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Chapter One

It was early and I was out around the side of the house, sipping lukewarm coffee as I filtered rainwater. Purifying water was always tedious. True, you could boil it in bulk if you wanted – over a fire in a stainless steel pot – but boiling wasn’t a perfect method for purification. As long as my supply held out, I liked to use Sawyer water filters, mid-sized bottles about the length of a football full of hollow fiber micro-tubes lined with little pores. The filters generally lasted about five years apiece and, seeing as how the sporting goods store in town had shelves upon shelves of them, I wasn’t going to run dry anytime soon.

But yeah, it was tedious. Filling the filter bottle from my rainwater barrels then squirting it into five-gallon jugs, twenty-four ounces at a time. After an hour, my hands damn near cramped into claws. When I sipped my coffee, my hands shook so bad it sloshed over the mug. It was well worth the effort, though. With Kiernan in the house, now I needed to purify enough water for three.

Kiernan – like she sensed I was thinking about her – came around the corner a moment later, a light sweat giving her fair skin a fine sheen. The short, twenty-four-year-old former ballerina wore a sleeveless white tank top, tight on her skin, matted with grime and dirty handprints and damp with sweat, plus a pair of cutoff denim shorts and workboots, double-tied, scuffed sweat socks coiled halfway up her calves. She’d been busy with the chickens and still had the rusted tin feed bucket in her hand, empty save for some sparse bits of wheat middlings and rice clinging to the bottom. She kept her Glock holstered on her belt, next to her silver longsword, tucked into its supple leather scabbard.

She dropped the feed bucket into the grass then leaned on the rainwater barrel and ran her fingers through her silky dark long hair and sighed loudly. “Those are some greedy chickens,” she smiled, her Texas twang a bit more pronounced this morning than usual. “Little buggers spent more time pecking each other than they did pecking at their breakfast.”

“As long as they didn’t peck you,” I laughed, squeezing another twenty-four ounces into the five-gallon jug.

“I’m a Texas gal, Bobby,” she answered, holding up her hands and wiggling her fingers. “My little digits have been pecked by their fair share of chickens in my younger years.”

She pushed off the barrel, back onto the heels of her boots, then lifted her hands over her head, stretching. She bent left at her waist, causing the tank top to ride up her belly, her abs tight and fit and white as fresh snow.

“How’d the hens do?” I asked.

“Six fresh eggs between them,” she said, bending at the waist in the opposite direction and stretching again. I smiled when I saw hints of her white lace panty straps riding up her hip. “I cleaned out the coop after I gathered them up.”

I shook my head, smirking. “It’s going to get hot today, don’t work yourself too hard this early.”

Kiernan looked at me crookedly then gestured to the sky. “With this breeze?” She waved me off. “It’s got to be eight degrees cooler than yesterday.”

“Just you wait,” I smiled. She wasn’t used to the mountain climate yet. She probably didn’t even notice the humidity swelling slightly under that cool breeze, but I did. “Twenty bucks says you’re sweating buckets by noon.”

Upstairs, we heard Morgan up in the master bedroom. Another coughing fit, wet and ragged and productive, like she had muddy water in her lungs. I frowned. “Poor thing.”

As much as I would have loved for our first three days together to have been nothing more than a constant romp in my bedroom, Morgan had come down with a nasty cold on Kiernan’s first night at the house. She went to bed with the sniffles and a scratchy throat. By morning, her eyelids were caked with crust and her nostrils were leaking snot like busted water pipes.

Luckily, me and Kiernan hadn’t caught it from her. Much to Morgan’s dismay, Kiernan hadn’t actually shared our bed on her first night here. “It’s not that I don’t want to,” she’d smirked, “but I just want to get myself adjusted first. Give me a night or two, then we can make a crowded bed.”

Staying in the guest bedroom, Kiernan was spared, but even though I’d slept right next to Morgan throughout the night, I dodged her illness, too. It was just my immune system, I guess; even when I was a kid, I almost never got sick, not even during flu season. Even if I did catch a bug, it never amounted to more than a sore throat, if that.

“I’ll go up and check on her,” Kiernan said once Morgan’s coughing fit subsided.

“No, hang back, I’ll get it,” I answered. “It takes a lot for me to get sick.”

“Nah, I’ll risk it,” Kiernan pressed. “You’ve been waiting on our blonde bombshell hand and foot lately. Keep pressing your luck and you actually will catch something.”

“You sure?” I asked.

Kiernan swaggered up to me, her boots crunching in the grass, then got up on her tiptoes and patted me on the cheek. “I’m sure,” she said, then surprised me with a quick peck on the lips.

She ran her hand across my chest as she walked past me. I looked back, watching her over my shoulder, her tight denim cutoff shorts catching my eye, her weapons rattling quietly on her hip. As she rounded the corner, out of sight, I squirted another twenty-four ounces of water into the jug and smiled to myself.

Yup, I really was the luckiest guy on Earth.

*****

Finally, I’d filled the five-gallon jug then topped it with a stopper. My hands were aching by then, but my manual labor was all but done for the day. With the water purified, I could move on to more pressing work.

Like trying to find a spell that could kill a dragon.

No, it wasn’t manual labor, but merely thinking about diving back into that encyclopedic spell book gave me a headache. It might not have been as hard on my back as digging ditches, but it was a slog in and of itself. Although the spell book’s enchantment translated the angry-looking runes and shapes into plain English, that didn’t account for text size.

I learned that the hard way. After breezing through a few pages – plain-sized text, same size as a typical book on your shelf – I soon encountered shifts in the font size, sometimes dramatic. Some pages had extra-large text, almost the size of the big text you’d see in a children’s book. Then there were entire chapters with text so small that I could barely differentiate the letters.

The pages with the miniature text were impossible to read with a naked eye, so I headed into town, the college specifically, and scored a few magnifying glasses from a chemistry supply closet.

It still wasn’t good enough. I hoofed it back to town, down to a jewelry store, where I found a jeweler’s loupe. It was a squat, cylindrical magnifier used to spot even the most minute flaws in diamonds and gemstones. The loupe worked, and though I was finally able to read the mini-text, doing so for more than a few minutes at a time made it feel like someone was driving hot pins into my eyeballs.

Stop complaining, I scolded myself. Better a headache than drowning in dragon fire, bro.

I sighed, dried off my hands, then started to psych myself up for a morning of migraines and spell incantations.

“We got a problem,” Kiernan said, meeting me on the back porch as I came back with the five-gallon jug balanced on my shoulder. She was leaning against the porch railing, arms crossed, her long black hair pulled into a ponytail draped over her bare left shoulder, darkness contrasted against her fair, lightly freckled skin. Her glasses had slid halfway down the bridge of her nose, her big brown eyes rising over the rims.

“What’s up?” I asked.

“Morgan needs more medicine,” Kiernan said. “Her fever’s not quite as bad, but her congestion seems to have gotten worse, if you can believe that. We’re almost out of that purple cold-and-flu stuff we’ve been giving her.”

I winced, frowning. Normal, over-the-counter medicine was never something I thought to keep around. With my sturdy immune system, it just never occurred to me. Back after the vanishing, I raided the pharmacy in town, but mainly for first aid supplies. Bandages, painkillers, some antibiotics, splints and the like, but little that would take the edge off the common cold or flu.

Not for the first time, I considered another way I might be able to cure Morgan’s illness: The spell book. Healing magic. I’d used it on Kiernan for her hangover a few days ago and it had worked like a charm.

When Morgan first got sick, I pored over the healing magic chapter, looking for a quick fix, but all I found were spells out of my skill range. Treating the symptoms of a hangover was fairly straightforward – easing a headache, body fatigue, and nausea – and the spell I used was listed as a beginner’s spell. I’d lessened Kiernan’s hangover symptoms, rather than cure them completely, and besides, Kiernan had a few hours’ sleep after I cast the spell, giving her body that much more time to rebound. (Not to mention puking her guts out, emptying the poison from her stomach.)

Treating a common cold – let alone a bad fever – was a touch more intricate. The spells that might clear up mild upper respiratory infection – which Morgan almost certainly had – or break a fever were just too complicated for my skill level. Casting them might even prove dangerous. The spell to break her fever, for instance, could lower her body temperature to hypothermic levels if I didn’t cast it correctly. I didn’t even want to think what sort of damage I might do to her lungs if I miscast a spell trying to treat the infection.

“Alright,” I said. “I’ll handle it. The pharmacy down in East Stroudsburg is still stocked, last time I checked. I’ll head down and grab whatever we need.”

She cocked an eyebrow, a dark crescent over her wireframes. “I’m actually surprised you didn’t loot the place down to the last Tylenol,” she said.

“Like I said, I don’t get sick often,” I explained. “Why would I take stuff I didn’t need?”

“Barter makes the world go ‘round these days,” Kiernan said. “I met folks on the road who’d give their left arm for some good medicine.” She paused, smiling. “Maybe both arms for some good coffee.”

I shrugged. “I have all I need right here,” I said. “Besides, maybe somebody would come along who needs that medicine. That’s why I never completely looted the place, ya know. I figured it would be better to leave some supplies behind just in case anybody happened to come across it.”

Her smile grew sharper, her pink lips faintly shining in the sunlight. She tugged on her ponytail, pulling it tighter over her shoulder then playfully twirling the end. “In a world of cutthroats and monsters and Lord-knows-what-else, here you are, putting other people first.”

She took a step toward me, that dark crescent of her eyebrow cocking a half-inch higher over her glasses, a naughty smirk on her face.

“It’s not hard to be good to people,” I said. “Treating them like crap just creates more headaches, anyway.”

“But it’s not just some pragmatic thing with you,” she said, closing the distance between us, still tugging playfully on her ponytail. “It’s something that comes naturally to you, I can tell.”

I paused, a sudden bolt of guilt shooting through my chest.

I remembered him. My last visitor before seeking out Morgan…the blood-splatter dotting his beard stubble…

“It doesn’t always come naturally,” I said regretfully. “But I think I’m learning.”


Chapter Two

She stepped just a little closer – there wasn’t much space left between us to begin with – and she stood toe-to-toe with me, gazing upward, the diminutive ballerina almost a full head shorter than me.

All her hard work out in the chicken coops had been a decent workout. I could tell; her arms and legs had a little more definition than usual, lean and strong, yet still oddly soft. The sweat had soaked through her tank top and now, standing directly below the sun beaming down on the back porch, I realized the shirt had almost become see-through, or it would have been, if not for the grime and dirt staining the fabric. Her bra peeked out, the black straps sliding out from beneath the stained white top, dark beneath the white cotton, nearly as dark as the ponytail draped over her shoulder.

I couldn’t help but touch her, to run my hand down her bare shoulder, down along her arm, trailing down her forearm until I caught her fingers, tangling them in mine.

Kiernan’s free hand shot to my waist, resting on my belt, her fingers working curiously upward, pushing up beneath my T-shirt, fingernails grazing lightly across my stomach.

I thought back to the first – and so far only – time we’d made love. Out by the corral where my breeding bull Inky was grazing, Kiernan had practically frozen in my arms once things began to get hot.  She admitted she’d never been with a man before – only those fellow dancers she’d been living with in Chicago, all women – and the anxiety threatened to get the better of her.

I told her to imagine that it was all like a dance, to follow my lead.

And it seemed that Kiernan was desperately ready for another dance this morning.

Before I knew it, I was leaning down, tilting her chin up, pushing my lips on hers, Kiernan moaning softly as my beard stubble tickled her lips. I released my grip on her fingers and slid my arm around her waist, my fingers sliding up her tank top, rolling across her smooth skin until I settled my palm on the small of her back, pressing firmly against her spine.

Kiernan tugged at my belt. I leaned in, kissing her deeper, the muted heat pulsing between us threatening to turn into a blaze at any moment.

It had been too long, too achingly long since the last time we touched each other. After Morgan got sick, we’d all been sleeping separately. Kiernan remained in her guest bedroom and I took another. Since she’d gotten sick, Morgan had been sleeping almost violently, coughing and hacking and thrashing in her sleep, and while I wasn’t afraid of catching what she had, I didn’t want to wake up with a black eye.

With Morgan stuck in the master bedroom alone, me and Kiernan agreed that it wouldn’t have been right for us to share a bed.

“As much as I’d like to slip under the covers with you,” Kiernan had said, “I’d rather we wait until Morgan’s back on her feet. If she’s sleeping alone, we should, too.”

Though I agreed with her completely, that didn’t help the coiled frustration simmering inside me. I’d had a taste of Kiernan that day by the corral and I was aching for another. Yet, with Morgan needing our attention as well as the normal day-to-day chores around the house, plus my work with the spell book, Kiernan and I hadn’t had a quiet moment together in days.

Until now.

I pulled her closer to me, her body against my chest, grunting as I brushed her ponytail back, away from her shoulder, and ran my hand down that smooth black silk.

Kiernan kept tugging at my belt, with two hands now, her fingers creeping insistently toward my belt buckle, ready to loosen it…but then I noticed something.

A breeze came down off the mountaintop, but it was a heavy breeze, thick and dewy and hot, almost swampy. The humidity had been pulsing beneath the cool air all morning, but now it grew thicker. It lingered after the breeze and the sweat on my skin felt that much stickier.

Breaking our kiss, I looked to the north, toward the mountaintop, an immense slate fang against the sky. There were black clouds brewing behind it.

Storm clouds.

Just before Kiernan could loosen my belt buckle, I took her by the wrists and guided her hands away, a regretful smile on my lips.

“We can’t, not right now,” I said. “If I’m going to hit up the pharmacy for Morgan’s medicine, I’ll have to do it now.”

That hesitation Kiernan had felt during our first romantic encounter was nowhere to be found now. She responded with confidence, a sensual sort of swagger. “Trust me, we’ll only need ten minutes or so…” and she began to reach for my belt again.

Hard as it was, I had to stop her again. I laughed, then held her by the hips. I nodded back, toward the storm clouds brewing on the northern horizon. “There’s a storm coming,” I said. “With clouds like that, with this humidity, it’s probably going to be nasty. Downpours, thunder and lightning, all that good stuff.”

“Ugh,” Kiernan grunted, disappointed. “Well, that stinks, but you might as well get moving then. Morgan’s going to need those meds, not right now, but soon.”

I was tempted to use portal magic to get into town, but my skills just weren’t there yet. Opening a portal at that distance without an anchor was too dangerous at my experience level. I’d risk having an unstable exit portal and I didn’t want it slamming shut as I was stepping through it.

I looked back at the brewing storm clouds and frowned. “Yeah, I gotta hustle up. Even if I’m riding hard, it’ll take me about an hour each way.”

Even as I said this, the clouds seemed to grow thicker, larger on the horizon, black and ominous.

Kiernan sighed and laid her head on my shoulder. “Well, I hope you have a rain slicker.”


Chapter Three

I pedaled hard down winding bike paths in the wooded hills, once run dirt-bald from constant mountain bikers zipping past, now just foot-wide ruts snaking down the mountainside. It was hard going, but shortcuts up in the hills were rarely easygoing, and though my ass cheeks were raw from bouncing on that unforgiving bike seat, it kept me that much farther ahead of the coming storm.

The clouds were outpacing me, however, encroaching blackness creeping ever closer, warm humid wind gusts nipping at my heels from the north. I rode fast, but as carefully as I could; I’d brought a drone with me, but with the storm coming fast, I didn’t have much time to deploy it to scout the hills ahead.

I had my rifle strapped to my back, my pistol holstered on my belt, my machete at my side, holy water ready to go, the crucifix with the sharpened points, and the drone kit tied to the side of the bike, nestled safely in its protective casing. I paused to catch my breath and slug water from my canteen. I looked back, at the clouds swirling over the trees behind me, and distant lightning cracked across the northern sky, thunder booming seconds later.

It’s still a few miles behind me, I thought. But it seems like it's speeding up.

I tucked my canteen away and stood on the pedals, pumping my legs hard until my thighs ached, and with about a mile-and-a-half to go before the biking path would meet the main road into East Stroudsburg, I spotted black smoke rising up from the trees ahead.

I squeezed the brakes, tire treads skipping in the thin rut. There was a fire ahead, somewhere in the trees, not far from the path. I’d been so worried about the storm behind me that I’d neglected to see what lay ahead of me. A goddamn rookie mistake.

With the storm coming, I wasn’t overly worried about the fire spreading – besides, we had enough rain these past few weeks that actual wildfires were highly unlikely – but what concerned me was how the fire started in the first place.

There hadn’t been lightning around here yet. Hadn’t been for days. If there was a fire burning in the hills, it meant someone started it.

Or something started it.

“Shit,” I grumbled. So much for staying ahead of the storm.

I quietly got off the bike and hit the kickstand, letting it lean at the edge of the rut, then got my rifle ready. Once it was cocked and loaded with holy water smeared on the bore, I paused to consider whether or not it was worth breaking out the drone.

The trees were dense in the hills. Just by setting up the drone, I might make enough noise to catch the attention of whoever – or whatever – started that fire.

Okay, so the drone was a no-go. I left it strapped to the bike then crept forward, crouching in the bushes, watching my step as I made my way toward the smoke. Ten yards into the trees, I smelled burning leaves, smoldering wood. Glowing red embers gusted up through the trees among the black smoke.

I paused when I heard the growl, a deep guttural churning sound, like magma roiling in the Earth’s veins. I was sweating now – the heat grew more intense the closer I got – and looked to right, where a fiery tongue lapped up a tall chestnut tree, engulfing half the trunk and lighting up the lower-hanging branches.

A figure sat cross-legged about five yards from the tree, big and bulky, skin black as volcanic rock, but cracked, bright red fire pulsing through the crisscrossing fissures. Its head was bald. Curved horns jutted out from the temples, thrusting forward like spikes. Fire crackled in the creature’s eye sockets and immense, talon-tipped black wings stretched out from between its shoulder blades.

A Balor, I thought grimly. A goddamn fire demon.

The Balor laughed darkly as the fire blazed up the tree, devouring it, fresh dark smoke plumes twisting in the sky, like a harbinger for the dark storm clouds creeping in from the north.

Slowly, quietly, I brought my rifle to bear. Now, I was actually glad the storm was coming. Not only would it douse the fires the Balor had already set, but the rain would snuff out whatever blaze the demon left in its wake when I killed it; once a Balor took a mortal wound, it would self-destruct, going off like a napalm blast.

I breathed in, breathed out, slowly and meditatively as I sighted the demon in my scope, my sights trained right between its demonic, fiery eyes.

A heartbeat before I could squeeze the trigger, a random observation occurred to me: Elemental demons rarely travel alone. If I’m lucky, there won’t be any other –

Before I could finish the thought, an intense cold wind gusted against my back, a burning kind of cold, frozen lips giving me a frostbite kiss on the back of my neck. I winced, my jaw clenched, realizing that the Balor hadn’t traveled alone.

The Balor turned its head toward me, hearing rustling in the bushes, but it was too late: I squeezed the trigger and the holy water-dosed round cracked a hole right through the Balor’s coal-black dome.

I spun toward the ice demon behind me, or tried to. My ankles flared with pain as my body spun but my boots – now frozen to the ground – didn’t budge. The Wendigo loomed over me, long black hair flecked with ice chunks, its broad, shirtless, muscular torso ice-blue, rippling with muscle, its deep blue eyes shimmering darkly with frozen doom.

I wiggled out of my boots, frozen stiff in the grass, but the moment I got loose the Wendigo raised its right hand, its fingers melding together, sharpening into an icicle as long and sharp as a lance. It swung the blade toward me. I dodged it but caught my foot on an exposed tree root and stumbled backward, my rifle falling from my grip, my machete bouncing off my hip and my crucifix falling into some higher grass.

The Wendigo rushed me again. I evaded its blows by inches each time. Instinctively, I grabbed my pistol and unloaded half the magazine at the demon, but to little effect; I’d never doused the pistol with holy water, and since the demon was a supernatural creature, normal weapons were all but useless against it.

Figuring it had me dead to rights, the Wendigo smiled, its pale blue lips peeling back, revealing teeth like frozen stalactites.

Off in the trees ahead, the Balor’s body convulsed in the grass. The corpse would blow any second now.

I had an idea.

I recited a portal incantation then thrust one open palm toward the Wendigo just as it lunged at me. At the same time, I pointed my other hand toward the Balor. Every muscle in my body cramped at once as I opened the portals – the entrance in front of the Wendigo, the exit situated just over the Balor’s burning corpse.

The Wendigo stumbled into the portal before it could catch itself. Instantaneously, it staggered through the exit, face-planting right atop the Balor’s convulsing corpse, demonic fire lapping up at the ice demon’s face. The ice demon twisted this way and that, rendered weak by the flames, unable to escape them. When it tried getting back to its feet, it stumbled like a baby deer trying to stand for the first time then fell right back into the flames.

The fire lapped at the ice demon, kissing its pale blue skin until it began to melt, weeping ice water like a snowman left in the sun, until its skin began to split, water turning to steam wafting up from the cracks.

A thin, cruel smile spread across my lips as I watched the Wendigo burn.

Serves you right, Jack Frost.

The Wendigo shrieked in agony, a sound like brittle ice sheets snapping into pieces, and before it could attempt to push away from the burning corpse, the Balor exploded. I rolled into the dirt, my face buried in the grass, and growled in pain as the heat blazed through the air. A ball of fire belched into the sky, blowing trees down or flatly uprooting them, and I curled up into a ball, praying a burning tree trunk wouldn’t come crashing down onto my back.

Once the chaos settled, I dared to look up. Black smoke choked the trees – those that were still standing, that is. The Balor’s explosion had turned this little glade into an ash heap. The fires were spreading to the surrounding trees, but within moments, rain began to spit down from overhead. The storm was starting. The fires would be snuffed out before they could spread.

Miraculously, I wasn’t burned at all. I gathered my lost gear – though it was a bitch pulling my frozen boots out of the dirt – then hoofed it back to my bike, breathing a sigh of relief as I walked, realizing that I’d come very, very close to making my last rookie mistake.

You’ve got to be better than this, I scolded myself. It’s not just you anymore, pal. You’ve got Morgan and Kiernan waiting back at the house, so maybe carry yourself like a professional.

I hopped back on my bike and started down the path once more, determined to never make such a stupid mistake again.


Chapter Four

From then on, I took my time heading into town. The storm was rolling in. No need to rush, I knew I was going to get drenched either way. Better to take my time than hit a slick spot and go hydroplaning off the side of the road.

It was miserable. The rain started off spitting but within minutes it became a deluge, coming down in sheets to the point where I could barely see twenty feet ahead. My boots were still frozen solid from the Wendigo’s magic – I’d knotted the laces together then tied the boots to the bike’s frame – and pedaled in soaked socks the rest of the way, the pedals leaving my feet raw and aching.

The storm followed me right into town, growing more intense with each passing moment, ominous coal-black clouds rendering the morning near into darkness save for intermittent lightning flashes that cracked the sky, so bright that I saw stars afterward. The thunderstorm blew the humidity right out of the air and rather than sweating buckets, the downpouring rain left me shivering so badly that my teeth chattered.

I pulled up to the pharmacy soaked to the bone and angry, wishing I could have another go with those elemental demons just to watch them suffer. I kicked the front door open with a scowl on my face, a flashlight in one hand, my machete in the other, practically desperate to stumble upon some unfortunate orc or goblin just so I could have the satisfaction of taking my anger out on someone.

The pharmacy was still well-stocked. If there’d been any travelers that had happened past it, they didn’t take anything worth noticing. I opened my backpack then went to the cold and flu aisle and stuffed the bag with decongestants and aspirin, Tylenol and Ibuprofen, anything that might tamper down a fever, cough medicine and a dozen bottles of Sudafed.

Still, I made sure to leave plenty behind for anyone who might stumble in later. I brought enough to get Morgan through her current illness then a solid supply of meds for the future then moved on to the small food aisle a few rows over.

While I had all the essentials back at the house, I assumed Morgan might enjoy a little comfort food. I nabbed some small boxes of Lipton noodle soup – that stuff lasted forever, just dried noodles and broth mix, nothing that would go rotten – then some saltine crackers. Those were a bit dated, but I figured they were safe. Next, I nabbed a few old cans of ginger ale and stuffed them into the backpack.

Once I was finished, I yanked the zipper shut – the bag was stuffed to the brim – then hooked the backpack over my shoulder, dreading the moment that I’d step back out into the storm.

But on my way out, I something caught my eye. Something that made me smile.

The pharmacy did have a small clothing section, mostly just socks and underwear and plain T-shirts…but the vanishing had occurred right at the beginning of summer.

They hung on swivel racks with cheap little signs that read SUMMER SALE, 20 PERCENT OFF SWIMWEAR! One-piece and two-piece bikinis, bright pink bikinis and cherry-red swimming tops and black nylon thongs with thong strings nearly as thin as a lock of hair.

Morgan had been a beach bunny back before the vanishing. And while there wasn’t much beach to be found up here in the mountains, Otter Pond might do in a pinch.

Grinning, I grabbed a spare backpack from a nearby rack – the advertisement read, SUMMER SEMESTER SAVINGS FOR STUDENTS WITH COLLEGE I.D., complete with a stock photo model posing as a co-ed – then stuffed it with every swimsuit I could find, still smiling all the while, crossing my fingers, wondering if Kiernan might like to join Morgan out by the water sometime.

Back outside, the storm had grown even more ferocious. Minor roads could be flooded. Maybe some larger roads, as well. No shortcuts this time; those biking paths up in the hills would have turned into mudslides by now.

Yet, as I secured the backpacks to the bike, I kept thinking of those cute little thong bikinis zipped up inside, and the ride out of town wasn’t half as miserable as the ride in.

*****

With the rain and the bad roads – not to mention my feet, raw and bloody as ground beef through a meat grinder – it took me almost two hours to get back. I kept tempting myself to use portal magic to speed my way home, but I was drenched like a wet dog and exhausted to the bone; if I opened a portal now, God only knows where I’d end up. At least the clouds weren’t so dark. By the time I finally got back to the house, the rain was still coming down hard, but visibility had improved quite a bit.

Kiernan was waiting for me on the front porch. She’d changed out of her work clothes and cleaned herself up, sporting a black spaghetti strap undershirt showing off a white sliver of her abdomen and a bright pink pair of velvet sweatpants, drawstring tied into a little bow just below her navel, the velvet clinging to her toned thighs and sculpted ass.

She had her hair brushed straight back, black and lustrous, and relief flooded her eyes when she saw me pedaling up through the downpour.

As I rolled the bike under the lower awning and began up the front steps, Kiernan frowned and held up something wide and bright yellow. It took me a moment to realize it was the rain slicker I’d forgotten to bring with me.

I shrugged as I set both backpacks down, water sloshing off me, onto the porch. “To be fair, it probably wouldn’t have made that much of a difference,” I smiled.

When she got a closer look at me, she gasped. “Bobby…what the heck happened to you out there?”

Before I could ask her what she meant, she touched my right cheek, just beneath my eye. Something there throbbed, a bright pulse of pain that made me grunt.

“You’ve got a black eye,” she said, frowning.

I looked over to one of the first-floor windows, stepped closer, and caught my reflection in the glass. She was right. Beneath my right eye there was a big dark purple knot. My eyeball was a bit bloodshot, to boot. I must have gotten it during my tussle with the Wendigo, or maybe when the Balor exploded. Up until now, I hadn’t even felt it. Between the adrenaline then the rain – and, yeah, my excitement over the swimwear – it just hadn’t registered.

“Just a brief encounter with a few elemental beings,” I chuckled. “Nothing to write home about.” I lifted my backpack from the porch floorboards, heavy from the supplies plus the soaking rains. “But I’m fine. We should get upstairs and see if Morgan needs more meds.”

Kiernan shook her head. “I just checked on her, she’s up there sleeping like the dead,” she answered. “Seriously, Bobby, let me get some ice on this. And gosh, look at you, you’re shivering.”

I was. Quite badly, at that. Now that I was off the bike and out of the rain, the shivers were coming on strong. I almost found myself yearning for the humidity earlier in the day. When I tried to respond to Kiernan, my teeth chattered so violently I could barely speak.

Without another word, Kiernan pushed me into the house. The living room was a touch warmer than outside, but I shivered all the same.

“Arms up,” she said.

I raised my arms over my head and she grabbed my T-shirt and yanked it off, water slopping off it like a wet rag.

“And where the heck are your boots?” she asked, exasperated when she realized I was only wearing socks, bloody at the toes.

“W-W-Wendigo ice spell,” I spat out.

She shook her head and ducked into the laundry room, coming back with a towel. “Strip, rookie mage,” she said. “Towel yourself off while I find you something warm to wear. Is there a heater or something lying around?”

I pointed toward the kitchen with one trembling finger. “Mudroom,” I said through my chattering teeth, then took the towel off her and kicked off my jeans as I wrapped the towel around my shoulders.

She returned with the small space heater – plugged into the solar outlets with a fifty-foot power cord, bright yellow, construction-site tough – and set it at my feet as I peeled off my boxers, shivering, the towel soaking up the rainwater on my back.

Reflexively, I shot my hand between my legs, covering my privates.

Kiernan laughed. “It’s nothing I haven’t seen before,” she remarked.

“Shrinkage,” I laughed.

She furrowed her brow and cocked her head to the side. “Say what now?”

“I take it you weren’t a fan of Seinfeld back in the day.”

“That old show about the comedian or something, right?”

I shook my head, still shivering, but the warmth was getting back into my limbs. “Actually, forget about it,” I laughed as I tied the towel around my waist and fell backward, onto the couch, yawning almost violently.

Kiernan flipped the switch on the space heater and it vibrated lightly as the coils began to heat up. She frowned, looking at my bloody socks again. I’d forgotten to take them off.

Kiernan got down on her knees in front of me. I shook my head, trying to wave her off. “Here, I got ‘em…”

“You’ve had a long day,” she smiled. She pulled off my left sock, then the right, frowning more sharply when she got a good look at my ragged, bloody bare feet. “Sit here and hang tight, mister. I’m going to find you some comfortable pajamas then I’ll do what I can to clean up your feet before you get an infection. Afterward, I’ll fix you something to eat.”

“Eh, if you’re going to go through the trouble of making me something, it might as well be coffee,” I said.

“Coffee? Now?”

Despite the dark skies, the day was still relatively young. It was still early in the afternoon. “I’ve got work to do,” I said, yawning again. “I want to get through at least ten pages of the spell book before dinner. Plus I should head out to the southeastern quadrant, one of the shotgun mics always gets wonky in heavy rains and –”

She popped up onto her feet, leaned forward, and planted her open palms on my chest. She leaned in close, silencing me with a soft, slow, tender kiss. Her mouth was soft and sweet. She opened her lips, gave me just the briefest taste of her tongue, lightly digging her fingertips into my chest as she did. When our lips parted, her big brown eyes found mine.

“You’re done for the day, rookie mage,” Kiernan said. “You biked to town in a downpour and grabbed all those supplies and – apparently – threw down with a few elemental demons and – ON TOP OF LITERALLY ALL OF THAT! – your goshdarn feet look like they’re about to fall off.”

She crinkled her nose and kissed me on the forehead.

“You, my dear Robert, have more than earned the right to take the rest of the day off,” she said.

I smiled at her, then felt my cock stirring beneath the towel. I couldn’t help it, not after that kiss, not with her palms splayed out on my bare chest, not with her this close to me, her pink lips just inches from my mouth…

“Fine, you’ve twisted my arm,” I laughed. “For the rest of the day, I’ll just take it easy.”

She ran her right hand down across my chest, over my abdomen, then glanced her fingers over the tent pitched beneath my towel. My excitement tingled fiercely, throbbing and eager.

Her smirk was devious, knowing, with a naughty glimmer in her big brown eyes. “Keep the safety on that pistol for now, gunslinger,” she whispered, lightly nibbling on her bottom lip, her Texas twang bleeding subtly into her voice. “Now give me a moment to rummage through your first aid kit before your feet turn rotten and tumble off your ankles.”


Chapter Five

Nestled comfy on the couch, clad in soft linen pajama pants and a warm hooded sweatshirt – plus my feet, cleaned and medicated with ointments, courtesy of Kiernan’s sure hand, her touch like an angel’s – I fell asleep within in minutes.

Sinking into the cushions, I swam in a warm, dreamless slumber for just over thirty minutes before I woke up to the smell of warm bread – still fresh, taken from an MRE – melted butter, and warm chocolate.

“Psst,” Kiernan whispered. “I made you a little something on the hot plate out in the kitchen.”

I cracked my eyes open, grinning as she stood there, a plate of buttered toast in one hand, a big mug of steaming hot chocolate in the other, mocha-dark, with tiny white marshmallows bobbing up and down within.

She set the plate and mug on the lamp table to my left then slid on the couch next to me, her trim toned body pleasantly warm against me as she rested her head on my shoulder. I slid an arm around her waist, my fingers moving across the smoothness of her back to her hip, a sliver bare between her top and her pink pajama velvets.

I sipped the hot chocolate, steaming and good, despite it coming from a packet of Nesquik that had expired nearly three years ago. It went down smooth and warm, the little marshmallows liquifying as they hit my tongue.

As I finished taking that first sip, my face throbbed dully, that shiner under my right eye, but the moment I winced Kiernan produced a small hand towel wrapped over some ice chunks. She pressed it softly against the bruise, holding it there, and within seconds the pain receded.

“You’re too good to me,” I grinned.

She set the ice on the floor and slid her arms around my waist, smiling warmly as she watched me enjoy another sip from my mug. “You’ve earned it, trust me,” she whispered.

I set the mug down then bit into a piece of toast, the butter slathered across the tiny nooks and crannies like melted gold. I held out the toast, offering it to Kiernan. She leaned forward and nibbled a bit off the crust then cuddled up next to me again.

“Has Morgan stirred at all?” I asked.

“She was still asleep when I checked on her, just about twenty minutes ago. She coughed in her sleep a little, but not enough to rouse her.”

“Her fever?”

“Not quite as bad as it was earlier,” she said hopefully. “Maybe with a little luck it’ll break soon.”

That was a relief. Morgan’s illness might have only been improving slowly, but at least it was improving, and with the extra meds I’d scored today, she’d be well on her way back to being healthy.

My appetite whetted from the toast and hot chocolate, my stomach rumbled for more. I devoured the rest of the toast in just a few bites then licked the butter from my fingers, savoring every richly decadent bit, then kicked my feet up onto the coffee table. They ached dully, a reminder of the day’s work I’d already put in, and as Kiernan shifted up to her knees and slid her hands up to my shoulders and began giving me a massage, I sighed pleasantly, fully in the mindset to enjoy the rest of my day off.

Outside, lightning flashed and thunder boomed and the deluge continued anew, but somehow, the raging storm only relaxed me that much more. The sky began to darken again, drowning the living room in an oddly comforting gloom.

“Your shoulders are so tight,” Kiernan whispered, her fingertips kneading my traps, her thumbs pressing deep into my back, just above my shoulder blades. “Scoot forward a little.”

Shifting my ass along the cushion, Kiernan squirmed in behind me, spreading her legs on either side of my hips. She rested her chin on my spine, kissing the base of my neck lightly as she slid her hands up beneath my hoodie, then resumed massaging my bare flesh, kneading my muscles, loosening the knots.

“Oh God that’s incredible,” I groaned, leaning back against her gently.

I felt her breath on the back of my neck. As she dug the tips of her thumbs back into my shoulders, I stifled a yawn, sipped my hot chocolate, then rested my free hand on her right thigh, fingers against the pink velvet pant leg, squeezing gently, my cock stirring as I felt her toned thigh, the feminine muscle, the warmth of her skin beneath the velvet.

Kiernan kissed my neck again, this time alongside the left portion of my throat, then shifted her hands down my back, tickling me slightly as she trailed her fingernails down along my ribcage before moving inward, meeting in the middle, her thumbs working busily but expertly on both sides of my spine.

“That’s it,” Kiernan whispered, her breath growing hotter between the insistent kisses on my neck, her soft lips parting, her tongue rolling across my throat, her lips closing again, as she sucked my neck gently, yet with a quiet, simmering, steadily-increasing eagerness. “Just give yourself to me. Just let yourself enjoy this.”

I turned my head to the side, looking at her face, and she slid her mouth to mine, a warm, deep, open-mouth kiss. I felt intoxicated off the taste of her mouth, her tongue, her lips wet and sweet. I felt her left hand slip down to my waist, then around toward my leg, as if she could sense the throbbing intensity standing upright between my thighs.

Consumed by a sudden, primal rush, I started to shift, to turn around, a hungry half-snarl escaping through my gritted teeth. I was going to grab her by the hips, toss her back-first onto the cushions and tear off every stitch of clothing then –

“Oh no you don’t,” she smirked, guiding my hands back down to her thighs. “Remember what I said: Give yourself to me. Just let yourself enjoy this.”

I nodded, my breath clipped yet heavy, my cock thrumming like a crackling livewire, yet I relaxed, easing my shoulders, easing myself back against her, trusting her.

Kiernan licked her lips then kissed my throat again, the edge of her glasses tickling my ear, and I grunted when I felt her left hand slip around my waist again, once more drifting toward my thighs. She took her time, nibbing and sucking on my neck, rolling her right hand up my hoodie, tickling my chest while she gingerly and patiently walked her fingertips across my leg, toward my inner thigh.

Her hand felt soft and cool as it slipped beneath the waistband of my pajama pants, her smooth touch causing every muscle in my body to snap tight and rigid when she teased the tips of her fingernails up my shaft.

She tightened her grip on my chest, pulling herself a touch higher against my back. She shifted her mouth from my throat to my earlobe, her lips nibbling, parting, her tongue rolling across it before she sucked on it once more.

All the while, I did as she asked, sitting there, giving myself over to her, squeezing her toned thighs through pink velvet as she ran the pad of her left thumb up my cock, right along the center, before tickling me just beneath my hood.

I squeezed her thighs tighter in response, jerking back against her, trying to control myself. She slowly closed her fingers around my cock, applying light pressure, then stroked me down to my root.

Grimacing, trying to speak, I jerked out the words, “I…I thought you…were never with a guy before me…”

She shrugged adorably, flicked her tongue across my ear once more, then answered, “They used to have these videos on the internet, you know, back before the end of the world,” she snickered. “I might have picked up some pointers from them.”

She pulled herself up onto her knees behind me, pressing herself more firmly against my back, but kept her tender grip tight around my cock, stroking me faster.

“You awakened something inside of me, Bobby,” she whispered as she kissed my ear. “Something that I never knew was there.”

She pulled her right hand back, slid it beneath her top, pushed it up, her bare, trim abdomen the color of pristine white marble. I glanced back, swallowing hard. She pushed her shirt up to her bra, tugged the bra down, her nipples bright pink and eager

“Since you first touched me, I’ve been dreaming of doing things,” she whispered. She squeezed my cock at the base, then rolled her clenched fingers back up to my hood, her lips quivering in delight when she felt my precum on her fingertips. “I’ve been dreaming about doing things I never thought I’d be able to do before…things I didn’t even know I wanted to do, until now…”

With a smooth, almost serpentine fluidity, the ballerina shifted around me deftly until she faced me, straddling me, her left hand still wrapped tight around my lust. She kissed me, running her right hand up along the side of my face, tickling my stubble, the wet smack of her lips ringing in my ears.

She slid herself back, down across me, coming down on her knees, kneeling before me, and she flipped my pajama pants up and over my cock then wrapped a second hand around it.

She leaned forward, kissed the underside of my hood, then smiled deliciously. “Just sit back and enjoy me, rookie mage.”


Chapter Six

Leaning back against the couch, I ran one hand through her raven hair, silky smooth and black as night, feeling each individual strand slip through my fingers as Kiernan licked her lips then pressed them against my cock, kissing my tip, smearing my precum across her pink lips until they glistened.

She paused for a moment, turning an uneasy, somewhat unsure glance my way, then eased her lips away from my cock, just by an inch or so.

“Just promise me something,” she said.

“Anything,” I answered.

She ran one hand through her dark hair, flashing a nervous smile. Her brown chestnut eyes grew wide behind her glasses, eager but nervous. “If you think I need some pointers, don’t hesitate to let me know,” she said, almost under her breath.

I reached forward, touched her cheek slowly, ran the pad of my thumb across her skin, to her lips, then brushed it crosswise along her pink mouth. She gasped as I touched her lips then – without blinking, nor breaking eye contact – caught my thumb in the corner of her mouth.

Her lips tightened around it. My cock throbbed in her grip as she took my thumb deeper, along her tongue, which slowly rolled around my digit teasingly, a hint of what she was planning to do to me.

Slowly, I pulled my thumb free, letting out a satisfied grunt as I watched her saliva shining slick all the way down to my knuckle.

“You’ll do great,” I whispered, keeping my open palm on her cheek, a reassuring touch as she leaned forward, one eyebrow cocked seductively over her glasses, her confidence growing as she moved her lips within a breath of my cock.

Her eyes shifted back down to my tip. She added her free hand back to my shaft around my base and slid her fingers upward, squeezing as she went, causing me to wince and grunt and shift in the cushions as she worked her way back up to my hood.

Just as a fresh bead emerged from my tip, Kiernan opened her lips and took me inside. She closed her lips tight around my hood, causing me to grip the armrest tight in my fist as she rolled her tastebuds over my hole, whimpering in quiet satisfaction as she tasted my discharge, her throat shifting, lips tightening further as she swallowed the bead.

Her eyebrow still cocked, those gleaming chestnuts still staring into my eyes, Kiernan slowly began to take me deeper, her lips sealed tight around my mass, her fingers stroking ahead of her lips, turning my entire cock into one long, tingling nerve ending.

She released me, leaning back on her knees, just long enough to finish pulling her shirt up over her head, tossing it aside, her bra following soon after. She leaned forward again as she took me back into her grip – a subtle movement that made her tits squeeze together, fair and firm, her nipples like hard candies – and once more lowered her mouth toward me.

She shifted higher on her knees, wanting to take me deeper this time. I reached forward, running my hand down her back, her skin smooth and cool as I touched my way down to the base of her spine.

There, her pink velvet sweatpants slid down ever so slightly, allowing me to glimpse her panties, now riding up her hips.

She groaned with my member in her mouth as I slipped my hand beneath her sweats, beneath her panties, gently rolling my forefinger and middle finger along the crest of her ass, tickling along the edges of her cheeks.

Kiernan took me into the back of her throat, her lips quivering around me as she reached my base, her fingers sandwiched between her lips and my crotch.

I threw my head back as she kept her air-tight seal around me, every quivering motion of her lips pushing me closer to the edge.

Then, after a moment, she gasped as she came up for air, pulling me from the snug confines of her throat, a string of spit dangling from her bottom lip back down to my ridge, thin and delicate as spider silk.

She smiled nervously, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. “Am I doing okay?” she asked.

I answered by taking her by the cheek, then guided her mouth eagerly back toward me. Kiernan blushed – her flushed cheeks starting pink before turning a deep, oxygenated red – and brushed some hair out of her face as she took my cock back into her hands and lowered her lips back down to my hood.

“Kiernan, Christ!” I growled, my jaw straining, the cords in my neck bulging as she pleasured me, kissing me up and down, her lips making a wet smack as she kissed me down by my root, up along my shaft, around my ridge, then – finally – taking the length of me right back into her throat.

With her head bobbing in my lap, I reached back down to her waist, pushing her sweatpants down farther. Kiernan – still pleasuring me, never once breaking the seal of her lips around me – giggled lightly as she wiggled out of her pink velvet pants then kicked them away.

I threaded my fingers through her panty straps. The panties were just a little too small for her, a little too tight, and when I peeled them back I saw the straps left pressure marks on her skin, bright pink lines around her hips, then another set, thin pink stripes lining her ass cheeks where the panty bottom had clung to her soft white globes.

My stomach rolled with lustful hunger. She slid her lips back down my shaft, her face buried in my lap, her hair brushed off to the side over her right shoulder, her back and ass bare for my gaze.

I stared hungrily at her toned back, her shoulders well-defined and accentuating her spine in the center, running down to her slim waist, her plump ass, her short, slender body nevertheless shockingly curvy from this angle, a fertility goddess on her knees.

Her lips slid back up toward my tip, parting wide, her tongue moving counterclockwise around my hood before she pursed her lips, right over my hole, and shifted her eyes back to my face as she sucked another bead of precum straight out of me.

There was another wet smack from her mouth as she plucked me from her lips. Her mouth shined with my fluids. She wiped it away daintily this time, using just one finger, but her big brown eyes narrowed with willful focus as she slipped that finger right into her mouth, sealing her lips around it up to the knuckle, swallowing, grunting in contentment at the taste on her tongue.

She spread her hands out slowly, away from my cock then over my bare upper thighs, her fingernails digging in with just a little sharpness. With her head in my lap for so long, her glasses were askew. She fixed them with a giggle then nibbled her bottom lip.

“Am I doing good?” she asked.

I nodded, almost unable to speak, breathless and panting. I held up my hand and curled my forefinger, beckoning to her. I swallowed hard, forced myself to breath slower, then said, “Show me what else you’ve been dreaming about doing.”

Her playful smile faded as she pushed up against my thighs, lifting herself onto the couch, her knees on the cushions as she straddled me. Her hand found my cock, squeezing lightly, and she shifted herself higher, situating her tender, wet sex just above my cock, steadying herself with her other hand on my shoulder for balance.

She leaned in before taking me into her, her bare tits pressing against my chest, her face close to mine, her breath tickling my face.

“There are two more things I want to do to you,” she whispered. She kissed me slowly, almost drowsily. “Should I ask for your permission before I do them?”

Such a perplexing question, yet somehow titillating.

“Oh,” I said pointedly, “you’ve got permission. Now surprise me.”

She closed her eyes and gripped my cock, angling my tip toward her entry. As she lowered herself, I felt her wet breach against my hood, felt it part, opening wet and snug, and her eyelids fluttered as she took me inside her.

I squeezed her bare hips, her soft white flesh turning red from the pressure of my grip, and she slowly slid herself down, taking me deeper, her eyelids cracking open when she had me halfway, the whites of her eyes bright around her chestnut irises.

Kiernan paused, moaning under her breath, her hands sliding up my hoodie, up to my chest. I helped her pull the hoodie over my head. She placed her hands on my chest and scratched trails down my sternum, her inner walls tightening further around me with every passing moment.

She gasped quietly. My cock pushed up into her descending sex with a wet squish, her discharge gushing, beads tickling down my balls.

She gulped down a lungful of air, speaking at a whisper, stuttering through the words. “Am I…am-am-am I doing it…d-d-doing it right…?”

“You’re perfect,” I growled, sinking my fingertips tighter into her pale flesh, squeezing her skin, thrusting upward to meet her, studying her face, watching her lips twist in pleasure as she felt my cock knock against her cervix.

“You’re so…you’re so deep…” she panted.

I grinned ferociously, then lifted her up a few inches, until only my hood remained inside her. Grunting, I pulled her back down, thrusting back up, and Kiernan let out a shrill squeal as I hit her walls again.

With that lone pump, her face twisted, pink lips curling back against her clean white teeth, her tongue flicking against her incisors, like cotton candy pushing against fine white mints, and her cunt seemed to shrink, tightening, constricting, with a fresh wet gush escaping her, drenching my root, my balls, even wetting my thighs.

One hand on her hip, I moved the other up her back, to the base of her neck. I gripped the back of her neck and pulled her mouth to me, kissing her hard and deep, enjoying the whimpers of pleasure rippling against my kiss as she trembled in orgasm.

Growling anew, I prepared to lift her then drill up into her again, but she stopped me, pushing back against me, her hands flat against my pecs.

“Wait,” she panted, breaking our kiss, her eyeglasses slipping down her nose. She pushed them back up with a quick flick of her finger, framing her brown eyes in the lenses again. “You’re getting close, aren’t you?”

“I’m almost there, yes,” I answered.

As if to punctuate my answer, my cock suddenly tingled, making it pulse inside her, every blood vessel pumped and throbbing within her tightness.

Her fingers trembled as she lay them back on my chest. She tried taking a deep breath, but it went in with a stuttering effect, like her heart was hammering in her chest so hard that it made it difficult for her to breathe.

“I said I wanted to try two things,” she panted. “The first was riding you, studying your face while I had you inside me…”

She trailed off, a nervous flicker in her eyes, her lips now trembling just like her fingers.

“What was the second thing you wanted to try?” I asked, trying like all hell to keep my cock from popping inside her before she could answer.

“It’s…a little embarrassing to say,” she answered. “Would it be okay if I just did it, then see if you like it or not? If you don’t like it, I’ll stop right away…”

Intrigued, I nodded, then groaned as Kiernan pushed up off me, my cock tingling as she pulled it free from her wet sex. She shifted from her knees back onto her feet, half-squatting over me, her knees pressed up closer to my shoulders.

With one arm clinging around my neck to steady herself, she moved her free arm behind her back, down past her ass, then grabbed my cock again.

Curious yet too close to the brink to think very much about what she was about to do, I merely held her by the hips, watching…then I felt her angle the tip of my cock against her hole.

Not her pussy, though.

The other hole.

The petals of her ass were stiff as a knot, seemingly tight as the eye of a needle.

As the realization of what she was about to do rippled excitedly through my mind, I had to remind myself that I was the only man Kiernan had ever been with, that she was still quite inexperienced with all this.

And, well, I didn’t want her to hurt herself.

“Are you sure about this?” I asked as she lowered her ass more firmly against my cock, my tip pressing harder against her tight, almost impenetrable entry. “I just want to make sure that you know what to expect.”

She swallowed hard, her hand still around my cock, holding my tip against her hole, balancing herself with her arm around my neck. “I know that it might hurt…at first,” she whispered. “Is it okay, Bobby?” she pressed, a hopeful tone in her voice. “Is it okay if I just try it for a little bit, just to see what it feels like?”

I nodded again, my hands still tight on her waist, trying to remain as still as I could as she lowered herself harder onto me, her face wincing in sudden discomfort as she let my tip breach her, her tight petals widening, accepting, snugger and tighter than I could have possibly imagined.

Tight as she was, my cock was well lubricated from her sex, and that wince of discomfort in her face began to ease as she took me deeper.

She accepted more of me into her tightness, my ridge pushing up through her petals, then my shaft. Lower, she shifted her hips, taking another inch, her lips now twisting into a rictus of pleasure, rather than discomfort.

She bent her knees further and clung tight around my neck then Kiernan moaned as she took my entirety, tip to root buried inside her.

She gasped, lips quivering, eyelids fluttering, her firm tits heaving against my bare chest with every breath she took.

“Are you okay?” I asked.

“It…it feels…” she paused, licking her lips, slowly growing more at ease with the sensation. “It makes my stomach feel strange…but in a good way. The way you felt on a roller coaster, like gravity is changing or…OH GOSH…” she paused, shuddering, her pussy weeping anew as her asshole tightened around me.

Every muscle within her seemed intent on strangling the cum right out of my cock. Hungrily, I held her by the waist and leaned forward, burying my face in her soft white tits, relishing the texture of each nipple, the hard points, the little goosebumps, the music of Kiernan’s cries of pleasure ringing in my ears.

She curled her fingers in my hair, clenching my face to her breasts, greedily grinding her hips, squeezing her ass tighter and tighter, pushing up and down on the balls of her feet, grinding my cock repeatedly with the constrictive heat of her ass.

My balls tightened, my cock tingled, a coiled ball of simmering pleasure suddenly came undone, and I thrust myself up, deeper into her, and as I felt her nectar squirt explosively from her slit, I let myself go.

Kiernan trapped me in her arms, moaning as she came, as she felt my cum shoot into her ass. She clenched her fist in my hair, scraped raw tracks down the length of my spine, shifting her feet past my hips, into a sitting position, then squeezing her thighs around my waist, thrusting harder down against me all the while.

Then, Kiernan went still. Save for the rapid rise and fall of her chest with every breath, she scarcely moved. Her every muscle seemed stuck in an eternal contraction, her toes curling sharply, the firm, tight muscles in her legs flexing so sharply they almost looked like they were cramping.

With her wrapped around me, I fell back against the couch, half-collapsing. My cock continued to spasm within her, my seed still tricking out of me, and when she clenched her ass muscles around my cock one last time, I threw my head back and cried out her name.

Lightning flashed outside, a snapshot from heaven momentarily lighting the cozy gloom of the living room, and Kiernan cupped my face, traced lines down each of my cheeks, then fixed her glasses and flashed her usual, disarmingly hesitant smile.

“So…was that okay?” she asked.

All I could do was laugh.


Chapter Seven

Soon after we finished, Kiernan curled up on the couch, pulling my discarded hoodie over her naked frame, and she was sleeping gently within minutes, even with the storm continuing to rage outside.

I peered out the window. The sky had grown just as dark as before, perhaps even a shade darker, seemingly casting the entire mountain in darkness, broken only by sporadic lightning flashes, zigzag cracks splitting the sky asunder.

No worries. Though there was plenty to do, I was very much committed to enjoying the rest of my day off.

Upstairs, I heard Morgan sneeze, a dainty, gingerly sound, altogether different than the wet, wracking, snotty explosions coming from the bedroom earlier.

I pulled my pajama pants back on then stepped barefoot up the staircase, stepping quietly. The wounds on my feet felt much better now, though the shiner beneath my right eye was starting to throb again.

Up on the landing, I paused, listening. In the master bedroom I heard Morgan cough lightly before blowing her nose. I decided to give her a moment to tend to herself, rather than bust in.

Once she quieted down, I stepped quietly down the hallway then rapped my knuckles lightly on the door.

“You alive in there?” I asked softly.

“Just barely,” she answered with a rasping chuckle.

Her voice came out scratchy and muffled by phlegm, but still sounded better than she had in days. I stepped inside and saw her sitting upright in bed, balls of used tissue paper littered around the comforter. Even from across the room, I could hear the congestion rumbling in her chest as she breathed, but at least it sounded loose now, like it was all starting to break up.

She wore a pink cotton Versace bathrobe – one of the luxuries ‘borrowed’ from that boutique fashion store we raided in town – with a plush feel and a Barocco print along the sleeves plus a soft, thick wrap belt at the waist. Morgan had an eye for fashion, alright, even when it came to her sleepwear.

Morgan’s hair was beautiful even in its bed-headed disheveled state. She brushed it back, wiping her nose as she managed a weak smile. Her eyes were watering – just a little, enough for a wet sheen – but there was more energy to her face than earlier. Her color looked better, too, even if the beginnings of the new tan she’d been getting had faded back into a pale white shade. Not quite as alabaster as Kiernan’s skin, but close.

Despite her tangled hair and wet eyes and runny nose, she could have doubled for a supermodel, ‘sick-chic,’ a bed-ridden knockout.

I pressed the back of my hand against her forehead. “You still got a fever,” I said, then added with a grin, “but it’s getting much better.”

“Yeah?” she asked hopefully, matching my grin.

“Shit, earlier this morning, you could have fried an egg on your forehead,” I laughed, then sat down next to her. I ran my hand through her hair, straightening it out, untangling her golden locks. “You’ve got more color to your face. Plus, your voice sounds better than earlier, too.”

She gave me a sharp look. “I sound like I’m choking on a wet rag.”

“I said it sounded better than earlier,” I chuckled. “I didn’t say that you suddenly have smooth, dulcet tones.”

She giggled – wet, snotty, congested, but sweet – and knocked her fist against my chest. “Don’t make me laugh,” she said. “It’ll make my nose run again.”

“I’ll grab you some fresh meds,” I said.

She waved me off. “Don’t, save it,” she said. “Kiernan told me we were running low.”

“Not anymore,” I said. “I ran down into town and stopped at a pharmacy.”

“In this weather?” she frowned. “Bobby, you shouldn’t have done – wait, what the hell happened to your eye?”

Just now noticing my shiner, she grabbed my chin and turned my face to get a better look.

“Goddamn, that looks like it hurts!” she added.

I shrugged then told her what happened, breezing through a quick recount of my fight with the Balor and the Wendigo during my storm-ridden ride down into East Stroudsburg.

Sick as she was, Morgan shot up to her knees, her bright blue eyes flaring – partly in admiration, partly in thanks, but partly in anger, too – and she struck me in the chest again, harder this time.

“Bobby!” she scolded me, her exasperation filtered through her phlegmy rasp. “Are you a friggin’ psycho or something? You could have at least brought Kiernan with you to back you up!”

I shook my head tersely. “And leave you alone here, defenseless and sick?” I countered. “No way.”

She lowered her head, tucking her chin into the plush pink Versace cotton, before striking me in the chest for a third time and rolling out of bed, somewhat unsteady on her feet, coughing the moment she exerted herself. Her robe dangled down just above her knees as she stepped barefoot away from the bed.

“Hey, you should lay back down,” I said.

She turned her back to me, sniffling, wiping her runny nose with a fresh tissue. Her bright blonde hair bounced down along her shoulder blades, tangled yet somehow still oddly elegant, and she pulled at the belt around her robe, undoing it.

The flaps of her robe opened. She turned back to me, hands on her hips. With her robe open, my eyes shot open wide as moons and my tongue clicked against the roof of my mouth. Beneath the robe, she was only wearing black lace thong panties with a matching bra, the jade gemstone piercing shining bright in her belly button like a hidden jewel.

She was pissed, yeah, even if she was also flattered. Maybe even a little impressed with me, too. No matter how she felt, I tried as hard as I could not to stare at her, all that bare skin, her soft, fit feminine body, tight in some spots, yet perfectly soft in all the right places.

“You’re seriously going to sit there and tell me that it was a good idea for you to risk your life just to get me some fucking cold medicine?” she shot back after a moment of letting her anger simmer.

Yeah, her anger might have been simmering…but I could still see the admiration dancing in her bright blue eyes. I stood up, somewhat cocksure, yet trying to suppress my amused smirk, all while trying nearly as hard not to ogle her – I didn’t think she’d appreciate that, not in this mood – and strode slowly over to her.

God, it seemed like it had been a year since Morgan had first stepped through that portal, when it had only been days. I remembered that weary look in her eyes, my heart stinging when I recalled how close she was to running out of food as she hid in the musty guts of that midwestern mall, an undead horde just outside, howling for her blood.

It stung, yes, but that sharp pain in my chest merely reminded me just how much I’d do for this young lady.

Her anger seemed to wave the closer I got. I slid a hand beneath the flap of her robe, settling on her bare hip, smooth yet still warm from the fever…or maybe her anger.

I raised my other hand up to her cheek, pinched a stray, tangled golden lock between my forefinger and thumb and rolled it gently between my fingertips, handling her carefully, as if handling a priceless piece of art.

When I looked into her eyes, that amused smirk I’d been suppressing shattered into a broad smile, as wide as it was genuine, the sting in my heart anaesthetized by how much I cared about her.

“Morgan, I’d walk through hell and back just for a chance to kiss your hand,” I told her in no uncertain terms, not harshly, but in a tone that let her know there was absolutely no room for argument. “For you, I’d strut right through one of those fucking portals and throw down with whatever lay on the other side with my bare hands.”

She tried to scowl at me. It wasn’t convincing. “You mean it,” she said. “You’re not exaggerating.”

I shook my head. “Not even a little bit,” I answered. “I love you that much, Morgan.”

She paused, her eyebrows raised in shock, the anger in her blue eyes promptly melting into something far more vulnerable. She didn’t smile, but came close. “Did you…did you just say you…love me?”

“Yeah,” I answered without hesitation. Now that I’d just done and said it plainly, I realized that I’d known I loved her all along. I supposed it was obvious. I mean, just the other day, out by Inky’s corral, Kiernan had said so, having spotted my love for Morgan almost immediately. “Yeah,” I repeated. “I love you, Morgan.”

She raised her fist, her pale knuckles cocked, and tapped me on the chest for a fourth time, notably softer than before. “Shut up,” she said, smirking. “You’re making it very difficult for me to stay mad at you.”

*****

Downstairs I continued minding my steps, moving without making a sound as Kiernan continued to slumber soundly on the couch, still curled up wearing my hoodie, her bare white thighs pulled up to her chest.

Her glasses were crooked on her nose and she was snoring lightly, almost musically. I grinned and plucked the glasses off her face then set them aside on the lamp table just beside the couch.

I didn’t want to rouse her by opening the front door – it tended to squeak on the hinges, sometimes loudly – so I threw on a spare pare of sneakers then pulled that forgotten rain slicker around me and stepped out back.

The rain wasn’t downpouring like it had been before, but the wind kicked up fiercely, making the raindrops come down at sharp angles, hard and stinging, like little fists pounding against the yellow polyester hood pulled tight around my face.

I hustled to the front porch then snatched that other backpack from the pharmacy, the one stuffed with all that swimwear I’d liberated from the racks. I threw it over my shoulder then rushed back in through the rear door, peeled off the slicker then kicked off my water-logged shoes.

I poked my head out of the mud room, making sure Kiernan hadn’t awoken and that Morgan was still upstairs. Satisfied, I set the backpack down on the kitchen counter and unzipped it. The backpack must have had some waterproofing quality to it, because the swimwear inside was perfectly dry.

One by one, I pulled the swimsuits from the backpack then folded them neatly on the counter. I’d have to find somewhere good to hide them, because there was no way I was going to let the ladies find this little stash and ruin the surprise.

Down in the basement, there was an unused cubby hole cut into the wall. I wiped it out with a wet rag – clearing away cobwebs and dust – then slid the folded bikinis into the cubby, out of sight. They’d never find the stash down here.

I went back up to the kitchen. Luckily, Morgan had left out the hot plate and there was still plenty of life left in the battery. I fetched one of those Lipton soups I’d taken from the pharmacy then fixed Morgan a piping hot bowl.

I set it on a folding TV tray with some old crackers – a little stale, but edible – then took it up to Morgan, who was sitting in bed again, having just finished taking a medicinal cocktail (a cold-and-flu pill to ease her symptoms, an anti-decongestant, plus a single Ibuprofen to take the edge off her lingering fever).

Morgan grinned when she saw what I’d brought her. “That soup smells insanely delicious,” she said, then added with a chuckle: “It smells so good I can even get a whiff through all those snot gunking up my nostrils.”

I set the tray down over her on the bed then stood off to the side, peering out the bedroom window. Lightning flashed, but it was miles away, a faint white flicker on the horizon, and the thunder came seconds later, faint and distant. The storm was starting to break up, albeit slowly.

Morgan dipped a cracker into the soup and took a bite. “Hey, were you outside just now?” she asked. “I thought I heard footsteps out in the rain.”

Grinning, I nodded. “Yup, that was me.”

“What the heck were you doing out there in this crappy weather?” she pressed.

I raised an eyebrow, smirking, and shook my head. “Don’t worry about that,” I laughed. “It’s just a little surprise for later.”


Chapter Eight

Though I saw it when I was asleep, I knew at once it was no dream. As plainly as I could have looked out my bedroom window and glimpsed the mountains, the chestnut trees and birches and pines, the blue shimmer of Otter Pond in the distance and golden eagles and osprey wheeling about in the sky, I saw the burned city.

Or, rather, the burning city.

Chicago had not burned entirely, not yet. A scattering of skyscrapers and apartment high-rises jutted out from the wreckage – brick and broken concrete, half-melted rebar steels, shattered glass and streets filled with melted blacktop, now just hardened clumps of tar – while smoke wafted up from the detritus and gouts of flame burst up from cracks in the sidewalks.

The sky was hazy from the smoke clouds and debris but the dragons glided through the poisonous mist, belching fire. Their wings were massive and leathery and dark, their heads topped with crowns of jagged bone or jewels or simply long horns, their mouths opening wide enough to swallow cattle whole.

I felt the heat from the fires on my face, like standing just downwind from a blaze, I could smell the ash in the air and, now and again, I’d catch the scent of cooking flesh.

Looking ahead, I saw it lording over the wreckage, tall and proud – the Sears Building, the tallest in Chicago, 1400-plus feet of concrete and steel and reinforced glass, the window panes now caked in soot, the street-level pulsing bright red-orange as swirling smoke snaked up toward the lord dragon perched upon the roof.

Yes, that’s what it was, a Lord Dragon. The title came to my mind effortlessly, a singular honorific worthy of the beast. Three, four times the size of the lesser dragons, the Lord Dragon curled itself around the tower, its scales alternating shades of red and black, blood and volcanic rock, its head topped with horns longer than a megalodon’s ribs.

Its eyes shone a dim yellow shade, like melted gold cooling, eyes that brimmed with intrinsic intelligence, eyes that turned my innards to ice when I looked upon them.

But the Lord Dragon wasn’t alone. A sole human figure stood before it, beneath its front clawed feet, wearing a robe the color of fire and a steel helm shaped like a dragon’s head still steaming and glowing with heat, like it had just been pulled from the fires from which it had been forged.

The helmed figure thrust his arms out – it was a man under that mask, I didn’t know how I knew, but I did – and in one fist he held a wooden staff topped with a glowing geode, alternating colors – magenta, ultramarine, bright red, others – like it had just been plucked from the fires in the belly of the earth.

I opened my eyes and sat up in bed, where I’d gone to sleep in the guest bedroom the night before. Deep in my bones, I knew that had been no dream.

Perhaps I should have been terrified. Or at least a little afraid. The truth is, I wasn’t. The vision had only gotten me angry.

Somehow, I’d seen Chicago, present-day Chi-Town, a ruin ruled by the Lord Dragon. Now, whether that vision had come to me randomly or perhaps as part of my tinkering with the spell book, I didn’t know…yet there was another answer.

Maybe someone wanted me to see that vision, I thought grimly.

Through the blacked-out window, daylight crept in. I peeled the curtain back and saw dawn had just cracked, the sun reassuringly bright rising over the eastern horizon. Downstairs, I heard Morgan and Kiernan chatting. That was a good sign, it meant Morgan had gotten out of bed for the first time in days.

I listened to them laughing and giggling, heard them preparing breakfast, heard their voices shift outdoors as they went out back to start the cookfire. Pulling myself out of bed – still feeling the heat from Chicago’s fires, still tasting the soot and ash in my mouth – I jimmied open the guest bedroom window, leaning on the open window frame and listened them.

“And my gosh, Morgan, you should have seen how sexy he looked coming back in that rain, his face all bruised up, like a darn superhero coming back from a battle,” Kiernan giggled.

“All that for some cold medicine, I can’t believe it,” Morgan responded admiringly, her voice now clear of congestion. “He’d really do anything for us, wouldn’t he?”

“I can’t imagine him not doing anything for us,” Kiernan answered. “If there’s one guy left on this planet who could kill a dragon, I think it’d be Bobby.”

“Our Bobby,” Morgan giggled.

“Yeah, he is ours, isn’t he?” Kiernan echoed, then their voices lowered as they began lighting the cookfire.

I pulled the window shut then walked back over to the bed, my fists clenched tight.

They were right. I would do anything for them…and if that meant killing a dragon, well, I’d figure out a goddamn way to do it.

I thought of the Lord Dragon, perched on its stolen tower, its groveling human sycophant thrusting his arms out in worship before it, and I felt my blood turning hot as dragon fire.

Playtime was over. I needed to get to work.


Chapter Nine

I didn’t want to lie to them – or even withhold information – but I just didn’t have it in me to tell them about the vision. They both knew something was wrong, Morgan especially. She could read me like a book. Whenever I forced a chuckle, or strained to smile, or simply looked off into the darkness at night, she seemed to know something.

I fell into my work like a man obsessed. With Morgan back on her feet and able to take part in the daily chores, I spent that much more time with my face buried in the spell book, poring over each page until my eyes throbbed.

More than once, Morgan and Kiernan tried to get me into bed with them. Don’t get me wrong, it was torture to turn them down, but I didn’t want to break my focus, even for them…even for both of them at the same time, if you get what I mean.

There’d be time for that once I figured out how to deal with not just a dragon, but the Lord Dragon itself.

Until then, I just hoped that Kiernan and Morgan weren’t too put off by my quiet moods and growing frustration. Every time I found another dead-end – yet another school of magic that offered nothing in terms of defending against a dragon attack – I felt my pulse tick up, felt the adrenaline and anger simmering in my veins.

Every time I found another dead end, I remembered the vision, that massive creature with the red and black scales, looming over a burned city and eager to burn another.

*****

The days wore on and still, I got nowhere.

I sighed, pacing the garage as a cool summer wind gusted in through the open doors, setting down the spell book in frustration.

I laid it on the workbench, among my scattered tools – socket wrenches and screwdrivers, miscellaneous hardware, a framing hammer, a cordless battery-powered impact driver, among others – then stomped back over to my weight bench where I already had the plates loaded on the barbell.

Lying back on the bench then gripping the bar tight, I pushed the barbell up off the rack then hit it for eight bench press reps, knocking the barbell against my sternum with each repetition.

For over a week now, I’d been delving deep into the spell book, usually while lifting weights in the garage. The workout had less to do with staying fit, more to do with staying sane. The spell book seemed to go on forever – with or without the tiny text in certain chapters – and every incantation I looked up turned out to be a dud. Hitting the weights or doing some pull-ups or even jumping rope helped ease my frustration as I continued plodding through the spell book, coming up dry every time.

I got up between sets and went over to the window, peering out, back toward the house. With a melancholy smile, I looked out at Kiernan and Morgan, training behind the house, off past the back porch and the firepit.

Morgan was a decent enough shot with her shotgun, but she didn’t have much in the way of melee skills so Kiernan decided to train her to wield a blade. Obviously, they weren’t using live steel just yet. Instead, they were using two blunt wooden swords Kiernan had put together at the workbench. Growing up out in Texas, Kiernan must have been taught simple woodworking skills at a young age, because the wooden swords she’d created were each about the size and relative weight of her silver longsword.

Kiernan was showing Morgan how to parry different strikes. They were both dressed for a workout, each wearing tight yoga pants and tops, midriffs bared, their bodies looking downright perfect out in the afternoon sun.

I could just barely make out their voices.

“Again, like I showed you,” Kiernan said, panting, holding her sword in one hand.

Morgan nodded, her eyes sharp with focus, gripping her sword tightly in both fists. “Got it,” Morgan said, shaking some sweat from her brow.

“Remember, don’t hold your hilt too tightly,” Kiernan said. “You’ve got to stay loose.”

“Loose, yeah, right,” Morgan agreed, then eased her grip, looking more and more comfortable with her mock weapon.

Kiernan rushed her with a crosswise slash. Morgan backed up a pace and checked the blow. Kiernan grinned, happy with Morgan’s effort, but spun and swung again, an overhand strike this time. Morgan pivoted to the side, evaded the blow, then countered, her dull blade whistling toward Kiernan’s shoulder.

Caught unaware, Kiernan parried Morgan’s counterattack, but just barely.

Kiernan giggled. “Oh my gosh that was great!”

Morgan hopped and wiggled her sword over her head, then they both tossed their swords aside and embraced one another, laughing and jumping.

A cute sight, for sure, but it only made me stew in my frustration that much more bitterly. I mean, what good would a sword do against a dragon?

I looked around at my garage, thought about the cabin, my little farm…what good was any of it? What kind of security did we really have if some winged horror could just swoop down and snuff us out with a single breath?

Just get back to work, man, I thought to myself. Don’t let this shit overwhelm you.

Breathing deep, trying to get into my meditative flow, I returned to the bench to hammer out a few more sets before I got back to work.

I finished my reps, dusted off the jeweler’s loupe, then returned to the workbench to look over yet another page of text that was scarcely larger than a grain of sand.

An hour later, I finally got to the end of the chapter, yet another section – another entire school of magic, alteration magic this time – without a single spell dedicated to repelling a dragon.

I slipped my bookmark into the current page then shut the grimoire. My arms were aching. I lost count of my bench press reps almost thirty minutes ago, so God only knew how many reps I’d done. All I knew was my shoulders were screaming and I still hadn’t found a goddamn spell for dragons!

“Fucker!” I shouted then drove my first into a wall.

Pain rippled up my wrist then into my forearm. My skin split down between my middle knuckles, blood weeping through my clenched fingers. I cursed myself and held my hand to my chest, hoping to all hell that I hadn’t broken anything.

“Oh god damn it you’re an idiot,” I whispered to myself when I took a better look at the damage.

My knuckles weren’t just bleeding, they were visibly broken. When I made a fist, my middle knuckles shifted like marbles in a pouch, grinding raw and painful enough that my vision began to get hazy.

On top of everything else, I’d busted my hand, as if I didn’t have enough on my plate.

Morgan and Kiernan stood in the garage doorway, their wooden swords at their sides.

“We heard you yelling,” Morgan said. “Is everything…oh shit, Bobby, your hand!”

Kiernan winced when she saw the blood, my misshapen knuckles, then tossed her sword aside as they both came over to me.

“It’s alright,” I sighed. “I’m just…losing my patience a little.”

“Seems like you lost your temper along with your patience, I think,” Morgan noted, nodding toward the dent I’d left in the wall. She ran her hand down my forearm, then brushed her fingers over my injury. “Bobby, there’s something you’re not telling us.”

Kiernan frowned, nodding. “We’ve both noticed that you’ve been acting strange lately.”

My shoulders slumped. I never felt more like a failure. “It’s…nothing,” I said. “Nothing for you two to worry about.”

Morgan and Kiernan exchanged glances. Morgan lifted her hand from my broken knuckles and ran her fingers across my cheek. “Hey rookie mage,” she said. “Did you forget that the three of us are together now?”

I looked at her.

Kiernan ran her hand down my other cheek, smiling sadly, then lay her head on my shoulder. “Whatever it is, you can tell us,” Kiernan added.

“You’re carrying a heavy burden,” Morgan went on. “Give us the chance to help you bear the weight.”

Looking from one to the other, I stopped and actually laughed. They were right. We were together now. I’d been dragging around all this doom and gloom ever since I had that vision, when all the while, I could have simply shared it with them. If anything, at least I wouldn’t have felt so alone with it.

“Yeah,” I said after a moment. “There is something. Something I should have come clean about over a week ago, but…” I trailed off, wincing, the pain pulsing between my loose knuckles. “You guys mind if I pop a painkiller before we get into it?”

Morgan shrugged. “Sure, take a painkiller if you’d like,” she said, then jerked her thumb toward the grimoire. “But hell, you’re a mage. Why not see if you can find a healing spell?”

It didn’t seem likely. Outside of easing Kiernan’s hangover that one day, most of the other healing spells I’d seen were out of my skill range. But hey, I’d been thumbing through that goddamn book to no avail for an anti-dragon spell for over a week now. I might as well switch things up, try to see if it would change my luck.

As I opened the grimoire, I laughed to myself. All this frustration, all this worry. I’d been dragging it around alone, thinking I could handle it. Now that I’d decided to let Morgan and Kiernan in on my vision – and all the headaches it had been causing me – I already felt ten times better.

I flipped through the healing magic chapter, without much hope. Easing a hangover was one thing – especially since Kiernan had slept it off anyway, not to mention yacking up all the booze in her belly – but setting a broken bone would probably take…

MENDING THE CARELESS WARRIOR’S BONES

I happened upon the spell right away. It was the very first spell I saw when I looked down at the page. I figured that was about as far as my luck would go, until…

This apprentice level spell is quite easy to cast. The mage must only focus his energies on the broken bone(s) and imagine the broken pieces coming back together as one.

Warning: Take care if the fracture has occurred near any major blood vessels. If this is the case, a higher-level spell will be required.

I blinked, smirking in shock. My broken knuckles ached sharply but I hardly noticed. For once, a little bit of luck when it came to magic!

And I guess it made sense, right? Unlike, say, curing some disease or virus – as had been the case with Morgan last week – mending a broken bone only necessitated taking two separate halves and bringing them together so that –

“Oh SHIT!” I shouted, my smirk at once wrenching open wide into a smile of equal parts jubilation and relief.

I balled both fists tight then pumped them over my head. I’m sure this caused my broken knuckles to flare up something fierce, but the pain seemed distant, miles and miles away, a forgotten thing, irrelevant in my sudden state of victory.

Morgan and Kiernan stepped forward, holding each other by the waist in fear, thinking something was wrong…until I turned around and they saw the smile on my face.

“Bobby?” Morgan asked.

“What’s going on?” Kiernan added.

I rushed up to them, heedless of my shattered knuckles, and threw an arm around each, pulling them close, laughing with such relief that tears started welling in my eyes.

“I figured it out!” I shouted. “I fucking did it! I know how to handle a dragon!”

One arm around Morgan’s waist, the other around Kiernan’s, I pulled them tight to my chest, my hands resting on the small of their backs – skin on skin, what with their midriff-baring yoga tops – and planted an passionate kiss on Morgan’s mouth, causing her to whimper in surprise. Though she parted her lips for me, I felt her mouth curving into a grin even as I slid my tongue against hers.

Kiernan stood there, shocked and somewhat awkward. “Should I go to the other room and give you guys a minute, or…”

Breaking my kiss with Morgan, I laughed and pulled Kiernan in for the same, smacking my lips against her mouth, gleefully pushing my tongue past her teeth.

Kiernan practically fell against me, into my kiss. I still had one arm around each, and they were both still holding each other by the waist, the three of us in one continuous embrace.

Finally, I broke our three-way hug. I clapped my hands – and this time I did feel the bolt of agony in my broken knuckles, though I was too excited to care – and quickly turned back to the spell book.

“Ladies, put some coffee on for me, if you don’t mind,” I said, the flaring pain in my broken hand just adding to my surge of adrenaline. “I need to get back to work on my portal magic.”

Morgan stepped forward, smiling, but holding her hands up, urging caution. “Hey, uh, Bobby,” she said soothingly. “This is great and all – and that kiss, wow – but didn’t you just agree to come clean with us?”

I turned back to them, still grinning so wide it made my lips hurt, even as I once again considered that terrible vision, Chicago burning beneath the Lord Dragon and his acolyte.

“I had a dream,” I admitted. “Or, well…not a dream. A vision. It came to me over a week ago, while I was sleeping.”

Kiernan and Morgan exchanged puzzled glances.

I stepped toward Kiernan. “In Chicago, when the dragons came, did you see one that was larger than the others? Like, three or four times as large? A massive ugly fucker with red and black scales?”

“I, uh, I dunno…” Kiernan said, confused. “I think so. Maybe. I do remember one dragon, bigger than the rest. Much bigger, yeah. But it was across the city. It looked like it had black scales, I’m not sure if there were any red…though the other dragons seemed to follow it, now that I think about it.”

The smile on my face contrasted with what I was about to say, but I couldn’t help it. The burdens of worry and frustration that had been weighing so heavily on me were gone, shrugged off, vanishing the instant I had my realization.

“That dragon’s still there,” I said. “Don’t ask me how I know this – I’m not even sure – but that big bastard is called the Lord Dragon. It’s the big daddy, so to speak. Alpha dragon, something like that. I’m pretty sure it even has human worshippers.”

Kiernan took a step backward, her hands clutched to her chest. She swallowed hard. “You said…it has worshippers?”

“I think so, yeah,” I answered. “I saw one in my dream. Some weirdo wearing –”

“A red cloak with a dragon’s mask,” Kiernan finished darkly.

“You saw one?” I asked.

She nodded, fear brewing in her eyes, magnified by the lenses of her glasses. I witnessed this fear before, this repressed terror that Kiernan had been keeping to close to the chest. The fierce warrior who could face off with dark elves and wield that silver longsword effortlessly and stay so stoic in the face of danger suddenly turned into a frightened young woman, unsure of herself.

“On my way out of Chicago,” she said quietly, her voice tinged with helpless fear. “I saw a few of them, yeah. Red robes, ugly helmets made to look like a dragon’s face. I only glimpsed them as I was slipping into the subway system…but yeah. While I was running away from the dragons, those weirdos seemed to be going toward them. I didn’t give it much thought. I didn’t have time. I was just so focused on getting out of there that it barely even registered. Now, I dunno…”

Slowly, a look of dread fell across Morgan’s face. She never liked talking about this dragon business. Each time we did, it gave her the creeps.

I lay my good hand on her shoulder, squeezing. “I have a plan,” I grinned.


Chapter Ten

Kiernan and Morgan fixed me coffee and a light lunch. I meditated out in the garage – calming breaths, mindful of my body, my movements, hitting kettle bell reps and whispering incantations to myself – and mentally prepared myself for my experiment.

Fixing my busted knuckles was even easier than the spell book had implied. That isn’t to say it didn’t hurt – it hurt like a son of a bitch, actually – but it was no more difficult than popping a jammed finger back into place. Once I bandaged up that ugly cut between my knuckles, I was all good to go.

The ladies were out back by the house again, practicing their swordplay, though neither seemed too eager to leave me alone after what I told them about my vision, Morgan especially. However, I assured them that I just needed time to get my thoughts in order. 

It was well past midday when I finally emerged from the garage, breathing easily, calmly, my arms and knees aching from my kettle bell reps but my mind was serene. I walked out to them, by the house, running my hands through the high grass. I spotted a round stone, about the size of a baseball, and picked it up.

Morgan’s defensive skills with the wooden sword were really coming along. I watched quietly with a grin as Kiernan pressed the attack, coming at Morgan from one side then the other, pivoting and spinning, with Morgan checking each blow, the clack of their dull wooden blades singing with every impact.

“Looking good,” I smiled, and I meant it in more ways than one.

The sun beamed down on them, both in their workout gear, their sweat-sheened bodies like something out of a dream. Their bodies were both delicious in their own ways, and complimentary as well, I thought.

Kiernan, small and athletic, her ballerina’s body honed and toned by years of practice in first dance, then combat.

Morgan, a bit taller, her body not quite as athletic as Kiernan’s, but soft and elegant.

Kiernan’s hair, black as night. Morgan’s, like strands woven from sunshine.

Looking at them for too long almost stung my eyes.

“Ladies, if you would join me, please,” I said, gesturing for them to come to my side.

They lay their swords in the grass and came to me, Morgan on my left side, Kiernan on my right. I cleared my throat then held up the round stone.

“Who wants to throw it?” I asked, smirking.

I assumed Kiernan would do the honors – being the more athletic of the two – but I was pleasantly surprised when Morgan volunteered.

“I was a pitcher on the high school girls baseball team for two summers in a row,” she smiled. “I might have eventually gotten a nice athletic scholarship for college, but by junior year, I was more interested in lounging by the ocean than chucking curveballs.”

“Nice,” I laughed. “Now, when I give you the signal, I want you to throw that bastard as hard as you can.”

Morgan stretched her throwing arm, winding up her shoulder. “Just tell me where you want it, coach,” she chuckled.

I took a deep breath, repeating the incantation in my mind, then thrust out my right hand, forefinger extended, little nodes of light dancing around my fingertip. Ten feet ahead, a portal crackled open. It was just a small portal, about the size of a diamond-shaped pane of window glass.

I held up my left hand, my forefinger curled tight into my palm. More nodes sparked at my left forefinger, like I was clutching a tiny sparkler in my fist.

“Alright,” I said quietly. “Morgan, throw the stone into the portal.”

Morgan winded up and hurled the stone. The moment it left her hand, I threw out my left fist, finger extended, and opened an exit portal just a few feet in front of the first. As the stone vanished into the first portal, it immediately shot out of the exit…and kept right on flying through the first portal again.

The portals quietly sizzled as the stone flew through one then out the other. Quickly, I brought me hands together, almost touching, but not quite, and the exit and entrance portals came together, as well, with just an inch or so between them, the stone flying through them like a slate-colored flash.

Then, just as the stone began to lose its forward momentum, I clenched both fists tight, closing the portals…and the stone was cleaved in half, right down the middle, as effortlessly as a hot knife through butter.

One half fell to the ground. The other vanished in that glowing void between the portals, lost in whatever mystical morass lay beyond.

Whistling happily, I strode over to the half-stone and picked it up, a nearly perfect half-sphere. I held it up, grinning.

“Now imagine that, but with a dragon,” I beamed.

Morgan and Kiernan turned to each other, dumbfounded smiles quickly turning to excitement.

“You really think that will work on a dragon?” Morgan asked.

“I’ll need to practice,” I said. “I’ll need to hone my portal magic skills until I can open a much, much, much bigger set of portals on a whim…but yeah. I really do think it will work. No huge fireballs. No special lightning spells. No obscure incantations to banish dragons back from where they came. Just plain ol’ chopping the fucker in half. As long as I keep the exit and entrance portals close together, I won’t even have to be precise about it. Just get the dragon in a portal loop then slam them shut before it even knows what’s going on.”

Kiernan just sort of chuckled, like she was trying to figure out whether or not to believe me. All at once, I saw the repressed fear in her eyes become more pronounced, the fear that she’d so effortlessly hidden from us since the day she arrived here finally cracking her open and pouring forth.

Yes, she was a capable warrior. Deadly with her longsword, a crack shot with her Glock, a dancer-turned-assassin.

Yes, she’d survived on the road, all on her own.

Whenever she spoke about her hardships in the past, she seemed to do so casually, like it all had been no big deal.

And yet, Kiernan had just barely survived the immolation of an entire city.

She’d seen dragons spill through the sky, winged shadows, toothy maws spewing hellfire, and she’d escaped the city as the dragons set it alight right behind her.

Kiernan suddenly jerked her glasses off, planting one palm over her eyes, turning her back to us, her body shuddering with a violent sob.

I rushed to her side, Morgan as well, and I wrapped my arms around her waist as Morgan reassuringly rubbed Kiernan’s back, trying to comfort her.

“What’s wrong, Kiernan?” Morgan asked quietly.

Kiernan shook her head, her lips quivering, tears streaking down beneath her hand planted over her eyes. She attempted to speak, but she simply couldn’t compose herself enough to do it.

But I knew.

She’d been able to flee the dragons but she hadn’t been able to forget them. Regardless of how she carried herself in the face of danger – deadly, casual, fearless – Kiernan had been living in the shadow of a dragon ever since the day she fled Chicago. Since then, she’d been living with the knowledge that as long as the dragons were out there, she’d never be truly safe.

Except now that wasn’t true.

I pulled her close, one arm around her waist, my other hand on her wrist, gently guiding her palm away from her face. Her eyes were bright red, wet with tears, and her lips twisted back and forth, between a smile of utter relief and a mournful frown.

Gently, I touched her chin and turned her face toward mine.

“Shhh,” I said soothingly. “Hey, Kiernan, look at me, okay?”

She turned to me, blinking twice, tears cascading down her pale cheeks with each bat of her long dark eyelashes. She nodded. “Okay,” she whispered.

I smiled, wiping the tears from her cheeks. “You don’t have to be afraid of them anymore,” I said quietly. “I just need a little more practice, just a little more time to get the spell right, then you’ll never have to be afraid of them ever again.”

I stood there, waiting for Kiernan to respond. Morgan leaned in closer, still running her bare fingertips between Kiernan’s shoulder blades. “Bobby’s going to take care of us,” Morgan whispered, brushing a stray raven strand of hair from Kiernan’s face.

Finally, Kiernan smiled, even as two tears raced down either cheek, trickling like twin crystals racing down to her jawline.

“I know,” she answered.

I looked to the sky. It was a deep shade of blue, close to mid-afternoon, the sun still bright, plenty of daylight left.

Then I remembered their surprise.

I grinned. “Hey ladies,” I said. “What would you say about an afternoon swim?”


Chapter Eleven

It was just after three o’clock in the afternoon when I arrived at Otter Pond, towels under one arm, the cooler in the other. The dogwood and ragweed grass danced in the warm, yet dry wind and there wasn’t a single cloud in the sky, not even a wisp.

I walked past the porcelain bathtub – hoisted up on those metal poles over the unlit hearth – then set the towels down in the grass, just above the muddy shores of the pond where the water lapped and little fish darted here and there.

No, it wasn’t anything close to a California beach, but it would do the job.

I knelt down and popped open the cooler, making sure I brought everything. Several peanut butter and jelly sandwiches on white bread – all taken from various MREs, a little bland, but still good – and cans of ginger ale and Coke, a chilled Pinot Gris, a few light beers and a small bottle of whiskey.

I just wished that I could have found a proper picnic basket.

Standing there in swimming trunks, shirtless, I looked over the placid, gently lapping sapphire-blue pond and smiled before unclipping the radio from my waist. “Ladies, are you both in the living room?” I asked.

Static for a moment, then I heard them both giggling. Morgan spoke up. “Standing side by side and waiting for you,” she answered.

I needed them to be standing close since I was using both of them as an anchor to open a portal back to the house. I closed my eyes, breathed easy, pictured them both in my mind’s eye, then thrust out my hand, nodes of light dancing at my fingertips, and the portal sizzled open.

I stepped through it, back into the living room. Morgan and Kiernan sat on the couch together, both of them partially dressed, their chosen bikinis hidden beneath their clothes. Kiernan borrowed an oversized flannel shirt from me, which hung down near her knees, but as she sat on the couch the flannel rode up her thighs, a delicious view, with just a hint of her bright pink bikini thong visible beneath the flap.

Morgan was beside her. She wore a white cutoff top baring her midsection and denim shorts just a half-size too large, so that the shorts rode down her hips ever so slightly, revealing the cherry red bikini straps coming up her waist.

Kiernan grinned, dark sunglasses on her face, her skin smelling of suntan lotion. Morgan – eager to get that Cali girl tan back – was going in raw, ready to toast that fair skin to a slightly more golden shade.

Off to the side sat the lawn chairs I’d rummaged from the basement. The three injection-molded white Adirondack chairs weren’t quite what you’d bring to the beach, but they were close enough.

“Well, you girls ready?” I smiled.

Kiernan turned to Morgan, smirking, her raven-colored eyebrow cocked knowingly. Morgan giggled to herself, nodding silently, and they both rose from the couch. I stepped to the side politely then gestured toward the portal, garish white and blinding, though the gentle sounds of Otter Pond filtered through, serene and peaceful.

They whispered to one another as they stepped past me – furtive giggles, quick glances, inside jokes – and vanished through the portal. Excitement flooded my veins as I stacked up the Adirondacks and dragged them through the portal, emerging near the bank of the pond.

Morgan and Kiernan had kicked off their shoes, quietly walking together down into the muddy shore, slick soil caking their feet before going into the water, ankle-deep, and looking out over the quiet blue waters.

I set the chairs up, side by side by side, and plopped into the middle chair, reaching into the cooler and grabbing the whiskey. It was cool from the ice in the cooler. I cracked open the bottle – years-old Jack Daniels, still fiery on the tongue and warm in your belly – and took a small sip, enjoying the warmth as it worked its way down.

I kicked off my shoes, stretched out my legs, and put my bare feet in the grass. I took another quick pull from the whiskey bottle – a slightly larger sip, but far from a true slug – and smiled peacefully as the ladies stepped a little deeper into the water, almost up to their knees.

Kiernan whispered something to Morgan. Morgan covered her face and giggled, her shoulders heaving, and Kiernan looked back at me before slowly pulling her sunglasses off.

“The water’s warm,” Kiernan called out. “You should join us.”

“In a minute,” I said, content to enjoy the view for now.

Morgan ran her hands through the water as she watched Kiernan undress. Kiernan unbuttoned the flannel one button at a time, folding the flaps back, sunlight dancing on her pale, toned body, little drops of water lapping up toward her hips, glistening. Kiernan folded the flannel then hurled it back toward me, where it landed at my feet.

Kiernan stretched her arms over her head and turned her back to me, running her fingers through her midnight hair which stretched halfway down toward her fit, flawless ass cheeks with the tiny thong string nestled between. She stepped deeper, with the water dancing at her cheeks, making her skin pop with visible goosebumps. Kiernan leaned forward, cupped her hands, and dipped them into the water. She raised her hands, water sloshing through her fingers, and poured the cool pondwater over her head.

My eyes narrowed on her as the crystal clear beads ran down her back, over the bikini top string just below her shoulder blades, trickling down the length of her spine before moving cool and quiet over her porcelain ass before dripping back into the pond.

Morgan giggled, then shivered, not quite adjusted to the water yet.

“You said the water’s warm but I don’t think so,” Morgan laughed.

Kiernan splashed some water at Morgan, who yelped and jumped back a step. “It’s just like pulling off a band-aid!” Kiernan laughed. “Just dunk your face in the water and you’ll be fine!”

Morgan scurried back to the muddy shore then turned to me, a soft smile on her lips as she carefully unbuttoned her denim shorts.

She slid the brass button through the loop, her smile melting into something sensual as she tugged the zipper down, copper teeth opening, denim folding back, letting the cherry red bikini thong drink in the sun.

My cock stirred and my blood began to simmer but I stayed put, grinning, sipping my whiskey, remaining completely in the moment. The breeze, warm and refreshing. The sun turning the pondwater glitter-blue. A sparrow darted past, singing a song.

Kiernan pushed through the water, waist-deep, her nipples showing through the bikini top, water droplets sparkling on her breasts. She threw her hair back – wet hair slapping against her spine – and waded toward Morgan. Morgan stepped toward her until she was waist-deep as well, grinning as she pulled off her top, tossing it aside, onto the muddy shore, forgotten, unneeded.

Kiernan poked Morgan in the waist, playful, tickling. Morgan giggled and batted Kiernan’s hand away, only for Kiernan’s other hand to shoot out, catching Morgan’s thong strap, tugging it, the fabric pulling away and – by God – for just one blessed second I glimpsed Morgan’s bare sex, pink lips, blonde tuft, before the fabric snapped back into place.

Morgan draped her arms over Kiernan’s shoulders and pulled herself closer, water drops trickling down her hands, down Kiernan’s wet cheeks. With Morgan standing a few inches taller, she looked down at Kiernan, cupping the ballerina’s face in her hands, Kiernan’s grin fading into something approximating sensual intoxication, lost as she was in Morgan’s eyes.

Kiernan’s hands slid down to Morgan’s hips. My cock throbbed as I watched Kiernan’s thumbs pressing tight against Morgan’s hip bones, a romantic embrace suddenly pulsing with ownership as a sharp, insatiable glint flickered bright in Kiernan’s eyes.

Morgan had a lustful, almost drowsy look in her eye as she moved her lips closer to Kiernan’s, trailing her fingertips down Kiernan’s cheeks. Kiernan’s thumbs shifted again, this time both toward Morgan’s thong straps, hooking through them, tugging, the bikini fabric peeling downward again, showing off hints of Morgan’s curly golden tuft.

Suddenly, Kiernan seized her, slipping her hands beyond Morgan’s hips, gripping Morgan’s supple ass, squeezing hard, leaving red fingerprints on Morgan’s cheeks. Hungry for more, Kiernan shifted up to her tiptoes, intent on planting a kiss on Morgan’s mouth, but the blonde stopped her, one upraised finger against Kiernan’s lips.

I couldn’t hear Morgan speak, but I read her lips as she looked into Kiernan’s eyes, ‘Not yet, not without Bobby.’

Kiernan flashed a hungry, eager smirk, then gave Morgan’s ass one more sensuous squeeze before they both turned to me, water dancing around their waists, both of them wading slowly through the water toward me, sirens coming to shore.

My blood steaming, my cock throbbing, I took one healthy slug from the whiskey bottle then popped the cap back on and dropped it back into the cooler. Rising up from the white lawn chair,  I balled my fists tight, adrenaline and lust surging through every nerve ending, watching with a steely, hungry gaze as the ladies stepped out of the water, supple skin glistening with water and sunlight.

I didn’t move a muscle. They came up to me, Kiernan on the right, Morgan on the left. Morgan reached out, brushing her cool, wet fingers across my bare chest. Kiernan did the same, but quickly pressed her lips to my sternum, kissing me right over my heart, moving to my pec, trailing her tongue as she went, before she closed her lips tight around me and sucked gently on my chest.

I slid my hand up Kiernan’s toned back, wet and soft, and slid my fingers beneath the bikini top string. I pulled Morgan closer with my other hand, right up to my chest, then slid my hand up to the back of her neck and guided her lips to the other side of my chest, where she sucked on my other pec, just like Kiernan.

I grit my teeth as I gazed down at them, their hungry soft mouths nibbling and sucking, their tongues smacking against my skin, and in unison, they moved their hands down my abdomen, down past my belly button, fingertips tickling down near the waistband of my swim trunks.

By then, my blood was so hot I could have ravished them both right there in the grass…but what was the rush?

“Hold on,” I said, pulling them both back, both Kiernan and Morgan still reaching out for the tent raging in my shorts. “We have plenty of time for that.”

They both exchanged concerned looks as I dropped back into the Adirondack chair, my hands folded over my stomach, a patient, yet ravenous look in my eye, like a bird of prey sizing up a field mouse, waiting for the perfect moment to strike.

“Enjoy each other first,” I said with a rough growl. “Enjoy each other and I’ll enjoy watching…for now.”

Morgan chewed playfully on her bottom lip, a long-tampered lust finally on the verge of being loosened, but Kiernan was far more aggressive; she practically pounced on Morgan, continuing what she’d started back in the water.

She took Morgan by the waist, one hand on the small of her back, the other slipping down the back of her thong, peeling that thin string back, her fingertips sinking hungrily into Morgan’s ass cheeks.

Morgan whimpered softly as Kiernan kissed her, pulling her tight, Kiernan’s suppressed aggression manifesting in this kiss, both their lips parting, Kiernan’s candy-pink tongue pushing eagerly past Morgan’s teeth.

Morgan closed her eyes, falling into Kiernan’s kiss, and suddenly hopped into Kiernan’s arms, the two of them looking almost comical with their mismatched sizes as Morgan wrapped her legs around Kiernan’s tight waist, the heels of her bare feet pressing into Kiernan’s pristine alabaster ass cheeks.

Though several inches shorter, Kiernan’s athleticism allowed her to hold Morgan firmly in her arms, turning, marching the blonde toward the towels laid out in the grass just before me. Kiernan lay her down gently, but swiftly. Morgan got up on her elbows, her left leg out straight, her right bent at the knee, her thighs spreading apart subtly, awaiting Kiernan’s touch.

Kiernan knelt down, between Morgan’s knees, pushing toward her, kissing her, splaying out her open palm across Morgan’s chest and rolling her fingertips down between Morgan’s tits, over Morgan’s flat stomach, until she was pulling at the fabric of Morgan’s bikini, allowing me another glimpse of Morgan’s sex.

“Touch me,” Morgan demanded breathlessly, greedily, and she slid one hand into Kiernan’s black hair and yanked the ballerina’s lips back to hers, a kiss of lust and impatience.

Kiernan loomed over Morgan as she slid her hand down between Morgan’s thighs. Mid-kiss, Morgan’s eyelids squeezed shut more tightly and her body spasmed and her free hand shot to Kiernan’s wrist, pulling Kiernan’s fingers deeper within her.

I watched intently as Kiernan rolled her thumb around Morgan’s clit, as she slid two fingers into Morgan’s sex, teasing her, penetrating her, Kiernan’s fingers glistening with Morgan’s nectar within seconds.

Kiernan – experienced with other women – knew exactly where to touch Morgan, pushing her fingers in deeper, curving them upward, glancing Morgan’s inner sensitivity just as she tickled Morgan’s clit with her thumb.

Morgan wrenched almost violently beneath Kiernan, breaking their kiss, a high shriek escaping Morgan’s lips as her thighs closed tight around Kiernan’s hand, burying it up to the wrist.

There was a tender ferocity in Kiernan’s eyes, an aggressive intimacy, and Morgan had been more than willing to fall under her spell. Morgan’s toes curled, her legs quivered. The hand Kiernan had buried between Morgan’s thighs was drenched up to the wrist, still moving in and out, with Morgan’s chest heaving, her bikini-bound breasts jiggling with every breath as the late-afternoon sun glowed softly at Kiernan’s back.

Kiernan looked at me, that hunger still evident in her eyes.

Slowly, Morgan turned her head – licking her quivering lips – and opened her eyes, gazing at me.

I got up from my chair, my heart hammering under my breastbone as I joined them on the blanket, the high grass dancing around us. I got down on one knee beside them – Morgan still on her back, Kiernan still looming over her – and ran one hand through Kiernan’s hair, the other down Morgan’s cheek.

I looked at Morgan. “Kiss Kiernan between her legs.”

Morgan’s blue eyes flashed with confidence – she was up to the challenge – and she slowly moved out from beneath Kiernan, getting on her hands and knees upon the blanket. Kiernan turned a lustful eye toward Morgan and rolled onto her ass, sitting upright, her palms behind her for balance.

As Morgan moved between Kiernan’s thighs, I tightened my grip in Kiernan’s hair, turning her face to mine. Leaning down, I kissed her, raw and deep, tasting Morgan’s mouth on Kiernan’s tongue. Kiernan hooked an arm around my neck, but gasped suddenly, jarringly, and when I looked down toward her waist, I saw that Morgan had just pulled Kiernan’s bikini to the side, exposing Kiernan’s pink clefts, and rolled her tongue across Kiernan’s clit.

Morgan closed her lips around Kiernan’s nub. In turn, Kiernan twisted a bit, digging her fingernails almost painfully into the flesh of my neck, clinging to me, whimpering softly against my kiss while Morgan slid a curious finger up into Keirnan’s folds.

I broke the kiss, ran my hand down Kiernan’s back, found the bikini top string and tugged on the knot. It came loose instantly, the bright pink top dropping, exposing her firm white tits, nipples hard as rocks.

I gazed down at Morgan, her mouth wet and shining from Kiernan’s lust, and slid my other hand down to her top, tugging at the knot, pulling it loose. Morgan shrugged the top off, but never ceased devouring Kiernan, kissing, sucking her clit, rolling her tongue against the insides of Kiernan’s thighs.

As Kiernan’s knees trembled, she lay a quivering hand on my abdomen, slid it down to the tent in my swim trunks, and peeled my swimsuit down. My cock bounced as it emerged and Kiernan caught it, stroked it, looked at me gratefully as she licked her lips.

My fingers once more in her smooth black hair, I guided her mouth down to my manhood, grunting when she kissed my tip, as she tightened her fingers around me, stroking downward, tickling my balls when she got down to my root, making the cum simmer within me, eager to burst.

I looked down between Kiernan’s thighs, with Morgan’s face buried between them, her pink lips moving busily, her nose tickling Kiernan’s nub, just below Kiernan’s black mound. Morgan’s eyes met mine. She saw the hunger in my eyes and gripped Kiernan’s pale thighs tighter, leaving bright red fingerprints in Kiernan’s flesh.

Kiernan moaned with my cock in her throat, her lips practically vibrating against my shaft, and my stomach muscles clenched reflexively as I fought tooth and claw to keep myself from erupting.

Promptly, I pulled myself free of Kiernan’s mouth. She gasped for air as I pulled out of her, spittle and precum dangling from her lips, squeezing her quivering thighs tight around Morgan’s face.

Pivoting behind Morgan, I gripped my cock tight at the root and took her by the waist as I mounted her from behind. I ran my hand up the base of her spine as Kiernan looked into my eyes as she clenched her thighs tighter around Morgan’s face, as Kiernan gripped fiercely at the blanket beneath her, her knuckles trembling from the pleasure, so close to release.

I found Morgan completely wet, her walls tight and snug, fertile and warm as I pushed into her, moaning as I felt every inch of my cock sliding smooth into her. Morgan let out a muffled gasp against Kiernan’s cunt when she felt me push into her down to my base.

Kiernan reached forward, pulling Morgan’s face tighter between her thighs, and suddenly shrieked, throwing herself backward, writhing on the blanket as her thighs shook violently, screaming loud enough that birds, startled, bolted up from the trees.

“OH!” Kiernan screamed, her face twisting into an expression that almost looked painful, her eyelids shut tight, moving her hips, grinding her wet sex greedily against Morgan’s lips.

As Kiernan fell silent, Morgan paused, looking back at me, her lips and chin slick with Kiernan’s dew. I grabbed Morgan by her long golden hair and pulled her back, nearly upright against me, and as I thrust deeper into her, I pulled her mouth to mine and kissed her desperately, so eager to get a taste of Keirnan still lingering on Morgan’s lips.

The clap of my hips against hers only grew louder and more rapid and, soon, I was lost in Morgan’s sex, the warm tight world between her legs. I continued to hold her against me, pulling her arms behind her back, bending her like a bow, and Kiernan – recovering now – popped up onto her knees, refusing to miss a single moment.

Kiernan buried her face in Morgan’s breasts, sucking one then the other and back again, sucking Morgan’s nipples until the blonde moaned. Yet the ballerina was a multitasker in more ways than one, slipping her hands downward, one to tease Morgan’s clit, the other to tickle the root of my cock as I continuously thrust myself in and out of Morgan’s sex.

One final exhalation escaped my lungs. I gripped Morgan tight by the waist then reached around her, grabbing Keirnan by the back of her neck, pulling her face deeper between Morgan’s tits, and – with the three of us together, naked, lost in bottomless lust on the peaceful banks of the pond – I gasped as I finished.

All the strength seemed to leave my body upon my release. I emptied myself thoroughly and completely inside Morgan, spilling every drop, nearly going limp, slumping back on my knees, releasing Morgan from my grip.

However, Morgan and Kiernan remained upright, both on their knees, Morgan’s orgasmic face turned toward the sun – warm, golden, beaming – as Kiernan slid a second hand between Morgan’s thighs, palming Morgan’s sex, gently squeezing, and as my seed began to leak out of Morgan – then through Kiernan’s fingers – my ladies looked into one another’s eyes and kissed, softly but deeply, their lips smacking, their bodies loose with gratification.

As I lay back in the grass, my hands folded comfortably behind my head, I looked to the sky, smirking confidently to myself.

When the dragons come, I thought, we’re going to be ready.
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College Harem

One quiet everyman. Three gorgeous college roommates who love to share. They're about to make a home together.

After inheriting a scenic farmhouse and leaving the corporate world behind, 29-year-old Billy Watson enjoys a quiet life. He works a stress-free job on a delivery truck and spends his evenings by the pond with his dog, Bandit. For Billy, life couldn’t get any better…until a chance encounter with Evelyn, a gorgeous co-ed with an eccentric sense of humor and some very adventurous roommates.

What begins as a whirlwind flirtation with a woman he thought was out of his league quickly becomes a passionate affair…and then Billy realizes that Evelyn and her roommates aren’t just close friends, but they love to share.

College Harem is a relaxing and realistic slice-of-life depiction of MFFF contemporary harem relationships that includes group menage scenes with multiple partners, all from the straight male main character’s POV. The women in this novella are exploring both their emerging bisexuality and their shared desire to build an unconventional life with the main character.

PART FOUR COMING SOON!


Follow Carley

Follow me on Twitter @carleywritesbro for updates, upcoming story ideas, and artwork inspired by my books. Always non-toxic, apolitical, and drama-free!
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