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    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    Ommin Jones never meant to be a superhero. Of course, he never meant to go through life with a name like Ommin, either. His mother was to blame for that. Consequently, she was also to blame for twelve years of school-age hell, during which all his classmates called him Ommin Top Ramen. Twice he’d let it slip that he was really named Omen, like the movie, in the hopes they’d take to calling him that, or maybe even Damien, which would have been infinitely more preferable. But no, Ommin Top Ramen had a nicer ring and that was the name that stuck. It could have been worse. As dazed and exhausted as his mother had been after forty hours of labor, had the nurse faithfully copied down the first thing Mira Jones replied when asked, “What would you like to name your newborn son,” Ommin would have wound up “PortendOfThingsToCome Jones.” 
 
    So, yeah. Ommin was squarely his mother’s fault.  
 
    That he was now labeled a superhero, well… that was all on Ommin. And his superpower, which seemed to have less to do with shark skin these days and more to do with showing up in all the wrong places at all the right times. 
 
    Oh, and he could shape shift. Into a fish. Try winning over the girls with that one. 
 
    What the hell was he doing here? 
 
    The waiting area of KJMN’s morning broadcast show was alive and bustling. The recording studio was closed, the red light above the picture window showed it was On-Air. He had no clue who the announcer was. He didn’t listen to talk radio and was only here because of the call he’d received. Or rather, the calls. There’d been dozens of them. Perhaps hundreds, by now. He didn’t know; he’d lost count. Constantly running from, ducking, and dodging the gaggles of reporters camped outside his San Francisco apartment could do that to a guy. Not that he had anyplace to run to. His face was all over the TV. Everywhere he went—the grocery store, the movies, the bus stop, for God’s sake—people stopped, pointed, stared, and one little boy on the sidewalk last night had even asked for his autograph. 
 
    His autograph. 
 
    Like he was a movie star or something. Ommin wasn’t. He was just a guy who happened to be perched on the outer edge of the Golden Gate Bridge, exactly halfway across where the bridge stood the highest and the stormy water below ran the deepest, at the exact same moment when a leg swung over the railing beside him and down climbed a young dark-haired man with that look in his eyes.  
 
    “Oh, hey, man, don’t,” was about all Ommin managed to say before the other simply let go of the bridge. He fell more than jumped, but it was in that minute when he released his grip that Ommin saw something change in his face. For the sparsest of seconds, the mask of hopelessness broke and Ommin caught that bittersweet glimpse of instant regret. 
 
    It was already too late. Gravity had him the second flesh and steel parted ways. There was no grabbing the bridge back again. He fell, his eyes locked on Ommin and filling fast with panic. 
 
    Ommin jumped after him. Because, of course he did. Not that the ocean wouldn’t kill him, too. It would. Oceans were fickle that way, and there was a storm coming in. One that had been brewing for days, turning the waters choppy around the massive support structures and crashing wave after dark, frothy wave against the rocks that locked the bridge in place. But when a guy thought he was the only one there who could help, sometimes a guy did damn-fool stupid things. 
 
    Ommin was still thirty feet up when the salty mist peppered his skin, forcing his change. It hurt. What was shark skin, really, but a bazillion tiny teeth suddenly growing out through his flesh. But by now, he had felt this same hurt so many times—the skin, the teeth, the spiny fins sprouting from the bones of his forearms and down the ladder of his spine between his shoulder blades—it was almost a secondary sensation. One felt at the very back of his mind. An inconsequential thing no worse than the snap of a rubber band against his wrist, and instantly soothed by the welcoming wet of the sea.  
 
    The young man saw it happen. Seconds before he hit the water, he screamed. 
 
    A smarter person would have held his breath. 
 
    A sane person wouldn’t have jumped in the first place. 
 
    The young man hit the ocean back first. Ommin made himself straight as a needle. He hit toes first, but it was still like diving three-stories into a brick wall. His shark-skin strengthened him, absorbing the worst of the impact, but his toes and ankles both buckled under and snapped. Thank God for accelerated healing. By the time the suck of the water had pulled him under as far as it was able and grudgingly let him go again, his bones were already mending. That first kick did more than sting like a rubber band, but without his healing factor, it would have been a hell of a lot worse. 
 
    The young man now caught in the rushing flow of the ocean current had nothing to help him and that bubbly underwater scream as he was swept into blackness would stay with Ommin for days. It was with him now, echoing in the back of his mind as Ommin sat in the busy waiting room on a chair three sizes too small for a man of his size, watching that solid red On-Air light and waiting for his turn to be interviewed.  
 
    What was he supposed to say, anyway? Thank goodness the guy hadn’t died? He hadn’t. Sharks knew how to use the ocean currents. So did sharkmen, for that matter. Ommin caught up with him in seconds and, hooking the man in both arms, lugged him back to the surface. Where an entire line of people he hadn’t realized were gathering, erupted into cheers. He could see cell phones. He could see camera flashes. Then the spotlight of the rescue boat already arriving pinned Ommin in place amongst the rough waves, and he was caught.  
 
    Within minutes the Coast Guard had both Ommin and his survivor out of the water where everyone could get a good look at him. After a lifetime of hiding who and what he was, Ommin had no choice but to stand in full view on that boat, fighting not to flinch under their gaping stares the whole way back to shore.  
 
    Where news crews were waiting, not just to catch sight of the shark that had saved a man, but to capture on camera the immortal words of the paramedic who said, “I don’t care what he is. That shark’s a fucking hero. This man wouldn’t be alive without him.” 
 
    The papers paraphrased his statement—because, of course they did—and turned it into the headline of the next morning’s paper. It was the leading story on every television and radio news station from six o’clock to midnight. Ommin couldn’t count the number of times he heard that paramedic’s voice interrupted by that telltale bleep while he was at the hospital, wrapped in a blanket and waiting for his hair to stop dripping so his skin would shift back to normal. Waiting, one leg jiggling rapidly up and down, to see if he was going to be arrested, shot, or whisked away for study in some secret underground laboratory, where no one would ever hear from him again. And that was kind of sad because, for all the hours that he sat waiting, he tried to conjure up a list of just how many people that would be. He came up with one: his landlord, Mr. Giannelli, and only because eventually his rent would come due.  
 
    No machine full of cogs turned quite as slowly as a hospital waiting room in a city of more than 800,000 people. Inevitably, someone drew the short straw and they had to take care of him. Led into the back, Ommin took every step just knowing SWAT had to be waiting from the shadow of every doorway and around every corner.  
 
    They weren’t. Nobody leapt out at him.  
 
    He took a seat in a curtained off examining area no bigger than the gurney that occupied it, absolutely convinced he was going to get a surprise stab to the neck with a paralyzing injection, but that never happened either. After another forty minutes of waiting— probably for a re-match on the short-straw draw; come on, man, best two out of three… please!—a doctor finally arrived.  
 
    His vitals were taken, all except his blood pressure—they couldn’t get the pressure cuff around his bicep. They checked him over, pronounced him fit as hell, and just before the doctor left for his next patient, he shocked the shit out of Ommin.  
 
    Laying his bare hand on Ommin’s shoulder, he’d patted him twice and said, “I think what you did today was both stupid and brave. There’s a guy in surgery who would not be alive right now if you hadn’t jumped after him. Don’t leave just yet. The police want to talk to you, too.” 
 
    Now he was going to get arrested. The cops stayed with him long enough to take his statement, buy him a cup of coffee, ask if there was someone they could notify—and then one shook his hand and said, “You did good, buddy.” 
 
    A nurse brought him a piece of birthday cake from the breakroom.  
 
    An orderly asked if he could take a selfie with Ommin for his four-year-old son who’d seen the whole thing on the news and now wanted to be a sharkman superhero instead of a cowboy when he grew up.  
 
    After that, it got surreal. 
 
    Twenty reporters with microphones and cameramen were waiting for him when he left the hospital. He’d never been swarmed so hard and fast in his life. He was two inches taller than the tallest man there. He outweighed everyone by at least fifty muscular pounds. But he’d never been so unnerved in his life, and they chased his ass all the way to the bus stop like he was a crying bitch… only without the tears. Because he didn’t want to break out into sharkskin in the middle of San Francisco. Or have that blasted on the ten o’clock news, because… yeah, that would pretty much run him out of town. 
 
    Twice as many reporters were waiting when he got home. And how they’d known how to find his home address, he still didn’t know. But they did, and boy, did they ever show up in droves.  
 
    They were camped on the sidewalk and the narrow street. They cluttered up the hallway, the stairs, all three floors, all the way to his front door. He managed to hold it together until he got safely inside, but just because he was home didn’t mean everything magically became okay or normal.  
 
    It didn’t. 
 
    That was when the phone calls started. Newspapers, television stations, the porn industry, for crying out loud—because, of course the porn industry would. And nothing—nothing—that had ever happened in his life compared to how shocking, mortifying, offensive, and demoralizing it had been to hear that caller say Ommin could have his choice of who, what, when, and where; but all everybody wanted to know was whether his abilities ended at sharkskin or did he also have two penises? Like a normal shark. 
 
    So, not only was he not a normal man, he wasn’t a normal shark, either. 
 
    That’s when Ommin lost his temper. 
 
    And that’s when KJMN called. This time the caller had been a woman, soft-spoken and cheerful, both optimistic and professional as she asked if Mr. Jones was home and might she speak with him?  
 
    “Do you want an exclusive?” he challenged, rather than asked.  
 
    “Uh,” she stammered before shock gave way and excitement took over. “Yes, please!” 
 
    And so, here he was. Squeezed into a waiting chair that seemed made for a kindergartener, one leg jiggling wildly up and down, sternly telling himself if he heard any hint of a penis-oriented question, he was going to Google seaside towns in Mexico without TV or news service, and he was going to move there. 
 
    “Mr. Jones?” 
 
    Ommin looked up from his fists and straight into the sea-green eyes of the most stunningly attractive woman he’d ever met in his life. Admittedly, he hadn’t met a lot. When one couldn’t bear to be away from the ocean and yet shifted into something less than human at the slightest hint of a salt-water mist, one tended to stay out of public as much as possible. 
 
    She smiled. She had pretty teeth and pink lips, the color of which amplified one another perfectly. Her golden hair was twisted up in a hasty bun, with stray wisps sticking out between the pins. It was a look that struck him as both sloppy and professional, both of which extended to her dress. Business casual—white slacks, white shirt, blue suit jacket buttoned up the front, just not high enough to hide the tiniest hint of a coffee stain upon the vee of her cleavage. 
 
    He ripped his gaze off her coffee stain before he could be accused of staring at her boobs. “That’s me.” 
 
    Sticking out her hand, she said, “Hi, I’m Britney Collins.” 
 
    His hand completely engulfed her much smaller one. He was careful not to shake too hard, not wanting to hurt her. But as he was releasing his grip, he noticed something on her wrist—the looping blue-ink swirls of a tattooed word mostly hidden by the cuff of her jacket. His glimpse of it was too brief; he couldn’t read it. And when their hands parted, she went back to hugging her papers again and her smile once more caught him up in its thrall. 
 
    “Would you follow me, please?” 
 
    The chair got up with him when he stood. Before he could grab the arms, it popped back off again and made the loudest, attention drawing clatter he’d ever tried to nonchalantly walk away from. His face burned. He hoped he wasn’t blushing. Guys shouldn’t blush, it didn’t look anywhere near as good on them as it did on women. On Britney, in particular. She was walking slightly ahead of him, her head tilted down, her eyes wide but she was smiling, and yeah… she was blushing. He caught glimpses of it every now and then when she stole her quick peeks back at him. Or when she tugged at her hair, trying to tuck that stray wisp of a curl that had escaped her sloppy bun back behind her ear. It was too short to stay there, so she ended up tucking it a couple times before they reached an empty recording room. 
 
    “Here we are,” she said, getting the door for him. “Office sweet office.” 
 
    He walked in. Already they were not alone. The room was split into two parts—the part he was standing in had a long table with multiple comfortable chairs and a center switchboard with plug-ins from which two headsets already lay ready and waiting. A giant picture window offered him a stellar view of the hallway they’d just walked down, and another gave him a technical view of where the magic actually happened. Two male attendants were already inside, pressing buttons, loading tapes, drinking coffee and laughing, all of which he could see through the window and none of which he could hear. Not so much as a whisper. 
 
    “Take a seat,” she encouraged. “These should be a bit bigger and more comfortable for, um”—she waved her hands, gesturing to all of him—“a man of your, um… size and, um”—she blushed even hotter. He did too. If his face got any warmer, he was positive he might spontaneously combust—“…your, um… extremely muscular build.” 
 
    “Thank you.” Was she flirting with him? This seemed a lot like flirting. A less socially awkward guy probably would have known for sure, but Ommin wasn’t that guy. Ommin was a guy who worked a nightshift custodial job at the university so as to limit the number of people he came in contact with, and who hung out quietly by himself on a bridge that was fast becoming a favorite hopping off point for suicidal people.  
 
    Still, hoping he was reading the situation right, he flexed an arm, at which point her blush went from pretty pink to flame-red magenta, complete with giggles.  
 
    She felt his arm. 
 
    “Wow,” she mouthed to the guys in the control room. 
 
    One was too busy setting up his station to pay much attention, the other had a look on his face similar to Britney’s. “Wow is right,” he mouthed back, then fanned himself.  
 
    “You must work out a lot,” she said, selecting a chair and dropping comfortably into it. Crossing her legs—no nylons, just soft bare skin with only the slightest tan—don’t be a creeper, Ommin, don’t look—she then lay her prepared list of questions on her lap. 
 
    Ommin slid into a chair beside her, picked up the spare headphones that had been set out when she picked up hers, and slipped them over his ears. He adjusted the microphone. 
 
    “Are they working?” he asked, but he knew they were when he heard himself through the earphones. 
 
    She beamed. “Yes, they are. We don’t have to jump in right away, though. We can just talk for a minute and get comfortable, if you like.” 
 
    “I’ve never done this before.” He supposed that was obvious, and he did his best to cover his awkwardness with a laugh. “You lead, I’ll follow. How about that?” 
 
    “That works, um, but”—she hesitated, then did her best to cover her own awkwardness with a half-chuckle of her own—”I do feel like, in all honesty, I should tell you know that I, um”—she rubbed imaginary crinkles out of her pristine questionnaire—”I’ve never done this before, either. See, I’ve only just got my degree and I, um, I’m still in my internship. I have done announcements here and there,” she rushed to assure him. “Plus, I filled in once when someone was sick. You know, over the midnight shift. It’s just that when everything hit the news, I thought yours would be such a great story, especially since no one seemed to have asked you yet. So I called you. To be honest, I never in a million years thought you would say yes, much less offer me an exclusive. In fact, I was fully expecting you to hang up on me.” 
 
    “If you’d asked about my penis, I would have.” Of all the things to come flying out of his mouth.  
 
    Face slowly heating up all over again, Ommin watched while Britney’s eyes got huge and her eyebrows slowly arched all the way up toward her hairline. 
 
    “Um, uh, well,” she stammered. “Those kinds of questions never quite made it onto my list…” 
 
    “I appreciate that.” 
 
    “I’m pretty sure if our situations were reversed, I would too.”  
 
    He liked her for that. He also relaxed a little.  
 
    “Still,” she said, “being as I am so new at this, if you would like your interview to be conducted by someone with more experience and, uh,” she both laughed and flinched as she confessed, “a wider listener base, then I would totally understand. In fact, the station has someone on standby—”  
 
    “No,” Ommin said, surprising both of them with just how fiercely he declined. Clearing his throat, he reined it in, but his tone remained as firm as his rejection of that offer. “No, thank you. You’re going to do fine.” 
 
    And by that, he meant she’d do fine for him. As an interviewer—not as like, say, a girlfriend, or something sleazy. Even though he’d already ogled her breasts and her legs and—ha ha—not that there weren’t plenty of other places in between that deserved a little ogling. But that was creepy and inappropriate behavior, and even socially awkward (not to mention newly-proclaimed) superheroes knew not to cross that line.  
 
     Anyway, that’s how he meant it, and Britney’s already lovely smile blossomed into a grin, and her sea-green eyes sparkled as bright as sunlight on rippling waters. It could have been blinding. 
 
    “Thanks,” she said. 
 
    A crackle snapped through the headphones, followed by a male voice from the control room. “Ready when you guys are.” 
 
    The other guy opened the door long enough to hand them both a cold bottle of water.  
 
    Still beaming, Britney said, “We can break whenever you want to and, um… just in case I forget to tell you later on when it’s all over, thank you very much for giving me this opportunity.” 
 
    “Not a problem.” Outwardly, Ommin shifted in his chair, cleared his throat, and stubbornly avoided looking at her. Inwardly, he might have fallen just a little bit in love. Which was tragic, because she was… oh man, with a box of cookies on the side, and he, well, he had to wait thirty minutes after a sea salt bath before going outside or he scared the tourists. 
 
    The headphones crackled again and the voice said, “And we are recording in five… four… three…” 
 
    Britney visibly braced herself, smoothing both hands over her questionnaire, but even in her obvious nervousness, she still flashed him a reassuring smile, which made her eyes scrunch and the bridge of her nose wrinkle. “You’re going to be great,” she mouthed silently, and God, if he didn’t fall in love all over again. 
 
    “Good evening, folks,” Britney began, launching smoothly into what was obviously a well-rehearsed greeting toward all the non-existent potential callers who wouldn’t even be hearing parts of this tape until who knew when. Still it was everything Ommin could do not to watch the magic of her lips moving as she ran through her spiel, thanking radio sponsors before launching into a rundown of his—to hear her tell it—very heroic actions on the bridge. The next thing he knew, she was saying his name and every muscle in his stomach tightened in the most delicious twitch of sensation. “So please, Mr. Ommin Jones, tell us all about you.” 
 
    His mind went utterly and completely blank. “Okay.” He floundered. “Starting where?” 
 
    “Well, let’s start at the beginning.” Her smile was so beautifully relaxed. Dear God, he was a frog in the presence of a princess. “Where are you from?” 
 
    “Earth,” he said firmly. 
 
    “So, you’re a native San Franciscan?” she asked, her eyes sparkling. 
 
    Jesus. Ommin caught himself before he cringed. Of course, she was asking what city he was from. Only an idiot would think planet. “Yes.” He could have kicked himself. “Born at Zuckerberg’s Hospital, the same as a lot of other perfectly normal babies.” 
 
    He could have kicked himself for that too, especially when she, her smile gentling, next said, “But you’re not ‘perfectly normal,’ are you?” 
 
    Had anyone else said that, he’d have bristled. He expected it. Hell, he waited for it, that slow irritation to crawl up his back and over his shoulders, except… it didn’t.  
 
    “No,” he admitted. “No, I’m… not quite normal.” 
 
    “Ommin,” she said, her smile drifting away, her beautiful oceanic eyes turning almost sad, “were you on that bridge because you were going to jump too?” 
 
    Ommin startled. She looked so concerned for his mental health in that moment, he couldn’t even be upset that someone would jump to such an awful conclusion. He forgot about the headphones, the microphones, and the two guys sitting behind the window in the control room, sipping their coffee and watching them. He forgot everything, except Britney.  
 
    “No. God, no. I’m not suicidal, I’m—” Suddenly realizing what he was about to reveal about himself, Ommin hesitated.  
 
    Facing him instead of the table, Britney scooted her chair in closer. She left her notes in her lap and reached for his nearest hand, taking it in both of hers. Touching him. Comforting him. He couldn’t remember the last time anyone had done that. He liked it. 
 
    He liked her. 
 
    He liked her so much, one minute he was staring into those beautiful sea-mist green eyes of hers, and in the next, he was telling her things he’d never told another living soul. Not even his mother, back when she was still sane and still trying, between medication changes, to be his mother. 
 
    “I was up on the bridge because the ocean, it… it calls to me,” he confessed. “As far back as I remember, it’s always called to me. But, uh… I don’t belong there any more than I belong here. The bridge is as close as I let myself get.” 
 
    “The man you saved, he wasn’t the first, was he?” 
 
    “He was the third.” 
 
    “Ommin, what happened up there on that bridge? If you wouldn’t mind telling us, what was going through your mind?”  
 
    Her fingers squeezed his, offering silent encouragement, and it had been such a long time since anyone had cared enough to ask. So Ommin told her. He told her everything. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    “Once again,” Britney said, in that soothing late-night talk radio voice that he was fast growing enamored with, “thank you, Ommin Jones, for your time and for your candor in talking with us tonight.” 
 
    He tipped his head in a nod, before remembering the station’s listeners couldn’t hear that. “Thank you for having me.” 
 
    “For those of you just getting up, good morning! And for all you third-shifters now winding down your day, drive safe if you’re still on the road, get some good sleep today, and I’ll be here for you all tomorrow night, from 2:00 am to 4:00. This is Britney Collins, KJMN San Francisco, signing off.” 
 
    She looked back through the control room window, waiting until one of the guys gave her a brisk thumbs-up before snatching the headphones off her head. “Oh my God!” She erupted off her chair, green eyes dancing as she grinned at him. “That was the best interview I’ve ever done, and I’m not just saying that because it’s also the only interview I’ve ever done. You were fantastic!” 
 
    Her smile made him smile too. He would have demurred on the praise, but she never gave him the chance. Her questionnaire gripped in her hand, she flung herself at him for a quick but exuberant hug that squished her breasts up against his chest and tickled his nose with what few wisps of blonde honeydew-shampoo-scented hair that had escaped her sloppy bun. She smelled good. She felt good. 
 
    Don’t get a woody, he told himself desperately, but it was too late. She was hugging on his neck, which put his arm smack into the valley of her breasts. Like they were embracing him too. Two hugs in one. No amount of self-scolding could hope to counter that, and already he could feel that telltale tingling moving down into his lower half. 
 
    Both hugs were mercifully brief, but the damage was already done. When she pulled back, it got even worse, because that was when she realized what she’d done and her whole face turned the most beguiling shade of pink. She blushed so hard, it moved down her neck to stain the part of her chest that could be seen above her button-up blouse.  
 
    “I’m so very sorry,” she stammered. “I, um… get excited and sometimes forget it’s a no-no to hug people in the workplace.” After brief consideration, she also added, “And when you’ve only just met them.” 
 
    It was just as big a no-no to reply you can hug me anytime with a semi-hardon just now pushing back against the confines of his jeans. 
 
    “It’s just that I was listening as you talked about your job and your life… your mom. It was all so… so touching, and poignant, and sad, and… and lonely.” Her smile fell and she sank once more into the chair opposite of him. “Oh my God, Ommin. How do you deal with being so lonely?” 
 
    “I don’t mind being alone,” he quickly assured her. “In fact, the more reporters I find camped on my doorstep, the more I’m reminded just how much I’d rather be alone.” 
 
    “Yes, but that’s reporters,” she said, casting that aside with a dismissive wave. “Replace every single one of those jerks with screaming, cheering, bounce-happy girls, every one of whom can’t wait to get their hands on Daddy’s shark-y bits, and I’ll bet being alone no longer has quite the same appeal.” 
 
    Ommin blinked twice. “Daddy’s shark-y bits?” 
 
    As if just realizing what she’d said, Britney’s blush deepened. “Did I say that out loud?” 
 
    She cupped the side of her hot pink face, her jacket sleeve falling down just far enough for him to once more catch a glimpse of her tattoo. Not one word, but two—written in the loops and swirls of beautifully penned calligraphy—it quite simply read: Daddy’s Little. 
 
    Daddy’s Little, what? He had no idea, but there was too big a gap of bare pale skin below the ‘little’ for there to be another word hidden beneath her sleeve.  
 
    A knock interrupted them. Excusing herself, Britney went to stick her head out the door they’d entered through, holding a quiet conversation while Ommin ran through a very brief mental list of what he thought ‘Daddy’s Little’ might mean. ‘Daddy’s Little Monster’ was the first that sprang to mind, but if she was a Harley Quinn and Joker fan, then she hadn’t spelled it correctly. ‘Daddy’s Little Girl,’ except why had ‘girl’ been left off? 
 
    His train of thought became utterly derailed, however, when Britney tapped him on the shoulder and softly said, “One of the station executives brought his kids in and they were wondering, if it’s not too big of an imposition, would you mind signing their autograph books?” 
 
    All thoughts of ‘Daddy’s Little’ went straight out of his head, not to be seen or heard from again until long after he left the studio. Signing autographs was at once the most unnerving and yet exhilarating thing he’d ever experienced. Easing himself out of his chair, he approached that recording room door like a condemned man walking into his place of execution. It felt weird, to go from being someone who did everything he could to hide himself from public scrutiny, to being the guy two little girls—ages nine and eleven—stared wide-eyed and hopefully up at, while hugging their autograph books to their chests.  
 
    He towered over them. Hoping to make himself less intimidating, he lowered to one knee, coming down to their level, and quietly took the first book offered to him. Britney provided him with a pen; he was so not prepared for this.  
 
    “Stay in school,” he told the eleven-year-old. To the nine-year-old, his sage advice was, “Don’t do drugs,” and he mentally cringed as he said it, because literally the last time he’d talked to a child (apart from the first who’d asked for his autograph on the bus), he’d been one. 
 
    “Can I touch your cheek?” the younger girl asked. Her dark hair done up in pigtails, and the way her big brown eyes stared up at him was strongly reminiscent of Britney, for some reason.  
 
    He allowed it, turning his face so both could stroke him with their fingers.  
 
    “It’s smooth,” the older said, looking up at her father. 
 
    “I need saltwater to change,” Ommin told her. 
 
    “There’s sea salt in the breakroom,” Britney suggested, and it was hard to tell who brightened up at the prospect more. Her, or the two little girls. “Would that work?” 
 
    He’d never tried it, so he had no idea. But while he probably could have said no to the little girls, when Britney beamed that hopeful smile, there was no saying no to that. Which was how he found himself standing in the breakroom while she mixed water and sea salt in a paper cup. 
 
    “How do we do this?” she asked once she was done. Uncertain, she offered it to him. “Do you need it all over, or…” 
 
    Ommin didn’t take the cup. Instead, he dipped the tips of two fingers into the water. The change came over him like a ripple on a still pond, moving from the point of contact to roughen the back of his hand, spreading up his burly arm and across his shoulders, into his face and down across the rest of his body to the accompanying rasp of his scales scuffing the inside of his clothes. 
 
    “Cool,” the little girls breathed in awe-filled unison. 
 
    Taking his hand from the cup, he once more got down on one knee and offered his cheek. The little girls took turns, running their fingers on his sandpaper skin before, thanking him, and promising ice cream on the way home, the executive (officially now Dad of the Hour) took his girls and left. Leaving Ommin and Britney alone together in the station’s breakroom.  
 
    “May I?” she all but whispered in her excitement. 
 
    Rising to his feet, Ommin towered over her. Don’t get a woody again, he told himself, over and over as he offered her his cheek. One might just as well have commanded the sun not to rise, the earth not to turn, or the sea not to lap against the shore for all the good his self-censorship did him.  
 
    From the moment her small hand cupped the side of his face, he was lost. The sensation was every bit as seductive as the ocean. It filled him, invigorated him; he closed his eyes, marveling at the caress of her fingers every bit as much as she seemed to marvel at the roughness of his sharkskin. As consumed as she was by her own full-body shiver when she took her hand away, she probably didn’t notice his. 
 
    “It’s very different,” she said diplomatically, but she was smiling and he didn’t for a second think she was repulsed by him. Or scared. Or horrified. Her eyes stayed locked on his and she looked at him just as if he were like everyone else. Just a perfectly normal guy. 
 
    Albeit with Daddy shark-y bits. 
 
    “Thank you again,” she said. “For the interview.” 
 
    “Thank you, again, for having me,” he replied, and because he didn’t want things to get awkward, he went ahead and left. He took two buses and walked four blocks, but the whole way home all he kept thinking about was Britney—how sweet she smelled, how good she felt, the caress of her hand as she explored his skin, and, of course, Daddy’s Little. 
 
    There was a camp of three reporters, their accompanying cameramen, and what felt like thirty paparazzi but which was probably more like thirteen, waiting for him when he got home. Halfway to his third-floor apartment, he developed a special sympathy for every celebrity who’d ever slapped a camera out of some overzealous asshole’s hand. He was mobbed the entire way to his front door, and the only reason he didn’t join the ranks of those like Britney Spears, Adam Lambert and Woody Harrelson, was because sure as shit, for every one he swatted, there’d be fourteen others snapping pictures of it. He’d probably be the only person in history who made the ten o’clock news twice in the same night, but for vastly different reasons. 
 
    Our top stories in the news tonight: New details surface in our investigation of Ommin Jones, the Sharkman who saved the lives of two suicidal jumpers off the Golden Gate Bridge. Immediately followed by: Sharkman Ommin Jones slapped the shit out of several pushy photographers outside his San Francisco apartment today. 
 
    Who knew, maybe Britney would want another interview for that. 
 
    Probably not. So Ommin held on to his temper, squeezed past everyone and made it into his apartment. He had to shove everyone back to get the door closed, but after a few minutes of leaning against it, the question-shouting and door-pounding finally stopped. He liked the quiet. It let him think, and of course, the first thing that popped into his head was the puzzle of Britney’s tattoo.  
 
    Well, God invented Google for a reason, didn’t He? 
 
    Ommin headed to his laptop by way of the kitchen, where he got a bottle of water from the fridge and made himself a sandwich. He then sat down to see if he couldn’t figure out what Daddy’s Little might be short for. He surfed through the first few pages, munching on bites of sandwich and scrolling ever downward. Somehow, he didn’t think her tattoo had anything to do with the movies or books (or Harley Quinn) that Google suggested first. By the third page, they became a little more sexualized. Slightly pornographic, even. He began pulling up books from authors like Allysa Hart, Rayanna Jamison, Maggie Ryan, and Maren Smith. He even found a book by the exact title as her tattoo, and that’s when he put down his sandwich and began to take careful notes. 
 
    ‘Daddy’s Little’ wasn’t short for something so much as it seemed to be a kind of subtle code. He pulled up book after book with Daddy in the title. In every one, Daddy was short for Daddy Dom and the Little was his submissive. 
 
    Sandwich forgotten, Ommin stared at his laptop, reading one story description after another about Daddies who were loving, caring, nurturing, and mentoring. Daddies who fixed meals, provided toys and things called ‘stuffies,’ braided hair, picked out what clothes their Littles would wear, and who, basically, took care of their submissive’s every intimate need on a day-to-day basis. Daddies who said things like ‘good girl’ and ‘young lady, what did I just tell you’ and who grabbed hold of nipples, butt cheeks, and sometimes the ‘princess parts’ right between their Little’s legs before growling, ‘Who owns this?’ The answer in every sample he read was always ‘You do, Daddy.’ 
 
    Daddies who comforted. Daddies who caressed. Daddies who took away cell phones, washed out mouths with soap, gave corner time and spankings, and who dispensed sexualized punishments that included oral, vaginal, and even anal penetration. These were some of the most educating stories he’d ever read in his life. So much so that by the time he got to the out-and-out porn, all he could see in his mind was Britney coming home from work, with that shy blush stealing up into her cheeks as she took off her coffee-stained blouse and handed it over to Daddy to be cleaned.  
 
    He could see her sitting on the edge of her bed in nothing but a pair of bikini panties, hugging one of those so-called stuffies and chatting about her day while Daddy picked out pajamas—no, not pajamas. Those covered too much and were too hard to get into. Any Daddy of Britney’s would definitely put her in a nightshirt. Something that didn’t quite come down far enough to hide her panties from view and which, with very little difficulty, could be divested of entirely.  
 
    Like if she spilled something on herself, or if she misbehaved. Nothing too serious. He honestly couldn’t picture Britney being a major misbehaver. But she might sass a little, or pout, or maybe she’d say no when Daddy told her it was time for all sleepy Littles who worked the third shift to get their sexy butts to bed. In which case, Daddy would have to do what all Daddies did when their authority was being tested—he would take her by the arm, put her across his knee and, with a deaf ear tuned to her fussing and pleading, he’d apply the flat of his hand to the seat of her panties until it wasn’t just her face stained that beguiling shade of pink. 
 
    “I could do that,” Ommin said out loud, startling himself. He could do every part of that. Hell, he could all but feel Britney fussing and pleading as he pinned her across his lap right now. As little as she was, it would be no hardship at all to hold her down, capturing her legs in the vise of his own. Because when this Daddy was given reason to spank, there would be no holding still for it. She’d know it too, and back her little hand would dash in a vain attempt to ward off what was coming. Which would not only result in his having to pin her arm now too, but add to her punishment. He could damn near feel the elastic stretch as he hooked her panties and skimmed them down to her ankles, providing Ommin with an unobstructed view to everything that would be his. His to love, his to cherish, his to punish whenever and however he deemed it necessary. 
 
    Where in the hell had this pervy bone come from? 
 
    He looked down at his lap. Yeah, his Daddy shark-y bit was standing at full attention, straining hard to break free of its truly uncomfortable denim prison. 
 
    For all the good it would do him. It wasn’t like he could call Britney at the radio station to ask if that tattoo on her wrist meant what Google said it did. Worse than that, she probably already had a Daddy because, of course she did. Women like Britney always had a guy. She was too damn hot, cute, sweet, fun and funny not to. His fantasies were just exactly that. Fantasies. 
 
    He was about to close out his search thread when a forum advertisement on the side caught his eye. FetLife—the new Facebook for the kinky and BDSM-inclined. What would be the chances, he wondered, that Britney might actually have an account on there?  
 
    The thought was too tantalizing. He couldn’t resist clicking that link, but once in, he found he couldn’t do anything until he made an account. Should he, or shouldn’t he? What was he even going to say? He stared at the header for a long time, but the only thing that popped into his head was Britney’s sunny voice saying ‘Daddy Shark’ over and over again, followed by ‘New details just in: Superhero Ommin Jones is a super-big perv!’ 
 
    Daddy S became his FetLife handle. In all the other fields, he put the bare minimum of information required to gain access to the search engine. And there he came up against his next obstacle. There were 2000 kinky people in the San Francisco area, of which Britney may or may not have been one. 
 
    Ommin almost closed out the browser. He was still stifling a sigh when, of its own accord, his hand found the mouse and his fingers started clicking. Picking up his sandwich, he scrolled through profile pictures, eyeing and discarding one potential possibility after another, all the while mentally scolding himself because seriously, this all ran in the ass-opposite direction of the person he had been all his life.  
 
    Two days ago, he’d been a pleasantly comfortable nobody, lost in the California crowds. Now look at him—he was a superhero (complete with moniker, no less), a half-ass radio celebrity (giving out autographs like a movie star), and the newest member of the world’s biggest kinky (practically porn) site on the inter—holy shit, he found her. Little Britney, sandwiched in between a domme using a man as a chair and an ass that had been so thoroughly whipped that there wasn’t an inch of unbruised flesh left on it. 
 
    Her profile picture didn’t include her face. Only her wrist, but he’d know that blue-ink tattoo anywhere. 
 
    His heart leapt and his stomach dropped, but he still clicked on her profile. Little seeking her Daddy Dom. Don’t jump the gun, he told himself, but when he saw she’d last updated her profile only four days ago, he dropped his sandwich and positively devoured his way through her info page. Unlike his, she’d provided all kinds of details on herself, her kinks, her likes and dislikes, and most importantly, the type of Daddy she was looking for. 
 
    And oh, was that an education. She had an extensive paragraph devoted to FetLife fetishes that ran the gamut from ‘toys’ and ‘flirting’ to ‘the sound of him unbuckling his belt’ and ‘baby, I know it hurts, just take it for Daddy.’ He read through every single one of her fetish phrases. 
 
    “I can totally do that,” he marveled out loud, but first there were things he had to do. Popping his last bite of discarded sandwich into his mouth, he brushed off his hands, cracked his knuckles, and got down to the very serious business of crafting himself into a Daddy Dom. He filled out his profile in its entirety with the title of Daddy Dom seeks one special Little, and it wasn’t a lie. He was looking for one Little, one in particular, and it was her alone that he was most interested in getting to know. 
 
    Filling out his profile was only half the battle, however. When he was done, he sat in front of his laptop for almost forty minutes, tweaking his likes and dislikes, searching through fetishes that appealed to him, re-reading Britney’s profile, and finally, he bit the bullet and sent her a private message. He kept it short and to the point: I enjoyed our time at the station today. Would you like to meet me for coffee? And then he sent it before he could chicken out. 
 
    She was absolutely going to refuse, and he knew it. Because this whole scenario was too crazy to actually work in his favor. There was just no— 
 
    A sudden knock at his front door snapped him out of FetLife world and back into his paparazzi-swarmed reality. ‘Gentle giant,’ he’d just described himself. The irony of suddenly being this annoyed as he stalked across the living room wasn’t lost on him. But now he also had ‘not afraid to spank’ listed on his brand-new kinky profile page, and it was about time that flock of vultures outside found out exactly what that meant. 
 
    Unlocking the door, he ripped it open and stuck his most authoritative finger in the beak-nosed face of the badly sweating man in a soggy, brown three-piece suit standing where a welcome mat would have been, if only he’d had one. 
 
    The man was tall, although not as tall as Ommin. He was skinny too, his suit hanging on a frame so scrawny he seemed on the verge of malnourishment. His face shone with moisture as he stared first at Ommin’s finger and then up at Ommin himself.  
 
    His Adam’s apple bobbed in a convulsive swallow, right before his eyes lit up and he grinned. “You’re him,” he warbled, his watery voice cracking. “You’re really him. I am so pleased to finally get to meet you!” 
 
    Ommin jumped when the sweaty man grabbed his authoritative finger. For a moment, he thought the other might have been about to shake it. He wasn’t at all prepared to have the man erupt in a near girlish squeal of delight, right before he exploded in a gush of clear liquid that rained down all over the threshold and his feet. 
 
    “What the—” Ommin stared at the water dripping off his hand, at the wet empty clothes lying on the floor, and the viscous puddle that slowly began to ooze its way into his apartment.  
 
    A flash of light startled him. He leaned out far enough to see the group of stunned reporters and paparazzi huddled at the far end of the hallway, staring silently back at him. They recovered their wits first, and suddenly the air was alive with the snapping of cameras and the party-strobe effect of multiple flashes going off. 
 
    Yanking back inside, Ommin slammed his door. 
 
    “My… clothes,” gurgled the puddle. With all its scattered droplets slowly gravitating back to join the main body, the liquid oozed its way into his living room. “Please… get my… clothes.” 
 
    Closing his eyes, Ommin stifled a sigh. With ‘new details at ten’ singing through his brain, he opened the door long enough to snatch in the soggy suit. The paparazzi caught it all. With rapid-fire clicks of their cameras sounding like the angry chitin-clacks of many hungry insects, they surged forward. Ommin slammed the door again before anyone could get that highly coveted shot inside his apartment, and it was a good thing too. Because when Ommin turned around, there was a naked man gradually re-solidifying on his carpet. 
 
    Because of course there was. This was Ommin’s life. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    “I’m so terribly sorry,” the sweaty man said for the third time, as he pulled his pants up over his bony hips and buckled them tightly into place. “I just get so excited sometimes.” 
 
    “Who are you?” Ommin asked. And he wished he didn’t sound so irritated when he said it, but he could still hear the reporters talking in the hall and, frankly, this was one of the strangest things that had ever happened to him. And he could morph into a fish, for crying out loud. 
 
    “Oh, sorry.” Pausing with his button-up shirt half on, the other man stuck out a sweaty palm. “I’m Jim, or, uh… as you can call me, Liquidman!” 
 
    “Liquidman.” Ommin’s tone must have said everything he was thinking, because Jim’s smile faded.  
 
    “Yes, well… It’s one of those self-explanatory nicknames.” He brightened again. “Like Sharkman. Admittedly, your skills are much more awesome and… well, let’s face it, useful, than mine. But, hey! I can’t tell you how happy I was to see you on the news.” 
 
    Laughing and shaking his head, Jim buttoned up his shirt, and all Ommin could do was stand there wondering if this was going to be his new normal. Just, every few days someone new would fall into his path and it would either be someone like Britney, whom he couldn’t wait to get to know better, or it be someone who exploded into a watery mess the first time he touched them. 
 
    Baffled, Ommin finally just asked, “Why?” 
 
    Half in and half out of his brown jacket, Jim paused all over again. He looked surprised. “Because I thought I was the only one. I mean, I’ve gone my entire life afraid to be with people because at any given minute—”  
 
    He cupped an invisible bomb in the air, made a water exploding/splashing sound, and looked at Ommin again, fingers still raining invisible water and flicking off the occasional droplet that immediately trickled its way back to him the second it hit the floor.  
 
    “I’m not very good at controlling it. I wish I was.” He brightened. “Still, I’m better than I used to be. And, again, for the longest time I thought I was the only weirdo in the world. I’m so glad to finally meet someone else who can do, you know… things!” 
 
    Ommin’s laptop chirped a familiar notification. 
 
    Jim brightened even more. “Somebody loves you,” he said, shrugging into his jacket and adjusting his suit. When Ommin only stared at him, he gestured to the laptop and tried again. “You’ve got mail,” he parroted, in a near perfect imitation of the battle cry that launched AOL. 
 
    His life could not get any weirder. 
 
    The last thing he wanted to do was check his email with ‘Liquidman’ in his living room, especially if that email had a chance of being from Britney. That was an awfully quick response time though, wasn’t it? It honestly could be from Britney. 
 
    Holy shit. What if it was from Britney? What if she was saying no?  
 
    What if she was saying yes? 
 
    The draw to find out was stronger than the call of the sea, and before he knew it, Ommin was—not running, exactly, but a dude could definitely speed walk to check who that message was from. 
 
    Holy. Shit.  
 
    Britney had answered him. It was right there, number one on his email screen, a reply to his message sent through FetLife. 
 
    God help him. 
 
    He sat down. Fortunately, his chair was right there, otherwise he might have dropped all the way to the floor. 
 
    “Mind if I get a drink of water?” Jim called hopefully. 
 
    “Help yourself,” Ommin heard himself say. Because, why not? It would give him time and some much-needed space while he read what would in all likelihood be a rejection letter. 
 
    “Ooo!” Jim said from the kitchen. “Sandwich fixings.” 
 
    “Help yourself,” Ommin called again, rubbing his hands on his jean-clad thighs. One deep breath became two. As braced as he was going to get, he clicked on the email. He had to log back into FetLife in order to read it. 
 
    And then he read it again. 
 
    It was very short, very direct. Very to the point.  
 
    And she did not say no. 
 
    I had no idea when I said that at the studio, I swear. Yes, I’d love to meet for coffee!! I’m off now, actually. Or is that too soon? 
 
    She’d love to, with not one but two exclamation points. 
 
    Holy shit, she’d love to right now. 
 
    Ommin fell back in his chair, every fiber of his body vibrating with carefully muted excitement. First things first, he quickly looked up coffee shops near her radio station, then sent another message back. He included his cell phone number, his personal email address separate from FetLife, the name and address of a coffee shop near her station, his estimated time of arrival, and then, fingers poised over the laptop keys, he agonized over something Daddy-Dom-ish to say that wouldn’t also come across as creepy considering it was their first coffee date. 
 
    See you soon, he wrote. Then quickly added, Be good and hit send before he could overthink it. 
 
    He was going on a date with Britney. He collapsed back in his seat again, staring at her email confirmation. One click took him back over to her profile page. He stared at that next, because he wasn’t just going on a date with Britney, he was going on a date with Little Britney when supposedly he was a Daddy. 
 
    Was he being dishonest? Was he making a huge mistake? 
 
    “Ooo,” Jim said around a mouthful of sandwich, this time from directly behind Ommin’s chair. “Kinky.” 
 
    In a flash, Ommin slapped his laptop closed and swiveled far enough to give Liquidman an unobstructed view of his quiet irritation. 
 
    Water bottle in one hand, taking another bite of his sandwich in the other, Jim was oblivious. “Bro, you’ve got a girlfriend? That’s awesome. Gives me hope.” 
 
    “I’ve also got a date,” Ommin said pointedly. “Right now, in fact.” 
 
    Jim held up both food and drink. “Say no more, my friend. Say no more. I’ve got places to go anyway. I appreciate your hospitality.” 
 
    Ommin had never felt more relieved than he did finally walking Liquidman to the door. Had he known Jim was going to hug him, he would have waited until that was over before escorting him out into the hall, because not only did that squishy hug come at him from out of nowhere, but it was accompanied by an immediate volley of camera flashes from the half dozen reporters lined up patiently along the wall directly opposite of him. 
 
    “Stay you,” Jim said, complete with a sniffle into Ommin’s chest. Then he was gone, walking off down the hallway to the accompanying hail from a few hopeful reporters. “Bro code, dudes,” Ommin heard Jim tell them. “I’ve got nothing to say.” 
 
    “What’s it like being a fish?” asked the guy across the hall from him as he arched onto tiptoes, all the better to snap pictures of the inside of Ommin’s apartment. 
 
    Ommin shut the door. He didn’t have anything to say either. He’d also had enough. Taking off his shirt, which now had a massive wet spot in the form of Jim and his embracing arms, he called the local police and asked what he had to do to get rid of the people in his hallway. 
 
    Come to find out, all he had to do was make a phone call. Less than fifteen minutes later, eight police cars with lights flashing and a wagon were parked outside his apartment, and every photographer and reporter inside his building was arrested for trespassing. 
 
    “It won’t hold them for long,” one officer knocked at his door to tell him. “They’ll be out probably as fast as we get them booked in, but that should give you an hour or so of peace. Plus, they’ll probably stay out of your building now that they know you’ll call.” 
 
    “I appreciate it,” Ommin said, shaking his hand. But when the officer continued to stand there, hesitating, after a couple blinks, Ommin asked, “Got a pen?” 
 
    The cop grinned and Ommin autographed a blank page of his notepad. 
 
    “Do you want me to make it out to anyone in particular?” 
 
    “Officer Marcus Bradley. Hey, would you mind saying ‘best buds’ on there?” 
 
    “Best… buds…” Ommin repeated, obligingly writing it down. After that, he got a pen and carried it in his back pocket.  
 
    As he was waving the officers off, his cell phone vibrated. 
 
    I’m at the shop, Britney’s text read. 
 
    I’m running late, he immediately replied. Got waylaid by reporters, but on the way now. 
 
    No problem. 
 
    Normally, Ommin either walked or took the bus, but this was important. Tonight, he caught a cab. Although faster than the bus, he was almost twenty minutes late when he finally got there. 
 
    The coffee shop was neither empty nor crowded. Four of its many tables held guests—three hosted individual people working from laptops; the fourth had four old men playing cards for toothpicks. And then there was Britney, in the very back of the long, narrow shop, where a fake fireplace was lit up with lights that simulated cozy flames, and few comfortable couches lent the shop a homey vibe.  
 
    Sitting on a couch, she hugged a large paper cup in both hands, still dressed as she’d been earlier. Which meant, she hadn’t gone home yet, so he’d probably caught her just as she was leaving for the day. 
 
    She saw him right as he entered and stood up to make herself visible. As if his eyes hadn’t gravitated toward her before he even walked in the shop. He waved. She waved back with her coffee. 
 
    Right. First things first. 
 
    He could not have cared less about coffee, but he got in line behind a guy buying a latte and muffin because that would give him time to think how best to attack this. He’d been seventeen and barely acne-free the last time he’d asked a girl out. Her boyfriend at the time had walked up in time to tell him no, and the girl had giggled when he walked away. A few weeks later, he turned into an actual shark for the first time. After that, well, girls hadn’t been high on his list of priorities. 
 
    Except for one other woman, one other time: Maggie Henson. The love of his life from age twenty-two to twenty-five.  
 
    For three glorious years, he’d had what hindsight was pretty well convinced had been a one-sided love affair with a sixty-year-old woman he only ever saw and talked to on the bus. He’d be heading home from work. She’d be heading to. It started with a comment she’d made on a t-shirt he was wearing, which was really kind of pathetic on his part that he’d turn that into a romance. But that was pretty much the silent, stoic, sad story of his life. He wasn’t any good at all with people, because he didn’t fit anywhere. He barely qualified as human.  
 
    God, he was a taller, burlier version of Jim the ‘Liquidman’ and if that didn’t make a fellow just want to quietly slink back out of this place, he didn’t know what would. 
 
    Still, Maggie had been the first real person in his life to just talk to him. Well, apart from school teachers, but they didn’t count because they were paid to do that. Maggie wasn’t. To this day he had no idea why she suddenly switched seats to sit closer to him, and then just started talking. Maybe she thought he looked lonely. 
 
    Maybe she was lonely too. 
 
    Whatever her reasons, for three years they talked about everything from the weather, to billboard ads, to the architecture and history of the buildings they’d pass, and the books she’d bring with her to read. She was amazing. He’d really liked her. She’d been like a grandmother, a mother and a best friend all rolled into one, and he hadn’t known what any of that had felt like before he met her. 
 
     And then, of course, she retired and stopped riding the bus. She’d also been married, but that was beside the point. 
 
    It had also been a long time ago and, although he could kind of see why those memories would surface now, they didn’t have anything to do with the present. 
 
    Muffin man moved on. Britney was once more sitting down, perched now on the edge of the couch, surreptitiously fussing with her clothes to make sure the coffee stain she’d finally noticed was hidden. She was nervous about this, and she was perfect. That ought to make him feel better, but it didn’t.  
 
    “What can I get for you?” the kid behind the counter asked as Ommin stared uncomprehendingly at his list of options. Coffee was like a language of its own, and he’d been so focused on Britney that he’d failed to study for this particular test. The only thing he did notice was there wasn’t a single option that came with a shot of liquid courage. 
 
    “Coffee,” he said, finally settling on his choice. “Black, no sugar.” 
 
    It took several minutes to make a latte. It took less than twenty seconds to pour straight coffee into a cup, cap it and pass it across the counter. Caffeine was nobody’s liquid courage, but it would have to do. Armed as best as he could be, he headed toward the arranged sofas where Britney was waiting. 
 
    “Hello again,” Britney greeted, her smile every bit as beautiful as he remembered. 
 
    Because he was an idiot, and quite possibly besotted. 
 
    “How was work?” he countered. Because he didn’t want to be an over-presumptuous creeper, he chose the couch directly across from her and sat. 
 
    There were three couches total, arranged in a ‘U’ shape around the fake fireplace, with a glass coffee table positioned in between and all of them drawn in so close together that the only distance between sofa arms was what little space was required for someone to pass between them. It was very cozy. One had to be careful not to kick the coffee table as one was trying to sit down. And heaven help him, but big as he was, if there had been anyone else sitting back here, he’d have probably stepped on them. 
 
    But once he was seated, this meager distance became a veritable Grand Canyon, yawning out between them. He immediately regretted not sitting closer. 
 
    “It was good.” She smiled. She also got up from where she was, walked around the coffee table, and promptly sat down sideways on the couch to face him, one leg drawn up underneath her and coffee held in her lap. She was so close now, her drawn-up foot almost touched his knee. His skin there tingled as if she actually had. He wondered if she felt something similar, because that touch of pink rose back into her cheeks as she bit her bottom lip, and suddenly focused on picking at her coffee cup lid, she added, “It was really good, actually. The part there at the end, especially.” 
 
    He tried to remember what he might have said at the tail end of the interview, but then realized she must have meant when she’d touched his scaly hand after letting those little girls touch his cheek. His belly tightened. Getting an erection here was the last thing he wanted, but sitting this close beside her all but guaranteed it happened.  
 
    She’d changed her seat, pretty well removing the creeper aspect, so he shifted in his, turning sideways on the couch so he could face her as well.  
 
    “That part was good for me too,” he told her. 
 
    Her laugh was soft and breathy, full of both excitement and disbelief. “I never in a million years would have thought you were on FetLife.” 
 
    Oh. That part. 
 
    Ommin quickly readjusted himself into the correct conversation. “Right. Well…” 
 
    “I can’t tell you how many times I’ve searched the local area, looking for someone who wasn’t weird.” 
 
    That she hadn’t put him in with the weird ones was something he would love her for forever. 
 
    She shook her head. “How did I not see you? Not once in all those searches?” 
 
    “My account’s new,” Ommin told her. “In fact…” he cleared this throat, knowing he was probably going to ruin everything right here, but he was not a dishonest person by nature. The last thing he wanted was to base the future of this entirely hypothetical relationship with Britney on a whale of a lie. “I only just made it today.” 
 
    “And you pulled me up right away,” she guessed. “Probably because our preferences matched so closely.” 
 
    A minnow of a lie, on the other hand… 
 
    “Yes, they do,” he agreed. “Kind of amazing, really.” 
 
    She huffed, another breathy laugh of disbelief, then pulled herself together. “Okay, so,”—making herself comfortable, she pulled a square of folded notebook paper out of her pocket and quickly spread it out flat against her leg. She’d made another list—“tell me about yourself. You know…” 
 
    When she hesitated, her blush deepening, he finished her sentence for her, “The Daddy parts?” 
 
    “I found out a lot about the Ommin parts today,” she shyly answered. “I already know I like those parts. Although, to be honest, I’ve read your profile… um, probably four or five times already. I kind of like those parts too.” 
 
    “I did the same with yours,” he admitted. He had to reach, but only a little, to put his coffee on the table. Then slowly, deliberately, he took her folded sheet of paper away from her. He read the list of questions quietly. “I like your penmanship. Mine scrawls worse than any doctor you’ve ever been to.” 
 
    He checked; yup, still blushing. 
 
    “What kind of Daddy do I consider myself?” he read, starting with the first question. His mind went immediately to the books he’d found on Google, but if he had any hope at all of building any kind of relationship with Britney, he couldn’t do it while following storybook plot lines. At some point, he had to be himself.  
 
    So. What kind of Daddy was Ommin ‘the Sharkman’ Jones? 
 
    “I’m the kind who jumps into the ocean to rescue people I don’t know,” he finally said. “I imagine that would make me the kind who wants to nurture and take care of my little girl.” 
 
    She cuddled into the couch to listen, the set of her shoulders relaxing.  
 
    “I noticed the stain on your shirt.” 
 
    She immediately touched her chest, giving her suit jacket a self-conscious tug. “What would you do about it?” Her eyebrows twitched together, the bridge of her nose crinkling just a bit. It was almost a cringe, as if she wasn’t sure she really wanted to know.  
 
    Possibly making this a make or break question, which in turn made Ommin wonder if this was something one of those storybook Daddies might punish for. He honestly couldn’t see himself doing that. 
 
    “I’d put your shirt in the laundry, find you a clean one to wear, and ask you how your day was,” Ommin said honestly, and it was so hard to say that without imagining her sitting on her bed in nothing but a cute pair of panties, and hugging a stuffie as he dug into her closet. “A spill is an accident. Unless there’s a reason for you not to drink coffee, I wouldn’t spank for that. I guess I’m the kind of Daddy who saves my spankings for those times that really deserve it.” 
 
    Was it his imagination, or did she just shiver?  
 
    “Your turn,” he said. “What kind of Little are you?” 
 
    “Oh, um…” She looked up, biting her bottom lip as she considered it. “I’m the good kind, I guess, or maybe I should say I’m the easy kind. You know, not as naughty as I’d like to be. I don’t really like getting into trouble. Sometimes I get sassy, but I’m not really a brat. I don’t like to push like that.” 
 
    “Not as naughty as you’d like to be?” 
 
    She blushed all over again. “Yes, you know. So I, um… can get, um…” 
 
    “Spanked?” He liked that she had trouble with the word. He really liked that saying it to him seemed to make her shy. 
 
    She dropped her gaze to her lap. She almost dropped her coffee too. “Oops!” Laughing to cover her nervousness, she licked a drop of splashed mocha off her thumb. “Sorry.” 
 
    Taking the coffee away from her, he put it on the table next to his own. Then he sat back on the couch and waited to see if she’d answer him. 
 
    Eventually, she nodded. “Yes, I like it.” 
 
    “Good girls get spankings too.” He knew because he’d read it in the blurbs of at least three different Daddy-Dom books, which probably meant it was a thing. 
 
    She looked at his hand when he said that. After a moment, he held it up so she could better see it. She shivered all over again and then shyly held her own hand up to it. Her palm was very tiny against his. That minute caress of her skin on his electrified him all over again. 
 
    “You don’t ever have to be afraid of this hand,” he told her. “Even if you’ve been naughty.” 
 
    He felt a little silly saying that word, right up until he saw her shiver again. Her cheeks flushed, turning bright pink. She bit her bottom lip. 
 
    “What kind of things do you like to do as a Daddy?” It felt almost as if she’d caressed him as she took her hand away. 
 
    He felt the loss of her touch keenly. 
 
    “How do you mean?” 
 
    “On an average day,” she clarified. “Like, a normal everyday sort of thing, what do you like to do as a Daddy?” 
 
    “Are you asking, what my idealized Daddy-Little day would be like?” 
 
    She nodded, her eyes shining. She looked happy, raptly attentive on whatever he was about to say.  
 
    He’d kind of like to know what he was going to say too. Feeling a little like he should have studied harder for this test as well, he folded his big hands in his lap. “Well, hypothetically, ideally, I’d live with my baby girl, so… I’d wake up, get coffee going and make breakfast. Make lunches too, if I’m at home. I’m good in the kitchen. I like cooking.”  
 
    If a man couldn’t go outside, he’d better have some kind of indoor hobby to keep him occupied. Not only was cooking a good hobby, but it kept a guy from having to eat frozen pizzas five nights out of seven. 
 
    “Would I pick out your clothes?” he mused out loud, then shrugged. “We’d have to see if that’s something you want, or if picking your own Little ensembles is something you use to express that side of your creativity.” 
 
    “I like to color,” she said, and it wasn’t until she did that he realized what he’d actually said. 
 
    He’d said ‘you,’ as in Britney. Specifically. As if they were a thing and a foregone conclusion. 
 
    She’d noticed too. Her eyes were sparkling, alive with excitement. The flush of all her previous embarrassments never seemed to fully fade away. It was right there, softening the paleness of her face.  
 
    “Are you warm?” he asked, gesturing at her suit jacket. “You can take that off.” 
 
    “I spilled something earlier,” she hedged, but he didn’t care. 
 
    “I know. But I’m not going to think any less of you for that, and no one else in here has an opinion that should matter. Not when it comes to you being comfortable.” 
 
    Her breathing had quickened just a bit. She wasn’t panting, but the rise and fall of her chest betrayed the swift shallowness of her breaths. “Actually, I was thinking maybe I should g-go home now.” 
 
    Ommin startled. Go home? His brain scrambled back over what he’d just said, searching for which had been the wrong thing. Maybe he shouldn’t have been honest with her. Maybe he should have taken a day to download a story or two, so he’d have better known what to say. Maybe if he knew better what a Daddy Dom ought to do, then he could be that and less like himself, and gradually ease her into getting to know the real Ommin Jones. 
 
    “Of course.” He tried to hide his disappointment. He also stood up, offering his hand to help her. She took it too, her fingers damn near tiny compared to his. And he still tingled, even knowing she was about to walk out and he’d probably never see her again. “Well, thank you for coming to meet me.” 
 
    He wished he knew what he’d said wrong, or what it was about him that she didn’t like.  
 
    And yet, staring up at him, a little smile softly curving the corners of her lips, she didn’t immediately leave. Instead, she haltingly offered, “W-would you like to come home with me? I mean”—she hesitated—“we spent a good portion of the day together, so… it’s not like this is our first, you know… date. Right?” 
 
    Oh. 
 
    Oh shit. She wasn’t going home because he’d flubbed this.  
 
    She was inviting him home with her because he’d anything but flubbed it. 
 
    Oh. 
 
    Oh shit. 
 
    Yes, please! 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 4 
 
      
 
    “No pressure,” Britney assured him, for the fourth time now as she jangled her way through her keyring until she found her housekey. She was nervous, Ommin knew because she’d been reassuring him almost constantly ever since she’d asked if he wanted to come home with her. Well, reassuring and asking more questions.  
 
    Like, what was his favorite food to fix; the question she’d asked as they’d tossed their coffee cups in the trash before walking out of the coffee shop. (Beef tip stir-fry.)  
 
    And, if he could do any activity with his Little, what would it be; which she’d asked as he walked her to her car. (Camping—he’d never been, but he’d always wanted to try it.) 
 
    “You’ve never been camping?” She looked surprised. 
 
    “Have you?” he countered. 
 
    “All the time when I was a kid. You never went, even when you were little?” 
 
    “I was never little,” he only half-joked. He’d pretty much always been the biggest kid in his age-group all the way through school. 
 
    Snorting a soft laugh, she’d smacked his arm, and it had felt so easy and so natural to give her a smack on the bottom in return. Which had startled both of them. Him, because he’d never in his life smacked a woman. On the behind or anywhere else, for that matter. And her, because… well, he’d just swatted her. Her whole body stiffened with the shock of it, but her eyes—oh, how her eyes danced, all the way out to her car. 
 
    “No assumptions,” she’d assured him, once he’d tucked her in behind the steering wheel and she found out he intended to follow her in a cab. “Come on, I’ll drive you.” 
 
    Which turned out to be comfortable and intimate, and enabled her to keep asking him questions, like: What kinds of punishments did he use to discipline, guide, and/or seduce? 
 
    Which was a very provocative question, because up until then, he hadn’t realized seduction was on the table. 
 
    “No assumptions,” he echoed back at her, “but what exactly are we going to do when we get to your house?” 
 
    “Talk,” she answered shyly. “Maybe a little more, but only if you want to. I mean, not sex,” she hurriedly added. “But maybe one or two other things would be okay. If you want to.” 
 
    As far as first dates went, somehow he’d managed to hit the ball clear out of the ballpark. Which wasn’t at all the way his luck usually went, and he ended up sitting the rest of the short ride to her place in absolute silence, wondering exactly what form ‘other things’ that were ‘not sex’ might take.  
 
    He didn’t have a condom. If he managed to get through this evening without flubbing up, he made a mental note to start carrying one. 
 
    As it turned out, Britney lived smack in the middle of North Beach, in a historic suburb of San Francisco more popularly known as Little Italy. She had her own townhouse, which was impressive as hell, because with the beach mere blocks away, usually only the wealthy could afford the one million and up real estate prices here. Three stories tall and shaped like a pie-wedge, her townhouse dotted a row of six more at the tip of the corner where two equally historic streets branched into a Y. The turn-of-the-century architecture dated every building he could see with the same stamp that much of ‘old town’ San Francisco suffered. Nothing here was older than the reconstruction efforts born from the 1906 earthquake and fire.  
 
    “I inherited from my aunt,” Britney said, as she parked in the under-house garage and led him up narrow stairs, through the wash room entrance. 
 
    “Your aunt really loved you,” Ommin couldn’t help but note. His apartment was a grand total of 350 square feet, which was all the footage he could afford without the added headache of at least one roommate. As he followed her from the laundry, past the butler’s pantry, through a fully updated kitchen (complete with black granite countertops and stainless-steel appliances), and into a massive living room, the only thing that kept running through his head was how he could never bring Britney back to his place. His entire apartment could have fit in the first floor of her townhouse at least three times. His bed folded up into the wall, for heaven’s sake. 
 
    “I like to think the feeling was mutual.” Smiling, she waved him into the living room. “Can I get you something to drink? I have water in the fridge, maybe a beer, or I could make us both a cup of tea.” 
 
    “Water is more than fine,” Ommin answered, but he was still floored by the opulence of her place—the hardwood floors throughout, which looked like original 1906 rough-sawn planks—the fireplace tiled in the same black granite as the kitchen counters, and wrought iron bannister that lined the staircase leading up to the second floor. “This is really very impressive.” 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    He took the bottled water she brought him. Voss, damn. Unless being a superhero also came with a paycheck, he really could not afford this woman. And yet, when she led the way to the couch, he followed her. He sat down at one arm; she hopping up to sit cross-legged, completely facing him with an eagerness so tangible that he could taste it. 
 
    “So, what would you like to talk about now?” he asked, cracking open his water for a sip. 
 
    “Do you like to get sexual with your Littles?” 
 
    He sprayed water everywhere. It was either that, or choke. 
 
    “Oh, my God, I’m sorry!” She jumped up, running to the kitchen to get a paper towel, while he sat with one dripping hand up in front of his mouth, half-admiring her for having that kind of bluntness and half-panicking, because what the hell was a guy supposed to say to that? 
 
    Strike that. What was a Daddy Dom supposed to say to that? 
 
    Strike that again, because he already knew. A Daddy Dom wouldn’t say anything at all. A Daddy Dom would probably take the paper towel she handed him, quietly clean up his mess and then, taking hold of her hand, lead her off to the nearest bedroom and show her exactly how sexual he was planning to be. 
 
    And damn it all, he was already running late. He should have stopped and gotten the condoms. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” Britney said again as she returned. She hadn’t brought just one paper towel; she’d brought a wad. “I shouldn’t have said anything while you were drinking.” 
 
    Her cheeks were red in one of the prettiest blushes he’d seen all day, but when she dropped to her knees in front of him, swabbing first at his hand and then his knee, and finally at the mist of droplets he’d sprayed across the hardwood flooring, all Ommin could see was how gorgeous she looked in that position, and all he felt was how desperately his hands suddenly ached to reach for her, twining themselves in her honey-blonde hair while he helped guide her into the activity most guys instantly thought of when a woman they wanted as fiercely as he did Britney got down on her knees in front of him. 
 
    “I really wish you wouldn’t,” he said thickly. 
 
    She looked up from the floor, her momentary blink of confusion vanishing the minute she looked at herself, and then looked at him, and then looked openly, blatantly, down at his lap. She didn’t get flustered, like he thought she would once she realized what she’d inadvertently done. She didn’t get up, either.  
 
    Leaving the paper towels in a wad on the floor, she asked, “Why not?” 
 
    His cock was throbbing, achingly confined behind the prison of his zipper. God, he wanted to touch her. “Because I don’t think you mean to look as inviting as you do right now, and I really don’t think you mean for me to be thinking the things I am when I see you like this.” 
 
    The rise and fall of her breasts quickened along with her breathing. “What if I do mean it?” 
 
    She rose hesitantly, but only so she wasn’t sitting on her feet anymore. Shy as she seemed when she shuffled on her knees toward him, she was anything but shy when laying her hand upon his thigh. That barely innocent touch sent shocks of pure sexual voltage jumping through the muscles of his legs. It hit his cock first and from there, like a general issuing orders, those electrifying zings branched out all through him—zipping up his back, across his shoulders, down into his arms to his hands, one of which reacted as if with a life all its own. 
 
    He caught her by the sloppy bun of her hair. He didn’t hurt her, but he did hold her, guiding her up almost to the point of being off her knees and hauling her closer until she had no choice but to grab both his legs now for balance. 
 
    He shook his head once. “Don’t play with Daddy,” he warned, and he only felt slightly ridiculous when he said it. Never in a million years would he have called himself Daddy to a full-grown woman he wanted this badly to take to bed. And yet, when Britney let her hands wander high up his thighs, the heat of her palms scalded him through his jeans, and he felt anything but ridiculous when she whispered, “Wh-what will happen if… if I do it anyway?” 
 
    From that moment forward, all Ommin could see was himself, spending the rest of his life answering to the name of Daddy for no other woman but her. 
 
    He tried to rein it in, but his hand in her hair was huge, and that look in her eyes was nothing but compliance. In his mind, he already had her on her back in her bed, with her legs wrapped tight around him, her head thrown back in rapture, and her breathy cries rising in both pitch and urgency as he rocked his hips between her thighs to the sound of her ‘oh, Daddy… oh yes, Daddy… oh yes!’ 
 
    Her hands gave his thighs a slow, petting caress. “Is it nau… naughty of me?” Her stammer over the word was every bit as beguiling as that sparkle dancing in her eyes. She wasn’t afraid of him. She knew exactly who and what he was, and yet she was flirting. 
 
    “Do you want me to stop?” she whispered. 
 
    “Stopping right now is the only way you’ll keep me from doing something you might not actually want,” he confessed. 
 
    It was not a trick of his imagination. This time when she shivered, her eyes almost closed.  
 
    “What happens if… if I don’t?” 
 
    His cock pulsed with arousal so damn hard he felt that thump all the way up through his belly and into his chest. 
 
    “Little girls who don’t mind their Daddies get their bottoms spanked,” he said, because he knew that much at least from having spent the afternoon reading book blurbs and sample chapters. The rest of his ultimatum he gave because he simply couldn’t help himself. “After that, Little girls get put to bed early, and while they will get to sleep eventually, it won’t be for a very long time.” 
 
    He had no idea if Daddies were supposed to threaten such things or not, but the more she kept her hot little hands on his thighs, the more he knew he was going to not only threaten, but follow through with those threats… ‘supposed to’ notwithstanding. 
 
    His consequences turned her on. He knew, because her only response was to bite her bottom lip and then, slowly, deliberately, she rubbed his legs again. Only this time, she didn’t just rub them. This time, her wandering hands moved all the way up his thighs until the tips of her fingers just barely skirted the bulge filling the front of his jeans.  
 
    He tipped his head, his whole body aching for more of that illicit touch.  
 
    “If you do,” he warned, “I will spank you.” 
 
    She caught her breath, and then she touched him. Just one finger, but it was a very deliberate and disobedient finger, and from the moment he felt the feather-soft pressure of it tap down directly on the side of his captured erection, the course of the night became etched in permanent ink. No one could say he didn’t warn her. 
 
    “Take off your jacket,” he said, his tone deep and soft. He didn’t mean to growl; it was all he could do not to seize her hand and force her to cup the full of him in her hot little palm. “We don’t want anything to happen to it while you’re fussing, kicking and crying over my knee.” 
 
    She startled, blinking rapidly as she pulled slightly away. “C-crying?” 
 
    “What did I tell you would happen if Daddy had to spank?” he reminded.  
 
    She took her finger off his penis. Her breasts rose and fell faster now. Her eyebrows quirked together, betraying tendrils of her nervousness now that she had succeeded in earning what she’d thought she wanted. “I-I thought maybe this first time could be j-just for practice. Or for fun?” 
 
    “The longer you resist doing what you’ve been told, the longer and harder I am going to spank you.” He’d given an ultimatum. She’d ignored the warnings. Not only did he see no point in backing down, but when she still hesitated, he showed her his open right hand. Reminding her of the size, and the hardness, and all the things he’d said regarding what his open hand was going to do whenever she’d earned a trip across his knee. 
 
    He let go of her hair only when she bent her head to unfasten the buttons on her jacket. She would have left it in a heap on the floor, except he was neater than that. He made her fold it and put it on the coffee table, and while she obeyed, he shifted himself to the middle of the couch, bringing himself to perch upon the edge, with his long legs drawn up to make a very capable lap. Her breathing was rapid and shallow, and her fingers never once stopped wringing at one another when he snapped his fingers and pointed to the floor by his right knee. 
 
    “Stand right here.” 
 
    Standing, fingers still fidgeting, she closed the distance between them with a single small step and stood where she was supposed to. 
 
    “Take off your shirt,” he told her. “Before I leave, I’ll take care of that stain and get it put in the wash.” 
 
    She looked down at herself, startled, and then a flicker of something else moved across her face. She hesitated, and Ommin wasn’t such a social outcast that he didn’t know why. She thought he was going for a cheap thrill. On the one hand, he was going to see her boobs, and yes, somewhere deep inside him, Ommin the Perverted Sharkman was rearing his horny head. But it wasn’t just her boobs that he wanted, and it was important to him that she know that. 
 
    “Look at me,” he said and, twisting at her fingers, she did. “That guy you interviewed at the station, that’s still me. If you want to take a step back, I’ll understand, I won’t pressure you to do otherwise, and I won’t be mad. But if you want to take a step forward, then I’m going to have to ask you for a little bit of trust.” 
 
    She strangled her fingers just a half second longer, and then bent her head again and quietly unbuttoned her blouse. “Bra too?” she asked, as she slipped the garment off her shoulders. 
 
    “No, that stays on,” he said as he took her blouse from her and tucked it up beside him. “The skirt, on the other hand—” 
 
    She looked down at herself, and her blush deepened to a slow, cherry red. 
 
    “—that’s coming off, too. Coffee table,” he directed when her wide eyes found his again. 
 
    She hesitated, but not as long as she had over the blouse. Then her hands crept to the side zipper and the skirt came down. She folded it neatly, probably to delay the inevitable for as long as she could. The skirt was only so big, though. Eventually, she had nothing left to fidget with, and so ended up right back in that spot he’d ordered her to at his right knee. 
 
    “Do you know why I told you to strip down to this?” he asked. 
 
    She was back to wringing her fingers. “B-because you want to see me half naked?” 
 
    He almost said no, except he’d be lying if he did. Ommin caught himself, and then decided not to correct her. “Because I want you to know that this is what’s going to happen when Daddy has to spank you for real. I don’t want to be in a relationship where every time I say no, you start pushing to see how far you have to go before I’ll spank you. When this Daddy says he’s going to spank you, unless you’ve been a good girl, I need you to know it’s not going to be the kind of spanking you’ll want. And considering your reaction just now, I think maybe you need to know that too.” 
 
    Her nipples were tight little buds, jutting against the confines of her bra the way his cock was pushing against his fly. She’d also shivered again while he’d been talking, and goosebumps now peppered all up and down her arms. 
 
    “I’ll take you seriously,” she promised. 
 
    “I know you will.” He patted his lap. “Over my knee.” 
 
    As playful as she’d been when she’d been down on her knees before him, that was how hesitant she became as she stood contemplating his lap. Britney was slender and slight, and compared to that, his lap was more than sturdy enough to hold her and the whole of his hand could almost cover her entire bottom. 
 
    She wanted a spanking. He was going to give it to her. 
 
    The trick was, giving it to her in a way that made her still want to call him Daddy afterward. 
 
    Visibly steeling herself to endure, Britney lowered herself into position over his knees. She wiggled until she was comfortable, at which point he promptly shifted her across his lap, spreading his legs just enough so that her feet lost contact with the floor. 
 
    “Oh!” She grabbed his ankle for balance.  
 
    “No kicking,” he told her, “and keep your hands down, unless you want to make this worse.” 
 
    He’d read that in a sample chapter earlier, but that was also where the sample chapter and his education in how Daddies gave spankings ended. Still, it wasn’t rocket science, was it? And God, did she ever have a round and bouncy butt, every curve of which was amplified by the baby-blue, hip-hugging boy shorts she was wearing. 
 
    He touched her bottom, because of course he did. He had to. And it wasn’t misogynistic at all that he did so. Spankings by their very nature involved butt touching. Plus, she’d asked for this. 
 
    Still, as he measured the flat of his hand against the seat of her panties, like the very last pea rattling around the bottom of a serving pot, his only thought was: I’m touching Britney Collin’s backside. And he wouldn’t even go to jail for it. 
 
    He rubbed. He wouldn’t go to jail for that, either. 
 
    Gearing himself up, he raised his arm and gave her a soft, experimental swat. Her bottom cheeks bounced, and Britney jerked, although not in a ‘that’s too hard’ sort of way, but more like a ‘what, that’s it?’ 
 
    “Oh,” she said, the lightness in her tone not quite masking what his ears could only interpret as disappointment. “That wasn’t so bad.” 
 
    It wasn’t bad at all. His hand felt nothing but electrified by this utterly forbidden, intoxicatingly erotic act, although his ears did take exception to the disappointment. Glancing at the back of her head in time to see her shoulders droop, he readjusted himself to mean business and tried again. 
 
    This time, the sharp crack of his hand bouncing off her delectable ass popped like a small firecracker. She gasped and grabbed his leg all over again. Her back bowed, an act that made her hips also arch, lifting her round bottom as if in a silent, slightly squirming plea for ‘oh yes, more, just like that please.’ 
 
    Ommin gave her exactly that. More. Lots more. He peppered the whole of her ass with swats and smacks of varying force, all depending on the breathiness of her gasps, sighs, and the wriggling of her hips.  
 
    It was magical. In growing wonder and satisfaction, he watched as the flesh around the elastic bands of her underwear turned the most beguiling shade of pink. Imprints of his fingers flushed all around the blushing edges of her bottom. He made it his mission to paint those fingerprints in, to erase all trace of milky whiteness from the curves of her round flesh and the tops of her thighs. And the more he painted, the more she writhed.  
 
    Her gasps became mews. Her breathy sighs turned to grunts and squeals, both of which she attempted to mute, first behind closed lips and then behind gritted teeth. And the more enthusiastically her bottom wriggled, then bucked, and finally ground in franticness upon his knee, the more enthusiastically he spanked her. His swats fell faster. And then harder. And then harder and faster both together, until her feet were fighting not to kick and her toes scrambled against the floor, digging against the woodgrain. 
 
    “Oh!” Her hands were fists, grabbing at the excess fabric of his jeans in an attempt not to snap back behind her in ever-increasing desperation to thwart his aim. 
 
    Because that would be a no-no. He’d only been reading about spanking women for one day, but already he knew that much. 
 
    His hand was starting to hurt, but he wasn’t about to stop. This was way more fun than he’d thought it would be. The entire surface of her bottom blazed with a heat so fiery hot he could feel it right through the thin cloth of her panties. Her legs were scissoring now, flashing him peek-a-boo glimpses of the cotton-clad furrow of her sex. The full, fleshy lips were swollen with desire, the way he was swollen. Hard as a damn post. Pushing back against the confines of his jeans in its own wayward attempt to do a little touching of its own. 
 
    “Oh! No!” Her hand snapped back, palm up in defense of her luscious ass. 
 
    Catching her wrist, he pinned it to her hip, out of his way. As if that additional bit of naughtiness were all he’d been waiting for, he hooked the back of her panties and skinned his target bare.  
 
    She yelped when he started again, vigorous smacks of his open hand flattening her cringing bottom cheeks until her feet were kicking up, her trapped hand flexed and clawed at the air, and she all but danced upon his knee in the thrall of a pain as fierce as only well-spanked women knew it could be. 
 
    She tossed her hair, throwing back her head and crying out, “Daddy! Daddy, no!” She burst into tears. “I’ll never touch your penis again!” 
 
    Not… quite what he was going for. 
 
    Stopping, Ommin caught her hot bottom in his equally hot hand, holding and rubbing until the mercifully brief storm of her sobs abated. He squeezed, gently bringing back the tender squirms and breathy moans again. The tips of his fingers wandered, playing along the dip of her thighs, skimming down into shadow between with every up and downward caress. Getting closer and closer to fires of a wholly different kind. The wet kind. The kind he couldn’t help wanting to touch. Fingertips drifting closer, once more taking his cues from her, he managed to wait until she sighed and shifted her feet apart, opening her thighs and tilting up her hips in shy offering. 
 
    Slipping down into the crack of her blushing bottom, he brushed the plump wet furrow of her pussy. She was slick. She was hot. She was the first woman he’d ever touched like this, but if there was a learning curve, he knew he’d aced it when she stiffened, soft breath catching, hips twitching, legs jerking as if trying to snap shut. They never fully did, but he swatted her for it anyway. One last hard clap of his hand to the center of her hot butt. 
 
    “Bedroom,” he ordered. “Right now, young lady.” 
 
    Her face was blushing almost as fiercely as her bottom when she pushed up off his knees. Averting her eyes, she tried to pull her panties back up, but stopped when he said, “Don’t you dare.” 
 
    Biting her bottom lip, she shyly, beguilingly, took her underwear the rest of the way off. Standing there in only her bra, she touched her legs, her hips, her belly with shy hands that never once tried to cover her nakedness from his view. He could smell her arousal, but as if unsure quite how to express that feeling, she stood before him as if too embarrassed to move and took off her bra.  
 
    She touched her breast, lightly plucking the tip of one already tightly budded nipple as he stood up. 
 
    “Bedroom,” he ordered again, but only because he didn’t know the way, and she deserved better than to be laid out right here on the living room floor. How he managed to keep his hands off her as he followed the beckoning sway of her hips upstairs and down the hall to the white-carpeted master bedroom, he had no idea. With every step, his desire became a living, breathing, primal thing. He wasn’t just following her across the threshold and toward her bed, he was stalking her. And when she paused at the foot of it and turned to him for further direction, he let her feel just how hungry a predator he could be, catching her in his arms, filling his hands with her luscious ass and lifting her clean off her feet so she had no choice but to grab on to him for balance.  
 
    He drank her gasp of surprise from her lips. He devoured her, kiss after famished kiss, laying her down on her back on the bed while he covered her body in kisses—from lips to breasts, to belly, to thighs. His hands learned every curve and caress of her. His tongue sampled a taste from every part before suckling kisses and tender nips of his teeth left his mark upon them. 
 
    Hooking his hands behind her knees, he spread her legs wide and pinned them all the way up to her chest. He loved the smell of her, the taste of her. The buck of her hips and the high-pitched squeaks she made as he made a feast for himself between her wildly shaking thighs. His tongue lashed her, the heat of his mouth closing over her clit to kiss and lick and suckle. 
 
    Until she lost herself. Until grabbing hold of the bed no longer anchored her, and she grabbed on to his hair instead, pinning his laughing, attentive mouth in place. She came loud, and she came hard. Grinding herself on his fingers and his tongue until he’d wrung every last shuddering spasm from her. 
 
    Keeping his dick in his pants almost killed him, but he wanted so badly to make sure she got what she needed, without crossing any lines, and forever shaking from her mind any and all previous Daddies who might have come before him. 
 
    “Just FYI, Daddy,” she whispered, panting, limp, and so exhausted that she couldn’t seem even to open her eyes once he lay her legs back down again. “I am totally down for butt stuff when I’ve been bad.” 
 
    He really… 
 
    … really… 
 
    … liked that about her. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 5 
 
      
 
    Ommin awoke in his own bed with the scent of Britney still in his nose, the taste of her still on his tongue, and his cock still hard as a rock. It might have been a piss-hardon at this point, but he doubted it. He also woke up in his own damn bed, because he’d known, honorable intentions aside, he would not have stayed off her if he’d stayed at her house last night. No way. No how. Because, with a woman like Britney—all naked, warm, willing, and half asleep beside him?—of course, he wouldn’t. 
 
    No one would. 
 
    So, he’d waited until she was asleep, then quietly texted, ‘Thank you for a magical night’ on her phone, and then called a cab to take him home. 
 
    He was proud of himself for that. When next he talked to Britney, he could hold his head high, confident in the knowledge that, while he might be horny as hell right now, he hadn’t been a jerk, an ass, or (judging by her responses) a rotten lay. 
 
    What if you never talk to her again, his subconscious whispered. ‘Once you go fish, you never go back’ was not a saying anybody knew and for a very good reason. 
 
    Arousal dying a slow and discouraging death, Ommin lay in bed for a long time, staring up at the ceiling of his bedroom, and trying not to let himself get depressed. If last night was a fluke, then so be it. He’d roll with that blow when and if it came, because that was just the way his life went, and it was his own damn fault for not keeping that in mind to begin with. Britney was gorgeous. She was fantastic. She had been a great time and he’d remember her for— 
 
    His cell phone came buzzing to life on the bedside table beside him. The screen lit up.  
 
    It was Britney. 
 
    Ommin whipped over to grab it so fast, his erection didn’t have time to bend. He stabbed the mattress and damn near killed himself. 
 
    Grabbing between his legs with one hand, he also grabbed the phone and, although the pain of it made him sound half strangled, he answered on the third ring. He was proud of that. “Hello?” 
 
    “It’s dead!” Britney all but sobbed into the phone. 
 
    Pain forgotten, Ommin rose onto his knees. “What’s dead?” 
 
    Because while it wasn’t entirely off the table, it was a little early in the relationship for him to want to hide bodies for her. 
 
    “My car!” she wailed in a voice that didn’t quite sound normal for her. Rather, it seemed a little too high pitched… a little too childish, even before she cried, “How will I get to work tonight if I don’t have my car? Daddy, help!” 
 
    She’d called him Daddy. His heart warmed. He smiled.  
 
    Plus, no actual bodies were involved. 
 
    Reaching for his pants, he headed for the bathroom to take care of business while he got the minor details. “All right, honey, calm down.” 
 
    “Okay,” she said, making an audible effort to calm. 
 
    “Deep breaths,” he said. 
 
    She sniffled. “Okay.” 
 
    “What’s it doing?” He muted the phone so she wouldn’t hear him peeing. 
 
    “Nothing,” Britney said. “I’m turning the key and it just sits here and doesn’t sputter or click or anything.” 
 
    He unmuted long enough to ask, “Are you late for work?” 
 
    “Not yet. I’m late for shopping though. I was going to get a coffee and breakfast.” 
 
    “Okay, well, go back inside. Make coffee and breakfast instead. I’m on my way.” 
 
    She was still calling him Daddy.  
 
    He hung up the phone before breaking into an impromptu dance of pure joy. Once that was out of his system, he hurried to get dressed. No time for coffee; he’d grab some once he got to her house. Pocketing his wallet and housekeys, he grabbed what few tools he had (none of which were meant for working on cars, since he didn’t own one, but which he could hopefully make due with) and then he was out the door. 
 
    Or at least, he would have been out the door if he hadn’t opened it to find Liquidman standing there, dressed exactly as he had been the day before, with a flat of four coffees and a bakery sack balanced on his arm. How long he’d been standing there, was anyone’s guess, but from the looks of it, he’d drunk two of the coffees and was munching on a croissant when Ommin almost ran into him. 
 
    “What th—” Ommin jumped back. 
 
    Jim recovered from his surprise first and brightened with a smile. “Good morning!” 
 
    “What are you—” Catching himself lest he sound half as irritated as he suddenly felt, Ommin quickly grabbed both door and threshold before the smaller man could barge in past him. If Jim even noticed, his grin never showed it. “How long have you… Were you waiting for me to get up?” 
 
    “Only about forty minutes,” Jim said, then hefted the bakery bag. “Croissant?” he enticed, with extra emphasis on the ‘quah’.  
 
    “Thank you, no.” 
 
    “There used to be blueberry scones,” he said, then sheepishly admitted, “I ate them. Coffee?” 
 
    Ommin opened his mouth to refuse, then reconsidered. What the hell. “Sure.” 
 
    Jim grinned, happily backing up so Ommin could shut and lock his apartment door. “Where are we going?” 
 
    “I,” he emphasized, “am going to a friend’s house. Her car won’t start.” 
 
    “Is this the same friend”—Jim waggled his eyebrows, falling into step beside him as he headed for the stairs—“that you met for coffee last night?” 
 
    “A gentleman doesn’t kiss and tell,” Ommin replied, accepting the bag of croissants when, halfway to the first-floor landing, Jim offered them again. The bag was a little damp where he’d been gripping it and the croissants were cold, but they were also buttery, flaky, and incredibly delicious. 
 
    “Apparently, he does work up an appetite, though,” Jim noted good naturedly. “I want details.” 
 
    “You’re not getting them.” 
 
    He must be becoming old news. There were only a handful of paparazzi waiting for him on the sidewalk outside his building. Ommin waded through them effortlessly, ignoring the flashing cameras as he raised a hand to hail a cab. 
 
    “What are you doing?” Jim asked. When Ommin looked at him, he pointed and Ommin followed his damp, skinny finger to the smallest motorized scooter he’d ever seen. It was lime-green, bicycle chained to a lamp post just outside his door, with a basket on the handlebars and a locking storage container tucked behind the passenger extension seat. That it even had a passenger extension seat was appalling. It looked built for a child.  
 
    An average-sized teenager would have been too big for that scooter. Ommin was going to look like the fat clown on a tiny circus bike. 
 
    “Save the cab fare,” Jim said. “I’ll take you.” 
 
    All but feeling the moped collapsing beneath him as it was, Ommin took one look at Jim’s hopeful, let’s-be-friends, puppy-dog, please-don’t-kick-me eyes and gave up without an argument. 
 
    All right, almost without an argument. 
 
    “Can two people even fit on that thing?” 
 
    “Of course, they can!” Unlocking first the bicycle lock and then the storage bin, he pulled out a safety helmet. It was bright blue with ‘H2O’ in silver glitter. “Two people your size might have to get cozy, but fortunately, one of us is my size.” 
 
    Hopping onto the scooter, Jim got comfortable behind the handlebars, then flashed Ommin a beguiling smile and seductively patted the seat extension behind him. “Right here, big guy,” he cooed. 
 
    God help him. 
 
    The interior of the helmet was slightly squishy, but Ommin put it on anyway. Very much aware of what the pictures in next week’s gossip mags were going to be, he slung a long leg over the scooter and carefully lowered himself to sit behind Jim.  
 
    The moped sank under him, but not too alarmingly.  
 
    “Big baby,” Jim told him fondly. “Where are we going?” 
 
    Ommin gave him the address. 
 
    “Oo, the swanky side of town.” He started the moped. “Hang on.” 
 
    Ommin cupped the smaller man’s waist and off they went, putt-putt-putting into traffic almost faster than someone could walk, with the flash of paparazzi cameras fading as they gently merged into traffic. 
 
    Never in his life had he been on the back of one of these things. As a kid, he’d ridden a bicycle once. It had been a hand-me-down from a friend of his mother and had probably been given to him, the weird kid of the crazy woman in apartment 2C, out of pity. As far as he’d been able to tell throughout his entire childhood, people had only ever avoided him or pitied him. Those who gave gifts usually gave either clothes or food, because he’d never really had enough of either. But that time, someone gave him a bike. He’d gotten to ride it one time, but his mother wouldn’t let him bring it into their apartment, so it got stolen off the landing that first night. 
 
    It was San Francisco. Of course it did.  
 
    But now, as Ommin sat tensely holding on to Jim’s waist with as few fingers as standoffish masculinity required and yet with as many as it took not to be sent flying with every pothole they bounced in and out of, something about the way the wind brushed his face brought back all those feelings he barely remembered while riding up and down the sidewalk in front of his childhood apartment. City air on his face, caressing his skin as if with gentle fingertips. In his imagination, he could just as easily have been flying. 
 
    Now that was a super power he wouldn’t mind having. 
 
    Putt-putting down the road with Jim paying meticulous attention to traffic safety, Ommin grudgingly relaxed. In spite of himself, he even closed his eyes, reliving that carefree moment that swept over him with every block they traveled. To his grownup mind, it didn’t feel so much like flying anymore. Rather, it felt more like falling. It was like those few exhilarating, weightless seconds after diving off the Golden Gate Bridge right before he hit the water.  
 
    Whatever it was, it was still freedom in its purest form. 
 
    And it was shattered with the sudden screech of braking tires, followed by someone screaming. 
 
    Ommin jerked, but he barely caught sight of the car that jumped the corner curb, crashing right through a newspaper stand, scattering pedestrians and eliciting the barest high-pitched, girlish scream from Jim just before it hit them square on. Jim splattered like a water balloon, which abruptly silenced him and scattered drops of him everywhere.  
 
    It scattered the moped, too.  
 
    Caught completely off guard, Ommin had no chance to leap clear, but he tried, and rather than hitting the grill of the car and going under, he tumbled over the hood instead. He smashed into the windshield, breaking his arm, his hip and more ribs than he cared to count, before rolling up over the top of the car and landing flat on his face on the sidewalk. 
 
    It hurt. 
 
    It also pissed him off. 
 
    “Oh my God!” a woman cried as the car crashed head-on into a traffic light pole. Every airbag in the vehicle deployed, knocking both men in the front seat senseless. Steam spewed from under the buckled hood. 
 
    Crawling to his feet, Ommin shook his head, but the ringing in his ears only morphed, becoming the deafening blare of their car horn.  
 
    “Oh my God,” someone else said and, hissing in pain, Ommin irritably shook off the hands that caught at his broken arm.  
 
    “Y-you’re the Sharkman, aren’t you?” someone asked. 
 
    Ommin ignored them. His first step toward that car, he almost went down from the pain of it. Then his hip popped back into socket; the burning intensifying everywhere as his broken bones began to snap back into place and knit. He staggered, off balance—concussion, experience told him; he’d be fine—and kept going until he got his hand on the door of that steaming car. He yanked it open. 
 
    The reek of hot coolant tainted every breath as he bent, glaring at both unconscious occupants. Then he noticed the semi-automatics on the floor around the feet of the passenger and the blue duffel bag partially filled with neatly wrapped stacks of money, all separated out by denomination and marked with the stamp of the bank they’d stolen it from. 
 
    The police showed up, sirens blaring and from every direction, closing in the street to prevent the ruined car’s escape and much faster than they ever would have if they’d only just been called. Which meant, they’d already been in hot pursuit of this particular vehicle before it ever involved them in their accident. 
 
    The police jumped out of their vehicles, guns drawn. 
 
    “Pursuit of suspected bank robbers is ended,” one cop reported into the radio hooked to his shoulder. 
 
    The rest of the officers converged on Ommin. Limping back a step, he started to raise his hands and would have declared his non-involvement but the police pushed right past him to train their guns on the real suspects. 
 
    “Did you see that?” someone on the sidewalk behind him said. “Sharkman stopped the bank robbers!” 
 
    Staggering, Ommin turned around. “What?” he protested, but stopped, frozen in the sights of all those cell phone cameras recording everything he was doing in video and in snapshots.  
 
    Bystanders broke into claps and cheers, and he couldn’t even bellow back, “But I didn’t do anything!” He couldn’t bellow anything at all. Every breath he took was a white-hot burning agony, accompanied by the muted snap, crackle, Rice Krispies cereal sound of his ribs coming back together. In a few minutes, he’d be fine, but until then… 
 
    “Aaaggggghhhhh,” gurgled a familiar voice. 
 
    Jim.  
 
    Ommin staggered in a full circle, sweeping the crowd, the ringing in his ears and the grinding, popping, snapping of his knitting bones making it hard to zero in on the source of that burbling cry. Not until he noticed the way the moped pieces were scattered across the road, a trail of destruction that outlined the path the out-of-control car had taken right before it crashed. 
 
    Oh God. 
 
    He looked down at his feet and at the shadowy wetness that was more than just spilled coolant pooling out from under the vehicle. Slowly, agonizingly, Ommin got down on one knee and bent until he could see the watery form of Jim the Liquidman quite literally pulling himself back together again. 
 
    He flailed, a weird watery blob with two ‘tentacles’ instead of arms and a transparent lump where his head should be. The lump rippled, letting out another burbling cry, “Aaaggggghhhhh!”  
 
    That was when Ommin felt it—the tickle of many tiny drops moving over his skin. They pulled themselves out of the fibers of his wet clothes, dripped out of his hair, and rolled down off his fingers. Ommin choked, catching his neck as globules rolled back up from his stomach to his mouth. They sucked together, little globs becoming bigger ones that tripped his gag reflex when they oozed slug-like between his tonsils and onto his tongue. That he spat instead of throwing up was nothing short of sheer willpower. 
 
    The gob splattered when it hit the pavement, but all the scattered drops of it trickled forward, pools of living water that rushed in from all over the intersection, to rejoin themselves to a rapidly solidifying and naked Jim, still trapped underneath that car. He was almost back to normal when a cop dropped to his knees next to Ommin to identify the source of the warbling screams. 
 
    “Oh shit,” he said, and then sprang up again, radioing in for another ambulance. 
 
    “My toe,” Jim warbled weakly. “Someone ate my toe.” 
 
    “I think that was me,” Ommin said, feeling sick. 
 
    “Oh. Oh, thank goodness.” Jim closed his eyes in relief. “At least it’s someone I know… this time.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 6 
 
      
 
    “So, they hauled him off to the hospital,” Ommin grumbled as he scrubbed the battery connections free of corrosion, “and I had to run some poor homeless guy down before he could steal Jim’s coat.” 
 
    Sitting on the middle stair of the steps leading up from the garage into the laundry room, Britney blinked wide-eyed. “H-he just… burst?” 
 
    Pop, Ommin mouthed, pausing what he was doing to mime the balloon-like burst of impact. 
 
    “All blood and guts and…” she began but broke off queasily. 
 
    “No. More like all clothes and water. He just looks like water when he does it.” 
 
    “He’s done it more than once?” 
 
    “Yeah,” he said dryly, and decided against offering any details about the toe. “They were going to cite him for streaking, except there were half a dozen witnesses ready to testify to how the bank robbers had hit him so hard they knocked him clean out of his clothes. Not one person remembered him bursting into water, but everyone remembered seeing his clothes go flying.” 
 
    “Human memory is a funny thing,” she said. “To be honest, if I’d been there, I’d probably convince myself I’d been witness to a hit-and-run declothing over having watched a person burst into water.” 
 
    Grunting, he connected her battery cables and then, wiping his hands on his jeans, got in behind the steering wheel to crank it up. 
 
    The car started like a dream and on popped the radio. 
 
    “…and in other news,” the broadcaster announced, “two men were apprehended this morning after robbing the Bank of San Francisco by none other than resident superhero, Sharkman. Witnesses say…” 
 
    Ommin shut off the car and sighed. After a moment, he got back out. 
 
    “Fixed,” he said, handing her back her keys. 
 
    She stood up to take them, her eyebrows buckling. “Are you okay?” 
 
    “I am all done talking about it.” 
 
    Blinking twice, she backed up the steps when he moved toward her, following her up the stairs and into the laundry room. She only stopped when she bumped up against the washing machine. When she did, she laughed, a little high-pitched. He couldn’t tell if she was more nervous or excited, but she was definitely a little of both. She leaned backwards, as if she didn’t want to touch him. The prominent tips of her nipples thrusting against her shirt said otherwise. So did the fine wave of goosebumps that appeared up the side of her neck and across her chest above the lacy neckline of her blouse. 
 
    “You look very nice.” He lay his hands on the washing machine to either side of her, holding her loosely imprisoned between his arms. 
 
    Her pulse at the base of her throat fluttered. He could see it, the barely visible movement beneath her delicate skin. 
 
    “Why did you call me instead of a mechanic?” he asked, already feeling the settling byproduct just by being this close to her. He loved the smell of her, fresh and clean and slightly fruity from whatever soap she’d used that morning. It evoked all sorts of memories from the night before—all of them wonderful, all of them inspiring the heady thrum now moving through his body to converge in all the places that she was now closest to. 
 
    Her breasts rose and fell slightly faster than normal. The sea-mist of her eyes had turned stormy. He wondered if she was remembering now too. 
 
    “Well…” she answered shyly, trying to hold his gaze but not quite able to. Her eyes kept darting away, only to steal back again because it seemed she couldn’t not look at him too. “Y-you’re my Daddy now, aren’t you?” 
 
    He knew the exact second when that ceased to be a teasing question and became a frightening one. The smoke in her eyes died hard and a tension zipped into all the previously relaxed lines of her, furrowing her brow as she bit her bottom lip. 
 
    Letting go of the washing machine, he grabbed her ass instead, startling that tension right back out of her when he lifted her up and dropped her on top of her appliance. “Yes, I’m your Daddy,” he confirmed. “Don’t you ever worry about that again.” 
 
    When he sidled closer, she opened her legs so he could come between them. She even hooked her ankles behind his thighs, which had the added bonus of bringing her hips right up to the edge of the washing machine. It put her at the perfect height for him. 
 
    “My first real Daddy,” she said softly, looking at his mouth. 
 
    Her last, too, if he had anything to say about it. 
 
    Her fingers wandered up his chest to his shoulders. “My very own Daddy Shark.” 
 
    She laughed, scrunching the bridge of her nose in the most beguiling way. 
 
    “I am the Daddy Shark.” His hands found her hips. She was so tiny compared to him. His hands almost wrapped around her. He squeezed, molding her hips, then her ass in his palms. His fingers slipped up under the hem of her shirt before he realized that was what he was feeling his way along. The waistband of her thin, black yoga pants was just as easy to get into. “No panties,” he noted. 
 
    “I was kind of hoping it would be no pants too, eventually, once you got here,” she admitted. A touch of color splashed her cheeks. “For both of us this time.” 
 
    His cock twitched hard, that low thrum sweeping through his veins now eagerly relocating below his belt. 
 
    He pulled her to him, right up to the very lip of the washing machine. The heat between her legs burned straight through the fly of his jeans. If he wasn’t hard before, he was a damn rock now, and only getting harder. She was teasing him, and he had no idea if she knew she was doing it or not. Her legs hugged his waist, but they weren’t motionless. She was caressing him with one, stroking the side of his hip with her inner thigh in the most beguiling, come hither way.  
 
    Her fingertips tapped along his shoulders, half rubbing, half stroking. It was doing crazy things to his heart rate. His hands couldn’t help but rub back the same way, squeezing at the globes of her ass, blocked from getting into the heat he so craved because of how she was sitting. 
 
    Okay, these pants had to come off now. He withdrew his hands only long enough to hook the soft elastic at her waist and peel them down.  
 
    Giggling, she put her hands on the washing machine to help lift her up high enough for him to get them down. He pulled them off her legs and dropped them on the floor. God, she was beautiful when she leaned back like this, her legs still spread, the bare folds of her pussy already glistening wet for him.  
 
    Ready for him. 
 
    His mouth watered. 
 
    He should have backed her all the way into the bedroom, because then at least he could lay her back far enough to lift her ass and get his mouth on her. Washing machines were objects of cleanliness, and it was cock blocking him from getting as dirty with her as he wanted. 
 
    “No,” she protested, when he tried to go down. She caught at his shoulders, pulling him to come back up so they were eye to eye and mouth to mouth, and so her hands could find the fastenings of his jeans so they could come off now too. 
 
    Who was the Daddy in this relationship?  
 
    As if he’d even been a Daddy before this. As if he’d been one for more than a day, at most.  
 
    Not that it mattered. He was more than willing to give her what she wanted, but in his time and only after he’d drunk his fill of her gasps and sighs, heat and the salty-sweet nectar that made her pussy shine so gorgeously.  
 
    Grabbing her wrists, he pinned them behind her back. 
 
    “Don’t tell me no,” he growled, only to have her giggle again. Breathlessly, she caught him in the circle of her naked legs and pulled him that much closer again. The minute he let go of her hands, fully intending to force them open wide enough for him to get his shoulders down between them and his mouth locked on her sweet core, she defied him. 
 
    “No,” she pouted, and grabbed his pants again. 
 
    Ommin ripped her shirt straight down the front. Only belatedly did he think to wonder if it was a shirt she might be fond of. 
 
    She gasped, radiating shock at how quickly and effortlessly he’d done it. By then, however, he had her lifted down off the washing machine, spun around, and immediately bent back over it. He swatted her ass, then used her ruined shirt to tie her hands behind her. 
 
    She wanted his pants off? Fine, but that meant his belt came off first. Slithering out of his pants loops in two sharp yanks, and before he put more than a wary thought to it, he had it doubled in his hand and was laying the first of three solid snaps across her wriggling bottom. 
 
    She gasped again, sharper this time. On the second crack of leather to skin, she arched her back, bucking and grinding her hips in an expression of pain every bit as instinctive as the decisions moving him now. 
 
    “Daddy!” she cried, but he gave her the third whipping stroke even harder than before. 
 
    “Do not,” he repeated, “tell me no. Not when we’re in bed and especially not when you don’t mean it.” 
 
    Her knees banged the washing machine, but her only response was another shrill gasp, followed by a low, near guttural moan as he bent and bit, sinking his teeth into one of the fast-flushing marks his belt had made. Spreading her legs wide, he went in. That first taste was heaven. She opened to him like a flower, the folds of her parting to the lash of his tongue. Her knees and forehead both clanged against the metal of the machine as she rolled her hips and curled her toes. 
 
    “Oh!” she panted, pushing back against the sucking, licking, and punishing nips of his mouth. 
 
    He was gentle, but he was hungry. He liked the sense of power her wanton cries gave him. She danced for him as if she just couldn’t bring herself to hold still. Her thighs shook; her whole body shook—for him. The more he feasted on her, the more pronounced that shaking became and the more fervent his desire grew. 
 
    He broke away from her succulent flesh. Yanking her up off the battered washing machine, he dropped her to the floor, head down, hands behind her back, lovely ass striped with belt weals propped up in the air as she scrambled to get her knees under her. 
 
    He held on to her bound wrists so she couldn’t squirm away. It was the tether by which he pulled her back into position and sank his fingers into her. Two fingers had been a nice fit last night, but Little girls who tell Daddy no get three fingers and no mercy tonight. 
 
    As far as punishments went, it was utterly ineffective. The harder he pumped her, the louder she cried and wilder she became, trying to ride his hand. He smacked his fingers into her until the sharp, staccato sounds of it seemed more like spanking than sex. Until her sweet pussy milked him, twitching and clutching at him, shaking like her legs were shaking. Until that hard, involuntary shudder ripped her delicious body taut and the slick heat of her sex spasmed, saturating his hand with the force and fluid of her orgasm. 
 
    “No,” she moaned, half sobbing. “Oh, I wanted you in me.” 
 
    She wasn’t giggling any more, but her pussy was too wet, too swollen, and too damned delicious for him to care. 
 
    He didn’t take his pants off. There wasn’t time for that. 
 
    “When Daddy says, not before,” he growled, letting go of her hands and grabbing hold of her hair instead. 
 
    He wasn’t sure if the shrillness of her cry was due to that shift in his grip or to the length and girth of him as he shoved himself inside her. His fingers had opened her, but she was such a little woman and he was, well… he was Ommin. And it was the first time he’d ever put himself inside a woman. She was so hot, so wet, so unbelievably tight—like a molten fist that spasmed all around him as he sank as deeply into her as he could go.  
 
    “Oh!” She arched on him, forced to take every inch. 
 
    She wasn’t protesting. 
 
    He pulled out, just so he could slam up into her again and feel once more every luxurious spasm of her body as she welcomed his invasion. 
 
    His arm wrapped her hips, hugging her tight. Letting go of her hair, he caught her throat instead, holding her securely. She could struggle if she wanted, wiggle, squirm, arch her hips in any way that might lessen the pressure as he began to thrust—hard, slow, as deep as he could make himself reach—but little girls who wanted Daddy’s cock did not get to protest when they got it. 
 
    And he liked this. 
 
    He liked every nuance of this. 
 
    He liked when she squirmed—sometimes as if she really did want to get away, most of the time, as if she couldn’t feel enough of him. 
 
    He loved the sounds she made, the pitch and tone of each one growing in volume and desperation, from breaths to pants to mewls to cries as she neared her next climax. 
 
    He could feel the beating of her heart all along the length of his cock. 
 
    He could feel the fluttering of her muscles as she bucked and rolled and ground her hips back against him. 
 
    Her fingers were clawing at his belly, her bound hands preventing her from grabbing him as he pulled out of her or yanking him back in close again. 
 
    “Come on my cock,” he begged her, needing to feel that ultimate rush. That ultimate proof that she wanted this.  
 
    Wanted him.  
 
    “Come on Daddy’s cock,” he commanded, every inch of his body vibrating to the rushing fury of his own building pleasure. It was washing over him, a tidal wave of force and fury centered in the piston thrusts of his hips as he took her. 
 
    She threw her head back against his shoulder, arching into his embracing, shouting out as the spasms came again. “Oh!” Her body locked on his cock, milking him for all that she was worth. Taking him.  
 
    Accepting him. 
 
    Welcoming the furious rush of ecstasy that tore through him, like nothing he had ever felt before and draining him absolutely dry. He had nothing left to spill into her. The frantic pumping of his hips exhausted itself, and soon it became all that he could do not to fold straight over on the floor, collapsing on top of her like only so much useless meat. 
 
    It was a long time before he came back to himself enough to realize he was shaking. Growling, too. His throat felt raw and tight from it. 
 
    He must have bitten her shoulder. He could make out the mark of his teeth in her softly bruising skin. 
 
    And he’d forgotten the condom again. 
 
    God damn it. 
 
    She made a sound, and it was that sound that snapped him back to himself enough to realize he was still holding her throat. 
 
    He let go, grateful to see he hadn’t shut off her breathing or even squeezed enough to leave the imprint of his fingers on the milky paleness of her neck. 
 
    “What did you say?” he asked. 
 
    “P-please un-untie m-my hands,” she whispered again. 
 
    He’d taken it too far. She’d felt so good in his arms, but he’d hurt her and he’d taken it way too far. 
 
    Unable to look at the mark his teeth had left, Ommin forced himself to let her go. He released her in slow degrees, untying her hands and lowering her gently until she could support herself.  
 
    She folded over limply, bracing herself on hands and knees, panting. Her eyes were shut. She said nothing, but he knew she would soon enough. 
 
    For the rest of his life, he would always remember how good it had been to hold her, because it wasn’t ever going to happen again. Because, he was Ommin and of course it wouldn’t. Good things like this never happened to him. 
 
    “Mmm.” Moving with somnambulistic slowness, she reached down between her legs to lay her hand over her pussy. 
 
    She rubbed. 
 
    He should apologize, but how did one even begin to find the words for what he’d just done? Hesitantly, not sure if he should even touch her, he lay his hand on her back, willing her to be comforted. 
 
    “My shoulder hurts,” she whispered. 
 
    He caressed her, so appalled at himself that he almost couldn’t bear to look at her. And when he did, he almost whiplashed himself with the double-take that got his attention. She was spreading her pussy lips open with her fingers. On purpose.  
 
    For him. 
 
    “Again, Daddy,” she sighed. “Do me like that again.” 
 
    Ommin stared at her, shaken to the core all over again.  
 
    “Again,” she softly begged, though she looked boneless and practically half asleep. 
 
    He swallowed hard, and then he grabbed her. He yanked her up off the floor, hugging her as close as she could come. Her head rolled back onto his shoulder as he rocked her. There was probably something in the rules about Daddies not letting their Littles see them cry, so he buried his face in her hair and made sure she wouldn’t hear the shift in his breathing or feel so much as a single tear fall upon her. One or two might have landed on the toothy bruise darkening on her shoulder. 
 
    “Again, Daddy,” she whispered, her back to his chest, limp as a doll in his embrace, already falling asleep. “Again…” 
 
    He loved that about her. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 7 
 
      
 
    Ommin lay beside Britney in her bed, because it was a lot more comfortable than the floor. She was naked. So was he now. After carrying her to bed and laying her down, he’d tried to be stern with himself. He’d tried to be respectful, but he just couldn’t make himself leave the room so she could sleep in peace.  
 
    There were no chairs in her bedroom. There were chairs in the kitchen he could have relocated to her bedside without any difficulty, but he hadn’t wanted to be gone that long. So, he told himself he’d just sit beside her, just so he could watch her sleep. Just in case she woke up and decided that everything that had happened in the laundry room had been a mistake after all. If she did and he was just sitting at her bedside, then at least he won’t have compounded his sins. 
 
    But sitting by her had proved impossible. Not when lying beside her was an option, so he could be right there, watching her sleep from mere inches away rather than feet. 
 
    So, he’d lain down. On top of the covers, to keep it respectful. 
 
    At first. 
 
    But slipping under the covers so he could share her warmth taunted him with its proximity. 
 
    If he kept his clothes on, then it wouldn’t be as terrible as if he were naked and they were skin to skin. That would have been too much. That would have invited disaster and he was already fairly certain he perched on that particular cusp as it was. Because he was him; and she was her; and she could have had anyone she wanted, and he’d fucking cried after having sex. He was pretty sure when that made it to the ten o’clock news, his superhero status would be permanently revoked. 
 
    But it wasn’t on the ten o’clock news yet, and even as he carefully folded back the sheets, already he’d been kicking off his shoes. 
 
    Because nobody got into bed with their shoes on. 
 
    And then it was weird lying down in someone else’s bed with socks still on. 
 
    And since he was now every bit as naked as she was, that pretty much said everything it needed to about his willpower where holding Britney was concerned. He was done giving himself edicts about what he would and wouldn’t do in regards to her. 
 
    So, he lay there, skin to perfect skin, watching her sleep in a way he was pretty sure any sane person would find creepy as hell, and wanting nothing more than to will every detail of her face to memory. Just in case. 
 
    He was gently brushing her hair back from her face so it wouldn’t tickle her nose when his cell phone rang. Crap. He wasn’t even sure where his phone was, but he never got the chance to shut it off before her eyes snapped open. He froze, but they were stomach to stomach and face to face. There was no way she could not have noticed him. 
 
    “Hey,” Britney said, her initial startled expression melting into a sleepy smile. 
 
    Melting himself now too, he almost smiled back. “Hey, yourself.” 
 
    His phone rang again. 
 
    “Who is it?” she asked. 
 
    Someone who was about to get their head bitten off for disturbing this. 
 
    Rolling over, he threw the blanket aside and searched the mess he’d made of his clothes on the floor until he found his phone. 
 
    She wolf-whistled when he bent to pick it up. 
 
    “Hello,” he said into the phone, giving Britney a Look. It was hard to pretend to be annoyed when inside he was this tickled. 
 
    “Is this Mr. Jones?” the woman on the other side said. 
 
    And there went pretending. 
 
    His hackles immediately rose. “Yes,” he said, having every expectation this was another reporter. In which case, he really was going to bite someone’s head off. Maybe even literally. Sharkman style. 
 
    “Hi, I’m a nurse at Kaiser hospital. We have a Mr. Jim… Liquidman here and he’s ready to go home.” 
 
    Ommin blinked, abruptly robbed of his annoyance as he tried to puzzle out why he ought to care. “Jim’s ready to be picked up?” 
 
    “The police gave us your number,” the woman on the phone said, as if that should make a difference. She then followed it up by saying, “We can’t release him except in the custody of a family member or friend.” 
 
    Oh God. Ommin didn’t quite roll his eyes, but he did sigh and glare at the ceiling. “Right,” he said. 
 
    Well, the guy had brought him coffee and croissants.  
 
    Plus, the only reason he’d been hit in the first place was because he’d offered to take him to Britney’s and spare him the cab ride. 
 
    “All right,” he said heavily. “I’m on my way.” 
 
    Disconnecting the call, he looked at his phone, wishing he’d never gotten the silly thing. 
 
    Now he had to put his clothes back on and leave. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” 
 
    Turning, he saw Britney sitting up in bed, the sheet wrapped so it concealed all the parts of her that he wished weren’t covered, hugging her knees to her chest. “Remember that guy I told you about?” 
 
    She mimed popping like a balloon, complete with finger waggles that simulated a water-droplet shower falling all over the bedspread. 
 
    “That’s the one,” he said, trying not to smile. “He’s ready to be discharged from the hospital.” 
 
    “Oh.” She brightened. “Okay, I’ll drive.” 
 
    “You don’t have to. I can take the bus.”  
 
    The last time someone had offered to drive him somewhere, he’d been hit by runaway bank robbers. But she was already rolling out of bed in search of fresh clothes.  
 
    “I don’t mind,” she cheerfully argued. “It’ll give us more time together. Plus, I’m faster than the bus, and we can get burgers on the way. I’m starving.” 
 
    Burgers did sound good.  
 
    And she was right, even with a stop at Causwell’s for food, he definitely got there faster than the bus. They even picked up an extra burger and fries for Jim. 
 
    “Because hospital food sucks,” she said, and Ommin paid for everything. He wasn’t about to let Britney drive and pay for him too. And Jim had got breakfast that morning, anyway. 
 
    Within forty minutes of the phone call, they pulled into Kaiser Permanente parking garage. Busy as the hospital was, they circled the lot five times before they found a freshly vacated parking space. Inside the emergency room, it was even worse. Standing room only, with more than forty people waiting to be seen, filling up the waiting room chairs and resting on gurneys that lined the hallways. Fortunately, they were just picking up. 
 
    “You’re here for the weird guy,” a nurse on duty said when they stopped at her desk to ask for directions. “Yes, I know where he is. Through these doors and straight down the hall. Last room on the left.” 
 
    Ommin could feel the look she gave their backs as they walked off in the direction she’d pointed. That didn’t bode well. On the other hand, how often did this (or any) hospital receive patients capable of spontaneously bursting into puddles? He supposed he could forgive her reserve regarding the unexpected ‘weirdness’ that was Jim. 
 
    Crowded as the place was, they found Jim by himself in a medical examining room meant for three. Hooked up to an IV drip, he was also on a heart monitor with a bright red, flashing display and some pretty strange readings. Ommin wasn’t a doctor, but he’d seen pulse patterns on TV before and none of those looked anything like Jim’s. Still, whatever was wrong with his heart must have been normal for him, because they’d shut the volume off and no one was hovering over his bedside in a panic. 
 
    “Hey,” Ommin said, as he and Britney walked in. 
 
    Jim lay where he was on the examining table, a puddle of drips on the floor all around his bed. His clothes and the white paper beneath him were visibly wet. He stared at the television mounted on the wall opposite of his bed, the station turned to the news but the volume muted. 
 
    “How you feeling?” Ommin tried again. 
 
     By way of an answer, Jim picked up the remote attached to his bed and turned the volume on the TV on. 
 
    “This is just amazing,” the male broadcaster was saying to his female companion. 
 
    “It sure is, Mike,” the female replied. “For everyone who hasn’t yet seen it, the footage we’re about to play is that of local superhero, Ommin the Sharkman, when earlier this morning he stopped two men fleeing the scene of a bank robbery…” 
 
    With a click, Jim shut the volume off again. Staring nowhere but at the TV, he sighed. Heavily. Through his nose. 
 
    “I hope you don’t think I had anything to do with that,” Ommin said, while the news footage of him yanking open the already crashed car door just as the police showed up played across the television screen. 
 
    “No,” Jim said calmly. “No. I know you didn’t. No more than I did, anyway. It’s just…” Brow furrowing, he rolled his head on the wet examination paper, casting a frustrated glare to the ceiling. “It’s just not fair, you know.” 
 
    Ommin started to nod, but Jim cut him off. 
 
    “Don’t,” he said sharply. “Don’t pretend that you know, because you don’t. I lost my bike today.” 
 
    Yeah, Ommin could see bits of it on the footage currently being shown on the news. It was scattered all over the street, including underneath the car where, in the black of the shadows, he could just barely make out movement—Jim slowly pulling himself back together again and gargling. 
 
    “I lost my bike,” Jim sadly repeated, “and I got splattered into a million droplets all over the pavement, six cars, nine bystanders, and you. And you ate me.” 
 
    Ommin wasn’t looking at Britney, but he could feel the force of her incredulous stare switching from semi-liquidy Jim to him. He didn’t look at her either, but very subtly shook his head. He’d feel guilty about lying to her later. Right now, it was far more important that Jim not see him lying and that she not know he’d eaten another man’s toes. 
 
    Or that one had crawled back up out of his stomach. 
 
    If Jim saw the lie, he didn’t show it. Covering his face with both hands, he groaned before throwing his arms despairingly up in the air. “What is wrong with me?” he demanded, almost tearfully. 
 
    From one dude who cried to another, Ommin felt for him. 
 
    “Is he okay?” Britney whispered, sidling closer behind him. 
 
    Ommin nodded, but Jim was not okay. Not visually—he was starting to take on a slightly translucent look, the drips were falling faster, rolling off the table onto the floor like a gentle rain, and he seemed to be having trouble maintaining his human shape. Not emotionally, either. 
 
    “No one will ever mistake me for a superhero,” he sniffed. “I was right there, and no one even saw me. They’re not going to arrest me for streaking,” he said, looking at Ommin again. “Did you know that? The officers came in to tell me that about an hour ago. Apparently, there are witnesses willing to say that car hit me so hard it knocked me out of my clothes. Like that makes so much more sense than what actually happened. Do you believe that?” 
 
    Ommin opened his mouth. 
 
    “It doesn’t matter,” Jim muttered, without waiting for an answer. “I’m not a superhero. I’m not a sharkman. I wouldn’t even make a good villain,” he said morosely. 
 
    “Oh, you don’t know that,” Britney offered helpfully.  
 
    “Yes…” 
 
    “No.” Edging closer to the bed, she hesitated only a little before patting his arm. She only did it once, then stopped, looked at her hand, wiped it surreptitiously on her pants, and then looked to Ommin for help. 
 
    “Yes, I do know,” Jim argued. “I’ve tried, but this curse”—he gestured to all of him—“it’s not good at anything. Can you see me trying to rob a bank?” 
 
    “No,” Ommin assured at the same time Britney said, “Yes.” 
 
    She said it with more confidence, winning a tentative smile from Jim in turn. 
 
    “Thanks, but you’re just trying to make me feel better. I know how useless I am.” 
 
    “You’re not useless,” Ommin said, but Jim scoffed.  
 
    “How would that work, exactly? What am I supposed to do? Puddle myself under the bank vault door, and then what? Puddle the money off the shelf? Puddle it back out again?” 
 
    Britney snapped her fingers. “No prison could hold you. It’s true,” she said, when Ommin frowned at her. “Your villainous schtick could be, like, well… Houdini. No place can hold you for long, bwa-hahaha, and all that.” 
 
    Ommin’s frown deepened. “I don’t think this is what we should be encouraging.” 
 
    “It wouldn’t work, either,” Jim added. 
 
    “Sure, it would,” she told them both. “It’s against the law to keep anyone in a place without basic plumbing. If worse came to worst, you could always flush yourself down the toilet.” 
 
    “Britney,” Ommin warned. 
 
    But Jim only said, “Trust me, it’s not as glamorous as it sounds.” 
 
    If anything, he wilted even more, at which point Ommin decided he’d had enough. 
 
    He held up the Causwell takeout bag, with its forgotten food inside. “We brought you a burger and fries.” 
 
    “Oh,” Jim perked, though if anything his tone softened, sounding even sadder than before. “How kind. I’m so hungry.” 
 
    “Then snap out of it,” Ommin ordered. “What the hell is wrong with you? You can’t even be a villain,” he mocked, giving them both identical reproving stares. Britney had the grace to blush; they were definitely going to revisit this conversation when he got her home tonight. If she was sitting without wincing by Sunday, then he will not have been the Daddy Dom he was determined to make her believe he was. “Pull yourself together, man. If you want to eat what I brought you, then stop dripping so we can get out of here without creating a slipping hazard with every step.” 
 
    Blinking, Jim said, “Is there ketchup in the bag?” 
 
    Ommin had no clue. He looked. “No.” 
 
    Jim blinked again, then shrugged. “Fine. I’m hungry anyway.” He held out his hand. 
 
    There was a special place in hell for people who did what Ommin did now, but he held the food just out of Jim’s reach and said again. “Get up. Stop dripping.” 
 
    Dropping his hands, Jim whined, bouncing in bed and slapping his thighs, spattering bits of himself that immediately turned right around and tried to come back to him. He had a leg’s worth of water pooling restlessly under the wheels of his table.  
 
    “Nope,” Ommin said sternly. “Stop whining. Use your words.” 
 
    “I can’t stop dripping,” Jim whimpered. “They gave me saline.” He squirmed and the bed squished, wet paper tearing. “It’s not gelling with me very well. “ 
 
    Stifling a sigh, Ommin relented, but only a little. “You still have to get up. Come on. You’ve got an entire mini me waiting for you on the floor.” 
 
    Jim rolled over far enough to look at the floor, sloshing water as he did so. “So there is.” Heaving a sigh, he sat up with his legs dangling over the side and touched a foot to the floor. 
 
    “Oh my God,” Britney said as the water rushed through his clothes to become a part of him again. She quickly covered her mouth, but the damage was already done. Jim had heard her. 
 
    Ommin glared, and she winced, but Jim only sighed again. 
 
    “It’s okay. I’m used to it.” 
 
    Taking the takeout bag from Ommin, shoulders slumped, he walked, squishing at every step, to the discharge desk. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “So,” Ommin said from the front seat of the Britney’s car. “Where should we take you?” 
 
    From the backseat, takeout containers rustled. “Right here’s fine,” Jim said around a mouthful of fries. 
 
    ‘Right here’ was along a busy commercial street where there were no houses or apartments. In fact, Britney was just pulling up to the red light. She looked around too, but he could tell she was thinking the same thing when she slipped Ommin a sideways glance. 
 
    Twisting in his seat, Ommin looked at Jim over the headrest. “We can take you home, Jim. We don’t mind.” 
 
    “Oh, okay.” Jim ate another fry. “Take a left at the next light, then.” 
 
    They drove in silence, with Jim periodically giving directions. Busy downtown gave way to semi-commercial districts, then semi-residential districts, and finally, just as they were passing along the historic building complex of Aquatic Park, Jim said, “Home sweet home. We’re here.” 
 
    The next left took them onto Beach Street where they drove slowly along the historic park until they finally just pulled in as close as they could get to the cove and parked near the curb. During the day, the museum, the beach, the bocce ball courts, all of it here was a mecca for tourists and residents alike. It was dark now, however, so while there were still a few joggers, people walking dogs and in groups along the beach and pier, there were a lot of homeless now too. Ommin could tell by Britney’s open dismay that was where she was looking. He was looking across the grass and beach at the ocean. 
 
    “Jim,” he said carefully, twisting in his seat to look at him again. “Are you homeless?” 
 
    Folding the top of the takeout bag to save the rest for later, Jim managed a smile for both their benefits. “Well, you know… it’s kind of hard to maintain a job when you can’t stop leaking. It’s not so bad, really. I just find a quiet place to puddle and no one bothers me while I’m sleeping.” Popping the door open, he started to get out, then paused long enough to say, “Your seat’s a little wet. Sorry about that.” 
 
    Britney held it together long enough for him to get out, but as soon as the door closed, her jaw dropped. “Oh my God,” she whispered. “That poor guy!” 
 
    It was worse than she knew. That ‘poor guy’ had bought him coffee and croissants. With money he’d gotten from who knew where and which he surely couldn’t afford to spend. But he’d shared it with Ommin, and Ommin hadn’t even appreciated it. Not really. Not like he was appreciating it now. 
 
    “We can’t let him leave like this,” she whispered. 
 
    Ommin was thinking the same thing, but it was killing him. Jim might say he was fine, but there was no way Ommin would be able to let him walk off onto the beach to sleep in a tidepool somewhere, just so he could take Britney home, spank the hell out of her, and then spend the rest of the night pounding her into her mattress. He’d never be able to live with himself if he did. 
 
    He let his head fall back onto the seat, stifling a groan, rubbing his face, knowing what he had to do and already regretting it. 
 
    “This is not how I wanted to spend the night,” he sighed, but he was already unbuckling his seatbelt and shouldering open the car door. “Don’t think for a second this gets you out of trouble.” 
 
    She startled all over again. “What, me? Why am I in trouble?” she called as he got out of the car and shut the door behind him.  
 
    He didn’t go back to spell it out for her. Whether she knew it or not, he was absolutely going to talk to her about trying to convert Jim into a villain, and by ‘talk’ he meant he was going to spank her little bottom raw. But he couldn’t focus on that right now. He ran after Jim, catching up to him halfway to the fountain. 
 
    “Get back in the car,” he told the smaller man. 
 
    “It’s fine,” Jim said, which annoyed him. 
 
    “It’s not fine.” 
 
    “I’ll be fine,” Jim corrected himself. “Honest.” 
 
    “I’m not leaving my only damn friend to sleep in a bucket on the beach,” Ommin said, not yet sure whom he was more irritated with in that moment. 
 
    That stopped Jim. So, Ommin stopped too. They stared together at the curved pier that circled the cove. Ocean waves rolled up gently onto the beach, an instant and alluring balm on his unquiet soul and an attractant he dared not get any closer to. A stray salt drop in the air right now would cause him to change, right here in the open.  
 
    “I’m your friend?” Jim asked, soft and surprised. 
 
    Ommin wasn’t sure which of them that made more pathetic. “Duh,” he answered gruffly. “You brought me a croissant and coffee.” 
 
    “Four,” Jim corrected. “Although I did drink most of them. And I ate the scones.” 
 
    “It’s the thought that counts. Or so everyone tells me.” 
 
    “They tell me that too.” And then Jim sniffled. 
 
    Oh God… 
 
    “Don’t cry,” Ommin started to grumble, but the next thing he knew, Jim was hugging him.  
 
    “I’ve never had a friend before.” 
 
    Neither had he, Ommin thought and patted his back. “Get in the damn car,” he said gruffly, but Jim only sobbed. 
 
    “Get a room,” a homeless guy on a bench mumbled. 
 
    Jim sobbed louder. 
 
    Jesus. 
 
    Patting his shoulder, Ommin couldn’t help it. He smiled. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 8 
 
      
 
    Britney dropped them off at Ommin’s. It was hard for him to tell if she was still in shock from being told she was in trouble and also that she would have to wait to receive her consequences, or if she was disappointed that he wouldn’t be coming home with her. 
 
    “I don’t want to leave him alone tonight,” he explained, practically over Jim’s cheerful, “Just throw a stopper in the sink, I’ll be fine.” 
 
    “I have to go to work tonight anyway,” Ommin told them both, and then to Britney, more softly, “You do too, right?” 
 
    When she nodded, he said, “Can we get together after?” 
 
    “I’ll be home by 7:00 am,” she confirmed.  
 
    “I’ll be there by 7:30. I want your nose to the corner, bare bottom on display, hands behind your head. Daddy’s belt has some things to say to you about encouraging people with differences to turn to a life of evil.” 
 
    When understanding dawned, she had the grace to look ashamed. “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    He leaned in through the driver’s open window far enough to kiss her on the forehead, and then, because her unhappy lips were beckoning, he kissed her on the mouth. 
 
    “You won’t sit for a week,” he promised gently. “Also, there will be butt stuff, so brace yourself.” 
 
    Dark as it was, it wasn’t so dark that he couldn’t see her shiver. “Okay.” 
 
    Patting the car door, he let her go and took Jim up to his apartment. 
 
    Ommin’s one room flat wasn’t made with friends in mind. Neither were his bathroom or kitchen sinks. Although he felt weird, he eventually put a stopper in the old clawfoot tub and spent the next hour feeling like a crummy human being because Jim was so damn happy about it. 
 
    “If I overstay my welcome, just let me know,” Jim said, as Ommin gave him the three-second tour. And then again, when he popped a couple TV dinners into the oven for them both. And most recently, as they sat side by side on the couch in front of the television to eat. “Oo! The Big Bang Theory,” he commented as Ommin surfed through channels for something to watch. “I haven’t seen that in forever.” 
 
    So that’s what they watched instead of Ommin taking a nap, which was what he really wanted to do, until it was time for him to go to work. 
 
    “I’ll clean while you’re gone,” Jim promised as Ommin changed into clothes he didn’t mind getting dirty in. “When friends are staying with friends, they ought to do something to earn their keep.” He followed like a puppy at Ommin’s heels, keeping up a cheerful chatter while he made sandwiches for lunch break.  
 
    He’d never had anyone talk to him this much. Not in years. It was going to take some getting used to, and all Ommin could hope for was that he did, in fact, get used to it. Preferably before he snapped and bit Jim’s head off for no other reason than simply being grateful. 
 
    God help him, Jim even followed him to the door. “If you tell me what time you’ll be home, I’ll make waffles,” he offered, and then just before Ommin could make his escape from the apartment, threw his arms around him for one last hug. “Drive safe.” 
 
    “I don’t have a car,” Ommin reminded, trying not to roll his eyes. 
 
    “Bus safe,” Jim amended. 
 
    Ommin couldn’t remember the last time he’d been this happy just to go to work, and he did it with wet arm prints wrapping his shirt at rib level. Walking down two flights of stairs to the building’s main exit, he made reminder notes on his phone to pick up waffle fixings on his way home from Britney’s. 
 
    Work was hard. For the first time in years, Ommin found himself watching the clock and damn if time didn’t pass at wintertime molasses speed. Britney was a constant in his thoughts. For the first part of his evening, he found himself plotting what Daddy ought to do when he saw her next. Hug her first, he decided. Spank her second. Ask about her day while she finished up in the corner, with a bright red bottom and probably tears still drying on her face. On his first break, he bought one book by an author named Renee Rose, and another by Golden Angel so he could plot out where butt stuff ought to happen in the coming event. 
 
    When he wasn’t thinking about Britney, spanking or butt stuff, he was thinking about Jim.  
 
    At lunch, he took a hard look at his finances and browsed apartment ads online to see if he could afford a two-bedroom somewhere within commuting distance to both Britney and his work. The entire latter half of his shift was spent cleaning university classrooms and hallways and checking his phone, just in case Britney messaged him. She didn’t, and all through that last half hour, his own doubts over her silence killed him.  
 
    He had no idea what silence meant. She was probably busy with work. She might have been agonizing over the what was going to happen once she got home. According to one of the books he’d bought, having to wait for punishment was a punishment all on its own. Maybe he shouldn’t have done that. 
 
    He took a break he wasn’t entitled to long enough to download more books and told himself he was going to read at least a chapter a night, probably for the rest of his life, until he learned how this whole Daddy-dominant thing worked. 
 
    It was fifteen minutes to quitting time and Ommin was taking out the trash when the entire university was rocked with what he at first mistook for an earthquake. He grabbed a wall for balance, but even as he did so, the tremors ended far too abruptly. That wasn’t an earthquake was the thought that went through his mind, just as the emergency sirens started to sound. He waited to see if the shaking would continue, but there were no aftershocks. A few minutes later, as he was shoving the garbage carts out the university doors to where the dumpsters were located, he saw why. 
 
    The entire horizon to the south of the building was lit up, but not like daylight. Rather, the bright flickering orange-yellow glow was a fire. 
 
    It was a really big fire. 
 
    He had to walk halfway around the building before he found a window overlooking enough of the southern parts of the city that he could see it. One glimpse at the smoke and flames sent him running for the nearest TV. 
 
    For a change, at least, it wasn’t him in the news. Only minorly relieved, he perched on the edge of the nearest faculty desk to watch as a lunatic in black and orange spandex marched up and down in front of the burning remains of a collapsed building on live action news. He was yelling at the cameras. Grabbing the remote, Ommin turned up the sound to hear what was being said. 
 
    “Can you hear me?” the lunatic raved, in a voice as deep and grinding as gravel. “Where are you? Where is my archnemesis?” 
 
    Archnemesis? 
 
    “Seriously?” If he weren’t so appalled, Ommin would have laughed at the verbiage. 
 
    “Where is the Sharkman!” the lunatic bellowed. 
 
     And just like that, he was back in the news. 
 
    “Oh, for fuck’s—who the hell are you?” Ommin yelled back, instantly annoyed. “When the hell did I piss in your Cheerios?” 
 
    “Come to me!” 
 
    “The hell, you say,” Ommin retorted. 
 
    “Come to me, Sharkman!” Bunching his fists, the man in spandex struck a dynamic pose and flames belched from both his hands, shooting into the already burning building and stoking the destruction higher. “Come to me and we’ll see who’s still standing when the smoke and rubble clear!” 
 
    “Yeah.” Unimpressed, Ommin snorted. “I don’t think so.” 
 
    “Are you afraid?” Deep as gravel, mocking laughter boomed through the television speakers. 
 
    “Not hardly.” Folding his arms, Ommin glared at the screen. “I’m also not an idiot.” 
 
    “I can make you come,” the villain taunted. 
 
    He snorted again. “Not in a million years.” 
 
    Turning to something off camera, the lunatic beckoned. “Henchmen!” 
 
    “You’re kidding, who the hell has henchmen? Are you—” Ommin leaned in closer, trying to get a better look as the camera filming the action zoomed out to bring into focus two other lunatics, also in orange and black spandex, only with bright yellow H’s in the middle of their chests. The smoke from the building almost obliterated them, as well as the figure they were struggling to lug between them, out into full view of the reporters. “What—” 
 
    It was Britney. 
 
    Ommin went cold. 
 
    With another deep maniacal laugh, the villain boomed, “I am Master Blaster, Sharkman! Come and meet your Master!” 
 
    “Oh, bitch,” Ommin breathed, his gaze locked on Master Blaster as his henchmen paraded Britney’s struggling, kicking form before the cameras. “Oh, bitch. You just made the biggest mistake of your life.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Ommin had to tip the cab driver an extra ten just to get him to the scene of the chaos. Or maybe it was just to pick him up. He was pretty pissed, by that point. And now, seeing Britney bound with her hands behind her back in person instead of on TV didn’t help soothe his temper. He made a mental note to stop at an ATM so he could get an extra twenty dollars; he didn’t see himself being any calmer for the ride home. 
 
    Police had the scene completely surrounded, but they weren’t doing anything. Hell, they weren’t even talking to the guy still strutting like a peacock on the partially charred rubble of the building he’d destroyed. Now and then he bellowed, “Bring me Sharkman!” And shot flames into what parts were still on fire. 
 
    How people like that got henchmen, Ommin couldn’t begin to guess. He could barely get friends. 
 
    “Oh my God,” cried an exuberantly familiar voice. “Did you see him destroy that building? Excuse me… pardon me please…” 
 
    Ommin turned just as Jim thrust his way past the police line holding back the growing crowd. They recoiled from him as only folks who didn’t want to get wet and who weren’t sure of said liquid would, and Jim came running to meet him. 
 
    “How the hell did they get news crews here so fast?” Ommin snapped. “It was on TV within seconds of the explosion.” 
 
    “Actually, he was on camera yelling for you for about ten minutes before he blew it up,” Jim said. 
 
    “He also called it in before he got started,” a nearby cop replied. 
 
    “Egomaniacal asshole,” Ommin retorted. 
 
    “Master Blaster,” Jim said, instantly adopting his grumpy tone. “Isn’t that a character from the Mad Max movie? What a joke!” 
 
    Said the guy who called himself Liquidman. 
 
    Thought the guy known as Sharkman. 
 
    “None of us gets added points for originality,” Ommin said. 
 
    “We definitely need to up our game in regards to costumes, too,” Jim added. “Do you think he made that himself? They’re all matchy-matchy, and everything.” He brightened. “I could get a sewing machine!” 
 
    “I will spank you,” Ommin snapped. Knowing he might actually do it too in his current mood, he left Jim and his giant puppy-dog eyes standing there, and headed toward the maniac. 
 
    “Where are you, Sharkman, you cowardly—”  
 
    “Oh, keep your matchy-matchy shirt on,” Ommin bellowed back. “I’m coming already.” 
 
    In retrospect, he probably should have waited. Master Blaster whipped around on his rubble pile and both hands lit up in flames. Stopping where he was, Ommin almost took a step back.  
 
    Behind him, however, Jim came bounding forward. “Wait for me!” 
 
    Master Blaster approached as far as the crown of the rubble pile would allow. So the news cameras could see him easily and record everything, Ommin noted. 
 
    “At last,” the villain breathed, his soft voice still booming. 
 
    “Is he wearing a microphone?” Jim whispered. 
 
    Apparently. It wasn’t until he started looking, however, that Ommin spotted a few carefully placed speaker systems. 
 
    “He is,” Jim said, surprise giving way to excitement. “Look! Look up by his mouth. It’s like a Bluetooth attachment. We really have to up our game. We’ve got to go to Best Buy!” 
 
    Oh, for— 
 
    “What do you want?” Ommin had to shout to be heard over the crackling of the fire and the low murmurs of the gathering crowd, not to mention the thirty or so feet that still separated him from Master Blaster. 
 
    “For the longest time,” Master Blaster said, “I thought I was the only one. The only one with powers that elevated me high above the rest of the mortal scum who inhabit this middling city. Nay, the whole of this middling, unexceptional world.” 
 
    “Middling?” Ommin echoed. “Nay? Who the hell are you and why are you talking this way?” 
 
    “He’s monologuing,” Jim softly supplied. 
 
    Ommin glanced at him. “What?” 
 
    “Monologuing?” Jim looked back just as surprised. “It’s how supervillains reveal their backstory and the reason behind their dastardly dare-doing. What, you never read a comic book?” 
 
    Glaring, Ommin’s annoyance grew with damn near every word. From the both of them. 
 
    “Oh, well,” Jim laughed. “Now we have to go to the comic book store, too. You and me, bud. We are up for one hell of a Saturday.” 
 
    “Once,” Master Blaster gleefully drawled, “I was where you are now—lost and confused in the mire of mediocrity—” 
 
    Ommin’s temper erupted. “I don’t care! I’m not doing this with you! Not now, not ever. You want to talk to me, you come down off that rock pile and talk to me like a normal human being. Until then, I’ve got nothing to say to you.”  
 
    He rounded on the henchman, both of who backed up a nervous step, their grip on Britney’s bound arms tightening.  
 
    “Let go of—” Ommin stopped himself before he said something as stupidly iconic as ‘the girl.’ He also stopped himself before he said something even more stupid like, ‘my girlfriend.’ This wasn’t high school. Also, she hadn’t yet changed her Facebook status to reflect her being in any kind of relationship. He knew, because he’d found her on social media during his morning break, although he hadn’t yet worked up the courage to friend her. He’d get to that, probably just as soon as he got her out of this mess. 
 
    “The girl,” Jim whispered, as if he thought Ommin had gotten stage fright and forgotten his lines. 
 
    “Britney,” Ommin snapped stubbornly. 
 
    “Who the hell is Britney?” Master Blaster asked, then looked to his henchmen in feigned surprise. “Oh, you mean the girl.” 
 
    “I’m not doing this,” Ommin announced again, and started toward them. Were he wearing a shirt with sleeves, he’d have rolled them up. 
 
    And Master Blaster would have burned them off as he leapt atop a slightly larger rock on his rubble pile, struck another dynamic pose and shot a massive fireball from his fists. The fireball hit the pavement directly in front of Ommin, blowing his hair back and damn near singeing off his eyebrows. The flames died back to nothing almost immediately, but the blast had left a pot hole in the concrete that hadn’t been there seconds before. 
 
    Ommin backed up, falling in line with Jim again. 
 
    “Whoa,” Jim said, impressed. “Now that’s a superpower.” 
 
    “I think we need to go to Plan B,” Ommin said.  
 
    “What’s Plan B?” 
 
    Good question. Glancing from Britney to Master Blaster, who threw back his head and laughed like a lunatic for the benefit of the awestruck crowd, he looked to the pothole and then decided. “I’ll go after the girl”—he’d hate himself for using that term later—“you go after the villain.” 
 
    Jim blinked, eyebrows arching. “What?” 
 
    “Water cancels fire.” 
 
    “It also evaporates, turns to steam and dies. Horribly. Screaming all the way. I went camping once,” Jim told him, and then started opening up his pants. “Look.” 
 
    Ommin had to grab his hands to stop him. “No! Just… no.” No way in hell was he going to get caught on camera looking down Jim’s pants. 
 
    “I’ve got a scar. S’mores tragedy, 2002. You don’t even want to know.” 
 
    “Button up, buttercup, or we stick with Plan B, and I don’t even try to think of a Plan C. Plus, if that shows up on the evening news, there will be no comics on this Saturday or any other.” 
 
    Glancing at the crowd of recording cell phones behind them, Jim buttoned up. “What are we going to do?” 
 
    “I’m thinking.” 
 
    “You’re going to die,” Master Blaster gleefully informed them. “I have waited years for an archnemesis worthy of my time and attention. It has been so long, but when I saw your footage on the news, I knew my time had come at last. Even if you are only a sharkman”—he sneered—“beggars cannot be too choosy. Where’s the fun in that?” 
 
    “Rush him,” Jim whispered. 
 
    “I burn too,” Ommin replied. “Horribly. Screaming all the way.” 
 
    “But… your sharkskin is tougher than your skin-skin…” 
 
    “Do you see any ocean water around here?” 
 
    “Oo!” Jim brightened. “Excuse us!” He darted forward, motioning for a time-out with his hands. “Can we relocate this to the beach and start over?” 
 
    Striking another pose, Master Blaster shot an even bigger fireball at him and Ommin barely yanked Jim back before it struck the ground exactly where he’d been standing. He spun around, getting his broad back between the showering sparks and Jim. Hot rocks peppered him, searing his skin. 
 
    “Plan D,” he hissed through the pain. 
 
    “Oh my God,” Jim said, over the oohs of the watching crowd. “That is one grumpy dude.” 
 
    Suddenly the crowd erupted into cheers, and it wasn’t because of anything he was doing. Dropping Jim, Ommin snapped around just as Britney slipped the last of her bonds. She yanked out of the grasp of one henchman, slammed her elbow into his midriff and doubled him over onto the ground as neatly as folded laundry. 
 
    “Hi-yah!” she yelled, grabbing the other by his own arm and flipping him. “Five years Ju Jitsu,” she spat as he landed on his back and wallowed there in grimacing agony.  
 
    She was glorious in her fury. He’d never seen a woman look so perfect, so upset, or so take-charge in her anger. 
 
    “You asshole!” she bellowed up at Master Blaster, who straightened in surprise as she kicked the first henchman in the face, knocking him off his knees and into unconsciousness on the pavement. 
 
    “I grabbed the wrong archnemesis,” Master Blaster marveled as she picked up a rock and threw it at him. It missed by yards. It may as well have been by miles.  
 
    “What did you do with my car?” she shouted, grabbing another rock. 
 
    Abandoning Ommin, the villain strode across the top of his rubble pile toward her. Arms out flung, laughing, he taunted in microphone-enhanced stereo, “Come at me, little Britney! Come and meet your fate!” 
 
    “No!” Ommin shouted, but she’d already flung the second rock.  
 
    Her aim was better this time. Master Blaster had to duck to keep from being hit, but in true theatrical style, he turned his duck into a twirl, slammed out his arms and shot another ball of blazing yellow fire. 
 
    “No!” Ommin screamed, breaking into a run, but Master Blaster’s aim was a hell of a lot better than hers was.  
 
    The fireball hit Britney square in the chest, knocking her flying backwards. Before his eyes, she landed amongst the unforgiving rubble at the base of the building pile and lay still. 
 
    Ommin’s gut-wrenching scream went viral within the hour and would play on repeat over the news and social media networks for weeks to come, but he couldn’t have cared less in that moment. He ran to her, cracking both knees against the pavement in his haste to extinguish the residual flames burning away her clothes. 
 
    He barely felt Jim fall beside him. 
 
    “Britney.” Ommin grabbed her up against him, rocking her, patting at her face. Desperate to find a pulse and so shattered in that instant that he couldn’t begin to remember where to check for one. “Britney!” 
 
    “Seems as if I must wait for a suitable opponent a while longer,” Master Blaster chortled into his headset microphone. 
 
    Cradling her to his chest, Ommin snapped. Everything before his burning eyes turned instantly and irrevocably red. 
 
    “Oh my God,” Jim said suddenly. “Oh my God, I’ve got it!” 
 
    Britney’s eyes weren’t moving. No part of her was moving. He couldn’t even tell if she was breathing or not when Ommin, as gently as he could, lay her down. 
 
    “Wait!” Jim grabbed his arm, but Ommin shook him off. 
 
    He stood with fists clenched and the sound of Master Blaster’s amplified laughter ringing in his ears. 
 
    “Ommin!” Jim shouted. 
 
    “What?” he snapped back. 
 
    “I’m not a superhero,” Jim said excitedly. 
 
    He was so far beyond caring, he couldn’t even begin to make sense of why that should be important. 
 
    “I’m not a villain either,” Jim continued, eyes wide and thrilled, as if that should mean something too. “I’m a sidekick!” 
 
    Grabbing his upper arms, Ommin would have shook him and shouted, “Like I fucking care!” But just as he opened his mouth, Jim grabbed him back and threw himself at Ommin with all his might. They collided and Jim popped like a damn water balloon all over again. 
 
    “Yeeeaaaggghh!” Ommin roared, spitting bits of Liquidman out before he accidentally swallowed him. Again. Unprepared as he was for any of this, he almost didn’t feel the prickling, stinging pain of his skin morphing under the saline-infused spray of Jim raining down all over him. 
 
    He got bigger. 
 
    He got broader. 
 
    His skin turned thicker, rougher as the toothy, sandpaper texture of his inner shark took over and the fins sprouted out the backs of his arms and all down his spine. 
 
    “Holy shit,” Master Blaster said, the speakers radiating his near comical surprise.  
 
    “Holy shit is right, bitch,” Ommin growled, and the crowd went completely wild as he tore up the crumbling side of that destroyed building after the man who’d hurt his Britney. 
 
    Master Blaster tripped on a rock in his haste to strike another pose. His startled fireball went wide, knocking the windows out of a neighboring building and sending glass raining down everywhere, but Ommin didn’t care. He got his hands on that lunatic before he could recover and ripped the headset right off him. The idiot was even wearing a mask. He tore that off too, lifting him straight off his feet as he shook him. 
 
    “You want a goddamn archnemesis?” he snarled. “You’ve got one now.” 
 
    Turning, he flung Master Blaster off the rubble pile onto the concrete below. 
 
    “Take that maniac to jail!” he bellowed to the police, who were already swarming to grab him before the injured villain could recover enough to summon another fireball. He was immediately hooded, and then swaddled in a fire-retardant blanket. 
 
    The cheers of the watching, filming audience were deafening, but all Ommin cared about was where the hell the ambulance was. The paramedics hung back only until the police had Master Blaster and his henchmen in cuffs. By the time they reached Britney though, the watery drops of Jim, still trying to reassemble himself, had crawled over her, soothing the burns that reddened her neck and chest. 
 
    She still wasn’t moving. Ommin knew, because he was right there with her, watching as they loaded her up into the back of a waiting ambulance that he was too big in his shark form to fit into. Because, of course he was. 
 
    “I swear I wasn’t trying to feel up your girlfriend,” Jim said. The first words he managed once he was human and dressed again. 
 
    Ommin nodded. He knew that, but he couldn’t take his eyes off the ambulance, with lights flashing and sirens wailing, driving off without him. 
 
    News cameras, reporters, paparazzi and ordinary people on cell phones were everywhere, happily filming his devastation. 
 
    Cops were everywhere too, trying to keep back the hordes of onlookers and people trying to swipe bits of broken building as souvenirs. 
 
    “How can we ever thank you, Sharkman?” one smiling officer said, coming up to shake his hand, of all things. Just as if he’d done something remarkable. 
 
    Ommin had nothing to say. He was the biggest man in the vicinity and he’d never felt so small or so helpless in his life. 
 
    Someone touched his shoulder.  
 
    He looked down at Jim, who managed a small smile for his benefit and then who looked around at the gathering officers and asked, “Can someone please give us a ride to the hospital?” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Epilogue 
 
      
 
    “But I have a concussion!” Britney wailed, standing in the corner of her own living room with her hands behind her head. She stomped her foot and bounced a little, biting off her protests with a whine that would have been adorable if she hadn’t just yesterday been lying unmoving on the street. 
 
    Fortunately, that was yesterday. Today was better. 
 
    Unpacking the U-Haul currently parked in her driveway by himself, Ommin put the box he was carrying down on the small stack piled up in her hallway and walked over to her corner. 
 
    “What did you say?” he calmly asked, his mouth so close to her ear that he could have kissed her. 
 
    Sniffling once, in a far more contrite tone, she corrected herself, “I said, I’ll never again throw rocks at a guy who throws fireballs.” 
 
    “That’s right.” Ommin swatted her, hard, so she’d remember it. 
 
    “This isn’t exactly fair, you know,” said Jim, standing in another corner with his hands behind his head. 
 
    Tsking, Ommin walked over to him next. “What did you say?” he pointedly asked, not at all tempted to kiss his ear. 
 
    After only a brief silence, also contritely, Jim said, “No more throwing myself on you when your mouth is open.” 
 
    Ommin nodded. He started to walk away, then thought about it. What the hell. He swatted Jim too. 
 
    “But I saved the day!” Jim whined, bouncing once. 
 
    Ommin swatted him again, harder. 
 
    That stopped the whining. It stopped the bouncing too. 
 
    “That’s better.” Daddy discipline dispensed, he went back out to get the last two boxes.  
 
    All the things he owned in the world had barely filled half the U-Haul and had taken no more than four hours to pack once he’d made the decision. It was a decision that hadn’t been at all hard to make from Britney’s hospital bedside with the doctor standing over her, telling her how lucky she was to only have a bump on the head and a few very minor second-degree burns. 
 
    “He has a very hard hand,” Ommin heard Jim saying as he made the last trip into the house. 
 
    “You have no idea,” Britney commiserated. 
 
    “No talking in the corner,” Ommin reminded them both, and made his way to the kitchen to make sandwiches for lunch. Because that was what Daddies did when they had Littles. 
 
    Daddy Sharks did it too. They made sandwiches, planned trips to the comic book store on weekends, and even grudgingly agreed to make a stop at the fabric store, but only because it was Britney who’d asked. He was pretty sure she was in league with Jim on that one. 
 
    It would be a cold day in hell before he put on a super suit, especially if it was made of spandex. 
 
    Still, he could make some concessions. Later today, in fact, he would be making a trip to Walmart for either a bucket or a kiddie pool. He wasn’t sure which Jim might prefer to sleep in. After that, they would visit the local Build-A-Bear where already TV advertisements declared they were pulling out last summer’s backstock of shark stuffies in Superman capes. 
 
    He wasn’t going to wear a cape, either, but he was going to buy a shark for Britney. So she could have a Daddy Shark to hug while he was out—as Jim put it—fighting crime. 
 
    Like Batman, apparently. Only with a far less impressive utility belt. Mostly because he didn’t have one. 
 
    Give Jim time on that one. 
 
    It didn’t matter. Life was good.  
 
    Because, of course it was. 
 
      
 
    The End 
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