumbled and grabbed her ass, “The wife is gonna have words when she finds out just how much breeding I’ve been doing the last few weeks. I’m just shocked you want my cub. Circe, yeah, she’s kinky like that, getting knocked up by a cat is just her thing. But you?” 
 
    “Hey, you’re a super, I’m a super, I want prize winning kids. You’re the best pick I know genetically.” She reached down and undid his shorts, “besides, you’re a good fuck and a proven stud.” 
 
    Sean grabbed one of her tits in one paw and ass in the other. “Well we best get started then.” He chuckled kissing her deeply. 
 
    Nance shivered and dropped to her knees, pulling his shorts all the way down she started to rub up against him. It was only a moment before his shaft started to grow as he growled above her. 
 
    “Time to mount kitty!” she chucked and sprawled back onto the thick throw rug behind her.  
 
    “There’s gonna be a definite population boom here in nine months,” he purred and crawled sinuously between her spread legs, his nostrils flaring at her scent. “Somebody is pretty excited!” he purred. 
 
    “I’m about to get impregnated by a huge fucking cat-man. If that doesn’t get you hot, you’ve obviously assumed room temperature!” she groaned grabbing his hips and tugging. “Mount, Kitty, come on, I need you inside me.” 
 
    “My pleasure, Nance,” he growled and then purred loudly as he took her. 
 
    He took a very long time with her, it wasn’t bestial so much as it was punishing. He wanted her to be sore, he wanted her to remember this, and he wanted her to beg. Their relationship had always been one where he was dominant. And even though she had the upper hand tonight, he wanted her to be sure who was the one in charge here. When they both finally hit their peak he roared out his success as she moaned beneath him. 
 
    “This will be my child,” He whispered softly in her ear, “and you had damn well better be a good mother, Nance because married or not, I’m gonna be around a lot more often from now on.” 
 
    He felt her shudder and her eyes were wide with surprise. 
 
    “Liz should have told you I take an active interest in my children’s welfare.” He smiled as she slowly nodded. 
 
    “Good, now go get me something to drink and we’ll see about round two,” he purred and slowly withdrew from her, smiling at the way their mixed juices dripped from her sex. 
 
    “Who’s the one with the hostage here, Shadow?” Nance said, her voice a little weak. 
 
    “I am,” he purred and smiled at her, “I have our son right here,” and he pointed to his balls, “and if you want him there,” he tapped her belly. “You’ll go get me something to drink. This is hard work after all.” 
 
    “Work?” she snorted as she slowly, and a little shakily got to her feet, “Gee, how flattering.” 
 
    He jumped up and grabbed her from behind pulling her back against his well-muscled form. “If I didn’t care, I’d have ripped out your throat and not agreed to father a child with you.” He said softly. “I’m sure my mate will be upset with me doing this without her permission. But I’m not doing it for that asshole in the next room. I’m doing it for you. If I’d ever known you wanted this, I would have given it to you years ago. 
 
    "Don't think I don't care about you, Nan, don't ever think that I don't!"  
 
    He kissed her on the back of the head and then swatted her on the ass making her jump, “Now go get something to drink, bring a pitcher!” and he jumped up onto the bed, stretching out. 
 
    Nance yipped as he swatted her and went to get a pitcher of water. The warmth of his juices inside her made her feel a little funny, because she knew this time, somewhere inside her was an egg, her egg, and sometime in the next day or so his sperm would find that egg and she’d be pregnant. She quickened her pace as she got a pitcher from the fridge with a couple of glasses and quickly returned. All the men she’d killed, and now she was begging one to knock her up. Then again, she’d never been able to kill this one. If ever there was anyone who deserved the privilege of making her pregnant, Shadow was that one.  
 
    Shadow smiled as she walked into the room, taking the pitcher and a glass; he took a long drink of water. “You do understand of course that from this moment on you can’t try to kill me anymore, right? I don’t want to take the chance that either of our antics might endanger our child.” 
 
    She nodded, “Of course. But you know I gave up on that ages ago.” 
 
    “Yes, but now you're mine, and if anyone ever messes with you again, there will be hell to pay.” He set down the glass and pulled her close, locking his muzzle to her left tit, gently biting and pulling on the nipple with his teeth. 
 
    She grabbed his ears and slowly started to rub them as he drew her back down on to the bed. It was going to be a long enjoyable night. 
 
      
 
    More than twenty-four hours had gone by when Shadow dragged his very tired body into the room that still held Jimmy. Nance had drained him so many times he’d lost count, and wasn’t willing to let him catch more than the briefest of catnaps. He had no doubt she’d conceive, he’d pumped so much of his seed into her it would take a miracle for her not to. He slashed at the rope holding Jimmy upside down with his claws and gave a satisfied grunt as it parted and tumbled the kid to the floor, rather painfully as well. He pulled the gag out but left the blindfold on. 
 
    “Ready to go home, Jimmy?” He snarled. 
 
    “I thought you were going to leave me to die, you bastard!” 
 
    Sean kicked him, hard. He smiled again as he felt a rib break enjoying the cry of pain from Jimmy. 
 
    “I’ll get you for that, you fucking bully!” Jimmy gasped. 
 
    Sean kicked him again, less hard, but making sure to hit the spot where the rib was. “Shut up, Jimmy. Shut up and listen.” 
 
    “I’m not going to listen to you!” 
 
    Sean growled and looked around; spying a broom he broke off the handle and started to beat Jimmy with it, working him over for a full minute. 
 
    “Don’t think I won’t beat you into a coma, kid. Or worse. You ready to listen?” 
 
    “Why should I listen to you?” he spat. 
 
    “Cause you upset my wife. You forced me to do something that will upset her further. And your behavior around her has pissed me off to the point where the only thing standing between you and death is my love for her and my very long friendship with your boss.” He kicked Jimmy again, breaking another rib. “Besides, I’m enjoying this too much, if you actually shut up and listen to me, you’ll be spoiling my fun. So what’s it going to be?” 
 
    “Okay,” Jimmy gasped, the pain was tremendous, the last kick had jostled his arm, which he was pretty sure had been broken in the fight he’d had before he’d been captured. He could feel the tears coming from his eyes and felt ashamed that Shadow would see this. 
 
    Shadow smiled and bent closer, noticing the tears as well. “What’s this? Tears? Why Jimmy, and here I thought you were a hard ass and didn’t cry like the rest of us. Who’d have thought you might be human after all. Now, what the fuck were you doing in that whorehouse?” 
 
    “What are you talking about?”  
 
    Shadow nudged him lightly with his foot, close to where he’d snapped a rib, “I can go back to beating you to death if you want.” 
 
    “Okay, okay,” he sobbed, “I wanted to get laid, I want to prove I’m as good as you are, that I can fuck those tramps who live down here.” 
 
    “Jimmy, -I- don’t even fuck those girls!" he lied. "It’s not just the diseases you have to worry about, those women can be vicious, they’ll eat you alive if you’re not careful.” He sighed and shook his head. “Kid, you got a good thing going, a cushy government job, a lot of good press, decent young girls probably lock their doors and masturbate while dreaming of having sex with you. Why the hell do you want to fuck that all up? Isn’t it enough?” 
 
    “But Shirley would never look at me, even Fiona wouldn’t. But they both look at you! I’ve seen that look; a lot of the woman can’t take their eyes off you. And then Shirley,” he sobbed a bit. 
 
    “You really want to fuck her, don’t you?” Shadow growled angrily. 
 
    Jimmy shivered at the growl; he suddenly realized that he was in trouble. Up to now he kept figuring that no matter what he’d be saved; suddenly he realized that he was on his own now. 
 
    “Don’t lie to me, Jimmy.” Shadow warned. 
 
    “Yes! Okay? Yes I want to sleep with her. I want her, I love her!” 
 
    “You don’t love her,” Shadow laughed, “And she certainly doesn’t love you! You just see a hot gal and you want to have her. If you cared a damn about her, you would have gotten to know her and thought of her as more than just a piece of meat with tits.” 
 
    Shadow grabbed the back of Jimmy’s hair and pulled his head back, “Listen clearly.” He growled softly, dangerously. “Shirley is my wife. If you ever touch her, I will kill you. That’s if she doesn’t kill you herself first. There is a lot between us you don’t know about, and never will because it’s none of your business. Understand?” 
 
    Jimmy nodded, scared, his breath coming in short gasps. 
 
    “Your problem is you want to run before you can walk. Date some of the girls in your fan club, I’m sure you’ve got one by now, seems all you good guys always do. You want to fuck a girl? Fuck them. They’re safe and they’ll be happy to have you.” 
 
    Jimmy nodded again. 
 
    “And just remember this, I saved your ass tonight, and it cost me to do so. You owe me. I don’t care if you like me, right now I sure don’t like you! But you owe me and you will respect me, and you will show me and my mate that respect from now on.” Shadow smiled to himself, he finally had the kid’s attention, now to throw him a bone, and see if the kid could learn. “I can teach you a lot of things about women and the underground, Jimmy, stuff you’d probably find rather useful. It’s up to you.” 
 
    Jimmy thought about that as Shadow helped him to his feet and led him out of wherever it was they were. It was a long painful trip for him, he was weak and tired and in a lot of pain. But he noticed that Shadow helped him carefully, didn’t let him fall, and kept him from walking into anything. Maybe Shadow was right. Lord knows this whole trip had been a mistake. Maybe he’d been wrong. 
 
    Shadow took his time and led Jimmy on a confusing route through the warehouses. He wanted to be sure the kid couldn’t retrace these steps. Eventually he got him to his car, and drove him back to the center. He was pleased that everyone made a great deal of a fuss over his bringing Jimmy back. Was even more pleased that Jimmy didn’t tell anyone about the beating he’d given the kid. Of course he told Tomas and Shirley, even if it got Shirley angry at him. But they both agreed that Jimmy was getting way out of line, and if this reined him in, it was okay. 
 
    So he went home much happier then he had been when he left it, Shirley was also in much better spirits. She even brushed out his fur for him, a bit surprised when he fell into a deep exhausted sleep long before she was done. She knew he’d had to do something to get Jimmy free, but she figured he’d tell her later. She could wait. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Shadow slept the clock around, and awoke with a ravenous hunger. He stuffed himself full and then went into Shirley’s work to catch up with her. He felt a little guilty over what had happened. Yes he’d been cornered into doing it to save Jimmy, but he’d enjoyed it completely and he wanted to father a child on Nance. He would have done it even if Jimmy hadn't been involved. 
 
    He sighed and shook his head; the cat thought it was perfectly fine for him to have multiple females, even if it agreed that Shirley was his mate. Sure he loved the others, but it hardly compared to what he felt for her. Why did his life always have to be so complicated? 
 
    Probably because he wasn't human. 
 
    He walked into the office like he belonged there now, no one questioned him, and he made a few nods to some familiar faces as he walked down the main hall and into the secure area in the back. Then there was the kid he’d just planted in Circe, not to mention the one he had with Liz and the other three out there running around. He sighed as he plopped his butt into the chair behind Shirley’s desk and stared at the picture of him she had on her desk, yes, he’d have to tell her soon. 
 
    “What was that sigh for, Hon?” Shirley asked coming up from behind him. 
 
    “I have things I guess I need to tell you. And I’m not sure you’re going to like them all.” 
 
    Shirley looked at him askew, “You didn’t kill anyone, did you?” 
 
    “Not recently, no.” 
 
    “This have to do with what happened last night?” She asked peering down at him, his ears were drooping a bit, she could tell he was conflicted. 
 
    “Yeah, and then some.” 
 
    “Well let’s go someplace private.” 
 
    He nodded and they headed back out again. He took her to his lair in the city; it was pretty close after all. 
 
    She looked at the small but well-appointed apartment. It was well hidden in the purloined letter manner. Well defended as too. She watched as he locked the door and set the alarm. 
 
    “It’s like this hon. I had to breed Nance for Jimmy.” 
 
    Shirley shrugged, “So you fucked her, I don’t mind.” 
 
    “No, I bred her hon. Knocked her up. She’s pregnant now with my child.” 
 
    “What?” Shirley looked shocked. “You did what?” 
 
    “Fucked her all night because she was in heat and wasn’t going to let him go unless she was sure I’d gotten her pregnant.”  
 
    Shirley looked at Shadow, he really looked upset, his tail was dragging and his ears were flat. “I’d thought you’d be rather proud to have knocked up one of your playthings.” Her voice showed her puzzledness. 
 
    “But it’s not our child. I didn’t make it with you!” he said softly. 
 
    “Sean, you know I don’t want kids yet. In a few years, yes, but not right now. So why did she want your child?” 
 
    “Why else? She’s hot for me, and wants a kid, so I’m the prime candidate.” 
 
    “But why now?” 
 
    “Welllll,” he dragged it out, looking down again. 
 
    “Now what?” 
 
    “I knocked Circe up the other week when we had that big go around.” 
 
    “Sean! Really!” Shirley gasped. 
 
    “Well, I was in cat form and she sprung her fertility on me in the heat of the moment, and well, I kind of just lost control.” He looked embarrassed. 
 
    “So how did Nance find out?” 
 
    “Circe went to Liz for advice.” 
 
    “Fuck toy number three. Right. Do all these girls keep in touch?” Shirley’s voice was a lot more sarcastic than Shadow had ever heard before. 
 
    “Well I have a two year old daughter with Liz, so she wanted to know what to expect.” 
 
    Shirley’s eyebrows went all the way up. She had suspected, now she knew. “Just how many cubs do you have out there?” 
 
    “Three others.” 
 
    “You sure that’s all?” She demanded. She was a bit upset, and surprised that she was. She knew he’d get her pregnant first chance he got. She was even guarding her birth control pills because she wouldn’t put it past him to toss them on her.  
 
    “Yeah, I’m sure.” 
 
    “Tell me about them. Now.” 
 
    He looked up at her. “One is with a gal who has since married a successful man. She has other children and he treats my daughter as if she were his own. I don’t visit her, because she doesn’t want me too, and I don’t want to rock the boat. Liz’s kid happened a few years later, she got me drunk and took advantage of me. Not that I minded," Shadow smiled when he thought about that. "I visit my daughter with her about once every two weeks. Liz keeps her well insulated from the underground. Few people know about it.” 
 
    “The other two?” 
 
    “Wellll, basically I bought a sex slave and bred her because I thought it would be fun.” He said it really quick. 
 
    “Sean! You did what?” she said in disbelief. 
 
    “I bought a sex slave. And she was really quite devoted.” He sighed wistfully. “Did what ever I wanted. So eventually I knocked her up. Went so well, a year later I knocked her up again.” 
 
    Shirley looked at him dumbfounded. "Why would you of all people buy a sex slave?" 
 
    Shadow sighed, "I'd just lost the first person I'd ever loved, and well, I was kind of hoping I could love her too." 
 
    "What happened?" 
 
    "It's hard to love someone who worships you. Yeah, you care about them, but their feelings never change no matter what you do." He shook his head, "In the end it was a mistake, it wasn't making me a better person. Worse actually." 
 
    “And just what happened to her?” Shirley asked eyes narrowing. 
 
    “I set her free. Or tried to at least. She’s got a nice house in a nice part of town. I have a son and a daughter with her. I visit when I can, and I try to help her be more assertive and sure of herself. But mainly I avoid her face to face.” 
 
    “Why’s that?” Shirley looked surprised. 
 
    “Cause if I get near her, I have to fuck her.” Shadow shook his head, embarrassed. 
 
    “Have to?” Shirley snorted in disbelief. 
 
    “She is still my slave in her mind, and her actions around me prey on my cat side. I know she’s my toy. It’s hard to keep free of it. It’s like a drug. I don’t exactly love her, I like her, I care about her, she’s a nice person. But she’s mine to use, and she makes it clear whenever I’m about. It’s hard to avoid.” 
 
    “I’m surprised you didn’t ask me to put her on your list.” 
 
    “I want her to find someone who will treat her like a human,” Shadow said looking up at her from where he had sat down on a couch, “not to continue as a sex slave and fucktoy to a demented perverted cat.” 
 
    “You are not demented.” Shirley grinned, “Though I can’t argue perverted.” 
 
    “You haven’t seen what I’ve done to her. She's brought out the worst in me at times.” 
 
    Shirley thought about that. “Well, I’ll just have to judge that for myself.” 
 
    Shadow’s head shot up and he starred at her, “What?” 
 
    “You’re going to introduce me. The other three know who I am, so I’ll just pay them visits on my own. But this one I’ll probably want you to introduce me.” 
 
    Sean blinked at her and shook his head, “What?” 
 
    “I want to meet the women who are having my husband’s children, or who have had,” she said quietly. 
 
    “I don’t think Circe would be safe ....” 
 
    “Circe,” she growled cutting him off, “will damn well be safe or I will kick her ass long and hard. These women are all going to understand that you are my property and I’m only loaning you out. I am not going to let any of them turn your children into criminals.” 
 
    Shadow stood up suddenly and stared Shirley down, “I have told them in no uncertain terms what I would do to them if they ever proved to be bad mothers for my children. You will please not threaten them further on that score or I’ll put you over my knee and spank you.” 
 
    “You’ll do what?” Shirley looked surprised. 
 
    “Spank you. I am the ultimate authority in this household when it comes to matters of family. You are the light of my life dear, and I love you completely. But I’m in charge.” He stated simply. 
 
    Shirley got that funny feeling in her stomach that he gave her sometimes. The one that drew her to him so often.  
 
    Shadow pulled her close and purred, “So, you’re taking this better than I thought you would.” 
 
    Shirley sighed, “I can’t blame you for the ones before me, besides I suspected as much. These last two,” She shrugged, “I can’t say I’m not jealous, because I am a little. But I don’t want to have a child at the moment, so if you want to father one on those girls, well I already said you can fuck them to your heart’s content. This is just a natural consequence.” 
 
    Shadow leaned down and kissed her, taking his time and making it a nice long passionate kiss. “Thanks for not trying to kill me over it.” He purred. 
 
    Shirley smiled, “So when do I get to meet the sex slave?” 
 
    “Ummm, you sure you want to do that?” 
 
    “Oh, definitely!" Shirley laughed, "I want to see this girl who you can’t control yourself around.” 
 
    Shadow sighed, “Yes dear. Just don’t blame me for whatever happens.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    The Janet Issue 
 
      
 
    Shadow knocked on the door, and waited, it didn't take long. 
 
    "Master! You're here!!" and she flung herself into his arms, and kissed him, and then immediately untangled herself and fell to her knees before him abasing herself. "Oh I'm sorry, Master! I shouldn't have presumed! Please forgive me! I'm sorry!" and she kissed his feet, while running one hand caressingly up his leg. All outside in public. At least it was dark out. 
 
    Shirley almost laughed at the spectacle. Her mate's slave was hot alright; a good foot shorter than him, trim, stacked, and made up to look very alluring. She could tell that the apology was only half meant, she was tempting him, to either punish her or reward her, Shirley wasn't sure, maybe both. She could see Sean was uncomfortable with the situation. Probably because she was here. 
 
    "Inside, Janet." Sean growled and stepped past her.  
 
    Janet meekly followed him in with a curious glance at Shirley, who brought up the rear closing the door behind her. 
 
    "Janet, this is my mate Shirley. She wanted to meet you." Sean said looking around and tossing his overcoat onto the back of one of the couches. 
 
    "Hello, Shirley," Janet said taking Shirley's hand and going down to her knees again, "As my Master's wife and mate I welcome you. All that I have is yours and your wish is my command." 
 
    Shirley blinked surprised, Janet was completely sincere, she could tell with her magic that she meant every last word. She was also rubbing Shirley's hand in a most interesting way. She retrieved her hand slowly. "Thank you, Janet." 
 
    "You're welcome, Mistress." She smiled and stood back up and turned back to Shadow, "I missed you, Master, can I get you anything? A drink? Food?" she turned to Shirley, "Mistress?" 
 
    Shirley noticed that Janet would only look up for an instant when she turned to you, then would immediately look down submissively. 
 
    "Shirley would like to see my children, Janet. I assume they're in bed now?" 
 
    "Yes, Master. I make them go to bed at ten now like you told me to. They're asleep, should I wake them?" 
 
    Sean looked up at Shirley who shook her head no. 
 
    "That's not necessary, she can meet them later." 
 
    "Let me show you their rooms, you can peek in if you wish." 
 
    "I know the way, Janet," Sean smiled, "wait for us in the den, we'll be in shortly." 
 
    Janet beamed at that and lightly ran off as Shadow led Shirley down the hall. 
 
    "Wow." Shirley said glancing back at Janet. 
 
    "You haven't seen the half of it, trust me." Shadow softly growled. "Now this is William's room, he's the oldest." 
 
    Shirley looked in on William, then on Sarah in the next room. "How old are they?" she asked as they withdrew. 
 
    "Five and four." 
 
    "I got the impression you had Janet around when you got Liz pregnant." 
 
    Shrugged, "No, these were my second and third." 
 
    "Do they know who their daddy is?" Shirley asked looking up at him. 
 
    He nodded, "Yes, though of late I haven't been spending as much time with them." 
 
    "Why's that?" 
 
    "Umm, I've been busy with someone very important to me, and helping them at work?" He said gently with a smile. 
 
    Shirley made a little 'oh' and nodded. She felt a little guilty but he pressed up against her as if reading her mind. 
 
    "Don't worry about it, when things settle down I'll make it up to them. I always do." 
 
    She nodded and he led her down to the den. 
 
    Stepping into the den she was again taken aback, if just a little. It was very definitely a room for being comfortable, and very much off limit to the children she guessed as well. A guess that was confirmed as Shadow closed the door behind him and locked it. 
 
    There were several day lounges, a small bar, lots of pillows, soft lighting, silk, erotic art, and a toy chest that was open and very full of adult toys. And posed submissively in little more than a slave harness and good intentions was Janet, wrists crossed and eyes down submissively at the floor. 
 
    "Can this slave please her Master in any way?"  Janet said and followed it right up with, "Or her new Mistress?" 
 
    "Drinks please. Tea would be nice." 
 
    "Yes, Master!" Janet said and sprung up to go get make some.  
 
    Shirley looked up at Shadow who smiled and shrugged sitting down on a large plush couch along the wall and motioning for Shirley to join him. 
 
    "My 'den'" he purred, "Janet likes to be prepared should I drop by." 
 
    "It's been a while, since you dropped by that is?" 
 
    Janet was back with the tea, she kneeled before them with the tray and they both helped themselves. 
 
    "My Master hasn't visited me in a while," Janet said looking sad, "but he's here now!" she perked back up and undid Shadow's sandals and started to stroke and rub his feet.  
 
    Shirley watched interested while sipping her tea. It was rather good and she could see that Shadow was relaxing back into the couch as Janet worked on his feet, rubbing her face occasionally against his leg as she worked. She noticed Janet would steal little looks up at Shadow, and was carefully starting to work a little higher each time. It didn't take long to figure out what Janet wanted from her mate.  
 
    Shadow for his part was enjoying it, as always. He felt a little self-conscious with Shirley watching, but as those well-trained fingers started in on his thighs he could feel himself starting to rise to the occasion. Janet's eyes were mostly on his crotch, which was starting to thicken noticeably, all he had on were the silk shorts he usually wore at this point. He looked over at Shirley who was watching with extreme interest. He noticed that Janet was stealing glances at her too now, unsure of how to proceed, but unwilling to stop. She wanted to submit to him, he could see it in every line of her body and could even smell her need. It made him want her all that much more. 
 
    "Master?" Janet almost whined looking up at him, and down at his crotch. 
 
    "Yes slave?" Shadow grinned. 
 
    "Ummmm ...." 
 
    "Of for goodness sake," Shirley said starting to actually feel sorry for Janet, "fuck her brains out already, Dear." 
 
    Janet perked right up and smiled. 
 
    "You may pull my shorts down, Janet," Sean growled, "And nothing else." He warned. 
 
    Janet pouted and did as she was told, a shiver running through her body as she got to see her Master's stiff black cock once more. 
 
    Shirley sat back and watched, fascinated as her mate teased and took his time. First he let her smell him, then only touch with her face, her mouth remaining closed. Then he let her use her tongue, after a while he let her suck him. And so it progressed, Shadow giving her orders, letting her do a little at a time, his hands laced behind his head as he never once touched her in return. Eventually she was riding his cock, and still he didn't touch her, he hardly moved, just giving orders on what to do. Shirley had removed her own clothes at this point. She'd never ever watched two other people actually fuck before, and the way Shadow was using and teasing Janet was getting her rather excited as well. He'd stop her every so often and make her change positions, or change the way she was doing something. It took Shirley awhile to figure it out be then it dawned on her, Shadow was working her to the point of orgasm, but never letting her achieve one.  
 
    Shadow smiled at Janet as she bounced on his cock once more, he'd taken her to the edge twenty times now, and never let her go over it once. He could see the need in her eyes, on her face. It was sexy and was making him incredibly hard. His balls were full of cum now, but this act was far from over. 
 
    "Off" he told her. "Stand over there." Then, "Don't touch yourself, and watch." 
 
    He then grabbed Shirley who gasped in surprise, not expecting it and pushed her over onto one of the day beds and mounted her quickly. 
 
    "Somebody's all hot and wet!" he purred. 
 
    "Oh, Shadow!" Shirley gasped surprised, he was hard as a rock and the nubs or spines down his cock were inflated too. It was like being suddenly plugged into the wall socket and she hadn't realized just how excited she was. She came instantly clamping down hard on his cock, and not at all surprised as with a growl he came with her, filling her completely with his seed, while Janet looked on forlornly, hungrily. Shirley grabbed him tighter and wrapped her body around him, milking him as best she could, as Shadow made it clear who came first with him. 
 
    Shirley relaxed back against the bed beneath her panting from the shock of such an unexpected screwing, but feeling quite mellow as Shadow climbed off her and crooked a finger at Janet. 
 
    "You want my seed?" he purred and pointed at Shirley's pussy, which was leaking his seed. "Go get it slave!" he growled. 
 
    Shirley almost sat up but Shadow put a hand on her chest, not that it mattered because Janet dove in and started sucking and licking like she was possessed. Shirley didn't even have time to feel shock or outrage before Janet's lips, tongue, and fingers had her squirming on the bed. 
 
    "You're a bastard, Hon," She panted smiling. 
 
    "You like?" he purred kissing her. 
 
    "I take it back, you are depraved," Shirley groaned, "Oh gods this feels great. When does she get hers?" She panted. 
 
    "Once she makes you cum, then I'll make her cum." He smiled and moved behind Janet grabbing her hips and positioning her. 
 
    "Once she makes you cum, then I'll give her what she needs," He purred rubbing his cock against the now upturned ass. 
 
    Shirley noticed that Janet went after her with a will then, and knew she'd heard his words. She wrapped her legs around the girl's body and ground up against her face, enjoying the feeling of power as well as the actions; until with a cry of her own she came heavily. 
 
    She came down as she watched her mate fuck Janet from behind. He took her hard and he took her deep and Shirley amused herself by playing with Janet's tits while he rode her. It didn't take long before Janet had her first orgasm, then her second, then her third. When she hit her fourth was when she saw Shadow's body start to tremble and jerk as he growled out his own lust and dumped a load inside his slave. Shirley felt a bit curious about that, a little jealous about seeing another woman get one of 'her' loads. But also a bit proud at the way he so completely dominated her. And then there were the things she'd taken part in. She'd have to think about it. 
 
    They all relaxed a while longer, then Shadow announced they were spending the night and they all adjourned to the bedroom. They fucked again in the morning, though it wasn't as drawn out for Janet, he didn't punish her as much, but he fucked Shirley first, then her.  
 
    After that was done, and they were all cleaned up they adjourned to the kitchen for breakfast, where Shirley finally got to meet the kids. 
 
    "Dad! Dad!" Will yelled followed quickly by Sarah as they hugged and mobbed him and even climbed over him a bit.  
 
    Shadow let them pull him out of the chair and romped with them a bit, then when that was done sat and listened carefully as they went a mile a minute telling him everything they had done, seen, or thought of over the last couple of weeks since he'd seen them last in between bites of their breakfast. 
 
    Shirley watched amazed, up to now the only sides she'd see of her Shadow was the lover and loving husband, with a few short glimpses of the vicious animal underneath. Last night she saw a more perverted game player, which wasn't really that much of a surprise considering some of the things they'd done already, but the attentive and obviously caring father was a bit of a shock. Supposedly male cats didn't care much for their offspring but he sure put the lie to that story.  
 
    When they finished eating and winded down Shadow finally gave into their growing curiosity. "Sarah, William, this is my wife Shirley that I told you about." 
 
    "Hi, Shirley," Will said happily. 
 
    "Are you going to be our new Mom?" Sarah asked shyly.  
 
    Shirley looked up at Janet and caught a slight show of panic on Janet's face. She'd noticed Janet's pride in the children earlier; it was something she'd served her Master well with obviously.  
 
    "I'm not going to replace your Mom," Shirley said smiling at Janet as she looked up, and then turned back to Sarah, "but I can be your second Mom if you want?" 
 
    This seemed to mollify Sarah who she now realized was probably afraid of losing her real mom as well. Both of the children asked her a few more questions, but quickly returned their attention to their dad. 
 
    "Are you going to be here when we get home from school?" William asked. 
 
    "Sorry, Son, I have work to do, but I'll be around, don't worry." He purred, then gave his children a hug and let Janet shepherd them off to get ready for school. 
 
    "Good answer there hon," Sean smiled at Shirley, "Janet knows the biggest reason I've kept coming around are the kids. If she lost them, she figures she'd lose me as well." 
 
    "Would she?" Shirley asked curious. 
 
    "Weeeellll," Sean looked up at her serious now. "I like her; she's nice to have around. She waits on me hand and foot and is a good servant. I also like to just use and abuse her every once in a while, even if I feel guilty afterwards. She just wants it so much." 
 
    "What about me?" Shirley grinned. 
 
    "You're my mate, I love fucking the shit out of you or making love to you, but in either case I'm not abusing you, or using you, I'm loving you. We're two halves of the whole. Janet is a slave, not a partner, not someone I can talk to. She's a possession." 
 
    "And you like possessing her, don't you my big furry pervert?" Shirley laughed. 
 
    "Yeah, Hon, I guess I do. Of course she's your property now too." 
 
    Janet came back in the room then and looked between the two of them. 
 
    "So where do they go to school?" Shirley asked. 
 
    "A nice private school that Shadow picked out."  
 
    Shirley nodded. "Where do you work?" 
 
    "I'm a secretary for a local law firm." 
 
    "You fucking the boss there?"  
 
    Janet started, "No, of course not. Only my Master can do that." 
 
    "So what do you do for them?" Shirley persisted. 
 
    "I file papers, take calls ..." 
 
    "No," Shirley interrupted, "What do you do for them sexually?"  
 
    Janet looked a little lost for a moment, and when Shadow looked like he was going to say something Shirley put up her hand. 
 
    "Janet, your Master and I are married, and mated. I'm your Mistress now and you serve me as well. Answer the question truthfully." 
 
    "I give blowjobs to the two senior partners," she said with a sigh, eyes downcast. 
 
    Shirley held up her hand again as she heard Shadow's intake of breath and turned to him, "You're not the only predator out there, Hon. Janet is just such a submissive every guy out there is going to be drawn to her, and she needs to serve someone, don't you Janet?" She asked turning back to her. 
 
    "Yes," she nodded close to tears. "It's been so long since I've been able to make my Master happy. He hardly comes by anymore." 
 
    "Ah shit ..." Shadow said with a sigh. "So what do we do with her, Hon?" 
 
    "You've got two choices, sell her to a Master who will keep her, or keep her yourself." Shirley said walking up to Shadow and leaning against him, "And it's obvious you really don't want to sell her, do you?" 
 
    "I'd sort of hoped she'd become her own person," Sean sighed again, looking at his wife and then at Janet who was following the conversation with rapt attention. She knew her fate lay in the balance. 
 
    "Oh admit it; you don't want to give her up. I've noticed that when you get your claws into something you like, you don't part with it easily, Dear." 
 
    "And then there are my kids," he added. 
 
    Shirley nodded, "and splitting her from them would be cruel when she's done such a good job for you there." 
 
    "Well," he turned and looked up at her again from his chair, "what do you have in mind?" 
 
    "Keeping her obviously," Shirley laughed watching the look of relief on Janet's face, "But not like this. She's our slave and we could use a domestic servant around the house, not to mention a little sex toy for the two of us," Shirley grinned down at Shadow's surprised expression. "You forget, Hon, I can tell when she means what she says. So unlike you I don't feel guilty about using her, and I think I'm gonna be using her quite a bit." 
 
    Shadow laughed, "We're gonna need a bigger house I think." 
 
    Shirley grinned, "Yeah, I think." 
 
    Janet looked up at both of them, tears of joy on her face. 
 
    "Come on, Slave, we don't have to be into work till noon and I think your Master and I are going to have a little fun till then," Shirley snickered. 
 
    "I knew I picked the right one ..." Shadow purred following them to the den. 
 
      
 
    #          #          #          #          # 
 
      
 
    "So you inherited a family?" Fiona asked Shirley as they showered. They'd both taken part in a long and grueling practice session in the FBI's danger room. They'd had to fly out to Arlington to use it, danger rooms were expensive and there weren't many of them around. Especially not ones that could handle a large team like theirs. 
 
    "Not exactly, but close. We got a bigger place, and his kids are in an attached wing. We have our privacy when we want, still enjoy his kids when we want, and get a free maid and cook with the deal." Shirley smiled and closing her eyes ducked under the shower to rinse her hair out. 
 
    "Sounds nice," Fiona laughed. "Still, Shadow having kids, is a bit of a surprise." 
 
    "Well don't spread it around. Other than you and Centurion and Tomas I'm keeping that quiet. They're good kids, no need to have someone draw them into our work just to get at me or the team." 
 
    "Yeah I hear you. Still, isn't it weird suddenly having children like that? And that house, where'd he afford that from?" Fiona asked rinsing off herself and turning off the shower. 
 
    "It's nice having the kids around when I want, and not when I don't. Best of both worlds really. As for the money, well Shadow apparently is a cat of some means," she chuckled, "he actually lived rather simply until we got married, the only thing he spent his money on was his children. All his flamboyance was just him, never his dress or any props. Just force of personality." 
 
    Fiona sighed, "You got lucky hon, in more ways than one. Sexy, rich, likes kids, and scares the hell out of anyone who might ever think to hurt you." 
 
    "Well you and Bill seem to be doing well. Or have I missed something?" Shirley asked grabbing a towel and starting to dry off. 
 
    Fiona smiled suddenly, her face lighting up, "Oh no, you haven't missed anything, we are doing well. Bill's a real dream once we get away from the office. In more ways than you'd expect too. All these years and he was under my nose. I'm just jealous that you clicked on someone as fast as you did, that's all." 
 
    Shirley shrugged, "Our first meeting didn’t go off very well, trust me." 
 
    "But it did work out, right?" she grinned. 
 
    "I seem to recall our working out causing you and Bill to work out as well!" Shirley teased. 
 
    "Yeah well, it did, didn't it?" Fiona laughed blushing under her dark skin. 
 
    "So I wonder how Tomas, Thadieus, Jimmy, and Chen are going to take to both the gals on the team being married?" 
 
    "Relieved I bet," Fiona said getting dressed. "Being the lone female on this team was hard, when you came along it made it easier, guys are always looking around. Getting married seems to have taken you off their radar and just moving in with Bill has had that effect for me." 
 
    Shirley nodded, "Well ever since Shadow had that 'little talk' with Jimmy he's been the perfect gentleman around me I've noticed." 
 
    "Well that's cause he's getting laid regularly!" Fiona snickered. 
 
    "Well it's about time! Who's the lucky gal?" 
 
    "Lucky 'gals' actually. Supposedly Shadow told him to start dating some of the girls in his fan club. He's been doing just that apparently." 
 
    "Wait a second," Shirley said looking up from tying her laces. "Jimmy has a fan club?" 
 
    "Apparently. Bill's got one too, or rather had one until he let word out he was spoken for." Fiona grinned, "All the guys have or had one, but Jimmy was the only one who answered his letters and would visit them, so a lot of young girls just fell in love with the little twerp." 
 
    Shirley grinned, "He isn't that bad." 
 
    "No, as long as his hormones are under control the kid knows his stuff. Notice he was really on top of his game today?" 
 
    Shirley nodded. "Yes I did." 
 
    "Well now you know why. By the way, been meaning to ask you, Bill says he's heard a few rumors that your Shadow is still prowling around the underground as it were." 
 
    Shirley laughed, "You don't have to tiptoe around the subject. He's a cat, cats prowl. I know where my kitty spends his time, and even how he spends it." 
 
    "And you're okay with that?" Fiona blinked surprised. 
 
    "I'm a very competitive woman Fiona. I need a little competition in the wings to keep me on top of my game. I enjoy showing up those others, Shadow apparently does as well," Shirley smiled and let her thoughts wander a bit, "Oh yeah, I don't think I have to worry on that score."  
 
    Fiona shook her head, "You're weird Shirl." 
 
    "I believe the proper term is 'kinky'" Shirley laughed and Fiona joined in. 
 
    "If your public ever finds out that the 'Angel' is kinky, they'll have a heart attack!" Fiona giggled. 
 
    "Good thing I'm not in this for the fame then, isn't it?" 
 
    "Definitely. Lets go, the guys are probably chomping at the bit to go get dinner."  
 
    "So how about you and Bill coming over for dinner tomorrow night?" Shirley asked as they walked out the door. 
 
    "And see Shadow in a social setting? Wouldn't miss that for the world hon. We'll be there!" 
 
      
 
      
 
    "Man this place must have set you back a bit," Bill, aka Centurion, said to Shadow as the later mixed them drinks. "I guess crime does pay." 
 
    Shadow laughed, "For everyone but the criminals really. But they have money and they're willing to spend it." 
 
    "So you're saying this place wasn't financed by criminal activities?" Bill said surprised, "Come-on Shadow, I've been up against your old crowd for years, they're all crooks." 
 
    Shadow smiled and handed Bill his drink, "Oh yeah a lot of the people I run with, or ran with, were bad, no arguments there, but I made money off of them when I made it at all. Shady stuff sometimes true, but I wasn't poor when I walked in there, and up till this place I wasn't much for spending money anyway. If you saw my tax returns for the last ten years you'd see where it all came from, and probably be surprised. A criminal mastermind I'm not." 
 
    "So why did you run with them? Bill said grabbing a seat. The girls were out on the porch, talking about whatever it was girls talked about. "I figured out a long time ago you really weren't a player down there, you never were tied to anything major. I would have pegged you for pretender except for the way no one ever messed with you." 
 
    Shadow smiled again, in spite of himself, he always enjoyed entertaining and Bill was actually good company it seemed. "To get laid, why else? I mean yeah supers get a lot of attention from girls and such, but all the really hot and kinky girls go for the bad guys. Forbidden fruit, that kind of thing. Down there all I had to do was look tough and occasionally kick a little ass. As a good guy I would have had to work my tail off, and then stick to one or two gals at a time." 
 
    Bill shook his head, "I find that a bit hard to believe, you never struck me as exactly lazy." 
 
    "Believe it. Know how many girlfriends I had before meeting Shirley? Ten. Ten regulars and a booty call list with another forty or so regulars on it. Then there were the girls I'd pick up in the bars on top of that. In my earlier and much more rash years I'd be bedding two or three a day minimum. The girls didn't mind, no one thought anything about it, except maybe to envy me occasionally. Kitty paradise and I got backrubs on top of it all." Shadow winked at Bill, "Try doing that as a super hero and your ass would be out on the street in no time." 
 
    "To be honest, I don't know if I'd want too. That's a bit too much for even me. Don't you miss it at all though?" 
 
    Shadow shook his head, "Not really. I mean when I met Shirl I wasn't fucking everything that stood still and looked good in a skirt anymore, and to say that we have an active sex life would be putting it mildly. Shirley is the center of my universe." 
 
    "Well I've heard rumors your orbit isn't all around her you known." Bill said sotto voice, "Aren't you worried about that?" 
 
    "Not really. She told me I could keep a few on the side if I wanted too so I picked the ones I had special relationships with and dumped the others." Shadow looked over at Bill as he coughed on his drink. 
 
    "She let you?" he said and coughed again. "You're kidding me!" 
 
    "Nope, remember, she knows where my heart lies, she also understands I'm part wild animal. If she told me to dump the others I would, but she knows she has nothing to worry about." 
 
    "I don't think Fiona would let me do that." Bill said shaking his head. 
 
    "Yeah, but you're not me, Bill, what makes me happy isn't what makes you happy. Having those pieces on the side isn't just for recreation; those women are important to me in different ways and keep me connected down there. Jimmy would probably be dead now if it wasn't for one of them." 
 
    "I thought you had to pay some sort of price to get him back?" 
 
    "I did," Shadow sighed and gave a rueful shake of his head, ears flicking, "But without my connections down there, no one would have thought to ransom him off." 
 
    "They could have sold him to us," Bill said. 
 
    "Not really," Shadow grinned, "They hate you guys and they'd rather lose money than have anything to do with you. Me they know however, and anything that puts me over a barrel or gives them an upper hand over me, they'll all go for. Counting coup is an important part of the culture." 
 
    "Jimmy wasn't the first you saved for us, was he?" 
 
    "Figured that one out did you?" 
 
    Bill nodded. "Yeah, I did. Plus Fiona confided in me that you were the one who saved her. Staged her rape as a cover for what you were really doing, and that she wasn't rescued in a daring raid by Tomas, but dropped off by you at his house." 
 
    "Yeah well," Shadow looked a bit uncomfortable, "I've sort of been passing Tomas information since he went to work for the feds. A few times circumstances dictated that I had to take more direct action." 
 
    "Undercover work takes a lot of guts Shadow, you should be proud." 
 
    "I didn't do it for praise, Bill; I did it because what they were doing violated my ethics. Don't let the others on the team know." 
 
    "Why?" Bill looked puzzled. 
 
    "A number of reasons, some of them private, but I'd rather the bad guys and the people believe that the team did those things without inside help." 
 
    "Also Shadows don't do well in the sunlight? Do they?" Fiona joked while walking back inside with Shirley. 
 
    Shadow laughed, "Something like that." 
 
    "Make us some drinks dear, I think Janet has supper ready." 
 
    "Sure thing love." Shadow made another round and passed them out. 
 
    "So, Bill, when are you going to ask Fiona to marry you?" Shirley asked innocently, or rather doing her best to fake it, then laughing as both Fiona and Bill choked on their drinks. 
 
    "Shirley!" Fiona said as she recovered. "What kind of question is that?" 
 
    "A to the point one," she replied still laughing. 
 
    "I'm a bad influence on her, I admit it!" Shadow said holding his hands up. 
 
    "Don't do that to me woman!" Bill said grinning, "You trying to kill us?" 
 
    "It's been what, nine months now? What's the hold up?" Shirley asked. 
 
    "Ummm wellllll," Bill looked guilty and Fionna looked embarrassed as well. 
 
    "This oughta be good," Shirley grinned. 
 
    "Shirley!" Fionna said and gave her a little poke. "We've talked about it, just well ...." 
 
    "We don't want to make a mistake," Bill said looking embarrassed, "Neither one of us wants to find out we can't handle it and cause the other one pain." 
 
    "Sheesh, if that's all I'd say go get married," Shadow said. "There are no guarantees, it's good that neither of you want to hurt the other. But you are going to hurt each other, that's just part of the institution." 
 
    "How do you two get through it?" Bill asked. 
 
    "Blind devotion," grinned Shadow. 
 
    "He's sly and sneaky and good at guilt trips," Shirley said sticking her tongue out at Shadow who laughed. 
 
    "Oh yeah, don't let her fool you. The 'Angel' over there can be quite the devil. If I don't toe the line I could end up a coat!" 
 
    "And such a nice coat you'd make too ...."  
 
    Janet entered the room then, she had on a maid's outfit, an outfit that showed off her obvious charms, but subtly, unlike some of the ones Shirley made her wear when guests weren't expected. "Dinner is ready, Master, Mistress." 
 
    "Ahh, saved by the bell," Bill smiled. 
 
    Shadow and Shirley headed off to the dining room; Bill however lagged behind and grabbed Fiona. 
 
    "So, what do you think?" 
 
    "About what?" Fiona asked. 
 
    Bill smiled, "I think they're right, I think we should just do it. Will you marry me?" 
 
    Fiona smiled and leaned against Bill, "Of course I will." She tilted he head back as he kissed her, "But!" She warned, "I'm not a sharing type like Shirley. No straying." 
 
    Bill hugged her close, "I'm not a cat hon. Straying isn't my style." 
 
    "I've noticed," She smiled and they both headed into the dinning room to join their hosts. 
 
      
 
    "So what did Bill think about the house?" 
 
    "Oh he was impressed. He brought up the question of my 'catting' around, guess there are rumors out there about my behavior. What about Fiona?" 
 
    "Oh she was curious about Janet. I think she likes the idea of a maid, but would rather have one that wouldn't tempt Bill." 
 
    "Makes sense." 
 
    "What were you two talking about when we came back in?" 
 
    "Fiona told Bill about my saving her a long time ago." 
 
    "So why did you end up saving her?" Shirley yawned, she was tired, they'd just spent an hour making love and she was nice and warm cuddled in her mate's strong arms. 
 
    "There wasn't really any other choice, they were about to kill her. She was working with another team, not as good as you guys, complete amateurs actually and when one got killed the others had to run for their life. They fucked up in every way possible. It was the big turning point in my life. Either go along for the ride, or do something about it. Up to then I'd done some bad things, and I could have easily turned down the wrong path." 
 
    "Well I'm glad you didn't, Hon," she murmured and snuggled. 
 
    "So am I, Hon, so am I," he purred remembering, had it really been nine years ago? He purred a bit as he remembered just how Fiona had 'thanked' him, afterwards. 
 
    Shirley looked up at her husband and grinned. "You had her, didn't you?" 
 
    Shadow's ears flicked and he smiled embarrassed. "Yeah. All day long and into next morning. I took her virginity; I was surprised she wanted me to be the one, but I guess she felt she had to reward me. We never spoke to each other again or met again, except in the field. I'd appreciate it if you didn't talk to her about it." 
 
    Shirley nodded, "Ancient history, but I had sort of guessed already." 
 
    Shadow looked surprised, "Really? How?" 
 
    "Well she has this faint scar on her ass, four parallel lines, kind of reminds me of the twin set a certain panther gave me ...." She sniggered. 
 
    "Interesting." He yawned and curled up around Shirley. "Well she's marrying Bill now, so don't worry, I won't be nosing around there again." He purred in her ear, and then shortly thereafter joined her in sleep. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Family Matters 
 
    A Deadly Challenge 
 
      
 
    It had been a good year. Shadow yawned and stretched looking out the window of his downtown pad. He didn’t spend much time here anymore, usually checked in once or twice a week to make sure things were okay, and caught a nap if he was tired like today. But he didn’t live here anymore. He lived in the heights now, in a nice large house, more of a small mansion, with his wife, his kids, and his sex slave. Well more like their sex slave, Shirley was just as kinky as he was and had no problems with using Janet, which Janet loved and of course he enjoyed as well. Talking about having your cake and eating it too ... he shook his head and grinned to himself. 
 
    He’d have to check out his lair sometime soon, he hadn’t been there in weeks and he tried to check it out at least once a month, just to make sure things were fine with it. Same for his safe house. Now that he had the larger place he didn’t really need the others anymore. But he could afford to keep them, so he did, just in case of an emergency. There were quite a few people who were near and dear to his heart these days, not including his several bastard children, and if anything should happen, he wanted to be sure he had safe places to stash them.  
 
    He was spending less time in his old haunts down here in the bad part of town as well. He still hit Bell’s bar twice a week, occasionally more, it was his favorite bar in town and he’d gone through a lot to stake out his piece of it. Plus it reminded everyone that while he might be putting it to The Angel, he was still part of the underworld as well. Sometimes he even brought Circe there, no doubt confusing most people to the real truth that Angel, or Shirley, was the love of his life and his true mate. 
 
    As for Circe, well things with Circe really had taken a surprisingly positive turn in the last few months. Having his kid had made a huge difference in her, motherhood had changed her in ways he hadn’t foreseen but he approved of wholeheartedly. She had scaled her illegal operations back considerably, maybe because for the first time in her life she had someone who was not only dependent upon her, but whom she actually cared about. Shadow was happy about it, Shirley was happy about it too, as she figured it would decrease his chances of getting into trouble because of her. Circe’s power over animals still gave her a small hold over him, at this point he could probably break it if he had to, but he was hoping he’d never have to. While she wasn’t his mate, he still cared for her deeply, despite all the fights and arguments. It was something only an animal, or someone part animal, could really understand. 
 
    He’d been by Nance’s earlier today for his weekly romp, and then came here to wash up and change clothes. He didn’t really have any plans for the rest of the day, Shirley and the team were probably going to be working late tonight, they were on a case involving some new maniac who had recently hit town. Shadow had his ears open of course, but nothing had come to him about it. He didn’t cruise the parties anymore, he just didn’t have the interest in them these days. He figured he’d go hit Bell’s, have a drink or two, then head back home and spend some quality time with Shirley once she got home. 
 
      
 
    Bell’s was pretty full tonight Shadow noticed as he made his way to his personal booth in the back. He smiled to himself as several people sitting there quickly got up to move. All of the patrons quickly learned to move if they sat in one of the reserved booths when the owner of it showed up. Those that didn’t often got hurt, and as Bell didn’t appreciate such fuss, the person causing such things by not moving might find themselves removed from the premises as well. Only if Bell respected you, would you not suffer that fate.  
 
    Shadow slid into his usual spot and motioned to the Bartender who nodded. He’d send the waitress over with Shadow’s usual drink, Bushmills, and also would buy a round for the people who had left Shadow’s booth and bill it to Shadow’s account. It was considered good form to buy a round for the ones who left, if they did so quickly. 
 
    “Evening Shadow,” the waitress said coming over and setting his drink on the table. 
 
    “Evening Steph,” he said with a smile placing a couple of twenties on the table. She smiled back and picked them up giving him a wink. 
 
    Shadow picked up his drink and leaned back taking a sip. Several people nodded to him, one actually walking over to join him. 
 
    “How’s it goin’, Shadow? Mind if I?” he motioned towards the other side of the booth. 
 
    “Take a load off, Carl,” Shadow nodded to the indicated seat. “Let me buy you a refill,” and he waved to the Bartender. 
 
    “Haven’t been seeing you around the parties much anymore. Where you been keepin’ yourself?” 
 
    Shadow smirked, “Enjoying the fruits of my labor.” 
 
    “So I heard. She any good?” Carl asked with a wink. 
 
    “If she wasn’t I’d still be doing the parties, now wouldn’t I?” 
 
    “Some people do wonder you know.” 
 
    Shadow shrugged, “Not my problem.” 
 
    “Well consider it a friendly word of advice. Some may decide to make it your problem. A few folks are a mite ‘uncomfortable’ with your friends uptown these days.” 
 
    “Again, not my problem, Carl. My interests change over time. There is always a new game to play after all.” Shadow looked at Carl closely. “Is this you talking by the way? Or are you expressing an interest for someone else?” 
 
    Carl looked a little uncomfortable, but smirked, “There has been a little talk, yes. And a few of the guys at the party last night wanted me to sound you out.” 
 
    Shadow laughed, “They’re still afraid of me I see. Well that’s always good.” 
 
    “Well, too many people still remember what you did to Laughing Boy. And you’re still pretty tight with Circe.” 
 
    Shadow nodded, “Truth is, Carl, I don’t really give a rat’s ass what people think or say down here in the underground. I only care about two things.” 
 
    “And what’s that?” 
 
    “They don’t disturb me, and they don’t cross me. Just make sure your friends know, if they come after me or mine, I’ll do to them what I did to Laughing Boy, or maybe worse. I’ve got no problems with killing, Carl, don’t ever forget that.” 
 
    Carl smiled and nodded, Shadow got the impression that Carl wanted to hear that for some reason. “I told them I didn’t think you were going soft on us. But you know how they talk.” 
 
    “Why do I have the feeling that you’re up to something, Carl?” 
 
    “Shadow, really! I’m shocked that you’d consider such a thing.” 
 
    Shadow growled. “You know if I find out you’re behind whatever it is, I’ll hunt you down and gut you.” 
 
    Carl shook his head, “I’m not stupid, Shadow.” 
 
    “Going to tell me what this is all about?”  
 
    “That would be cheating, and I got a lot of money down on you, Shadow.” 
 
    Shadow smiled slowly and leaned over towards Carl, “I appreciate the vote of confidence.” He said softly, “Now tell me what’s up, or I’ll kill you right here and now and take my chances with Bell’s wrath.” 
 
    Shadow enjoyed the way Carl’s face paled slightly. It was a bit of a game between the two of them, Shadow often made threats to Carl, and Carl would walk the edge of Shadow’s temper at times, but they both knew Shadow valued Carl’s information too much to actually follow through on the threats. But then again, Shadow did have limits. 
 
    “You wouldn’t! We go way back! I even set you up with the Rosen twins!” 
 
    “Give, Carl.” 
 
    Carl looked around and leaned in closer, still nervous. “You know that new psycho that’s running around town?” 
 
    Shadow flicked an ear and nodded. 
 
    “He’s been tying up with some of the Raven gang. Word is he’s gonna hit Circe.” 
 
    It was several seconds before Shadow could stop growling enough to talk again, “When were you going to tell me this, Carl?” 
 
    “I’m telling you now, aren’t I? Besides, I thought you didn’t like her anymore?” he said puzzled. 
 
    “Carl, for once I actually mean this: Tell me everything, tell me quickly, or you’re going to die right here and now!” Shadow could feel his claws sinking into the table, the Formica had already cracked. 
 
    Carl gulped, “Tonight, at her place, not sure how, he figures he kills one of the worst of us, everyone will know he’s nasty. I didn’t know, Shadow...” 
 
    But Shadow was already gone, out the door and into the street. He ripped the door off the first car he came to, and snapping the seatbelt with a claw pulled the terrified passenger out of the car. “I’ll buy you a Mercedes, now out!” he growled and jumping in the front seat he floored it and took off full speed heading across town shifting into his full dex form. Shadow pulled out his phone and pressed the number for Shirley and clipped the phone to his ear as he drove. 
 
    On the forth ring she answered. “I’m a bit busy now hon.” 
 
    “Take the team; meet me at the twelve hundred block on Stark.” 
 
    “Hon, we’re in the middle of something, I just can’t pull the team off.” 
 
    Shadow cornered hard and clipped the side of a truck as he squeezed past. 
 
    “The psycho is going to hit Circe tonight. I’ll be there in two minutes. My child is there, Shirley.” 
 
    “I’ll ... We’ll be there.” And she hung up. 
 
    Shadow cut down two alleys speeding through a street and clipping another two cars in the process, he threw it around hard as he launched through yet another side street, cut down a sidewalk just barely missing a pedestrian and then locked the wheels as the car one eighty’d to a stop in front of a large estate with a large wall that had spikes on top. 
 
    He bolted out of the car and sprung to the roof, then from there jumped to the top of the wall and then over the spikes and hit the ground on all fours in cat form and took off running across the ground flat out. 
 
    He heard the explosion, could feel it through his paw pads as he streaked across the grounds, they were already here. When he got to the house he ran up the side using his momentum and claws to carry him to the second floor window which he plunged through without a thought, rolling across the floor and he came up on all four feet and got his bearings. 
 
    The house shook again, with the sounds of small arms fire joined in. He ran out into the hall and took a hard left, literally bouncing off of the wall and landing on the back of someone. He didn’t recognize them, they didn’t belong here, he ripped their face off with his claws and leaped from their body down the hallway. Two more were there, henchmen from the Raven’s he suspected, and they turned to face him leveling submachine guns and opening fire. 
 
    Shadow launched at the ceiling and twisted through an arc as he hit the ceiling inverted and pushed hard off of it at them, switching to his offense form as their guns tracked up trying to hit him. He enjoyed the looks of surprise on their faces as the leopard coming at them suddenly turned into a leopard man. He hit the first one and rolled, gutting him with his claws and grabbing the gun as they rolled into the second one. Shadow kicked the second one in the face, letting his foot claws rake the side of their face as he wrested the gun free of the now dying man and fired a burst into the body of the other one. 
 
    Springing back to his feet he slammed into the door to his daughter’s room, only to find he was too late. Circe was laying on the floor, covered in blood, a look of sheer anguish on her face, and a metal stake thru her chest. 
 
    “Circe!” Shadow yelled and slid over to her, the floor was covered in blood and there were a half dozen dead people in the room, two of them Shadow recognized as Circe’s people. There were also five dead wolves, and no sign of his three-month-old daughter. 
 
    “Shadow,” she gasped, “they took her. They took our daughter!!”  
 
    “Help is coming, take it easy, Circe, keep it together, don’t die on me.” 
 
    “Our daughter, my baby! They took her, Shadow!” 
 
    “And I will kill them all,” he growled, his blood growing hot in his veins. “Did they say anything?” 
 
    “The wharf, he mentioned the wharf,” she said coughing; blood was coming out of her mouth. “He said my daughter would pay where I could not! That if I lived maybe he would let me have her when he was done!” Circe started to cry then and Shadow switched to his healer form and pulled out his kit. He started trying to stabilize her. 
 
    “Leave me, go save her!”  
 
    “Shut up, Circe! My wife is coming, with help. As soon as you’re safe I’m out of here. But I can’t leave you to die either; I won’t lose either of you!” He growled that out as well, because he wanted to do just that, he could pick out the scents now, they were fresh. They’d left here only a minute ago. But he was sure they’d left fast, Circe was hurt bad, they’d gotten the child, they were probably planning on using his child as bait to get Circe, maybe him too if they’d figured it out. Then again, most people thought cats didn’t care about their offspring. That was a myth they’d soon be disabused of. 
 
    “He called himself the ‘Dispatcher’,” Circe said weekly, “he can read your surface thoughts, he knows what you’re thinking, what you’re going to do. He could dodge my attacks because he saw them coming. Be careful, Shadow ....” 
 
    Shadow tilted his head back and roared out loud then as she passed out. He had done what he could, it was time to hunt! He stood up and looked around, all he had was his duster, at least it was the armored one. He had no weapons because there had been no need, now there was. He looked around the carnage of the room, Kate, one of the dead amazons, was a blade user like himself. He found her Daito, it was a lovely piece of 440 steel, nice and straight like he preferred. He cut off a section of curtain and made a sash and stuck the blade and scabbard in it. 
 
    He could hear people approaching, Shirley had come. 
 
    “Shadow!” He turned as she entered the room, Tomas on her heels. 
 
    “Take care of her,” Shadow’s voice was flat as he pointed to Circe on the floor, “she is dying and I’ve done all I can do. I must hunt now.” 
 
    “I’m coming with you!” Shirley said, she was scared, she’d never heard his voice so drained of all emotion before, yet his eyes burned with an anger that she could feel through their link. He was beyond angry; he was enraged to a degree that she could not believe. 
 
    “No!” Shadow growled, “You are the only one I can entrust with her safety and protection. There is a pact between us, you are my mate, you must do what I cannot. Save her!” 
 
    Shirley understood and nodded, she was torn, but she knew he was counting on her to do this for him. She cast a spell on Circe to prolong her, and got Centurion to help her get Circe out of there. 
 
    “I’m coming Shadow,” Tomas said softly. 
 
    “A child has been taken, a child has been hurt, there will be no mercy, there will be no quarter, there will only be the hell that must be paid. Understand Tomas, it’s the old days.” 
 
    “I understand, Shadow.” 
 
    “I’m coming too,” Jimmy piped up. 
 
    “Jimmy ...” Tomas started. 
 
    “There will be death, Jimmy, maybe even yours.” Shadow said softly. 
 
    “But I can help. Come on, I got something in the courtyard that you’ll need.” 
 
    Jimmy took off out the door and Shadow followed with Tomas hot on his heels. Shadow had no idea what Jimmy was up to, but the kid was a certified boy genius after all. 
 
    “Do you have any clues?” Jimmy yelled back at them as they ran down the corridor and then down the stairs. 
 
    “The wharf was all I got out of her before she passed out.” Shadow growled. 
 
    “Okay. I got some beta samples on the way in here.” 
 
    They ran outside and Shadow was in time to see Centurion and Shirley flying off with Circe in the direction of the hospital. Jimmy’s little flying craft was sitting there as well, while Jimmy had super fast reflexes, he had no super powers beyond his intellect, so he had built this little number so he could keep up with the team when they flew. He hated being carried. 
 
    Jimmy ran up to his machine and popped the hatch and jumped in. “I’ve been gathering data on this guy’s aura since last week, samples, traces, beta scans, and ...” 
 
    “Cut to the chase, Jimmy!” Shadow growled interrupting. 
 
    Jimmy looked up at Shadow, “If I can get within a couple hundred yards of this guy this light will flash.” And he pointed at a device on the control panel. “The wharves cover miles. This will save time.” 
 
    “Good. Lead on.” 
 
    “I can’t carry you; you’ll have to get Tomas ...” 
 
    Shadow dropped the duster and shifted, he hadn’t had the time to get used to his newest form yet, or adapt his duster to it, but he would manage. He quickly re-secured the sword to his waist. 
 
    Both Jimmy and Tomas gasped as suddenly a large set of bat like wings appeared on Shadow’s back, along with a set of wicked looking horns from his head. 
 
    “How the hell did you do that?” Jimmy mumbled but started his craft up into the sky. 
 
    Tomas said nothing and Shadow followed them both up into the sky. Normally he would have enjoyed this, flying was still new to him, but there was little room in his mind for much of anything else currently. His thoughts were getting less and less human as the old rage came upon him, and he embraced them fully, his eyes on Jimmy’s small craft as it zipped towards the docks along the river that split the city in two. 
 
    Shadow was dimly aware that Jimmy had picked an effective search pattern to track their quarry, his predator mind approving of it. His tracking abilities were hampered in this form, but up in the sky those wouldn’t have helped anyway. He had no idea how long it took until Jimmy suddenly flew down to land on the roof of a building across from a large block of old decrepit storehouses in one of the city’s rundown districts. 
 
    “He’s in one of those buildings,” Jimmy said pointing. “I can’t narrow it down beyond that.” 
 
    Shadow shifted and looked across the street. Night had fallen, it was full dark now, and several hours had passed. “Good enough,” he growled and located the fire escape and ran down to the ground below.  
 
    He was aware that the others were following him, as he made his way carefully across the street and onto the middle property. He used the sword to quickly slash an opening in the chain link fence, pleased with the sharpness of the edge. 
 
    There were sentries, he spotted them and smiled, that was a good sign. Going full stealth he quickly killed two of them, then prowled around and killed several more, including the ones Tomas had rendered unconscious.  
 
    Tomas didn’t say anything, and held up a hand to silence Jimmy before he could protest. Jimmy gulped but kept his mouth shut and followed. Shadow had been nice to him for months now, and had been giving him advice in the one area he most needed it: women. He had a good idea of what Shadow was capable of, or at least he thought he did. But he had overheard Shirley telling Tomas that it was Shadow’s child that was in danger and knew that in Shadow’s world children were important. He’d gotten that lecture when he’d asked Shadow what to do if he ever got one of his newfound girlfriend’s pregnant. To be honest the depth of Shadow’s feelings on the issue had rung home with Jimmy. In Shadow’s world adults protected children at all costs, and Jimmy realized he wanted to be an adult in Shadow’s eyes. He was shocked at how heartlessly Shadow killed as they took out the sentries, but he saw Tomas did not flinch, so he would not either.  
 
    Tomas sighed inwardly as Shadow dispatched those he had rendered unconscious with his powers, but he was not surprised. He had seen the death in his friend’s eyes, and he knew there would be no reining Shadow in. To do so might place his own safety in jeopardy. He was there more to keep Shadow alive, Shirley would be devastated if Shadow died, and to bring him back when this was finished. He had no illusions as to what Shadow really was and could do. It was an animal leading them now, the man had stepped aside completely for what was to be done.  
 
    Shadow led them around portions of the building, scenting and listening, peeking and sneaking. Finally he stopped outside a door near the back of the building and turned to the other two. Jimmy looked a bit green to him, but then Shadow had been leaving a trail of dead bodies. The Raven gang had lost six members so far tonight. They were about to lose a lot more. 
 
    “Listen up,” Shadow said softly. “Once I go through that door it’s on. Anyone, anything, that you see is the enemy, kill it. If you can’t kill it, disable it and I’ll kill it. Watch your backs, and if you see the child, grab it and leave immediately. Do not wait for me or anyone else. Go to Shirley immediately.” 
 
    They both nodded. 
 
    Shadow shifted to his attack form and kicked the door in. All hell broke loose shortly after that. 
 
      
 
    Shadow had had to switch to his defense form more than once so far, he was wounded he knew, but he couldn’t feel it, wouldn’t feel it, until this was done. He’d left a trail of bodies, some dead, some dying. Tomas and Jimmy were somewhere behind him in the building, covering his back, dealing with the smaller players. But the one before him, he was the one Shadow had come for. This one would die! 
 
    “Well well well, if it isn’t the Shadow Cat. Looks like I’m getting a two for one today! Guess the rumors were true. That is your brat, isn’t it?” The Dispatcher laughed. 
 
    Shadow could hear the baby crying in the next room, “Whether or not the child was mine, I still had to come. You will die.” 
 
    “I don’t think so. I think I will use your hide for a coat, then all will see how I defeated not only the mighty Circe, but you as well. And they will all fear and respect me. Your child will just be icing on the cake, a torment to take to your grave!” 
 
    Shadow growled and attacked. 
 
      
 
    Tomas and Jimmy made it to the room where Shadow was fighting, there were still more of the Raven gang and The Dispatcher’s henchmen left, but Tomas thought it best if they stayed with Shadow and covered his back. When he got there and saw Shadow he realized that it was a wise idea. 
 
    Shadow’s body was covered in many places with blood, and it was obvious that some of that blood was his own. He had been shot at least once that Tomas could see and Jimmy quickly zapped a henchman that was trying to bring Shadow down from behind. The fight was furious, and the two were going at it heavily, the Dispatcher was obviously a super and a powerful one as well, obviously skilled in fighting because he was blocking all of Shadow’s strikes, and inflicting more damage than he was taking. Tomas could see that he was also fresh and unwounded as opposed to Shadow. He’d never seen the cat take such a pounding before, how he was still able to stay on his feet and move as fast as he was Tomas couldn’t understand. 
 
    He and Jimmy tried to attack then and found that they couldn’t, some sort of shield prevented them, and as Tomas studied it, to his horror he quickly discovered the Dispatcher’s power, he was Psion, and one of such power as Tomas had never seen. He could see now with his own psionics that he was reading Shadow’s mind as the other fought him, giving him the ability to block every attack.  
 
    He blocked Shadow’s attacks with a club that was obvious imbued with his powers, and would then attack Shadow back with it. Twice Tomas saw it connect with Shadow and send him reeling, but the cat would spring off whatever was handy and come right back at him, blade swinging and slicing and thrusting. 
 
    “We have to do something!” Jimmy said, looking around. 
 
    “I can’t breech this wall, we need help, Jimmy, he’s too strong for just the two of us!” 
 
    “He’s killing Shadow in there, Tomas! We have to save him!” 
 
    Tomas tried to focus his mind against the shield once again, but he could find no cracks in its armor. 
 
    “Oh shit!” Jimmy said as the saw Shadow’s right arm broken by the club. Another shot sent Shadow flying across the room to slam into a wall, and Jimmy could not believe that Shadow threw himself back at his enemy, picking up the sword left-handed now and trying still. 
 
    “How can he keep going like that?” 
 
    “He can’t stop, Jimmy, it’s not in him to give up.” 
 
    “But he’s going to get killed!” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “Come to watch the great Shadow die, have you?” The Dispatcher called out, noticing them for the first time. “You will be my witnesses to my greatness; I’ll even let you live so that you may tell the others how I slew him this day!” He laughed at them, and made a slashing motion with his free hand that opened up four long gashes across Shadow’s chest. 
 
    Shadow kept attacking, kept trying; trying not to think about what he was doing and just doing it. But no matter how he tried the other always seem to know. Could understand the commands his mind sent to his body as he moved. Only the ferocity of his attacks was allowing him to hurt the other at all, but he was dealing far less damage than he was taking. And he had taken a lot. 
 
    Tomas and Jimmy watched in mute horror as Shadow got hit once again, only this time the Dispatcher added some kind of psychic blast to it, staggering him hard. Shadow lost the sword and the club came down and broke his leg, sending him to his knees as the Dispatcher laughed and hit him in the head, obviously stunning him. 
 
    “What a nice sword,” the Dispatcher laughed and held out his hand, the sword slowly flew to his hand as Shadow swayed on his knees, blood coming from a dozen wounds on his body. 
 
    “I think it’s time for me to end this, but I’m not cruel. Besides, I’ve already put enough holes in your pelt.” And with that he pulled back the sword and swung it around in a flat arc to take off Shadow’s head. 
 
    “Save me cat ...” They heard Shadow gasp as the blade came around and suddenly, Shadow was in his cat form, the blade taking off the tip of an ear as he crouched there on all fours and sprung up grabbing at his enemy’s body with his claws, a last desperate act with his failing body, the act of an enraged animal that knew no pain.  
 
    The Dispatcher panicked and dropped the sword, he could not understand the animal’s mind attacking him now, could not read the moves before they happened. He needed time to understand, but those claws were savaging him, jaws snapping at his face. He lost his concentration and resorted to something crude, but equally powerful and pulling out a gun started shooting Shadow point blank in the chest. 
 
    They watched stunned as Shadow’s body jerked with each shot, once, twice, a third time, but then he pulled himself up the other’s body by some force they could not understand and those large jaws gripped his head and they heard a scream over the remaining shots followed by a sickening crunch, and suddenly there was only a twitching corpse underneath Shadow’s body. 
 
      
 
    The field dropped the instant Shadow crushed the Dispatcher’s skull, and Tomas and Jimmy ran forward, the only sound in the sudden silence that of a baby crying. Reaching out with his left paw, they watched as Shadow started to drag his broken and bleeding body towards the door from which the sounds were coming. 
 
    “Must ...” Shadow growled, then coughed, blood coming from his muzzle. 
 
    “Get the baby, Jimmy,” Tomas ordered, “bring her here.” 
 
    Jimmy took off like a shot, kicking in the door, a gun in hand looking for any threats. There weren’t any, the baby was on the floor on some bedding, frightened and cold. He picked her up and ran back out, dropping to his knees before Shadow who was back in his normal form, Tomas was trying to stop the bleeding from a dozen wounds, his hands covered in blood. 
 
    “Take her ... to Shirley ... Tomas.” 
 
    “Jimmy can take her, I need to stay here and help you.” 
 
    “Nothing ... you ... can ... do. Go now.” Shadow growled, “Go!” 
 
    Shadow closed his eyes, he was in his healing form now, but the wounds he had sustained were pretty major. He wasn’t sure he was going to survive this. He coughed tasting the blood. “Go, Tomas ...” 
 
    Tomas took the child and left, flying out one of the broken windows off to where the hospital was. Where they’d taken Circe and where Shirley was. He got on his phone as he got away from the warehouse, there had been some sort of a jammer there, which was typical, but it was time to call in some favors, assuming Shadow lived long enough. 
 
    Shadow sighed and using his one good arm pulled himself back over towards the dead body of his foe. Jimmy was stripping the clothes off the dead body and using them as bandages. 
 
    “Good ... thinking.” Shadow gasped, he was getting light headed from the loss of blood. 
 
    “He won’t be needing them anymore, don’t talk, try to conserve your strength. Help is on the way Shadow, you have to hang on.” 
 
    “I ... envy you ... you know.” 
 
    Jimmy blinked. “What?!” 
 
    “If not ... for what ... happened ... to me. I could ... have turned out ... like you.” Shadow was having trouble breathing, his body was numb now. He could not heal faster then the damage was draining him. He was dying, he would be dead soon. 
 
    “Hang on, Shadow!” Jimmy said kneeling down next to him. “You can make it!” 
 
    “No ... no regrets ... Saving innocents ... worth it ... always.” Shadow’s eyesight was fading fast; his cat was with him, as always. Animals did not fear death; he would not fear it either. Even if it had not been his daughter, he would still have paid the price, he had saved many children in his life from predators, possibly at the cost of his soul. But some deals were worth the cost. 
 
    “Hang on, Shadow!” Jimmy yelled shaking him. 
 
    Shadow’s eye’s glazed over as he passed out. His last thought was one of sadness at missing his mate. 
 
      
 
    Shirley had known something was wrong, very wrong. She had left Circe at the hospital, Circe had surprised her and the doctors by coming around, Shirley was sure Circe could fend for herself for a little while at least. Shirley couldn’t ignore Shadow; the spell that tied them together could not ignore the massive amounts of damage he was taking, even at this distance. She left the hospital in a panic and took to the air immediately, knowing that he needed her.  
 
    The need of him pulled her directly towards him as it worsened; she passed Tomas like a rocket, heading in the opposite direction. She smashed through the skylight ignoring the cuts to herself and landed next to his body as Jimmy shook Shadow, crying, trying to get him to respond. He was nearly dead, she immediately recognized his healing form, and knew it was running out of power. She began casting immediately, she couldn’t cure him, but she could prolong him, and hopefully that would be enough. She wasn’t going to let her mate die without a struggle. 
 
    “Don’t you dare die on me, you bastard!” She cried as she worked, “you still haven’t gotten me pregnant!”  
 
      
 
    She was still working on him when help finally arrived.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Shirley and Circe 
 
      
 
      
 
    Sometimes they talked to each other, which was strange because they really were both one, but here things were a bit blurry and disconnected. They had been together for such a long time, neither really could do without the other, each took pleasure in the other, supported the other. The man used words, the animal used emotions. There was a great deal of discomfort, bad smells, bad sounds. But every so often there was the good smell, one that both man and animal recognized, even craved. 
 
    Shadow came to slowly, his body hurt, there was no doubt about that, and the scent of hospital filled his nose. He was pleasantly surprised to still be alive, as his last thoughts he recalled being those of dying.  
 
    He lay there with his eyes closed, taking stock of himself. He was in his attack form oddly enough, but everything felt like it was there. Lord knows it all hurt enough to still be there. His nose was sorting out scents and Shirley’s came through rather strong, he swiveled an ear towards her. 
 
    “The doctor said you’d be coming around about now.”  
 
    Shadow opened his eyes and smiled at Shirley who was smiling down at him. “You have no idea how happy I am to see you again, Hon,” Shadow purred. 
 
    “I’m pretty happy too love,” she said and leaned over the bed and hugged him, kissing him. 
 
    “Also how much I hurt,” he said sucking in a breath. 
 
    “Oops, Sorry,” she said letting him go. 
 
    “So what happened? Where am I? And is it safe to talk here?” 
 
    “We’re in the medical facility in the basement of the building I work at. It’s safe, I checked, twice. As for what happened,” Shirley growled at him! “You damn near died you asshole! I don’t care about what you had to do, or what you thought you were doing! You’re my mate, and you have a responsibility to me! Next time you will take me with you, and wait for help if need be! Understand?” 
 
    Shadow blinked as the ferocity of it. “I’m sorry, Hon, I didn’t mean to scare you.” 
 
    Shirley bent over the bed and hugged him again, a bit lower where it didn’t hurt so much. “When I showed up you were dying, it took everything I had to hold on to you, until Tomas got back with help. Even then they weren’t sure you were going to make it, Tomas had a specialist flown in by the feds.” She lowered her voice, “Your healing powers were draining you, killing you. I had to take over your mind and switch you to something else. Sorry, Hon.” 
 
    Shadow purred and hugged her with his left arm. His right he found was in a cast and tied to a board with an IV into it. For that matter his right leg was in a cast as well. “Don’t worry about it, Hon, we are mates, you had the right. And I’ll try not to let things take me over if there is a next time. But I don’t have a lot of control over that sometimes.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “It has to do with how I came to be, and it’s rather nasty and this is not the time to discuss it, Hon.” 
 
    Shirley nodded. 
 
    “Where are Circe and our daughter?” 
 
    “She’s in the next room. They’re trying to decide what to do with her, Tomas and the rest haven’t told anyone who she is, I’m not sure anyone other than Tomas is sure who she is, we’re calling her Janet. Your daughter is with her. I’ve been keeping an eye on them and not letting anyone get near them. She’s still recovering, but she wasn’t as bad as you were, she’s been getting out of bed and sitting up for two days now.” 
 
    “Two days? How long have I been unconscious?” Shadow asked concerned. 
 
    “Five days.” 
 
    “Wow. Let’s go home.” 
 
    Shirley laughed, “I think not. You’re pretty weak still.” 
 
    “Bring me some food, meat preferably and lots of it. Then I can start healing faster and we can go home. I want to lay in my own bed, with you. Not here, by myself,” He grumbled. 
 
    “Let me get the doctor, and then we’ll see.” 
 
    Shirley left and came back with the doctor, who was apparently rather well versed in Supers and also seemed less than crazy to be dealing with Shadow. 
 
    “Don’t like cats, Doc?” Shadow asked. 
 
    “Cat’s are fine; it’s you I’m not too crazy about. Violence never solves anything.” 
 
    Shadow rolled his eyes, “Well at least you’re upfront. So, when can I leave?” 
 
    “Another two weeks I think.” 
 
    “I was thinking about now.” 
 
    “You’re way too weak. Your system is depressed, you could get seriously ill. You have a broken leg, an arm, six ribs, cracked half your vertebrae, punctured and collapsed a lung, cracked your skull bad, had a serious concussion, took two shots in the abdomen, one in the stomach, and two in the chest. Then there are the contusions, your body was covered about fifty percent in them, and I won’t even go over the number of cuts, slashes, and stab wounds. ” 
 
    “If I turn my healing powers back on I could by fully healed in a week doc.” 
 
    “Your body doesn’t have the reserves for that though.” 
 
    “Give me about ten pounds of meat and I can change that pretty quickly,” he smirked. 
 
    “I’m not so sure about that, besides I can see you’re still in a lot of pain.” 
 
    “I’m half animal, Doc, my body reacts differently. As for the pain, well sedatives and painkillers work differently on cats than on people. Too much of them and my body is going to start freaking out on me. So I’ll live with the discomfort for now.” 
 
    “Well I want you to stay here where I can keep an eye on you.” 
 
    “Why’s that?” 
 
    “For all that you may be a vicious sociopath in my opinion; it appears that my superiors want to be sure that you make a full recovery. The sooner you do that, the sooner I can go back home.” 
 
    Shadow looked at Shirley questioningly. 
 
    “Tomas pulled in some favors,” she said. “You did take out a guy they’ve connected to over a dozen murders so far, and more keep turning up. Then there are a few other things Tomas isn’t mentioning, but says you’re owed for.” 
 
    Shadow ahh’ed. “Now go get me some meat, Woman!” He grinned, “Raw is fine, but cooked rare would be better.” 
 
    “I will not have that in my area!” The doctor protested. 
 
    “Uh-huh,” Shirley smiled and left. 
 
    “Now just what is your relationship with the woman in the next room?” the doctor asked him. 
 
    “I don’t think that’s really any of your business, Doc.” Shadow sighed leaning back into his pillow. 
 
    “She has been giving me a lot of difficulty, demanding to see you and be let out to go home. I can’t allow either of course.” 
 
    “Doc, put her in a wheelchair and bring her in here, before she gets angry. She knows I’m awake and if you think I’m bad, you haven’t seen anything yet!” Shadow snickered. 
 
    At that very moment Shirley re-entered the room pushing a wheelchair containing Circe. “Surprise!” She called out and wheeled it over to Shadow’s bed, “Keep an eye on him would you?” Shirley said to Circe, “I have to run out for a few.” 
 
    Shadow blinked surprised as Circe nodded to Shirley, who turned and left, then smiled at him, “You know, I’m actually getting to like her.” 
 
    Shadow looked at Circe, she was in a robe with slippers on and she looked a lot worse than normal, though better than the last time he’d seen her. 
 
    “You have no idea how happy I am to see you,” He purred. 
 
    “Not as much as I am. I saw you when they brought you in, you looked like shit. Had us all worried there, Hon.” 
 
    “Where’s Mace?” Shadow asked. 
 
    “She’s asleep. I didn’t want to wake her; this was rougher on her than you’d have thought.” 
 
    “She’s okay though?” Shadow asked concerned. 
 
    “Yes, she’s fine, Shadow.” 
 
    Shadow sighed and settled back into the bed smiling, “That makes it all worthwhile.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t have pictured you as the caring type,” the doctor remarked sarcastically. 
 
    “I’m not,” Shadow laughed softly, “but for every man I’ve killed, I’ve saved at least a dozen kids.” Shadow turned his head and smiled at the doctor evilly, “and I’ve killed a lot of men.” 
 
    “Then why are you here? This is a place for the good guys, not killers.” 
 
    “The problem with you doctor,” Circe said softly, “is that you don’t really know good from evil. You just think you do. Anyone Shadow ever killed had it coming. In spades.” She turned slowly in the chair and looked up at the doctor, “Now I on the other hand  ...” 
 
    “Janet!” Shadow growled. 
 
    Circe stopped and looked at him. 
 
    “Don’t. He saves people’s lives, he’s entitled to his opinion.” 
 
    “Spoilsport!” Circe grumped. 
 
    “Doctor, we’re tired, and rather grumpy. Why don’t you go someplace else and leave us to chat.” 
 
    The doctor nodded and withdrew then, apparently realizing that maybe he had duties elsewhere. 
 
    The talked a little bit after that, Circe climbing into his bed on his left side and curling up a bit. Shadow dozed rather happily for a while then. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, what are you doing with my man there?”  
 
    Shadow yawned and woke up; Shirley was smiling and had a package under her arm. 
 
    “Nothing, he passed out on me. Maybe next time though?” Circe smirked. 
 
    “Wait your turn, I got dibs. Let me help you back to your room before the staff has a heart attack.” 
 
    Shadow sniffed and smelled steak. 
 
    “Food!” he growled, mouth watering. 
 
    Shirley nodded, “Of course, what did you think I was getting? Now take your time and don’t rush or make a mess. I’ll be back in a minute to help.” 
 
    She smacked his hand as he reached for it. 
 
    “Slowly!” 
 
    “Yes, Dear,” he sighed, but he was already drooling up a storm. 
 
    Shadow took her advice and started on the food carefully while she helped Circe back to her room. By the time she came back he was gnawing pieces off of the first steak which he was holding in his good hand. 
 
    “Shadow! Haven’t you heard of silverware?” 
 
    “Kind of hard to use with only one hand. Besides, this is easier.” He grinned. 
 
    Shirley sighed and helped clean him up a bit; he’d gotten quite a bit of the juices from the steak down his chin and all over his hand. 
 
    “Glad I got them cooked. If this was blood people would be screaming. I’ll feed you. Just relax.” 
 
    Shadow nodded as she adjusted the bed and started cutting pieces off for him. She had six rather large steaks in the bag and he went through each of them. 
 
    “Someone was hungry!” She laughed. 
 
    “Yeah, now let’s see about some healing. Crawl up here and keep me company why don’t you?” 
 
    “I thought you’d never ask,” She said happily. 
 
    “I have to ask?” he asked with a look. 
 
    “I’d smack you one, but I’m afraid I’d hurt you. You sure this is safe?” 
 
    “Won’t know until I try.”  
 
    Shadow shifted then into his healing form. He was dizzy almost immediately, and rather glad he’d eaten as much as he had. His body was in pretty bad shape, and even in this form he could tell it was going to take many days to heal.  
 
    “How bad is it?” 
 
    “Worse than I thought. Give me a few hours and I think I can lose the casts, but it’s still going to be at least a week before I’m close to normal. There’s a lot of damage and I don’t have the power to heal this much this quickly.” 
 
    “Just make sure you don’t over do it,” She warned him. 
 
    “I won’t. Wake me up around six and we’ll go home.” 
 
    “You sure?” Shirley asked concerned. 
 
    “Yeah, this place makes me nervous, and I’d hate to see what Circe does in a few more days. We need to get her out of here before they realize who she is.” 
 
    “True.” 
 
    Shadow yawned, “I need to sleep. Wake me at six.” 
 
    Shirley kissed him, “Sure thing, love.” 
 
      
 
    “Wake up dear,” Shirley whispered in his ear. 
 
    Shadow yawned, he was doing a lot of that lately, and slowly stretched. He still hurt, and he could tell his body was still weak, but his leg and arm felt strong enough, same for the six ribs. The rest would take some time. At least he wasn’t bleeding. 
 
    “Help me get these casts off, then go get Circe.” 
 
    Shirley nodded and they set to it, though a lack of tools made it take a bit longer than he thought it would. He was rather dizzy when he stood up, definitely rather weak.  
 
    “You sure you’re alright?” Shirley asked. 
 
    “Yeah, I’ll be fine. Go get Circe.” He said grabbing on to his bed and shifting to his dex form. He figured that would give him the best odds of navigating his way out of the place. 
 
    He took a few minutes to get his balance back, and then made his way to the door. He wasn’t naked; Shirley had brought him some shorts to wear in bed. But that was all he had and for once he would liked to have had more. In his weakened state he was actually feeling a little cold. 
 
    “And just what do you think you’re doing?” The nurse at the desk asked standing up. Shadow looked up and down the hall; the place looked fairly empty actually. 
 
    “How many patients are here anyway?” He asked curious. 
 
    “Just the two of you currently.” She said coming around the table. “Now just where do you think you’re going? Get back in there to bed!” 
 
    “No, I’m going home.” 
 
    “You’re too sick to go home! I’m calling the doctor.” 
 
    “Call whomever you like,” Shadow growled. “This isn’t a prison, I’m not under arrest. I’m going home.” 
 
    At that point Shirley wheeled out Circe who was holding their daughter. 
 
    “What do you think you’re doing?” The nurse said picking up the phone. 
 
    “Leaving, Rose,” Shirley told her. “Anyone needs to talk to us; they can call me at home. Tomas has our number. Now be a dear and get the door for me.” 
 
    “I’m not being a party to this! I’ll lose my job!” 
 
    “Fine, then just sit over there,” Shadow said walking over to get the door for Shirley. 
 
    Shirley pushed the chair though and turned to Shadow, “Freight elevator, back this way.” 
 
    “Why that way?” 
 
    “Less people. I don’t want anyone trying to stop us.” 
 
    “You think they would?”  
 
    “You? Probably not. Her? Maybe.” Shirley nodded to Circe who was half-asleep in the chair. “They’ve been keeping her a bit doped up lately except at nursing times. I think someone is getting suspicions about who she is.” 
 
    “I’m surprised Tomas hasn’t said anything.” 
 
    “I asked him not to, as a favor. You said she’s been improving, and well, we had a little talk. I actually like her, and would rather not see her end up in jail just yet.” 
 
    Shadow looked surprised. “I thought you two would be at each other’s throats.” 
 
    “It’s kind of hard to want to kill each other when the man you love is dying in the next room, Hon.” Shirley said looking a little weary. “So we talked instead.” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    The elevator trip was uneventful and Shadow slumped against the wall rationing his strength, getting just this far had winded him and he wasn’t sure he could make it much farther. Once the doors opened Shirley led them out the back way. They got a bunch of looks but Shirley and Shadow were well known in the building so no one said anything other than ‘Hi’ and ‘Glad to see you’re up and around’ to Shadow. Janet was sitting in the minivan around back and they got in without any further ado. 
 
    Janet was also very pleased to see him, and helped him into the van as Shirley dealt with Circe and Mace. She got a little emotional once he was seated, so Shirley ended up having to drive while Shadow assured Janet he was okay. When they got home Shirley got them all inside and Shadow dragged himself to the kitchen and proceeded to demolish a good deal of what was in the fridge, his stomach was empty and his body was screaming for food. When he’d made his healing form, he’d never considered the price he’d have to pay if he ever got so seriously injured, that it would actually take so much out of him. At least he had a high pain threshold so all the aches from his injuries weren’t bothering him too much. After he finished eating he headed straight for bed, he was exhausted and he told Janet what time he wanted to be woken for breakfast. He gave them each a kiss and fell asleep the moment his head hit the pillow. 
 
    Shirley woke him that night when she came to bed, and made her interests rather clear to him. They made love languidly and slowly, because he really couldn’t do much more than that physically.  
 
    “Janet wanted to spend the night as well, but I told her you needed your rest.” Shirley told him as they cuddled afterwards. 
 
    “I notice that didn’t stop you though,” he chuckled softly. 
 
    “Yeah well, you have no idea what I went through. Seeing you dying there, that wasn’t easy, Hon.” 
 
    Shadow sighed, “I had to go, Hon, you know that.” 
 
    “Yeah well, next time I’m going with you.” 
 
    Shadow started to protest, “Shirley ....” 
 
    “No!” she said and grabbed his ear, the one that wasn’t injured thankfully, “you listen to me, and you listen good, Sean.” 
 
    Shadow’s eyes opened, Shirley normally only used his real name when whispering sweet nothings and words of love in his ears these days.  
 
    “You are my mate, and if you’re going to go someplace where you might die, you are damn well taking me too! If I’m not there with you, if I’m not doing my damnedest to help you, then I will forever have to live with the thought that I failed you by not being there when you needed me.” 
 
    Shadow turned and looked at her, she was crying. He’d never seen her so upset since the time he had saved her. He could feel it though their bond. She needed this, she was right, he had been selfish.  
 
    “Okay, Love,” he said and pulled her to him, “If anything like this ever happens again, I’ll bring you with me. I’m sorry, I just wasn’t thinking.” 
 
    “No, you weren’t, but that’s a conversation we can save until later.” She said burying her face in his shoulder getting her tears under control. “I took the bad with the good, Sean; I need to be there for you. I know you’d be there for me.” 
 
    Shadow held her and didn’t say anything more.  
 
      
 
      
 
    The next two days he did little more than eat and sleep.  
 
    Until Circe slid into bed next to him and woke him up. 
 
    “Hey there, Loverboy!” 
 
    “Circe, what are you doing here?” Shadow asked yawning. 
 
    “Doc says I’m healed enough for a little recreational activity,” she said smiling then leaned over to kiss him. “Take it easy though, wouldn’t want to pop a stitch.” 
 
    “Circe, this is Shirley’s and my bed. I don’t think she’d appreciate me screwing you in it.” 
 
    Circe smiled and grabbed the phone, “Let’s call her and find out?” 
 
    “Circe!” Shadow growled. 
 
    “Relax, Shadow,” she laughed dialing the phone, “Believe it or not; your wife and I have reached an understanding.” 
 
    “Yeah, right.” 
 
    “Boy are you in for a surprise! Oh hi, Shirley, would you tell your hubby it’s okay for him to entertain me? Hmm? Oh sure.” Circe handed Shadow the phone and grinned. “She wants to talk to you.” 
 
    Shadow took the phone. “Shirley?” 
 
    “Hi, Hon, yes you can fuck her. Just change the sheets when you’re done.” 
 
    Shadow blinked. “Umm, you sure hon?” 
 
    Shirley laughed on the other end of the phone, “Yes, Dear, I’m sure! She’s actually a fairly nice person and interestingly enough, she really does care quite a lot about you.” 
 
    Shadow purred, “Love you, Hon.” 
 
    “I know. Have fun, and don’t worry about pushing her out before I get home!” 
 
    Shadow handed the phone back as Shirley hung up. “Whoa.” 
 
    “Whoa? Is that it?”  
 
    Shadow grinned, “Come here, you!” and he pulled her against him. 
 
    “Whoa!”  
 
      
 
    “Don’t you two lovebirds just look cute?”  
 
    Shadow yawned and stretched looking up at Shirley, “Come here you ....” 
 
    “Hmmm?” she was smiling as he pulled her close. “Oh! What about Circe?” 
 
    “She can take notes...” he growled. 
 
    Apparently Shirley and Circe really had reached an understanding, because after Shadow was finished, they teamed up and really gave him a workout, then they teamed up on Circe, and finally Shirley. 
 
    “I don’t think I can walk ...” Shadow said panting, “just what have you two been up to while I’ve been healing?” 
 
    “Just talking,” Shirley giggled. Shadow had one curled up on each side of him; it reminded him of his days at the parties, only better. 
 
    “From the way you two went after each other, I’d have to question that.” He purred. 
 
    “You know I like women, Shadow,” Circe said drowsily, “and you have excellent taste in yours.” 
 
    “Hey, after all the times we’ve abused Janet, you think I’d have problems? But this really was the first time, thought I’d wait until you could enjoy it too.” Shirley giggled again. 
 
    “I just never would have expected the two of you to get along.” 
 
    “This from the poster boy for bad attitude?” Circe chuckled softly. 
 
    “Yeah, but my angel here is Miss Squeaky Clean.” Shadow snickered. 
 
    “Thbbth!” Shirley said, “You of all people should know I’m almost as kinky as you, Cat! Now shut up and sleep, we got an hour before Janet’s going to call us for dinner.” 
 
    “Uh-huh!” Shadow yawned again and fell asleep. 
 
      
 
    “So really hon, what gives?” Shadow asked Shirley. It was much later and they were by themselves, Circe had gone back home finally with her daughter. 
 
    “With what?” she smiled at him sweetly. 
 
    Shadow sighed, “With you and Circe. She’s bad, almost evil. You’re anything but, which is part of why I love you. And here the two of you are as comfy as two peas in a pod. Hell, more so, I’ve never seen peas do what you two did!” he laughed as Shirley blushed. 
 
    “Well, even you said that she had gotten a lot better since your daughter was born.” 
 
    “Better, yes. But ....” 
 
    “Well, we had a long talk while you were unconscious.” 
 
    “In a coma you mean.” 
 
    Shirley looked a little pained, “It wasn’t really a coma, Hon, but anyway, we had a very long talk. I told her flat out that I’d take care of her daughter as if she was my own if anything happened to her. And it just went from there. 
 
    “Eventually we got to the point where she confided in me that her life of crime was getting old. Her animals, her foundation, and especially your daughter were more interesting and challenging to her.” 
 
    “Her foundation?” Shadow looked surprised. 
 
    “She started a foundation to protect animals from abuse, and take care of those rescued from it. Of course she funded it with her ill gotten gains,” Shirley sighed at the last bit. “But the point is, she’s more than ready to retire from her life of crime, at least violent crime and other assorted nastiness.” 
 
    “That easily?” Shadow said, the look on his face rather skeptical. 
 
    “Well no, of course not. It evolved over several days, and I admit I made a few threats about what you and I would do if she introduced your child to a life of crime, if she got herself sent up for life and wasn’t there to raise her child, if she scared the hell out of the two of us by damn near getting herself killed. That kind of thing.” 
 
    “What, you didn’t threaten her over my almost dying?” Shadow looked at her a bit wryly. 
 
    Shirley shook her head, “No. I couldn’t do that, I told her that wasn’t her fault. I’d have done it myself if you hadn’t, it was a child, even if it wasn’t yours I don’t think either one of us could have ignored it.” 
 
    Shadow nodded, that was definitely true. “But I still find it hard to believe that the two of you seem to be so close already.” 
 
    Shirley shrugged, “I’m a woman, you know she’s never had a problem with women, just men. Plus she can’t lie to me, and well,” Shirley blushed, “I flexed my powers a little on her to let her know that I’m not a pushover and not an innocent.” 
 
    Shadow laughed! “You didn’t!” 
 
    She looked bashful, “I felt guilty about it, but she’s the type that needs to see your teeth before she believes you can bite. So once I got her respect, it all just went a lot easier after that.” 
 
    “Yeah, I can believe that, it does sound like her.” 
 
    Shadow thought about that a bit and then thought about some of the things he hadn’t told Shirley about himself. He had promised to tell her more and it was time he figured to share that part with her. He looked at Shirley and smiled wanly.  
 
    “What’s up, Hon?” Shirley returned the look; she knew he had something on his mind. 
 
    “I think that maybe the time has come to tell you about my past. I’m just trying to decide who else to tell, as I’m only going to do it once. I think Tomas has a right to know for all the years he’s stood by me. I’m on the fence about Circe.” 
 
    “Any others?” 
 
    Shadow shook his head, “No. I really don’t want to spread this around; it’s personal and rather private.” 
 
    “So why Circe?” 
 
    Shadow shrugged, “I don’t know. Maybe because we’re close? Even if it’s been a forced closeness at times? Or maybe because I think it might help her? Let her see others have been through bad things as well and survived it? I know she won’t tell others.” 
 
    “Then tell her too. You two do have a long history, and you have put her through a lot, even if she deserved it!” Shirley said with a chuckle. 
 
    Shadow nodded, “Oddly enough she’s one of the oldest friends I have here, though it’s been a love hate relationship from the start.” Shadow stretched and yawned, he was tired again, he needed a nap, especially if he was going to tell this story. “I’m going to sleep for a while, if you could ask the two of them over, say four hours from now? You can hear all the sad facts about your mate.” 
 
    Shirley smiled and came over to give Shadow a hug. He really had healed up a lot in the last week, but she could tell he was still far from a hundred percent. Of course the work out she and Circe had put him through in the bed probably hadn’t helped much either. 
 
    “Sure hon. Get some rest.” Shirley said and watched as Shadow nodded and curled up on the couch and fell immediately asleep. She left him there and went to the kitchen to use the phone there. 
 
    “Tomas? Hi. Could you come by around ten? Oh Shadow is going to tell all, and he thought you deserved to be here. Alright, see you then.” 
 
    She called Circe next. 
 
    “Hi hon, Shadow wanted you to come by at ten. What? No,” Shirley laughed, “but maybe later if you’re good. He’s going to explain a few things about his life and we both thought you were entitled to know. Hmm, yes I thought so. See you then. Oh! Tomas will be here too, so don’t start anything please, okay? Because Shadow thinks he owes him too obviously. Okay, bye!” 
 
    Shirley shook her head as she hung up and thought about it, two people from such opposite ends of the spectrum in the same room.  
 
      
 
    Shadow sat back and took a sip of his drink, they were in the den relaxing, Tomas and Circe had pretty much taken up positions at opposite ends of the room with Shirley sitting in the ‘neutral’ zone in between. Neither seemed uneasy exactly, each seemed to understand that it was best to interact as little as possible with the other. Tomas was his usual cool and collected self, Circe was much more subdued then she normally was, but of late she had been much less brash. That raised Shadow’s hopes for her long-term survival, Circe was important to Shadow, otherwise he would have parted ways with her the first opportunity that had arisen. 
 
    “So, I know a lot of people want to know my story, up to this moment I’ve never told another soul any of it. Not even Shirley.” Shadow nodded to his mate. “This is of course private, it’s not for sharing. So if you think you can’t keep it private, I won’t think less of you if you leave.” 
 
    Shadow looked at Circe who nodded, and then Tomas. 
 
    “There’s a lot of gray area stuff involved, Tomas,” Shadow warned. 
 
    “You mean killing, don’t you?” 
 
    Shadow nodded. 
 
    “Well I’m not a cop, the rules we fly under are a lot different, so there is no legal or even moral requirement for me to tell anyone anything. I’m good.” 
 
    Circe looked over at Tomas, “You serious?” 
 
    Tomas smiled at her, “Shadow’s not the only Super out there with a shady past. The powers that be understand that. Besides, some people just need killing.” 
 
    Shadow got the distinct impression that Circe’s opinion of Tomas was suddenly undergoing some serious reassessment. 
 
    “So, now that we have that all cleared up,” Shadow continued, “One last comment: No sympathies, no pity. This is all ancient history and I’m over it. It’s the past, let it lay there.” 
 
    They all nodded once more. 
 
    “When I was a child of ten, I was kidnapped by a pedophile, and sexually abused for years by him.” Shadow looked at the expressions of shock on all of their faces.  
 
    “You see, the way it worked was he had a boy of about twelve then, who he used to lure you in. Once he had picked out his target, he’d take you home and pretty much brainwash you, tell you a story about how your parents had given you to him, how they were unhappy with you, that kind of thing. As a child I was pretty much defenseless against this, so was the older kid who he’d used to catch me. 
 
    “Now except for the abuse and the control he wasn’t bad to me, he treated us reasonably well, and made us think we were happy. He encouraged us to believe in our dreams and told us how when we got older we’d be able to do wonderful things because he had powerful friends who would help us achieve our dreams.” 
 
    “That sound horrible!” Shirley said rather shaken. 
 
    “He does sound like a monster,” Tomas agreed. 
 
    Circe just held her silence. 
 
    “It was pretty much a classic case like you see in the textbooks,” Shadow said. “I sometimes think all of these guys get their material from the same source. But a child has no defenses against that kind of thing. And so we believed him. And he’d take us to parties and introduce us to his ‘friends’ who would also tell us the same things, and of course we’d get abused by some of them too. But we didn’t know it was wrong. We just thought it was something we had to put up with, because they were the adults.” 
 
    Shadow paused and took a drink from his glass.  
 
    “One day I came home and Wayne, that was the older kid’s name, was gone. I asked where he was and he, no I won’t name him and no I won’t call him dad or any of the other things he made us call him, he told me Wayne had gone off to school to be a race car driver. Just like he’d promised Wayne would do when he was old enough.” 
 
    “How old was Wayne?” Tomas asked softly. 
 
    “He’d turned thirteen a few months earlier.” 
 
    “You didn’t find that odd?” Circe asked. 
 
    Shadow sighed and shook his head, “This is the way things were supposed to be, we served him and some of his friends and once he judged we were good enough children, we’d get to become apprentices to rich and famous people and live our dreams. Wayne wanted to be a racecar driver; I of course wanted to be a big cat trainer. I had been rather taken with the circus trainer after seeing a show once. 
 
    “And then I did the one most evil thing of my entire life that I will always regret, even though I was too young and too stupid to know better. I helped him recruit a new child; I helped steal some other kid away from his loving family. Oh I didn’t know any better, but it happened all the same.” 
 
    Shadow knocked back half of his drink, enjoying the bite and burn of the rum as it went down his throat. It still bothered him. 
 
    “You can’t blame yourself for that, Shadow,” Circe said, “You were only a child.” 
 
    “Yes well, so it went. Another year and a half went by and then one day it was my turn, I was the one who was taken off to live his dream as the golden boy for some wealthy person. 
 
    “Only that’s not what really happened. You see, the dream was a lie.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” Shirley asked looking even more upset. 
 
    “Well you see it’s simple. They like ‘em young, and once a boy hit puberty, well he’s too old. So you have to get rid of him, and you can’t just let him go, he might realize exactly what it is you did to him, and took from him, and turn you all in to the cops.” 
 
    “You don’t mean?” Shirley gasped. 
 
    “Yes, I do. They killed them. Why do you think with all the missing children we have today, so many of them never turn up as adults? These sick fucks use the child, destroy him or her slowly, and then when they’re too old they kill them. They had killed Wayne and I suddenly realized, they were going to kill me.  
 
    “He had told me I’d see Wayne again, I know now he meant I’d see him when I was dead. And he wasn’t going to kill me cleanly either. He got a bunch of his sick friends and they started to torture me, mentally and physically. Get their last jollies and use out of me. But something happened.” 
 
    “The Cat,” Tomas said. 
 
    “Yes, the Cat. As you all know I refer to the Cat as a separate entity, he’s not really though, the Cat is me and I am the Cat. We’re one being with two different sides, like a coin. I refer to the Cat as a separate entity to make it easier for people to understand that I’m not really human anymore. Anyway, the Cat saved me. 
 
    “What happened was under the stress of my impending death, with all of the pain and horror and terror involved, my super power emerged. I suspect I got the form that I did because I used to wear some leopard whiskers that I had found at the zoo on a cord around my neck. And suddenly these four guys had a hurt and very very enraged leopard in their midst.” 
 
    Shadow smiled remembering, his fangs baring unconsciously. 
 
    “I will savor that memory for the rest of my days. I was young and inexperienced; it took me a while to kill them. They were so seriously maimed by me that two actually bled to death before I figured out how to actually kill.” 
 
    Shadow paused and let that sink in a bit. 
 
    “So after that I was pretty much in a state of shock. The Cat knew what to do, immediate survival had been taken care of, long-term survival was next. So I pulled myself together, cleaned up, and went home. For the next week I just existed in a sort of fog. I took care of myself and the other kid. We continued on our normal routine, until the police showed up investigating a ‘gruesome quadruple homicide’, found us there and suddenly realized just what had been going on. 
 
    “It was even more of a nightmare after that, family services got involved, psychologists were sent in, and all sorts of people wanted to get involved for ‘my own good’. Next all of ‘his’ former friends got hauled in for questioning and the Press had a field day. They tried pressing the two of us as to what happened, the other kid didn’t know, and the Cat wisely didn’t trust any of them, so I feigned ignorance as well. The psyche folks were the worst of the lot, some of them I think were more upset over the deaths than over the abuse, and everyone seemed more than willing to overlook the five hundred pound gorilla in the room.” 
 
    “That they were killed by an animal?” Circe asked. 
 
    “No, that they were killing children,” Shadow growled. “Some of the people indicted were powerful or connected people. Pedophilia was bad enough, though many got off, well at least legally,” Shadow smiled nastily at that, “but if it had come out just how evil they were actually, that they were killing kids left and right, tossing them away like a used Kleenex when they were done with them, well they would have been hung in the streets by an angry lynch mob. And the powers that be just couldn’t have that.” 
 
    “So what happened next?” Tomas asked, “I take it there is more to your story?” 
 
    Shadow nodded, “Yes, there is more. Eventually I was re-united with my family, but there were ... problems. It had been nearly four years since I had been taken, and after some of the things that had been done to me, well there isn’t any going back from that. My parents were uncomfortable with me, I had changed a lot, and I couldn’t tell them it wasn’t just from what that man had done to me, some of it was from my coming into my powers, from my cat side. My siblings didn’t know what to make of me either, and eventually word got out in school, and you can imagine the problems that caused. 
 
    “But the biggest problem probably came from the Cat. The Cat needed to be let out, it needed to stretch its legs and learn to be what it was. And the Cat needed to hunt and we had a nice list of exactly who needed hunting. At first it was just all the ones who had thought they had gotten away with what they had done to me and Wayne and the countless children who had gone before. Sometimes I’d sneak out at night and be gone for several days hunting them down. Of course for that I got labeled as a problem child and a runaway. It was explained away by some psychologist that I was rebelling against the man who had abused me, by acting out against my parents because he was no longer there. Of course I couldn’t tell them the truth, that I was out killing child abusers and the Cat lost all track of time. So it led to a lot of awkward moments.” 
 
    “The New Jersey Devil.” Tomas said looking up at Shadow. “That was you, wasn’t it?” 
 
    Shadow nodded, “Yes, that was me. I don’t think they ever really figured out what kind of animal I was and if they did, they kept it quiet. But with the old legend of the Devil, it was such a good fit to the folklore, that once I was coined that, it stuck. 
 
    “By the time I was a senior in high school, I had become so wrapped up in what I was doing no one would have anything to do with me. Also I had beaten up too many kids who had teased me about my past, and well, I had a bit of a temper. I was pretty much a loner at that point anyway, I didn’t want to have anything to do with anyone, part of that was the Cat, and part of it was just what had been done to me, I wasn’t at all willing to open up to anyone or let anyone get close. But I was excelling in my studies and got several scholarship offers. 
 
    “College was a new start, because no one knew who I was, nor did they care. I was still a loner, and I didn’t really ever make any friends there, but I did hook up with a martial arts studio and immersed myself in that as well. My sensei in many ways became the father figure I had desperately needed. He taught me self-control and responsibility, he taught me values, integrity, and he taught me how to really fight. When he discovered what had been done to me, and what I had become, he viewed training me as a sacred honor. His views on child predators were rather inline with my own.” 
 
    “So just how did you end up here?” Circe interrupted. 
 
    “Well I knew the ways of the people who had abused me, and I spent a lot of time hunting them down. Some people go on vacations to faraway and exotic places, me I’d go to cities and suburbs and all those mundane places people wanted to get away from. I’d lay in wait for my prey like a predator at the local watering hole, and then when I found them, I’d wipe them out. I was very busy, sad to say, but the number of kids I saved made it all worthwhile. But one day, many years after I had left college and gotten a steady job, I realized that I had no friends. I had never slept with a woman. I had never made love to anyone or been loved. I had never been in a relationship. All there was to my life was the hunt of those evil people, their destruction, and nothing else. I was hollow inside, I was less than even an animal, I was nothing more than a vehicle for vengeance, a machine.” 
 
    Shadow looked around at them while they digested that little tidbit. He could see Shirley was uncomfortable with it, could feel the sorrow she felt, but she wasn’t pitying him, she didn’t see him as a cripple. 
 
    “So I sold everything I owned, quit my job, and came here. I started with the underground for two reasons: my lack of social skills and all the really hot women seemed to hang out there,” Shadow leered at Circe who actually blushed. Circe was extremely hot, had a body like a supermodel and in the looks department was right up there with his mate to be honest. 
 
    “You saying I’m not hot, Hon?” Shirley teased. 
 
    “You, my Love, are the exception that proves the rule.” Shadow purred. “But I knew my behavior was bizarre, and I knew no one would question it there. Plus to be brutally honest, I had a long trail of dead bodies in my wake. I wasn’t sure I was even capable of fitting in with society at all, much less the civilized and law abiding portion of it.”  
 
    “So why do you look like a panther man and not a regular man?” Circe asked, “I’ve always wondered about that.” 
 
    Shadow shrugged, “Rather than be all man or all cat I enjoy being both together, it’s a physical representation of what my being truly is.” 
 
    “So is that your power then? You’re basically a werepanther?” 
 
    “Sort of, there’s much more to it than that, and no I won’t go into details, but I do have one other power.” 
 
    “What’s that?” Circe asked curious, and even Tomas and Shirley perked up again. 
 
    “I can tell if people are good or innocent,” Shadow looked at Tomas and Shirley, “or if they’re evil,” and he turned to look at Circe who got suddenly uncomfortable. 
 
    “Only two things saved you at first, Circe,” Shadow said softly. “The first is that you never harmed children and seemed to feel about them as I did. The second is that the Cat just went gaga over you, your powers over animals did extend to me considerably.” Shadow smiled, “But as time went on you steered further and further from your evil ways and I like to hope that it wasn’t just my doing, that as you got older and wiser you changed your ways. Yes, I know I put you through a lot of shit, but you were important enough to me that I had to try and save you, if not for your own good, then for my sanity.” 
 
    “So don’t fuck up all his hard work, Dear,” Shirley said suddenly. “And on that note, who wants a drink? I know I need one!” 
 
      
 
    It was late and Shadow was curled up in bed with Shirley and Janet, feeling exhausted, but in a pleasantly spent kind of way. Circe had told him he had given her a lot to think about, and while she would never be a saint, maybe it was time to stop being a demon. If Shadow could let it go, then perhaps it was time for her to let it go too. Shadow knew she had been viciously raped by a couple of men when she was sixteen, and that had a lot to do with what had shaped her. It gave Shadow hope that the worst of his women was trying to change. He yawned and drifted back off to sleep with pleasant dreams then. 
 
      
 
    The next morning Shadow awoke with a raging hardon and the desire to fuck until he dropped. Janet wasn’t in bed; he could hear her making breakfast and chatting with the children through the closed bedroom door. Shirley he realized was kneeling on the bed with a leg to either side of his head, looking down at him smiling, her crotch inches away from his nose. 
 
    “What are you up to?” he asked a bit fuzzy headed. He was still tired, but oh was he horny. He grabbed her and pulled her closer and buried his muzzle in her sex. 
 
    “And three, two, one ...” Shirley giggled counting down and just as she said ‘Zero!’ Shadow’s eyes got wide as a certain scent filled his nostrils. 
 
    Shirley was in heat. 
 
    “Surprise!” Shirley laughed. “This is your reward for not dying on me, you like?” 
 
    “I like!” Shadow growled into her sex and flipped her over quickly onto her back and moved between her legs. “I like, I like, I like!” He growled even louder and mounted his mate. It was fast, it was hard, and it was frantic, but Shirley loved every second of it, and so did Shadow. 
 
    He did it again shortly afterwards, but took his time, telling her how much he loved her and how happy he was to be breeding her. The third time and all the times afterwards that day were much more athletic, and enjoyable, and at times maybe a little kinky. It was nearly dinnertime when they finally emerged from the bedroom and even then Shadow couldn’t keep his paws off of her, nor get too far from her side. It was different than all the other women he had bred before, and for the next two days he spent every minute proving to Shirley just how much better it was with her than it had been with anyone else before. 
 
    For Shirley’s part it was definitely the experience of a lifetime, the others had told her how single-minded Shadow got when making a cub, but this seemed to be beyond that description. When he finally passed out from exhaustion she was almost to that point as well. And she knew for certain that she’d have no problems doing it again no matter how much of a pain childbirth was, the look of utter devotion and love in his eyes alone made it worthwhile. The fantastic sex of course didn’t hurt either.  
 
    She looked at him as he lay there, asleep, curled against her. He was wild, he was nasty, he was tough, and he could never be reined in. But he was still hers, and she was his. Life was good. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Shake The Ground 
 
      
 
    Shadow walked into Bell’s, almost instantly the place went quiet. He walked to his booth in the back, the people in it rushing to get out of it before he even got close. He sat down, leaned back and nodded to the waitress who came over and looked at him. 
 
    “Buy a round for the house, Steph, on me.” He said as she put his usual drink in front of him. 
 
    “Sure thing, Shadow,” she said softly.  
 
    “So, is this anger, respect or fear?” He asked looking around. 
 
    “All of the above I think,” she said walking back to the bar. 
 
    Shadow picked up his drink as the bartender starting setting up a round for everyone in the bar. Shadow noticed that a few people nodded and tipped their drinks to him in acknowledgement, and that a few gave him a nod, and a few didn’t even look in his direction. But none refused the free drink at least. 
 
    He was still sore in spots, it had been nearly three weeks since he was last in here, he wasn’t a hundred percent yet, but that had never stopped him before. Appearances had to be maintained after all. 
 
    The bar slowly picked back up, and he relaxed flagging the waitress over he ordered some food and another drink.  
 
    “Hey, Shadow,” Cynthia, an ex-girlfriend from some time back who had since become rather connected greeted him and slid into his booth sitting across from him. “Nice to see you’re up and about.” 
 
    “Well nice to know that somebody feels that way,” he chuckled. 
 
    “People are a bit freaked is all. The pictures from the crime scene made it around last week, and well, you did kind of crush his face between your jaws.” 
 
    “That bothered this crowd?” Shadow asked with an ear flick as he motioned with his drink to the rest of the bar. 
 
    “Word is there were a few members of the city’s super team there.” 
 
    Shadow shrugged, “So?” 
 
    “And about a dozen dead members of the Ravens.” 
 
    “The Ravens might want to leave town,” Shadow growled. “Crossing Circe was crossing me. The ones that had taken up with that child molester got off easy, trust me ....” 
 
    “Child molester?” Cynthia blinked and leaned back a little in her seat. Shadow noticed the noise level nearby had dropped, people were listening. 
 
    “Why do you think he took Circe’s child, Cynthia?” Shadow was a little growly as he said that. “He told me what he was going to do to her, showed me in my mind.” 
 
    “So the rumors are true then?” she mumbled softly. 
 
    “That he was a child molester? Of course,” Shadow grunted. 
 
    Cynthia looked at him, “No, that you and Circe have a child. There were rumors she’d had a kid, and well, you’re the only one anybody figured had half a chance.” 
 
    Shadow thought about that, “And if Circe’s kid is mine what does that mean to everyone?” 
 
    “No one has ever seen you hunt down another super. Yes they remember Laughing Boy, but he came after you. Same for Jin-Tao. People like predictable, you have been a little unpredictable of late. They are starting to fear you, and not in a good way either.” 
 
    Shadow grinned at her, “There’s a bad way to be feared?” 
 
    Cynthia sighed, “I’m serious here, Shadow, you’ve always been a wildcard, but you never gave the big boys a reason to fear. Now you’re running with Tomas’s crew and you killed the Dispatcher, who was definitely big league material.” 
 
    Shadow shrugged, “So what do they want to hear, Cynthia?” 
 
    “They want to be sure that this isn’t going to happen again, otherwise they might just decide to put aside their own differences and band up against you.” 
 
    Shadow leaned back in his seat and pondered that a moment, taking a drink from his glass. Cynthia was here to feel him out, and probably send a message. He knew she was living with Harbinger, who’d been a key figure here longer than Shadow had been around town. But not that much longer. Kingpins turned over fast in this business and everyone knew it, Harbinger probably felt Shadow might be a threat to his position and was feeling him out.  
 
    And he was a threat. Shadow was working on a new form now, and his powers would branch out once again. He didn’t want to be a Kingpin, but he wanted them to realize that he was pretty much their equal now as well.  
 
    “This is what you can tell them,” Shadow said softly, he didn’t want everyone in the bar to hear his words; “I am neutral. I will help Tomas’s team when I think the balance needs it. Otherwise I will mainly be what they thought I was.” 
 
    “And just what is this ‘balance,’ Shadow?” 
 
    “For the most part, business as usual. I have no desire to run anything or change anything, I like the status quo, which is and always has been my nature. I will not take on or go after anyone unless I’m forced to. They just need to keep one vital thing in mind.” 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “If anyone seriously messes with one of my women or one of my children there will be an immediate and extreme reaction. Don’t even think of hostages or the like, because what I’ll do then will make this last bit look like a church social.” 
 
    “Circe and the Angel both are active players, you can’t expect them to get special treatment,” Cythia warned. 
 
    “Oh, as long as the game is played by the general rules and no one is getting raped, mutilated, or murdered, I’m not going to intervene. Much. But if people go beyond the usual rules, there will be blood. Remember that.” 
 
    “I’m not sure how some folks are going to take this, Shadow.” 
 
    “Oh, it gets even better,” he smiled. 
 
    “Howso?” 
 
    “Circe and the Angel aren’t my only women, just the two most important. And no, I’m not telling you who the others are though you may be able to guess.” 
 
    “You’re not being very re-assuring here, Shadow,” She warned. 
 
    “No, I’m not, and I’m not going to be either. I don’t ask Harbinger for re-assurances, do I?” 
 
    “But you’re not on his level, Shadow.”  
 
    “Yes, I am.” He said softly causing her to lean forward to hear him. “I’ve been on his level for a lot longer than any of you have realized. Let us be completely honest here, they don’t care that I killed 'The Dispatcher'; actually I’m sure they’re all happy I did, because he would have went after them next. But they’re afraid that my newfound success might give me big ideas. Am I right?” 
 
    Cynthia nodded. 
 
    “He’s dead because he tried to kill one of my women and kidnapped my child. He’s dead because he was going to molest my child. I told you this already. It has always been known that if you cross me, you pay the price. Now you tell me, are the six of Harb’s lieutenants, who are all watching us while trying to act coy, going to attack me? Or are they going to get up and leave peacefully? I need to know because my food is about to be delivered and I’d hate to have my dinner ruined.” 
 
    “You’re not worried about the other men here?” 
 
    “No, they’re going to let your men go first, see what happens, and then decide what side to choose. Myself, I’ll just withdraw quietly because I don’t want to risk Bell’s wrath and lose my bar rights. But then I’d have to do something to save face wouldn’t I?” 
 
    “You seem fairly confident that they’ll hang him out to dry.” 
 
    “It’s traditional around here,” Shadow laughed. “So, why don’t you send the dogs home and join me for dinner?” 
 
    “My boyfriend might get jealous.” 
 
    “I’ve got enough women, any more and they’d probably lynch me.” 
 
    Shadow watched as Cynthia motioned to the others who all got up from their respective positions and left, enjoying how another ten in the bar suddenly got rather antsy. 
 
    “Ah and here comes the food. Have you eaten here lately? The new cook is rather good.” 
 
    Cynthia looked at the massive amount of food coming to the table. “You always eat this much?” 
 
    “I was expecting company. So, tell me what’s new in your life?” 
 
      
 
    After Cynthia left a few other people stopped by to say hello, or more appropriately, pay their respects. Most people knew what had just taken place, Shadow had just moved up in status in the underground. Shadow himself found the whole thing rather stupid, but ces’t la vie. 
 
    Eventually Carl finally slid into the booth. 
 
    “Evening, Carl.” 
 
    “You’re not holding any grudges, are you, Shadow?” 
 
    “Not against you, Carl. Did you win big?” 
 
    “They’re trying to get out of paying; they claim I tipped you off.” Carl grumbled. 
 
    Shadow laughed. “Tell them to pay up or I will take a personal interest in the matter, Carl. Betting on the welfare of one of my women would seem to indicate a certain amount of prior knowledge about what was going to happen. Knowledge I might just find offensive.” 
 
    Carl smiled, “You got it, Shadow. So how’s Circe doing?” 
 
    “She’s well. Everyone is well.” 
 
    “Glad to hear it. So,” Carl looked around and lowered his voice, “I see you ran them off. Nice to see you coming up in the world, Shadow. There’s a lot of us who like the idea of you being one of the Kingpins.” 
 
    “Don’t be so sure about that, Carl, I’m not a boss, I’m not going to put together an organization, I’m not going to change one bit.” 
 
    “Exactly,” Carl said grinning. “The others think that this is some sort of social club and they’re running it. But you know better. All the unaffiliated folks down here, they’re all looking up to you now. Like one of their own made it big. And knocking up Circe, that was a masterstroke, you not only tamed her, but you went berserk when someone messed with her. Worse than anything people would have expected out of her!” 
 
    “That’s not how it all went down, Carl,” Shadow sighed. 
 
    Carl laughed, “I’m sure it wasn’t, Shadow, but perception isn’t reality, and what people perceive is that you’re really not quite human, that you really are something of an animal, and that all this organization is a human thing. Well we don’t think of ourselves as members of the human race exactly either. So you’re our hero now, Shadow, like it or not.” 
 
    “If people start to worship me, Carl, I’m going to be really annoyed!” Shadow said shaking his head. 
 
    “I wouldn’t worry about that, but I overheard your little speech about ‘balance’ back there. That was good, and people are going to eat that up down here. No one likes dying, and none of the smart ones want psychopathic killers among us, 'cause you never know who they’ll go for next. Nope, we all understand how the game gets played, and sometimes you lose, sometimes you go to jail. It’s that risk that is the reason we’re all here. That’s what makes it fun. So just remember that you have a backing, whether you want it or not.” 
 
    Shadow pondered that a few minutes, “Thanks, Carl, I appreciate that, I really do. I honestly never really thought about it that way before.” 
 
    “Always happy to keep you informed, Shadow,” Carl smiled, “and on that note, you might want to talk to your lawyers. I’ve heard a few rumors that the folks uptown are a little unhappy with some of the images that came out of your taking care of that slimeball. Later, Shadow.” 
 
    Shadow nodded and made a note of it. 
 
    “Thanks, Carl, see you around. Time for me to go as well. Good night.” 
 
      
 
    Shadow shifted to his stealth form and slipped out the back, he wasn’t a hundred percent after all, and he wasn’t interested in any ambushes either. There were people watching for him, both front and back, but what they wanted he had no interest in finding out. The rest of his trip home was uneventful, though he did have a lot to think about. 
 
    “Shirl, have you heard anything about any legal reactions to what I did last month?” He asked her much later that night. 
 
    “Mmmm, no. Want me to ask around?” 
 
    “Might be wise to not get involved, I’ll call my sharks in the morning and see what they can find. 
 
    “Okay, Hon,” she yawned and snuggled up closer. 
 
      
 
    The phone call to his lawyers wasn’t terribly enlightening; they’d heard rumors, but not much else. However they would investigate it now that he had expressed concern over the issue. Later in the day however they called back. 
 
    “Mister Shadow,” it was Bert, “I’m afraid I must inform you that there has been some outrage over the recent bit of unpleasantness. There has been some pressure for the DA to ‘do something’.” 
 
    “Does that mean what I think it means,” Shadow sighed. 
 
    “I am afraid so, Mister Shadow, they would like you to come in and testify.” 
 
    Shadow sighed, “Do I have a choice, Bert?” 
 
    “Actually, Mister Shadow you do, this is only a discovery hearing.” 
 
    “Oh, well in that case I’ll pass!”  
 
    “Umm, Mister Shadow, as your lawyer I would recommend that you show up for the hearing.” 
 
    “Why, Bert?” 
 
    “Because they might try to compel you if you do not. There is much politicking going on over this currently. To show up willingly, Mister Shadow, that would be a very good gesture.” 
 
    Shadow sighed again, “Alright, Bert, just tell me when and where.” 
 
    “Very good, Mister Shadow, I will have my office send you the details as soon as I have them.” 
 
    “Oh, one last thing, Bert,” 
 
    “Yes, Mister Shadow?” 
 
    “Find out who is supposed to represent my wife for the government, you and Charles also represent her now, and you have final say. Make sure they understand that.” 
 
    “Of course, Mister Shadow, we understand that.” 
 
    “Oh, and you’re representing Circe as well, if it should come to it.” 
 
    “Are you sure about that, Mister Shadow?” Bert sounded surprised to Shadow’s ears. 
 
    “If she needs representation, I want her to have the best. If it will cause legal issues or hurt our cases, then you may find someone else.” 
 
    “Umm, Mister Shadow,” Shadow could hear the uncertainty in Bert’s voice, “Miss Circe, she has something of an ah, reputation in the legal circles.” 
 
    Shadow chuckled, “If you have a woman attorney on your staff, I would let her interact directly with Circe. If you want me to be handy when any of your people meet with her, I will be. I will make sure she behaves, okay Bert?” 
 
    “No offense, Mister Shadow, but can you do that?” 
 
    “Yes, Bert, I can. And I will if I have to. I have my reasons.” 
 
    “Okay, Mister Shadow, we will deal with it for you.” 
 
    “Thanks, Bert, you guys are the best.” 
 
    “You're welcome, Mister Shadow, we will be in touch.” 
 
      
 
    “So, are you all going to be at the hearing tomorrow morning?” Shadow asked Shirley, it was much later and except for his one venture out to Bell’s, for which he had been soundly scolded by Shirley, he’d been staying at home.  
 
    “Yes,” She nodded, “Tomas wants us all to show together,” and she looked up at him and smiled, “And that includes you.” 
 
    Shadow smiled, “Giving orders now are we?” 
 
    “Definitely, you’ve never had to deal with the aftermath before, but this is something we’ve been trained for.” 
 
    “You actually train for this?” Shadow asked surprised. 
 
    She nodded, “Another one of the drawbacks of being the good guys, we have to answer for what we do.” 
 
    “Ugh. Is it too late for me to return to the underground?” 
 
    “Yes, Dear. I’ve got my claws in you and you’re just going to have to get used to doing some things the right way,” Shirley laughed. 
 
    “Only some things?” 
 
    Shirley smirked at him and ran a finger down his chest through his fur, “Well I wouldn’t want to mess with the parts that work, now would I?” 
 
    “Oh, I like the sound of that ....” 
 
      
 
    Shadow slept the whole way into office, waking up only long enough to get out of the car and into the Team’s van that they then took to court. He didn’t stay out as late as he used to, however he still didn’t do mornings well. The cat thought the sun was for laying in and sleeping under, not for actually doing things while out.  
 
    Shadow didn’t have a lot of experience with the courts and the legal system to be honest, he really didn’t know what to expect. He had been fairly successful in avoiding the law and all the bad things that it usually entailed.  
 
    “Okay, look good for the cameras,” Tomas warned them as they pulled up to the courthouse. 
 
    “Cameras?” Shadow groaned, “Can I sneak in the back?” 
 
    “Shadow, the whole reason that the rest of the team is here today is so that you can be seen with us. People trust us, if we’re seen obviously backing you, they’ll think that whatever it is, it can’t be that bad.” 
 
    “I chewed a guy’s face off, Tomas. I think folks aren’t going to get around that.” 
 
    “Oh, you’d be surprised what people will forgive, Shadow. Now everyone, look positive, look professional, and let me do the talking. That means ‘no comment,’ Shadow to anything anyone asks you. Got it?” 
 
    “I think I can handle that.” Shadow nodded and yawned. 
 
    “And what those yawns, Hon,” Shirley warned, “those canines are a little too impressive.” 
 
    “I’ll try to remember.” 
 
    “All right everyone, let’s go!”  
 
    They got out of the van together, and Tomas led them up the steps of the courthouse. Shadow was behind Centurion, who was holding hands with Fiona, with Chen and Jimmy behind him. Shirley was bumping hips with him as they walked, and he had an arm around her waist. It was hard not to smile walking with her; she was his everything, plain and simple. 
 
    The press descended on them en masse and they were asking questions of everyone, but Shadow was the topic they were most interested in. Shadow ‘no-commented’ the few times a mike was stuck in is face. The newsies were a little bit afraid of him, but they weren’t afraid of his wife. He found it amusing that several reporters circled him to be able to try and get a word out of her. On an impulse he switched to his sex form and did his best to look enticing, it seemed to work, as people seemed to be less threatened by him. He decided to stay in that form from that point forward.  
 
    They got inside without incident and Shadow was surprised to see that all of the press stayed outside. 
 
    “Aren’t they coming in?” He said curious. 
 
    “Cameras aren’t allowed inside the courthouse. There will be reporters inside, but as this is only a hearing the amount of spectators has been limited.” Tomas told him. “Now, this way.” 
 
    They all followed Tomas as he led them into a courtroom. They all filed down the aisle and through a gate past a small railing like Shadow had seen in the movies, and then went to sit behind a long desk to the left. Shadow sat near the end with Shirley on his left and Tomas on his right. All of the rest of Tomas’s team sat to Tomas’s right.  
 
    As they sat there more people filed into the room, filling up the seats, the ones that were there for the press wore their ID’s out in the open. The DA came in and sat behind a table on the right side of the room, the jury box Shadow saw was empty, but then this wasn’t a trial. After about fifteen minutes they were all told to rise and the judge entered the room, one of the city’s more well known justices Shadow noted. Then they all sat, and the lawyers and the DA with his assistants approached the bench and they had a quiet conversation with the judge. 
 
    “What’s that all about?” Shadow asked Tomas. 
 
    “They’re making sure everyone knows who is representing whom. Setting the rules of the game down and all that. You and Angel there aren’t the only ones with private attorneys, I have one, Centurion has one, Chen has one, and then there is the government paid one that represents the entire team when on official business. So it can be quite confusing.” 
 
    “Ah, okay.” Shadow nodded and sat back in his chair. He must have dozed a bit because he suddenly heard his name called and noticed that it was the judge calling it. 
 
    “Um, excuse me, your Honor?” He said sitting up straight. 
 
    “If you would be so kind as to not fall asleep in my courtroom mister,” the judge admonished him. 
 
    “Sorry, your Honor, I am nocturnal by nature but I’ll try to stay awake.” 
 
    “Nocturnal you say?” The judge asked him. 
 
    “Yes, primarily. I have managed to change some to fit in better, but anything before noon is rather difficult for me, Sir.” 
 
    “I see, why didn’t your lawyers ask for a later time then?” 
 
    “Well, I didn’t want to cause a problem, your Honor,” Shadow said. The truth was his lawyers told him he hadn’t a chance of getting it changed, so complaining would be pointless, so he didn’t. 
 
    “Well, try to stay with us.” He turned to Shirley then, “Young lady, if you could pinch him when he nods off, I’d appreciate it.” 
 
    “Yes, your Honor,” Shirley replied with a smile. 
 
    “Now then, let’s begin. Counselor, you may start.” 
 
     Shadow watched as the DA stood up and addressed the court, “Your Honor, the purpose of this hearing is to investigate the events and actions taken on April fifth prior to, and up to, the moment that one Jason Dowd, aka ‘The Dispatcher’ died. It is common knowledge that Mr. Dowd did die from wounds sustained in single combat with the person known as ‘Shadow Cat’ currently sitting in this courtroom, and that the circumstances surrounding that death bring forth claims of self-defense, defense of an innocent minor, actions taken in the public good, reasonable actions in the apprehension of a super intent on murder and mayhem, and all items covered in section twelve of Title nineteen: Means available to Person’s of extraordinary powers when bringing other such Person’s to justice in the defense of life, limb, and liberty of the community.” 
 
    Shadow blinked, that was quite a mouthful. 
 
    “There have been legal motions made that the actions taken that day may have been in violation of the standing laws and legal provisions. The purpose of this hearing is to determine if that is so, and if so, to ascertain what laws, if any, have been violated.” 
 
    “Thank you, Mister Prosecutor. If there are no objections?” The judge looked around and there were none. “Then we will proceed. Call your first witness.” 
 
    Shadow watched as they slowly went through the members of the team. They started off with the ones who hadn’t seen anything, that is, who hadn’t seen what had been done to Circe. Next they called those who had been in the same room as Shadow and Circe up to the point Shadow had left.  
 
    This led to the first objection, by Shadow’s lawyers, and a female lawyer Shadow was unfamiliar with. They approached the bench and Shadow swiveled his ears to pick up what they were talking about. He gathered that there was a request by all three lawyers to leave the name of the victim out of the testimony for various reasons of privacy, which were granted. Also to leave the paternity of the child out as well for reasons of privacy as well as the child’s welfare. The Judge gave Shadow and Shirley a long look before granting that one, but he did grant it, with some reservations. 
 
    Shirley was called then and Shadow definitely paid attention.  
 
    “Are you the Super Hero known as ‘The Angel’?”  
 
    Shadow noticed they had asked this with the previous members. Under the law supers were entitled to a legal alias and could not be pressed for their real names. His lawyers had used that to his advantage in the past. Of course as ‘The Angel’ worked for the city, they wouldn’t press her too hard. 
 
    “Yes, I am.” 
 
    “Could you please relate to us the events of that afternoon?” 
 
    “Well as you have already heard testified, we were heavily involved in a case looking for the deceased. He had been tied to four murders at that time, and was the prime suspect in five more.” 
 
    “Was he ever tied to those five he was suspected in?”  
 
    “Yes, in the following weeks forensic evidence was uncovered tying him directly to them.” 
 
    “So you were involved in this case, doing what?” 
 
    “We were investigating it, reviewing our clues and making plans for a stakeout later that night when my husband called ....” 
 
    The DA interrupted her, “Your husband called? Miss Angel, I was not aware that you were married, who is the lucky fellow?” 
 
    Shirley smiled rather radiantly and pointed at Shadow, “Why that handsome black devil I’ve been sitting next to of course!” 
 
    Shadow was rather amazed at just how quiet the courtroom got at that instant and looked around rather surprised at the large number of shocked expressions. 
 
    “You married the Shadow?” Shadow heard someone exclaim from the back of the courtroom. 
 
    “I, I see,” The DA said pausing a moment. “So, Shadow called you on the phone.” 
 
    “Yes, my husband called me at work to tell me that he knew who the next victim was, that he was on his way there, and could I bring the team.” 
 
    Shadow sat a little straighter, conscious of the eyes on him as Shirley reaffirmed that they were married. He felt like preening oddly enough, so he just smiled. 
 
    “Did he say anything else?” 
 
    “Other than to say where he was going? No. I got the impression he was rather busy at the time.” 
 
    “I see. So tell us what transpired when you arrived at the scene?” 
 
    “Well, we were too late to catch the Dispatcher, however they had left rather recently and the victim had not yet died. Shadow had stabilized them, and told us that the victim’s child had been taken.” 
 
    “And you took his word for this?” 
 
    “Of course, Shadow would never lie to me; it’s just not in him. Furthermore, we were in a child’s room, and there was a lot of evidence of an abduction, as well as several dead bodies from what was apparently a vicious fight to protect something or someone. Beyond that, the victim was someone I was familiar with by reputation and whom I knew had a child.” 
 
    “So you knew the victim and that they had a child?” The DA asked looking a little surprised to Shadow. He noticed the judge was following this with interest as well. 
 
    “I had never met the victim prior to that day, but for both professional and personal reasons I knew about them, their child, and their circumstances.” 
 
    “I see, so what happened next?” 
 
    “Shadow, Tomas, and Jimmy went in pursuit of the child; I took the victim with Thadieus to the hospital. As you know already the others searched for clues, evidence, and rendered aid to the other wounded that were found.” 
 
    They asked her a few more questions as Shadow watched. Then it was Jimmy’s turn.  
 
    Shadow watched Jimmy’s testimony with interest; they started off with the usual questions, when they got to why Jimmy went with them there was an objection and a brief conference at the bench. Apparently the DA agreed with the lawyers that Jimmy’s device was best kept secret. When questioning resumed it was with Jimmy’s part of the attack. Shadow was impressed at how deftly Jimmy dodged the questions without seeming to do so. He made only passing reference to the fight to get inside, but his details of Shadow’s fight was much more detailed. 
 
    “So you were unable to help Shadow in his fight?” 
 
    “No, Sir, there was some sort of force wall that neither I nor Tomas could get past. All we could do was watch.” 
 
    “And what did you see?” 
 
    “Well Shadow was in pretty bad shape, he’d already been wounded and until we got there and stopped it, there were others attacking him as well. But when the wall went up it was just him and the Dispatcher.” 
 
    “And what shape was the Dispatcher in?” 
 
    “He was fresh, Sir; he hadn’t been fighting until that point.” 
 
    “And what happened as you watched?” 
 
    “Well, Sir, to be honest, it was pretty nasty. He had the upper hand and was rather unmercifully beating Shadow to death.” 
 
    “But Shadow did win the fight, did he not?” 
 
    “Well, just when he was going to cut off Shadow’s head,” Shadow watched as Jimmy grimaced obviously reliving the scene, “Shadow changed into a cat and it threw off the Dispatcher, who missed his killing stroke, then Shadow got him by the head.” 
 
    “And that was when Shadow killed him?” 
 
    “Well, not right away, he emptied a pistol into Shadow’s body before he died.” 
 
    “I see. Why didn’t Shadow subdue him instead of killing him?” 
 
    “Well, you’d have to ask him, Sir, but I suspect having a broken arm and a broken leg and being half dead probably had something to do with it!” Jimmy said rather sarcastically. 
 
    Shadow tried not to laugh as the judge reprimanded Jimmy.  
 
    “So, what happened next?” 
 
    “Well we ran over to Shadow, who was in pretty bad shape, to be honest I thought he was dying. He told us to get the child, so I did. When I got back after some argument with Tomas who wanted to stay, Tomas took the child and I did what I could to stop the bleeding. By the way, I was the one who partially stripped the body; I was using his clothing to bind Shadow’s wounds.” 
 
    “Did anything else happen at that point?” 
 
    “Other than him slipping into a coma? No. But I was sure he was dying at that point and well, he was pretty sure he was dying too. If help hadn’t arrived at that moment, he probably would have.” 
 
    “So no last words?” 
 
    “Oh, actually yes.” 
 
    The DA looked at Jimmy. “And they were?” 
 
    “Oh, he said ‘No regrets, saving innocents, worth it always’.” 
 
    Shadow watched as they finished up with a few more unrelated questions. Then it was his turn. Tomas they were saving for last apparently. 
 
    They went through his name and all of that stuff same as the last time he’d been at a hearing. Then they started in with the questions. 
 
    “So how did you come to know the location and time of the next attack that day?” The DA asked. 
 
    “I was given a tip by an anonymous source.” 
 
    “That’s a lot of faith to put in a tip from someone you don’t know.” 
 
    “Let me rephrase that, anonymous to you, but not to me.” 
 
    “So a confidential source then?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “And so you rushed over to the scene of the crime?” 
 
    “As fast as I could. But I wasn’t in time. The child had already been taken, and the victim was still conscious. She told me what had been said to her; it made it clear to me that the Dispatcher had evil plans for the child.” 
 
    “So you decided to go after the child yourself?” 
 
    “Wouldn’t you?” Shadow said looking into the DA’s eyes. 
 
    “I think I’d want some help.” 
 
    Shadow paused a moment, “I didn’t want to drag my wife or her friends into an ambush.” 
 
    “An ambush?” 
 
    “The target of the attack wasn’t the lady, it was the child. The Dispatcher wasn’t after her, he was after me. He didn’t kill her, so she could tell me what he said. I realized it as soon as I found her, he wanted to kill me. I was the one he was after, and he wanted to face me on his home turf, where he might have a chance of killing me. The entire thing was a setup.” 
 
    The DA paused and looked at Shadow surprised. “Why would anyone go to all that trouble to kill you?” 
 
    “Objection!” Shadow’s lawyers were on their feet and Shadow noticed that Tomas was talking to the government lawyer who then stood, but kept quiet. 
 
    “Grounds?” The Judge asked. 
 
    “Permission to approach the bench your honor?” 
 
    “Granted.” 
 
    Shadow’s attorneys, the team’s lawyer, and the DA all approached. 
 
    “Your Honor,” the team’s lawyer began in a low voice that Shadow could only hear because he was sitting so close to the judge, “there is much that might be testified on at this point that the government, both city, and federal, would prefer to not be done in public, nor as a matter of record. The less known the better.” 
 
    “Also, your Honor,” Shadow’s attorney Paul put in, in an equally low voice, “there are Fifth Amendment issues here, as well as already stipulated privacy agreements.” 
 
    “I see,” said the judge and looked at Shadow, “this is only a hearing, you’re not under any compulsion to testify, you may step down if you wish.” 
 
    “Your Honor, perhaps we could go someplace private, and I could answer the DA’s questions there?” Shadow said softly. “I’d rather not have all of this hanging over my head, and we both know the DA doesn’t exactly like me.” 
 
    The Judge looked at the DA and back at Shadow. 
 
    “Court will adjourn to my quarters to resolve certain issues,” the Judge said and banged his gavel. Everyone rose as he left the room, then Shadow got up to follow as the DA, the three lawyers, and Tomas left the room. He motioned to Shirley to join them, and she quickly got up and did so. 
 
    When they got to the Judge’s chambers they gathered around his desk, sitting in the chairs that were already there. Shadow pulled Shirley into his lap and held on to her, he was nervous; he wasn’t sure where this was going suddenly. He needed her presence nice and close to help him stay calm. 
 
    “Mister Shadow, not in my office, please,” The Judge said. 
 
    “Your Honor,” Shirley piped up, “My husband is a bit on edge, trust me on this, you’d rather have me here right now.” 
 
    “Fine, now what’s this all about?” 
 
    “Your Honor, Sir,” Bert put in, “as the court stenographer is not here, can we assume that all of this is now off the record?” 
 
    “Your Honor!” The DA objected, “This would highly prejudice any further case I might wish to make!” 
 
    “You will not be making any cases here, George,” the government lawyer now spoke up. 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “Because he’ll get immunity ten seconds after you file the charges.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Everyone be quiet!” The Judge said and amazingly to Shadow they all shut up. He hadn’t realized judges had so much power. 
 
    “Now, let’s start with you,” the Judge pointed at Shadow, “and the question that started this all. Why would the Dispatcher want to kill you?” 
 
    “How much do you know about the underground?” Shadow asked. 
 
    “A little.” 
 
    “Are you familiar with the practice of fighting for advancement?” 
 
    “Some, yes.” 
 
    Shadow turned to the DA, “Are you?” 
 
    “I’ve become aware of rumors about it.” 
 
    “They’re not rumors. Who you kill affects your status, the more important and bigger the person you kill, the more important and bigger you become.” 
 
    “And you’ve taken part in this practice?” The DA asked. 
 
    “Unwillingly, I’ve never challenged anyone, but have been challenged many times. As you're not given the chance to refuse a challenge, and as they’re usually to the death, I’ve had to kill my fair share.” Shadow growled that part out. He wasn’t proud of it, he didn’t mind it, but he didn’t like recounting it to these people who’d never lived it and never would. 
 
    “I stopped having to do that when Jin-Tao came after me and lost,” Shadow growled a bit more as he said ‘lost’, he could see the others were subconsciously moving away from him. “The Dispatcher was trying to move up as quickly as he could, but he didn’t want to kill anyone connected to one of the big gangs, the others would them view him with suspicion, and even he couldn’t take that many on at once. So he wanted someone who had killed someone important, someone who carried a lot of respect, was considered a tough nut to crack, but wasn’t tied in tight with everyone else, someone who people respected and feared, but wouldn’t miss.” 
 
    “So he wanted you,” the Judge said. 
 
    “Exactly.” 
 
    “Wait a second,” the DA said, “Jin-Tao was only a lieutenant. That wouldn’t be enough to qualify you.” 
 
    Shadow nodded, “No, it wouldn’t have. But I killed someone a lot more important than that.” Shadow looked around at all of them, “I killed Laughing Boy.” 
 
    The silence lasted as it sunk in slowly; it was the DA who broke it first, “So that explains why we haven’t been able to track him. We thought he went to ground on us!” 
 
    “He did!” Shadow laughed wryly, “Though when he came after me I suspect his goal was to have me end up in the ground and not the other way around.” 
 
    “So you’re telling us that Laughing Boy tried to kill you, in a word challenged you, and that by your killing him, your status went way up in the underground.” 
 
    Shadow nodded, “Exactly.” 
 
    “But why would Laughing Boy come after you?” The DA asked, “You were not on his level, that makes no sense and sounds rather suspicious.” 
 
    Shadow sighed and looked at Tomas who shrugged and then nodded. He looked then at the others in the room and decided. “Burt, Paul, and whoever you are,” he nodded to the Team’s lawyer. “Please leave the room.” 
 
    “But, Mister Shadow, how can we represent you if we are not here?” 
 
    “Yes, Shadow, this isn’t wise,” Paul added. 
 
    “Some things one’s lawyers shouldn’t know. Please?”  
 
    They looked dejected and nodded, then left. Tomas said something to the other lawyer who then left as well. 
 
    “Anyone listening, Tomas?” Shadow asked. 
 
    “Nope, we’re good.” 
 
    “Great, now if you would explain this need for secrecy?” The Judge asked. 
 
    “Laughing Boy came after me because he found out I’d been helping Tomas on the sly.” Shadow said. “He wanted to make an example of me. Sadly for him he became an example of what happens to people who try to kill me.” 
 
    “What!?” The DA said. Shadow hadn’t seen someone that shocked since he killed Laughing Boy. 
 
    “Shadow has been working with me for almost a decade, George,” Tomas said finally joining the conversation. “Remember that Fed super that almost died? Shadow here saved her. All those cops I’ve saved over the years? Shadow helped set that up. The kidnapped victims we’ve rescued? Hell, he never raped Fionna like people think he did, he saved her life. He’s provided me with a lot of help and inside information over the years.” 
 
    “Well that explains why she hasn’t tried to slit his throat,” the DA said, “the rumor is that she has a love hate thing going on.” 
 
    “Truth be told she and Centurion come over the house weekly for dinner,” Shirley said smiling. “Oh, and Shadow saved my life too, which is how we met and how we ended up mated.” 
 
    Shadow watched as the DA shook his head, “I would never have guessed this in a million years.” 
 
    “That’s why it has to be kept secret. Shadow still has connections that we want to preserve and neither him nor I want people to think that the team didn’t do those things are their own.” 
 
    “But what about Circe?” The DA asked, “If you’re so good why are you running with her, why the ...” and he looked at Shirley. 
 
    “I know about his daughter with Circe, don’t worry, George, I’m not bothered by it. 
 
    “Okay, so why are you helping her?” 
 
    Shadow sighed and grinned, “Well first off, I’m not exactly all that good. My views on the world aren’t exactly human ones, as for Circe, well she has powers over animals and guess what? I’m half animal so that gives her power over me. I can’t betray her, and within certain limits I have to help her. But,” Shadow looked at the DA and the Judge, “because I’m not a complete animal, there have been costs to her in this relationship as well. You’ll note her crimes have gotten less and less violent over the time I’ve been involved with her, I’ve even forced her to stop doing certain things altogether. From this point onward I daresay you’ll not hear her name very much at all anymore.” 
 
    “Okay, but I’m still left with a few questions regarding this Dispatcher affair,” the DA said. 
 
    “Sure, ask away.” 
 
    “Why did you kill all of his henchmen?” 
 
    “Because it was a trap and if I hadn’t there would have been no chance of survival for any of us, or the child. They knew he had the child anyway, so guilt by association, not to mention they’d helped him commit a number of murders.” 
 
    “Why’d you maul his face so severely?”  
 
    “Only way I could kill him. I had so many broken bones I couldn’t do much else at that point but bite.” 
 
    “So you did mean to kill him?” 
 
    “At that point, I really had no choice, I was dying after all.” 
 
    “Would you have done this if it hadn’t been your child?” 
 
    “Yes!” Shadow growled, “Most definitely.” 
 
    The DA nodded and then sat back. “So what are we going to do out in the court room?” 
 
    “Simple,” the Judge said. “I close the hearing. Tomas doesn’t need to testify, we heard what we needed to know, and you can end your vendetta of throwing Shadow in jail.” 
 
    “Was I that obvious, your Honor?” 
 
    “That rumor has been circulating for years, George.” 
 
    “If it’s all the same to you,” Shadow said, “I’d appreciate it if you at least made the pretense of still being after me. Come up with how I pulled some legal trick or something or called in a favor from someone.” 
 
    “Oh, I have an even better one than that,” the DA said, “I’m just going to quietly make it known that I didn’t have a case and you rubbed my nose in it.” 
 
    “Alright, you can all go back to the courtroom, or go home; I’m going to go dismiss the case. Good day everyone,” the Judge said and they all filed out of his office. 
 
    “See, that wasn’t so bad, was it?” Shirley said with a smile and then kissed him. 
 
    “Bad enough, I don’t know how you put up with it.” 
 
    “Cause we get paid to,” Tomas laughed. “But they’re always willing to cut us a little slack and look the other way, if we don’t get too far out of line.” 
 
    Shadow nodded. “Well I’m for home. Shirley?” 
 
    “Yes, Hon, let’s.” 
 
      
 
    #          #          #          #          # 
 
      
 
    “So, quite a show there in court, wasn’t it?” 
 
    Shadow was sitting in Bell’s, with Carl sitting across the booth from him. Cynthia was there as well, and so was Circe who was snuggled up rather close to him. Shadow was sure that the displays of affection passing between the two of them were making the others in the bar scratch their heads now that they all knew he was married to the Angel. Which was probably for the best. 
 
    “You have no idea how much that sucked, Carl,” Shadow growled. “And it got worse in the private session.” 
 
    “I have no idea why you even put up with it though.” 
 
    “It’s the price of being married to the Angel,” Circe said. 
 
    “Yeah, I have to at least appear to have my nose clean,” Shadow snickered. 
 
    “Why even bother? What is your fascination with her?” Cynthia asked. 
 
    “It’s personal,” Shadow replied. 
 
    “And why do you even allow it?” Cynthia said to Circe. 
 
    Circe laughed, “Do you honestly think I can control this furball? I gave up trying some time ago.” 
 
    “But he’s sleeping with the enemy! Doesn’t that bother you?” 
 
    Circe leered at Cynthia, “maybe I have plans for the Angel too, you know she is extremely hot looking and I do appreciate blondes.” 
 
    Shadow snickered again at the shocked look on Cynthia’s face and the rather interested one that crossed Carl’s. “Down, Carl, keep it in your pants.” 
 
    Carl looked at Circe and then at Shadow, Circe was a piece, that was for certain, and so was the Angel. “Shadow you are definitely a lucky cat.” 
 
    “Look, Cynth,” Shadow said leaning back in the booth, “My goals, my plans, and my desires are not typical. I’m not really human after all. You all can do your thing, I will do mine. As long as you don’t cross me, we’re good. And as for how I manage my private life, well that’s private and not open for discussion. Now if you’ll excuse us, it’s time to call it a night.” 
 
    “Alright, good night.” 
 
    “Night.” 
 
    Shadow got up and escorted Circe out of the bar, and caught a cab back to his old apartment. But rather than go inside they got in his car and headed back to his house, after he was sure they weren’t being followed. 
 
    “It’s nice to get out again,” Circe said leaning into him as he drove. “Tell Shirley that I really appreciate her watching my daughter for the evening. She’s really one of the few I trust.” 
 
    “I have a better idea,” Shadow purred, “Why don’t you tell her yourself and stay the night?” 
 
    “You sure?” Circe asked surprised. 
 
    “Of course I’m sure. I bet she’d enjoy having you in bed with us tonight.” 
 
    “Sounds kinky.” 
 
    “Yeah well, you both are, more so than me I think sometimes.” 
 
    Circe laughed. “Can I ask you a personal question, Shadow?” 
 
    “Of course. Just don’t ask if you can’t stand the answer.” 
 
    Circe paused a moment and thought about that. “I think I can stand the answer.” 
 
    “Then ask.” 
 
    “How do you feel about me?” 
 
    “My cat side loves you, and my human side loves you, when you’re not pissing it off that is.” 
 
    Circe pondered that a moment. “But what about Shirley?” 
 
    “Shirley is my mate. I love her completely and unreservedly. She is a part of me.” 
 
    “So where does that put me?” 
 
    “Second wife,” Shadow purred. 
 
    “Second wife?” Circe sputtered. “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Shirley is senior wife, you’re more than just a lover or a concubine, so that makes you second wife.” 
 
    “And do I get any say in this?” 
 
    “Of course you did.” Shadow looked over at her and smirked, “you fell into that roll when you shared our bed. Now you’re stuck with it. Don’t think I won’t enforce it either. You’re too important to me, Circe, you keep reforming and one of these days I’m sure Shirley will ask you to move in.” 
 
    “You’re kidding!” Circe gasped. 
 
    “She likes you, never think otherwise. She cares about you and our daughter. Shirley is a competitive and dominant woman, and she would love to have you under her thumb, so to speak, where she could watch out for you and keep you out of trouble.” 
 
    “Well I never ...” Circe almost growled it out, she liked Shirley a lot too, but this felt .... 
 
    “That’s right, you never,” Shadow growled, he had a feeling where those thoughts were going, “and that’s your problem. You never had anyone who cared about you enough to want to fight for you, to want to make you behave in a civilized manner.” 
 
    That made Circe think. “You’re serious, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Why do you think I love her so much? After her, you are the next most important thing in my life! I’ve invested a lot of my time in trying to make you a better person, and she sees that, and agrees with it, and actually feels the same way about you now that she’s gotten to know you better. If she asked me to choose, I would choose her, and she knows it. But she loves me so much that she will never ask me to choose.” 
 
    “Wow.” Circe whispered and cuddled back up against Shadow. “I don’t think I’ve ever had another person care about me like that before.” 
 
    “What about me?” Shadow mock growled. 
 
    “Sorry, but you’re not really human,” She giggled, “So you don’t count.” 
 
    Shadow sighed dramatically, “Oh the abuse I take.” 
 
    “So what about Liz and Nance?” 
 
    “Liz is a concubine and an old friend. Shirley allows that because of the friendship and child involved. As for Nance, well I found out later, but Nance called Shirley and damn near begged for her to let me keep seeing her. I’m the only male in her life surprisingly, and she wanted to keep me at least part time. As Shirley had already decided to allow me to keep seeing you and Liz, she was fine with it. I guess that makes Nance the junior wife. Especially now that she’s had my son.” 
 
    “So, do you invite her over too?” 
 
    Shadow smirked at her. “What do you think?” 
 
    “Bastard.” 
 
    Shadow laughed. 
 
    “So what about ‘whats-her-name’, that little maid of yours running around?” 
 
    “Sex slave, pure and simple.” 
 
    “And she let’s you have that?” 
 
    Shadow laughed again, “We have that. She belongs to both of us.” 
 
    “Oh. Oh!” Circe laughed. “I guess Shirley and I need to talk some more.” 
 
    “So you’re staying the night then?” Shadow purred. 
 
    “Who am I to refuse my husband and senior wife?” Circe laughed. 
 
    “My sentiments exactly ....” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Karen 
 
    A Call from the Past 
 
      
 
    Shadow was sitting in his booth at Bell's when the alarm on his phone went off. He bolted upright and headed out the back door pulling out his phone to look at it. 
 
    The location was out of the city. It wasn’t even in the same state. He stopped and stared at it confused. His homing beacons piggybacked over the cell network, and at this distance it took a few minutes for the location to resolve.  
 
    It was six hundred miles, to the southeast. Shadow blinked. Six hundred miles. It wasn’t Shirley; it wasn’t any of the kids. But it was an alert, he had to go.  
 
    Shadow ran down the alley and caught a cab, there was only one way to get that kind of distance quickly, “Airport, and I’ll give you two hundred if you get there as fast as humanly possible!” 
 
    The Cabbie looked at the bills in Shadow’s hand and took off like a shot. He tried to figure out what was to the south in that direction; there was a major city there, somewhere. He called Shirley as the cab rocketed through the streets 
 
    “What’s up Shadow?” 
 
    “I don’t know, I have to leave town.” 
 
    “Why? What’s going on?” 
 
    “One of my beacons went off.” 
 
    “One of your what?” 
 
    “You know that bracelet I gave Janet?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. But she’s right here.” 
 
    “Well one went off about six hundred miles from here.” 
 
    “So what are you going to do?” 
 
    “I don’t know yet. But I have to get there as quick as I can. I’m almost at the airport, I’ll call you later.” 
 
    “Be safe, Shadow.” 
 
    “Yes dear.” 
 
    Shadow hung up and looked out the window trying to figure out just what he was going to do. 
 
    “Do you want the public terminal or the private one?” The cabbie asked. 
 
    “What’s the difference?” 
 
    “Public is airlines, private is charters and stuff.” The Cabbie replied. 
 
    Shadow thought about that and had an idea, “Private!” 
 
    “Okay sir.” 
 
      
 
    Shadow looked at the jet, it was a Gulf Stream something or other and they were more than willing to fly him on a moment’s notice. He followed them in and sat down as they got the plane started, and then moved out to the runway. By the time they got airborne a half hour had passed since the alert came. He was pacing the aisle as they flew, there wasn’t a lot of space there, but he was too nervous to sit still. He had no idea what the signal meant, how one was even coming from a place so far away.  
 
    “How fast will this thing go?” 
 
    “How fast do you want?” The pilot asked. 
 
    “I want to be there now,” Shadow growled, “but I know that’s not possible, so how long?” 
 
    “Well an hour to get there, we have a good tail wind, say another half hour for the approach and landing.” 
 
    “How fast if you don’t have to land?” 
 
    “What?” The pilot said looking at him. 
 
    “Just how fast if you don’t have to land?” Shadow growled. 
 
    “If we don’t land we can be over the city in about an hour.” 
 
    “We don’t have any parachutes,” the pilot warned him. 
 
    “I don’t need one.” 
 
    The pilot shrugged, “alright then.” 
 
    Shadow went back to his pacing, checking his phone every so often to make sure that the signal had not moved, it hadn’t. Of course he didn’t know if that was a good thing or a bad thing. For all he knew, whoever it was was dead. Shadow growled softly to himself, if whoever it was, was dead, he’d kill everyone involved. He could feel the anger building, waiting wasn’t good for him, the madder he got, the more vicious he became.  
 
    Eventually the pilot told him they were almost there. 
 
    Shadow checked his phone and the range and direction to the signal; it was getting close, ten miles and closing. 
 
    “Open the door, I’m going!” he told the co-pilot who was getting out of his seat.  
 
    “Slow down, this is dangerous!” 
 
    “So is making me wait,” Shadow growled. He checked the phone, “Three miles, now let me out of here!” 
 
    The co-pilot went to the rear cabin door, “Okay, we’re slowing down, we’re at ten thousand feet, watch out you don’t hit your head on the tail as you go out the door, and let yourself slow down before you do whatever it is you do. You’ll still be doing one hundred and fifty knots when you go out that door, if you don’t want to lose that phone, better hold on to it tight!” 
 
    Shadow stuck the phone in his muzzle, it was small enough, and as soon as the door opened he dove out low and tucked into a ball. 
 
    The buffeting was fantastic, he lost the duster, it didn’t come off so much as get ripped apart and off of his body. He almost lost his shorts as well, but by then he’d slowed down enough he could open up and spread out. Looking around he was still pretty high up, higher than he normally flew. He shifted forms to his winged form at that point, but kept his wings in close. He was still traveling fast enough for that to be a little painful and he carefully opened them up to slow down to something he could actually deal with. He took the phone out and looked at it, it took him a little bit of maneuvering, but a couple of minutes later he was over the right building, and coming down in a slow spiral, wings fully extended.  
 
    The building was in what looked like an industrial district. Night had fallen during the flight, and though he had perfect night vision, the lack of color made it hard to tell if it was a thriving area, or an abandoned one. From the air the roofs looked fine, which didn’t tell him much. There was a sniper on the roof however, set up to cover approaches from the east. So of course Shadow took him coming in from the west. 
 
    He had a radio that Shadow took. He left the rifle, but took the bolt out and tossed it. He also had a knife that Shadow took. Shadow moved across the roof to the exit, listened a moment to make sure that no one was on the other side, and then entered the building. 
 
    He was on the fifth floor of the building according to the signs, best he could figure it, what he wanted was two floors down. Peeking out the door, there wasn’t much to see on that floor and from the looks of it, the building wasn’t being used. Shifting to his stealth form Shadow went straight down to third floor. There were guards here he found, so he must be on the right trail. 
 
    It was short, it was brutal, and it was completely satisfying. Shadow smiled and went through the door. Someone on the radio started checking in with the guy on the roof, and when he didn’t answer, things started to happen. Shadow took advantage of the confusion to head down the hallway, but he didn’t get far before the body on the roof was found and things went to hell. He ran into two more men before he found what he was there for, both died without saying a word but by then the other two on the back stairwell had been found and panic was setting in.  
 
    He saw her then; she was hanging by her wrists, head slumped and unconscious. It was dark and she was bloody, but before he could do anything further the doorframe behind him exploded from bullet fire and he had to dodge to the side. He shifted to his fighting form once more and turned to face the man coming through the door. 
 
    “Who the hell are you?” The guy said looking rather shocked. 
 
    “Death,” Shadow growled. He knew he had a lot of blood on him and probably looked the part. Plus this one seemed to be in charge. 
 
    “Then back to hell with you demon!” he yelled and attacked. 
 
    Shadow wondered why he didn’t use the gun, and found out soon enough. He was another mentalist, Shadow had heard a speculation that certain powers seem to almost run in fads. It had been several years since he’d tangled with the Dispatcher, now he figured it was this city’s turn to deal with this kind of villain. Fortunately Shadow was more than ready for this now and shifted once again. The look on the other man’s face was priceless when Shadow strangled him.  
 
    He clicked the radio and spoke into the mike, “Your leader is dead, I suggest you leave or I’ll kill the rest of you too.” 
 
    It got very quiet on the radio then and he heard what sounded like people running away from him and out of the building. He turned back to the hanging woman and cut her down.  
 
    It hit him in an instant, it was Karen! She must have kept one of the bracelets from so long ago. She was alive, weak, but alive. She’d been beaten pretty heavily, seemed to have a few broken ribs, and a lot of abrasions and cuts. He figured she’d been whipped as well. On her left ankle he found the bracelet and turned it off, it was nearly dead most likely, to still be working after more than a decade was amazing in and of itself. 
 
    He picked her up carefully and made for the roof. He didn’t want to run into anyone else, not until she was safe at least.  
 
    The trip up to the roof was made unharassed; Shadow laid her down on the mat that the sniper had been using. He’d snagged a bottle of water and some candy bars along the way from a break room that he’d passed, and sitting her up he took a piece of cloth and started to clean her face with some water. 
 
    “Shadow?” she said weakly as her eyes opened a bit. 
 
    Shadow purred rather loudly and held the bottle so she could drink a little, “Who else?” 
 
    “I wasn’t sure you would come.” Karen whispered between sips. “It’s been so long.” 
 
    Shadow kissed her forehead, “Don’t be silly. I’m just glad that bracelet had enough power left to actually work. I didn’t make those with longevity in mind.” Shadow handed her one of the candy bars, the sugar would help get some energy back. “So tell me, what happened?” 
 
    “I got captured of course.” 
 
    “Where is the rest of your team?” Shadow asked softly. 
 
    “I think one of them is dead now,” Karen took a deep breath and closed her eyes trying not to think about it, “it was pretty bad, we walked into an ambush. I got grabbed while we were retreating.” 
 
    “When did that happen?” 
 
    “How long ago did I hit the panic button?” 
 
    Shadow thought about that, “About two hours ago.” 
 
    Karen nodded, “Last night about two AM I’d guess then. When I came to I managed to press it then, right before they whipped me.” 
 
    Shadow growled at that. 
 
    Karen laughed softly, “and here I was unable to enjoy it too.” 
 
    Shadow tapped her nose, “I don’t recall you ever enjoying pain, Kitten.” 
 
    Karen gave him another weak grin, “I tried it out in college a few times. Was interesting, but not really my thing. You made me a bit too dominant to enjoy those roles anymore.” 
 
    Shadow smiled, “Well good. So do you need to go to a hospital, or what?” 
 
    Karen looked around and noticed the dead body of the sniper off to the side. “Any more of those?” 
 
    Shadow grinned, “Of course.” 
 
    Karen shuddered a little, “You haven’t changed much, have you?” 
 
    “Hey, ten years ago I wouldn’t have let any of them get away, they’d all be dead. I only killed those I had to tonight. Besides, anyone messing with one of my kittens doesn’t deserve to live.” 
 
    Karen smiled, “I’m not your kitten anymore, Shadow.” 
 
    “You will always be my kitten, and I will always be there if you need me.” 
 
    “Even if you’re not fucking me?” Karen giggled and started in on the candy bar. 
 
    Shadow nodded, “I think my wife would have words if I brought home yet another woman.” 
 
    “Your wife?” Karen looked up at him, “So the rumor is true?” 
 
    Shadow nodded. 
 
    Karen looked at him a moment, “Is she a super then?” 
 
    “What do the rumors say?” 
 
    “That she’s a super-hero and you’ve pretty much changed sides.” 
 
    Shadow shrugged, “Who else would put up with me?” and he grinned at her. 
 
    “So what’s that bit about ‘another’ woman?” 
 
    Shadow’s ears flattened in embarrassment, “Well she let me keep a few of my closer girlfriends, pretty much the ones I have kids with now.” 
 
    “I wonder what Circe had to say about all that.” 
 
    Shadow raised an eyebrow, “I’m surprised you remember her.” 
 
    “She had you on a leash half the time, hard not to.” 
 
    Shadow nodded, “Well, she’s one of the ones I was allowed to keep.” 
 
    Karen’s eyes got wide, “You’re kidding me?” 
 
    “Nope,” Shadow smirked, “And my wife has her completely under her thumb. Circe’s even given up her life of crime.” 
 
    “Wow. Sounds tough.” 
 
    “She’s sweet, you’d like her.” 
 
    “I’m married now, Shadow,” Karen warned and stuck out her hand and he gave her another candy bar.” 
 
    “Yeah, I know. How is your husband?” 
 
    “He’s sweet, once a week he takes me out and treats me like a complete fuck toy. I love him.” 
 
    “Is he a super too?” 
 
    “He’s a genius, but he doesn’t have any powers at all. I suspect by now he’s probably going crazy.” 
 
    “What about my daughter?” 
 
    Karen looked away, “She’s doing well, and she’s doing very well in school.” 
 
    Shadow put a finger under her chin and moved her head until their eyes met. “What’s wrong?” 
 
    “Well ... Well Jake has been her father, he’s been great to her, been there for her. I don’t think it would be right for you to meet her Shadow. You haven’t been there.” 
 
    Shadow sighed and did his best to compose himself, “She’s my daughter, Karen, she was the sweetest gift you could have ever given me. I’m not going to barge in and demand parental rights or any of that. But one day you’re going to have to tell her, and I’m going to have to meet her. It can wait until she’s older, there’s no rush. 
 
    “Does Jake know about me?” He asked. 
 
    “He knows her father is a super who I once lived with, that I was sent away because you didn’t want me to be like you. That you wanted me to be better and that you spent a lot of money on getting me well educated.” 
 
    “Did you tell him I was evil?” Shadow asked curiously. 
 
    “Of course not!” Karen said and gave him a weak smack. 
 
    Shadow smiled, she was getting her spirit back now. 
 
    “I told him you were bad, yes, but deep down you were good.” 
 
    “Thanks. So where do you want me to take you?” 
 
    “Umm, can’t you just leave me here and call the police or something.” 
 
    Shadow shrugged, “I could do that, but I’d rather not leave you here in case one of them comes back. Just a sec.” 
 
    Shadow walked over to the body and took the cell phone that was clipped to its belt. 
 
    “Here, use this one. But let me move you first.” 
 
    Shadow changed to his flying form then, enjoying the gasp of surprise from Karen. 
 
    “You look like a demon!” she exclaimed. His flying form had large bat-like wings and he had a pair of wicked looking horns sticking up from his head now that curved out slightly then curved back up straight, rising above his head. 
 
    “Cool, huh?” He grinned, “I married the Angel, so I thought it was only fitting, plus it’s fun flying with her.” 
 
    “Aren’t the horns a bit much though?” 
 
    Shadow laughed, “Actually it’s so the kids can sit on my shoulders and have something to hold onto. But don’t tell anyone I told you that.” 
 
    Karen giggled. “Anyone else, I’d say they were full of it.” 
 
    Shadow picked her up carefully then, noticing the wince. 
 
    “How about I just drop you off at a hospital, okay?” 
 
    Karen nodded, eyes a little glazed. She’d forgotten how bad she hurt until he’d moved her. 
 
    “Okay, you point and I’ll fly.” 
 
    “That way.” 
 
    Shadow nodded and was off. He listened as she dialed her husband and told him where to meet her. He could hear the initial panic when the phone was answered and the cry of relief when her husband knew she was safe. Hearing the concern gave Shadow a nice feeling inside. Karen had done well. 
 
    “So what do I tell everyone when they start asking what happened?” Karen said as he started to back wing to a landing on the helipad at the hospital. 
 
    “Tell them you summoned a demon,” Shadow said grinning, and showing a lot of fang in the process. He was sure at this point they were on a security cam or something. “It’s not like it’s far from the truth. Besides, if anyone ever does kill you, I promise that what I do to them will look positively demonic by the time I’m done.” 
 
    “I don’t know that that’s right, Shadow,” Karen said as he set her down. 
 
    “But that is what will happen, Kitten.” Shadow kissed her on the forehead again. “It’s not a matter of what’s right, it’s a matter of what the powerful do when they’re in a righteous rage.” 
 
      
 
    Karen watched as he flew off into the night. He was barely out of sight when the hospital staff came rushing out and put her on a stretcher and took her inside. She had called him, and he had come. She was sure if she ever called again, he’d come again, he all but said as much. So she knew for sure, he did love her, and apparently he’d finally found someone who could love him back. She was happy; she had worried about him often over the years. He had been right to send her away, she could see that now. But sometimes she wondered what if she had stayed? Sure she’d be less than she was now, but what would she have gotten in the trade? 
 
      
 
    Shadow waited until he’d put a couple of miles between the Hospital and himself, then he called Shirley and told her where he was. 
 
    “Is everything alright hon?” 
 
    “Everything is fine dear. But it’s going to be a while before I make it home. Probably noon tomorrow.” 
 
    “Why so long?” 
 
    “Cause I’m flying on my own power.” 
 
    “Can’t you get a car or another plane?” 
 
    “I lost my wallet, and my money, when I jumped out of the plane. Which reminds me, could you cancel my credit cards?” 
 
    “Sure, I’ll do it in the morning. Sure you don’t want to land and call the local feds? I could ask them to send you home as a favor to me.” 
 
    “Trust me hon, the less people that know I was here, the better.” 
 
    “Oh, one of those,” he heard her sigh. 
 
    “I’ll tell you all about it when I get home.” 
 
    “Okay dear.” 
 
    Shadow hung up and put the phone in his pocket. He gained a little bit of altitude and tried to pace himself. Six hundred miles was a long way to go. At least he could see the highway and follow it. Keeping up with the traffic turned out to be easier than he thought, and having only to stop twice to relieve himself he actually made it home ten hours later. Wing’s sore, and tired, he crawled into bed between his wife and his slave and didn’t even wake up when both got out of bed to begin their day a few hours later. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Priorities 
 
      
 
    A week later Shadow was sitting at Shirley’s desk killing time. They were practicing in their local danger room, the team that was, Shadow was just drowsing in her chair waiting to take her out to lunch when they finished. He did go out with them on occasion these days, but he laid low and no one usually knew he was there. He only intervened if it looked like someone was going to get badly hurt, or if Shirley was going to get hurt at all, and even then still kept out of sight if possible. He had no honest desire to be associated with crime fighting of any stripe. 
 
    “Excuse me, Shadow,” Shadow looked up, it was Chelle, one of the secretaries from downstairs who worked with the regular agents, “but we have a guy downstairs from one of the southern federal offices. He wants to talk to Tomas about something, but I told him they were busy, so he asked if he could wait up here until they were done.” 
 
    Shadow nodded, “Sure, send him up. I’ll keep an eye on him for you.” 
 
    “Thanks, Shadow!” She smiled and a minute later she brought up a man and introduced him.  
 
    “This is Gene Fuller; he’s with the Saint Louis office. Gene, this is Shadow.” 
 
    Shadow nodded and examined the other man as Chelle left the room closing the door behind her. Shadow had immediately recognized the name. It was Karen’s husband. 
 
    “The room’s safe. Swept it myself an hour ago,” Shadow said stretching out and yawning. He was in his sex form; he liked appearing harmless and attractive around the offices. Made for a more friendly reception. 
 
    “So you know who I am obviously.” Gene said sitting down.  
 
    Shadow noticed he didn’t sit close, leaving a nice bit of distance between them. 
 
    “I won’t bite,” Shadow said with a toothy grin. 
 
    “I must warn you, I am not without resources of my own. I am quite capable of defending myself.” 
 
    “Let’s not go there, okay?” Shadow warned with a faint growl. 
 
    “Why? I feel it’s only fair to warn you.” 
 
    Shadow sat up in the chair and put his feet flat on the floor and looked Gene straight in the eyes. “You are Karen’s husband. She loves you. Therefore I cannot do anything to you as it would hurt her. So let’s not get into any dick sizing contests, alright?” 
 
    Gene blinked, “I’m not sure I understand.” 
 
    “I’m not human; I have a different value system. Now, why are you here?” 
 
    “Karen told me what happened.” 
 
    “Only you I hope?” 
 
    “And she made me promise not to tell anyone else.” 
 
    “Better still,” Shadow purred. 
 
    “Yes, as much as I detest it, you will not be connected to the murders of those men in the warehouse.” 
 
    “Self defense,” Shadow smiled. 
 
    “Some of those men appeared to have been taken unawares,” Gene said sounding rather cross. 
 
    “My position on self defense is rather proactive,” Shadow said and tried not to growl, settling instead for one of his nastier smiles. “I wasn’t going to give them a chance to kill me first. Besides they had already kidnapped and killed. Does the term ‘justifiable homicide’ mean anything to you?” 
 
    “You had no idea they had killed.” 
 
    “Don’t be so sure of that.” Shadow leaned back in the chair again, “So you’ve rubbed your moral superiority in my face and gotten that out of the way. Of course as I said before, I have a different value system so you just wasted both of our times. Now why are you here?” 
 
    “Doesn’t it bother you? The killing?” Gene looked surprised. 
 
    Shadow pointed at his own head, “Hello! Leopard, predator, highly evolved killing machine. I thought Karen said you were a genius?” 
 
    Shadow noticed that Gene actually looked embarrassed. “She was right about you.” 
 
    “Of course, she’s my kitten.” 
 
    “That’s my wife you’re talking about there,” Gene replied a little hotly. 
 
    “Yes, I know she’s your wife. These are not mutually exclusive things, and the fact that she called me shows that she still feels the same way. Which brings us back to the original question.” Shadow growled softly, “Why are you here? It is best for all concerned that there are no connections between Karen and myself. It means my enemies do not ever become your enemies. It is for her safety, and her daughter’s. So why are you here? Either tell me, or leave.” 
 
    Shadow could see as he talked that Gene looked upset, and angry. Now if he’d just talk things could progress. 
 
    “She called you. It’s been what, ten years? I’ve been married to her for five now? And she called you! She didn’t call me. She called a vicious sociopath and not the man who loves her!” 
 
    Shadow sat back up and looked surprised. He could hear the jealously in Gene’s voice, and the possessiveness. Karen really had done okay; this guy really had it for her big time. 
 
    “If she had called you, would you have survived? Would she have survived?” 
 
    “It doesn’t matter!” Gene literally thundered at Shadow, “I would have saved her or died trying!” 
 
    “That’s the point you’re missing here Gene. Died. She had just seen one of your team killed; do you think she wanted to risk the life of the man she loves next? Think like a woman here. She can call you, and maybe get you or her killed, or she can call someone who she knows probably still loves her, who’s saved her before, and is the meanest, nastiest, son of a bitch alive, who will stop at absolutely nothing to save her. And if he gets killed? Well at least the man she loves is still alive!” 
 
    Shadow watched Gene struggling with that one for a moment. 
 
    “But that, that’s cold blooded ....” 
 
    “No Gene, it’s a woman protecting her family. It’s instinct. It’s nature. It’s what I would expect. Besides I’m a sociopath, you said so yourself, why should you care?” 
 
    Gene blushed then. “Sorry about that.” 
 
    Shadow waved a hand and laughed, “Don’t worry about it; I’ve been called worse names. 
 
    “But the simple fact of the matter is, she was so worried about you getting hurt that she took a chance on getting me. And it worked. She’s safe, you’re safe, and everyone thinks that when she got desperate she summoned a big damned deadly freaking demon that has no conscious and shows no mercy. Next time, if there is a next time and I dearly hope not, the bad guys will be thinking ransom and ‘lets get her the fuck out of here and back home safe before she wigs out and we all die’. Right?” 
 
    Shadow watched as Gene turned that one around in his mind and thought about it. He was silent for about a minute. 
 
    “In a weird sort of a way, that makes sense.” Gene finally said. 
 
    “That’s why I landed in view of the security cam at the hospital. But not dead center in plain view. I saw the fuzzy photos they got of me. And the guys that survived, do you think they’re going to say they got beat by some regular guy when they can make up stories about a fearsome demon that materialized out of thin air? Course not; they don’t want to look like wimps. In a week I’ll have been calling fire, or shooting acid, or something equally strange.” 
 
    “You know, you don’t sound half as bad as Karen said you were.” 
 
    “Well back when I sent Karen away, I would have killed them all for the insult of attacking that which was mine. I’ve mellowed since then.” 
 
    “I’d hate to have seen what you were like then if this is mellow!” Gene said with a chuckle. “I do have one other question if you don’t mind?” 
 
    “I mind, but ask anyways.” 
 
    “Why did you send her away?” 
 
    Shadow sighed, “Because I love her.” 
 
    “I don’t understand.” Gene shook his head. 
 
    “Understanding isn’t always what it’s cracked up to be.” Shadow leaned back in the chair, “I hear them coming. Go see Tomas, he’s smart enough to not ask why you were really here and cover for you.” 
 
    Shadow watched as Gene got up and moved to a seat further away, then got up again when the team entered the room to go talk to Tomas. Shadow grabbed Shirley and went off to get some lunch. 
 
    “What’s he want?”  
 
    “A private word about last week,” Shadow said softly once they’d gotten out of earshot. 
 
    “Who is he?” 
 
    “Karen’s husband, but no one is supposed to know that, okay?” 
 
    “Sure, Hon. Any problems?” 
 
    “Nah, I think he saw the logic of the situation.” 
 
    “And you didn’t have to threaten him? Wow, I’m impressed.” 
 
    “Ha ha. Let’s go eat.” 
 
    “Yes, dear,” Shirley grinned. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Road Trip 
 
    A Trip East  
 
      
 
    “No, Tomas,” Shadow said, “I’m not interested.” 
 
    “Shadow,” Tomas said exasperated, “do you think I would be asking you to do this if I had any choice? This is serious. It is serious beyond anything I’ve ever dealt with in my life.” 
 
    “I realize that, Tomas, but the answer is still the same.” 
 
    Tomas gave a grunt of frustration. “Why? Why won’t you help?” 
 
    “Because it’s outside of my territory,” Shadow said it in a tone that made it seem that he was explaining the obvious. 
 
    “You’ve been there before, you know the area.” 
 
    “That was then, this is now. I have children, my mate, others who depend on me. My territory must be protected.” 
 
    Tomas stopped mid-stride and looked at Shadow, he realized suddenly that Shadow would not help him not because he didn’t want to, but because he couldn’t. The cat had put down roots and did not care what went on elsewhere if it didn't affect him.  
 
    “You realize that they could come here, as well as anyplace else.” Tomas tried a different tack, “Actually the odds are fairly good that they will come here eventually if they’re not stopped. Wouldn’t you rather take them on before they enter your territory? The best defense ....” 
 
    “Is a strong offense, yes I know. If they come here, they'll soon regret it. If they show any signs of coming here, ask me again and we'll see. But for now they seem content to stay where they are. Let the Fed’s deal with them, Tomas.” 
 
    Tomas threw up his hands, “I can’t do that, Shadow, it’s not in my nature.” and he walked out of the room. 
 
      
 
    “So what did Tomas want?” Shirley asked him later that day. 
 
    “He’s worried about the situation in some city back east. Nothing that concerns us.” 
 
    “Oh you mean the Volksburg case. Yeah, he brought that up to the team this afternoon.” 
 
    “He - Did - What?” Shadow said slowly enunciating each word carefully. 
 
    Shirley continued, apparently not noticing. “Oh, just told us what they knew, what had happened, that he had been asked to go and help and he was going.” 
 
    Shadow felt his muscles tense, “and?” he growled. 
 
    “Oh, he asked for a few volunteers.” 
 
    “Who?” Shadow growled again, turning to look into Shirley’s eyes. 
 
    Shirley smiled at him, “Why the whole team of course. We couldn’t let him go without us.” 
 
    “You can’t go!” He growled. 
 
    “Oh?” Shirley looked at him curiously, “Why not?” 
 
    “I won’t allow it!”  
 
    “Oh you won’t will you?” Shirley put her nose against Shadow’s and growled right back at him.  
 
    Shadow flinched. “I already told Tomas I wouldn’t go, so you can’t go.” 
 
    “Guess I’ll just have to go by myself then. Won’t I, Dear,” Shirley said. 
 
    “I am not going to let my mate go off on a dangerous expedition without me,” Shadow tried not to growl, but Shirley could see her mate was extremely angry. “Don’t do this to me.” 
 
    “This is important, Hon, someone has to do it, and you know it!” 
 
    “Then let someone else do it! It doesn’t have to be you!” 
 
    “They need help, we have the skills they need, and we’re available.” 
 
    “Shirley, please!” 
 
    Shirley sighed and hugged her mate, he was extremely tense, “Sorry, Hon, I’m going. This time you’re not getting your way.” 
 
    “I can’t let you go alone!” He growled. 
 
    “Tomas and the team will be there, I won’t be alone,” Shirley teased. 
 
    “You know what I mean!” 
 
    “Well, I guess you’d better go tell Tomas you’ve changed you mind then, hadn’t you?” 
 
    “Right after I beat him to death with his own arm,” Shadow snarled. 
 
    “Now now, Dear, he outmaneuvered you fair and square.” 
 
    “You didn’t have to help him!” 
 
    Shirley leaned back a bit and looked up into Shadow’s eyes, “I didn’t intend too, I didn’t know you’d turned him down. To be honest I don’t know why you don’t want to go, and unless you have a damn good reason, like outstanding arrest warrants or the like, I’m not changing my mind. So be a dear and don’t break him, you owe him just as much as I do after all.” 
 
    Shadow growled again and nodded slowly. “I’ll be back shortly, Dear.” And giving Shirley a quick kiss they separated and he stalked out of the room and headed to Tomas’s office. 
 
      
 
    Tomas looked up in surprise as the door was yanked open. It had been locked, and was rated fairly highly on the scale of such things. Holding onto the doorknob was Shadow, who hadn’t seemed to notice that the door had been locked, nor that it was no longer attached to the wall.  
 
    “Let me call you back,” He said and hung up the phone. “Yes, Shadow?” 
 
    “That was a low down, despicable, dirty, underhanded trick, Tomas. If I didn’t already hold you in high regard I would kick your ass up and down the street and then break both your legs. Don’t you ever do that to me again! Understand?” 
 
    “Ah, so you’ll be joining us then?” 
 
    Shadow growled and grabbing the door with both hands he broke it in two, then dropped it and stalked off. 
 
    Tomas smiled, Shadow was right, Tomas did have a past, and every once in a while, a little underhandedness wasn’t beyond him either. 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Where’s Shadow? I thought he was coming?” Jimmy asked Centurion. 
 
    “Shirley said he’s a bit mad at Tomas, so he’s avoiding him for now.” 
 
    Jimmy looked around the cabin of the jet the fed’s had sent to take the team to the coast. It was big, but not that big. “He take a separate flight?” 
 
    “Possibly, but I don’t think so. Shirley’s here so he’s probably here.” 
 
    “But where?” Jimmy said motioning to the rest of the aircraft. “This isn’t exactly full of hiding places.” 
 
    Centurion shrugged, “I’m not going to look for him. If he’s in a bad mood I’d rather leave him his privacy until he calms down. Notice Tomas is sitting up near the front and not walking around the cabin at all?” 
 
    Jimmy nodded and went to the back and sat down. He spent the rest of the flight slowly looking around the cabin just using his eyes, trying to figure out just where Shadow was. Eventually he came to the conclusion he was with Shirley as she seemed to occasionally make motions that didn’t seem right for someone sitting alone. The seat back between them kept him from seeing what was next to her, but he wasn’t sure that would have helped all that much. Shadow really had mastered the art of escaping detection. But then the eyes were easily fooled Jimmy had learned.  
 
    When they finally landed Jimmy got up and walked past the seats on the way out, “Shirley, Shadow,” he said nodding as he walked by.  
 
    “Good call,” Shadow grumbled and suddenly was lying across the seats down low still out of sight. 
 
    “Eh, you made it easy,” Jimmy said with a smile, “If you hadn’t been with Shirley I would never have figured it out. See you outside!” 
 
    “He really has changed for the better,” Shadow said and stretched. 
 
    “Yes, he has.” Shirley smiled and leaned over and gave Shadow a kiss, “I like to think you had something to do with that.” 
 
    Shadow smiled back. “Thanks. Well I guess we should go out there and join the group.” 
 
    Shadow got up and followed Shirley to the door. 
 
    “So this is Camden.” 
 
    “Yup, not much to look at, is it?” 
 
    “Well this is only the airport hon,” Shirley laughed. 
 
    “Trust me, it doesn’t get any better.” 
 
    “When were you back here last?” 
 
    “Not long enough,” Shadow growled. 
 
    “It could be worse you know.” 
 
    “How so?” 
 
    “You could be here without me!” Shirley giggled. 
 
    Shadow smiled, “Well there is that.” 
 
    They disembarked and were led into a hanger, which contained a couple of dark SUV’s with tinted glass. The kind of thing that said ‘FBI’ all over it, even though they were unmarked. They were introduced to an Agent Specter, who would be their guide for the area and would also serve as their go-between with the local team. 
 
    “As you all know,” he told them, “the current team is rather strained with a number of things going on in the city here, and as this problem lies well outside of town and beyond their normal AOR, or ‘area of responsibility’, we decided to bring in a team, one of the better teams I might note, who currently weren’t dealing with any major issues.” 
 
    “In short,” Centurion whispered so that only Shadow, Shirley, and Fiona could hear him, “The local’s are the B team, and the big A team in New York City couldn’t be bothered.” 
 
    Shadow noticed that Tomas glanced over at them. Maybe Centurion hadn’t been quiet enough. 
 
    “Agent Specter, if you could take us to the meeting, the sooner we get the local briefing, the sooner we can get started.” 
 
    “Sure thing.” 
 
    They split up into two groups and got in the cars and drove off. 
 
    Shadow didn’t pay much attention to the route they took, he knew Phili fairly well, or used to at least. Parts still looked like a pit. The building they finally pulled into was fairly non-descript. They all piled out once inside and went up to a meeting room on the third floor. 
 
    “Allow me to introduce you to the local Phili supers,” their guide said. “This is Mr. America, the Golden Fleece, Mist, Liberty Bell, Mister Nagasaki, and well this is embarrassing, this is Shadow Cat.” 
 
    Shadow had been going down the line with the rest of the team, last of course, and shaking hands with each as he did. He had wondered why he was getting a bit of a smirk from several of the locals as he did. He wanted to stop and peruse Liberty Bell a little; she was definitely a rather attractive sort. But by that time Agent Specter finished doing the introductions and Shadow was curious. So after a brief ‘aragoto’ to Nagasaki he stood before the local Shadow Cat and looked him over. 
 
    “You know, you don’t look anything like me,” the local one said to Shadow looking him up and down as Shadow returned the favor. Shadow noted that he was human, and wore a costume, a feline one of sorts. He was built a little more slender than Shadow himself, but was about the same height. “I’d ask where you got the name, but I think I can guess.”  
 
    Shadow laughed softly at that. “You?” 
 
    “Long story. But it beats ‘the black cat’, which is what I almost got. So what are we going to do about this?” 
 
    Shadow shrugged, “It’s your home turf, people here think of you when they hear the name, not me. However I don’t answer to anything other than Shadow. Suggestions?” 
 
    “As long as the two of you aren’t working together, I don’t see that we really have anything to worry about.” Tomas said and the others slowly nodded. Shadow noticed at that point that all of people were looking at them. 
 
    “What?” Shadow said looking back at all of them. “Is there a problem?” 
 
    “Some of us just weren’t sure how you’d react to someone with the same name.” Said Tony Spando, he was one of the fed’s who came out with the team. 
 
    “Last I checked, there were at least eight other supers in the US alone with the name Shadow Cat. If any of them think like I do, they picked the name more for a desire for obscurity than for fame. I honestly don’t care; it would be like someone named Bill getting upset because he ran into another Bill.” 
 
    Shadow turned his attention back to the other Shadow Cat.  
 
    “As long as you’re not planning on staying, I don’t care either.” He said. 
 
    Shadow nodded, “The sooner we finish this up and go home, the better.” 
 
    “Hot wife?” 
 
    Shadow pointed at Shirley who suddenly blushed. “Yes, and as soon as she heads back home I’m gone.” 
 
    “I don’t picture you as the kind to wear a leash.” 
 
    “We’re mated. I’m not about to let anything happen to her.” Shadow said with a slight growl. 
 
    The local Shadow took a good look at Shirley and nodded. “Ah, that I can understand.” 
 
    “So,” Agent Spector started talking to the rest and drawing their attention to the front of the room. “We’ll go over the situation one more time, and then we’ll take Tomas’s team up to Trenton to start work on the problem.” 
 
    “Why the rehash?” Centurion asked. 
 
    “In case you want to ask the local team here any questions. They’ve brushed up against this group twice now.” 
 
    “It appears that they are trying hard to avoid us,” Mr. America said. “Since the second time we tangled, they’ve avoided coming anywhere near here.” 
 
    “More likely they don’t want the attention than any fear of us,” Liberty Bell put in to Shadow’s surprise. “It wasn’t much of a fight either time, they pulled out immediately. But get up in the Trenton area, and I hear they’ll put up a fight. I think they’re starting to dig in.” 
 
    “And with Fort Dix in the vicinity,” Agent Spector picked up again, “you can understand why the feds are worried.” 
 
    “What about the military’s supers?” Centurion asked again. 
 
    “They’re pretty much confined to military duties by law. They’ll deal with anything on the base, but once you get off of it. They’re not interested.” 
 
    Shadow found a seat with Shirley and let the Agent and the locals go through their talk. He didn’t have any questions; he was content mainly to listen. This group did sound like trouble. It was rare for so many powerful bad guys to form a group like this; usually they would each form their own organization with a group of lesser powers under their leadership. Taking this group down would be difficult. 
 
    “We will need your help when it comes to the final showdown,” Tomas said to the other team, who nodded in agreement. 
 
    “We will be there, and bring whatever help we can.”  
 
      
 
      
 
     “So you grew up around here?” Shirley asked him quietly as they staked out one of the suspected members of the bad guy’s team. Three days in and they still hadn’t found their main base, but they’d identified three of them, and were making progress on the rest. It looked like the team was about six strong, and their tendency to destroy major parts of a town before moving on to their next target was still puzzling. Trenton would be the third and biggest town they had attacked, and it looked like they would be striking soon. 
 
    “Actually no. I grew up in Paterson, a couple hours to the north of here.” Shadow whispered back, watching for their quarry. 
 
    “Ah. Any chance of getting a tour?” 
 
    Shadow glanced at her briefly, “I don’t think so.” 
 
    “What, don’t I get to meet the family?” She teased. 
 
    Shadow paused for a moment and thought about that. 
 
    “Just how long has it been since you saw them last?” 
 
    “Umm, a long time.” He said pausing a bit longer this time. “Ten years? Hmmm. Longer?” 
 
    “Okay, when this is done, we’re going up there and you’re going to introduce them to your wife.” Shirley said in a tone that made Shadow realize that she was no longer teasing. 
 
    “Love, just how do I keep them from figuring everything out?” 
 
    “I’m sure you’ll think of something,” she smiled at him. “And there goes our boy.” 
 
    Shadow switched to his stealth form, “See you soon,” he said and took off after him. 
 
      
 
    Shadow had never cared much for Trenton, having spent several years living here during that bad period of his life, and while it hadn’t changed much, it had changed just enough to throw him off at times. The last time he had lost the guy he was tracking by trying to be clever and get in front of him. Urban renewal had thwarted that better than any super could have ever done.  
 
    So he was determined to not have a repeat of that mistake.  
 
    This one started off like the other one had, but after a few blocks started to get devious and cut down side streets, and skirt through traps and pitfalls that had obviously been there for some time. Just like the other guy had.  
 
    Shadow had thought last time he’d given himself away somehow, even though it shouldn’t have been possible. Now he suspected this was their normal operating procedure that they used just in case they were followed. 
 
    As the traps got more involved and more dangerous Shadow realized this group took paranoia to a new level. Then there were no more traps or trips, and it was a rather clear area across a street and the guy ducked into a non-descript door.  
 
    Shadow stuck to the alley and moved back carefully. That clear space looked too much like a killing field and it would probably be the most heavily guarded when someone had just crossed it. He took a couple of hours to slowly skirt the building, note all of the entrances, check for tracks and scents at all of the approaches to the building. Then he found a good spot to watch for a few more. He should have called the others in, but he was still rather leery of this situation, he was rather paranoid himself, and he wanted to be able to make a better judgment on these guys before he brought the rest around. 
 
    When they all left at once, obviously off on another crime, Shadow knew he had the right spot. He signaled an alert, and then went to probe their defenses. Anything left now would be on automatic, and a lot easier to flesh out.  
 
      
 
    “This is rather good information Shadow,” Tomas said going over everything Shadow had gotten. 
 
    “I just wonder if they know we’re here, and if they know we’ve got their hideout pegged.” 
 
    “I’d just like to know what they’re really up to,” Tomas said making Shadow look up from the diagrams he’d drawn on the board. 
 
    “You think there is something more to this?” 
 
    “Well look at it Shadow, it just doesn’t make any real sense. Why go from town to town doing all of this destruction? There has to be some sort of reason to it. Maybe not a good one, or even a sane one, but something must be driving these guys.” 
 
    “Do you think it will matter?” 
 
    “Maybe, I’d just like to know more before we go in there. This will be a tough nut to crack. I’m going to see about getting us a little extra help.” 
 
    “What did they hit tonight?” 
 
    “We still don’t know. It was a low visibility job obviously. Waiting for word now on any burglaries.” 
 
    “Well I think I’m going to go back to the hotel with Shirley. What’s our next move?” 
 
    “Well I have to run into New York to meet with some feds this afternoon. If we have their pattern down right, it’ll be a few more days until they gather again. Probably the best time to try and hit them would be then, so we have them all in one spot.” 
 
     “Okay. Call me when you want us. I’m thinking a short trip out of town for this evening.” 
 
    “Don’t go too far!” 
 
    “Few hours drive from here. No biggie.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    A Brief Visit 
 
      
 
    Shadow knocked on the door, “I hope I don’t give them a heart attack.” 
 
    “Oh it’ll be fine, don’t worry hon.” 
 
    “It’s been a long time, a very long time.” Shadow looked at himself; he was in human form, wearing a nice suit. Shirley was dressed in something very nice, but understated as well. He figured she wasn’t well known this far east of their home, and with a few changes in makeup plus using her magical abilities, no one would make the connection. 
 
    The door opened and his Mother stood there, looking rather surprised. 
 
    “Hi, Mom.” 
 
    “Sean?” 
 
    “Yup. I was in the area and I thought I should drop by.” 
 
    “Come in, come in. Who is your lovely friend?”  
 
    Sean went inside as his Mother stood back, and took the door, closing it behind Shirley as she entered. 
 
    “Henry! Sean’s here!” 
 
    “What’s that?” Sean heard his Dad from the next room, and then “Sean! It is you! Come on in, sit down, sit down. Who is this with you?” 
 
    Shadow smiled at his parents, they still looked pretty good to be honest. They were in their mid fifties if he remembered right. 
 
    “Mom, Dad, this is Shirley, my wife.” 
 
    “Mister and Missis Cafferty, it is a pleasure to meet you both.” 
 
    Shadow had to admit, he enjoyed the expression of first surprise, then outright happiness on his parent’s faces. There were a lot of questions and he and Shirley answered them all, though he did hedge on a few. 
 
    “I’m sorry I haven’t stopped by before this, but honestly Mom, Dad, it hasn’t always been good, and my life now, well Shirley works for the government and I freelance for them as well. It’s not anything we can talk about and to be honest it’s safer for everyone if you don’t know.” 
 
    “Any grandchildren?” His Mother asked. 
 
    Shadow blushed, and Shirley laughed seeing him embarrassed. 
 
    “Your son has quite a few children to be honest, only one with me so far though.” She said smiling. 
 
    “How’d that happen?” His father asked looking a little concerned. 
 
    “Well, Dad, it’s a bit complicated, I had a few girl friends over the years and well, things happened.” 
 
    “Your son is very popular with the ladies. Or rather was. To say he ‘catted around’ would be a vast understatement.”  
 
    Shadow tried not to glare at Shirley and her joke. “Well I’ve got eight counting the one with Shirley ...” 
 
    Shadow spent the next hour going thru the names, showing pictures and telling his parents about all of his kids. Finishing up with Shirley and his child. 
 
    “Well at least you keep up with all of them.” His Mom said. 
 
    “Well two of them, William and Sarah, live with us. Except for the oldest whose mom lives far away now, the others we see about once a week, sometimes more.” 
 
    “Sounds complicated.” 
 
    “It is, but we all get along rather well and my love here is very understanding,” Shadow said and gave Shirley a hug. “So how’s the rest of the family doing?” 
 
    Shadow’s younger brother and the older of his two younger sisters were doing well. They were married, with children, good spouses and steady jobs. Jill however was not doing so well. 
 
    “She’s in trouble all the time,” Shadow’s Dad sighed. “I’ve had to bail her out of jail more than once. She did thirty days at county once, but that didn’t change her. She’s still running with a bad crowd. I think it’s only a matter of time before she gets in serious trouble.” 
 
    Shadow looked at Shirley who looked back at him. 
 
    “What kind of trouble?” Shadow asked softly. 
 
    “The big kind. Some of the people she’s running with are those anti-hero villains. They keep her around for her looks, I’m afraid your sister has some rather loose morals. But she keeps trying to impress them with one stupid stunt after another.” 
 
    “What’s her address?” Shadow asked. 
 
    “I don’t think that this is something you want to get involved with, Sean,” his Mother said, “These are bad people.” 
 
    “I have friends in high places. Don’t worry about me, Mom.” 
 
    Shadow’s father gave him the address. “Sure you don’t want to stay around, Son?” 
 
    Shadow looked at Shirley who shrugged. “I guess we can stay the night. Why not invite Rob and Heather and their spouses over and we can catch up. But come the morning we’re going to have to go. We have to get back to work tomorrow.” 
 
      
 
    “That went well, didn’t it dear?” Shirley said snuggling up to Shadow as they curled up on the bed in the guest bedroom, which oddly enough was Robby’s old bedroom, Shadow’s had been left largely undisturbed, though having met his wife his parents had promised to finally clean it out and do something else with it. Shadow guessed they figured he was finally okay. He didn’t feel patronized by it, he was more impressed that even after so long an absence they still cared very much about him. 
 
    “Yes it did.” He yawned and stretched. “And I’m going to sneak out as soon as I’m sure they’re asleep.” 
 
    “Gonna go check on your sister then?” 
 
    “Yeah. I need to see what she’s gotten herself into.” 
 
    “Well don’t blow your cover. Around here they’ll be quick to put two and two together.” 
 
    Shadow nodded. “I got some more info out of Robby on her.” 
 
    “Your brother and sister were sure happy to see you. I was surprised they didn’t ask more questions about what you’d been doing than they did.” 
 
    “Eh, old behaviors and that. I used to have one hell of a temper, though I never turned it on them.” Shadow gave her a kiss, “Well give me a few hours; I’ll be back before sunrise.” 
 
    “Call me if you need me.” 
 
    “I will.” 
 
    Shadow slipped out of the room and down the hallway. He had tricked the window in his old room so he could open and close it silently. It still worked rather well, and he used that to slip out into the night. He got a few things from the car and then called a cab and headed downtown. She was hanging out in the bad part of Newark. Shadow wasn’t sure how he wanted to play this just yet.  
 
    It took him an hour to find her, he cruised several of the clubs his brother had said he’d heard she went to and when he finally found her he almost didn’t recognize her. To say his sister was hot was to put it rather mildly. She was just the type of ‘bad’ girl he used to drag home and fuck the brains out of in his more carefree days. 
 
    “Buy you a drink Jill?” he asked her stopping at the bar next to her. She was involved with a guy sitting to her other side, to put it mildly. 
 
    “Do I know you?” she said turning to look at him. Shadow could see she had a slight buzz going, but nothing serious. That was good at least. 
 
    “Hey bud, beat it!” the other guy said. 
 
    “Sean, your brother. Remember me?” He said with a smile and ignoring the other guy. 
 
    “Sean?” Her eyes got wide, “SEAN!” and she jumped him wrapping herself around him and hugging him tight. “What are you doing here! I thought I’d never see you again! Have you seen Mom and Dad?” 
 
    The guy got to his feet looking angry, but a little puzzled. 
 
    “This is my brother Sean!” She said to the guy, who Sean noticed still wasn’t happy. 
 
    “So your brother is in town, big deal. Let’s go baby, you can catch up with him tomorrow.” 
 
    “I haven’t seen him in over ten years!” 
 
    Sean intercepted the guy’s reach for his Sister’s arm. He was a little annoyed that he moved a bit slower as a human, but he practiced enough that he could compensate, and he was still faster than the average person. He still got some benefits even in his original form. He twisted the guy’s arm into a judo hold and applied a little pressure. “I need to talk to my sister. Surely you wouldn’t begrudge an older brother who is obsessively protective and uncontrollably violent at times the opportunity to talk, would you?” 
 
    “Sean, I think you should let him go ... Dean, please, it’s my brother. He’s ... he’s.... Hell I don’t know how he is, he’s been hiding the last decade apparently, what’d you do, Sean? Finally kill somebody?” 
 
    Sean looked at his sister, “So why are you down here hanging out with the low life’s, Jill? You’re not one of those gals into all that freaky sex now, are you?” 
 
    “What?!” She shook her head, “What business of yours is it what I’m doing; it’s been a fucking decade, Sean. Things change you know!” 
 
    The guy was starting to squirm and trying to hit Sean with his free hand, so Sean heaved and broke his arm with a loud crack! Then grabbed a beer mug and clipped the guy knocking him out. 
 
    Jill stared at him in shock. 
 
    “Yo! Barkeep!” Sean flagged over the bartender who was eyeing him carefully. “Here,” Sean peeled off ten one hundred dollar bills, “You saw nothing, right?” 
 
    The bartender looked at the money, and nodded slowly. 
 
    “Good, call an ambulance or something. Later.” And he grabbed Jill and dragged her out the door. 
 
    “That was Dean Matters! He’s got powers! He’s on the Tron crew up in Hoboken!” 
 
    “He’s a nobody. Anyone of any importance doesn’t leave his home ground to peruse a two-bit place like Newark. Now Mom and Dad tell me you’ve been getting into trouble, so give, tell me what’s going on.” 
 
    “Just like that?” she stared at him as he dragged her down the street. He had been by her apartment earlier, so he knew where she lived, it wasn’t terribly far. “You haven’t been around for what, twelve years? I was in high school when I saw you last! And you think you can just come here and tell me what to do?” 
 
    Sean stopped, turned, and faced her and let a little of the cat show through. “Yes,” he growled. “And if you’ve got an ounce of self preservation you might just listen to what I have to say. Do you think I want to be here giving you a lecture?” 
 
    He turned back and started walking to her apartment again. This time she kept up with him. 
 
    “How do you know where I live?” 
 
    “Robby told me.” 
 
    “How’d they take seeing you?” 
 
    “Pretty well all things considered.” 
 
    “Why’d you stop by?” 
 
    “I was in the area for a couple of days and my wife wanted to meet the family.” 
 
    “Wife?! Wow! How’d they take that?” 
 
    “Happy, I have kids, all that stuff. Saw Mom, Dad, Rob, and Heather. Missed seeing you. So I came and found you. Now, here we are.” 
 
    Jill got out the key and they went into the lobby then caught the elevator up to the third floor. He followed her into her apartment, and locked the door behind him.  
 
    “So what do you do?” Jill asked him. “I saw the way you tangled with Dean; that was experience. So don’t tell me you’re an accountant now or something.” 
 
    Shadow shrugged, “I sort of freelance for the feds these days.” 
 
    “What does ‘sort of’ mean?” 
 
    “It means I don’t get paid or have a badge, this way they can’t complain if they don’t like my methods.” 
 
    “What do you do for money then?” 
 
    “I’m independently wealthy, and no I’m not giving you some.” 
 
    “So what do you do for the feds?”  
 
    “I solve problems. I support efforts. The kinds of things you don’t talk about in polite company. So why not tell me what got you involved in this business and why you’re working on your back and not with your brains.” 
 
    “I’m not a whore you know!” 
 
    “Yeah I know, if you were and had a decent house to work with I wouldn’t be giving you any crap at all. But you were working that guy like any number of girls and he’s only small potatoes! So what gives, Jill. Tell me what you’re doing, why you're doing it and what your big plan is.” 
 
    “Why should I do that?” 
 
    “Because I’ll give you the kind of advice that Mom and Dad ain’t going to give you and you aren’t expecting to hear. You want to live a life of crime, fine. But at least let someone tell you how to do it right.” 
 
    “What do you know about the underground?” 
 
    “I’ve spent way too many years there. Now talk to me, Sis.” 
 
    Jill looked at him kind of funny, “There’s something you’re not telling me, isn’t there?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “How do I know I can trust you?” 
 
    “Because I’m your brother.” 
 
    “These are pretty dangerous people, Sean. They play for keeps.” 
 
    “So do I. Now why are you messed up with them then?” 
 
    “They promised me I’d be powerful, that they’d make me a super.” 
 
    Shadow nodded. “Who?” 
 
    “These guys down south in Trenton.” 
 
    “Describe them.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Just humor me.” 
 
    Jill shrugged and described three different guys, two of them Shadow had observed as part of the guys down there they were after. The third was probably one of the others they hadn’t gotten a good bead on yet. 
 
    “Did they say how they were going to give you super powers?” 
 
    “Yeah, they have this machine that they’ll put me in. It stimulates the hypothalamus, they shoot you up with some solution first. They said I’ll be able to fly like they can, and have super strength and speed!” 
 
    Shadow nodded slowly thinking about that. 
 
    “You don’t believe me, do you?” She said angrily. 
 
    “Oh no, I believe that they said that to you. I don’t know if something like that could work. I’d have to call a few people to see. But what I want to know is, what is my sister doing for a bunch of people who go around leveling towns and killing dozens, perhaps hundreds, of people?” 
 
    “All the people they’ve killed have been players in the underground!” she retorted hotly, “They took their chances, they knew it could happen.” 
 
    Shadow nodded, “True, most of their victims have been players, most like you, though they’ve killed quite a few innocents. They’re actively evil, and if they’re not lying to you, then when you join them, you’ll be evil too.” 
 
    “They are not!” 
 
    “Yes, they are. You however are not, yet. Now tell me, what are you doing for them that they are involved with you?” 
 
    “They needed an in.” Jill said and looked embarrassed. 
 
    “An ‘in’ to what?” 
 
    “The Tron crew. They’re going to move on to Hoboken next. They want me to get them into their headquarters so they can take it over.” 
 
    “Why Hoboken? The place is a pit.” 
 
    “Because its near New York City and they think they can tap off of the city for years.” 
 
    “And just when is this supposed to take place?” 
 
    “As soon as I call them and let them know I’ve got an invite there. Which probably isn’t going to happen now that you beat up on Dean!” She said rather hotly. “How do you know so much about them anyway?” 
 
    Shadow paused for a moment; he thought he heard something outside. 
 
    “I said ...” his sister started, but stopped when he put a finger over her lips. 
 
    “Do these guys know where you live?” 
 
    “Horse does. He’s been here a few times.” 
 
    Shadow swore softly and drew his sword from the hidden sheath centered on his back under the overcoat he was still wearing.  
 
    “What are you doing?” she asked panicked and started to move away from him. 
 
    “Go hide in the tub, you’re about to have company,” he whispered and pushed her towards the bathroom. 
 
    Jill ran for the bathroom and at that moment the door flew off the hinges. Shadow debated reaching for his cell phone, fortunately there appeared to be only one of them. So far. 
 
    “So you are her brother hmmmm?” the newcomer stated standing in the doorway. Shadow gave him a good looking over. He’d seen this one before, but only briefly that time he had staked out their base. He was about five six, heavily built and wearing a skintight body suit with a horse’s head design worked over it. It drew attention to the rather large codpiece he was wearing. The guy looked like a tank, and Shadow had observed him flying. Beyond that he knew little of his abilities. 
 
    “Been listening in long?” Shadow asked kicking off his sneakers. He wanted to be ready for when he shifted. 
 
    “Long enough to hear you tell her you’re working for the feds. Can’t say as I have seen you around before though, hmmmm?” 
 
    “So what’s this bullshit about putting my sister through some machine to give her super powers?” 
 
    “Hmmmm, yes. That. It works.” 
 
    “Oh? One in a hundred? One in a million? Is that how you got your powers pony boy?” Shadow moved the sword into a point forward position and checked his stance. 
 
    “It’s Horse. And you shouldn’t have come around here, brother dear. What did she call you, Sean? Jill is my gal now. Ahhhhh yes.” 
 
    “But she didn’t get you into Dean’s hideout. So she’s no longer any use to you. Leave my sister be and go.” He warned. 
 
    “When she shows up later with Dean’s unconscious body and a story about a crazed fed and a huge fight that Dean won but then succumbed to his injuries, I’m just positive they’ll let her in. Hmmmm? Don’t you think?” 
 
    “Might work, but you’ll need a crazed fed.” 
 
    “I’m looking at one, aren’t I?” 
 
    “What you’re looking at is a brother who has no issues with killing you to protect his sister. I would suggest that you leave now. While you still can.” 
 
    Horse laughed, “That little pig sticker of yours can’t hurt me! Normals shouldn’t play with their betters. Surrender now and I’ll make it quick and painless. Hmmmmm?” 
 
    “So is your plan to bore me to death? Cause I gotta say, I can already feel it start to work ...” Shadow said and centered himself as he saw the other’s muscles start to bunch. 
 
    He attacked then, and he was incredibly fast. Shadow was on the defensive immediately, Horse was definitely a tank and a fast one as well. Apparently the suit he wore was made from something special, as the sword wasn’t cutting through it, and Shadow knew just how sharp his sword was. 
 
    “Hah! You may be fast for a human, Sean, but you’re no match for a super. Prepare to ...” and Horse suddenly stopped in surprise as Shadow assumed his fighter form. 
 
    “Cat got your tongue?” He growled and unwound a hard two-inch punch right into Horse’s chest, staggering him backwards several feet.  
 
    “What? Who? Who are you?” Horse said surprised while regaining his balance. 
 
    “The angel of death, now come here and let me kill you ...” Shadow growled and attacked. 
 
    It was brutal, though it was fairly fast. Horse came at him hard, not giving him enough room to swing the sword, so it was knees and elbows, with some claws to the face. The suit wasn’t padded; Shadow guessed that Horse was too in love with his physique to allow that. So he was taking the brunt of the hard shots Shadow was dealing him. He was giving almost as good as he got, Shadow however was still wearing his duster and the duster did have body armor in it, Shadow was never one to forgo any advantage he could get in a fight, so that took a lot off the blows more often than not. But it was still a lot of toe to toe slugging it out. 
 
    Shadow finally used a trick with his tail to trip Horse up and he went down on his back, Shadow then used his Katanna to pin Horse to the floor by ramming it through his body and a good six inches into the wooden floor below. With that much force he was able to drive it through the body suit, Horse glared up at him in obvious pain. 
 
    “I’ll get you one of these days, I don’t care how long it takes, but I’ll get you!” Horse said, cursing him and coughing up some blood. 
 
    Shadow knelt down carefully, pinning the arm on that side with his knee while keeping a close watch to make sure Horse didn’t have a last trick up his sleeve. 
 
    “Get me?” Shadow looked at him puzzled, “How?” 
 
    “When I get out of prison, if I don’t bust out first!” 
 
    “What makes you think you’re going to prison?” Shadow asked as he slid his hand down and inside the high neck of the body suit. 
 
    “You can’t kill me!” Horse laughed, “You’re too weak, all of you good guys are too weak! You’re cowards!” 
 
    Shadow dug his claws in, crushing Horse’s windpipe. “I’m not exactly what you would call a ‘good guy’,” he growled and ripping hard pulled his hand back with Horse’s windpipe still in his grasp. He noticed the shocked expression on the other’s face as he gurgled and died. 
 
    “What ... What are you?”  
 
    Shadow turned and saw his sister standing in the bathroom door, clutching at herself in shock. 
 
    “You should have stayed in the tub.” Shadow sighed trying not to growl, his heart was still racing and his body was feeling the high of the adrenaline running through his veins. “Well no use crying over that. Either you or your placed is bugged. Any ideas?” 
 
    She shook her head. “Well grab anything special you want, let me go through your stuff, and we’ll see what turns up. Then we need to go. One of those assholes I can take, all of them at once, probably not.” 
 
    “What are you?” she repeated. 
 
    Shadow snapped his fingers in front of her face making her jump. “Jill, first things first. Move.” 
 
    She got moving, going into the bedroom and grabbing things. Shadow searched her pocket book, then the few things she had, then her person.  
 
    “Where did you get this watch?” 
 
    Jill pointed at the dead body, which had a large pool of blood surrounding it on the floor now. Shadow had already retrieved his sword. 
 
    “Ah,” He tossed it in the toilet and flushed. “Hopefully that was it. Let’s get out of here.” And he dragged her out of the apartment, let her lock the door and then headed up to the roof. 
 
    “Do these guys know your name, your real name?” He asked as they started up the stairs to the roof. 
 
    “Of course not! You don’t think I’m that stupid, do you?” Jill said starting to gather her wits once more. She’d seen Horse beat up guys before, even kill one of the local gang bangers at a club. Whatever her brother now was, he’d made Horse’s death look easy. 
 
    “What about Dean?” 
 
    “No. And are you going to answer my question?” 
 
    “Which one? Why do you want super powers anyway?” 
 
    “What?” she laughed, “That’s a stupid question! I want to have power, and money! I want to be somebody!” 
 
    Shadow sighed and pulled out his cell phone and dialed Tomas as they made it to the roof. He looked around, everything looked clear, he couldn’t see, hear, or smell anything that seemed out of place. 
 
    “What do you want? It’s three a.m.!” He heard Tomas grumble at him. 
 
    “Is there a machine that can stimulate the hypothalamus, which you can use to give super powers to someone who doesn’t have them?” 
 
    “Shadow, it's three a.m.!” 
 
    “I need an answer. It’s important.” 
 
    Shadow heard Tomas sigh, “It can trigger latent powers in someone who has the ability. Like the triggering event you went through, only not as strong. It has a pretty high failure rate though, probably about ninety percent and if you don’t have the latent ability, the failure rate is one hundred percent.” 
 
    “What’s the effects of failure?” 
 
    “Death about ninety nine percent of the time, a very slow nasty painful one. Sometimes takes days. Seen it, it’s not pretty. Otherwise mental retardation, forms of paralyzation, a large number of nasty things. Using it is pretty much suicide. It’s more of a torture device than a real procedure.” 
 
    “I think our boys have one of those machines.” 
 
    “That would make them even sicker fucks than I already thought,” Tomas said angrily. “There are safer ways to trigger someone’s power if they really have one.” 
 
    Shadow looked up at Jill, “Did you hear that?” 
 
    Jill looked at him and nodded slowly.  
 
    “I take it you came across something interesting?” Tomas said. 
 
    “Yeah, they’re moving to Hoboken next. You might want to let the guys in Manhattan know they’re next on the hit parade.” 
 
    “We still don’t know why.” 
 
    “Yeah well, I got someone who is going to need protective custody you can ask about that. Call in some favors. Oh, I had a run in with one of them.” 
 
    “Shit. Do they know about us?” 
 
    “Maybe, probably not though. He thought I was just some normal checking on his sister until I killed him.” 
 
    “Where’s the body?” 
 
    Shadow gave him the address, “Might want to leave it there a while. Hate to have a cleaning crew run into the rest of these guys. Assuming they come for the body.” 
 
    “I’ll tell them to be careful.” 
 
    “Okay, see you at lunch.” 
 
    “Damn, now I got to get up again and I just got into bed ... Bye.” 
 
    Shadow hung up and looked at Jill. “So, still want to stay here? Or come with me?” 
 
    “I can take care of myself, Sean!” Jill said, still a little shaken. 
 
    “Uh-huh. You’re about to sign up with a bunch of sociopaths who will probably sit around and laugh as you die a long and painful death for their enjoyment. Sounds brilliant. Stop and think, Jill, these are bad people, do you really want to be like them?” 
 
    “But they said ...” she trailed off looking a bit lost. 
 
    Shadow sighed, “It’s not all that it is cracked up to be, trust me on that. Come here.” 
 
    “Huh? Why?” she asked looking back up. 
 
    “Because I want to know if you even have any latent abilities.” 
 
    “You can do that?” She looked at him in disbelief. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “How?” 
 
    “Do you want me to check or not?” He was getting antsy out on the roof, they needed to be going. 
 
    “Okay, okay.” 
 
    Taking her head between his hands, Shadow switched to his med form and extended his senses. He kept an eye on his surroundings, and with the rest of his attention he looked for that spark. 
 
    “Hey your hands, they feel different!”  
 
    He switched to his mentalist defense next, then his stalker.  
 
    “Okay, done.” 
 
    “That was weird ...” She said looking at him. “So what did you find out?” 
 
    “I have to think about this a bit. It’s time to go.” 
 
    “How? We’re on top of an eight story building.” 
 
    Shadow shucked his overcoat and shirt. He balled them up with the sneakers he had been carrying so he could hold them in one hand as he changed into his flying form, almost laughing as she gasped and took a step back. “What are you? A demon?” 
 
    He grinned showing plenty of fang, “Like it? Now hop on my back and hold on, we need to go.” 
 
    Jill was pretty light, so it didn’t cause him much of a problem flying while carrying her. He tracked off towards New York City at first, then after a half hour tacked to the west. He didn’t think he was being followed, but he still spent another half hour checking for tails before he went back to his parent’s home with his sister and joined Shirley. He used the excuse of not being able to hear her clearly over the noise of the wind as they flew as an excuse to avoid any more questions. He had a lot to think about now, but he didn’t have the time to think about it. Not until things were safer. 
 
    “Is this who I think it is?” Shirley smiled and looked at him as they both entered the bedroom. 
 
    “Shirley, this is my sister, Jill. Jill, this is my wife, Shirley.” 
 
    “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Jill.” 
 
    Jill looked over Shirley a moment, “Okay, how did my monster of a brother end up with someone as hot as you?” 
 
    Shirley looked at Shadow who nodded, “Yeah, she saw the real me.” 
 
    Shirley looked back as Jill and shrugged, “He’s caring, devoted, great in bed, a wonderful father, incredibly sexy, and will kill anyone who so much as musses my hair or hurts the kids without a moment’s hesitation. He is the biggest bad ass in town.” She smiled, “What’s not to love?” 
 
    “Just what is he?” Jill asked. 
 
    “My mate. So what’s the story dear? I got a call earlier, but it was short on details.” 
 
    “Well my darling sister is apparently involved with the very people we’re here to take down.” 
 
    Shirley sighed, “You’re kidding me, right?” 
 
    “Sadly no,” and he recounted his evening. 
 
    “Do you think she has any latent abilities?” 
 
    “You tell me. I wouldn’t want to prejudice you either way.” 
 
    “Well, being as she is your sister, that does increase the odds. Let me try a few things, I’ve never tried to find talent in someone, you’re the only one I’ve ever met who even seems to be able to.” 
 
    Shadow nodded, “So tell me, Jill, just what are you planning to do if you do get some sort of power? Hell, just what are you planning to do next, period. I must say I’m rather disappointed in your choices so far.” 
 
    “Why should you care? It’s not like I expect to see you again anytime soon, if ever.” 
 
    “I care because I need to decide what to do with you. Can I trust you? Should I trust you? You were about to sign up with some very evil people, you still might.” 
 
    “So?” 
 
    “So then I’d have to kill you.” Shadow said with a sigh. 
 
    “You’d kill me!!” Jill screeched and Shirley put a hand over her mouth and shushed her. “Your parents are asleep, let’s not wake them.” 
 
    “Excuse me not for caring,” Jill said after Shirley removed her hand, but in a lower voice, “but you’d kill me? Your own sister?” 
 
    Shadow sighed again and looked at her, “How would you feel if someone used Mom and Dad against you? Or Robby? Or Heather? Or their kids? I’ve brought a lot of grief to this family, I will not bring anymore.” 
 
    “But I thought you were a good guy! Or at least not a bad one ....” 
 
    “Good or bad doesn’t enter in to it. I’m your brother, do what I tell you to and don’t ever sell me out and I’ll do what I can to protect and take care of you. Sell me out and you’ll be dead the moment I get my hands on you. And I will get my hands on you, never doubt that.” 
 
    Jill looked at Shirley, wide-eyed. “Is he serious?” 
 
    “As a heart attack. People don’t mess with your brother, he ran in the underground for a very long time. Still does on occasion. He could run the place if he wanted to, and everyone there knows it.” 
 
    “And what do you do? Do you kill people too?” 
 
    Shirley laughed, “Oh heavens no!” 
 
    “So?” 
 
    “So you’re better off not knowing. Like he said.” She turned to Shadow, “I’m not sure I can sense anything. I’d like someone from my group to take a look at her.” 
 
    Shadow yawned, “Well I need to catch a few winks here. You two can talk about whatever.” With that he flopped onto the bed and fell asleep. 
 
    “Just how did you two meet anyways?” Jill asked. 
 
    “That’s a story for another time. Tell me about yourself.” 
 
    “Why does everyone want to talk about me?” 
 
    “Because right now, we’ve got a big problem and you are the one who knows the most about it. Now, tell me how you met these guys ....” 
 
      
 
      
 
    “How long will she be out?” Shirley asked Shadow. 
 
    “An hour, maybe two. Should be long enough for us to get to Trenton.” 
 
    “You sure you want to turn her over to Tomas’s friends to be interrogated?” 
 
    “Better them than me. I’m afraid I’ll lose my temper with her. She should have known better.” 
 
    “She just never realized exactly what she was dealing with is all.” 
 
    “That may be true. However unlike you I can’t tell when she’s being honest or when she’s not. If you want to be part of it, I’m fine with that. Actually I think it might be best if you were. Maybe you can even put a spell on her to keep her from telling anyone my real identity. But right now I’m afraid to be the one questioning her until I figure out just what to do with her.” 
 
    Shirley nodded. “Well I’d say she’s a borderline character. She just wants the power too much.” 
 
    “Wonder what got her wanting it.” 
 
    “I suspect your sister has a bit of a wild streak in her, probably always has.” 
 
    Shadow shrugged, “Yeah a bit as I recall. Of course I was often too wrapped up in my own problems to notice those of my siblings much. Would have been nice to let my folks know we’re trying to help her. Though it’s probably better they don’t know.” 
 
    Shirley nodded, “I really like your parents by the way. They’re sweet.” 
 
    Shadow smiled, “Yeah, they’re okay, even after all they went through, some of which was definitely my fault.” 
 
    They talked some more about the visit as Shadow drove, until eventually Shirley went over everything she’d learned from his sister while he’d napped. It wasn’t a lot, but it was definitely something. Tomas was calling all the troops in, tonight was probably the night they’d move. With one of their team down, the bad guys would hopefully be in a state of confusion tonight. So it was better to hit them now, before they got reorganized. 
 
      
 
    “So that’s it, all five are inside,” Shadow heard over his radio.  He looked around. He was with Shirley, Centurion, and Fiona. The rest of the team was with Tomas a hundred yards to their right. To his left a couple of hundred yards were the locals, split up into two teams as well. This put them effectively to either side of the building, with all the exits except the roof covered. And Jimmy had come up with a rather nice surprise for them on that score. 
 
    “Go Jimmy,” Tomas said on the radio, and a moment later a bright flash followed by a loud explosion came from above the building as some sort of liquid metal bomb Jimmy had cooked up went off and dropped a thick sheet of molten metal on the roof, which quickly cooled, sealing all the exits. Jimmy said it shouldn’t melt through; it would be solid in seconds. And if any did, and it hit any of the guys inside, Shadow didn’t care.  
 
    The command came over the radio then: “All teams go!” 
 
    And they went. 
 
    Getting inside wasn’t as big of an issue as they had feared, with their fore knowledge of the base they were able to deflect or avoid most of the defenses. The few that were left were quickly countered, and all four groups slipped inside. But then the fight was on, and it turned nasty quickly.  
 
    The odds were fourteen to five, not counting the normals who were outside with some decidedly heavily artillery in a supporting role. All of the enemies were male; there were no women on their team, which wasn’t all that unusual.  
 
    What was unusual, Shadow noticed, was that they fought with a lot of teamwork and didn’t break up to cut and run, even in the face of superior numbers. “This isn’t going to be an easy nut to crack,” he told Shirley, who just nodded – being busy with a spell. Fiona’s shield wall was holding well, and Centurion was positioning to attack. The enemy had chosen to make their stand in the center of a large fairly open area in the warehouse. 
 
    It soon settled down to a power slug-fest; Tomas’ team and the Phili team formed up pretty much to either side of the bad guys, and each used their powers against the other. It took awhile, but eventually people started to get hurt. Theirs were the first to get blooded, several taking wounds which caused them to ratchet up the fight to the extreme.  
 
    “They’re not going to surrender,” Shadow said to whoever was listening, “this is going to be bad ...” and as he watched they turned desperate and stopped playing it safe and started to go for broke. 
 
    Mr. Nagasaki was the first to go down; Chen took a bad shot next and was barely able to withdraw. Mist went down next, and Liberty Bell, Fiona, and Shirley all got wounded then. 
 
    Up to that point Shadow had been using his weapon’s form, he had a high-powered slug-thrower, one Jimmy had helped him cook up a while ago. It wasn’t a killing weapon, more of a stunning weapon. It did good shock damage and was good for wearing an enemy down. This let him be close to Shirley and deflect anything that came her way. But when she got hit all of that changed. 
 
    In short, Shadow lost it. He switched to his agility form and pulled out a grenade, armed it for contact and whipped it at the one who had hit her, and drawing a pair of daggers threw himself at him. They were hurt, all of the enemy were hurt, but they were burning like the light that was about to go dark forever, and Shadow knew if he didn’t blow that flame out now, more would be hurt, and some might even die.  
 
    Switching to his Martial form he held nothing back and waded into the midst of them, going for the kill, all predator. He was surprised to find that Centurion had followed him, as well as Thadeius. The other Shadow as well as Mr. America and a wounded but very pissed off looking Liberty Bell also charged them and if it had been nasty before, it got even nastier then. Shadow’s foe quickly went down with a dagger buried to the hilt in each eye and Shadow switched to claws which he used hot and heavy every chance he got, not hesitating to get a bite or two in there as well. 
 
    When it was over, they were all covered in blood, a fair amount of it their own. But every last one of the enemy was dead. Shadow made sure each one was, and noticed that the other Shadow doing the same. Apparently they shared a bit more than just a name. He ran back to Shirley then, switching to his medical form, but at that point medics were pouring into the building, taking care of the wounded. 
 
    “You okay hon?” he asked taking her hand. 
 
    “I’m fine,” she said a little shaken. “It’s just a broken arm, how are the others?” 
 
    “I don’t know, I’ll check.” 
 
    “Check yourself first, Shadow. That looked pretty nasty and I can see you’re bleeding.” 
 
    “No, that’s ...” Shadow looked at himself and suddenly staggered a bit, “Shit, you’re right. I think I better sit down.” And he almost collapsed as another pair of medic’s came over and started to attend to him. Apparently he had a knife sticking out of his shoulder, and more than a few rather nasty slices and wounds of his own.  
 
    They all got hauled off to the fed’s local hospital, Fiona was the only one without a scratch, even Jimmy had gotten injured when Mist had gone down, running in to cover her and help her withdraw. Shadow was impressed; the kid was a complete gentleman, told her not to think anything of it, that he was only doing his job. Shadow would be surprised if she didn’t fly out and pay the kid a rather personal visit, she had that look in her eye and his behavior was only making her want to ‘reward him’ all the more. 
 
    Of course this still left him at odds what to do about his sister. Tomas was keeping her under wraps, no one knew her real identity, and they had her down as a Jane Doe. Shadow had told her not to tell anyone about him or the incident with Horse. Just to tell what she knew of the gang, what they had promised her, and her involvement. She wasn’t going to be charged with anything, she was down as an informant who had come forward willingly and whose identity needed to be safeguarded in case of reprisals.  
 
      
 
    Shadow went and saw her the next day; he wanted to be well rested before he talked with her again. He checked the room before he said anything; he wanted to be sure they were indeed in private. 
 
    “So, what happened?” She asked him again when he finally sat down. She noticed he was a bit stiff and was wearing a duster. He was also furry, she had the impression he never showed anyone his real form. 
 
    “We had it out with them. They lost.” 
 
    “They in jail now?” 
 
    “Morgue.”  
 
    Jill felt all the blood drain from her face. “You killed them?” 
 
    “Actually it was a team effort. But yes, they’re all dead now. They wouldn’t surrender and they didn’t give us much of a choice.” Shadow made eye contact with his sister, holding her attention, “Not that I care.” He said softly without a trace of sympathy. 
 
    “That’s cold Se.. Shadow.” She said, afraid to use his real name suddenly. 
 
    “They were evil, they got what they deserved.” 
 
    “But I thought good guys didn’t kill.” 
 
    Shadow shrugged, “Those that don’t care much for it weren’t in a position to do much about it, the rest, well some of them don’t have much of an issue with killing bad guys if they deserve it.” 
 
    “I notice you don’t include yourself in that group.” 
 
    Shadow nodded, “I’m not a good guy. I was once I think, but I sort of drifted away. All the killing I did, it sort of numbed me to what was right, what was wrong, what was good, what wasn’t. I can still smell evil, and I’ll go after it, but I’m neutral these days. Shirley may change that, the good Lord knows she is pulling me constantly in the right direction. But I can be one cold hard son of a bitch and everybody knows it.” 
 
    “So what about me?” Jill asked softly. 
 
    “What about you? Talk to me, Jill, tell me about you. Tell me who you are and what you want. We’ll go from there.” 
 
    “Are you going to kill me?” She asked scared. 
 
    “Not if I don’t have to, not if you don’t make me. So talk to me.” 
 
    “What do you want to know?” 
 
    “What do you want? Who are you? Be honest, what would make you content?” 
 
    “I notice you didn’t say ‘happy’.”  
 
    “I don’t know that I have the power to make you happy, but maybe I can help you make yourself happy. So talk to me ....” 
 
    Jill took a deep breath, “I want to be special, I want to be powerful, I want to have money, and I want to have men at my beck and call. I don’t really want to be famous; I’ve seen the baggage that can come with that. But I want to be somebody!” Jill looked a little embarrassed and looked away a moment, but then had second thoughts and looked Shadow straight in the eye, “I’m not going to be embarrassed about it, I want it.” 
 
    “What are you willing to do to get that?” Shadow asked softly. 
 
    “Anything!” Jill said immediately. 
 
    “Anything? Absolutely anything?” 
 
    “Ye ...” Jill stopped and thought a moment; anything was a pretty broad statement after all. “Okay, not exactly anything, I’ll take any risks or pay any price; I won’t do it at the cost of someone else. It’s my debt, my responsibility I guess you’d say.” 
 
    “So, you’re saying you’ll do anything to get it, as long as you’re the only one paying for it, you’re not doing it by using someone else.” 
 
    Jill nodded. “Basically yes.” 
 
    Shadow thought about that a minute, it was better than he’d hoped for. This might work out after all. 
 
    “Okay, first of all, yes I believe that you have latent super powers.” 
 
    Shadow noticed Jill sat up straight and brightened considerably at that. 
 
    “Secondly trying to activate them will probably affect you in some manner, possibly something bad. When you gain something, sometimes you lose something.” 
 
    “What did you lose?” Jill asked suddenly. 
 
    “A number of things to be honest, my patience was probably the most important.” Shadow laughed, predators are supposed to be patient, and as a stalker he was, but that was a different sort of patience than the one he had problems with. 
 
    “Third, the power you get, you might not like. And fourth, I’m not sure if your power can be activated by any means we have at available. So you may end up always wanting but never getting. That could be the cruelest thing of all.” 
 
    “I don’t care Shadow! I want this; I want this with all of my being.” 
 
    “Okay, well let me talk to Tomas. Your information did help us some. I’ll see what he can do.” 
 
    “Thank you, Shadow,” Jill said as he stood up to leave.  
 
    “Don’t thank me yet, we still don’t even know what your power is.” 
 
    “You can’t tell?” Jill looked surprised. 
 
    “No, I can only sense a potential, that’s about it.” Shadow said as he left. 
 
      
 
    “So, you want me to call in some favors to see what we can do for her,” Tomas said. 
 
    “Yes, that pretty much covers it.” 
 
    “She didn’t do all that much for us, Shadow.” 
 
    “She did tell us about their next move, and gave you enough insight to realize they were part of a larger death cult. One that the government can now keep an eye on to make sure that it never gets that powerful again.” 
 
    “Still, it’s a lot, Shadow.” 
 
    “Yes well,” Shadow leaned over and put his hands on the desk and brought his face level with Tomas’s. “There is the little matter of you owing me now, isn’t there? You tricked me into coming here. She’s going to pursue this no matter what you can do for her. I’d rather she feel indebted to me, you, and the feds for this than to somebody on the bad side of the equation.” 
 
    Tomas ‘hmmmed’ and thought about that a moment. “You have a good point there. I especially like the point where you admit to me getting the better of you!” Tomas laughed at the unpleasant expression on Shadow’s muzzle. “Oh please, after all the crap you’ve given me over the years you had to expect some payback sooner or later.” 
 
    “Crap? Me? Really now, Tomas ...” Shadow looked hurt at that. 
 
    “Who was that woman in the basement ward you had me cover for ...?” 
 
    Shadow gave him his best innocent look and changed the subject. “So you will help Jill then?” 
 
    Tomas smiled, knowing he had won that argument and returned to the matter at hand. “Yes, you and Shirley can accompany her out to our facility in New York. The treatment doesn’t take long. It’s the recovery that can be difficult.” 
 
    “Why is that?” 
 
    “Because they have to learn to control their new abilities. They don’t come on gradually, it’s just full force, all at once.” 
 
    Shadow nodded, “Kind of what I went through.” 
 
    “Exactly.” 
 
    “Okay, I’ll tell Jill and Shirley and get them ready.” 
 
      
 
    #          #          #          #          # 
 
      
 
    Shadow put the phone down. “Well they’re done, we can go in any time now,” he said to Shirley. 
 
    “Did they say anything else?” She looked concerned, they’d been here three days now, and they’d put Jill through the process this morning. It was now four in the afternoon. 
 
    “They said she came through okay, no negative side effects.” 
 
    “Did it work?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    Shirley punched him in the arm, “You going to tell me what her power is?” 
 
    Shadow shrugged, “They didn’t tell me. Said they wanted to see our reaction.” 
 
    Shirley sighed and shook her head. “Well let’s go over there and see for ourselves then.” 
 
    They linked arms and headed down to the test area. The installation was a pretty large one; Shadow had been surprised by it. Apparently it was something of a secret. People thought there was a major telecommunications center here, and there was. But there were a series of specialty labs buried in the ground beneath it. Supposedly a converted set of military bunkers left over from the last world war.  
 
    “Shadow, Shirley,” Tomas said walking up as they got there. 
 
    “Here to see the results?” Shadow asked. 
 
    “Already did. They wanted to run through some tests with me first. Was interesting.” 
 
    “What kind of tests?” 
 
    “Go on in and find out.” 
 
    “How is Jill?” He said very softly, the undertone of a growl in his voice. 
 
    “Fine, and happy. Everyone she sees for the next few weeks are all going to have to go through this little test routine, they’re still gauging her. Training will start tomorrow. Now, go inside already.” 
 
    Shadow looked at Shirley who shrugged and they went inside. 
 
    “Shadow! Shirley!” Jill said and ran over and hugged them both as they exchanged greetings. 
 
    “How are you feeling? Let me look at ...” Shadow had grabbed her shoulders and pushed her back at arm’s length to get a good look at her, “Woah ... you look ... well if you weren’t my sister I’d say hot.” 
 
    Jill laughed. “I know! I’ve got faster reactions, healing, senses, I’m even a little stronger. But that’s not all of it.” 
 
    Shadow had let go of her and was looking her over, she was definitely a lot hotter looking than she was before, and she was a good looking woman then. If she wasn’t his sister, and he wasn’t married ... He snuggled Shirley a little, not realizing he had drifted to her side and had an arm around her. 
 
    “So what’s the big thing?” Shirley asked. 
 
    “Well there are two of them, they’re not huge, but they’re still pretty good.” 
 
    “And?” 
 
    “Well the first one I’m hitting you with right now, let me turn it up to the full effect.” 
 
    Shadow looked at her; he wasn’t sure he saw anything different. He looked down at Shirley who was looking at Jill, and he stood behind her and put his arms around his wife. She felt nice and warm in his arms. Now that all of this was over maybe the two of them could go find someplace to spend a little private time together. 
 
    “Shadow,” Shirley said. “I hope you’re not planning on screwing me right here on the floor in front of your sister and everybody else ....” 
 
    Shadow ‘huhed’ and realized his hands were starting to get a little frisky with Shirley not to mention the raging hardon in his shorts. He suddenly noticed the room had a rather strong and very interesting odor to it.  
 
    “What’s that scent?” he said sniffing a bit more. It was definitely coming from his sister, and it was making him horny as hell. 
 
    “Pheromones,” Jill said. “I can put them out now, and drive guys crazy, among other things,” she winked. “Interesting effect it’s having on you.” 
 
    “What, cause it made me horny?” 
 
    “No, because you’re bugging Shirley and not me. Most of the guys start making passes at me; you didn’t at all, until I turned it all the way up. Then you went after her, also I’m surprised that you can smell it. Normals and most supers apparently can’t” 
 
    “Well he is my mate,” Shirley said smiling. 
 
    “And you are my sister.” Shadow added. “Not that I want to experience it, but can you do other things with them as well?” 
 
    “Oh yes, several. I need to practice with it a while yet. Work on my control a lot.” 
 
    “So what’s the other thing,” Shadow asked, leaning down to nibble on Shirley’s neck, causing her to lean back against him a bit more. 
 
    “I have a limited morphing ability!” 
 
    “Limited?” Shirley asked, “Limited how?” 
 
    “It’s very slow. The bigger the change, the longer it takes. I could probably look completely like someone else, say you Shirley, but it would probably take a couple of days. You look a lot different. My sister though, I could probably do her in just a few hours.” 
 
    “Huh, interesting.” Shadow said and looked at Shirley, “Those pheromones didn’t affect you, did they?” 
 
    “I suspect she can only affect males, am I right?” 
 
    Jill nodded. 
 
    “However your paws are definitely having an effect all on their own.” 
 
    Shadow grinned. “Good.” He looked at Jill, “You’ll have to excuse us; it’s been hours since we had sex.” Shadow started dragging Shirley to the exit. Not that she was resisting any. 
 
    “What?” Jill looked surprised. 
 
    “You got his engine most definitely wound up,” Shirley laughed. “Now I get the fun of unwinding it. We’ll see you at dinner.” 
 
    “A very late dinner,” Shadow growled smiling. 
 
    “Ooo! I think I saw an empty office up the hallway, let’s grab it!” Shirley giggled as she and Shadow left the room. 
 
    “Are they going to do what I think they’re going to do?” Jill said looking at Tomas who had just came back into the room. 
 
    “Undoubtedly. And if that office is not well sound proofed, you’ll probably get quite an earful, Shirley is rather shameless and Shadow, well he just sort of gets carried away at times.” 
 
    “You’re kidding ...” Jill said looking out the doorway as sure enough, her brother and his wife ducked into one of the offices down the hallway. At least it was late enough that most of the people had gone home for the day. Except for the few working with her. 
 
    “Your brother there has a reputation that is second to none in the performance department,” Tomas said softly so it wouldn’t carry, “a well earned one from all reports. And Shirley there is most definitely his equal, though he has told me he thinks she’s even kinkier than he is.” 
 
    “Her?” Jill said shocked, “Kinky? Miss prim and proper?” 
 
    Tomas laughed, “Jill, she’s sleeping with a huge freaking cat, and apparently it’s not how many times a week, but how many times a day. The only reason she’s not covered in scars from his claws is her healing abilities. And that’s the least of it.” Tomas laughed again, “don’t be fooled by Shirley’s public persona, they were made for each other in more ways than one. Also, don’t ever cross her, she won’t kill you, but you will most definitely regret it. 
 
    “So, shall we go talk about your future?” 
 
    “Sure. By the way, why aren’t you affected by me? I got less of a reaction out of you than Shadow even.” 
 
    “Oh you had an affect, don’t think you didn’t. But I also have someone else, and my self-control is much greater than his. Now, lets go find a place away from the noise they will surely be making and discuss things. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Shadow lay across Shirley’s lap in the row of seats they had commandeered on the plane flight back home. Not that it had taken much to take the seats over. Other than Tomas there were no other passengers onboard the small government jet. 
 
    “I’m bushed,” Shadow yawned. 
 
    “Me too ...” Shirley said yawning as well. 
 
    “Well maybe if you two had slept rather than fool around ...” Tomas grinned chiding them. 
 
    “That last shot Jill gave Shadow before she left for further training was worth it, trust me,” Shirley sniggered.  
 
    “I have to agree,” Shadow purred snuggling Shirley again. “At least she got what she wanted; she’ll have men at her beck and call, and no doubt will end up with some measure of power and fortune to make herself happy.” 
 
    “And at least we’ll be able to keep her out of trouble.” Tomas added. 
 
    “I can’t wait to get home.” Shadow purred and closed his eyes. Home, the word had such a nice sound to it. He finally had a home. Had it only been eight years since he'd moved there? 
 
    “Me neither, I suspect Circe and Nance will be very happy to see you, Hon, it has been a while.” Shirley giggled. 
 
    Shadow sighed, “And Liz. And Janet. I think I better get some sleep while I still can.” 
 
      
 
    END 
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