Chapter v

Beside Himself
A clock radio sounded; 6 o’clock in the morning, Bill Foster woke up in a cold sweat.  He could scarcely remember the night before, except intense pain.  He got out of bed and went in the bathroom to relieve himself.  After he’d done his business, he turned to leave, but slipped on the bathroom rug.  He hit his nose hard on the sink.

“OWWW!!! Fuck!”
He grabbed some toilet paper to stop the bleeding.  The wound, however, healed as quickly as he could get up on his feet.  He threw the bloody tissue on the floor and turned to check his nose in the mirror.  That’s when he heard the sick churning noises behind him.  He turned around, but there was nothing there; then someone touched him on his shoulder and he looked in the direction of where the hand came from and he saw… himself.
“Now that’s funny, I don’t remember having a mirror there.”
He reached toward this double that was standing in front of him and was furthermore freaked when he felt his copy’s bare chest.  This was really happening.  There was really another Bill standing right here in his bathroom.
“Holy shit!”
Wanting to test this further, he took off his boxers and underwear so he could look at himself and himself together.  He turned around and said
“Do you see a birthmark just above the base of my tail?”
The copy looked and then pointed to where it saw the birthmark.
“Hm, you don’t speak, but you understand me!  Okay, now you turn around and let me look at your mark.”

The copy Bill turned around without hesitation.

“Wow, definitely not the same; I’m never this obedient.”
He checked the copy’s backside and sure enough there was the birthmark.
“Damn, you are real.”
He looked in the mirror and noticed something he had never seen.  There was the swanhead tattoo on his chest.
“What the f- where did this come from?”
He heard the front door open downstairs. The copy looked with him with a clenched fist.

“What you’re defensive too?  It’s ok; these are my friends, now go away please!”
The copy nodded and disintegrated leaving behind a puddle of blood where he stood.
“You came from the tissue; the blood on it.  I made you.”
He hurried over to bed and got back in not even bothering to put his boxers back on.  He just sat back in bed with the shittiest grin he could come up with.
“Hey sleeping ugly; we brought you pizza.”
“At six in the morning?”
Jon said “It’s what you always have after moments of trauma.”
“Well good, because I definitely need it now!”

Bill spent the whole rest of “breakfast” explaining his morning.  Jacob listened in silence while Jon kept butting in to ask various questions.  When Bill finished speaking, Jacob sat back and nodded mulling over all this new information.
“You don’t believe me do you?”
“Sure we believe you.  We were all there last night, remember, back at the restaurant?”
“Last night?  Oh that piece of jewelry I found!”
“No, not jewelry it was a stone.”
He opened his jacket and pulled up his shirt to show Bill his tattoo.  Bill looked at his in disbelief.

“You knew?  How come you didn’t tell-”
“I didn’t know okay; I thought mine was the only one.  It seems I was wrong.”
“So I guess that makes us like brothers now.”
Jacob chuckled as he said
“I already have a brother, but he’s a lawyer.”
He added “in Shreveport!”
“That’s right.  So, what was it like being the only rat in a family of Jewish mice?”
“You were adopted by Jews?  Cool!”  said Jonathan.
“How did that happen anyway?”  Bill inquired.
“All my parents ever said was that they’d found me abandoned just outside Vegas.”
“Whoa, you’re from Las Vegas?!”
“Hell yeah!”
“What was it like?”
He glared at Jon and said
“How the hell should I know?  I was about this big, blind, no fur and toothless!”
“Ohh gotcha!  Well haven’t you ever wanted to go back?”
“Why bother?”
Jacob said as he leaned back on the kitchen counter with his hands interlocked behind his head and his tail wrapped around his waist like a belt.
“I like it here and besides, I was abandoned whoever did it probably doesn’t want to see me.  What are we talking about family for anyway?  We have to start thinking about what’s important right now!  Bill!  If you and I could get powers then there must be more of these stones!”

“Well, what’re you suggesting we do?”
“For now?  We should just go on about our daily lives until something else comes up; by then I should have a plan, hopefully.” 
“ALL RIGHT LET’S HERE IT FOR HOPE!!!!”
Jon screamed at the top of his lungs reaching out for a high five.  Bill and Jacob just stared and said
“Please don’t do that again.”
Earlier this morning back at Prescott Manor, Jill was sitting at the table in the dining room with an icepack on her head where she bumped herself last night.
“Hey there, knuckle-head!”
Her brother said with a snicker.
“Shut up…”
She muttered, chin on hand.  Her father walked in and gave her a kiss on the cheek, but then he saw something that enraged him.
“What is this?”
He pulled roughly on her gown ripping its side allowing her left breast to pop out.  She covered herself with her left arm and said
“Daddy!  What’s your problem?!”
“My problem?!  Look at yourself!”
Hesitantly, she looked and was utterly shocked to find some kind of dark marking adorning her breast.
“You of all people, how could you go behind my back like this and get a fucking brand?!”
“A brand?  You actually think I would do this to myself?”
“I don’t know what to think now having a goddamned harlot for a daughter!  It was probably that rodent!”
He walked away in a fury with tears forming in his eyes.  She got up to follow him with Junior right behind her.
“Father, you have to listen!  I know just as much about this as you do and— what rodent are you talking about?”
“You know the beaver.”
“Desiree?”
He stopped and turned, this time taken aback by her tone.
“I knew there was something about her the first time she came here with that vile object in my house!”
“Her skateboard?  So what if she’s a tomboy?  She’s my friend; she and Isa.”
“Isabella too?  My god what kind of a daughter have I raised?” Jill disgustedly said
“So there it is.  You’re afraid I’ve gone gay.”
She scoffed and said
“It’s okay for your son but your daughter, too?  You weren’t really as comfortable when he came out as you said.  You do despise him.”
With his prejudices in the open, he could no longer look his son or daughter in the eye.  He started to walk away, but Jill didn’t want to end this orchestra on such a sour note.
“Father please, stop!  You can’t leave like this!”
She punched the wall in frustration and her whole fist went right through leaving a hole in the wall that looked like a cannonball had done it.  Everyone present in the hall  (that being them and the servants.)  stopped dead in their tracks; the fur on their arms, neck and back standing on end.

“Did I just do that?”
she said as her father watched in amazement; he saw something on her glowing; when he came closer he saw it was the tattoo!
“That’s not a regular tattoo, now is it?”
She ran back to her room and went in the closet and pulled out the sword and scabbard.  Her father was perplexed when she pointed to where the stone on the scabbard came off and explained 
“This fell off when I used it to knock out some crooked police officers last night.  You can ask Desiree about it; she was with me.” 
“Where is she?”
“She went home this morning.”
“And just what did you think you were you doing going crime fighting at midnight and with these stupid things!”
“Okay!  First of all, they are not stupid!  They were my grandfather’s and second, I wanted to see him again.”
“Who?”
“She has an attraction to the rat that saved her life.”
Junior answered for her.

“Oh, him well you could’ve just come to me; you know I have people paid for finding people.”
“I didn’t think you would approve of him.”
“Oh please, it’s not like I’m one of those fathers who would force their daughters to marry old, rich and ugly.  I’m hip.  I’m cool.”
She playfully nudged her father.

”Say that to your cape.”
His bonds with his offspring officially strengthened, they all joined in a group hug.  He wept lightly.

“It was fate.”
He ran his hand through Jill’s hair.

“There is so much of your mother, my Julianne in you, but most obvious; Your longing to get out and discover.  Your grandfather was the same way as well.  You were the oldest so logically I would’ve left the manor and my business to you, but it seems you are destined to leave.  You, my son will have it then.”
Junior boldly kissed his father near the mouth.

“I’ll go pack then.  I have to go out there; I have to find him and make him mine.  I don’t know how far I’ll go or how long i’ll be gone but I’m going to miss you all especially you, Baby Brother.” 
She flicked his nose and kissed his cheek.
By 8 o’clock, she was packed, she’d made all her goodbyes and she was ready to leave.  Remembering something, she found Isabella in the kitchen and asked her to leave with her.  She was shocked by this very out of character request.
“But Jill, father would not allow it!”
“Please Isa, I want my friend to go with me.”
she said with great sincerity.  Isa was greatly touched by her words to the point of almost crying.

“Your friend, but what about-”
“Desi?  She’s my friend too, but I’ve known you my whole life. You’re my little sister, don’t you forget that.  Your mother taught us our first words in ingles y espanol.  I know she would want this for you.  She would’ve wanted more for you than to spend your whole life in this old house.”
Isa did not need more time to think.

“Yes; Yes I will go for you; with you.”

The two dear sisters hugged for an extended time, neither wanting to let go.  Her chauffer waited to take them away probably for the last time; even he had trouble hiding his emotions. 
“Are you ready to go Ms. Prescott, Ms. Rodriguez?”
They each said in unison.

“Yes!  We are ready to go!”
Elsewhere in the great state of Texas, in Austin, some other individuals were not as bright and sunny namely, Carrie Leacher. She squinted as hard as she could but then she was wide awake when she felt some other mass lying in bed with her.  Though, she already suspected who it might be, she felt around just to make sure.  Yep, the mouth, the face, the skinny arms, the wings, that chest…  She moved her hand a little further down and—

“Oh my god, he’s naked!”
That’s when she realized, she was naked too.  Jimmy did a fake yawn and wrapped his winged arm around her.  Now pissed beyond all reason, she shocked him with her electricity so hard that it sent his singed and smoking body flying out of bed and across the room.  As burnt skin and fur peeled off and new skin and fur regenerated, he got back up in a slow and creepy fashion and said
“That’s funny you didn’t seem to complain that much last night.”
Again she fired another bolt of electricity at him, only this time he deflected it back with a self-generated gust of wind to where it harmlessly destroyed her digital radio clock.  Now he was facing towards her, his famously sized manhood proudly displayed to the world.  She felt her crotch but was shocked to find no sign of semen whatsoever.
“Oh geez, I’d think you would know me better than that, woman.  I’d never take advantage of any girl when she’s clearly lost her damn mind, much less you.”
“Then how am I-”
“naked?  You did that yourself, God knows how!  You musta had something strong cause YOU WAS HUMPIN’ A FIRE HYDRANT, CRAZY LADY!!!  So lord knows, I had to get your sorry ass up here before cops took ya in.  If I ain’t had to buy nuttin’ for you yet, I was for sho’ not gonna buy yer damn freedom!”
“Then why are you naked?”
He just grinned as he sat down in one of her chairs.

“Because I’m mean that way.”
She flipped him off and got out of bed to get dressed.  She reached under the bed for her bra.  Of course, from the angle he was sitting in, he could see her tight little kangaroo “patch” and decided to take this rare opportunity.  He grabbed her rump and licked her in-between to get her nice and slick.  He then mounted her and kissed her tenderly on the neck.  She stopped him briefly.

“I thought you didn’t take advantage of girls?”
“When you’re out your damn mind, i told you. you’re coherent, now that’s a different story.”
He  entered her.  She shuddered from his sudden yet very pleasurable intrusion.  She felt him putting his whole twelve inches inside her and then pulling out and shoving back in. They gasped and moaned into the morning sun.  the room was soon drowned in the sounds of their fucking and the stench of his musk.  She crawled with him still on her and placed her hands on the bed so she could at least be more comfortable as her boyfriend pounded the living daylights out of her pussy.  He had one hand on her rght breast.  The other was inside her pouch playing with her teats.  Her climax came rapidly.  Her moistened heat on his cock finally pushed him to his peak.  He stopped all playing as he grabbed a hold of her hips and he thrust deep into her pussy.  She gasped when she felt wave after wave of his cum shooting through her cervix.  Both lovers collapsed on the floor beside the bed with him stuck inside her still cumming.  He fondled her breasts as he stared into her soft hazel eyes.  Finally, he spoke as he pecked her lighlty around her neck.  “Damn girl, you just about gave me a heart attack there.”
They both finally made it to the meeting of the Marksmen in the sewers of Austin.  (The Marksmen are specially trained and selected soldiers of the doberman, Jerome Marks III.  There were four factions: green, purple, blue, and red with the red being the most well trained and thus the guards of the Penthouse which was in the center of Jerome’s statewide empire.)  In fact, the meeting couldn’t start without Jimmy or Carrie, they’re the captains.  (The four captains were as followed: green, Carrie; purple, Jimmy; blue, Matt and the red captain, Jerome doubling as the commander.) Carrie left Jimmy to look for her loyal troops while he went off to look for another hapless soul to torment; he set his sights on the blue captain, Matt Brody, an Irish-Cajun badger, second in command to Jerome.
“Hey there, Blue Balls- oops I mean Captain Brody.”
“Ah, I have no time to be fuckin’ around wit the likes o’ ya mate.”
Jimmy put one hand on his shoulder ready to sucker punch him, but Matt threw him off via shockwave.  (This is Matt’s gift from the shards; he can manipulate the physics of gravity.)  The two were just about to engage in “friendly” combat when their ears were split by the sounds of screeching.  Everyone knew that sound very well.  It was Drago, the velociraptor.  He was being led in, wrapped in chains and leather and with a muzzle fastened tightly to his face.  For the mentally twisted, he was truly a sight to behold. Holding his leash was the top dog himself, Jerome Marks III.  He proceeded to calm the raptor by rubbing his neck.  Once he became docile enough to be trusted, Jerome removed the muzzle, gestured for his “pet” to sit and he began to address the assembly.

“Well, well, well my legions; now that you are all gathered here we can finally get down to business.”
Jerome rubbed the saurian on the back of his head who in turn answered with small growls.
“Though, I’ve only been king of the underworld for eight years, I have nonetheless garnered much respect from the people of this city and do you know how?”
One unlucky marksman was stupid enough to answer to which Jerome replied by releasing the latch on Drago’s bindings who instantly vanished and reappeared above the fool  where he viciously disemboweled him and began to feed on his corpse.
“Through fear!  Fear of me, fear of the great power we possess, and fear of you, my marksmen.”
Drago had had his fill and was now waiting for further direction.
“You two, who were standing by him; remove his corpse from here and find someone to fill that spot by tomorrow or my dear, sweet Drago gets to have seconds!”
He snapped his fingers for Drago to rejoin his side.  Then, as he allowed the raptor to lick his hand, he snapped his fingers at Jimmy who had been completely oblivious to what just happened; he was busy flirting with a raccoon in his own team when he noticed everyone was looking at him.
“What?”
“Mr. Darrell!  Don’t you have something to report?”
“Oh yes, indeed!”
He walked up to Jerome’s podium where he playfully flicked Drago’s nose before saying
“I wish you all were gay, because then I could have each and everyone of you sexy little guys; not all at once though ‘cause then that’s too much and definitely not when I’m with some ladies ‘cause then that would be weird; unless they’re into that sort of thing then what the hell let’s all jump into bed!  But don’t break it!!”
Everyone in the room just stared on in utter amazement hardly wanting to believe what he had just said, though some of the marksmen that actually were gay were just simply flattered by this very, very wrong speech.
“Well how was that?”
“YOU LITTLE PRICK!!!”
Jerome punched him in the face hard sending his head back in an impossible angle which Jimmy quickly recovered from with just a bloody nose.
“Oh come now, Jerry baby, you know you want it!”
After which he grabbed Jerome by his ears and kissed him on the mouth rubbing some of the blood off on him and then transferred the kiss to Drago who seemed more welcoming.  The big, embarrassed Doberman pushed Jimmy off and yelled
“This was not what I wanted!”
“It’s not?”
“No, I meant the other report!”
“The other- Oh that report!  Well you could have been a little bit more specific!  Okay, here it goes. At approximately ten or so last night, I had located the scum foolhardy enough to take the lives of six low-level thugs working for our esteemed employer, Jerome, seven now counting a bear from Capt. Brody’s squad who was killed while simply trying to satisfy his sexual urges on his one day off only to be run down by said scum.  Congratulations, Ireland for yet another humiliating failure.  Well, it turns out this scum, namely a rat, is another shardbeast.  More unnerving facts I’ve uncovered.  One of his friends just became one last night, now I don’t know what HE can do yet but I do know it just means two shardbeasts that are against us and perhaps more, again I don’t know.  Well now, you remember those nice little occasional days off you would get?  well start missin’ ‘em because there will be no more breaks until every other shardbeast in this city not including us is ghosted.  Jerome, you do the honors!”
Jerome stood up with arms stretched out impossibly to his sides.

“Marksmen dismissed!”
Elsewhere, Hidaya Sinclair was now completely exhausted from all the running she had been doing.  She’d had to use as little energy as possible so her ex-lover, Skip Mantel and the rest of his powersuits could not find her.  The sweat off her brow was blinding her eyesight.  With her vision out of commission at the moment, she had not noticed when she stepped off the curb.  She had barely enough time to see the red pickup veering towards her; by then, it was too late…
Bill, who was driving, had dropped his country music cassette tape so he could not have seen the meerkat quick enough to turn.  A big piece of the bumper had shorn off as the truck went for a somersault.  The metal went through the calf on her left leg. Bill’s truck came to a stop on its side.  His seat belt had torn and now he was lying on broken glass.  He climbed out through the other window which was now above him.  He peeked out the window and was horrified when he saw the girl in the middle of the street with a large piece of metal in her leg.  His pant leg got caught on the door handle and ripped dropping him hard on the asphalt.  He turned over on his belly and crawled over to the girl.
“Oh my god, what’ve I done!”
He thought harshly to himself and then said
“Miss, are you alright?”
She pulled a gun on him and screamed
“Back off!  You people are not going to get me, okay!  You are not going to win; you’re gonna …”

She passed out from the pain.  He checked her pulse quickly and removed the jagged metal.

“Well, you didn’t cut any big veins. What the?”
The gash quickly closed up; all the flesh, skin and fur grew back in an instant.  He opened up the swat vest she was wearing and found the tattoo just like his own on her right shoulder blade. Looking around for any onlookers, he picked her up and hurried home.  There he could wash her and himself of the blood and then call someone to pick up his truck and have it brought back to the flat.
“It’s a crying shame to meet someone as feisty and pretty as you under these circumstances.”
Jacob was answering a want ad in the newspaper. Coincidentally, it was at the bar where he and the guys drank at when he first moved in.  This was also where he met Cherry the cheetah.  Sure enough, there she was sitting in the same spot from last time.  He walked up behind her and said
“Well, fancy seeing you here.”
She turned around and looked up.
“Well, if it isn’t Hero Boy.  Have a seat.”
She moved her purse so he could sit down.

“Thanks, but I was just answering this want ad.”
She looked at the paper.

“Oh, well then you want him.”
She pointed in the direction of the bartender with her smoking hand.

“But I seriously doubt he’d give out a free blow job.”
She taunted him with a cigarette and winked.  He chuckled nervously and walked away.  The bartender was a surly-looking seal wearing a white shirt that looked like it had been slept in and a worn-out sailor’s hat that must’ve seen better days.
“HEy yo, barkeep!”
“Okay, who pissed in your glass?”
“No one, I’m just inquiring on this want ad here.”
“Oh, I see; you want to piss in someone else’s glass.”
“No, I want a job protecting your people who piss in glasses from the people who drink from them.”
The seal stopped scrubbing the glass and looked at Jacob suspiciously.

“You’re talking about security, right?”
He missed the look.

“Hell yeah!”
The bartender looked around with just his eyes and then he put the glass on the bar and said
“We can talk in back.”
He directed Jacob over to a room behind the bar.  Jake went in first; the barkeep signaled one of the bouncers over.  He sat on a box while Jacob stood by the door.
“So you want a job do you?”
He pulled out a knife and pointed it at Jacob.  He was bewildered by this sudden aggression; the bouncer grabbed him from behind.  The barkeep cut him on the gut and waited.  He pulled open Jacob’s jacket and saw his fears were correct.
“I knew it, I knew it, goddamn freaks!”
He backhanded Jacob.
“Haven’t I already paid you my protection?”
He cut Jacob deeper but it still closed up as fast.
“Look at this you fucking freak!  That’s your fucking blood! look how much of it is on my knife!”
Suddenly, there was a sickening crack.  The bouncer released Jacob and fell to the floor completely knocked out.  Cherry had struck him with a bat the barkeep kept behind the counter.
“Cherry, what the hell are you doing?!  Can’t you see he’s one of them!”
“No you’re mistaken.  It’s not him!”
“Cherry, please!”
“No, Pete!”
She thought fast.

“Search him, look for the M.  Everyone who works for Marks has it tattooed on their right shoulders!  If he has it, then you kill him.”
“You sit still, I don’t want you having no accidents on my knife!”
He pulled down Jacob’s jacket and looked on his right shoulder, but found nothing; he tried the other just to make sure he didn’t get the body parts wrong.
“Well, a man’s entitled to his own mistakes.”
He put away the knife and Jacob punched him in his fat gut. 
“There; now we’re even.”
“Understood.  Ow…”
“Now, could someone please tell me just what the fuck is going on!”
Hidaya slowly began to wake up.  Her mind was racing.  Too much unfair shit happening already; this was the first real sleep she’d had since she washed up on shore.  Now, just where the hell was she sleeping anyway?  First thing she noticed was that she was in a bed, the second thing was she’s naked (yet again) lastly someone was in the shower.  She got out of bed as quietly as she could taking the blanket to cover herself.  Then, she heard the shower turn off.  She hid by the door.  Bill came out of the bathroom.  She jumped on him, snapped his neck then powered up an energy blast blowing his head clean off.  It’s only then she realized what she had just done.  Suddenly, the body disintegrated into a pool of blood.
“Well, it sure looks like you did a number on me.”
She turned with a start but calmed down when she saw into his warm brown eyes.
“I figured when you pulled that gun on me you would’ve tried something so I sent my clone out first.”

“A clone?”
“Yes, I have the tattoo just like you; I can clone myself using my blood.”

He walked by her and crouched over to clean up the blood. “Ah, this won’t do.”
he whispered to himself.  He got up to get more towels and found her blocking his way.  He moved to one side and she blocked him again this time moving closer.  She let go of the blanket she was covering herself with, wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him on the mouth.  Of course, he let her.  They remained in this embrace for several seconds on end.  They finally separated to let each other breathe; this time she had a naughty, seductive look on her face.  She grabbed his towel, licked him on the nose and pushed him with one leg so that the towel came off as he fell into bed.  He moved back a little to make himself comfortable. She got on top of him and kissed him again.  He stopped her briefly.

“I can’t really be with a girl unless I know her name.”
she whispered into his ear.

“It’s Hidaya.”
“Hidaya, okay then.”
She adeptly positioned herself over his groin and rubbed her hot pink labia on him to get him hard.  He was soon finding himself becoming mesmerized by her beauty.  Her red hair, her green eyes, her glorious breasts which fit nicely in his hands.  She was falling for his looks too.  His brown eyes, his fine-cut gray fur, his rocker-style hair.  They embraced each other closely as he penetrated her warmth.  Her sharp claws, which many times before had been used to dispatch her enemies, were raking across his chest.  He was suckling her right nipple.  He was enjoying it’s feel against his tongue and he loved the way she laughed when she felt a tooth.  Her very unique smell was intoxicating.  He kissed her on the neck.  He licked her neck and her breast.  Her hands moved to shoulders as they began to pick up pace.  His hands moved down to her firm ass.  He thrust harder and deeper.  Precum already began pouring from him.  she broke free of his grasp and righted herself as adopted her more familiar cowgirl position.  She soon had her hands on his headboard.  She was contorting in a very sexual form.  This was the final straw.  His tongue flopped comically to the side as he released himself inside her.  She held on firmly as his seed shot into her.
“Oh, god!”

He gasped.  She fell beside him nuzzling his cheek.  He watched as she one of her hands moved to her crotch.  She reacted slightly and her fingers came back sticky with his cum.  She wiped them on his chest and licked him clean while keeping her seductive eyes on him.
“Holy shit!  You’re a beast!”

She laughed at his unorthodox compliment.
Meanwhile, down at the Harbor Playhouse, Jonathan was steaming hot with anger.  He just found out he’d been bumped down to understudy.  The person taking his place, of course, had never been sick a day in their life.  He was sitting on a crate up on the roof of the theatre.  He got up to go back down when he noticed some type of glow.  He realized it was coming from the crate he’d been sitting on.  He picked up the crate and there it was… another shard.  He contemplated first whether or not he should pick it up; he did.
End of chapter v

