
        
            
                
            
        

    
[image: ]



Courting Crazy

Book 2 of the Green Lord

By JG Jerome

Edited by Heather Jerome

Cover by Albert Chauw

Copyright © October 1, 2019

J.G. Jerome

All Rights Reserved

































































“Love is at the root of everything.  Love or the lack of it.”  - Fred Rogers.
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Foreword





Warning!

This is an adult fantasy for mature folks that comes out of my twisted mind.  They are my dreams, daydreams, and fantasies transcribed onto paper.

As such, this story includes descriptions of genitalia, descriptions of sexual activities, mixing of US and UK idioms, panamorous relationships, harem relationships, romance, bro-mance, BFFs, cursing, bathroom fondling, co-ed showers, off-beat humor, eating food while naked or partially naked, drinking, hot chocolate, licorice bon-bons, unusual interpretations of myth and legends, going to the bathroom, the insurance industry, the IT consulting industry, construction, wineries, and many other things that might possibly offend someone in our judgemental society.  If you are offended by any of those things, then kindly close the book, tell Amazon you made a mistake, get your refund, and go forth to enjoy life elsewhere.  I wish you the best.

If you’re not dissuaded, then…





In book one, Jack learned about being the Green Lord.  He met Christie, but she wiped his memory of herself.  Jack also met Myra, Trina, GC, Erica, the Ravens, Megan, Peg, Lorn, Kellianne and Johnny, the Shadows - Jason and Trevor, Supreet, Cholley - the Goblin, the Demi-fey, the Elves, and amps up his existing relationship with Kristina.  Jack takes Myra and Trina as lovers.  Myra and Jack marry Elven style.  Jack claims Kristina, Megan, Supreet, and the Ravens for his own.  Peg reveals she knew the last Green Lord and pledges her service to Jack.  Jack wins both major lotteries and forms Verdic Holdings.  He does all this as he works with his team to deliver an IT consulting contract in Hartford. 

There is a chronology at the back of the book.




Prologue






S
upreet walks with me back to my hotel the evening after our two-day kick-off event at Hartford Comprehensive Insurance. The project is moving forward after a very productive kick-off workshop.  Don brought Mary, a middle-aged female Programmer-Analyst from his company, InsEc, to work with HCI’s Business Analyst, Gregory. They hit it off pretty well, and they make quite a powerful team when dealing with underwriters, actuaries, and claims analysts.  I did a quick health scan of both of them to ensure they didn’t have any major health issues.  I had to fix a stomach aneurysm for Gregory.  I suspect he thought I was coming onto him as I held his hand a little longer than usual for a handshake, but he should live longer now.  With Gregory and Mary working together, we’re going to get significant value from this product from the first release.  As an added value, I suspect Mary won’t be wanting for company when she’s in Hartford.  Don headed to the airport this afternoon after we wrapped up.  That means I have no one to distract me from the attentive, Indian beauty walking next to me. 

As we walk, we discuss what to do about dinner.  Supreet joined me for dinner at Sorella the night I arrived, so we decide on room service from Perron & Pina, the restaurant at the lobby level of the Goodwin.  Actually Perron is the restaurant.  Pina is the bar & donut shop. 

Yep, alcohol and donuts.  If I were still in my twenties, I would think it was heaven!

My relationship with Supreet has only gotten stronger each moment I spend with her.  She has maintained her desire to hold onto her virginity, but she has been open to accepting and providing oral pleasures.  She is so sweet, I’d be happy just holding onto her in bed all night talking to her.  She smells really good, too; however, it’s hard to quantify.  I get a flavor of spice from her, but I also get an impression of cool silk from her. My sense of smell is ‘funny.’

We get to the room, hang our coats, kick off our shoes, and strip off.  She sits on my lap with the room service menu, and I pull a blanket around us.  We discuss the available options and decide to order one of each of the Pinxtos and Tapas, plus a portion each of the the Jamon Iberico and the Kentucky ham with a bottle of Craggy Range Sauvignon Blanc and two liters of sparkling water.

I pull on shorts and a t-shirt to await the food. Supreet decides the shirt I wore today would make the perfect lounging robe.  She ignores the buttons, but pulls it on and rolls up the sleeves.  Her perky, full breasts play hide-and-seek as she moves around the room putting her clothes on hangers and putting her shoes out of the way.  I pull her back into my lap and kiss her deeply.  I tease and pull on her nipples as I kiss her.

As I open my eyes, I see her lids slowly raise to reveal golden irises with slitted pupils.  A forked tongue flicks from her parted lips to touch my skin.  Suddenly she launches out of my lap, drops my shirt, and picks up her undergarments.  As she puts a leg into her panties I ask, “Serpent Shifter?”  She freezes with one leg in the air and her foot through her panties as she looks at me with huge frightful, human eyes and a surprised look.

She shakes her head.  “Honey, you are not the first shifter I’ve met.  You are mine, and I am yours.  What variety of person you are doesn’t matter to me.  The person you are is who I care about.  We belong together.  I caught a flash of gold from your eyes the first night you joined me at the hotel.”

She puts her foot down and pulls her panties up her right leg, leaving the left nude.  “I am of the Host, Jack.”

“The Sluagh?  Well, you probably are the first of the Host that I have met.  You do realize that I am not strictly human, right?  Have you seen my eyes?”

She nods, “They turn brilliant green when you hold me.”  I will them to glow. “Oh my, you are him!  I was afraid of this!”  Supreet bursts into tears and drops her panties as she covers her lovely face and sobs piteously.

I get up and wrap her in my arms and pull her to me.  “Supreet, I am the Green Lord.  There is a large string of reasons why I shouldn’t be, but I am.  Why are you afraid about my being the Green Lord?”

She looks up at  me with running eyes and nose, “The Green Lord is an ally of the Summer.”

I chuckle at that, “Well, then I am a crap ally because I fell in love and married the Winter Lady.  I’ve killed a handful of Summer Knights.  I suspect I am not well thought of by the Summer Court if they even know about me.”

I reach for a tissue and wipe her nose.  She hiccups, “But, Jack.  If Trina is a Sidhe, she is certainly Summer Court.”

I nod, “She is Lady Katrina ab Koran Mac Laughlin of the Winter Court.  Apparently, half the Laughlin clan got fed up and moved to Winter several generations back.  Myra, my wife, is Princess Moira ab Liam Mac Nessus, the Winter Lady.  Since she married the Green Lord,...”

“She is the Queen of all Fae!” Supreet interrupts excitedly.  “A Winter Lady sits the throne!”  Then her face falls again, “Jack, my clan are Naga in addition being Sluagh.  The Naga are allies with the Nameless.”

“Really!” I exclaim.  “Well that’s interesting.  You are full of surprises.  A couple of weeks ago one of Yournian’s concubines told me the story of how they earned that name.  I’ve been thinking it might be a good idea to sit with them and open relations.  I’ve been wondering how I might contact them.  Do you suppose your father could connect me with the head of the clan?”

“Seriously, Jack?” She asks. “After they were ostracized, they became committed to destroying the line of the Green Lord.”

“Did they commit themselves to it, or were they hired?” I ask.  “I have it on pretty good authority it was the latter.”

“I don’t know, Jack.  I just don’t want them to find you.”

“You were going to leave me.  Why?”

“No Green Lord would want to love one of the Host,” she sobs, burying her face in my chest again.  “My people are considered abnormal among shifters, as we don’t completely shift.  We are freaks.”

“I have all kinds of ‘freaks’ in my family, Supreet.  I love them all, just like I love you.”  She jerks her face up to look at me.

“You love me?” She asks.

“Yes, Supreet.  I love you.  I have since shortly after we met.  Trina saw it coming while we were still on that first video call.  I’ve told you before, but it bears repeating.  You are mine, and I am yours.  Why do you act surprised?”

She shakes her head, “Jack, you’ve never told me you love me.”  Tears stream down her face as she smiles at me.  “I’ve been torturing myself thinking I was just a toy to you while I love you so much.”

“No Supreet.” I tell her.  “You are definitely fun to play with, but I love holding you and talking to you as much as the sexual aspects of our play.  Please don’t ever doubt me.  I am in love with you, and want you with me forever.  I thought I had told you!  Please forgive me for taking so long.”

“I’ve been holding back because I wasn’t sure.  I want to make love to you, Jack!  Tonight!” she exclaims.

“If you wish, Supreet, my Love.  I thought it was an Indian culture thing.  I’ve enjoyed all of our time together, and I will wait as long as you wish.  The only thing I ask is that we figure out how to get you out to Arizona to meet the rest of the family and spend time with us regularly.”

“I’d love that, Jack!  Thank you!”  She hesitates for a minute.  “Indian culture does play a large part, too.  I am supposed to remain pure until married.  Plus, my father has been trying to push me off on Reddy Shivkumar because he think’s Reddy’s a catch.  Honestly, he’s a prat.  I don’t want to work for him, let alone marry him.”

“Well darling, you don’t have to worry about him.  If he gives you any shit, walk out.  We will have work for you at a good salary in one of my companies.”  I step back and look her up and down.  “Now, Supreet.  The panties half-on look is cute, but I don’t think it will catch on.”

We laugh as I step back, and Supreet kicks off her panties with a giggle.

“Will you show me your other form, Supreet?”

“Are you sure, Jack?  A Naga is like a human-serpent hybrid.  My family actually are greater Naga, which means that we are really large serpents, and we grow additional limbs in our Naga form.  My mother and I both have four arms in our Naga form.  Then she and I also have a third form that is more human with the additional limbs.  It’s very unusual, even among Naga.  It’s a secret we keep from my father.  We kinda look like images of Kali.”

“Supreet, you are mine.  More importantly for you, is that I am yours.  You’re not going to scare me off easily.”  I pull her into a passionate kiss.  As we part I look into her slitted eyes, “If you’re not ready to show me, that’s okay too.  Just know that when you are ready, I am ready.”  I kiss her again as we hear a knock on the door.

“Do you want to answer the door, my Love?” I tease her.

“Jack!  I’m naked.” she giggles.  “Where is your shirt?” I snag it up and hold it open for her.

She slides into it.  Then she closes three buttons on the shirt, and says “Please sit, my Lord.  I will bring your dinner,” she laughs.

I laugh as I pull the covers straight on the bed.  “I’m coming,” she calls.

I toss the pillows into place as I hear another insistent knock.  I get a sense of unease from that last knock. “Just a second,” she calls right before I hear her throw the bolt.

I call “Wait!” just before I hear the door latch turn and the door open.  I launch to intercept her in time to see a middle-aged Indian man and woman standing in the door.

“Ba Ba!” Supreet exclaims. 

I blink, and suddenly I am at her side just before the man tries to reach out to grab her, “Ghasty…”

Whatever else he was about to say is lost as I put his body to sleep.  Grabbing a handful of shirt front, I lift him up with my left hand as I gently pull Supreet behind me.  Then I beckon the lady inside the suite.  “Please close the door and throw the bolt and place the chain.”

I watch the lady do as I asked, and then she follows me as I walk the man back into the main room.  I’m not certain if I have enough practice in my lessons to levitate his weight yet.  I do the work manually instead of showing off.  Holding an adult male in the air with one hand above my shoulder height isn’t showing off, right?  Calling over my shoulder while I watch the woman’s expression, “Supreet, my Love.  Are these your parents?  Or are these some of the Nameless?”  Her eyes open wide at ‘my Love,’ and nearly pop out of her head at the mention of the ‘Nameless.’

“They are my parents, Jack.  My mother, Jagpreet, and my father Ravikumar.”

“Ms. Mishra, please have a seat on the chair.  My name is Jack Jerome.  May I offer you some water?  We have food and wine coming.”

She sits, “I will wait, Mr. Jerome,” she says precisely in British-flavored speech.  “I must apologize for the intrusion.  My husband was quite certain our daughter was acting inappropriately, so he came to find her.  I came to protect him.  Apparently he was right about her behavior.”

I nod, “Your daughter’s behavior has been impeccable.   I appreciate your desire to protect yours.  Your husband is unconscious because I also desire to protect mine.”

She bristles at that, “My daughter is not yours, Mr. Jerome!”  She stands to show her indignation.

Supreet gives it right back to her, “Yes, Ma Ma.  I am.  I am his.  He is mine!  He loves me, and I love him.  It’s all over except the marriage!”

Jagpreet gasps and sits back down.  I lay her husband down on the bed, and arrange his limbs in a dignified pose.  Then I open my arms to Supreet.  She wraps her arms around me and buries her face in my chest.  “We’re giving you an emotional roller coaster this evening, aren’t we my darling.”  She nods.  “Kiss me, Love.”  She looks up and I kiss her gently on her plump, moist lips.  She gives me a glorious smile.  “Shall I wake your father?”  She nods.

I exert my will and tell him, “Wake up, Mr. Mishra.  Wake up.”  He slowly blinks his eyes for almost a full minute before he bolts upright and looks around to find his wife sitting next to the bed, himself sitting on the bed, and his daughter wrapped in my loving embrace.

“Hello, Mr. Mishra.  My name is Jack Jerome.  I am the Green Lord.  Welcome to my temporary home.  I offer you hospitality.”

Both of the elder Mishras gasp at my title.  “I am sure we have much to discuss, but I have a dinner date with your daughter.  So, I will keep this direct and concise.  I met Supreet shortly after I became aware of my heritage.  We met through work; I have taken a contract with her company.  Her beauty, intelligence, and fearlessness all drew me to her.  I’ve grown closer to her very quickly, and I love her dearly.  I hope to eventually marry her.  If you ever call her a whore again, I will cause your tongue to fall out and not grow back until I’m feeling more charitable.  Do we have an understanding?”  I will my eyes to do the ‘burning glow.’  Even Supreet gasps at that, but it might be more at the threat than my eyes.

“Mr. Mishra?” I prod.

He slowly nods his head.

“Great!  Now that we’re done with unpleasantness, you are both welcome to join us for dinner.  We’re having Spanish room service - Tapas and Pinxtos.  We have enough coming to get started, but I’ll need to order more food if you are staying.  It will be a picnic on the bed.  What would you like to do?”

Ms. Mishra says, “I have dinner on the stove, Ravi.  We cannot stay long.”

There is a knock on the door, “Room Service.”

Supreet moves towards the door, “Allow me, sweetheart.  One person attacking you at the door in a single evening is all my heart can handle.”

*Durec, mail please.  Jacob, too.
*

The metallic strands around my neck with three Celtic Knots in front of it expands into a full green chain mail shirt.  The ones on my wrist expand into a gauntlet.  I hear gasps behind me again.

I unlock the chain and then the deadbolt. I pull the door open and maneuver my feet to a neutral position as I greet the nice Hispanic young man with the cart.  “Your dinner, sir.” 

“Excellent.  Come on in.  By the fireplace, please.”  I move out of the way and wave him in. 

I watch him closely, but he just drives the cart where I directed him and comes back with a ticket for me to sign.  Jacob shrinks back to his cord configuration to allow me to include a nice tip and sign it.  He wishes us a great evening, and then he leaves.

I set both locks, and then I walk back in.

“So, stay or not?  At least a glass of wine.”  *Durec, back to cord configuration, please
*

I hear *Certainly, Lord
* in my mind.

Ravi looks to Jagpreet who shrugs and nods her head from side to side.  I don’t think they notice Durec’s configuration change.

*Thanks, Durec and Jacob.
*

Ravi looks at me, “Sure, a glass.”  I pull several dishes off the tray and Supreet pulls the tablecloth off and puts it on the bed.  Once she has it spread, she starts arranging pillows around to sit on and lays out dishes on the tablecloth.  I find service for four, so I crack the bottle and pour four glasses of wine.  Supreet slips past me on her way to the loo, and I notice her panties are the pocket square in the shirt pocket.  When she returns from washing her hands, there’s no pocket square. I give her a light spank as she slides by, which causes her to turn on me trying to hide the grin on her face.  As I hand her a glass of wine, I notice her mother is grinning too at our interaction.  Ravi moves the easy chair and desk chair next to the bed.

The elder Mishras sit in the chairs next to the bed.  I lift Supreet and gently set her on a pillow.  She caresses my cheek as I return with a glass of my own and carefully crawl onto my pillow to sit.

I propose a toast, “As I have made my intent known, I’d like to toast ‘to family.’  Please.”

The three Mishras all reach in and we manage to touch glasses, but the logistics of it are enough of a challenge that we are soon all laughing.  ‘To family’ rings over the tinkle of the stemware.  We all sip.

“Mr. & Mrs. Mishra, please call me Jack. Now that Supreet is no longer concerned about hiding me, I think she can catch you up on details of how we met and our interactions at work.  We were discussing the Nameless before you arrived.  I would like to get word to their leadership that I exist, and that I would like to treat with them.  I understand your family is allied with them despite being of the Host.  Would you be able to get me in touch with the head of the Nameless?”

“Why do you want to do that, Jack?” Mr. Mishra asks.

“I think they have been ‘Nameless’ long enough.  The thing you, and probably the Nameless, don’t know is that love is my superpower.  You may have heard many versions of what the powers of the Green Lords are.  Essentially, all those powers relate back to an affinity for life and loving all living things.  It’s that power of love the Sidhe of old could not abide.  They were jealous of it just as they were jealous of the influence and powers of the lords.  I think the Sluagh and the Nameless can help me and the Queen of the Fae beat it out of them.  Finally, if I am to use my superpower, I suspect forgiveness is the most powerful manifestation of love that anyone can make.”  I point at the food and start digging into an octopus skewer.

Supreet puts some olives and flatbread on a small plate.  Ravi shrugs, and picks up a plate, some cheese, olives, jamon, and flatbread.  Jagpreet spanks his ass as he stands to reach a dish.  “What?  I’ll share with you.”  Apparently she’s not spanking him over the meat after all.

He sits down and tries the food.  “Very tasty!”  He chews for a minute. “So, you are asking to meet with a leader and open talks.”

I nod as I sip wine, “Essentially yes, but the leader.  Not a leader.  If they send a subordinate leader and then I send one, we end up playing diplomacy games.  Those don’t interest me.  Two people who want to protect their people sit down and talk through how we can both accomplish that, without unbearable compromises on either side.  Is that clear?”

“Yes.” Jagpreet relieves him of his plate as he continues speaking.  “I don’t know that the leader will get the message, but I can craft a message to encourage them to pass it up.” 

I nod, “That’s all that I can ask.  I’ll give you a card before you leave with my contact details.”

We chat about inconsequential stuff until the food and wine are gone.  Jagpreet asks about my background and my business.  I ask about theirs in return.  They are both accountants and have their own CPA practice.  They explain they have a sizable dowry set aside for Supreet.  I explain that I am independently wealthy, and I would be very happy if they would save it for their other childrens’ educations.  They’re interested in how much wealth we’re talking, I share ballpark figures pre-lottery.  They are suitably impressed.  I inquire about the size of the accounts they manage.  Most are in the one-to-three million dollar annual revenue.  I make a note to self to discuss accounting with my officers later.  I don’t mention the lottery winnings.

We steadily demolish the food, and the wine disappears quickly, too.  Finally Jagpreet asks, “Supreet, have you shown him your other form.”  I notice she used the singular case of the word ‘form.’

“No, Ma Ma.”  Supreet explains, “We talked about it.  He is interested to see my Naga form, but when he saw that I am nervous about it, he said he would wait until I am ready.”

“Show him now, my daughter.  Grand, romantic words are one thing, but actions mean everything.  Give him a view of what he would be marrying.”

Supreet hides her face, “Yes, Ma Ma.”

I grab her hand, “I will support you whatever you decide, my Love.”

Supreet shakes her head as her mother watches me like a hawk.  “She’s right, Jack.  I need to do this.”  She looks up at me.  “Regardless of your reaction.  I love you, my Lord Jack.”  I kiss her.  She crawls off behind me to stand beside the bed. 

She reaches under my shirt and slides her panties off.  She picks them up and hands them to me.  Then she slowly unbuttons my shirt with her eyes locked on mine.  I turn my entire body to face her.  As she slowly slides the shirt off to reveal her lovely figure, her eyes begin to glow and her pupils elongate.   She hands me my shirt and leans in to kiss me.  As she starts to move back, she stops and her serpent tongue flicks my hairline before she stands erect.  Then she goes to stand next to the foot of the bed.  She keeps her gaze locked on my face, as fine lines appear on her skin and her skin darkens.  Her ribs ripple as a second pair of arms appear under her skin, wrapped around her torso immediately below her full, pert breasts.  The additional pair of arms become more prominent as the lines deepen into scales and her skin darkens to a deep, dark blue that is nearly black.  Her legs fuse together as her arms split from her torso until she falls forward on her knees as her legs, ankles, and feet extend into a pointed tail.  Her legs extend until they reach to roughly twelve to fifteen feet long from hip to tip.  My beautiful, Indian lover is propped on two pairs of arms and the bend of her tail below her hips. 

I glide off the bed and kneel at her side.  I cup her upper left arm in my hand.  “May I help you, Beloved?”  Her silky blue-black hair glides past her face as she slowly lifts her head until her golden, serpentine eyes look into mine.  I cup her face as I see her serpentine features for the first time.  Her nose has flattened and receded into her face, leaving only a small bump and two slits.  Her mouth, chin, and cheekbones are still human in shape and proportion, but her luscious lips have thinned until they barely exist.  Instead of red, they are a rich royal blue.  Her eyelids, both upper and lower, have the same color that fades into the darker, richer, blue-black.  Her ears have shrunken to be a very small ridge of cartilage behind a small aperture. She is so exotically beautiful that she takes my breath away.

“Oh, Supreet!  You are gorgeous!”  I lift her up.  Her beautifully full, pert breasts are still the same proportions, but now covered in the same dark silky scales as the rest of her body, with  azure areolae and nipples.  I look down and see her sparse landing strip is gone, revealing the azure color of her vulva.  I pull her into my arms as I look down into her golden eyes.  “Will you still have me, Supreet?”

“Yessss, my Lord!  I give you all that I am.  I love you, Jack!”

I pull her face to mine and kiss her cool, silky lips.  I’m surprised to find two tongues inside her mouth - a very human one and a very serpentine one.  She chases my tongue with both of hers.  As she pulls them back, I suckle them both into my mouth and let my hand glide down her torso to cup her significantly leaner, barely there, tushy.  I release her tongues as I suckle first one lip, then the other in my mouth for a short nibble. 

“Supreet, I feel overdressed.”  I turn to her parents.  “Do we have anything urgent to discuss?  I feel I need to give my date my full attention.”

Supreet disengages from me and slithers to the hooks in the hallway and pulls my trousers down.  She roots around in my pockets to find my money clip and pulls a business card out with long nimble fingers.  She glides over to her father and hands him my business card.

She tells him, “Father, can we agree that I will not be marrying Reddy Shivkumar?”

Ravi nods, “Agreed.”

She glides to stand in front of her mother.  “Mother, say goodbye to your ‘little girl.’  I will be a woman when you next see me.  I will still love you.  I will still love Ba Ba.  But, I now also love Jack.  I am going to make love to him tonight.”  She draws her mother into her arms and kisses her cheek.  “I’ll be home in time to change before going to work.”  She hugs them both again, and they each kiss her on the cheek before they walk towards the door. 

They stop and shake my hand before heading out the door.  Ravi tells me, “Treat my little girl right, Jack.”

“You have my word, Ba Ba.” 

I hear Jagpreet murmur, “Ravi, I’m sure dinner is burned!”  After I lock and bolt the door I turn to see my beautiful serpentine lover standing on her coiled tail.

Supreet glides to meet me next to the corner of the bed. We embrace and kiss passionately.  When we finally come up for air, she tells me, “Jack, I have three forms.  You have seen two, and I will show you the third later tonight.  It’s important because each of my forms is a virgin.  I ask that you make all three a woman tonight.”

“Oh the pressure!  Good thing we had dinner!  I’m gonna need the fuel!”  I tell her with a grin.  She grins back.  Then she pulls out of my embrace and races to pick up all the plates from the bed, employing all four arms to wrap them up inside the table cloth.  She sets the package on the cart.  I set the two bottles of water on the desk and then wheel the cart outside.

After bolting the door again, I come back to find Supreet looking at the bed.  I shuck out of my shorts and t-shirt and slide up behind her.  I palm her breasts in my hands as I suckle her neck, just as though she were in her human form.  She twists and kisses me as she glides up onto the bed.  I follow and gently lay her back, kissing as much of her silky, scaled flesh that I can find.  I suckle her azure nipples, and nibble her vulva before diving into suckling her inner labia and clit.   The same techniques I have used on her human form work well on her Naga form, too.  There are differences in her response.  I guess I need to treat each form like a separate woman.  I know her human form pretty well, so I try the things that she likes most in human form and spiral out from there.  Her labia are not as sensitive, her clit is about the same sensitivity, but her opening itself appears to be her ultimate erogenous zone. 

Once I figure that out, I lick her opening while rubbing her clit until she orgasms.  Her fluids taste different, too. Then I crawl up her body to kiss her.  I look at her inquiringly as I feel two hands reach down and grab Little Jack.  I straddle her and let her line me up.  Then I press forward until I hit her barrier.  I squeeze her left nipple as I kiss her and press forward.  She presses on my shoulders for a moment after she breaks, then nods and returns to kissing me as I push forward.

She recovers quickly, and I find that the lower set of arms are driving me in much the same way a human woman might lock her heels behind my ass.  I go with it.

It doesn’t take long until she has her first orgasm from intercourse.  Then her second, which is stronger.  The third announces itself by clamping down on me to the extent I can barely move before she floods her channel with fluid until I can.  The sensations are too much for me I blast my seed into her.  That apparently is a turn-on, because she slams into me harder and screams into my mouth.

After we both ride our waves out, we lie there and recover.  I drowse and feel her moving on top of me.  Little Jack has kept his head in the game and is still inside Supreet.

After a few minutes, I crack my eyes open to find a very different form in my arms.  I see the familiar curve of Supreet’s firm round tushy and lean firm legs, covered in the royal blue of her lips and nips of her serpent form.  There are no more scales, but unless I drank more wine than I think I did, there are three arms on this side.  She’s laying on her right side with the top-tier hand on my shoulder.  Her beautiful face is laying on my hairy chest, and by stretching and twisting my neck I can see her eyes moving under her closed lids.   I caress her back and tushy with just enough pressure to fire her nerves while my left hand is curled under her delectable flesh, holding her to me.  She smells differently than in her human form.  More spicey - a hint of chili maybe.  I guess this is her third form.

I keep caressing her.  She starts to stir as I watch her, fascinated by the malleability and beauty of her body.  The blue in her skin looks a little less vibrant and appears to be fading.  She says, “You’re smiling, husband.”

I squeeze her and nod at the title she uses.  “Yes I am, Darling.  I am overwhelmed by the wonder of you.  Sweetie, I am going to hold off on calling you ‘wife’ until we have a ceremony.  Are you okay with that, my Love?”

“Of course, husband.  You have so many women, Jack.  What number of wife will I be?” she asks.

“I’m not sure yet, Love.  Trina keeps vexing me by refusing to marry me.  She claims to be happy as my ‘Chief Concubine.’  That’s her term, by the way - not mine.  She claims she likes the power of being able to control who gets into my bed, but I think it has more to do with her desire to submit to me.  As long as she’s a concubine, I legally am her master under Fae and Elven law.  I suspect she finds comfort in that.  So, that means third, after Kristina.  I’m not going to wait any longer than that. Would your parents be willing to come out to Arizona for the wedding?”

She squeezes me and nods vigorously, “I’m pretty sure that anything that causes them to spend money will be okay.  It will make Ba Ba feel like he is paying a proper dowry.  My sister and brother will come too if that’s okay.”

“Of course, Love.  Will you wear this six-arm form for the wedding?” I ask.  “I’d love to see it draped in white lace and silk.”

She gasps, “What?” as she sits up.  That’s when I notice she has not only six arms, but also six breasts!  Her human breasts are about grapefruit-sized and perky.  In this form, all six of them are a little smaller, but not much - about the size of a Florida navel orange.  Where she has three arms on each side, her breasts are arrayed in two rows of three.  As a result, decolletage, is not really an issue as there’s no room for it due to six plump, juicy, pert breasts stuffed in the space normally reserved for two.  Supreet isn’t particularly aroused, but her nipples and areolae are nearly red.  

I catch her in my arms as I sit up, and she gasps as Little Jack moves around inside her.  I attack her mouth with mine, and she moans and squirms. That takes care of the arousal issue.  I lean down and suck a nipple into my mouth, sucking and tongue-whipping it mercilessly.  When Supreet clutches three hands in my hair trying to hold me to her, I move her torso enough to grab the next one in my mouth.  I continue in this vein until she starts to spasm around Little Jack as I’m about to finish number four.  Numbers five and six each start a new round of spasms.  I lay her down on her side and straddle her left leg while sitting on my haunches inside her right leg.  I start pounding her fast and hard now that I have some leverage.  My cock is rubbing across her g-spot on every thrust.  About the time I’m ready to anoint her hybrid form’s pussy, she starts flooding hot, rich, creamy fluid.  Seeing it seep out around Little Jack while feeling her clench me repeatedly is all I can take!  When she feels me blasting my seed into her, she reaches for me with four arms as her bucking intensifies, all six breasts jiggle wildly, and she clenches the comforter with her remaining two hands.  Her skin is brilliant azure blue again, and her lips, nipples, and labia are the red of a velveteen rose.  I fall into her arms and devour her mouth as she bucks and squeals below me.

We both eventually finish our spasms; although, in fairness she has few aftershocks.  I look at my lover.  “Supreet my Love, you are a beautiful human.  You are a beautiful Naga.  But this form is almost too much loveliness for a man to handle.  I think if you walk around our house like this, all the ladies will be wanting to drown in all this bounty, and I personally will get nothing done.”

She pushes my shoulder. “You are being silly, Jack,” she says with a big grin.

“No darling, I’m serious.   There are eleven ladies in my family.  If you had joined us at Thanksgiving, they probably would have dragged you back to their compound in Sedona.  At least nine will want to make love to you regardless, but I’m pretty sure  all eleven will jump you when they see you like this. ”

“Kristina would hesitate.  She is jealous, I think.  Who is the other?” she asks.

Nodding, “I think you’re right about Krissie, but that won’t stop her from falling for you eventually.  But yes, she is one of the two I was thinking about.  The other is Charli.  Honestly, she’s just not that into women; although, I know she has had female lovers from time-to-time.  If I’m around, she will generally just wait until she can be with me.  Some of the others prefer men, but will still love their sisters to ensure they feel loved.”  I run the back of my fingers across the bottom of the lower row of breasts.

Then I get romantic, “I think I have one more form that I need to deflower, yes?”

Supreet snorts a laugh out her nose, “Oh yes, my Lord!  Although, as far as verbal foreplay goes, that sucked!”  I laugh with her.

“You wouldn’t want me to be perfect, would you?”  I kiss her nose.

“Heavens forbid.  Stay inside me while I switch.  I didn’t feel it break during the last transition, so maybe we can avoid the painful part this time, too.”

I roll my eyes, “My lady, you are SO demanding!”  Four arms grab my two, while the top pair lightly play a drum tattoo on my skull.

“Submit, you brute!” she giggles.

“Okay, okay!  I give!  Little Jack and I will do your bidding, Beloved!”

“Good!”

She closes her eyes.  Her skin has been slowly fading from blue into her human skin tone, but now the blue rapidly disappears. 

Suddenly Supreet gasps, “Jack, it’s not working!  I’m not changing back!”

“Shhh.  Calm down, Love.  We’ll figure it out.”

“Jack, I can’t go to work with six arms and six tits!”

“You’d have Reddy eating out of your hand if you did.”

“Jack!  This is not funny!”  She is getting frantic.

I pull her to me and kiss her temple.  “Seriously, Supreet.  Calm down.  You told me earlier you had four arms and two breasts in your hybrid form, so your body is probably still adjusting to the changes.  What did you feel when you tried to switch back?”

Supreet continues to hyperventilate a bit, but she does stop to think for a moment.  “There was an ache in the middle pair of arms and my back as well as an emptiness where my bottom arms should go.”

I nod. “Okay, let’s assume for a moment that your body transforms in a certain order.  There was an obvious progression when you changed from human to naga.  So, let’s assume the same is true for hybrid to human. Okay?”

She calms as she wraps her head around the problem from a logical versus emotional perspective.  “The lower arms emerge from my rib cage where the lower breasts are currently, so maybe they have to absorb before the arms.”

“What comes out of your back?”

“Nothing,” is her response with her shaking head.

I ask a different approach.  “If the bottom arms come from the rib cage under the breasts, let’s assume the middle arms have to get to the rib cage, too.  Maybe since you are laying on your back, they can’t align on your back to absorb.  I hate to say this, but I think you need to dismount Little Jack and sit or stand up.”

She looks at me like I’m insane for a moment, which may well be true.  However, after a moment of pushing the emotion aside and working the logic, her face takes on the cutest little ‘ah-ha’ expression. 

I pull out of her and manage not to cry at my loss, then I help her sit up.  She closes her eyes and breathes deeply several times before her middle arms reach behind her back.  Her lower arms press her lower breasts upward as they and the middle upper breast absorb into the two remaining breasts.  The lower arms fuse to the flesh under her now huge, jiggly F-cup breasts, which slowly shrink and firm into the two gorgeous, firm, grapefruit-sized, perky breasts that I remember from our playtime before.  By the time the breasts finish transforming, her lower arms are gone.  I look around to her back, and there is no evidence of additional arms there either.

There is a small dark mole in her decolletage and three in a row below her breasts. 

“How is that, Supreet?”

She launches onto me.  “Perfect, Jack!  Thank you for talking me off of the ledge.”  She plants a garden of kisses over my face.

I lick my finger and rub it over the mole in her decolletage, which elicits a gasp.  They’re still there!  I tell her, “Oh honey we are going to have some fun with these,” as I rub the other three mini-nipples.

She wraps me into another kiss.  “Now you poor man, you must deflower this form!” She exclaims with a lascivious grin.

Shaking my head, “Work, work, work!  Working in a coal mine, going down, down, down…” Her giggles turn to gasps as my lyrics are replaced by more-cunning linguistics.


Chapter 1 - Kristina Visits






S
he looks at me with sorrow in her eyes, and then says in a clear warm voice, “Jacques Guillaume Jerome, listen to me and obey.”  Her eyes glow with the blue of a clear summer sky.





My phone wakes me from my nap in time to make the bed and take another tour around the condo before Kristina arrives.  This is her ‘wine and roses’ weekend.  I have been courting her regularly since winning the HCI contract. 

I stayed with her that Sunday and Monday after going to school with the elves on Saturday.  We had lots of cuddle time, groping, etcetera
, but no ‘real’ love making.  I lucked into an AirBnB in Sedona for the Thanksgiving holiday weekend later that week.  That allowed me to host Thanksgiving dinner for Myra, Trina, Kristina, and the Ravens.  Myra brought Megan along to ‘meet me,’ which is when Megan’s giggles gave away that Megan and Myra had been comparing notes.  Bottom line, Megan asked my wife, her sister, permission to bed her brother-in-law - i.e.
 me.  Kristina thought that was hilarious.  She took it with better grace than I did.  Trina was cheering Megan’s cause the whole time.  I 
suspected that she was looking to play sandwich between the two sisters and sandwich me between herself and Megan.  Kristina was the lady of the house, arriving Thanksgiving morning after breakfast with her family, and she presided over the table arrangements and hospitality while I ran the kitchen.  We all had a great time cooking, eating, laughing, making music, and cuddling and loving each other.  Supreet was the only one of my ladies missing, but Trina, Kristina and I wished her a Happy Thanksgiving on a Whatsapp Video chat.  She seemed ecstatic to be included in our family function.  We also had a short chat with Peg by phone.

So this afternoon, I am fidgeting while waiting for Kristina to arrive.  Megan managed to snag box seat tickets to the Andre Rieu holiday concert at Talking Stick arena.  Kristina is my date, and I’ve gone all out.  Custom tailored tux, limo, champagne and roses in the limo.  Roses on the dining table.  Peg is going to spray rose petals over the bed while we’re gone and light candles as I open the door.  Apparently she doesn’t need to be here to do it.  I’m rather distracted not knowing how Brownie Magic works.  All I know is that she said it would happen; consequently, it will happen.  I somehow doubt it will all end with passionate, romantic, piercing of loins, etcetera
.  That would be great of course, but the whole point is to drive the point home to Kristina that despite being surrounded by beautiful Sidhe women, I love her, cherish her, think she is very beautiful, and reinforce that she has an important role in my life.  All the Sidhe agree with my opinion, but apparently Dwarf women are nearly as insecure in their personal image as humans are.  Trina, my beloved concubine, helps immensely, so I’m hopeful we’ll soon have Kristina securely in the ‘Krissie is fabulous’ camp with the rest of us.

I do a quick check around the condo again to ensure that all is in order.  I use it as an opportunity to practice blinking 
from place-to-place.  I discovered it was something I could do after my last visit with Supreet.  I blinked in front of her before her father could grab her.  As Supreet and I were talking in our post-coital glow, she asked me about how I did that.  I hadn’t realized I did.  After checking with L’liana, O’ren, and crew I discovered it’s an Elven ability.   Both ‘High Elves,’ ‘Dark Elves,’ and even the ‘Wild Elves’ have the ability.  The Dark Elves are pretty much limited to line of sight, which is what I’m aspiring to.  High Elves can also do it long distances, between galaxies, and between dimensions.  After discussing this with L’liana, I’ve come to the conclusion that the more you can do without wearing yourself out, the more useful it would be in a defense scenario.  So, I practice.  I can blink back and forth across the room, but I start to get a headache after about three jumps in quick succession.  I would love to spend a couple of weeks in Cherry training with Tr’niel and L’liana on hand-to-hand and blinking.  Until I get some of my business obligations taken care of and get my house in order, that will have to wait.

Finally the doorbell rings.  I check the door on my iPad, then open it to pick up the diminutive beauty standing outside my door in a bridal carry and drag her across my threshold without bashing her head into the door. 

She giggles, “Put me down, Jack!  I need to pee!”  

I walk her to the guest bath door and set her down.  “There you go, Krissie.” 

She multitasks by kissing me as she pushes her snug jeans over her hips, then waddles over to take a seat.  She frowns at me as I lean against the door, so I blow her a kiss and retrieve her bags from the corridor.  Good thing we don’t have lots of traffic here!

She calls behind me, “Please put my bags in your guest room, Jack.  I don’t want to clutter up your bedroom.”
 

I stop in the doorway of the bathroom and cock an eyebrow at her.  “Who’s bedroom?”

She gives me ‘deer in the headlights' look and stops mid-stream. “Uh, yours and Trina’s bedroom?”  I shake my head, and she frowns at me.  “Yours and Myra’s?”  I just look at her.  She gives up with an exaggerated, “What?”

“Our bedroom, my love.  Our bedroom.  It’s as much yours as mine.” 

“Fine,” she grouses.  “Our bedroom, in which case I really don’t want it cluttered up with all my extra garbage.  Now get out of here, so I can pee!” she commands.

“Stagefright my darling?” I ask with a cheesy grin.

She gives me her best cross look and points down the hall, “GO!”

“Bossy little minx,” I stage whisper to myself.  “I want to marry this woman?  I must be insane!”

“I heard that, Jack Jerome!”

I continue in the same tone, “At least she’s not deaf.  Can’t claim she doesn’t hear me.”

I hear a “Huh?  Whatchoo say?” drift down the hallway as I hang her garment bag and set her other bags on the bed.  There’s a flush and the sink is running.  By the time I am back by the bathroom door there is a 5’-nothing dynamo blocking the hallway with her fists on her bony little hips, trying hard to look angry with me. 

Kristina points a finger at my face, “You are a bad man, Jack Jerome.”  She’s trying desperately not to laugh.

“Yes I am.  I’m good at it, and I have references,” I answer smugly
.

She launches into the air, catching her arms around my neck and her legs around my waist as she attacks my face with her kisses.  “Goddess, I’ve missed you, Jack!” she murmurs between kisses.

I squeeze her tight little ass, “Krissie, if you keep this up your ‘wine and roses evening’ will be your prize for delivering rather than an enticement to woo you into my bed.”

The joy on her face glows on mine, “I hate to admit Trina is right, but I don’t want to wait any more!  I’ve been fantasizing about making love to you for weeks, and I was creaming my panties the whole drive down here!  Please, Jack!  Don’t make me wait any longer!  Take me now!  Take me later!  Take me over the railing in the theatre!  Take me in the limo both directions!  Sit me on your cock during dinner!  Take me in a crowded bar surrounded by a crowd!  I don’t care!  Take me, my darling Jack!  Make me yours!”

I nod once and then devour her mouth as I march into our bedroom and lay her down as gently as possible.  Then I stand and shuck out of my clothes while she squirms out of hers while lying on the bed.  As I finish she is kneeling on the edge of the bed holding her panties to my face. 

I inhale her moist aroma from them and take them from her.  She’s not kidding about them being soaked - her jeans are probably pretty wet too.  Tossing her panties away, I pull her gorgeous taut body to me.  Shoulders taper slightly to a barely existent waist then flares mildly over her lean athletic hips.  She is sinewy goodness all over.  Her little rosebud breasts call to me, so I suckle them as I pull her close.  I grip an asscheek with one hand as I slide the other up between her lean strong thighs to delve her treasure chest.  The gates are open, the doors are open, and as I slide a fingertip into her opening it feels like she is suckling it
.

“Kristina, I need you in the worst possible way!” I moan around her breast.

“Yes, Jack!  Take me in the worst possible way!  Take me hard!  Use me, my man!  I am yours!  Claim me!”

“Oh my,  Krissie!” I gasp as I push her down to the mattress and spread her thighs wide.  Her pussy is gaping open, gasping like a fish out of water!  It’s the most erotic thing I’ve ever seen!  I line Little Jack into position, and she immediately hooks her heels behind my ass to pull me in. I look down at her a moment to burn this moment in my brain, then I bend down to kiss her before I ram myself into her hot wet opening.  She screams a “YEEEEEEEESSSSSSS!” as I hilt myself with her heels goading me on. 

She opens her eyes.  “Again!” she gasps.  I grab both her hips as I back out until I can see the ring under the glans, and then slam back into her again.  And again.  And again.  And she locks into spasms around my cock as I ram her.  “MORE!” she gasps out.  “HARDER!  BREAK me, Jack!  Destroy me!”

I pound her again with all that I have.  And again.  The next one is too much as she bathes me in her hot juices and suckles me inside her sweet, hot pussy.  I slam into her and spray my seed into her.  She screams louder and clamps down harder before squirting juices out all around the tight seal she has around Little Jack.  I lay down on her and try to curve down to catch her mouth in mine.  She meets me half-way and digs her nails into my back as she keens into my mouth.  We lay there riding our waves of bliss to the shoreline of dreamland.  I wake up later still hard, clamped deep inside her as she begins to stir.

She looks up in my eyes and says, “Wow!”

Speech still hasn’t returned to my skill set, so I just nod sagely
.

“You’ve gotten bigger, Jack!”  I shake my head.  I’m pretty certain, I would have noticed.

“Seriously!  I had you in my mouth for Thanksgiving.  That was plenty, but this is like a cornucopia.  I don’t think I could fit you in my mouth now.”

Okay, this is going too far. “No sweetie.  You’re just such a tiny little treasure that it seems big.”

She smacks me.  “Don’t give me that shit, Mr. Jerome!  Myra and Trina both remarked over the holiday that you’ve grown.  Shoulders too, but they were focused on your cock.  Let me up.”  She pats my shoulder gently.

I sit back as she slides off me.  She immediately flips and pops Little Jack in her mouth.  He decides there might be more work to do.  He starts recovering what little he’s lost since his delivery job finished.  She works me over with significant skill and then pops off Little Jack’s helmet to sit back on her heels.

“Jack, I think I’m right.  You’ve grown a little bit since Thanksgiving.  Be careful, my Darling.  Don’t let that get out of control,” she says as she smiles at me brilliantly.  “I need to be able to stuff you into all my holes whenever I want.  If you get too big, a couple of them will be disappointed.”

I laugh at that and wrap her into a hug as I fall down to the mattress, laying in the middle of Lake Kristina and hold her as we doze for a while.  Eventually, we get up, and I take her to the kitchen, holding her on my hip as I walk.  I sit her naked ass on the counter as I give her water and start coffee.  We chatter about what’s been happening in the wine bar business since we talked yesterday morning and she tells me of some of Annette’s latest adventures.  She’s about to update me on the farms and vineyard business, but I can’t keep my hands off her.  By the time she’s ready to talk about my 
business, I’ve pulled her to the edge of the counter and entered her again.  Slower this time, gentler, but still urgent. 

Afterwards she is leaning on my chest as I lean in towards the counter we just anointed.  She asks me, “Is it always going to be like this, Jack?” 

I shrug, “I don’t know, Krissie, but I vote yes.”

“Did I hear you right earlier?  Are you going to ask me to marry you?”

“Yes.  Bended knee and the whole bit.  Not Vegas.”

“All our extended family, please.  Obviously, I’ll need a cream colored dress since I may be a bigger slut than your Faerie Queen.”

“Ceremony at Cherry?  Elven wedding?”

She shrugs, “We will see.  That would make our extended family happy, but I will need to appease my dwarven family, too.  We don’t do the biting thing; although, I think I would like to do that with you.  Auntie Amelia says I have enough Sidhe blood to make the magic work.  Either way, the idea of you eating my flesh makes me wet.”

“Everything makes you wet, Krissie my treasure.”

“Not true.  Just you...and Trina...and Annette...and maybe that Faerie Queen of yours, but just that one time I think.”

“She’ll be disappointed.  She’s quite taken with you.”

She shrugs, “What is it you like to say?  The future is not yet written?  That’s about right, I think.”  She pulls me close and buries her face into my neck and bites it gently.  “I am madly in love with you, Jack Jerome.  I have been since I first met you.  And now you are mine!”

“Yes I am, Love.
”

“Please don’t hate me, Jack, but the thought of you loving all your beautiful ladies makes me jealous.  I want to be open minded, but sometimes it’s difficult.  God knows I’m no prude, but sharing you is so hard!  I think of you fucking them, and I want it to be me you’re fucking.”  I caress her head as I try to figure out how to untwist this knot.  She looks up at me and tells me, “I have seen you make love to them, Jack.  I see you really do love them.  Deeply.  All of them.  I see they love you as deeply as I do.  Honestly watching you with them really gets my motor running.  Watching you make love to them is just too beautiful to even begin being jealous.  The jealousy only raises its head when it’s in the theoretical space apparently - when I think about it before or after.” She looks up to me and implores, “I’m a fucking mess, Jack.  Please don’t decide I’m too much trouble for you!  It would kill me to lose you!”

“Likewise, my Treasure.  You are mine until I am no more.” 

She hugs me tight until she says, “Jack, could we go one more time before we have to get ready?”  She slowly raises her inquiring grin to see my reaction.

“Oh, yeah!” is all I have to say.  I whisk her up and carry her back to our bed as she squeals her joy.


Chapter 2 - Wine and Roses


A
fter making love again, we hurry into the shower to get ready.  I swear, I haven’t been this virile since I was 18.  I seem ready to go any time.  There is no recovery required as long as I have a willing partner.  Apparently I create semen at a much faster rate, too.  I can remember having to wait for recharging and tapering in the amount of cum delivered.  Apparently that’s in my past.  Weird.  Maybe it comes with the Green Lord thing.

I let Kristina shower first, so she has more time after and also to reduce my temptation to take her yet again. Naked, she walks past me toweling her hair.   She blesses me with a quick kiss on the cheek, and then disappears towards the guest room.

I shower, shave, deodorize, and dress in an unusual ensemble for me.  White t-shirt, dark blue paisley silk boxers, white formal shirt tucked into classic cut tuxedo trousers held aloft by black braces.  I put a slim shoulder rig with my Sig P365 under a classic cut black tuxedo coat, hand-tied bow tie, and patent leather oxfords.  I have a white silk scarf and black wool overcoat for outside that I drape over the couch.  I grab a glass of water from the fridge, but it only makes it 
about half-way to my mouth before Kristina appears as a vision at the end of the hall. 

She is wearing a red velvet sleeveless gown the same color as the red velveteen roses I have on the table for her.  The gown clasps her diminutive décolletage tightly to create a slight rise above the gown that accentuates the beautiful cut of her lean shoulders and collarbones.  She has a pearl choker at the base of her throat.  The breast of the dress is split about four inches from the top to give the illusion of deeper décolletage, and the bodice clings to her trim athletic frame before flaring into a flowing skirt with a short train.  The skirt is split to the front on the right side to reveal her shapely leg encased in matching sheer stockings from thigh to toe inside three-inch heels that match the dress in color and texture.  Her sculpted shoulders are wrapped in a matching red velvet wrap.  Kristina has mascara and a light shadow around her eyes that appears to be the same shade as her stockings, and maybe a hint of shadow to accent her natural cheekbones.  She has whipped her pixie-cut hair into a perfect coif that begs for a rose.  She is stunning.

She hasn’t noticed me yet as she fidgets with her skirt and wrap, so I just stand there like an idiot with a glass suspended in front of me, drinking in the vision of her instead.  She finally gives up with a cute little frown and looks to the bedroom before scanning the great room to find me standing there struck dumb in the kitchen.  Her eyes pop wide open.

“Kristina, my darling.  You are beautiful always, but you have really outdone yourself this time.  You look like a goddess.” 

She drops her eyes as a crimson blush flows up her neck and into her cheeks.  “Thank you, my Lord.  You’re too kind.”

“No, darling.  I was struck dumb by your beauty.  I’m just now recovering my ability to speak.
”

She hides her face, “Thank you, Jack.  You look very dashing yourself.  I was just thinking I need to up my game.”

I rush to comfort her, taking about a step before noticing there is a glass in my hand, spinning to set it on the island, then resuming my rescue of my beautiful diminutive lady.

I wrap her in my arms, enjoying that her face is closer to mine, courtesy of the heels.  “Krissie my love, you blow me away already.  You’ll slay me if you up your game any more.”  I kiss her reverently, but she pulls me to her and things heat up quickly.

When we part, she says with a grin, “And now you know why I have no lipstick on.  I knew it would end up all over my face.”

I chuckle with her and kiss her nose before going back to my glass of water.  “Do you need a drink, my Love?” 

She shakes her head, “No.  I drained two glasses while you were in the shower,  I had to pee right after I got into the dress,” she says with a frown.

I drain mine and put it in the sink.

Kristina points to the vase on the table, “I would love to put one of those rosebuds in my hair, but it would keep falling out.  They match my dress perfectly.”

I decide I want to show off for my lady.  One of the things I learned in my last visit to Cherry is that my Verdic heritage gives me an affinity for living matter.  In practical terms, it means that I can feel plants and animals around me.  In theory, it also means I can move plants or people’s limbs or draw them to me physically without any willing participation because I can call living matter to me.  It’s tricky, and I will need to practice a lot and exert a shit-ton of will to do it.  More headaches.  O’ren had me practice by calling cut 
flowers and firewood to me.  Some of the bruises I got were from accidentally flogging myself with firewood rather than Tr’niel beating my ass with a practice sword.  So, to fulfill my lady’s wish I reach my grasping hand towards the vase, concentrate on a single stem, and lift it up and out of the vase with my will before pulling into my open hand.

“Jack, are you doing that?  That’s amazing!” 

I walk over to the garbage.  “What’s amazing is that I didn’t knock the vase over.  I have spilled gallons of water learning the lessons of ‘select one,’ ‘lift it straight up before bringing it to you,’ etcetera
.”  She laughs as I will the thorns to separate and fall into the garbage.  Then I pinch off all but four inches of stem, leaving it in the trash.  I raise the bud to my face, “I am tasking you to decorate my lady’s beauty with your own.  Clasp her hair until she removes you.”  With the simple charm in place, I hand it to Kristina, “Krissie, I wouldn’t presume to know how best to place this, but I’m pretty certain it will stay until you release it.  No guarantees, as I’m still learning, but I’m pretty certain.”

She smiles as she takes the bud from my hand and returns to the guest bath to place the rosebud.  I successfully repeat my feat of extracting a rose stem with my will, and clean the thorns from it as my phone dings.  I confirm it is a text from the limo company, and lay the stem on the couch.  I drape the scarf around my neck.  I pull on the coat as Kristina comes back.

“Limo is here, darling.” 

“That’s a good look on you, Jack.” 

“I do have to put some effort into not looking bad beside you, Krissie.  I think the coat is too much.” I pull it back off. “It’s only supposed to get down to 45 degrees tonight, and I’ll be tucked in bed next to you before it gets that cold.
”

“Hmmm, I like the sound of that, my Lord.”

“Me too, sweetheart.  Your scepter, my Lady.”  I hand her the rose stem.  I pat my holster, and then check the hallway on the iPad app.  Satisfied, I offer her an arm as I open the door.

“I wish you could leave the gun, Jack.”

“Me too, Kristina.  However, the Summer Court attack a couple of weeks back spooked me, and I’m not about to take chances with your safety.  Eventide is probably sufficient, but I would rather have a ranged weapon and not need it rather than need it and not have it.”

We step on the lift, and she kisses my cheek as I press the button for the ground floor.  “Thank you for caring for my safety, Jack.”

I look at her.  “Thank you for loving me, Krissie, despite all the shit I’ve dragged into your life.”

She smiles shyly, “I have no choice in loving you, Jack.  I just do.”

As the door opens I ask, “Who is this shy maiden on my arm?”

Kristina leers at me, “Enjoy it while it lasts, big man.  I suspect she’s going to disappear rapidly.”

As we walk out the front door of the building, we are greeted by a liveried, middle-aged Hispanic man that is barely taller than Kristina in her heels.  He holds the door of a black Towncar open, and I hand Kristina into the car before offering him my hand.

“Hello, I’m Jack.”

He looks surprised, “Hello Jack,” he says in a Chicago accent with a very slight Latino overtone.  “I’m Ed. Your text should say ‘Eduardo’ is your driver.  That would be me.”
 

“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Ed.  What’s our route?” I ask.

He nods, “101 to the 51 to I-10 to 7th street to Van Buren to 3rd Street to the limo drop off.”

“Great, Ed.  My lady’s safety is paramount to me, so no need to rush.  We have plenty of time.”

Ed grins, “As it should be, Jack.  I’ll take good care of you both.”

I grin back, “I am sure you will.  Thanks, Ed.”  I crawl in back next to Krissie, who has arranged her skirts to her satisfaction with a flash of thigh showing.  She looks delicious.  I think, ‘How in the hell did I get so lucky?
’

Ed pulls out into traffic as I survey the scene...okay, as I fail in my attempt to look at anything that isn’t Krissie’s exposed thigh.  I eventually take note that the bouquet of roses and champagne I ordered are in place and there is a privacy screen and control box on the console.

“Wine and Roses, Kristina.  As requested.”  I look into her moist eyes and radiant smile.  Pointing to the roses, “I went with the classics at the house, but I thought a little creativity here might be nice.”  These are cream colored with burgundy bleeding into the cream from the tips of the petals.  I have no idea what they are called.

“They are gorgeous, Jack!  Thank you!”

I pop the cork on the chilled Moët et Chandon brut without making a mess, and bubble it into the two flutes.

Handing one to Kristina, I propose “A toast! To wine and roses and my Lady fair!”

Kristina raises hers, “To my gallant knight who spoils me rotten!”  We touch glasses and taste the champagne.  “Nice!” she says
.

I just sit there sipping my drink with my fingertips gently caressing her slender neck.

After watching me watch her for a couple of miles, she says “You are awfully quiet, Mr. Jerome.” 

“I am in awe of you, Ms. Unterberg.  Your beauty.  Your wit.  Your passion.  Your intellect.  You are the total package, and for some unknown reason you’ve chosen to give all that glory and grace to me.  I don’t understand it, but my grandfather always told me, ‘Jack, don’t question good luck; just go with it.’  My grandfather was a VERY wise man.”

Kristina hands me her glass, “Then he would probably tell you to just go with this, too.”  I take it and she leans in to kiss me as her hands reach for my trousers.  “I have noticed you paying a lot of attention to my stockings, Jack.  You like?” 

“Yes, ma’am.”

“I’m curious if Little Jack approves.”  She gets the trousers unfastened and opens the zip.  “Oo! These are nice, Jack.  No flannel tonight?”

“No, ma’am.  Tonight is top shelf all the way.”

“Little Jack, Little Jack!  Come out to pla-ay!” she coos.  Things start looking up.  “Oh!  You are glad to see me!  I was worried, Little Jack.  Come here and give Krissie a kiss.” 

She sucks the head into her mouth and laves the glans with her tongue.  Sitting up, she plucks her champagne flute out of my hand, takes a liberal sip, returns it, and leans down.  She sucks Little Jack into her mouth, magically managing to not get champagne in my crotch.  The cool, light effervescence of the champagne with the soft warmth of Krissie’s mouth is heavenly on my cock.  She slides down my rod until I bump the back of her mouth, then swallows my head with the champagne down into her throat until her nose is buried 
in my thatch.  She slides back and forth so I’m fucking her throat as she continues swallowing rapidly.  ‘Shit!  I’m gonna come quickly if she keeps that up!
’

Apparently she’s not ready for that because she slides completely off him and sits back.  “How do you like your shy maiden now, Jack?” she asks as she reaches her right hand into her décolletage to extract a lipstick.  She pulls a small compact out of a hidden pocket in the flounces of her dress, and then languidly brushes the lip paint onto her soft lips.  She looks at me as she puts her toys away with a little smack of her wet lips.

“Ooooh!  She’s wo-o-onderful!” I coo to her.

“Jack, I fully expect some of our beautiful ladies to have their hands and other body parts on Little Jack tonight.  I want to mark my territory.”  Then she leans back over and sucks me all the way down her throat in one motion.  Keeping her eyes up looking into mine.  She firmly wraps her lips around the base of my cock and resumes that quick swallowing motion with her throat.  She cups my balls with one hand, while sliding the other up my torso under my shirt.  She slowly bats her eyes and hums as she runs her fingers through the hair on my torso, all while milking me with her throat.

Things are getting desperate on my end.  “Krissie, I’m about to give you an appetizer.”  She bats her eyes again as she picks up the pace on the milking, tickling my balls gently with her fingers.  She is just barely able to nod with my cock that deep in her throat.  Finally the pressure builds, and I’m not even interested in trying to hold it back.  I blast my seed into my lover’s stomach as she continues to milk me through multiple spurts with a blissful look on her face.

After I stop feeding her, Kristina slowly slides her mouth off Little Jack with a pop of suction.  She plants a kiss on his 
helmet and says, “Tonight you are all mine, Little Jack.  I stake my claim here and now.  All others must ask my permission.  Are we clear?”  Little Jack pushes a little drop out to signal his acquiescence.   She licks it up, and then carefully puts him away and puts my clothes back in order.  She sits up, and I hand her drink to her.  That allows me to free a hand to pull her into a kiss.

I murmur into her lips, “That shy little maiden desperately needs fucked.”

“Yes, she does,” is Kristina’s breathless response.

She leans into me and sips her champagne as we pass Camelback heading towards the I-10.  Ten minutes later the flutes are empty, and we are navigating the surface streets of downtown Phoenix.  Ed whisks us to the VIP drop-off of Talking Stick Resort arena, and launches out to open the door.  I step out, making sure my holster remains covered by my coat.  I survey the scene, and Ed is apparently doing the same.  I reach inside and help my lady step out.  She is cradling her roses in her arms, with her scepter laying on top.   Ed indicates the correct entrance, and I thank him before we take off.


Chapter 3 - Checking in


I
 show the greeter my tickets, and she scans our tickets before directing us to a concierge that looks suspiciously like Geri, one of my Ravens, in a glittering little black cocktail dress with sheer black stockings, complete with seam up the back, and four-inch ‘fuck me pumps.’

Geri leads us to an elevator with a sexy, gentle sway in her hips.  She puts the elevator on hold as soon as the door closes.  I tell her, “Geri, you look beautiful as always.” 

Her moon-kissed skin blushes prettily.  “Thank you, my Lord.  But I cannot compete with your Lady.  Kristina, you’re a vision!  I love how you look.”  She steps close and a tissue magically appears in her hand as she dabs at Kristina’s lipstick.  “Krissie, you naughty girl!  What have you been doing?  You didn’t give up the goodies before the date ends, did you?”

Kristina blushes, “I barely made it through the door of his apartment before I jumped his lovely cock.  I’ve had more orgasms this afternoon than I’ve had all year!”

Geri laughs, “Excepting Thanksgiving?”

Kristina chuckles, “I think the correct answer is ‘no,’ but I 
lost count both times.  I can’t say for sure.”

“As it should be,” says the juicy red-head.  She cocks an eye, “So, were you marking your territory before getting upstairs.”  Kristina nods as Geri holds her hand out palm up. “Good for you, girlfriend.”  Krissie puts her lipstick in Geri’s hand.  “You know we’re all going to be trying to get it tonight.  Prancing around in this sexy little outfit has got me wound pretty tight, if you know what I mean.  I got moist just putting it on.  You keep it all if you can, sweetie.” She finishes touching up Krissie’s lips and returns the tube to its home between Krissie’s breasts.  “I’ll let you make your greed up to me later, okay?”

“Deal,” says Kristina as she checks to ensure her weapon, er, lipstick is secure.  She sees me cocking an eyebrow at her.  “Okay, Jack.  Geri, too!”

I laugh, as Geri releases the lift to rise and gives Kristina a light peck on the lips.  “You are so beautiful, Kristina.  If this man throws you away, come find me.  I’ll take you for my own!”  She turns to face front, and I reach down to cup her naked ass under the cocktail dress and give the firm cheeks a squeeze. 

“Not happening, Geri, but you can dream about it.” 

Keeping her eyes forward, she says, “Oh I will, Jack!”

“I think you have to share your fantasy with the rest of us in detail.” 

She pushes back into my hand and smiles over her shoulder at me.  “Yes, my Lord.”

Kristina pulls my hand back with her free hand, spanks Geri’s ass, and says “Mine.”

I look at her quizzically as she wraps that hand through my arm.  “Her ass or my hand.
”

“Both,” she says imperiously.  We all laugh at that as the door opens.  Geri directs us down the corridor where I can see two identically dressed Ravens posted outside an open door before closing the door and going back downstairs.

As we stroll arm-in-arm towards the suite, Kristina asks.  “Just how good was she in bed?”

“Very.”

“Yeah, she’s on the list,” she responds with a squeeze on my arm as we approach Liesl and Marisol. 

“You know they can hear you, right?”

“Yep,” she says.  I laugh as we step up to the door.

“Hello ladies.  Are you allowed to give an old man a hug while on duty?”

Marisol responds, “Only those that have pleasured me thoroughly, my Lord,” before wrapping her arms around my neck to kiss me warmly.  She wraps Kristina up in a hug and kisses her, too.  “Kristina, you are so lovely.  You make that dress!  Please add me to your list, too!”

Kristina laughs, “You are so sweet, Marisol”

“I’m not kidding,” the exotic looking Raven says.  “I want you.  I was disappointed at Thanksgiving that I didn’t get a turn with you.  I hope you’ll make it up to me at Christmas.”

Nodding, Kristina agrees.  Liesl gives her a big hug before holding her at shoulder-length and stooping to look in her eyes.  “I’m assuming I’m on the list after that glorious Kristina Thanksgiving Sandwich Trina and I got to eat…”

Kristina bites her lip and blushes before nodding.

I lean to stage whisper, “You didn’t tell me about that, Krissie…” her blush deepens.  “...good thing Trina told me about it
, or I would be lost in this conversation.”  She smacks my arm HARD, and then looks up at me appalled.  I laugh.  “Are we flustering you my, darling?  I’ll stop teasing.”

“Sorry, Jack.  I’m overwhelmed with all the love they’re pouring on me.  It’s palpable.”

I give her a knowing nod. “Yes it is,” I respond right before Liesl wraps me in an embrace and kisses me deeply. 

She looks at me afterwards, “It’s been too long, my Lord.”

“Yes, Liesl.  It has.  It’s my pleasure to see you again.” I slide my hand under her skirt and squeeze her bum.  She moans in response.

Marisol directs us inside and tells Kristina there is a silver basket she can lay her roses in.  With that, they caress our backs as they guide us into the suite.

Corrina is waiting to greet us inside.  She is dressed differently than her team.  She is wearing a shimmering black gown.  The gown hangs from three-inch straps into a loosely plunging neckline that reveals the inside third of her bountiful breasts, framing the flesh in a shimmering loose cowl.  The gown clings to her sculpted abs and hips before it drops down to her left ankle just above her three-inch strap sandals where it wraps around her leg.  The fabric clings to her leg and runs up the back.  She has her hair up and falling down the right side of her neck.  She greets us shyly with her lip tucked into her teeth.

Kristina is blown away, “My god, C’rina.  You look divine.  Yes, darling.  You’re on my list!”  Corrina’s face detonates into a brilliant smile.

I make a spinning motion with my finger, and Corrina bites her lip again as she slowly turns to show the clinging trail of her dress running up her leg to cup her glorious ass to make 
the skirt of the dress.  The straps cross behind her shoulders to hold the bodice in place about six inches below her armpits.

Kristina whispers “Stop,” and Corrina freezes.  Kristina is slowly drawn to Corrina’s form until my beautiful diminutive lover is gently caressing the sculpted flesh of Corrina’s back and butt as the taller Captain quakes with desire.  Kristina wraps her arms around Corrina’s waist and plants a perfect lip print on Corrina’s spine above where the straps cross.  “I’ve marked you as mine, C’rina.”

Corrina gasps, “Lady Kristina, may I also have you and my Lord mark my neck?  I chose my hairstyle to point to the marks I hoped you would leave.”

Kristina walks around to the front of her, trailing her fingers on the bare flesh of her back.  I’m standing enough to the side to see Kristina’s face as she looks up into Corrina’s face.  “Why C’rina, darling?  I’m no one special.” 

Corrina catches Krissie’s face in her hands. “Not true, Krissie.  Myra is the Queen of the Fae.  Trina is the Queen of the Seraglio.  You are the Queen of our Hearth...of our household.  I serve you, my Queen.  I serve you with my sword, with my heart, and my body in your bed.  I revel in the thought of your marks on my body for all to see.  You destroyed me at Thanksgiving.”  She literally quakes as she says it.

I press my body into Corrina’s back and wrap my arms around her.  I look over her shoulder to see Kristina’s nod to me.  She plants another lip print between Corrina’s bountiful breasts as I kiss, nibble, and suck Corrina’s neck until it blooms in color.  I turn our Captain’s lips to mine as I kiss my love into her mouth.  Kristina can barely reach her target, but follows my example.  Then holds Corrina’s head in place and whispers “teeth?”  Corrina nods vigorously.  Kristina sucks skin and muscle into her mouth and bites down and 
holds it.  I catch Corrina as she groans and collapses, wrapping her arms around Kristina.  I manage to keep her from dragging them both to the ground.  Kristina escapes to get her feet under her, then she offers a hand to Corrina.  Corrina kisses her again and then pulls her into a hug.  “Thank you, Queen Kristina.  I love you.  It is my honor to serve you.”

Kristina tells her, “Honey, I’m not worthy of your service or your devotion.  You honor me too much.  I love you, too.”  She looks at me, “Jack, I need to go repair my makeup.  Give me just a minute.”

Corrina says, “The loo is right here, Darling.  Let me help you.”  They giggle and scamper off into the loo.  I shake my head at the idea of Corrina giggling.  I walk down to the front of the box and look down into the arena as spectators trickle into their seats.  I stand next to the bar counter before the step down into the event seating.  We have two rows of eight event seats, and another six short stools at the bar looking out into the arena.  Two of the plush chairs are on the wall that runs from the door to the arena.  There are four more plush seats set in a makeshift conversation pit in the back, inside corner.  It’s more than we need, but I like having the space and privacy with my family. 

I breathe in the atmosphere. I have loved rock concerts like the Boss, Genesis, the Stones, the Who, the Doobies, Chicago, Earth Wind and Fire, Clapton, CSNY, Pat Benatar, Grace Potter, Vintage Trouble - they were all great!  I’ve seen many of them right here in this arena.   An Andre Rieu concert is different experience.  You still have the sense of expectation, but folks tend to be more laid back when they come to listen to Strauss waltzes.  The crowd is older.  There are a lot of elderly in the crowd, fewer middle-aged, and even fewer twenty-somethings. Additionally, there are more school kid music students.  I enjoy the people-watching for a couple of minutes before I hear a familiar voice say, “All hail the Queen 
of the Fae!”

I turn around to see Trina slink into the suite in a cream colored grecian gown with golden accents which sets her sun-kissed skin off to spectacular effect.  The aforementioned queen, Myra, follows in a smoky grey silk gown which makes her moon-kissed skin glow.  Megan follows Myra in a juniper green gown that makes her skin look more like cream than moonlight.  Kristina and Corrina emerge from the loo and Corrina is proudly sporting her marked neck and a handful of new lipstick prints in her décolletage, neck, and back.  The ladies descend upon each other to share hugs, kisses, caresses, and laughter.  Daphne, Sowie, Solange, and Charli follow in as Solange takes charge of assignments for the combined team.  She reports in to Corrina as Megan sidles to Kristina and whispers urgently to her as they both look my direction apprehensively.  Kristina looks at Megan nodding and then whispers in her ear as she caresses her shoulder. 

Corrina hugs Solange as I hear her say, “You’re doing great, sweetie.  I’m proud of you.  Thank you for giving me the night off, but you get me if you need me, okay?” 

Solange kisses her cheek, “Thank you for your trust, Captain.  I need to inspect caches, and then I’ll be at the door.”

Corrina halts her before she pulls away, “Don’t forget to kiss our Lord.  You know he loves you, and he will be proud to see you taking on more responsibility.”

Solange turns to me as I walk up and kiss her deeply.  “I’m very proud of you, my darling.  Your captain made an inspired choice.  I’m deeply grateful for you giving her a break.”

“It is my pleasure, my Lord.  You haven’t squeezed my bum yet.  Would you please?  I won’t be able to concentrate on my duties until you fondle me.” she says with a saucy grin.  I 
comply, and we laugh as she slides away from me.

Kristina hooks Trina’s arm and whispers into her ear as she steers her my direction.  Trina shoots her an alarmed look as they hurry to me.  Megan whispers to her sister with similar effect, and they move rapidly toward me as Liesl waves a striking blond woman into the suite.

Trina grabs Corrina and whispers urgently in her ear.  Corrina looks at me in fear and runs to the door and intercepts the striking blond.  They shake hands and talk urgently.  My ladies swarm me, Kristina sliding under my right arm and Myra holding my left in both hands.  “What’s going on my darlings.  You’re acting frantic.”  Solange grabs three firearms from a valise under the table holding Kristina’s roses and trots to the door of the suite.

Megan stands in front of me, placing both hands on my chest. “My Lord, my best friend is going to join us unexpectedly in a moment.  As I have told you before, she is a princess of the Summer Court.  What I have not told you is that you will likely recognize her from your life before you became aware of the Fae.  I have known this since before I met you, and I have knowingly hidden this from you.  This is not how I would have chosen to reveal her to you, but she is the seeress of Summer.  The Crystal.  She ‘knows’ things.  Apparently things are changing rapidly in the flow of events, and she is convinced she needs to meet you tonight.”

“Megan, that doesn’t seem to warrant the level of angst I’m picking up from you all.  Why are you so worried?” 

The striking blond walks into the suite and takes up guard station inside the suite watching towards the door and back out into the auditorium.  Then Corrina leads in a beautiful young woman in a mint green gown with a familiar heart-shaped face framed by chestnut hair in a bob that just brushes her shoulders, brown eyes, and sun-kissed skin.
 

I remember her standing in the sun, dressed in heathered brown tights, feet in black Chuck Taylors, and a tight orange T-shirt.  I remember her clear, strong voice harmonizing over Aimie as we sang together.  Her face runs to me as though I’m running towards her in a tunnel as the light dims.


Chapter 4 - Christie Returns


C
hristie looks at me with sorrow in her eyes, and then says in a clear warm voice, “Jacques Guillaume Jerome, listen to me and obey.”  Her eyes glow with the blue of a clear summer sky.

“You will put away your memory of what has passed here this weekend.  It was necessary for you to become what you must, my darling man.  You must put all your memories after the first song we sang together into the dark recesses of your mind and leave them there until you see me again.” 

“You are going to change, Jack.  That bite of my flesh was necessary for you to change.  As glorious as you are, you are going to become more.  We need you to become more for the dark times ahead if we are to survive.  The first change is that you need to immunize yourself to what I’m doing to you now.  Then you must unleash the magic of your heritage.  Let your body and mind become, my darling!”

“I am counting on you.  I am yours.  You have my heart in yours, just as your body now has my flesh.  Become, my darling!  You are worthy of love despite all the pain you’ve experienced and the lives you’ve taken.  Know in the back of your mind that I love you, and you will see me again, soon.  
Now sleep my darling.”

I find myself on my knees with Kristina and Myra holding me up as memories of that glorious weekend flood back and lucidity returns.  In front of me is Christie.   “Christie,” I rasp out of my parched throat.

“Yes, my Love.  I am here.  Do you remember me?”

I nod, “You were my muse.  You were an improbable wet dream of an older man.  You took me to heaven and then disappeared with even the memories of the joy we shared.  I am the Green Lord because you were the catalyst.  Your flesh started this.”

She is kneeling on the floor in front of me with her hands clasped in her hands and tears streaming down her face.  “Guilty, Beloved.”

I turn to Kristina and kiss her.  “I have this, Krissie.  Thank you for catching me.”

I turn to Myra and kiss her.  “I’m good, Myra.  Thank you for catching me.”  They both let me settle into a seiza, which I maintain for a moment just drinking in the beautiful dream in front of me.

I reach out and cup her face.  Christie sobs as she raises her eyes to me.  “I’m so sorry, Jack.  I just couldn’t see another way.”

I draw her face to me and lean in to kiss her gently.  My hand glides down her flank to rest at her waist, which is thicker than I remember.  I crawl forward kissing her as I push her to her side and then supine as I crawl over her.  Her arms pull me to her as the heat of our kiss grows.  Finally, I break away from her lips.  “Christie, you have no need to apologize.  I do want explanations and details.” I sit up and pull her into my lap.
 

Then I ask, “So first of all, do your parents know you’re out, young lady?”  Christie sobs out a laugh.  “I’m twenty-four now, Jack.  You know that.”

“Yes.  I missed the opportunity to take you out for your birthday dinner.  Apparently, you didn’t tell me you weren’t on the pill, Christie.” She laughs again. ‘Jack 2, Sorrow 0!’


“Oh, I hear you like to breed Sidhe girls, Jack!” she laughs as she wipes her tears.  That gets chuckles from all my ladies.

“I’ve recently discovered that dwarven girls are hot!  I’m giving breeding them a try, too!”

Kristina wraps her arms around me laughing and gently bites my ear, “Jack, you’re a cad!”

“At the very least,” I agree.  “Christie, the beauty around my neck is Kristina Unterberg.  She is my date this evening, and I love her as I do you.  Krissie please allow me to introduce Heather, also known as Christie, Cavanaugh, Crystal of the Summer Court and apparently the mother of my eldest baby bump.”

Kristina stands and walks around to wrap Christie into a hug.  “Welcome to the family, Christie.”  She kisses Christie’s cheek.

I stand and offer Christie and Kristina a hand.  Then I offer Myra a hand.  Christie takes note of who is standing to my left and immediately drops to genuflect.  “My Queen.  Congratulations on your marriage.  Please forgive me for crashing your party.  I was completely lost in Jack.”

“Oh Heather!  Rise, sweetie.  Give me a hug, darling.  You’ve known me for way too long to worry about crashing my party.  Besides, I’m about two and a half months behind you in building a baby bump.  We can support each other in this and everything else that is standing before us.  As for being 
lost in Jack, it happened to me within three minutes of meeting him.”

Christie looks at me as she answers Myra, “I don’t get it.  We spent a weekend together, and I’ve not been able to get him out of my mind or my heart.  I’ve tried to push him out to make some room so I could function.”  She looks back to her queen. “How can someone fall in love so fast?  Infatuation?  Sure, but deep soul-bending love?  That shouldn’t be possible, should it?”

Myra pulls the girl to her, “Sweetie, before it happened to me I would have told you the only way to find true love is as a child, like I did with Trina and you did with Megan.  Intellectually, I can’t figure out how I can feel like my heart is pulled out whenever I’m not within sight of a man that I have known for almost a month.  Especially a man that has twelve other women that share his bed.  But the truth is, I do.”  Myra raises her regard to mine.  “And I have since day one.  When he left my sight in the airport to go to the restroom, I was bereft.  When he came back, it was like the sun was rising after a long cold winter.  Jack’s smile and love are the nourishment that my heart requires.  I’m a better person for having him in my life, and I’m much happier being in his bed.  I’m a better person for all of this love” she indicates the women in the room “that Jack has brought to my life.”

I demur, “Myra, my darling.  All these women were devoted to you and you to them long before I came on the scene.”

Myra nods, “Sure.  They were devoted to their Princess.  I was devoted to my people, and they are all my people.  The love I feel for them now is different, and I feel their love differently now than before, too.  Ask them.  I’m certain they will tell you that they feel my love differently and that their love for me is also different.  They no longer just hold me in high regard.  They love me.  Passionately.  Deeply, from their very 
souls.  They crave my touch, just as I crave theirs.  Just as I crave yours.  My love for all the Sidhe is deeper, too.  The thought of any of my people hurting is crushing.  I cried last night for the Summer Queen because I can feel the fear in her heart that is driving her to act in a way that drives the two courts apart.  I’ve always hated her.  Now I want to wrap her in my arms, like I am holding her daughter right now, comfort her, and take her pain away.”

Christie looks up, “That fear is being fed by the Dread Lord, just as the love you feel is fed by the Green Lord, by Jack.”  She looks me in the eye, “That is why I ruined your life, darling Jack.  Only you can stop him.  I don’t know how, but your power is the key.”

I pull her to me.  “You did not ruin my life, Christie.  You were the first woman in a long time that has made me feel loved like that.  You gave my life back to me.  I’ve been a better person since we‘ve been together, and it’s all because you took a chance on giving your love to lonely old man.  I love you, Christie.”

“I love you, Jack.  I told you that before, and I meant it.  It’s only gotten stronger since.  I will not stay away from you now.  I refuse.  I don’t care if I only get to sit at your feet like a housecat.  I am yours, and I need to be with you.  Can you live with that?”

I say “Of course” as Kristina wraps her arms around us both. “We’ll find a way to work it out.”

She reaches up to kiss Christie’s cheek.  “The question I have is, ‘what do I call you?’  I’ve heard ‘Heather,’ ‘Crystal,’ and ‘Christie.’  What do you prefer?”

She responds, “I was christened ‘Heather.’  All my sisters are named for trees or bushes.  ‘Crystal’ is more of a title.  Unfortunately, being the Crystal freaks people out.  As a result, 
they tend to just call me by the title.  My mom’s PA enrolled me in school as Crystal Cavanaugh.  Some of my school chums started calling me Christie instead, and it stuck.”  She turns to look at Megan.  “Even Megan calls me Christie unless we’re around other Sidhe.  When I make love to her, ‘Christie’ is the name she gasps.”  She bites her lip and looks down shyly.  “‘Heather’ is my name, but ‘Christie’ is who I am.”

Kristina kisses her cheek again, “Thank you for sharing that with me, Christie.  You are mine.  I am yours.  I’m Kristina.”

Corrina wraps her arms around Kristina, “But her lovers all call her ‘Krissie.’  You may notice we ALL call her ‘Krissie’ most of the time.”

“I haven’t made love to everyone,” Kristina demurs.

Corrina shakes her head, “Only because we haven’t worked the rotation around yet.  Charli isn’t even into girls, but she wants a turn with you and calls you by your love name.”

“C’rina!  You make me sound like a slut!”

Corrina shrugs.   “You are, Beloved.  We all are sluts for the love of each other.  Jack is our man-slut, and we are his slutty ladies.  Wear it like a badge of honor, Krissie.  The rest of us do.”

Kristina shrugs, too.  “True.  I’ve had more orgasms and loved more people in the last month than I have the entire rest of my life.”  She looks to Christie.  “You ready to join our slutty family, Christie?”

“Oh definitely!  Megan confessed all her unfaithfulness at the Thanksgiving party.  I was jealous  until she started sharing details of making love to you, Krissie.”  She grins over her shoulder at Megan.  “She actually got our names confused when I fucked her later that night.”

“I did not!”  Megan blushes bright red as the ladies all laugh
.

“Yep.  You did.  You just called her Kristina in conversation, so I didn’t know for sure until now.  It’s okay, slut.  I still love you.”

Megan beams, “You’ve never declared that publicly, Christie!  I love you too, my Darling.”  They fight themselves free of the other hugs to wrap each other into a sloppy kiss.

Christie holds onto Megan as she turns to me.  “Jack, I almost didn’t recognize you when I walked in.  You look like a younger version of yourself.  There are fewer lines in your face, less silver in your hair, your seem bigger.  Taller even.”

Kristina adds, “And his cock is getting bigger.  We need to all agree on end state or I fear he’ll be putting something the size of my leg inside me.”

“Ew!” says Myra.

Trina shrugs, “I’m getting enough now.  I don’t need anymore.”

“Okay, we can discuss my growth spurt another time.  Christie, do you know everyone here?”  She shakes her head.  I see Geri has joined us in the suite.  I point them all out - all eight of the Ravens: Geri, Charli, Daphne, Liesl, Marisol, Sowie, Solange, and Corrina.  Each waves or hugs Christie as I introduce them.   She’s already met Kristina, Trina, Megan, and Myra.

“So Christie, who is the lovely lady you brought with you?”  She grabs me and whispers, “Ignore her, Jack.  She’s a Valkyrie.  If you pay attention, it shames them because they are different.”

“What?  Bullshit!  This is not a Sidhe court.  I will not have my family treating anyone like that.  If this is a court at all, it is the court of the Green Lord.  All are welcome here, my Love.  Even the ‘different’ or ‘defective’ or unwanted 
elsewhere.  What is her name?”

Christie is embarrassed by the vehemence of my response.  “Her name is Tiffany, my Lord.”

I kiss her cheek.  “Thank you, Christie.”  I walk to stand before Tiffany, who is trying to turn away from me while not leaving her post.

“Tiffany, I welcome you as a guest to my family.  My name is Jack.  Will you look at me, please?”  She turns and looks down shyly at my feet.  “Why won’t you look at me Tiffany?  This is not the Summer Court.  All are welcome here.  Look at me please, Tiffany.”

She looks up at me with anger, “Why, Lord?  So you can enthrall me and then tell all your friends how you fucked the freak?  So you make me think you care and then laugh about it behind my back?  I’ve been the victim of those tricks already, so you’ll have to be more creative than that!”

“Tiffany!” Christie scolds.

I hold a finger up in Christie’s direction as I keep my attention on the fierce eyes before me.  “Apparently you have been abused, dear Tiffany.  I will not abide that in my house.  I am the Green Lord, and it seems love is my superpower.  I collect the broken and heal them with my love however they need it.  Do you know about the Ravens?  How they are all considered ‘defective’ in some way.  As a result, they are ostracized - becoming an elite bodyguard their only option to have any kind of place in Sidhe society.  There are eight Ravens here.  They are my family.  I love them as they need it to make them whole.”

Tiffany’s eyes are less angry, but the bitterness is still there, “You mean you fuck them.”

I nod, “I make love to them.  They are Sidhe.  Touch is very 
important to their emotional health.  Some of them are more needful of sex.  Some of them are more needful of just caresses and hugs.  They may eventually grow out of needing me to love them physically at all and go off to make families of their own.  They will always be my beloved family.  I am gathering more people to me all the time.  They will not all make it into my bed.”

I look in her eyes as she says, “Well, you wouldn’t love me.”

“Why not?  Why are you so broken no one can love you, Tiffany?”

She is again fuming.  “Because I look like this!”  Her face and body shimmer and then reforms into something different.  Before me stands the same 6’+ woman with blond hair, but now all softness is gone from her face.  It’s all hard, sculpted, regal, and yet still beautiful and perfectly proportioned.  Her skin has a light red tinge to it.  Her eye sockets are more angular than is normal for humans, and they are the same gold with large pupils you would see on birds of prey.   She has small white feathers for eyebrows.  Her torso is nearly emaciated it’s so lean. She has tiny breasts on huge strong pecs, but her muscles are shaped differently as they connect above her shoulders too, connected to white feathered wings.  She has a thatch of fine white down feathers where a human woman would have hair on her mons.  Her legs are disproportionately thin for the size of her chest, but they are lean and muscular.  Rather than human-style feet, hers are shaped more like a bird’s but covered in fine white feathers with sharp, four-inch talons.  Her arms are banded in sinews like a swordsman’s with strong deltoids and lean, long biceps and triceps.

She is definitely different.  She is also stunningly beautiful in a wild, amazing way.

She gets embarrassed by my frank appraisal and pulls her 
wings around to cover her nudity and then wraps a finely feathered, long tail around her wings above her knees.

I place a hand gently on her wing where it wraps around her shoulder.  “Tiffany, you are undeniably different.  Your beauty is also undeniable.  I understand why you wouldn’t want to walk down the street in your natural form, but why is it a source of shame?”

I see a shadowy ‘cone of silence’ spin into existence around us.

Seeing tears drop from those raptor eyes is unsettling.  “Because my parents are both Sidhe, Jack.  I’m a freak!  All of the Valkyrie are FREAKS!”  My ears hurt!  Corrina is caught with Solange and myself inside the cone.  Both of them drop to the ground.  My hearing fades back in to hear, “We are abominations that our parents discard.  No one knows how we exist or why families with no history of us suddenly birth one.  We just show up and ruin everyone’s lives with our own miserable existence.”  Tiffany collapses into herself on the floor at my feet.  I can sense both Solange and Corrina are severely wounded from the audio assault.  I place a hand on Solange and heal her.  Then I do the same for Corrina.  I help them up. 

“Ladies, you may want to stand outside the circle until I’m done.”

“Solange, go.  I’ll stay with our Lord,” Corrina orders.

I lean down over Tiffany as she looks at Corrina with disdain, “As if a squad of Ravens could do anything to a Valkyrie, let alone a single one.”

Corrina looks at her with a sad smile, “I recommend you ask Abraxas about that.” 

Tiffany’s demeanor slowly changes from disdain to disbelief.  “That was you?
”

Corrina says, “I gave my word not to discuss it.  Talk to her.  Tiffany, I’m not staying to protect my Lord.  If he wanted you dead, he would just shut your body down with a thought.  I am here for you, as one wounded bird to another.  The only thing keeping you from happiness right now, in this moment and every moment of the future, is your own unwillingness to accept the love that is offered you.  I know what it’s like to feel unworthy because I am not worthy of Jack’s love.   I am not worthy of my team’s loyalty and love.  I am not worthy of the esteem and love of my Queen Myra, or Krissie, or Trina.  But they all give their love freely to me.  And in my acceptance, I become worthy of them.”  Corrina kneels down in front of her and kisses her temple.  “Become worthy, Tiffany.  Accept our hospitality.  Accept our respect.  Accept our friendship.  Accept our love.”

Tiffany wraps Corrina in a hug as she sobs her pain onto the Raven’s shoulder.  I kneel next to Tiffany.  “Tiffany, you belong here if you wish it.  I will make you mine, and I will be yours.  Not as your lover, but as the lord that serves you and protects you and loves you.”

She looks at me leaning on Corrina’s shoulder.  “You won’t make love to me?”

“Tiffany, you don’t trust me enough for me to make love to you.  When you come to trust me, you will decide if you want me to make love to you or not.  If you want me, I will be there for you.  I find you beautiful physically, and Christie’s regard for you speaks for your character.  If you want someone else in our family, I’m pretty certain they will be there for you, too.”  Corrina nods.  “If you decide you want to make love to someone outside our family, you will have our blessing, but woe be upon them if they hurt you because I and your new family will visit your pain on them 100 times over what they visit upon you.
”

Corrina pitches in, “The bottom line, as Jack is fond of saying, is that you are no longer alone.  Your princess is very loyal to you and cares deeply for you, but she doesn’t understand your pain.  I do.  I am here for you to lean on.  I am here to talk to.  I am here for whatever you need.  All you have to say is ‘I want this.’  All you have to do is accept us as we accept you.”

Tiffany looks at Corrina, then at me, then back.  “Please!”  Looking back at me, “I want this.  Please make me yours!” she whispers.

I hug her, “It is done, darling.  You are mine.  You are Corrina’s.  We are yours from this moment forward.”  She squeezes us both to her as she sobs.  ‘Damn!  The girl is hugely strong!
’

“Tiffany, you are welcome to leave off your illusion when we are all alone together.  There will sometimes be people from the facility that come by here tonight.  I’ll let you choose if you want to hide, use illusion to disappear, appear human, or just claim you’re in costume.  You do what you feel you need to do.  I’ll support you whatever you choose.  When we are home, I want to see you as you really are.  Okay, darling?”  She nods to me.

Trina sticks her head in.  “How we doing in here?  They just dipped the lights.” 

I kiss Tiffany’s temple, stand and walk to Trina to collect a hug and a kiss.  “Thank you, Pet.  You can drop the circle.”

Trina shakes her head.  “It’s not mine.  I’m assuming it’s Corrina’s.” 

Corrina nods as she helps Tiffany up.  The cone dissipates.  Corrina calls out, “Ravens, come welcome our sister.”  Weapons are returned to their caches.

Solange wraps her arm around Tiffany’s wings, turns her 
chin to her and presses a kiss into her lips warmly and gently.  “Welcome, Sister!  You know me.  I’m Solange.  I’m on duty tonight.  I’ll relieve our sisters on the door so they can welcome you.  Then you you can hang with me, okay?”  Tiffany nods as she looks shocked into Solange’s warm golden brown eyes.

Daphne holds Tiffany’s face in both hands and presses a kiss onto her lips.  “Welcome, Sister!  I’m Daphne.  You need anything, come to me.  I’m here for you.”

Tiffany balks when Sowie comes up to her holding her hands up. “Peace, Sister.  Old grudges are gone.  You are my sister, and I am yours.  You belong to me, and I belong to you.  I will gladly fight beside you and kill your enemies and those of our family.  Let me kiss you, Sister.”  Tiffany reaches for her shoulders, and Sowie presses a kiss into her lips.

The Ravens rotate through until only Corrina stands before her.  Corrina kneels and kisses each of Tiffany’s clawed feet.  She sits back into seiza and looks up.  “I am the captain of our squad, Tiffany.  I ask that you join us when you are with us.  I will serve you as your leader to ensure that all our sisters guard your flank and your principal charge, while you help us guard our charges.  Will you do this?”

Tiffany nods slowly, “I’ll try, my Captain.  I’m not good at working with others.  I’ve trained to stand alone against all comers.”  She reaches her hands down for Corrina, who takes them and rises.

Corrina folds her into a hug, and Tiffany wraps her wings and tail around them both.  Corrina kisses her cheek and says, “Then we will learn together.”

Christie walks slowly to Tiffany with tears streaking her face, shaking her head gently from side to side.  Tiffany watches her carefully and releases Corrina to face her 
princess alone.  Corrina steps to the side, but stays close to her newest charge.

Christie says, “Tiffany, I’ve been a poor liege and a poorer friend.  You’ve always been here for me, and I’ve never comforted you in the way these strangers have.  I never thought to question the way Valkyrie are treated.  It’s just ‘always been this way,’” she says making the air quotes.  “I never questioned whether you might be lonely, or hurting, or if someone was making your life difficult.  I never invited you to confide in me or lay your burdens down at my feet.  And then my Lord showed us both the error of my ways, and the ways of the Court of Summer.  Can you ever forgive me?”  She sinks before Tiffany’s feet and folds in on herself.

Tiffany squats in front of her, wrapping her arms and wings around Christie.  “Princess, you are my world.  The sun rises and sets on your happiness.   I didn’t know you were a poor liege.  I still don’t.  No one else in the court would have thought to warn the Lord away to spare me embarrassment.  They would have watched and laughed at my discomfort.  Not you.”  She kisses the crown of Christie’s head.  “Now we know there’s an even better way to be than what we were before.  It’s very frightening, my Princess.  I don’t think I will be able to make it if you’re not standing with me.  You’re the only good thing I’ve known until this day.  I will never be happy if you don’t come with me into this beautiful family.  Join me, my Princess.  Make me complete.”

Christie raises her head and cups Tiffany’s face in a gentle caress before planting a careful, lover’s kiss on her lips.  Tiffany returns the kiss in equal measure.  When they break the kiss, her face shines with joy.

“Tiffany, I’m not drawn to women like the ladies of Winter.  Megan drew me in.  I don’t know if I will be able to love all these beautiful ladies of Winter like they love each other.  
You, I do love.  If you need love and aren’t ready to face our lord or one of his ladies, or just want my love, you come to me, Darling.  I am yours.  You are mine.”  She kisses Tiffany’s lips again as they rise together.

“May I hold you tonight, Princess?”

“Yes, Tiffany.  You may, but you will have to call me Christie.  I insist my lovers call me Christie.  Okay.”

Tiffany nods, “Yes, Princess, er, Christie.”  They hug again.  “Now go love your man and your sisters.  I’ll be here for you when you need me.”

Christie smiles at her Valkyrie and caresses her cheek as she moves out of her embrace.  Morgan, Trina, and Kristina all queue up to welcome the newest lady in the family.  Then Solange pulls her into a hug and whispers into her ear.  Tiffany nods, and the two ladies take the chairs on either side other table holding Kristina’s roses.

We all caress Tiffany on her shoulder or cheek as we traipse down into the event seating.  Myra leads the way, Kristina follows dragging me by the hand while I have a silly grin pasted on my face.  Christie is sitting to my right with Megan sitting between her and Geri.  Daphne, Corrina, Trina, Sowie, and Charli sit in the second rank while Liesl and Marisol cover the door.  Solange and Tiffany sit in the center of the room against the wall, keeping an eye on the door. 

I’m expecting some holiday songs as well as some of Andre Rieu’s signature waltzes.  They start with selections from the Nutcracker followed by a selection of Christmas carols.  I run back to pop open a magnum of Moët et Chandon brut that has been chilling since before my arrival.  I hand flutes to Trina who then hands them out to the rest of the ladies in the gallery as the orchestra plays the 2nd Waltz.  I pour myself a flute as the Kaiser Waltz starts.  I see Tiffany waltzing 
by herself and Solange is at the door as I’m turning to return to my seat.  I set my flute on the bar and intercept Tiffany as she turns.  Her surprise turns into joy as I lead her through the music.  As the song ends, I kiss her cheek and bow before thanking her for the dance.  She smiles and points behind me.  I turn to see ten ladies biting their lips and reaching for me to dance.  I laugh as I grab a quick sip of champagne, and then I take Kristina’s flute and hand it to Myra.   I grab Kristina into a dancing clench and spin her into the dance as they play the Blue Danube Waltz.  The ladies let Kristina have the entire song.  I bow at the end, then clinch her up and dip her as I kiss her.  Kristina grabs both flutes from Myra and kisses her quickly.   She nods towards me as the band starts Wiener Blut.  I pull my queen to me, and we spin into the dance.  Myra takes several turns around the floor with me, and then Trina cuts in.  Trina and I have history on the dance floor, and she is an awesome partner.  I normally don’t mess around with a waltz, but I know Trina will go with me no matter what I do.  We do some complicated turns and twists, and my Pet glows.  I am about to spin her into another turn when I see a hand tap her shoulder.  Trina frowns and whispers something about ‘turn-about’ as Corrina steps in to take her place.

Corrina is followed by Charli, Daphne, Sowie, Christie, Geri, and Megan.  They all dance well.  At some point the Ravens must have swapped at the door because I end up dancing with Liesl as we go into an intermission with a short presentation from our local PBS station.  I pull Marisol to me and promise her my first dance after intermission.  She wraps me into a hug punctuated by a wet kiss and asks, “May I have a date night too, my Lord?  Krissie looks to be having a lovely time, and I heard about your dinner and dancing date with Trina.  I would like that.”

I kiss her lips chastely, “Of course, Mari love.  Work out some 
times you can be available with your Captain, and then we will choose a date together, okay?”

She squeezes me hard with a squeal of pleasure.  Her eyes are brimming when she looks up, “Thank you my Lord.  I always feel like the last and least because I didn’t get to meet you when everyone else did.  Thank you for making me feel special to you.”

Trina walks up behind Marisol, and then Marisol jumps into me.  “Wait until the date night, Mari.  You’ll be ready to take a triple play and give up a pound of flesh rather than just a bite.  It’s that awesome.”

“Did you goose, Mari?”  I ask. Trina just grins.  “Katrina Laughlin, you are incorrigible.”

Marisol says, “Don’t worry, my Lord.  She never touched any of us before.  I’m flattered for the attention she gives me.”

“You poor broken bird,” I tell her.

She gives me a saucy sideways look, “Not yet, but I’m hopeful you’ll break me the next time you fuck me!”  She winks at me and skips off to the loo.  Trina slides under one arm.  Kristina joins us as I hear Solange’s urgent “Ravens, fly to me” from the front door.  Tiffany steps in front of Christie and weapons appear in my ladies’ hands as they rush to the door.


Chapter 5 - Laurel


M
y pistol is in my hand and charged as I step towards the door.  Corrina jumps in front of me and puts a palm in the center of my chest.  “Please wait here, my Lord.” She looks past me to Myra, “You too, my Queen.”  Then she takes my pistol and walks to the door.

I hear a raspy voice crow, “You Ravens are pathetic!  All of you together are no match for a single Valkyrie!”  Corrina steps into the hallway holding my cocked pistol at her thigh. 

I look over at Tiffany, taking in her nervous demeanor, as I hear Corrina say, “Would you like to reassess that, Abraxas?”  There is a pregnant pause before Corrina continues,  “I am surprised.  I thought you would go for the whole ‘you got lucky’ defense, but you would have to believe it to say it.  Apparently you know I am just that good.  Are you ready for a rematch, Abraxas?”

Solange appears in the doorway and waves me forward, so I walk out into the hallway.  “What’s going on, Corrina?” 

“Lord Jack, I was hosing down the fire that was threatening my team.  Not to worry, sir.  It doesn’t have much fuel.  Lord Jack Jerome, allow me to introduce to you Princess Laurel ab 
Lochlin Mac Cavanaugh, the Summer Lady.  Lady Summer, I introduce to you Jacques Guillaume Jerome.”

Laurel Cavanaugh is a Sidhe princess, so it’s horribly redundant to say she’s beautiful.  She’s a little shorter than her younger sister, with a generously voluptuous figure.  She has the same heart-shaped face, but topped with curly golden tresses that are piled high on her head and then cascade down to just below her breasts.  It looks like it took hours to pull her hairstyle together.  Her pale blue eyes are like chips of ice in her face, and her bow mouth is pinched in disapproval.

I extend my hand, “Lady Summer, please call me Jack.  I find all the full names business tedious.  How may I help you?”

Laurel looks at my hand like it has dog shit on it.  I can’t help myself, “Ah!  I had heard the Summer Court were a pile of mannerless rabble, but I assumed it was parochialism.  Apparently I was mistaken.”  She slowly reaches out to grasp my fingers.  I squeeze them gently, but firmly as is appropriate for a gentleman shaking a lady’s hand.

“It’s my pleasure, Lady Summer.  How may I help you?” I ask again as Megan appears at my right shoulder and hooks an arm through mine.

“I have come to collect my wayward sister.  Apparently she is here consorting with filth again.”

Megan pipes up before I jump in, “She’s my date tonight, Laurel.  This is a special event I’ve arranged for my client, Jack.  Now this is the last time I warn you.  You call my people filth again, I will call you out to a duel and you’ll find out just how hesitant I really am to kill a piece of shit like you.”

Laurel is fuming, “You’ve done something to her.  I know it.” She looks in the door to the suite, so I shift position to be a 
door.  She turns to a male model in a tux.  “Get her out here.” 

Pretty boy pulls out a pistol and moves toward the door.  I put him and the other six models, four males and two females, to sleep.  This is the ability I train the most.  I got a lot of reps with the elves and during Thanksgiving with the ladies.  I’ve also done it in Starbucks if I walk in and see someone sitting alone.  I think to myself ‘L’ric is going to be so proud of me
,’ as all six of them drop to the floor.

“Lady Summer, I don’t want any trouble, but I will insist on courtesy.  If you are concerned about your sister’s welfare I am happy to extend hospitality to you long enough for you to step inside, have a glass of champagne with us, and assure yourself to her welfare.  I will insist that you conduct yourself with manners and breeding rather than like a gin-swilling dogsbreath. Do you accept my hospitality?”

She looks at her six escorts all lying on the floor, then back at me.  Her eyes glow the blue of a summer sky,  “Jacques Guillaume Jerome, listen and obey.  Undo what you have done to my people and bring my sister to me.”  I feel the compulsion knocking on my brain.  I feel where it’s going and what it’s trying to do.  It’s a little different from what Trina tried in Cottonwood, which may explain the strength of the Summer Court.  I think I could teach my ladies how to do it this way.  Oh well, maybe another time.

“No, Laurel.  You lost your opportunity.”  I reach into her brain and throw the ‘listen and obey switch.’  “This is what’s going to happen, Laurel.  You are going to pull your dress up to show the world your goodies, march downstairs and make your way to the stage, and sing ‘Tisket-tasket’ at the top of your voice.  Then you will forget everything from the time you walked into the arena.  Run along, Princess.”

She nods at me and walks back to the elevator.  I thought, ‘She doesn’t deserve that, Jack.
’  “Princess Laurel, come back 
here.”  She stops, holding her skirts above her waist.  I see she favors garters over stay-up stockings.  “Let your your skirts drop, Laurel.”  She does.  “You may continue, Princess.”  She heads to the elevator. 

I look at the Valkyrie watching her with confusion on her face.  “Is your name Abraxas, Valkyrie?” 

She spins to look at me with suspicion.  “Yeah-yes.”

“Abraxas, please go with her and ensure she doesn’t get hurt or arrested.  If you wait until she starts singing and then tell her to ‘wake up,’ she will snap out of it.  She will not know how she got there.  Tell her she wandered off and lost her escort, which is true.  Also tell her she is over-stressed, and that you need to take her home.  That is true, too.  I haven’t met anyone wound that tight since my fiancé tried to kill me.  If you bring her back here, I will have to be more forceful, and I’m afraid someone will get hurt.  I can guarantee it won’t be one of the ladies here or myself.  Are we clear?”

Abraxas nods, “What do I call you?”

Tiffany’s voice comes over my shoulder, “Abraxas, you call him Jack as he asked, or Lord.  I think both are too informal by far, but it is his wish to be called Jack.”  I see Abraxas’ eyes bug.  I turn and see Tiffany is standing there in all her glory without her illusion.  She smiles at me and places her slender hand on my shoulder.  “You can tell your princess that my princess is safe, happy, and I am protecting her.”

Abraxas nods as she stumbles over a couple of supine bodies on her way to catch her princess.

Corrina turns to Solange, “Let’s police up their weapons, all of them, and then sit them against the walls on the floor, so they’re not blocking the corridor.  When they awake, tell them their princess left without them.”  She turns back to me, “How long will they be out, Jack?”
 

I shrug, “I have no idea.  I just flooded their brains with sleep chemicals.  I suspect a couple of hours.”  I think for a moment.  “Call building security and tell them that the disgruntled sister of one our guests arrived and tried to do some mischief with a weird chemical cocktail to another guest, but it backfired.  Her entourage all fell asleep as a result of her mischief.  We expect them to sleep it off in a couple of hours, but the troublemaker left in a hurry when her plan went sideways.”

Corrina says, “Lord, there are no chemicals involved.”

“Actually there are.  The whole ‘listen and obey’ is basically a command to the brain to release a bunch of chemicals that make you highly susceptible to suggestion.  So what I told you to say is true.  She left no chemical dispenser.  I don’t know offhand what chemicals are involved, but that makes it all the more believable.  No lies involved.”

Corrina nods with a big smile, “Okay, my Lord!”

Megan is in awe, “Damn, Jack.  That is misdirection worthy of Sidhe royalty.  I’m gonna want a baby from you!”

I kiss her quickly.  “Count on it, sweetheart.”  Then I go back into the suite. 

Kristina throws herself onto me, worry painting her pretty face.  “Jack!  I was so worried about you!”

“I’m good, my Love.  Thank you for your concern.”  I grab her ass with both hands and pull her up on me.  Her dress parts to allow her to wrap her stocking clad legs around me as we kiss deeply.  I hold her with my right hand and slide my left along her stocking-clad thigh to caress the bare flesh above it.  “I love you, Krissie.  Therefore, I can’t let anyone hurt me because that would cause you distress.  So, I really hate what will happen to anyone who tries to hurt me.
”

She giggles.  I ask, “Uh, no panties in evidence down here, Krissie.  Are you observing your Sidhe heritage, sweetie?”

She giggles again, “If that’s the part that makes me want to always be naked to your touch, then yes, my Lord.  I am.”

I squeeze her naked ass and caress her sweet pussy gently, before setting her down.  I figure I better stop or I’ll end up taking her in the suite in front of everyone.  “Down, you minx!”

Once she’s stable on her feet she drags me to the bar to retrieve my champagne.  I see Christie is barely tasting hers.  “Oh shit, I’m sorry, Christie.  I didn’t think about you drinking with the baby.”

She kisses my cheek, “The doctors tell me that an occasional glass is not going to hurt anything.  I’m basically just wetting my tongue.  I doubt I’ll finish half of this.”  She raises her flute to mine with a ‘clink’ and then demonstrates.

I lean and kiss her below her ear.  “I’m so glad you came back to me, Christie.”

She whispers into my ear, “I will not voluntarily leave you again, my Lord, Love, and Master.”

I gently bite her earlobe before backing away and turning to Kristina.  “Honey, are you about ready to take our seats?  I owe a couple more dances, but I think we can take a seat until then.”

She points to the barstools.  “Right here, Jack.”  I nod and sit, placing my glass on the counter.  I pick Kristina up by her waist and sit her on my left knee, leaning back against the bar.  She lays her right leg across my right thigh.  We sit there kissing as I caress the tops of her stocking, her bare thigh, and her nearly exposed pussy.

The talking head on stage is done thanking donors and 
asking for more donations, just as Laurel does her command performance.  Megan sits on the bar behind me and straddles Kristina and myself as she runs one hand over Kristina’s bare shoulders and combs the other one through my hair.  “You know, Jack.  We could become a corporate donor for PBS if that is something you would like to support.”

Kristina pants, “Yes, we should do that, Jack.”

I kiss Kristina’s cheek as I turn to Megan.  “Definitely.  I’m a fan.  I frequently donate, but not religiously.  They do a lot of good, and in general I like their programming better than the major networks.  Please add that to the list.”

She leans in and says “Yes, my Lord” before she gives me a deep wet kiss.

“Hey, hey, hey!  You have to kiss me too if you interrupt my necking with my man!”

Megan kisses her too, “Actually, I thought I might crawl under your dress to see what has him so fascinated under there!”

“You’ve seen that,” Kristina says with a smirk.

“I’m thinking another look and fresh taste.  I’ll give my girlfriend a fresh taste of you afterwards.” 

Kristina’s eyes pop as she whispers a response, “Why does the thought of sex with you make me so horny?  I was never into girls much.  I had a couple of ‘girls nights in’ when I was in college, and Annette and I have scratched each other’s itch for years when we were between boyfriends, but I’ve never considered myself lesbian or bi.  Ever since Trina, I think about one or the other of you frequently, usually accompanied by soaked panties and rubbing one out.  I want to kiss you, hold you, and love you.  All of you!”

Megan caresses her face, “I don’t know, Krissie.  I’ve been 
drawn in both directions my whole life, so gender figures into it less for me than whether the individual person excites me.  I happened to fall in love with Christie at a young age.  As I’m four years older than her, it was a little tricky at boarding school, but we managed.  We have both had boyfriends off and on, but I think she was a virgin when she captured Jack.  I have been with a couple of guys prior to Jack.  I would say that I even loved one of them.  It’s just more person-based.  I think ‘panamorous’ is the label that’s currently en vogue
 for someone with my preferences.”

Kristina says, “I’ve heard it’s an Unseelie thing, that the Seelie don’t do it.”

Megan bounces her head back and forth as I keep caressing Kristina and listening. She says, “I think there are many more sapphic love affairs in the Winter Court than Summer.  We have a higher percentage of women to men.  The men seem to be fairly resentful in our court because we are much less likely to allow a male to rule.  I think there have been only two in recorded history.  Add to that the greater than 3:1 ratio of women to men, and women are frequently the matriarchs of their clans.  The Winter Men have gotten a bit of a chip on their shoulder, and the women are not willing to put up with their shit.  Since there are so few men, the women began to look towards each other for comfort, and the men tend to keep company of their own to commiserate how those evil females are ruining their lives.  Therefore, more homosexual liaisons.  There is no stigma associated with it on either side.  It’s not unheard of for someone in a committed same-sex relationship to start a hetero relationship to create children and then treat the other parent like a valued business partner.  In most cases, the children are created naturally.  Sometimes both male partners share a female, too.  That seems wasteful, but there really are no strictures.  Vice versa happens, too.  My mom and Trina’s have done that 
several times.”

Megan takes a sip of champagne before continuing, “In the summer court, there are about 1.75:1 males to females?”  She looks to Christie’s confirmation.  Christie nods.  “The women are less likely to take sexual comfort in the arms of a BFF because the men are competing hard to get a female to mate with.  They only go sapphic if a natural attraction occurs.  Same applies on the male side over there, too - they only go same-sex if there is a true inclination that way.  I think because it’s considered a status symbol to earn a female mate.  On our side, I think we have more due to opportunity and convenience amongst the ladies and the prevailing male attitude towards the females.  The Summer like to talk about how decadent we are due to the comparatively high percentage of same-sex couples, but they don’t stigmatize their own.  Laurel is an interesting case.  She chastises Christie for letting herself be corrupted by ‘that Unseelie bitch,’ yet her BFF is an openly goldstar lesbian.”  She shrugs.

“So, bottom line, Krissie, I don’t have an answer for you.  Maybe some of our Lord’s magic is rubbing off on you.  His love and attraction for Myra, Christie, Trina, the Ravens, and myself is coloring your own perceptions and desires.  Maybe just being surrounded by so much willing prime female flesh is awakening new or hidden desires.  What I have observed is that you are reticent until you build a relationship with one of us.  Once the relationship is there, then you seem to lose your hesitation to love on the ladies.”  Kristina nods through glazing eyes as I continue to gently stroke her and nibble her neck. 

Megan asks her, “Do you have many same-sex relationships in the Miners?”

Kristina shakes her head, “They’re pretty rare.  We have a heavy emphasis on bearing children.  My aunt Henrietta says 
she is an ‘old maid,’ which was a common euphemism for ‘lesbian’ when she was young.  Traudl is the name of her partner, and the two of them have seven children between them.  Auntie Henri explained that they all have the same male that gladly filled up a turkey baster whenever she or Traudl were ready to have another baby.  There might have been some pressure if she didn’t figure out how to have children, but she had that part well in hand.  The last time I talked to her she said she was thinking about having another before she turns 100, but the father is proving reticent.  He’s 130.  Traudl declared herself done at 80.”

Megan pulls Kristina’s head into her bosom, but I follow to keep the stimulation on her neck.  Megan whispers to her, “So Krissie, would you like me to inspect your stockings?”  I push a knuckle into her.

Kristina gasps, “Yes, please.”  Megan kisses her and gently pushes her back to my waiting lips, then crawls off the bench and squats between my feet.  She kisses my thigh and then lifts the hem of Krissie’s dress while looking into her eyes.  She folds the skirt to lay it open.  The cut doesn’t expose Kristina’s treasures, but it doesn’t miss it by much.  Megan’s mouth disappears, and I feel her tongue tickle my fingers.  I slide out and up to raise Kristina’s hood to expose her love button.  My fingers get licked a little, but Kristina is obviously getting the benefit of Megan’s attention. 

After a couple of minutes, the lights dip about the time Kristina bucks a couple times.  She gasps, “Megan, get out of there, or I’ll squirt all over you!” 

Megan backs off, and I give her a hand to stand while holding my date close.  She leans in, cups Kristina’s breast and tells her,  “I’m open to trying that when I’m not wearing fancy dress, Love.”  They kiss, and then Megan walks over to Christie and kisses her.  Christie is smirking at the start, but she 
turns wild after a taste of Kristina from Megan’s mouth.   I don’t blame her.  Kristina has the same impact on me.

Marisol walks right between our legs to embrace Kristina and me.  She doesn’t say anything, just hangs there holding us.  In a human crowd, that might be a little unusual, but I’ve learned that it is a sign of love and acceptance among the Sidhe.  Anything that doesn’t involve orgasms is considered ‘comforting.’  Nudity is optional, but encouraged.

The orchestra starts back up with Grieg’s ‘Hall of the Mountain King,’ from Peer Gynt. Then they do the Christmas song, you know...chestnuts roasting...before playing the Christmas Waltz.  Kristina jumps off my lap, and I whisk Marisol into a waltz.  Apparently she has control issues, but she follows okay if I don’t try anything funky.  Then I see a milk chocolate hand tap Marisol’s moon-kissed shoulder, so I sweep Solange into the dance.  She’s as easy to lead as Trina, and we end up doing some fairly complicated turns before the music ends, and I dip her and kiss her deeply.  After that we enjoy the music, dancing when the mood strikes, singing along on a couple and doing what the Germans call ‘schunkling’ - holding each other as we sway from side to side.  We kill a second magnum of champagne.

The concert ends, and the crowd begins to disperse.  Kristina asks the ladies to gather round.  “Ladies, Jack asked me on this date because I told him that I would require wine and roses before I made love to him.  As Trina predicted, I didn’t quite make it.”  The Ravens all chuckle knowingly.  “I asked Jack to make love to me this afternoon, and we did - several times.”  There is a chorus of raucous hoots from all the ladies.  Kristina raises her hands, “Thank you.  Thank you.  Now!”  The noise drops.  “One of the things I told Jack is that I would make love to him anywhere.  I specifically mentioned ‘over the rail at the auditorium’ and ‘a crowded bar.’  I find that those particular circumstances neither one appeal to me at 
the moment, but I do want to make love to Jack right here, right now, in front of my loving family.  Will you honor my wish?”  There is an excited, hushed chorus of ‘oh yes’ comments.  “Thank you, my Loves.  Corrina, do you still have them for me?” 

“Yes, Queen of the Hearth.” 

“Okay then,” Kristina continues.  “Solange, if you will ensure we have a secure door.”

“Yes, Krissie.”

“And Myra and Trina, Queen of the Fae and Queen of the Seraglio, please help me remove my dress.” 

She turns to face me with her eyes locked on mine.  “Do you want this, Jack?” 

I walk to her and kiss her desperately.  “Always, my love.  Always with you.”  She holds her arms straight out to her side as Myra unzips the back of her dress.  Corrina reaches into her décolletage to retrieve the lipstick just before Trina and Myra slide the dress down her body to reveal Kristina standing in her pearl choker, a corset matching the dress, stockings, and heels with the rosebud still in her hair.  Myra helps her step out as Trina rescues the dress from the floor.  Corrina slides a matching velvet elbow-length glove onto her left arm as Myra slides one on her right.  Then Kristina extends her left hand for me to grasp.  I pull her to me, and she leans into my chest.

Breathlessly, she says “Come with me, my Lord!”  She prances to the bar and sits back, giving me the ‘come hither’ motion.  I see two Ravens in my periphery holding phones like they are capturing video.  As I stand before her, Kristina drops to her knees before me, opens my trousers, and pulls out a growing Little Jack.  Someone pulls my jacket off, and then my shoulder rig.  I grab my braces and slide them off 
my shoulders, letting my trousers drop.  Kristina pops Little Jack into her mouth, laving and sucking him vigorously. 

Suddenly she stops, pops to her feet, spins around and lays her body flat on the bar.  She spreads her feet as far as she can, exclaiming “Your sacrifice is ready, my Lord!  Use me!  Break me!  Destroy me!” as she wiggles her taut ass at me.

I kick out of my shoes, trousers, and boxers.  I take note that it’s Corrina and Daphne with the phones as I step up, grasping Kristina’s hip with my left as I line up Little Jack with my right.  Kristina’s pussy is open wide and dripping.  “Please, Jack!” she begs.  “I need you, my Lord!”  I rub the tip in her juices and smear them around her opening, then center on her.  I push into her tight gash with one long thrust until I’m hilted in her.  She grips me hard as she groans and shakes on the bar. 

I grab her ass in both hands and squeeze as I slowly pull out of her.  I reverse direction and slide my hands up her ass and then her back covered in the satiny corset until they rest on her shoulders as I reach my forward limit.  I lay down on top of her and slide my hands to her arms and stretch them straight out to her sides.  I whisper “Do not move, my Treasure.  Do not make a sound.  Just lie here, look beautiful, and take all the love I have to give you.”  I nuzzle her neck.  “Do you understand, my Treasure.”  She squirms beneath me and whines.

I slide my hands back in to her shoulders and then slide them back down her back as she squirms under my hands.  “Don’t move, Darling.”  I think that makes her squirm more.  My hands grab her waist as I back my hips out to the limits of what still keeps me in her.  She whines and lifts her hips for me.  I spank both of her ass cheeks sharply and then slam into her.

“Uh!” she groans.


“Quiet!” I spank each cheek.  “Stop moving!” I spank them again.  “Just receive, my Love.”  I caress her pink cheeks.  “Surrender to me, Krissie!”  I hear a groan from Daphne, as I pull back again.  I pull her hips to me as I slam into her.  I spit into my hand three times as I slowly pull back out.  I tilt my hand down and let the spit run down my hand into her little rosebud.  I hold onto her hips and rest my thumb in the pool of her asshole before slamming into her again.  Then I back out, press in a little and slam again.  Back out, press my thumb into her rosebud a little bit and slam again.   I repeat this several times, circling her rosebud and pressing in half-way to the first knuckle of my thumb as I pound her.  She’s squirming and whining incessantly, but I’m too lost in her to realize I should be spanking her some more.  I pound her repeatedly, slowly picking up the tempo.  She can’t hold it in any more, and starts moaning.  I jam my thumb into her all the way and let myself go, pounding as hard and as fast as I can once, twice, thrice, BOOM!  I drop down onto her back and wrap my hand around her mouth. I gasp out “Let it out, my Love,” as my hips thrust and pump into her.  She screams into my hand as her anus and pussy clench around me, and she squirts her release all over my thighs.

I pump into her repeatedly.  She squirts over and over and screams until she is hoarse.  Our spasms slow and then stop.    I pull my thumb out her and wrap my arms under her.   “Krissie, my heart.  You destroy me, not the other way around, my Love.”

She shakes her head slowly and gasps, “No.”  She keeps shaking her head as she reaches back with her right hand to cup my head tenderly.  She turns her head slowly, quivering while she clenches her fingers in my short hair.  Kristina looks at me with soft liquid eyes.  I kiss her, slowly running my tongue into her mouth to caress hers.  We both open our eyes as we continue to kiss.  A satisfied smile slowly grows in 
her eyes and on her lips.

“What?” I ask her.

“Perfect.” She says between kisses.

“Hmmm?”  I ask in a demonstration of eloquence.

“You,” she says. “In me.  Surrounded by love.  Perfect.”

I feel a soft hand stroking my ass as I hear Myra’s voice, “Beloved, we need to go before long.  You might want to start pulling yourself together.”

“Nooooo,” moans Kristina.

I chuckle.  “Isn’t that bar a little hard, Krissie?”

She nods, “And you’re in me.  And on me.  Perfect!”

I kiss her again.  Corrina is sitting on the bar next to us now.  I look up to see her holding the video camera down on us.  She says, “I need you to get up, so I can lick you clean, Krissie.”

Kristina smiles and answers with a “Hmmm.  ‘kay.”

I kiss her again and push myself up, before pulling out of her.  Little Jack still has his head in the game.  Krissie still has his full attention, if you know what I mean.  Daphne is filming me while Corrina focuses on filming Kristina.

Daphne asks Kristina, “Krissie, may I have permission to clean Jack?”

Kristina pushes into a Cobra posture on the bar top and looks to her left to scrutinize Daphne with narrow eyes and pursed lips.  Then she gives Daphne a brilliant smile and tells her, “Of course, Precious,” using my pet name for Daphne.  “Thank you for the courtesy of asking.”

Daphne leans in and kisses her before telling her, “I had an orgasm watching him spank and fuck you.  He spanked me a 
lot harder.  Do you think he would beat my ass and fuck me?”  I’m pretty sure Daphne didn’t intend to video the corner of the ceiling she is pointing her phone at.  I step out of the puddle in my wet socks.

“Get to it Daphne.  Time is short,” orders Corrina.

“Yes, Captain.” Daphne pushes herself up from where she was folded onto the bar beside Kristina for their conversation.  She looks at the camera.  “I guess we’ll have to edit the ceiling out of this,” as she points it back towards my cock. 

Trina hands my boxers to me as Daphne drops to her knees, sucking Little Jack deep into her wet, warm mouth before her knees touch the floor.  Myra snags the phone and focuses it on the main event rather than having it plastered to my hip.   Kristina is sitting on the edge of the bar leaning back on her hands with her lip in her teeth, so she can alternate between watching Daphne’s activities and Corrina’s.  They’ve slid to the side, so Geri and Charli can mop up Lake Kristina. 

Daphne is building her oral skills.  She was technically a virgin before Thanksgiving, but she is a fast and eager learner.  Little Jack has no complaints until she stops and declares me clean.  Apparently, all the ladies except Krissie and Corinna need to inspect her work with their hands, but eventually I am allowed to pull my boxers and trousers on.  Daphne removes my socks, wrings them out and tamps them dry with paper towels before putting them back on my feet.  They’re almost dry.  I put on my shoes and stand.  Trina holds my shoulder rig open, so I can slide into it.  Myra holds my jacket for me to slide into.  Once I’m all put together, I pull Myra to me and kiss her deeply.  I hold her a moment and just look into her sparkling grey eyes.

“How are you doing my Queen?”

Myra grins before responding, “I could only be happier if we 
were like this every day, all of us together in our own home.”

“Patience, Beloved.  We will get there sooner than you think.”

She nods, “But not soon enough to suit any of us.”  She whispers, “Do you have the ring?” 

I pat my inside coat pocket and nod once I confirm.  She asks, “Are you nervous?  Our marriage was rather impromptu.  This will be rather more deliberate.”

I ask her softly, “Regrets we didn’t do the big ceremony, my Love?”

She squeezes me again, “Never!  I would have married you on that first plane if I thought I could have.”

“Erica could have been your maid of honor.” 

She laughs, “I do wonder about that ‘road not taken’ from time to time.”

I grin, “She is still waiting for you, my Slutty Fairy Queen.  I’ll check with her tomorrow to see what her schedule is.  If she is free, maybe you can come with me.”

She shakes her head ruefully.  “I’ve just about got this concord pulled together.  I’ll be crashing on logistics, confirmations, and lots of networking-slash-check-in calls until the solstice.  A little under a week, then I am taking that vacation with you!”  She kisses me and slides out of my embrace.

Kristina is on her feet, and Daphne and Corrina are helping her back into her dress.  She flashes me a seductive look.  “This is all yours for the taking, my Lord.”

I nod.  “Mine”

Trina is standing to the side of me with her fingers twisted in front of her waist with a wistful look in her eyes.   I pull her into an embrace and let all my love for her pour out of my 
mouth and into hers.  I take a breath and ask, “You okay, Pet?”

She’s trembling in my arms, “I wanted to lay down next to her and have you take me like that, too.  Maybe down on stage.  I am such a mess, Master.”

“You just need your Master to pay attention to you, Pet.”  She has a leg wrapped around me and is rubbing her pubis on my hip.  “Did you forget I love you, Trina?”

She shakes her head.  “Never, Master!  I’m just a greedy, needful, slut-bitch.  I love Krissie so much, and I want her to be happy.  I’m just not right in the head.”

I kiss her, “Your head is perfectly normal, Pet.  We all want to be special.  You’re just lucky that you not only ARE special, but you’re surrounded by other special, loving people that love you and want to make love to you.”

She smiles, “You always make me feel better, Jack.  Thank you.”

“Hmmm,” I say.  “Now you owe me, Pet.”

“Always, Master.”  She peels off me with a seductive sidelong look.  I reach into my pocket to pull out the ring box before I step up to stand in front of Kristina.  Corrina pulls her left glove off her arm.  Kristina opens her mouth to say something, but Daphne puts a finger on her mouth and shakes her head.

I clasp her left hand in mine and genuflect in front of her.  I look into her shocked eyes, “Kristina, my love.  I wanted you from the moment I met you.  It took me a while to get back to you after that first meeting, but I’m certain that despite all that happened in between and since, I am destined to be right here, on my knee, offering you my love for a lifetime.  I can’t promise you a normal life.  I can’t promise there won’t be dreadful trials ahead of us.  I can’t promise there won’t 
be friction in our complicated, wonderful household.  I can promise you that whatever happens, I will be there to protect you, to support you, to love you with all my ability.  I can promise you will be surrounded by love for the rest of your days.” I present the diamond.  “Will you marry me?”

Kristina collapses onto me nodding.  She showers me with kisses, “Yes!  Yes! A thousand times, yes, Jack!  Oh yes, my darling man!”  I pull her onto my left knee and slide down her arm to hold her left hand.  I pull the ring from the box with my teeth, set the box aside, and take the ring in my hand.  My hand shakes as I slide the perfectly-sized ring onto her finger. I think, ‘Thank you, Acorn and Persimmon.
’  Then I wrap her up in both arms and kiss her again.  The ladies cheer.

As the applause dies down, we hear a strange imperious voice ask, “So what exactly are we celebrating”  All the Sidhe of the Winter Court turn to face the voice and drop to a seiza, nearly prostrate.


Chapter 6 - Ariana


I
 stand to face a coldly beautiful dark-haired woman with moon-kissed skin.  I smile at the resemblance to Myra’s face.  Less so Megan’s, but it’s still there.  “Ladies, please get up off the floor.”  I put just a hint of a command into it, hoping they respond.

I step to the Winter Queen.  “Hello.  We’re celebrating that Ms. Unterberg just agreed to marry me.   I’m Jack Jerome,”  extending my hand. 

She replies, “I’m Ariana Nessus.”

“Ah,” I reply.  “The boss and the mom.  Megan was telling me you are a force of nature.  I didn’t realize that you had that effect on your employees and family.  Myra was telling me that you have her running all over the world making deals between your organization’s members.  I imagine you must be very busy with a global empire.”

She purses her lips as she looks at Kristina with disapproval.  All the warmth is gone from my eyes when she turns back to me.  She tilts her head to consider me.  “Interesting,” she says.  She addresses Christie, “Crystal.  How pleasant to see you again.  We hadn’t heard of you for a while.  We thought 
perhaps Megan had wised up and dumped you, maybe in favor of this new client she’s been gushing about.  If this is him and you’re here, we guess not.”

I step into her line of site, “Ariana, I don’t care how big your empire is.  You don’t get permission to come into my private party and abuse my guests.  Unless of course you expect me to do the same.  I’m happy to reciprocate if you prefer.”

She looks at me like she might squish me like a bug as her eyes glow with the bright light of the moon.  “Listen and obey me, you little bug.” ‘I knew she was thinking of a bug!
’  “You will run as far from here as fast as you can until the sun rises.  Then you will lay there until someone comes for you.  You will forget you ever saw me.  Now go!”

Her influence charm was nearly as powerful as Laurel’s.  Now I can sense the differences in how they trigger pretty well.  Winter’s version is designed to leave no tracks or damage behind; it’s a finesse move.  Summer’s is more like a bulldozer. 

I tilt my head at her, then launch forward picking her off the floor with my right hand by the throat and slamming her relatively gently into the wall behind her.  “Ariana, I really don’t think I’ll be doing any of those things.”  I worm my way into her mind, mimicking what she tried on me.  “Can you feel what I’m doing, Ariana?  Do you feel me taking over your mind?” She’s rending the flesh of my hand and my jacket sleeve with her clawed nails. 

“Relax Ariana.”  She does.  “Just relax, dear.”  I assess her the health of her mind.  “Oh gracious.  Summer has been driving through your brain and left ruts behind.  I’m not sure you’ll ever be truly sane again without a lot of work on my part.  I want you to hold this idea in your subconscious, Ariana.  The Summer Queen or the Summer Lady are trying to destroy your mind.  Nod, if you have that locked into your subconscious.”  She does nod.  “You need to be loved by someone 
that cares for you deeply.  Do you have someone like that?”  She shrugs, and tears well in her cold grey eyes.  “Trina’s mom?” I ask.  The tears run down her face as she nods once.  “You will mend that relationship, Ariana.  You need her.  Win her back before she is lost to you forever.  You will hold that command and work towards it and keep working on it even if you think it is impossible - even when you think you have her.”  She nods.

“Do you think you deserve love, Ariana?”  She shakes her head.  I let her slide down until her feet are holding her up.  “Why not?”

She cries, “Because I haven’t protected my family or my people from those Summer bitches.  I failed them.”

I pull her to me and hug her, ensuring I keep a firm grip on her mind.  “Failing isn’t the crime, Ariana.  Not trying is.  You’ve stopped trying, haven’t you?” 

She shakes her head, “No!  I have not!”  She sobs, “I fight every day, I just can’t manage to resist.”

I kiss her cheek, “Ariana dear, that’s good to hear.  If you’re still fighting, then you are worthy of love.  Your people will love you again one day.  Your daughters will show you love instead of fear one day.  You have to keep fighting.”

She sobs, “It’s so hard!  I’m losing myself!”

“I know, Ariana.  I’m going to help.  I can’t fix everything right now.  When we next meet, I will.”  I reach into her mind and pour healing energy into her brain to repair some of the damaged pathways.  Sadly I can’t see what commands have been left behind.  If I understand what’s going on, it appears that the paths that Lady Summer uses to access her mind scar over, for lack of a better description.  I suspect she gets a little crazier each time they force their way in.  I push gently in the manner of Summer and run into resistance immediately
.

“Ariana, rest for a minute.  Ignore everything I say until I mention your name again.” 

She responds, “Yes, lord.” ‘Interesting she chooses to call me that.
’

I look over to Christie, “Christie, if a lady or lord of Summer uses their influence ability on the same person over time, does it get more difficult?”

She looks horrified, “It’s not meant to be used more than once on a person.  It’s damaging.  If they heal from the damage, the pathway should theoretically be closed.  It’s like a scar.”

“What happens if they force their way in before it closes?”

She puts her hand over her mouth.  “The victim will go insane!  I don’t know of anyone that would do that, but there are historical accounts hundreds of years old of experiments on humans, Sidhe, dwarves, and elves.  They were all driven insane by repeated influence.”

I nod, “Apparently someone in your family doesn’t share your reticence.  Her mind looks like someone drove a bulldozer through it repeatedly.”

The ladies all gasp in horror.  “I’m going to make some repairs and adjust her mind, so the gateway stays open for now.  I am doing this by trial-and-error, so I don’t want to do much until I can stay with her for a longer period.  Myra, we need to figure out how to make that happen.”  She nods to me.

I concentrate on Ariana’s mind and heal the scarred edges of the path Summer uses.  I tell her mind to route traffic around those pathways and allow the trigger for the chemicals to be easily accessible.  I think that’s all I can do for now
.

“Ariana, listen and obey.”

“Yes, Lord,” she replies.

“You will not fight Summer when they try to access your mind.  Instead, I want you to create a pocket where you can redirect them.  In that pocket, you will agree to whatever they tell you, but you cannot action commands out of that pocket.  When they leave your mind, you will know it, and then analyze what they told you in the pocket.  Do you understand?”

She shakes her head.  “Okay.  Let’s keep it simple.  You understand what I mean about pushing them into a pocket?” 

She considers for a moment, “I think so.”

I reinforce it, “Push them in the pocket.  Push them out.  Nothing they do comes out of the pocket.  Can you do that?”

She chews her lip as she considers the additional direction, “I think so.”

“Good girl, Ariana.”  She smiles and preens. “That will be good enough for now.  Any questions?”

She’s serious now, “How are you doing this, Lord?”

“I can’t tell you that right now, Ariana.  I will explain everything to you when we meet again.  It’s important to me that we become friends, Ariana.  I want you to trust me.  It will be easier for you to do that once you get to know me better.  I’ll visit you as soon as Myra, Megan, and I can arrange it.  Okay?”

“Yes, Lord.  I would appreciate that.”

“Okay, Ariana.  You will close your eyes and count to 100 slowly out loud.  When you reach 100 you will believe you just arrived in this room to find your daughters and their guards preparing to leave.  You will be kind to them and try 
to understand them even if they say something that angers you.  That will become your default behavior moving forward.  You will forget ever seeing me or anyone else that is not in the room when you reach 100.  Is that clear?”

“Yes, lord.”

“You are worthy of love, Ariana.  Remember that always.”  I kiss her plump lips gently.  She wraps her arms around me and opens her mouth to me as I pull away.  “Another time, dear Ariana.  Begin your count.”

“1...2…” she starts.

“Christie, will you and Tiffany be alright or do you need to leave with us?”

Christie replies, “It’s better if we go with you, Jack.”

“Okay.  Get your goodbye kisses in the next 10 seconds ladies.”  I work my way through them all and head out the door to catch Sowie and Liesl at the door for their kisses and then walk to the elevator.  Krissie and Christie are right behind me.  Tiffany is hugging her new sisters.  She runs to catch us.  I ping Ed and tell him we’re on our way with two extras.


Chapter 7 - Leaving the Box

(the box at Talking Stick Resort arena)

“...30...31...32...” Ariana continues her count. 


Myra waves everyone out of the room and pulls them into a tight huddle outside the door.  She ensures she has the group situated in the halo of a light and then whispers urgently to them all.  “Ladies, get packed up and get ready to go.  Solange, keep a two-Raven detail on the door as per SOP.  When she hits 95 start telling Megan how nice it was to meet Jack, ask when can we see him again,
 etcetera.  Corrina will acknowledge her three beats after 100 to give her obeisance just like we did the last time unless she speaks.  Ready?”  They all nod and return to the suite to execute the plan.  Solange replaces Sowie and Liesl with Marisol and Charli on the door detail.


“...70...71...72...”

The ladies return to the bar.  Megan grabs a champagne flute and fills with a very short poor.  Others pick up their glass or lean on each other.

“...90...91...92..93...94...95...”

The volume in the room slowly raises as they talk to Megan.  
Myra has an arm wrapped around Trina and is touching Megan’s shoulder with the hand holding her flute.

“...96...97...98...99...100.”  Ariana blinks, and then she appears to come aware of her surroundings.  She says, “So what exactly are we celebrating, and why were we not invited?”  All the Sidhe turn to face the voice and drop to a seiza, prostrate. 

Megan raises her head, “Mother.  Welcome.  I hosted a party for my client this evening.  He has just completed some major transactions through our firm and set us up to make a lot of money in the future.  I may well get a partnership out of it, so I thought it worthwhile to host the party.  Unfortunately, my boss is attending a party by your competitor; consequently, he was unable to attend.”

Queen Ariana asks, “So why haven’t you just taken over his mind and told him to divulge everything?”

Megan responds quickly, “Mother, you agreed that we should observe to see what they are up to rather than disrupt them.  Remember?”

Ariana looks confused for a moment before responding, “Oh yes.  We did, didn’t we?”  Megan nods. 

Ariana gives Megan a kindly smile and then looks confused.  She turns to look at Myra who has returned to her feet.  Myra takes the lead, “Mother are you going to leave your people laying on the floor for long?  I expect they find it rather uncomfortable.  As you taught me, ‘A Queen takes care of her people.’  Maybe you could coach me on how leaving them on the floor is taking care of them?”

Ariana frowns, “Rise all of you.  And you, Lady Winter, what are you doing here at revels?  We understood you were working on this concord to get House Schatten, House Nebel, House Ombre, the Sluagh, and the Goblin Kingdom to sign our Accords of Alliance.  We fail to see how partying with your sister is helping 
accomplish that.”

Myra answers confidently, “I have the agreement of all of the primaries of each faction to sign the accords on the day of the Winter Solstice, Queen of Air and Darkness.  I have a few details of logistics to iron out and a steady campaign of calls to keep them interested and involved until the day of signing.  One night off to support my sister will not jeopardize your agenda, Mother.”

Queen Ariana stares at her for a moment.  “Daughter Mine, apparently you think you are talking to one of your human lovers.  We don’t approve of your tone.  We suspect that blond slut at your side is twisting you around her finger like her mother tries to do to me!”  Ariana pauses as a confused frown covers her face.  Then with considerably less certainty, almost in a monotone voice, she says, “We think Katrina Laughlin has twisted your thinking long enough.  We will remove her!”

Ariana seems to be staring into the middle distance as though she’s dreaming.  Pushing her hands out to her sides, darkness coalesces around each hand.  “Shadows!  Fly to me!  Take her and destroy her!”  Trevor and two squads of Shadows step into the suite through the portals followed by a tiny flash of dragonfly wings.

Myra holds onto Trina with her left hand as she reaches past Trina to grab Daphne.  She creates her own portal of darkness and pushes Trina and Daphne through it before closing it again.  Myra yells “Ravens fly!” to Solange, Charli, and Marisol at the door as Trevor and his team pull Tasers and light up the Ravens.  Solange manages to close the door before the darts arrive.  She leads Charli and Marisol at a run to the lift, and it opens immediately.  They get inside as two shadows emerge from the suite, but the door is already closing.  One manages to shoot Solange through the closing gap in the door, but is unable to get his fingers in the door before it closes and moves down the shaft.  Charli and Marisol pull the darts out of her, and each wraps an arm over 
their shoulders.  The door opens and they hurry towards the VIP exit.

Back in the suite, Ariana looks at her two proud, unrepentant daughters.  “Megan,” she says.  “Be very careful you don’t learn your sister’s bad habits.  If we can’t correct her behavior, you may need to take her place.”

Then Ariana looks at Myra.  “Lady Winter, you are treading on thin ice.  We don’t know how you managed to use abilities that only we should be able to use, but we are going to get to the bottom of this right now.  We will be turning you over to the tender mercies of your elder sister for some questioning and corrective action.  Hopefully your lapse doesn’t jeopardize the accords.”

Myra fires back at her, “Mother, the only thing that has ever jeopardized the accords is your behavior.  For the last two years you have actively tried to prevent this from happening, all while insisting that I make it happen.  We are not fulfilling our mission because we spend so much time cleaning up the messes you make intentionally!  And when did you start using a royal pronoun?’  You sound like that bitch in the Summer Court!”

Ariana steps up to her and unloads a back-hand across Myra’s jaw.  Myra flies backwards into a portal of darkness that appears behind her and disappears from view. 

The Queen of Air and Darkness assesses her daughter as an owl might look at a mouse before eating it.  “Well Megan, are you coming?  Or are we going to send you to join your sisters?”

Megan gives her most professional bland look, “Lead the way, Mother.” 

Ariana and Megan walk through the portals.  The Shadows pick up the Ravens and follow.  The small winged creature follows, but the portals close before it passes through.

“Shit!” squeaks the tiny voice of Marigold.  She flies out the front of the suite to find a phone she can use to get help.


Chapter 8 - Dinner in the Sky

(VIP entrance, Talking Stick Resort arena)


E
d meets us at the VIP pickup.  The security guy looks a little pissed at him, but Ed just ignores him.  He sees me and hustles to open the door.  Kristina guides Tiffany in first, then Christie, then she jumps in, and I slide in while rescuing the end of her train.  Ed closes the door and runs around the front of the car, buckles in, and pulls smoothly onto Jefferson and then left on 7th Street northbound.  Ed takes 7th all the way to the Hilton.  I pull out my phone and dial the restaurant to tell them that our party has doubled in size.  Then I ask Ed to raise the screen.

“Is everyone okay?”

I get a chorus of “Yes” responses back.

Christie asks, “What was all that, Jack?”

I pull Kristina on my lap so we have a little more room.  I ask, “Remember when you told me to ‘become?’” She nods.  “I’ve been busy doing that.  Part of what I’m becoming provides me the ability to assess damage to living beings, heal it, mess with people’s minds, and probably a bunch of other 
stuff I haven’t discovered yet.  Your sister has been raping your girlfriend’s mom psychically.  The Summer method of using the influence ability is brutal.  It’s like you smash a wrecking ball through the skull or psyche to introduce yourself and then flood the brain with chemicals that makes it highly susceptible to suggestion.  Trina said that Summer is stronger at this ability than Winter, but that’s not true.  Winter gently knocks on the door, sticks a hand in and floods the brain with chemicals.  They finesse it, leaving higher levels of brain chemicals behind as the only trace.  I suspect there are no tracks at all after about 30 minutes.  I’m tempted to go track GC down to assess his brain to be sure.  Winter’s method requires a lot more power because they control it.  Summer’s is like using a shotgun slug to drive a nail.”

I shake my head in memory of the damage to Ariana’s mind. “If you study biology at all, you’re probably appalled at my descriptions.  I don’t actually see the damage.  I see a mental construct or abstraction in my mind that represents the mind I’m looking at.   If the brain itself is injured physically, I should actually be able to see that, but the pathways of thought are more nebulous.  The brain is hugely complex.  I probably wouldn’t be able to follow the pathways if I could really see them.  The conceptual model works.”  I caress her cheek, “Myra and Megan are lucky to have a mother that can function at all at this point.  I did the mental equivalent of patching her up with duct tape.  I need to spend some time working on her to really fix the damage.”

Of course Kristina goes there, “So does that mean you are going to fuck her too, Jack?”  I look at her for a moment.  She’s not entirely kidding, the jealousy is there, easy to see without much need to look for it. 

“I shouldn’t need to, Krissie.  If you think I should, I’ll consider it.  Otherwise, I’m thinking ‘Sidhe comfort’ at most.
”

She grins at me, “No fucking, just rubbing naked bodies together.”

“I see you’re warming up to the idea,” I tell her, appreciating the irony. 

She gives it back to me. “Well, if you can make the eldest sister sane, maybe you can have all four of them at once.”  She cocks an eyebrow at me.

“I’m going to need to spank you harder next time.”  Her eyes bug at that. I have to laugh at that point.

Christie says, “I wasn’t sure what to make of the two of you in the suite.  I thought Jack was being rough with you, but you responded well to his attention.”

Kristina chuckles, and I nod, “We’re getting to know each other right now.  Based on experiences so far, I’d say Krissie likes it relatively rough.”  I pause for a moment.  “About the same way you like it if memory serves me correctly.”

She smiles shyly at that.  “I’ve only had you, and only that one weekend, Jack.  I really don’t have enough experience to tell you what I like.  Megan and I are usually very gentle with each other.”

“Well, we sure worked through a variety of permutations that one weekend.  I can’t think of any we missed.”

She bites her lip.  “You didn’t take me bent over a bar or a desk or such.”  Her breathing and pulse pick up.

I lean over and kiss her while holding Kristina tightly to me.  “I guess we will have to rectify that.”

Christie looks down and whispers, “Yes please, my Lord.”

Kristina wraps her arms around her and kisses her cheek. “I think you said you weren’t into girls.  I’ll try to respect 
that; although, I would love to watch my man take you over a desk.  Will you let me watch?” she asks hanging off the Sidhe’s neck as she squirms in my lap.

Christie looks surprised by the request.  She squirms as she responds, “Maybe?  I’m pretty new to all this.”

Kristina assures her, “Not to worry, Love.  Take your time.  Only do or agree to what you’re comfortable with.  I and all the other girls will love you regardless of whether we get to sleep with you or not.”  She caresses Christie’s cheek as I pull her back against my chest.

Christie smiles shyly and says, “I did enjoy the taste of you that Megan gave me.”

Ed pulls into the main entrance of the Pointe and heads to the back to reach the path to the top of the hill.  He circles to stop in front of the stairs up into the restaurant.  The valet opens the door as Ed jumps out to catch Tiffany’s door.  I slide out from under Kristina to exit first.  I scan the area and check with Ed.  He nods, I lean in to offer a hand to Kristina.  She slides to the door, takes my hand and stands trying to keep her train close.  Tiffany walks around the back of the car, and Ed hustles around the front to take over the door, thanking the valet. 

Christie looks up at me and smiles as I offer her a hand, and she slides out onto her feet.

“Thank you, my Lord,” she responds with a glorious smile.  I swear, each of these women has smitten me in her own way.   Given they all have beautiful faces, firm beautiful bodies, exude grace each in her own way, and they all dote on me, I suppose there’s no mystery as to how that happened.  It still seems curiously suspicious, but I’m going with Grandpapa’s advice until I find something concrete I can deal with.

I pull Ed to the side. “If you see anyone male or female that 
looks like a fashion model, be wary.  If they approach the car, text me immediately.  They may be dangerous.”

He looks at me like I’m stoned, but says, “Sure thing, boss.”

We mount the stairs and ascend to the dining room, bypassing the lounge.  It looks like there is a wedding reception there.

The hostess that greets us takes my name and confirms the change in number to a party of four.  She asks if we could wait for a moment as they are preparing a table with a city view for us.  We agree as I caress the bare shoulders of my mates.  Tiffany looks at us with curiosity.  I wonder what her expression really looks like under the illusion.  The hostess returns and gives me a look that I interpret as ‘you must be filthy rich to have those three hotties with you.’  It happens I am.  I guess I’ll have to agree with her if she says anything.

The hostess says, “This way please.”  Tiffany, Christie, and Kristina lead while I follow drinking in the show of lovely swaying bums.  Even the hostess is attractive; she’s a solid seven with dark hair, large breasts and generous hips in a dark business suit with a skirt that hangs just a little above her knees.  Kind of an uninspired choice of skirt, but she looks professional in it. 

I seat Kristina next to me, and then walk around to help Tiffany and Christie into their seats.

I take my seat and look over Kristina’s arm as she peruses the wine list.  The busser lays out water, and the sommelier stops by to ask if we would like recommendations.  I explain to him that we would like a bottle of red and a bottle of white.  I ask the ladies if they have a preference.  Kristina has some specific guidance for the red and ‘something like a Kim Crawford’ for the white.  The sommelier makes a couple of recommendations, and the two of them back and forth a bit.  
Kristina looks at me, but I just tell her to go with what she thinks is best.  So they agree on choices, and then the server welcomes us and walks us through the menu.

I could spend an hour singing the praises of the menu.  We ended up getting four appetizers of three different selections, four salads of three different selections, and short rib, pork loin, lamb shank, and sea bass main dishes.

The server says, “Women who eat!  This is so cool.” 

Kristina responds, “I’ve burned a ton of calories today!”

I look at her and respond, “Yeah, me too.”

“Eating for two,” says Christie.

Tiffany mutters, “I just like to eat, and I don’t get out very frequently.”

The server shakes her head, “No problem at all.”  She leans in and whispers conspiratorially, “We tend to get a lot of ‘bulimic’ ladies in here. Glad to see you beauties are all healthy.”  She winks and heads off to place our order.

The wine arrives with two glasses for each of us.  I ask Krissie to do the tasting.  She actually doesn’t like the red and asks me to try it.  I agree with her.  She asks for a different choice, and the Sommelier recommends something different from what he mentioned before.  We go with that.  I tell him I’ll buy the first bottle if he will gift it to the staff.  He pours us each a glass of Kim Crawford after Kristina gives him the go.

After he is gone, Tiffany asks, “Why did you do that, Jack?”

“I wanted to smooth his ruffled feathers.”

“I didn’t see any feathers, Jack,” she responds with an innocent look.

I blink my eyes.  “It’s a common expression meaning…” Her fa
ce blooms into a huge smile.  “You just played me, didn’t you?”

Tiffany preens, “Yes I did, Lord.”

“Well played, Tiffany.  Just remember now that the game is afoot, I can do the same to you.  Be prepared.” 

Her laughter is so cute.  Christie is grinning at her.  “I’ve never seen you play and laugh like this, Tiffany.”

Tiffany leans in and kisses her cheek.  “I’m trying new things, Princess.  I mean Christie.  I like it.  This is the first time I’ve ever eaten in a restaurant, too.”

I raise my glass, “Then allow me to propose a toast, my beautiful tablemates.  To new things, my new friend, my new fiance, and my found lost lover.  May we have more fun, more friends, and swim in love.”

Glasses tinkle to a chorus of ‘hear, hear’ responses.

The sommelier returns with the red, and Kristina gives it her blessing.  It’s light, fruity, yet dry - very nice.

While we have the table to ourselves, I ask Christie if she plans to stay with us tonight or if she has other arrangements.  I discover that she usually stays with Megan when she is in town.  She considers Megan’s condo in north Scottsdale ‘home’ despite having an apartment in Flagstaff.

I ask her, “How do you get back and forth from the Sith?”  She looks over my shoulder, so I drop that question and turn to see who is there.

There is a chunky young lady with a pad and pen dressed in black slacks and a black tunic top.  I think the term she’s trying for is ‘boho chic;’ although, with her black painted hair and white makeup on her face, neck, and hands she might just be pushing the goth or ‘vampire chic’ thing.  I don’t think 
I’ll ever figure some people out.

“Hello folks,”  says Vampchick. “I’m working for the photographer.  The restaurant is going to be featured in Phoenix magazine, and I’d like to get some pictures of you in front of the night skyline.  Maybe toasting etcetera
?   I may ask to pose you to make it look like an impromptu, candid shot.  Would you be willing to play along?”

We look at each other.  Since it’s local, I can’t see a reason not to, but I’ve been drinking already.  The ladies all shrug and nod.

She takes our names down.  “Jack Jerome,” I tell her.  She works her way around the table. 

“Christie Cavanagh.  Both with C’s rather than K’s” 

“Tiffany Valkyrie.  First name is spelled T-I-P-H-A-N-A-E.  Last name is V-A-L-K-Y-R-I-E.” ‘I’m glad she mentioned that.  I would write it wrong.
’

“Kristina with a K.  Unterberg, spelled U-N-T-E-R-B-E-R-G.”

Vampchick notes, “Christie and Kristina.  I bet that never gets confusing.” 

The ladies play with her by keeping their faces blank.  Kristina pulls her chain, “Really?  How so?”  She leans towards the poor girl and flutters her eyes.

Christie gives another tug, “No.  Never been a problem.”  Her fingers caress down her own neck into her décolletage.

Vampchick gets a little flustered, then flutters off to direct the photographer our way.

“Human, right?” I ask.  All the ladies nod. 

We discuss inconsequential stuff for the rest of the meal as there are just too many normals around, or ‘norms’ as 
Kristina calls them.  Kristina finally gets to tell me about how she is doing getting the vineyards established.  I gave her an even million to get everything set up.  She has been taking soil samples, confirming her choices for what grapes she wants to plant, ones which would be ideal for the climate.  Her uncle Merrill has some recommendations on the earth works to terrace the vineyards, and she has arranged with him to start Monday.  She says it’s so nice to not have to do this on a shoestring, which is what her life plan had been until my change of fortune.

I mention that I had seen a story on PBS about a winery in Missouri that is growing grapes and making award winning wines from grapes that are native to North America.  She is familiar and even knows their name, Terravox.  She is looking at a couple of native grape varieties and a couple of European ones.  I get lost in the details after about ten minutes, but I love watching her talk about it.  She is animated and vivacious.  I and the other ladies just bask in all that positive energy she generates.  It wouldn’t matter if she were surrounded by Sidhe and Victoria’s Secret models, Kristina would be the center of attention.  Then again, if you mixed Sidhe with Victoria’s Secret models in a room, it would be hard to tell the difference.  I’m not sure why I thought of them.  Maybe I caught a ‘VS’ commercial on TV during the four hours I had the TV running last week.

Appetizers and salads arrive over time as we talk.  Christie talks about how things are going at school. She’s going to Northern Arizona University to wrap up her masters in nursing.  She thought about going the pre-med route towards being a doctor, but she decided that Nurse Practitioner would be a better way to go.  She is currently working at Flagstaff Medical Center while she is working on her MSN.  Her plan is to take a DNP course of study at ASU shortly after her MSN and cohabitate with Megan.  I mention that I heard 
she was a historian of repute.  She agrees that she is a well-known historian in fae history, but you can’t really get a degree in that.  She explains her main goal is to choose a career field that will allow her to help people stay healthy.  She thinks nursing is the best available option.

Christie explains, “There isn’t a lot of need for pharmaceuticals in my community as we tend to have very strong and active immune systems.”  Apparently, ‘community’ is the de facto
 preferred term for any fae race at a public dinner table.  “Despite the strong immune systems, setting broken bones, physical therapy, etcetera
 are all services my community could use.  Whereas in humans an improperly set bone could lead to lost capabilities for lifetime, anyone from my community might still take a couple hundred years of lost performance in the limb as it completely heals, and shorter lived communities like Kristina’s would likely be maimed for life.  Even the small, winged communities could benefit from these services, as currently a broken limb generally translates to death for them.  Proper setting and physical or occupational therapy can restore function to the shorter-lived communities and speed recovery for the longer-lived ones.  We are not immune to disease, we just fight off the common ones easier than our neighbors do.  Plus sanitation is a concern with our underground dwellings.  There’s just a ton of positive impact by bringing healthcare and public health knowledge back home.”

Like Kristina, Christie’s passion is magnetic.  It’s no wonder she drew me in so fast.  Tiphanae is mesmerized by her.  I have to remind her to eat a couple of times.  It’s apparent to me that she adores Christie.  We discuss career opportunities in the health and medical fields for her, and how modern medicine has devolved into either ‘take a pill’ or ‘cut it out’ as the two acceptable solutions.  As the main courses arrive we dive into my favorite conspiracy theory, 
how pharmaceutical companies are not interested in curing diseases as there is much more money to be made by selling chemicals that treat individual symptoms.

I tell her about a friend of mine,  “Larry was put on high blood pressure meds when he had 135/80 blood pressure.  He was an aging athlete carrying about 15 extra pounds at the time.   After taking the pills, he became lethargic and began putting on more weight.  Eventually he contracted GERD.  All of these are known side effects of the common blood pressure meds.  So his doctors gave him meds for GERD.  Then they had to check to ensure the GERD meds didn’t cause a pre-cancerous condition called Barrett’s Syndrome in his throat, which is a known side effect of almost every GERD med.  The acid from his stomach continued to be drawn into his lungs, which gave him asthma.  His doctor gave him an inhaled steroid.  Both the GERD med and the steroid have known side effects of raising blood pressure.  With his increasing body weight and the meds, and Larry’s blood pressure did slowly rise.  So the Doctors gave him more blood pressure meds.  Additionally, Larry’s blood sugar began to rise.  The Doctors weren’t worried about it because his A1C didn’t go up.  What we learned later was that the GERD med masked the rising A1C - again a known side-effect.  Long story short, Larry found some online articles by a biochemist that used to work for a big pharmaceutical company.  The medical community quickly labelled the biochemist as a quack; however, Larry followed his advice to stop taking all the drugs, changed his diet, started taking some targeted supplements, changed his exercise habits, dropped 40 pounds, is running 135/80 blood pressures, normal A1C and blood glucose.”

Christie is appalled.  “That has to be a one-off case!”

“Apparently not.  The guy Larry is following has several anecdotal use cases as well as scientific studies from a variety 
of research hospitals, the CDC, NHS, etcetera
, that all indicate it’s the drugs that make us sick.  Something about how it inhibits chemical receptors in the cells.  I need to go back and read more on this given my new abilities.  It might make it easier to heal someone if I need to. I started following this guy’s advice as I was on blood pressure meds and the docs were talking about cholesterol meds.  Change in diet, change in exercise, and getting off meds have got my BP normal, my cholesterol is under 200, and blood glucose dropped.”

“Will you send me that information?” Christie asks.

I agree provided she gives me her contact info, which elicits an ‘oh’ expression from her, then nods with a shy smile.

We continue to talk about trends in health informatics, biomedical engineering, anything else that might be on the fringes of health care that might overlap into either my IT or investment businesses. 

Eventually we all sit back in our chairs to signal surrender.  We managed to clear plates and empty wine bottles.  The dessert offerings all look lovely, but we decide to split an Italian Hazelnut Cream Cake between the four of us with espressos.  We each get about two spoons of dessert, which honestly is enough.  The espresso shuts down my appetite nicely.

I settle the bill and ping Ed with a message that we are coming.  He messages back that he’s on his way.  We thank the staff for a lovely evening and wish them one in return.  They thanked me for the wine.  I see they all have a glass with a short pour and salute me with a ‘to Jack’ toast as we depart.


Chapter 9 - Hunting party


A
s we get down the stairs to the valet station, Ed is standing at his door as two beautiful women approach him.  One is about Myra’s height, with a slim build.  She’s nearly Elven in how narrow her hips and shoulders are.  She has a pale green cocktail dress, creamy lightly burnished skin, and pale, strawberry blond, curly hair.  The other is just a bit shorter, about Daphne’s height.  She’s a buxom brunette with an oval face, brown eyes, golden skin, shoulder-length wavy brown hair wearing a short, slinky ‘little black dress.’  She is generously proportioned, but she is not fat - just curvy.  Like a brunette Marilyn Monroe with olive skin.  Where the redhead has kind of a devilish look on her face, the brunette looks like a kind sweetheart.

The skinny one says, “Hey handsome, how about a ride?”   I am close to the valet, so I will him to sleep as I get into position to catch him.  The commotion catches the ladies’ attention.

As I stand back up from setting the young man down.  I tell them, “Ladies, if you try to influence him I am going to get violent with you.”

Tiphanae chips in, “Oh Lord, please allow me.  I haven’t torn 
Sidhe flesh in too long.  I love licking their blood off my talons, don’t I Lisette?”  The thin redhead gasps when she recognizes Tiphanae. 

She responds, “Tiphanae, you bitch!  What did I tell you about interrupting my fun?”

Christie chimes in, “I don’t think your threats phase her much, Lisette.  Maybe I should just give my mother a call.”

That causes  both the strangers to gasp, “No, Princess.”

“Ed, are you alright?” I ask.

“Yes sir.  I take it these are the dangerous ones you told me about.”

“Yep,” I respond.  “They are powerful psychics.  I am not at liberty to tell you more right now, but trust me.  Their beauty may be only skin deep.”  I direct my attention to the two ladies, letting the green glow emerge.  “Lisette, listen and obey.” 

She shivers before responding,  “Yes, lord.”

I look at the other one.  “Your choice, beautiful.  I can take your will, or you can serve me. Just so you are informed, I am using the Winter’s method.  The result is Lisette will have no damage and few side effects other than what I command her.  The other option is you offer me your flesh and become bound to me.  What is your name, sweetheart?”

The tall buxom young lady says, “My name is Carolyn ab Mason Mac Printemps, Lord.”

“What do you choose, Carolyn?”

“Lord, I ask that you let me observe how you handle Lisette first,” she says.

I nod, “That seems fair.  Come stand next to Tiphanae, so I 
can be assured that your behavior will be proper.”

“Yes, Lord.”  Carolyn says and walks up the hill to stand in front of Tiphanae.  Tiphanae turns her to face Lisette, and places a hand on each shoulder.

“Lisette, tell me why you are here.”

She responds, “This is one of my favorite playgrounds.  I like to come up here and steal a limo driver and car.  I have him drive me down to a dark corner of the parking lot.  Then I and my playmates fuck him mercilessly, using my ability to keep him hard and moving well past what he could normally do.”

“Really?”  I ask. “What’s the point of that?”

Lisette shakes her head, “Silly Lord, the object of the game is to see if we can fuck him to death!”

Ed coughs out a ‘Jesus!’

“Why chauffeurs?” I ask.

“They’re easy to catch in certain areas,” she says with a shrug.  “We used to chase crime lords, but word got out after a handful of those.  We would need to change our looks or move to a new city to go back to hunting for those.  I like hunting here.  I’m not ready to move yet.  So, different prey was in order.”

Christie says, “Sadly, it has been a common pastime among the Summer ladies throughout history.  It’s the source of much of the lore on succubi.  The males do it differently.  They try to enthrall a human lady with their touch, addict them to loving them, and then leave them broken hearted to see if they will commit suicide.  It’s all terribly macabre.  It’s forbidden, but the strictures are apparently not enforced for friends of my sister.  Then again, I don’t think we’ve ever caught anyone before.  They might feed her to the Valkyries if I take her back.
”

I look at Carolyn, watching for tells.  “How many times have you done this before, Carolyn?”

She’s appalled, “None, Lord.  She said we would go out to find some human men that might find my figure appealing.  I’m a little much for most Seelie males.  The ones that have come calling haven’t been very impressive.  Lisette has them all snapping at her heels for a taste.  She started playing nice a couple of months ago.  I thought she was legit when she mentioned going clubbing.”  I see tears in her eyes.

Christie adds, “Honestly Jack, if Carolyn were Winter court, she’d probably be a Raven candidate for being abnormal.  Her measurements are easily 125% of what we consider normal.  Lisette’s figure is what the Summer Court consider perfect.  I can see why Carolyn might be willing to hope for better elsewhere.”

Carolyn shakes her head, “Humans are a better option for me than being a Raven.  I don’t think I could pass the training.  They would probably just give me to the Goblins.  They apparently don’t care.  I have never met one, so I don’t know what I would think about that.”

I turn back to my questioning.  “Lisette, how many people came with you?”

She answers, “Just the fat bitch.”

“Lisette, your answers are too short.  You need to be more forthcoming.”

She frowns.  I thought so - she’s fighting me.  I flood her brain with more ‘willingness.’

Her features go slack.  “I figured we would kill off a human.  Then I can use that as leverage over her.  She’s from a powerful family.  I might be able to get business concessions or money from her.  My family isn’t so well off.  Just prettier.
”

“Lisette, who asked you to come here tonight?

She replies, “No one, Lord.”

“Who do your report back to, Lisette?

She frowns, “I tell the Summer Lady anything unusual that we run into.”

I ask, “Did she know you were coming out tonight?” 

Lisette responds, “She did.  She knew Phoenix has been my preferred hunting ground for a few months.  She asked if I wanted a lift to Phoenix.  I’m supposed to meet her at the airport for the flight back to Columbia at midnight.  Chubby wanted to go clubbing, so we hit a couple of places I’ve hunted before.  The nice guys all hit on me, of course.  She didn’t like any of the sleaze bags that were attracted to her tits.  D-cups!  Like anyone nice would ever want someone with those huge orbs.  I told her we could come here and find willing nice guys.  She didn’t want to come, but I haven’t achieved my objective.  So, here we are.”

“Lisette, how long have you been working Carolyn to get her to join you on a hunt?

“Oh Goddess!” she exclaims.  “Months.  She’s such a pain in the ass with her ‘goodie-two-shoes’ attitude.  It makes me sick.”

“Lisette, do you ever hunt down by the university?”

“Sure, but it’s harder to kill one of those young guys off.  I don’t mind a challenge, but some of those studs can go for days with proper care and feeding!  I don’t want to set myself up for failure!”

“Okay, Lisette.  Thank you for your cooperation.  I know it was an inconvenience to you, so I am going to reward you.  Your reward is that you will go down to reception and call 
a cab to take you to one of your favorite haunts and find a large group of men, buy them all as many drinks as they want, and dance with them all until after midnight.  Then you will make your way to the airport and figure out how to get home.  If prostituting yourself is the only way to do so, then that is what you do.  If someone tries to abduct you or drug you, then you may use all of your abilities to kill them.  Is that clear, Lisette?”

She grins, “Yes, Lord.  I hope someone tries to abduct me.”

“Taking you home does not equal abduction.  They have to try to coerce you into going with them to count.”

She frowns, “Yes, Lord.”

“Lisette, once you get back to Columbia, you will decide that your games are not bringing you happiness.  You will search out the nicest, kindest members of the Summer Court and try to earn their friendship.  If you have offended them to the point they spurn you, you will do whatever it takes to get into their good graces and stay there.”

“Nooo,” Lisette moans.  “That’s impossible!”

“No Lisette, it’s not impossible.  It will require hard work and a sincere change in attitude on your part, but you can do hard work even if you don’t have any experience at it.”

She looks genuinely appalled.  “Lord, please just make me fuck random men instead.  Don’t make me do that.  Please!”

“My mind is made, Lisette.  Having you fuck more men doesn’t really mean anything to you.  The only punishment in it would be that I would be making you do it.  You have no respect for your body; therefore, whoring yourself isn’t a punishment.  Making you be nice is going to be much more difficult and meaningful.”  She repeats it back to me.

I tell her, “Good girl, Lisette.”  She preens at the praise.  
Curious.  “Now once you leave my presence, you will forget ever seeing me, forget everything we discussed, and you will think you left Carolyn at the club with a guy.  You will execute all commands, but you will think they are your own idea.  You will not remember any of this.  Is that clear?”  She reads it back to me.  “Go, Lisette.”

Lisette turns around and walks down the hill.

I turn to Carolyn, “So, what do you think?”

She looks at me with eyes wide open.  “You own her now with everything she told you.  You could tell the Queen, and the Valkyries would be eating her for dinner.”

“Hmmm.  Is that a just fate for her?”  I muse out loud.  “Arguably, yes.  Given how she finds entertainment.  I may tell her queen.  Do you really think your queen would do anything about it?”

Carolyn shrugs, “I don’t know, Lord. It happens more than I want to admit.  I am far from the popular crowd despite my father’s influence.  I suspect the queen knows about it if I know about it.”  Christie wraps her arms around her torso and shakes her head with sorrow.

I nod, “Lisette did say the Summer Lady knows she hunts here.  Okay, here’s the deal.  I don’t want to let you run off without having you bound to me in some way.  I don’t want to coerce you, but I’m concerned about the pieces you can put together from what you’ve seen.  I also would really like you to be my source in the Summer Court.”  I look at her for a moment trying to figure you out what is best to do.

Carolyn says, “Lord, if you’re doing something, I don’t think it’s working.  I don’t feel anything.”

I laugh, “Well Carolyn, if you can feel it when I think through different options in my brain I should just hire you outright 
for my business and take you to all my client meetings.”

She is surprised, “Oh!  I thought you were trying to use an ability on me.  I’m sorry, Lord.”

I take her hands in mine, “Carolyn, never apologize for telling what you honestly believe is true.  If I don’t like what you say, that is my problem.  I don’t get to be angry with you or punish you.  If I don’t understand what you’re saying, I’ll ask questions.  You just tell me true.  Agreed?”

She gives me a warm, genuine smile.  “Okay, Lord!”

I nod, “Okay.  My name is Jack Jerome.  Some people refer to me as the Green Lord.  Apparently, I am a type of being that hasn’t been seen for millennia.  This is what I would like from you.  Anything you learn about plots against the Winter court, you tell me.”  Carolyn nods.  “Anything you learn about plots or people looking for me or my family, you tell me.” She nods again. “Anything you hear about someone or something called the ‘Dread Lord,’ you tell me.”  Another nod.  “Anything you learn about plots to hurt anyone, regardless of their race or where they are, you tell me.” Again she nods. “I’m not demanding, Carolyn.  I’m asking.  No compulsion, no influence.  An alliance between two people that want to do good together.  Either way you have a home with my greater family if you want it.  If not, I would still like you to be my ally.  Do you agree?”

She nods.  “Yes lord.”

“I’m honored, Carolyn.  Type your phone number into this text.”  She takes my phone and types her number in before handing it back to me.  I text her my name and email, and I hear her phone ping after a short delay.

“Carolyn, I’d also like you to tell me how Lisette does on following my direction.  I’m still learning the ins and outs of influencing people without scrambling their brains.  I’m 
doing really well at not scrambling brains, but I’m not sure how effective my direction is.  I don’t think the back and forth with the subject is typical.  Lisette seemed to be able to fight it.  The last person I tried it on also was more interactive than I’ve seen before.  I can do it like Summer.  There was no feedback when I did that, but I don’t want to butcher people like that unless there is no other option.  I’d appreciate the feedback.”

That ‘butcher’ comment really got her attention.  “Of course, Lord.”

I smile at her, “And I prefer you call me Jack.”

“Yes, Jack,” she smiles at me. 

I ask, “Ed, can we detour to take her to the airport before we head home.”

He nods, “Sure, Jack.  Whatever you want.”

“Okay, Carolyn can you ride shotgun?”  She nods and gets in, while I go shake the valet.  He comes around slowly.  “Hey buddy.  You doing okay.  Did you fall down?  Are you alright?”

He responds, “Uh...yeah.”  I help him to his feet.

“Do you need me to go upstairs and get someone to stay with you?”

“Uh, no man.  I mean, no sir.  I’m good.  Thanks for checking on me.”

“Okay,” I tell him as I get in the car.  “Goodnight.”  I close the door and pull Kristina on my lap.  “Okay, Ed.  Let’s roll.”

I keep the divider down for the trip to the airport.  I question Carolyn about what she does when she’s not being led astray by Lisette.  She explains that she works as an ER Nurse at University Hospital in Columbia.  She is also working on her DNP at University of Missouri in Columbia.  Christie and 
Carolyn start talking nursing, and I am soon lost.

I kiss Kristina to keep myself occupied.  ‘The sacrifices I make!
’  I also manage to find my hand caressing her exposed leg, but I manage not to delve deeper under her skirt while the divider is down.

We get to the airport and agree to drop Carolyn at Terminal 4 rather than at the General Aviation terminal in order to make it less likely she gets spotted with us.  She plans to take the terminal bus from T4 to GA.  We pull into the American drop off.  Ed opens my door, and I get out.  We both survey the area looking for anyone apparently looking too close.  Not seeing anyone, I nod to Ed to open the door for Carolyn.  I give her a hand out of the car and wrap her into my arms. 

I whisper in her ear, “I appreciate your willingness to be my eyes and ears in your court.  Don’t wait for something to report.  Call me periodically to let me know you’re okay.  You’re one of my people now.  Got it?”

She nods as she looks into my eyes.  “Jack, this is really nice.  Is it possible to do debriefs in person periodically?”

I smile.  “Of course dear.  I’m a firm believer in letting my people know I appreciate them.  Would a kiss be out of order?”

She turns shy suddenly, but shakes her head.  I lift her chin with a finger and press a kiss onto her lips.  She looks surprised.  The second one she opens her mouth, and I meet her tongue just inside her mouth before she decides to devour my face.  I slide a hand down her back and cup her firm, round backside.  She is curvy, but firm in all the right places.  ‘I love Sidhe tushies!
’

I release the lower cheek and cup the upper one.  “I look forward to you next debrief, Carolyn.
”

She bites her lip before saying, “I’ll make sure to wear some, so you can remove them from me, Jack.”

“Ooo!  The lady does humor!  Carolyn, are you going to turn into a brazen hussy?”

“Jack, I am likely the oldest living virgin in the Summer Court.  When you take that away from me, I suspect I will be VERY needy!”

I chuckle, “I’ll keep that in mind.  Just so you know - if that’s what you want from our relationship, I’m not good at going half-way.  Be sure you’re ready to move in.  You are mine.  I am yours.  Is that clear?”

She asks a question I haven’t heard before, “What happens if I find another man in the meantime, Jack?”

“It doesn’t change anything, Carolyn.  The commitment is still there.  The sex might not be, but I don’t have sex with all my people.  But I do tend to keep the ones I do have sex with close.  Is that clear enough?”

She smiles gently, “Crystal clear.”  She looks surprised suddenly.  “No pun intended.”

“None taken,” floats out of the car in Christie’s voice, followed by a chorus of giggles from the back seat.

We kiss one more time, and then I watch her walk into the terminal.   She stops about ten feet in front of the door to orient herself.  Then she turns around and seems surprised that I’m still standing there.  She blows me a kiss.  I catch it and plant it over my heart.  She smiles and walks to the escalator. 

I climb into the car, and Ed closes the door.  I pull Kristina onto my lap, and then Ed pulls us into traffic to head home.

I pull my phone, and send a text to Megan
.

‘Sorry I had to leave so rapidly.  I hope you all had a good time after we left.  Text me to let me know you got home OK.  Call tomorrow to catch up on those investments we discussed tonight.  Goodnight!’

After that we all just rode quietly home, letting full tummies and wine have their way with us.

We pull up to my condo.  Ed opens my door, I get out, and we repeat our scanning drill.  I give the ladies each a hand out in turn - Kristina, Christie, Tiphanae. 

I shake Ed’s hand and ask, “So what do you think about this assignment?  Are you up to work for me again?”

He asks, “Not the most boring assignment I’ve had, but not the craziest either.  I had a rockstar try to fuck a groupie one time while they were both standing out the sunroof.”

I laugh, “Who was that?”

He shakes his head, “I can’t tell you.  Part of the job.  Was that some kind of weird mind-control stuff going on between you and the redhead? ”

“Yep.  Not the brunette, though.  I just sold her something she wanted to buy.”

“What’s that?” Ed asks.

“Belonging,” I tell him.  “If you decide you want to belong, send me your résumé.  I’ll have you interview with the head of my security division.  She’s got a lot of experience in close protection and driving.”  I hand him my card.  He hands me his card with a grin.

“You bet, Jack.  Have a good night, sir.” 

“You too, Ed.”

I escort the ladies into the building, and we have an uneventful 
trip up the lift.  As we exit and make our way to my door, my phone goes off.  I unlock it with my fingerprint before handing it to Kristina and pulling Eventide.  “Check it please for me, Sweetheart.” She checks the text as I hand Eventide as an 18” dagger to Christie.  Then I pull my pistol, chamber a round and take it off safe before transferring it to my left hand to pull my key out. 

“Tiphanae, take care of all my ladies.”  She gulps and then nods.  I wave them down the hall until they are about twenty feet beyond my door.  I unlock the door, push it open, and start clearing the condo.  There is no one there, but there is a lovely carpet of rose petals leading to the master bedroom door.  I step out into the corridor and wave the ladies to me as I decock, safe, and holster my pistol.

Kristina tells me, “It’s Megan.  Apparently her mom showed up after we left and there was drama with her sister.  They all went to Springfield, so tomorrow is out of the question.  She says she’s hopeful for Monday.”

“Shit.  That doesn’t sound good,” I opine.  “Okay, nothing to be done.  Ladies please wait at the door.  Krissie, you first!”

I scoop up Kristina into a bridal carry and manage to safely get her across the threshold and into the bedroom without smacking her head.  Then I go back and pick up Christie, delivering her to the living room.  Finally, I go back for Tiphanae.  She demurs, but I insist.

“Tiphanae, you are one of my ladies.  I think you deserve the special treatment, too.  You are special.  Please let me treat you like you are special.” 

Tears track down her face as she nods.  I scoop her up, and I tell her as we step into the doorway. “Remember darling, once I close that door, we are home.  No illusions when we’re home.  Clear?
”

She sobs into my neck, “Yes my Lord.”

I tell her, “I like that...being your lord, not just some random lord.”  I feel her lips smile at that as I carefully carry her through the doorway and kick the door close.  Suddenly rather than holding a classically beautiful human female, I’m holding someone much more akin to a winged angel. 

I set her down, kiss her lips chastely.  “Much better, Tiphanae.  Welcome home.”  She smiles.

Kristina says while looking at my phone, “Jack!  I think you need to read your messages.”


Chapter 10 - In the wind

(the VIP Entrance at Talking Stick Resort arena)


S
olange starts coming around as the Ravens clear the VIP exit, but unfortunately one of the policemen posted at security sees them.  Marisol decides to take advantage and leads the trio to the policeman.  As they get close she tells him, “Some guy that looks like a supermodel shot her with a taser!  I think he and his buddy were trying to abduct us!”  The policeman focuses on her as her eyes glow.  She whispers to him.  “Call your partner over here.” 

He turns to a giant bodybuilder looking officer with acne. “Morrison! Get over here, quick!”

Morrison says, “What’s up, Krieger?”

Marisol says, “Officer Morrison!”  He looks into her glowing eyes.  “Listen and obey.  Both of you.  There are sixteen guys that look like male models running around with tasers.  They are trying to abduct us.  We need your tasers and batons to protect ourselves.”  The two officers frown and then pull the tasers and collapsing batons from their kit belts.  Solange takes the batons as she steadies herself on her feet.  Charli and Marisol each grab a taser.  They all take their shoes off and hold them in their hands.  Charli is 
watching towards the door.

The doors burst open, and Marisol tells the officers, “Those two were the ones that shot us!  Kill them!”  The officers unholster their weapons and start unloading rounds into the two Sidhe males as the ladies slink past them. 

The Ravens head towards a pedicab and jump in.  “Arizona Center,” says Solange as she takes charge again.  The driver stands on the pedals and makes a good start considering he’s pulling three adults.

* * *

Marigold flies out the front of the box and zooms down to the floor.  She’s in the open, so speed and cover are her top priorities as her papa and brothers taught her.  She sees an exit and squirts through the opening over the heads of the humans and then up into the pipes overhead.  She looks right, then left.  To the left she sees two male figures pushing at a rush through the crowd.  She moves that direction and is able to confirm it’s a couple of the Shadows heading through a glass door.  Before she gets to the door, she hears a series of loud booms, and the glass shatters.  She flies up to get concrete between herself and whatever is breaking the glass.  When the booms stop, she drops back down and flies through the doorway before flying up into the air.  She sees the curly blond hair of one of the Ravens getting into a pedicab and chases after them.  After about a block, she drops down in front of the passenger compartment and identifies three Ravens.  She makes  a burn-in landing onto the shoulder of the dark-skinned one in the center.  They freak, but she holds onto Solange’s hair and screeches, “I work for Jack,” as Solange gets her hand around Marigold.

“Really, little one?  Who are you?” asks Solange, holding Marigold in front of her face.

“I’m Marigold.  It’s actually my brother Acorn and sister Persimmon 
that work for him, but Peg said she needed me for a mission to help Jack.  I followed the Shadows through the portal, and I don’t have a way to get back.  I need to let Jack know what is going on.  Do you have a phone?”

Solange shakes her head but looks to her teammates.  They both shake their heads, too. 

“Do you have money?” Marigold asks.

Solange grimaces and shakes her head.  Charli and Marisol frown as they realize they are penniless, too.  Solange sees the Sheraton Grand up ahead as the cabbie pulls into the Arizona Center.  Pitching her voice to the driver, “This is good,” she says.

The driver pulls over.  He turns and says “Twenty bucks” as his eyes are drawn to the glow.

Solange intones, “Listen and obey.  Nod your head if you understand.”  The driver nods.  “Give me all your cash.  I am giving you these two tasers in trade.  You will put them into your pack and forget them until morning.  You will sell them to get cash.  If asked, you will say some lady in a cocktail dress left them in your cab when she stiffed you.  You will describe an affluent, generic hispanic woman.  You will not recall any of our faces, ever.  Tell it back to me.”  He does, and hands over his cash.  He has $235.  She gives him $100 back, and then they all get out.

“Marigold, stay on my neck.  Try to keep your wings under my hair.  When we get inside, I want you to find a cell phone that doesn’t have a locked screen and bring it to me.”

“Okay,” says Marigold as she takes her place. 

Solange says, “Ladies, hotel bar.”  She points to the Sheraton.

Ten minutes later they find seats in the bar in a small booth next to a large potted plant.  Marigold hops out and into the plant.  Checking to ensure that the lounge singer has everyone’s attention, she buzzes up into the ceiling.  She finds a perch and watches 
the patrons of the bar.  There are a couple of likely candidates.  Knowing the security settings will reset shortly, she opts for the guy in the booth that is chasing his date around the table.  She drops down and grabs it.  Given her weight versus the phone, she opts to drop down to the ground and slide it under the feet of the people in the booths.  She stops periodically to tap the screen to keep it live.  It takes her about 20 minutes to get under Marisol’s feet.  She checks the screen again, and then taps her leg.  A hand drops down, and Marigold cradles the phone to her and lays it into the hand.  Marisol sets Marigold on the seat between herself and Solange.

Solange takes the phone and pulls up the text app.  She types Jack’s number in from memory, then types,

‘Solange here.  Myra’s mom brought Shadows.  Ravens in the wind.  Request extraction. Please call this number.’

While she is typing, Marisol gives Marigold a drink from her glass and an olive from the appetizer they ordered with wine and water.

Solange changes the ringtone, so the owner won’t recognize the ring.  She murmurs, “Marigold, you did an excellent job.  I’ll work with you anytime.”  She smiles at the Demi-fey for a moment before turning serious.  “Well, now we wait to hear from Jack.”


Chapter 11 - Rescue Operations

(Jack’s condo in Phoenix)


“W
ell shit!”  I say as I read the text from Solange. 

I call the number to hear “Solange” as the response.

“This is Jack.  Sitrep.”

Solange sighs and responds, “We set up to wait for Megan’s mom to come around per the plan.  I was up front with the door detail.  I have Marisol and Charli with me.  M-squares’ mom brought Shadows through a darkness portal and told them to destroy Trina.  Myra pushed Trina and Daphne through a darkness portal of her own and closed it immediately.  How can she do that, Jack?  Only the Queen can do that!”

I ponder that a moment before I answer, “Think about that, Solange.  You know the answer!”

“Oh!  Duh!  Queen of all Faerie.  Okay.  I’m freaking out.  I was starting to get worried when I didn’t get an immediate 
response to the text.  Sorry, my Lord.  Sitrep includes Marigold followed the Shadows through.  Peg sent her to observe and report, but she got caught on our side.  She caught up to us as the police shot up the last two Shadows that were chasing us.  We’re at the bar at the Sheraton Grand by Arizona Center.”

“Okay.  I’m familiar with it.  I’ll be there in thirty, forty minutes max.  I’ll bring toys.  Need anything else?” I say as I peel out of my tux.

“About $200 cash.  I had to liberate some from a pedicab driver.  I’d like to make it right.”

“Good girl.  I’ll bring it.  Anything else?”  I pull on jeans and my leather car coat.

“That will have to do.  Hurry, Jack!”

I respond, “Will do, my Love.  Hang tight!”  She disconnects.

“Tiphanae, you have security here at the house.”  I transfer my pocket contents to my jeans and coat.  Then I go to the closet and pull $200 cash out of my lockbox.

Then I reach under the bed and bring out two gun cases.  One is an airline case to transport long guns.  Inside are the assault 20-gauge shotgun, the 20-gauge slug gun, and a double-barrel, sawed off .410 shotgun.  I hand the sawed off to Kristina, “Krissie, do you know how to use this?”

She nods, “Only pull one trigger at a time, and only when you mean to kill.”  She cracks the action open and confirms it’s loaded.

“That’s right.  Aim center of mass.  It’s meant to be used up close.  The shot will spread too much if you’re more than ten feet away to guarantee a kill shot.  It works great if you push it into their abdomen before pulling the trigger, but don’t risk yourself to get into position.  Birdshot is also a very 
effective psychological weapon.”

I pull out a smaller case and open it.  There are three 9mms, a 10mm, and a matching pair of matte .45s insided.   I pull out the pair of matte .45s - giving one each to Christie and Tiphanae.  “Do you know what to do?”  Both eject the magazines to inspect them, open the chamber to inspect it, slide the magazine back in and release the slide. 

Christie nods, “I’m good, Jack.”

Tiphanae adds, “I’m set, Lord.  I’ll probably rely on my own weapons, but it’s good to have backup.”

I give her a puzzled look.  She responds, “Blades in my wing tips, pin feather darts that will penetrate thin walls and flesh, barb on my tail, and these.”  She turns her back to me and flexes her wings to her front.  Two handles stick up between her shoulder blades, with what appear to be 24” blades sheathed in her flesh.  I touch the sheaths.  “Yes, Lord.  They are sheathed in my flesh.  Elven blades that will cut through the engine of a car.  I’ve actually done that.”

“Impressive.  Tiphanae, you’re in charge of protecting all my ladies here and my home,” as I drop a hand to her small tight Sidhe ass.  I give it a gentle squeeze.  She turns to face me.  “Listen to my Ladies if they offer advice.  I’ll be in touch with Krissie by phone while I’m out.  I will call before knocking on the door.”  I close both cases.  I pull a box of ammo for each weapon from my desk and set them on top for the ladies.  I toss two more boxes of 9mm, a box of 10mm, and a box of 20-gauge buckshot into a backpack.   Then slinging it over my shoulder I grab the two cases and set them in front of the door.  I pull out my iPad, and show the ladies how to check the hall cameras.  Then I give each a quick kiss, grab the cases and head out the door. 

Once I get to the garage, I call out “Acorn!  Persimmon!  Road 
trip!  We’re going to rescue your sister and some Ravens.”   They fly out of the wheel wells as I hit the alarm and pop the hatch.  I set the cases in the back and pull the cover over to hide the contents.  The little ones fly in while I’m doing that.  “Do you have enough provisions?” 

Acorn laughs, “For a week, Lord.”  I close the hatch, and we’re off. 

Persimmon watches the passenger window for side threats, and Acorn watches our six.  I call Kristina enroute and update them all on what I know.  We agree with Christie’s thought that the killing Trina plot smells heavily of her sister’s influence rather than the Dread Lord.  Kristina rightly picks up that I’m blaming myself for not staying to deal with Ariana and tries to talk me out of my guilt.  Tiphanae and Christie join in on that, but I’m not done berating myself yet.  It’s a good activity for driving through a dark city.  We hang up, and I hurry downtown. 

This is the longest 30-minute drive I can recall in recent history.  I have Persimmon call Solange back, so I can watch the road as we pass Roosevelt.  By the time we are pulling onto Fillmore, Solange is shepherding her charges out the front door.  They are waiting for me as I pull up to them on 3rd Street.  I stop.  Acorn calls out ‘Clear,’ and I get out of the CRV.  I give each of the ladies a hug and a quick, passionate kiss. 

The doorman approaches as I lift the hatch and roll the curtain back.  “Sir, you can’t park here.” 

I pop open the small case and grab a Glock and a Sig that matches mine.  “Not staying long.” I tell him.  Then to Solange, “9-mils.  I have a 10mm Desert Eagle too, plus the two shotguns you’re familiar with.” 

The doorman’s eyes pop out of his head, figuratively of course.  As he quickly backpedals to the safety of the door.  
Solange says, “9-mils all around.  I’ll take the assault gun.  Put the slug gun in the back seat between my ladies.”  About that time I am washed by a wave of despair from Trina.

I take a big breath and then shake it off.  I nod and hand out the weapons.  “Where is Marigold?” I ask.

I see her face peek out from under Solange’s hair with a big smile, “Here, Jack!”

I smile back.  “OK then, mount up ladies.”

Everyone gets settled, and I pull carefully away from the curb as I see a patrolman running up the sidewalk toward us with his firearm drawn.  We take off south on 3rd street as Solange’s eyes light up.  I think we’ll find him if you take a left at the next street.”

I turn left on Monroe when she says, “Stop.  Give me the cash, Jack.”  I pull the wad of bills out of my coat pocket and hand it to her.  She hands me the shotgun and jumps out, leaving the door open.  She runs back towards symphony hall, where there are a couple of pedicabs sitting.  “Hey!” She yells, she points at one of them, and then makes a ‘come here’ motion with her arm holding the cash.  He checks for oncoming traffic and then rolls up next to her in the street.  Her eyes glow and I see him pull a backpack up.  He withdraws two tasers, and she trades him the cash for them.  Then she leans in, kisses his cheek, and runs back to the SUV.

She jumps in saying “Go.”  I pull out as the door closes with the pedicab hot on my tail.  I see the running policeman arrive at the corner of 3rd street and Monroe behind me, so I turn right on 7th Street and take it down to Buckeye.  I then head west to 7th Ave, which then lets me get back on I-10 to head to SR-51 and then home.

I hear the little ones in the back quietly talking
.

“Is everyone okay?”  I ask.

I hear a chorus of six ‘yes, lord’ responses.  I pull my ‘top secret’ phone out and hand it to Solange.  “Please text the number for Trina and ask her to check in.”  She looks at it with a funny expression, then does what I ask. 

Before long I hear a ping.  Solange reads it, “We can’t talk now.  We’ll text when free. - D.”

“Okay.  Please text the number for Peg.  Tell her ‘We have Marigold, and she’s safe.’  Also tell her the Ravens were attacked and the Princesses were lost.”

Solange sobs at that, but nods and does as I ask.  We hear a ping before long, and then Solange reads the response, “Aye.  Crazy shit going on here.  I’m hiding.  Will contact you when I can.”

I frown before responding, “Well, crap.  Okay, that’s about all we can do for now.”  I use the car’s phone app to call Kristina.

“Jack!  Are you okay?”

I smile at her concern.  “I’m fine, Krissie.  I have Solange, Charli, Marisol, and Marigold with me.  I took Acorn and Persimmon with me, too.  We’re all safe and sound.  I’m worried about everyone else.  Megan may have been playing a deception plan for her mother.”

I hear Christie’s voice, ”I texted Megan, Jack.  She said she can’t talk right now.  Nothing else.  That’s definitely out of character.”

“Thanks for checking, Sweetie.  We’re about 15 minutes out.  I’ll text you from the garage.  Love you all.”

I hear a chorus of ‘Love you too’ chime through the speaker.  That causes us all to chuckle a little bit.  It’s good to lighten the mood a bit as I ring off
.

I call towards the back, “Acorn, do you want Marigold with you on your post?  I’m thinking it might be good to have her in the apartment to be able to run messages back and forth.  Same terms for her contract as you and Persimmon if she agrees.  I’m assuming you have to negotiate for her since she’s not quite an adult yet.”

“That sounds good to me, boss,” his high tenor voice responds.  “I’ll take her up to the apartment to show her how to use the vents like we do.  Persimmon will be in charge of the car while I’m gone.”

I smile as I notice how he is really taking to his team lead role.

We pull into the garage, and dismount the vehicle.  Acorn and Marigold take off immediately.  I text Kristina as Solange hands her pistol to Marisol before putting the shotguns in their case.  Marisol returns the pistol to Solange and grabs the pistol case.  Charli grabs the backpack and slings it over her left shoulder, sticking her pistol-toting hand under her left armpit.  I lock up the CRV as we walk to the lift.  We make it into the condo without any further drama.


Chapter 12 - Trina’s Adventure

(Sedona, Arizona - Winter Court Compound)


T
rina and Daphne stumble through the darkness to arrive in...darkness.  There’s a slight glow from a computer monitor in screen saver mode.  It’s enough light for Trina to figure out she’s in Myra’s office in Sedona.

“Shit!” exclaims Trina.  “You okay, Daphne?”

“Yeah, Trina.  You?”

“Yeah.”

Daphne asks, “Do you know where we are?”

“Yeah, this is Myra’s office in Sedona.  Leave the lights off if you don’t need them.”

“No, I’m good.  Why do I feel like I’m in enemy territory in my own home?”

Trina chuckles, “Because you are.  I think the bitch wants me dead!  Besides, you’re not part of the Winter Court anymore.”

Daphne responds, “Huh?  I don’t know what you mean by that, but I think your right on what she was trying.
”

Trina chuckles again, “You don’t know what I mean?  You have one of these, right?”  She touches the bite scar and it glows as she concentrates on her connection to Jack.

Daphne shows a huge grin as she also lights her commitment to her man and her lord.  “I wonder if that’s why she wants you dead.  Maybe she can feel it.”

Trina frowns as she ponders that. “I don’t think so.  Somehow, I expect she was behind the explosives and sending Silk after me.  I barely knew Jack then.  I still don’t know why.  I suspect we’ll find out before too long.”

Daphne asks, “Okay, so we’re in enemy territory.  We need to get back to our lord.  What’s the plan?”

Trina thinks for a moment.  “We go pack a bag with whatever we can’t live without and change into battle togs.  We take my Yukon down to Phoenix and join Jack and figure out how to rescue the rest of the ladies.”

Daphne nods, “Works for me.  Go together?  Or meet afterwards?  I don’t have much.  Maybe a roller bag.”

“I’ll meet you in your room.  My packing will take almost no time at all.  Ready?”

“Let’s do it.”

Trina opens the door and walks out with purpose.  Daphne follows her out and starts towards the elevator to the residential level for staff.  Trina pulls the door shut and follows.  They take the lift down three levels to the staff dormitory.  Trina’s room is three units past Daphne’s on the other side of the hall.

Daphne grabs Trina’s hand to stop her.  She kisses her, and tells her, “I love you Tee.  Be careful, okay?”

Trina smiles at her, “I love you too, Dee.  See you in a moment.
”

They part and Daphne goes into her apartment.  Trina hurries down to hers.  Getting inside, she reaches into her decolletage and pulls out a cream cloth swatch that matches her dress.  She unwraps it to reveal a black brownie bag.  Opening it, she pulls her pistol and her phones out of the bag and lays them on the bed.  Then she pulls down her gown’s zipper under her left arm, and slides the single strap off her left shoulder.  She peels herself out of the bodice and then hangs it back on the hanger.  She pulls her duffle bag out from under the bed and puts the ‘armoire’ brownie bag on the back of the door, opens it, and puts the dress inside before closing it and folding the bag back to to inside the duffle.  She pulls out the laundry drawer and pulls out a clean set of cargo tights, stretch tank, and socks.  She pulls them on and then sits to put on her tac boots.  She puts her dress shoes into another brownie bag.  She picks up her headphones, iPad, a large binder of piano music, and a small needlepoint throw pillow.  Setting them into the empty laundry drawer, she takes another look around the little apartment. 

Trina checks the bathroom and decides there is nothing there that can’t be replaced.  She then wraps up the brownie bags and puts them back into her duffle.  Trina pulls on her shoulder rig with her Glock and Elven blade.  She pulls two additional magazines from her duffle and puts them in her right cargo pocket.  She taps her lips as she considers what to carry and what to pack.  She pulls her laundry brownie bag and puts it in the left cargo pocket.  She dons her biker jacket and throws her duffle over her shoulder. 

Trina gives her room one last look.  This has been her home for the last three years as she supported Myra with the setting up of the concord, but she curiously doesn’t feel like she’s leaving anything behind.  She shrugs and walks out the door and down to Daphne’s room.  She knocks, and Daphne opens the door dressed in the same cargo pants, tank, and boots as Trina. 

Daphne ushers her in and closes the door.  She says, “I should be ready in about ten minutes.  I’m mostly just packing uniforms.
”

Trina tells her, “Only grab toiletries that you need for the next day or two.  Any personal stuff that can’t be replaced has to come with.  You should definitely take that cocktail dress from tonight,” she says as she points to it laying on the floor.  “You looked so hot in that.”

“Really?” Daphne asks.

“Trust me, Dee.  I’ve always treated you like a sister, but the lustful thoughts I got looking at you in that dress made me glad we’re not related,” Trina teased her.

“Well, it is a uniform.”  She walks over, looks over her shoulder, and then bends at the waist to pick the dress off the floor.  Before she stands up, she looks back past her legs and winks at Trina.  Trina breaks into a laugh as Daphne stands and prances back to her bag.  “Like the show?” she asks Trina.

Trina wraps her in a hug, gives her a quick kiss, and tells her, “That show was worth all the crap from earlier this evening.  Thank you, love.”

Daphne laughs as she folds the dress and puts it in the roller bag.  “Trina, three weeks ago I was slowly dying from want of attention.  Since Jack claimed me, I feel like I’m swimming in love every minute of every day.  From Jack, from all my sisters, from our queen...I feel like I’m finally alive!  I love you so much!”  The two ladies hold each other and weep until they’ve worked it out. 

“I love you too, Daphne.  I feel blessed to have you in my life.  Maybe before you crawl back into Jack’s bed you can find your way into mine.”

Daphne smiles, “Before, during and after, darling.  And when did we become such weepy bitches?”

Trina spanks her ass, “Now pack your bag, bitch!” 

They laugh as Daphne puts a pair of jeans and a handful of her 
favorite black lace panties into her bag.  She puts her two kilts in, her dress shoes, and a pair of Chuck Taylors.  She puts her iPad in and takes a walk around the apartment.  Stopping in front of the desk she opens a drawer and pulls out a sketch pad and pencil case.  She adds those to the bag and zips it closed.  She pulls on her shoulder rig and then slides into her charcoal grey leather blazer.  She sets the bag on the floor and pulls out the handle. 

She tells Trina, “Let’s roll, you fabulous bitch!”  They laugh, and Trina shoulders her bag and leads the way to the lift.  They go down one more floor and make their way down a long corridor.  They reach a wide door about 20 minutes later.  Trina leads the way through and sees her Yukon sitting just inside the door.  She walks over to the desk and takes the keys off the hook and then leads Daphne to the tailgate of her truck.  She unlocks it and puts her bag in the back.  Daphne sets hers in next to it when Trina starts shaking and then drops to the floor.  She looks at Trina and reaches for her pistol as two darts punch her in the chest.  Pain washes through her body as she loses control of her body and drops to the ground.

Lorn and two other Sidhe walk up to the two paralyzed ladies.  Lorn crows, “Well, if it isn’t the high and mighty Katrina Laughlin, just laying on the ground like a can looking to be kicked.”  He cocks his foot and unloads into Trina’s rib.  “You’re not so high and mighty now, are you, bitch.”  There’s an audible crack as his foot lands with that last ‘bitch.’

Trina gasps, “Lorn, you’re still a pussy.  Just a pussy with a fucking taser.”

Lorn drawls, “I was on duty when I got the call from Springfield to be on the watch for the ‘fugitive Katrina Laughlin.’  I knew you would show up for your precious piece of shit truck.  And here you are.”

Trina coughs out, “Yeah Lorn, you’re a real rocket scientist.”
 

“Drag her over here to the bench,” Lorn tells the other two goons.  Each of them grabs and arm and drags Trina to the work bench.  Lorn pats the bench, “Put her up here.”  One of them grabs her feet and the other grabs her under the armpits, then they hoist her up on the bench.

While they are moving Trina, Daphne rolls onto her side and slowly moves her right hand to her pistol grip.

Lorn pats a jar of swirling inky substance and a rotary tool with a sharp, pointed tip.  “I’m forbidden from killing you, Princess.  Apparently the Queen wants to witness your demise.  But Trevor told me it would be okay if you arrive in Springfield with some marks on you.  I happen to have a jar of living shadows.  So, I’m going to mark what you are for everyone to see.  Hold her down.  Louis, hold that other bitch down.”


Daphne freezes a moment before she feels a knee on her shoulder.  She thinks,
 ‘Shit, there’s a third one!’ She goes boneless to give her guard a false sense of security. 


She hears a humming right before Lorn says, “ Prepare yourself, Princess,” he chortles.  The pitch of the needle changes as Trina starts to scream through her teeth.  The more she screams the louder Lorn laughs.  “Where is that tough bitch who was going to kick my ass?  Huh?”  It goes on for about two minutes.

Lorn admires his work, “Oh, that will make an impression.  String her up on the engine hoist stand over there.  I’m going to cut her tits off next.”  He points to a large a-frame on wheels.  One of the goons says, “Hey Louis, give us a hand stringing her up.” 

Louis gets off Daphne and says, “Sure.”  Daphne counts to three in her head, then rolls to her back as she unholsters her pistol, throws off the safety, cocks the hammer back and puts a bullet through the base of Louis’ skull.  She rolls forward onto her feet and draws a bead on one of the goons when a handle appears sticking out of his eye before she shoots.  So, Daphne adjusts her 
aim and puts one in the knee of the goon pulling Trina in front of his body.  When he drops her, Daphne adjusts her aim and puts a second bullet in the center of his forehead.

Daphne scans to find Lorn, but to her surprise he is held aloft by an elderly goblin.  The goblin steps back and slams Lorn’s back across his knee with a loud crack and then a scream from Lorn.

Daphne recognizes Cholley as the goblin.  He holds his hands up, and then he points towards Trina’s body on the floor.

Trina hears people moving towards her and tries to push up enough to grab her pistol.  Daphne is beside her in an instant. “I’m here, Trina.  Please let me help you.”  She gasps when she sees the blood and the destroyed facial muscles with the words “Moira’s Whore” tattooed into her face.

Trina nods.  “Keep your pistol handy,” she mutters.  Daphne steps over her and hooks her right arm.  Cholley grabs her left armpit and raises her to wrap her arm around his shoulders.

Trina looks at him without saying a word.  He has a hard time meeting her eyes.  “You knew,” says Trina.

Cholley looks at her with moist eyes and gently shakes his head.  “Not this.  Before, they threatened my daughter and grandchildren and told me they were only putting surveillance devices on the vehicle.  I heard the explosion in the distance later and was so afraid I had killed you.  I was so overjoyed when you came back that I forgot to terrorize Dick-boy over there for two whole days.”  He wipes his eyes.  “Princess, I have my family hidden and protected by people I trust, not toadies of King Saureg.  I would serve you Princess, if you will have me.  Please.”

“Cholley, I suspected there was something at work like that, but I’m going to be slow to trust for a while.  You’re going to have to earn it.  I’m not giving my trust to anyone of either court for free any longer.  My lord will pass judgement on you for what you have done.  You will have to abide his decision.”  She looks at him 
sternly.  He nods sadly. 

“Good.  You broke my heart, you old prune.”  She kisses his cheek.  “Dick-boy, huh?  I like that.  Take me to Dick-boy please, my loves.”  Daphne and Cholley maneuver her to look down on on Lorn.

Trina asks, “It’s hard to talk.  What did he do?”

Daphne responds, “He tattooed ‘Moira’s Whore’ in your skin with Living Shadows.  It looks like he used a dremel like I’ve used on sculptures.  He drove the ‘needle,’ as it were, deep.  I’m afraid he destroyed your facial muscles.  He was intent on destroying you.  I don’t know if you heard him, but he planned to give you a field mastectomy next.”

Lorn chuckles from the ground.  “I once heard the queen say that living shadows won’t come out of the flesh.  They have to be cut out.  You’re branded as the whore you are for the rest of your miserable life, short though it may be, bitch.”

Daphne says, “Living Shadows.  If they’re alive, Jack can get them out.  He can definitely heal your muscles.  We just need to get you to him.”

Trina shakes her head, “I hate for him to see me like this, but I guess it can’t be helped.”  There is a ping from her jacket’s inside pocket.  “That’s probably him on the ‘Top Secret Ninja Phone.’  Daphne, please text him that we can’t talk right now.  Inside pocket.” 

Daphne sets her pistol on the bench, then reaches in and fondles Trina’s breast gently before diving into the pocket to retrieve the phone.  Trina smiles with the right side of her face, “Thanks darling, I needed that.”  Daphne gives her a sad smile as she confirms it was from Jack and types the quick message in response. 

Trina says, “Cholley, set me down on the floor.”  Lorn starts squirming away, using his hands to drag his useless legs.  Cholley 
sets her down at Lorn’s feet and then grabs one of his arms and puts it in an arm lock to hold him in place.

Trina addresses her former tormentor, “Lorn...sorry, I should address you by your proper name.  Dick-boy, you should have just killed me.  Now I’m going to make your worthless, hateful, pedophile ass suffer.  The broken back might heal in a couple hundred years or so, but the nicest thing your friends will say about you is ‘his face is so pretty.’  Strip him, Cholley.”

When Cholley finishes she says, “Great.  Now hold him tight.”  Cholley resumes his arm lock.

She draws her elven blade.   She lifts each foot and cuts the Achilles tendon.  Lorn looks appalled, but he doesn’t react to the cuts themselves.  Trina seems to draw strength with each cut.  Without looking up she says, “Cholley, you must have completely severed the spine.  I’m impressed.  That probably won’t heal.”  Then she cuts the major quadricep tendon and the IT Band just above the knee on each leg.  She looks at Cholley.  “Flip him.”

When Cholley finishes, she cuts Lorn‘s hamstring tendons and the popliteal tendons.  “Lay your shin across his neck.”  Cholley maneuvers so his knee is on one side of Lorn’s neck and his foot is on the other.  Then he drops his weight onto it to hold Lorn in place.  Trina holds his left arm straight and cuts the bicep tendon.  Lorn feels that one and, he screams and starts twitching.  She cuts the tricep tendon, all four tendons at the top of the wrist, the top of the hand, flips it to get the inside of the wrist and the palm of the hand.  She drops the arm and crawls over Lorn to grab the other arm as his screams taper.  Then she repeats the performance on the right side.

She turns to look at Daphne, who has a horrified look on her face.  “Hey!  Daphne!  Bring me the needle and ink!”

Trina turns her attention back to Lorn.  “What is it you told me, Dick-boy?  Oh yeah.  Prepare yourself for this.”  She repeats what 
she saw him do, dipping the tip into the ink, and then starts to write across his lower back, refreshing the ink as needed.  E-N-T-E-R space H-E-R-E-!  Then she draws an arrow to his ass and inks it in until it’s about a half-inch wide with a large arrowhead.

“Good enough.  Back on the bench again, love.”  Daphne takes the tool and ink from her and returns them to the bench where she found them.

“Help me up, Cholley.”  Cholley gets up slowly, and then scoops her up into a bridal carry.  When she gets her arm over his shoulder, he sets her down gently onto her feet.

In parting, Trina says, “Ya know, Dick-boy.  I really should cut off that tiny little cock of yours.  My man always tells me he’s not that big.  I keep telling him he is.  Oh well, he’ll just have to learn to take my word.  I’m too tired to get back down on the ground.  Rot in hell, Dick-boy!”

Lorn whimpers on the ground.  She nods towards the Yukon, “Let’s roll.”  Daphne picks up her pistol and takes it off safe.

Cholley says, “I inspected it earlier, Princess, but they weren’t around.  We may need to clean it again.” 

Trina nods and points to the back of the Yukon, “Set me in the back and give me my bag.”  Cholley gets her in position and hands her the duffle.

Trina roots around in her duffle and then removes a piece of elf-tech with a string wrapped around it.  She says, “Daphne, I need your help,” as she unwinds the string.  Daphne stands in front of her with an inquisitive look. 

Trina asks, “Do you know how to use one of these?” 

Daphne shrugs, “I’ve seen one demonstrated, but I’ve never been tested on it.”

Trina frowns, “Okay, I’ll activate it but I’ll need you to walk it 
around.  Do we have room all the way around?”  She surveys the area.  “Should be good.  Hold the string and spin it over your head.” 

Daphne safes and holsters her pistol, then takes the device and feeds the string out until there is about two feet between her hand and the device.  Trina nods, and Daphne spins it around her head.  Trina says, “A little faster if you can.”  Daphne picks up the pace.  “Perfect,” says Trina. “Bring it here, so I can activate it.”  Daphne catches it as it spins around and hands it to Trina.

“I push this, and then you walk clockwise around the vehicle at a one-step-per-second or slower pace.  Three complete circuits.  Anything with a GPS, like a phone in your bag?”  Daphne shakes her head.  Trina stands and Cholley steadies her.  “I need to be outside the circle before she closes the first circuit.”  Then she pushes the button on the end of the device.  It starts blinking blue.  “Go.”

Daphne starts spinning the device over her head and starts the first circuit.  The device makes a high-pitched whistle as she spins it.  Cholley and Trina walk to the A-frame Lorn was going to string her up on.   She looks down and at the handle sticking out of the goon’s eye.  “What was that?” 

Cholley shrugs, “A half-inch wood chisel.  I was working on a project at my wood bench in the corner.  I can’t imagine how Dick-boy or his sycophants didn’t see me.  It’s a shame.  I liked that chisel, but I don’t want it now.”

Trina rubs his back.  “It can be replaced, Grandpa.”

Cholley looks at her with shock, “You haven’t called me that in ages, Princess.”

Trina tells him, “You couldn’t break my heart if I didn’t love you, you old prune.”  Cholley pulls her into a hug.  “I love you too, Princess.  Please forgive me.”

Trina kisses his old weathered, grey cheek.  “You are forgiven, 
Cholley.  We’ll work on the trust.”

He nods and lets her back away.  “Did the pitch change?” 

He shakes his head.  “Not even a doppler shift.  She’s doing it well.” 

Five minutes later, Daphne stops by the driver’s door and catches the device.

“Press the blue button twice, and meet me at the back,”  she instructs Daphne as she shuffles back to the Yukon with Cholley’s assistance. 

Daphne looks at her face.  “It doesn’t look like it’s weeping or bleeding any more.”

Trina, “It feels like it’s moving.  Fortunately, I’m from the Winter Court.  Rumor is it could prove fatal to a Summer.  Maybe he was counting on that since my family came from there.”  She pulls another object out of her bag, and puts one in her cargo pocket.  She squats down to the ground and slams the remaining one into the concrete, and then she shakes it.  It flashes blue for about a full minute, and then turns solid blue.  Nodding she tries to get up, and Cholley and Daphne give her a lift.  She hands the object to Daphne.  It blinks blue again for a minute and then turns solid blue again.  Trina takes it back and presses the blue button, and all lights turn off.  She takes the device out of her pocket and replaces them both in her duffle.

“Daphne, you drive.  I’m shotgun,” Trina says as she fishes the keys she took from the hook and pitches them to Daphne.  She turns to Cholley.  “If the fates are kind, we will never come back, Cholley.  Are you staying or are you coming along?”

“I’m coming along, Princess,” he says.

“Do you have everything you need?” she asks.  He checks his pockets, and then nods.  “Okay, then mount up, Mister!”  Daphne helps Trina into the seat and then hurries around to mount up.  Cholley sits behind Trina
.

“Dee, give me the Top Secret Ninja Phone please.”  Daphne pulls it out of her blazer pocket and returns it to Trina.  Daphne starts the vehicle and hits the garage opener.  The door rises as they creep forward.  She gooses it as the door gets high enough to allow passage.  The Yukon pulls out on the streets and Daphne navigates toward Cottonwood as the first leg towards Phoenix.


Chapter 13 - Unexpected Allies

(America’s Sith, Winter Court of the Sidhe, Springfield, Missouri)


A
rianna’s Shadow Portals deposit her, Megan, and the accompanying Shadows with prisoners into the audience chamber.  Trevor scoops Myra up and puts her into a submission hold, as she gently shakes her head to get her bearings back after the mighty blow her mother dealt her.   Arianna moves to her throne.  Myra struggles against Trevor for a moment, then sighs heavily and drops her head in resignation.  Arianna chuckles darkly.

Myra takes in a couple of deep cleansing breaths before raising her head back up with strength and pride.  She glances over her shoulder and whispers, “Take a nap, Trevor.”

Trevor frowns as his eyes glass over, and he slowly collapses at Myra’s feet.

Arianna launches out of her chair and grabs a handful of Myra’s hair in her left fist as she throws a punch at Myra’s face.  Myra deflects the strike and whispers, “Goodnight, Mother.”

Arianna stumbles and backs away screaming “Tase her.  Now!  
Light that ungrateful child up like a candelabra.”

Three Shadows land darts in Myra’s exposed flesh as she starts to jerk with powerful spasms and drops to the ground.   Arianna shakes her head as she stands over her daughter.  She looks to Jason.  “Bring Morgan to us.”  He snaps to attention and jogs off to Morgan’s quarters.

Megan addresses Arianna.  “Mother, would you remind me why it is that you are torturing you favored daughter, your heir, and the one person that you can trust to unfailingly do whatever you desire?  Myra loves you and obeys without question.  I’m struggling with the logic.”

Arianna gets a confused look on her face and whispers, “Why am I doing this?”  She paces in circles around Myra, looking down at her supine form.  Megan kneels next to Myra and strokes her hair as Myra spasms on the earth trying to get control of her body.   Arianna shakes her head and mutters arguments pro and con torturing her trusted advisor and favored daughter for five complete circuits until she sees a pair of boots step next to Myra’s head.  Slowly tracking up the grimy boots, tights and leather vest, Arianna’s eyes rest on the face of her eldest daughter.

Morgan drawls, “You beckoned, Mommie-Dearest?”

Arianna cocks an eyebrow at her, “Morganna, we are already quite wroth with your sister.  Don’t get on our bad side, young lady.”

Morgan sketches a curtsy, “Yes, Mommie-Dearest.”  Then she stands erect and looks down at her sister.  “So, why is my sister mewling on the ground?”

Arianna gives Morgan a confused look and then looks down at Myra.  She mutters to herself for a moment and then looks back up to see Morgan’s cocked eyebrow.

“Be careful, Mother.  Talking to yourself is my job.  I’m really good 
at it.”  She gives Arianna a sad puppy look.  “Please don’t take that away from me.”

Arianna shakes her head and rubs her temples as she circles around her three daughters.

Finally she stops at Myra’s feet and looks down at her with an angry expression.  “Moira, you disappoint us.  You have been influenced heavily by that Laughlin trollop, but we expect you to be stronger than that.  Your insolence will not be tolerated.”

Looking at Morgan, “Whip the insolence out of her.  Don’t bring her back until she is obedient to her liege.”

Morgan bows her head, “Yes, Mother.”  Turning and pointing to two of the Shadows standing around Arianna, “Dinks!  Convey my sister to my chambers.”  As Megan stands, Morgan hooks an arm and pulls her close.  Morgan tells her, “Come on along, Baby.  Let’s get Sissi settled.”  Looking over her shoulder, “Come along, dinks.”

Two Shadows grab each of Myra’s arms and drag her out of the audience chamber in the wake of the two other princesses.  Once they are out of the audience chamber and about twenty feet down the corridor, Morgan releases Megan’s arm and angrily whips around to face the two Shadows.  “Listen up, dinks.  I don’t approve of how you are dragging my sister down the hall as though she were a garbage bag.  Pick her up, and carry her with care and respect due to the one person that has been busting her ass to make life better for you fucking ingrates.  If you displease me, I will warm up on you before I turn my attention to my dear sister.” 

Spinning back, she hooks Megan’s arm.  She leans in and asks Megan, “What the fuck is going on, Megan?  This is insane even by my standards.” 

Megan looks into Morgan’s eyes, and Megan realizes Morgan appears more focused and sane than she has ever witnessed.  Keeping her eyes locked, Megan tells her, “I’m pretty certain that 
mother is under attack by Summer.  I have it on good authority they have well and thoroughly scrambled her brain.  She got a little help this evening, but I fear it was too little too late.”

Morgan just looks at Megan for a full minute, before looking forward while nodding her head.  “I was afraid of that.  What to do?  What to do?”  They turn into a dark side corridor.  After traveling a handful of yards into the darkness, Morgan’s eyes glow to trigger a series of small lights about four inches off the floor marking the footpath on either side of the corridor.

Morgan opens the door to her chambers and addresses the two Shadows.  “Strip her and shackle her to the tree.”    The Shadows look at her fearfully.  She asks, “Do I need to repeat myself?”

“No Princess,” they mutter as they carry Myra in.

Morgan adds, “Don’t ruin her gown.  That looks like an exquisite garment.”  Then she draws Megan back out into the corridor.

Morgan tells her youngest sister, “Baby, get out of here.  Get as far away from Mother as you can and don’t come back!  I’ll do what I can here, but I need to ensure you’re out of reach and safe.”

Megan is taken aback at her supposedly insane sister’s focus.  “Okay.  I agree it’s probably best to not be here, but what are you going to do?  Won’t you need my help?”

Morgan grasps Megan’s face in her hands and kisses her tenderly.  Then she says, “I will call if I need you, Baby.  I’ve been watching you, and I know you are much more than most people think.  I have every confidence if I need you, you will be there for Moira and me.   For now, it’s better if you’re out of range of the blast area from Mother’s temper.  As for me...” Morgan pauses with a far-away look in her eyes.  “...I will do my duty.”

She looks back at Megan.  “Given how things went when Moira was young, I’ve been kept away from you for most of your life.  It was the right thing to do, but don’t think for a minute that 
you and Sissi aren’t precious to me, Baby.  I am fighting for the dream that I might one day be able to hold both of my sisters to me without them being afraid of me.  Take care.  I need to know you’re okay!”  Then she kisses the confused wrinkle in Megan’s forehead. 

Megan looks into Morgan’s eyes and sees the determination and will in her sister’s face.  She leans in and kisses Morgan tenderly on her lips.  “Welcome back, Morganna.  It’s a pleasure to meet you.  To quote someone I hold very dear, ‘you are mine, and I am yours.’  Call me and I will come, Sister.”

Morgan cocks an eyebrow at her baby sister, and then breaks into a warm genuine smile.  She whispers, “Get out of here, kiddo!  I need to get back into character.”

Megan kisses her cheek and hugs her before taking off down the corridor back towards the audience chamber.

Morgan yells into her suite, “Dinks! Aren’t you done yet?”

“Yes Princess!” they exclaim as they exit the chambers and stand before Morgan at attention. 

She tells them, “Escort my baby sister wherever she needs to go.  Ensure she gets there safely.  If she even stubs a toe, I’ll be wearing your skins as my new suit of clothes.  GO, DINKS!  She’s already on her way without protection, you miserable curs!”  They run down the corridor in Megan’s wake as Morgan cackles maniacally.


She continues to cackle as she steps inside her chambers and closes the door.  She slowly lets the hysterical sounding laughter taper off as she moves gracefully through the filth on the floor to stand in front of the main feature of the entryway - a large, sturdy whipping tree.  The tree is composed of two 10’ lengths of eight-by-eight posts of white oak crossed at the center.   It is festooned with a variety of chain shackles, pulleys, cuffs,
 etcetera.  The cross members are stained with a variety of bodily fluids.
 


Myra is naked, shackled to a pair of leather cuffs on a pair of chains stretching her up onto her toes.  Morgan shakes her head when she realizes the Shadows didn’t shackle her ankles.  “It’s hard to get good help,” she mutters.

Morgan calls over her shoulder past the entry chamber, “Hob!  Attend me, please.”

A low gruff voice answers, “Attend me?  Really?  Have you been watching Downton Abbey again?”  She looks sideways at the short, hairless, large-nosed creature standing barefoot in a onesie.

Morgan chuckles, “No.  Mother is using the royal pronoun again.  Apparently it’s influenced my word choice.  Listen up.  Go find Myra’s Hob and bring him here.  Don’t be seen by anyone.  Also, find Christoff.  Don’t bring him, but ensure he gets tucked away somewhere safe.  Clear?”


“Crystal, Princess. 
 Dein Wunsch ist mir Befehl,” and then he disappears.


She mutters, “Your wish is my command?  Really?  Little smart-ass.”

Morgan looks at Myra for a minute and walks back further into her suite past the dross that litters the entryway, back into an open plan suite with a kitchenette, dinette, and a great room.  There are shoji screens between the sitting area and the bed.  It’s decorated in clean contemporary furniture in teak and metal.  She grabs a bottle of sparkling water and returns to the entryway.  She cracks it open and takes a sip.

Morgan sips her water, and she gazes upon Myra who is watching her cautiously.

Finally Morgan says, “Hello Moira.  I don’t know what you did to piss off Mommie-Dearest, but she is, and I quote, quite wroth with you.  I’m supposed to beat the insolence out of you.  How 
hard is that going to be, dear sister?”

Myra looks at her warily.

Morgan continues, “How good of an actress are you, sister?”

Myra looks back at her, her confusion apparent on her face.

Morgan tells Myra, “I expect you to hold out for the first two strokes before you break.  The longest hold-out I’ve ever had was five strokes, but he was a Red Hat.  Can we agree on two?”

Myra gives a confused nod.

Morgan pulls a coiled 12’ bullwhip from a hook on the wall. She drops the coil and then snaps the whip to flick Myra’s hair to the left of her head.

Myra gasps but stays quiet otherwise.

Morgan repeats on the right.  Myra stays quiet, but she is quite disoriented.

Morgan tells her, “Okay, this time let out a barked gasp as the whip cracks. Can you do that?”

Myra smirks, “Yeah.  I have some recent experience.”

Morgan snorts, “Try not to sound like you’re getting fucked.  Let’s give it a go.”

The whip crack is followed by a gasped moan.

Morgan purses her lips before saying, “Not bad.  Your new boyfriend must be something else.”

Myra’s face shines as she says, “You have no idea.”

“Wow, Moira.  You sound like you’re in love.   Okay, pay attention.  I need a couple of convincing screams.”   Morgan holds her phone to Myra’s ear and plays a recording of a scream. “Like that.  Stay focused.
”

Myra nods and sighs heavily.

Morgan cracks the whip, and Myra screams.  She times the scream almost identically to those on the recording from Morgan’s phone.  Morgan nods her approval and then cracks the whip again.  Myra puts in another Oscar-worthy performance.

Morgan tells her quietly, “Keep ‘em coming while I scream back like a maniac”

Crack - scream

Morgan shouts, “That’s right, bitch!”

Crack - Myra screams.

Morgan shouts, “Oo, that’s a nice cut!  Let’s see if I can take the other tit off in one stroke!”  She laughs maniacally.

Crack - scream

Morgan shout’s again hysterically, “Oh, FUCK!  It only cut half way through.  I bet you like that, don’t you, slut!”  Then she adds, “I can’t believe you passed out already, you weak fuckin’ bitch!”

Quieter, Morgan says, “Good job sister.  I need to splash your blood on me.  I’m going to take a big syringe-full.” 

Morgan pulls a kit out of a drawer.  She swabs over a vein in Myra’s leg and lets it dry before inserting a catheter and quickly collecting about 10 centiliters of blood.  She puts the blood into an atomizer and sprays face, torso, arms, and boots.  Then Morgan hides her implements in a drawer and puts the atomizer in a small fridge to the side.

She tells Myra, “Sorry, I need to leave you up there for a while.”  Morgan grabs a couple of yoga blocks and sets them beside Myra’s feet.  “Stand on these.  Kick them away if the door opens.  I’ll be back quickly.” 

She stops and looks Myra in the face.  “Keep the faith, sister.”  She 
winks and steps out the door as Myra steps onto the blocks. 

Myra shakes her head and tries to relax a bit now that she has less pressure on her shoulders.

* * *

Morgan puts her ‘crazy face’ on and opens her door, closes it, and locks the door using her abilities.  There’s no visible lock, the mechanism is completely inside the door and keyed to her abilities.  Only she and Hob can unlock it.

Morgan coaches herself to slow her purposeful stride to a carefree, meandering saunter that she maintains as she glides into the audience chamber.  In front of the throne there is an ironwork metal tree like you might find in a garage used as an engine hoist.  This one is decorated in elegant scrollwork, and the cross member is twelve feet in the air. 

Corrina is hanging naked from the tree with a network of stripes across her back, buttocks, torso, breasts, and legs.  Trevor is wielding a whip very similar to the one Morgan was employing in her chambers.

As Ariana spies Morgan she says, “Finally! Someone who knows what they are doing!  Morganna, be a dear and split Captain Corrina’s flesh open please.”

Morgan holds out hand to Trevor. “Give that to me, amateur,” she tells him with a look of disgust on her face.

Trevor hands the grip of the weapon to Morgan without coiling it.  Morgan shakes out the length of the whip and then quickly delivers four stripes.  She places one on each lat muscle and each buttock in quick succession.   Each splits the skin.  She then coils the whip and tosses it at Trevor’s feet before telling him, “You really should learn to use that thing if you’re going to wield it, little lady.”

Trevor visibly fumes at the assault on his masculinity, but bows 
his head and says, “Yes, Princess.”

Morgan runs her gloved finger up Corrinna’s flesh to capture a globule of blood on her fingers.  She licks the finger clean as she turns her attention to her mother on the throne and addresses her.

“Mommie-Dearest, I am checking to see if you wanted anything specific from Moira.  She passed out already.  I about cut her breasts off with the whip, but I figured it would be more effective if I waited for her to wake up before I finish the job.”

Arianna’s face reflects a variety of emotions: pain, confusion, happiness, sadness, back to confusion, and then finally anger.  Finally she responds to Morgan, “Nothing specific.  Just punish her.”

“Okay, Mommie-Dearest.  Off I go,” Morgan replies.  She says, “Work, work, work,” as she circles around Corrina to pick up another bloody treat on her fingers.  Corrina watches her as she circles.  Morgan gives her a quick wink that only Corrina can see before licking her fingers.

Morgan begins skipping a tour around the audience chamber singing, “Hi-ho, hi-ho, it’s off to work I go” and continues skipping down the hall singing the “la-la-la-la, la-la-la-la, hi-ho, hi-ho” all the way to her suite.  Staying in character as she checks for observers up the corridor.  Her eyes flash, and she hears the door unlock.  She enters, closes the door, and locks it.

As Morgan turns to Myra, she spies two Hobgoblins at Myra’s feet.


“Oh, great,” she says.  “Myra, have your Hob bring anything you might need for comfort. A favorite robe, warm socks, a favorite pillow,
 etcetera.  You’re here until I can figure out how to stage an escape or fake your death.”


Myra looks at her for a moment, then gives her Hobgoblin a short 
list.

She caresses the ears of her Hob.  “Give Hob a hand, dear.”

Morgan’s servant says “Yes mistress” before the Hobgoblins disappear.

Morgan shakes her head.  “Tricksy little fuckers.  After all these years, I still can’t figure out if they really disappear, of if they are just so fast and sneaky it appears that way.”

Myra asks as she hangs on the tree, “Is it safe to talk?”

Morgan nods, “Note how well lighted my chambers are.  I still would be careful about how you mention Mommie-Dearest.”

Myra asks, ”How long have you been playing insane?”

Morgan, shakes her head, “I’m not playing, Sissi.”  She places the blocks back where Myra can stand on them. 

Standing up, she looks Myra in the face, “I’m not playing at all.  I wouldn’t have been able to lie to our mother about nearly cutting your tits off if I were sane, would I?”  Morgan pauses and paces for a couple of moments.   She looks up at Myra and says, “More to the point you’re asking, I’ve been getting better since Laurel has turned her attention to our mother.  About eight years ago maybe?  I’m still not right, but I can generally figure out right and wrong and how to not act crazy if I want to.  It’s been a slow climb.  I’ve managed to convince the Sith to give me a hidden addition to my suite.  That let’s me go back there, clean up, and relax for a while.  You know, act like a sane person where I don’t have an audience.  Everyone thinks this antechamber is the whole thing.  I work to maintain that illusion.  I suspect mother would be ‘quite wrought’ with me if she knew I got a favor from the Sith.  She’s been trying to convince it to make some changes for decades.”

Myra ponders that for a moment.  Then she asks, “When did Laurel start messing with you?
”

Morgan perches on the filthy chaise and regards Myra shrewdly for a moment before answering.  “When I was twelve.  We met at a court event.  She had just come into her abilities at age 17. She planted a suggestion to ask to visit her regularly starting the following month.  She didn’t even try to hide it; she just told me not to tell anyone.  I was horrified, which I think is what she revelled in.  I started to go crazy after the second suggestion, and it got worse every time.  I had been seeing her two to six times each year until shortly after you got back from college.”

Myra says, “And we’re supposed to be the ‘dark, evil’ Sidhe,” as she ponders that.

Morgan nods, “Ironic, no?”

Myra looks up at Morgan, “My husband might be able to help you heal completely.”

Morgan is puzzled. “Husband?” she asks.

Myra nods enthusiastically with a blissful smile on her face.  “Look,” she says as the bite mark on her trapezius glows green.

“What have you done, Moira?”

Myra smiles.  “A couple things of interest.  I met a man, married him, and now carry his child.  I’ve also become the Queen of all Fae.”

Morgan chuckles and says, “Sure you did, my Queen.”  She gets a startled look on her face, “Oh shit, that felt right.”

Myra gives her a compassionate look, “Serve me, Sister.”

Morgan immediately genuflects without conscious thought.  She looks up at Myra and asks, “How are you doing this?  I feel compelled, but you aren’t using powers.  Your eyes didn’t shine.”

Myra shrugs the best she can hanging in chains “I’m just appealing to your Fae nature.
”

Myra looks at her sister with love, “Morgan you have always been the scary monster of the court, but you are my sister.  I have cried for you.  I love you.  I don’t want you to be ‘my creature.’  I want you to be healthy, be well, and be my loving sister standing beside me to help un-fuck the mess the Sidhe have made of Faerie.”

Morgan drops her head, “I’m so broken, I don’t know if I can find my way there, Moira.”

Myra responds, “I will lead you there if you will follow.”

Morgan looks up and considers Myra for a moment.  “I’ll try, Moira.  I’ll try.”  Morgan gets up and opens the shackles holding her to the tree.  She catches Myra as she starts to collapse and helps her get her feet under her.

Myra hugs her filthy sister to her naked body with love.  She says, “The people I love call me Myra.  I prefer it.  Will you try?”

Morgan hugs her back.  “Okay, Moir...er...Myra.”

Leaning back while maintaining the hug, Morgan says, “I’d like to get clean.  I’ve been wearing this muck for 10 days.  Hob made my bed fresh this morning.  I am so looking forward to being clean and sleeping in a clean bed.  Hopefully your Hob has the presence of mind to bring you a robe to keep the chill off.  He may be a bit overwhelmed by me.  I don’t think he knows I’ve been recovering.”

Morgan continues, “You’ll have to stay in my suite, and we need to periodically perform the theatre.  My Hob will bring meals, or we can whip something up in my kitchen.  I can manage scrambled eggs, toast, and bacon, but I don’t have much in the way of kitchen skills.  Hob is better, but he usually will go get something from the main kitchen.  That will give us the leisure to plan your escape.”  She guides Myra to sit on the chaise, throwing a towel on it before Myra can stick her naked bum in the muck on it.

Myra nods and sighs as she sits.  “Sounds like a plan.  The one sticking point is I don’t want my husband, Jack, to come here. It’s 
a given that he will show up eventually unless I show up in front of him.”  She taps her lips with her right index finger as she ponders the impact of Jack’s arrival.

Morgan asks, “What are you thinking?”

Myra responds slowly, “Maybe rather than escaping, we need to think about upsetting the apple cart.  In fact, it might be best if he does show up.  We just need to prepare.  I need to do a few things before he shows.”

Morgan asks, “Like what?”

Myra answers, “First, l need to secure my Ravens.”

Morgan says, “Corrina is hanging in the audience chamber.  Trevor was whipping her.  Mother asked me to open her skin, so she’s bleeding a bit.  Her blood is tasty, by the way.”

“How could you, Morgan?” Myra scolds.

Morgan shrugs, “Oh, it’s quite easy if you know how.  Since you seem to care about her, you’ll be happy to know that I only broke the skin and didn’t tear any muscle.  Four tiny tears only.  What did she do to make Mommie-Dearest angry?”

Myra explains, “She bonded with my husband.  It broke mother’s hold on her.  The Geas remained, but it lost its ability to influence her.  I don’t know how that worked.  He removed the geas completely over Thanksgiving weekend.  All of my Ravens, Megan’s, and Trina have given him a token.”

Morgan nods, “That would do it, but lately it would take a lot less.”

Myra tells her, “Jack healed mother a little before she dragged us all here, but he said it would take longer to completely heal her.  I suspect he’s going to need to dominate her and wrap her in love.  It could take a while.”

Morgan is shocked, “Do you mean your husband needs to fuck our mother?  That’s very progressive, even for you, Myra.
”

Myra shakes her head, “I doubt that is required, but naked, wrapped around her in bed is likely.  However, if they connect, it could happen.”

Morgan is puzzled.  “Doesn’t that bother you?”

Myra considers, “Hmmm.  Granted, it would be strange even among the Sidhe, but honestly, no.  I don’t think it would. He has 12 lovers at the moment, including Trina, Megan, Christie, all our Ravens, and a dwarf you don’t know named Kristina.  He proposed to her right before mom showed up.  She’ll be his second wife, and I suspect she is going to be a better wife to him than I am.  She’s kind, generous, and a very giving lover.”

Morgan chuckles, “You say that like you fucked her, too.”

Myra looks at her for a moment and says, “I have made love to her.   I made a point to ensure that I made love to all of his lovers when we were together over the holiday.  If Christie had been there, I would have made love to her, too.  At the time, I didn’t know she was in the picture.  One thing that I’ve learned from my husband is that we Sidhe are not nearly as loving to each other as we should be.  The humans have the same problem, but that doesn’t excuse us.”

Morgan frowns, “You made love to our sister?”

Myra smiles gently, “Yes.  I don’t expect it to be a frequent thing, but yes, I made love to Megan.  You are acting more in control of yourself, but you still obsess about who gets between my legs.  You almost sound jealous, Morganna.”

Morgan smacks her shoulder gently.  “Morgan.  Just like Myra.  Okay?”

Myra smiles hugely and kisses Morgan tenderly on her lips. “Of course, dear sister.”

Morgan says, “I like the sound of that. ‘Dear sister.’  Say it again, 
Sissi.”

Myra smiles, “Morgan, you are my dear sister, and I love you.” 

Sitting back and caressing Morgan’s arm, Myra says, “Morgan, I want you to meet my husband, Jack.  I want him to heal you.  He can make you whole.”

Morgan ponders that for a moment.  She says, “I will have to reinvent myself. I won’t be able to keep doing this if I am sane.”

“Would that be so bad?” Myra asks.  “You seem to be doing an admirable job of reinventing yourself within the walls of your suite.”

Looking into the distance, Morgan says, “No, I suppose not.  It’s just that I’ve been moving at my own pace.  I suspect this will be more like pulling the band-aid off.”

Suddenly, there is a pounding at the door.

Morgan whispers, “Lie on the floor.”  She yells, “Whaddya want?  I am BUSY!”

as she pulls a Spatha from its sheath hanging next to the door.

A voice on the other side responds, “Morgan, it’s Esmerelda.  I think you might want what I found sulking about.”

Morgan lets out a heavy sigh as she unlocks door.  She opens it and stands back.

In the doorway a 6’ tall human-bat hybrid stands holding a Hobgoblin in each hand by the back of the neck.  Myra’s has a small valise, Morgan’s has a pillow clutched to it’s tiny body.

Myra waves her in, “Come in, Esmi.”

After the night hag enters, Morgan closes and locks the door.  She sheaths the the Spatha and says, “I sent them.”  Esmerelda releases them.

Esmi nods, “I thought maybe that was the deal.  They’re usually 
so sneaky, but it’s hard to hide a pillow and a bag.  Some people noticed.  So, I snagged them.”

Morgan’s eyes narrow. “Who?”

The night hag responds, “Claudette and Selene.”

Morgan sighs, “Great.  Not the best pair, but not the worst.  Good initiative on your part.  Might I go so far as to thank you?”

Esmi chuckles, “I would be honored, Princess.” 

Morgan kisses her bat-like mouth tenderly.  “I need you to keep some more of my secrets, Esmi.”

Esmerelda agrees immediately, “Of course, Morgan.  Whatever it is, I will keep it.”

Morgan says, “Thank you, sweetie.  Okay Myra, you can get up.”

Myra stirs with a groan as she gets to her feet.  “Great.  The floor warmed for me, but it is still hard, especially after hanging on your tree for an hour.”

Morgan says, “Esmi, you can change if you like.  Only us girls and our loyal friends, the Hobs, are here.”

Esmerelda gives a frightening smile and then shimmers until a dark-grey skinned Sidhe stands in her place.

Looking at Myra, Morgan says, “We need to do some more theater, and then I think a shower, meal and bed.”  She turns to Esmi, “You up for staying the night?

Esmi wraps her in an embrace, “I would be delighted, Morgan.”  The kiss that follows demonstrates more than a platonic level of passion.

Myra smiles. Morgan and Esmi return it shyly.  Morgan says, “Esmi’s affection has been critical to my recovery.”

Myra says, “I’m very happy for you both.   How did you start your 
relationship?” she asks as she wraps them both into a hug.

Esmi says, “About five years ago, I found her curled in a ball crying in a dark corridor.”

Morgan adds, “I had been becoming more and more aware of what a monster I had turned into, and I broke down after passing two children who cringed at the site of me.  I ran through the hallways, and people were dodging or running to get out of my way until I found myself in a dead-end corridor.  I curled up in a ball and lost myself to crying.  Esmi found me. She wrapped her wings around me and nuzzled my hair, and told me that it would eventually be alright.”

They smile lovingly at each other.  Morgan continues, “Since then, we’ve spent many hours holding and comforting each other.”

Morgan looks at Myra, “Okay Sissi, more theater.  Sit at the base of the tree.  Your voice needs to come from the correct direction.  Here’s the recording of what I need you to do.  Accuracy is important, dear sister.”  Morgan plays the recording again for Myra.  Myra nods that she’s ready.

Crack-scream

Morgan screams, “Oh yes, sister!  No one will ever call you pretty again!”

Crack-scream

“Oops! There went one boob!”

Crack-scream

“Ah, there we go...no breast cancer worries for you, little sister.  Oh, don’t tell me you passed out again!”

Morgan whispers, “A little groan this time.”  Myra nods.

Crack - moan
.

Morgan yells, “Yeah, let’s see if you can walk on that, Sister.”

Holding her finger to her lips for silence, Morgan cracks the whip one final time. She yells with disgust, “Shit!  Really?  You’re going to sleep through that?  FUUUUUUCK!”  She pauses for dramatic effect and then says clearly to carry through the door, “Fine.  I’m working on your back when you come around.”

Morgan says quietly, “Okay, let’s shower, ladies.”  She leads them to the back of her suite. 

Myra hooks Esmi’s arm.  Esmi says, “Something's different about you, Myra.”

Myra smiles hugely and points to the bite mark beside her neck.  “I’m married,” she says.

Esmi responds, “Oh my.  Your mother is not going to like that.”

Myra laughs, “Right?”


Chapter 14 - Gathering Lost Birds

(Jack’s Condo - Phoenix)



W

e all get inside and bolt the door.  Weapons and cases go on the table.  Kristina wraps me into a hug and pulls me down for a demanding kiss.  She is wearing a short silk robe that matches the stockings and corset she is still wearing.  For a moment, I think I need to reimburse her for all this as a manager at a wine bar can’t possibly afford all this, but then I remember as the VP of my farms & wineries division, she has enough to do this if she wants.  Acorn and Marigold show up about that time.  I set out a little cup of water for each of them and then go pull another case out from under the bed.  I take it to the dining table.  Opening it, I hand three battery chargers and a power strip to Solange and Kristina. “Please plug these in.  The outlet on the end of the island should be good.”

I grab a tiny device, put a battery in and grab a camera.  “Acorn, when you’re ready, I have a special task for you.”  He buzzes to the table and lands next to the case.  He’s about as tall as a standard GI-Joe, but with dragonfly wings that are able to carry him in rapid, agile flight.  He asked me not to compare him to a Barbie doll.  I’ve been working on it.  GI-Joe 
is apparently okay.  He likes the movies.

I lift the device in my hand.  “This is a motion detector module.  I can use a drone to keep it in place, but this will be smaller.  You’ve seen the cameras I have in place.  The motion sensor plugs into the them like this.”  I demonstrate.   Then I take them apart and set the motion detector on the table and hold the camera.  “You try it.” 

Acorn pics the module up, turns it around to ensure everything is lined up, then connects them properly.  Then he looks at me.  I smile at him.  “Great job. Can you go install this on the camera at the end of the hall?”

“Sure Jack!  Hey Merry, stay here.  I’ll be back shortly.”

Marigold’s little voice squeaks back, “Okay, Corny”

Acorn fires back, “Don’t call me that!” 

“But you call me Merry,” she responds.

“You like to be called Merry.  I don’t like being called Corny,” he huffs. 

“Fine,” she pouts.

Marisol walks over to Marigold, “I go by Mari, too.  We are a very exclusive club.” 

Marigold smiles and launches up to kiss Marisol’s cheek.  “I knew I liked you,” she answers.

I look up and notice that Marisol is only wearing her stockings and a garter.  I survey the room to discover that Charli and Solange are in similar attire as they both hug on Krissie, who has dropped her robe to give them more skin.  Christie is nude, looking at me with hunger in her eyes.  I stand up and walk over to wrap her in a hug.  She raises her lips to mine.  “I was so worried about you, Jack.
”

I shake my head, “I was more worried about the Ravens and Marigold.  Myra, Megan, Trina, Corrina, Daphne, Geri, Liesl, and Sowie are all still out there.  Peg is in hiding.”

The Top Secret Ninja Phone, as Trina likes to call it, TSN or TS Phone as I like to call it, rings.  I look, and it’s Peg. 

“Hello Peg, are you safe?” I ask.

“For the moment, my Lord.  Trina and Daphne were in Sedona.  Apparently they can’t be found on site, so our local sovereign is about to scry for them.  Are they there with you?”

“No.  Daphne texted from Trina’s phone and said they couldn’t talk.  I’m waiting on a text.  If they are on my land, will that hide them?”

Peg answers, “No, but it will make them work for it more than if they are on the property of the court.  I was just thinking more fighters to defend against whomever or whatever they send.”

“How about if she does that cone of silence with shadows?” I ask.

“There is elf-tech for that specifically, but I don’t know what the Shadow Veil will do,”  she says.  My TSN phone pings for a text. 

“Okay, I just got a text on this phone.   That is probably our girl.  I’ll get back to you shortly.  Bye, Peg.”

I disconnect and check the text.  “I need to hear your voice. - T”

I call and hear, “Jack!”

“Hello my Pet.  Where are you?” I ask.

“Just left Sedona heading south.  We should be passing your 
property shortly,” she mutters.

“Your absence has been noted.  I understand A is about to try to scry for you.  Can your Shadow Veil hide from that?”

“Not on it’s own.  There was something from training that might help though.  Hold on for a second, Master.  Hey Dee, watch for Page Springs Road turn-off on the left.  Take it when we get there.  Okay, I’m back, Jack.  Daphne and I are both bound to you.  We couldn’t hide YOU since we’re not married - the bond only goes one way.  But with us being bound to you, you can maybe confuse our trail.  You need to concentrate on our bond to you and use your will to bring us closer.  Spiritually we will be co-located with you despite being separated physically.  It messes with the scrying magic.  We’re going to pull onto your land.  It won’t help hide us, but it will make it easier to power the bond.  Does that make sense?”

“Actually, in a strange way, it kind of does. Okay.  Does it help to have more bonded with me?” 

“I’ve never heard of it Jack, but maybe.  Be careful though.  If they happen to scry everyone that was at the party, you could confuse signals for the ladies in Springfield.  We would lose all our Ravens, Megan, and Myra.  It’s not likely they’ll do that, but it would reveal they are yours.  Here, Dee.  Turn left here!”

“Got it.  How about having Christie involved.  Any issues?” 

“No, there shouldn’t be, Jack.  As far as the magic is concerned she’s just a bond.  If we were bonded with her, then she could use illusion to hide us.”  Christie nods, and then puts on a cute face of concentration. 

“Alright, I’m going to go get into a meditation state and start pulling you to me.  Get parked.  I’ll pull you both.
”

Trina adds, “Cholley is with us too, Jack.  I don’t know if there’s anything we can do about him.”

“Maybe sit him between the two of you.  They may not know he is missing yet,”  I surmise.  “It may be enough.”

“Okay, Jack.”

“Pet, are you okay?  I felt something from you a while back - like a wave of despair.  You sound like you’re having difficulty talking.”

“I was in a bad place, Jack.  Cholley and Daphne got me free, then I dispensed my own form of justice.  I’ll tell you about it while you wrap your arms around me and heal me.  I love you, Jack.  Daphne sends her love, too.  We are both going to need some quality time from you soon.  Now go get ready, Master.”

“I love you too, Trina.  I can’t wait to hold you in my arms.”  Then I disconnect. 

“Okay ladies, I need to do some serious Green Lord magic.  As usual, it’s something I’ve never done before, but it is ‘the needful’ at the moment.  I need you all to pour your love into me just like you always do, but with intent.  All of you that are bound to me need to touch me.  In the bedroom.”  I kiss Christie again.

Tiphanae calls, “Jack, I’m not bound to you by flesh yet.  Do you think it would hurt if I stayed on guard?”

I nod as I pull the mattress to the floor.  “Stay in this room touching the flesh of as many as you can.  You don’t have a flesh bond, but you are family.  Kristina, too.  You can both stay in contact and watch the doorway with weapons ready.  Krissie, your bond with Trina is tangible.  You definitely need to be here.
”

“Of course, Jack,” she agrees.

I add,  “Ladies, complete nudity.  If there is any chance of clothing inhibiting the bond, we need to eliminate it.”  The Ravens smile as they start removing their stockings.  Christie helps Kristina remove her corset, and then she slides her stockings down, too.

I think to myself while I strip off, ‘It probably doesn’t matter, but it looks like they’re happy about it.  Too bad I'm not 100% certain because they looked hot with them on.  Then again, they all look hot no matter what!
’  I hang my jeans and empty my pockets onto the bedside table

I sit in the middle of the mattress with my back straight in a relaxed, cross-legged meditation pose with eyes closed.  I immediately start deep breathing to clear my mind and focus on my two missing concubines.  After about two breaths, silky skin touches mine.  Breasts, cheeks, legs, arms, and a slightly rounded tummy press into my left side as warm lips kiss my neck.   Rougher hands that know hard work drape over my right shoulder as soft skin stretched over lean muscle presses against my arm.  Plump full breasts press into my back as silky legs wrap around my torso to hook my legs and hot, full lips press into the back of my neck.  I feel a finger or two added on each shoulder.  I’m guessing it’s Christie to the left, Kristina to the right, and Solange behind me.  A foot wedges between the bodies on my left and right as buttocks caress down my face with a giggle - Charli.  She squats in front of me as Solange pulls my legs open into a ‘V,’ pulling me back as she leans into me to support my back.  Charli’s sits down between my legs, with Little Jack rapidly growing to full size pressed between her back and my stomach.

I pull her back to me, and kiss her neck.  “I love you, Charli!
”

“I love you too, Jack!” she tells me earnestly.  “You are the husband of my heart!  I know that Trina and Daphne feel the same way, my Lord.  Bring them to us!  Bring my sister wives to me!  We need to be together!” 

Marisol walks up and sits on the floor between Charli’s legs facing her.  She splays her legs and slides forward, letting them slide over the top of Charli’s.  Charli reaches under her cheeks and pulls Marisol’s torso tight to her own.  Charli then changes her grip to wrap her left arm around Marisol as she reaches back to hold onto my neck.  Marisol reaches around my neck and leans past Charli’s face to kiss me.  “Bring my sisters home, husband.”  I reach around to caress Marisol’s back with my right hand and her shoulder with my left.

Kristina turns my head and kisses me.  “Bring my sisters home, husband!”

Solange leans forward and turns my chin a little farther to capture my lips, “Bring my sisters home, husband!”

Christie kisses my neck and gently bites my ear.  She whispers into my ear, “Bring my sisters home, husband!”  I lean into her as a pair of red-tinged hands reach past my head on either side to touch Charli’s and Marisol’s faces while keeping contact with mine. 

Tiphanae’s wings wrap around all of us to hold her new family in their embrace.  “Lord, please bring my sisters home!  I will watch over you all!”

“So will we!” I hear from two tiny voices as I close my eyes.  As Kristina said earlier, the love of my family is palpable, not only for me, but also for their missing sisters.  I resume deep breathing as I focus on my memory of the feel of Trina in my arms, of Daphne in my arms.  I remember the feel of Trina as we made love the first time on the balcony in Cottonwood.  I recall her joy at the love she shared with Kristina in KC’s 
office.  I remember her sharing love with all of her sisters over Thanksgiving weekend.  I remember Daphne crying as she told me she was ‘defective,’ and how it broke my heart.  I remember the hug and the kiss as I told her that she is mine.   I remember the feel of her taut buttocks as I spanked her, and her passion as I took her virginity Thanksgiving weekend and bit her flesh to make her my beloved concubine.

I imagine each of them in my arms.  I imagine the love they feel for me washing over me as they look at me from across the room, as they hold my hand, and as we make love.  I remember how they selflessly share their love with their sisters as they learned that I am not the only person in our family that can love them, or needs their love.

Finally, I acknowledge how empty I feel that they are not here with me.  Then I reach for them with my mind and my heart.  I reach.  I yearn for them.  Finally, I feel their bond to me.  I reach out along the bonds until it feels like I’m touching them.  I wrap each of them in my love and pull them to me with my mind.

I send my thoughts to them, *Hello my darlings!
*

I feel gasps from my missing ladies.  Trina sends back, *Jack?  Is that you?
*

I send a smile, *Yes, beloved.  Come to me!
* I tug at her with my will.

She answers with, *(gasp!) I’m here!  I can feel everyone!
*

I call, *Daphne, can you hear me?
*

I hear, *(sobs) Yes, Jack!  I want to be there with you, my Lord!
*

I respond, *Then come to me, Daphne!  Make me happy!  Be with me!  Come to me!
* I tug at her with my will.

Daphne answers with, *(gasp!) I’m here, Lord!  Trina!  I’m here
!
*

Trina responds, *(giggles) I know!  I can feel you here, and I can feel you here!
*

Daphne adds, *I feel Charli, Kristina, Solange, Marisol, and is that Christie?  Yes!  Hello Christie! There’s another, but I don’t know her.  Wait - is that Tiphanae?
*

*Yes, Precious.  It is.
*  I ask them, *Are you somewhere safe?
*

Trina answers, *Yes, Master!  We came in next to the dry creekbed among the trees.  I was able to pull the truck between the brush and trees, so it will be hard to find us from the air.  Cholley is sitting between us, and we are holding hands around him.  He is sitting with two pistols watching for threats.
*

I’m curious.  *I remember brush by the creek, but I don’t remember trees.
*

Trina says, *Yeah, I didn’t remember them either, but there are a bunch of trees along the creek.  There’s a little trickle of water running down the creek.  They must have had rain.
*

*I don’t remember hearing about that on the news, but I generally only pay attention to where I am.  Um...are you injured.  Something about you feels off.  You mentioned needing healing.
*

Daphne pitches in, *Lorn happened.  Apparently Springfield called to tell them to watch for us.  He set an ambush at Trina’s truck with three other Sidhe knights.  They tasered us both, then he took a Dremel to Trina’s face.  He used it as a tattoo needle with Living Shadows as the ink.
*

Trina pitches in, *He destroyed the muscles in my left cheek.   It’s hard to talk, and it feels like the ink is continuously moving.  It burns a little bit, but not nearly as bad as if I were aligned with the Summer Court.  Supposedly, it can’t be removed, but Living Shadows are supposed to actually be creatures of faerie.  I think you can talk them out of my skin.  Then you can heal the damage, right?
*

*I’m certain I can heal your flesh, and if they are alive, I will be able to pull them out.  I’ll need to find a way to give them a place to live.  It doesn’t make sense to kill them when they had no choice in the matter.  We’ll talk when you get here.  Once you’re here, let ‘em scry.  We’ll stop them here.  How long do you think we need to keep you here, Pet?
*

Trina sends, *(hmmmm) As long as you can, Love.  If you can make it until after daybreak, it will be more difficult for Ariana to scry us. Darkness is her element.
*

I’m worried suddenly, *Did you just summon her, Pet?
*

Trina responds, *(chuckle) Nope.  This is the only way I feel safe saying her name.  It’s inside our minds; therefore, it’s not in the air.  Our minds also don’t qualify as darkness.  Especially yours.  Your mind feels like a sunny day in the forest.
*

*(phew) Oh good.  I don’t want to call her while I’m surrounded by all our ladies.  I wouldn’t be able to move.  Get some rest, my darlings.  I’ll hold you here in my heart.  Rest.
*

I imagine holding one against me in each arm, skin against skin.  My hands gently caress them from neck to tushy, over and over again as I kiss first one on the temple and then the other.  It seems like I only do it for a few minutes before I feel someone shaking my shoulder.

I hear Trina and Daphne whisper, *We’ll see you soon my Lord.  I love you!
*

*I love you too, my Darlings.  Be safe, and hurry home!
*


Chapter 15 - Morning after


I
 open my eyes to find Charli leaning back on my shoulder with drool seeping from her lips into Marisol’s hair.   Marisol is leaning her head on Charli’s shoulder with Charli’s arms wrapped around her.  Marisol’s arms are hanging with a hand on Kristina’s leg and the other on mine.  Christie is draped over Charli and myself, and Solange’s strong chocolate arms are hanging over my shoulders.

Kristina is leaning forward to look in my eyes. 

She smiles at me.  She whispers, “Good morning, my Lord!”  Then she kisses me. “Good morning, Master!”  Another kiss. “Good morning, Fiancé!”  A third kiss. “Good morning, husband of my heart!”  She kisses me slowly, deeply, and the passion intensifies.  She murmurs into my mouth.  “Jack, I’m so horny, I think I’m going to explode.  I’m naked, rubbing on your naked body, surrounded by all these beautiful ladies who love us both.  I need somebody to fuck me!”

Four drowsy voices give a chorus of ‘okay’ responses.  Krissie and I break out in laughter and there are some light chuckles from the others.

“Lay down and get some sleep, my loves.  My bladder is 
reminding me that I’ve been here all night.”  I kiss Kristina’s cheek, Marisol’s head, Charli’s cheek, both of Solange’s arms, Tiphanae’s arm, and Christie’s temple, before I slowly detach myself and gently make my way to drain the main vein.

Five minutes later, really - it feels like I peed for five minutes straight - I pull on a pair of sweats and a sweatshirt, then check the time.  It’s about 7am.

Feeling much better, I return to the bedroom to find Kristina sleeping deeply despite her professed need.  I sidle around the mattress and grab my regular and TSN phones.  Then I try to quietly move out to the living room.  I grab a glass of water before I gravitate to the armchair in the corner, AKA ‘Trina’s chair,’ and take a seat. 

Unlocking the TSN phone, I text Peg to ask if they are still scrying.  She texts back, ‘They stopped about an hour before dawn.’  She texts again ‘I am lurking about, but trying to remain out of sight.  The last word I heard was that Myra’s mom has Corrina hanging in the throne room with Trevor giving her strokes of the lash for about 10 minutes at the top of the hour.  The cuts in her back are getting bigger at a rate slightly faster than her healing can deal with them.’ 


‘Damn
!’ I think.  ‘I wonder how am I going to get her out of there.
’

I text again, ‘Any word of Myra, Geri, and Liesel?’ 

She responds, ‘People were talking about Myra’s screams coming out of Morgan’s suite.  No word about Sowie, Geri, and Liesl.  Assuming they’re still locked up.’

I close, ‘Thanks, Peg.  Let me know when you learn more?’

I check on the status of the motion sensors.  I’m concerned about the battery life on them because they are active all the time, running on battery.  I pull up the iPad and check the status.  Acorn drops down beside me.  “I swapped them out 
before I sent Marigold downstairs with Persimmon.  We’re rotating through up here.  One person downstairs gets to sleep.  We feed when we come up, before the upstairs person rotates down.  We’re switching out every four hours, but we’ll have to switch to every two if we run out of food and water downstairs.”

“Good report, Acorn.  When do you think you will run out based on how you are sitting now?” 

He shrugs, “a little after mid-day.”

“Okay.  We’ll do a resupply later this morning.  I’ve got plenty of luncheon meat, cheese and veggies on hand.  I’m going to get a quick workout before the ladies stir.”

Solange walks by wearing a pair of my flannel boxers and one of my old cotton t-shirts.  “Good,”  she says.  “I could use to burn off some stress.  If it’s okay, I’ll join you.”

I reach for her with my left hand, and she slides under it to clamp me in a fierce hug.  “Of course, Darling.  I’m thinking some HIIT and hand weights.  That okay?” 

She looks deep in my eyes quietly for a moment.  “I was hoping for some hand-to-hand or weapons.  I figure you can take whatever I can dish out, Lord.”

I cock an eyebrow at her, “I don’t know Solange.  Corrina wouldn’t have picked you as her lieutenant if you couldn’t hand out an ass whoopin’.   If you break me, you have to fix me.”

She gives me a big smile, “I’ll keep you in one piece, my Lord...if just barely.”  She stares at me quietly as she squeezes me tighter.  “Do you have any idea how much I love you, Mr. Jerome?” 

I lean in and kiss her.  “I suspect the amount I love you is a pretty close approximation,” I tell her with a smirk.  “Let’s 
go break a sweat, and then we can make love in the shower.”

She cocks an eyebrow at me, “You better mind your defenses closely if you expect to have enough energy to love me afterwards, Mr. Jerome.  I understand you are of advanced years!” 

“Ha!  You’ve been listening to Trina too much.  My body thinks it’s a 25 year-old human rather than a 50 year old.  I’ll try to hang, my love.”

She looks at me with doe eyes.  “Say it again, Jack.”

“Solange is my Love.”  I kiss her again.  “Let’s go earn our reward, my Love.”

We go to the guest room.  There is just enough room for us to work in the space between the bed, desk, and piano.  We do a bunch of high knee raises, kicks, and a sunrise salute to warm up.  Then we do two 90 second sets of air squats and two sets of squat presses with 90 second rest between them.  Then we use a 25 pound slam ball for alternating medicine ball-burpees for two minutes with one minute of rest.  One person does high knee kicks while the other does a burpee onto the ball and then pitches it up in the air instead of jumping.  The ‘kicker’ catches the ball then roles switch. 

Of course, Solange tries to make a competition out of it by trying to pitch the ball directly at my chest while my knee is up rather than in an upward arc as we agreed.  After a few of those, I no longer found it too challenging.  So, I decide to give it back to her.  The intensity of the tosses increases until we’re both ‘tossing’ the 25 pound ball like a hard basketball pass, forcing the other to take a step backward on the catch.  Solange is glaring at me during the break while we work to steady our breathing.  Right before the bell she starts giggling as she grabs the ball and throws it to me.  I bobble it, but I manage not to drop it in the middle of the computer desk. 

“Oops,” she says.


“Be ready,” I respond as I drop down to do the burpee.  The game is on!  I fire a bullet pass to her.  She catches it, sticks her tongue out, and does hers.  We finish out the set much like the first one ended.

I put the ball away into the closet when I hear Solange’s voice, “Be ready, Jack.”

I look over my shoulder in time to see her snap a kick at my left kidney!  I’m out of position to defend against anything!  My conscious brain freezes, but I drop my weight and step my left foot behind my right and pivot to face her. Now that I have a better angle, the taiji training kicks in as I bend over the top of her kick to avoid her weapon while dropping my hands onto the ankle to control it.  Solange knows what she’s doing, but I still have a little game left, too.  I hold the ankle in place as I slide the left foot towards Solange as I drop my weight into Serpent Sneaks through Grass. 

That particular taiji posture is interesting in that it is beautiful and dance-like, but it looks completely useless for combat.  What isn’t obvious when it’s done in the air, is that it’s a sophisticated balance attack.  Solange has to fight for balance when I resist the withdrawal of her foot, then again as I drop my weight holding her extended leg.  As I shift my weight low along the floor towards her, her foot is anchored to my hip, which moves her center of balance again.  Finally as I launch upward, my momentum and her sacrificed balance allow me to launch her up in the air while keeping control of her right foot.

However, whereas I have ‘a little game left,’ Solange has mad skills.  She grabs my right shoulder with her left hand and twists in the air to heel kick me in the stomach right before she slams into the floor.  I end up falling on top of her, gasping for air while she groans from her impact on the floor and me landing on top of her.  We groan and moan as we both 
withdraw and take a defensive posture.  We give each other stink-eye before bursting out into laughter.  We stand, hug, kiss, and then drop back to our defensive postures.  

For the next 30 minutes we work through attack and counter drills ranging from half-speed to nearly-full-speed.  She’s a great training partner, and she pushes me harder than most of the Kenpo and Krav Maga guys I’ve trained with.  We finish with some partner stretches and yoga, then we go to the kitchen for water.  After downing a couple of those, we strip off and head for the shower.

One of my favorite sci-fi series features a hero flying through space with his harem and having wild shower sex with all of them.  Since I have a small condo shower, I don’t see that happening, but for Solange and myself it works quite well.  I pull her into the tiny enclosure and wrap her in my arms as the water sluices over us.  She insists on shampooing her own hair.  So, I grab the body wash and give her a thorough scrub from neck to toes, making sure that each part gets a kiss as I clean it.  By the time I finish, she is breathing rapidly again while watching me with hooded eyes. 

As I stand, she pours out some more shampoo and says, “Lean forward, Jack.”  She gives my hair and scalp a good scrub and rinse, then trades the shampoo for the body wash.  She does a thorough job over my entire body, but I am surprised at the amount of scrubbing required to get Little Jack clean.  She keeps coming back to soap him up and rinse him clean.  When she sets the body wash aside, she takes my little friend into her mouth and sucks him until he’s completely rigid, and penetrating the back of her throat.  I pull her to standing and push her against the wall.  I lift her right leg, line Little Jack up as I lean in to kiss her, and slowly push into her welcoming, hot, wetness.

I hold her there for a moment kissing her deeply and thumbing 
her turgid nipple.  I pull back and drive into with more force, and Solange moans her approval.  “Take me hard, my Lord.  Use me!”

I hold her right leg up as I continue to fondle and fuck her.  She pulls me closer, and raises her left leg off the ground to lock ankles behind my ass.  We make love urgently, as though the end of the world was near.  As we both reach our bliss, I lean into her and devour her mouth as we both ride out our spasms and slowly sink to the tiled floor.

Finally we stand, kiss, and scrub each other down gently one more time.  I turn off the water and wrap Solange in a fluffy grey towel.  I tell her, “I love you, Solange.  More every day.” 

She looks over her shoulder and smiles hugely with wide open eyes.  “I love you too, Jack.  I don’t know what you’ve done to me, but please don’t ever stop.”

I kiss her before telling her, “If I’m breathing, I’m loving you, Solange.” 

She squeezes my arms that are wrapped around her.

She smiles shyly and a little lilt of the islands appears as she says, “Get yourself dry, my beautiful man.”

I towel off, brush my teeth, and run an electric razor over my face while Solange combs out her hair.

I remark as I watch her brush her curly locks until they are relatively straight, “I swear, Trina gets more tangles than you do.”

Solange nods sagely, “My hair is more coarse than Trina’s.  Hers is thick, but mine is almost twice as thick.  It doesn’t knot as easily.  Fortunately, I think it’s still soft.  Plus, I think there is enough European influence in my DNA to let it fall more like loose curly locks than standard African hair like Sowie’s.  We’ve compared hair notes a lot over the years. She 
keeps hers short because it’s just so much easier to care for.”

I pull on some boxers, jeans and a grey t-shirt.  I’m still pretty warm from the workouts and shower, so I skip pulling on a shirt for the moment.

I walk out to find Solange back in her cocktail dress from last night.  She sits on the couch and pulls on her stockings carefully, but leaves her shoes off for now.

I wrap her in a hug and caress her lean, strong back.  Linking my fingers to hers, we walk to the kitchen and start making breakfast.  Persimmon is on watch on the counter.  I wave, and she flashes us a huge smile.

Without letting go of Solange’s hand, I open the fridge.  I pull out eggs, bacon, cold cuts, cheeses, yogurt, and a couple of cartons of berries.  I’m famished, and everything sounds like the right recipe for breakfast.  I pull out some left-over roasted broccoli & cauliflower, an onion, celery, three avocados, some tomatoes, and a carton of mushrooms.  The fridge is pretty close to empty.  I may have inadvertently lied to Acorn last night.  I grab a couple extra sticks of butter, and then I close the door.  I open the freezer and pull out a full and a half loaf of artisan bread to thaw.  That’s the last of the bread.  I close the freezer door and look into Solange eyes.  She’s staring into my soul.  She pulls me into a gentle, wet kiss and tells me, “I think we’re going to need our hands free, my Lord.” 

I smile and kiss her one more time before releasing her.  “Will you start by cleaning and draining the berries?”  She nods and roots around finding a colander and a paring knife.  I put a skillet on the stove and get the bacon started on a medium heat before I start another skillet heating with some butter and EVOO in it.  I chop up the onion, two stalks of celery, mushrooms, and left-over veggies.  I throw the onions and celery into the skillet with the butter and oil, and cover 
them to let them brown.

I turn the bacon and then get a bowl out for the avocados.  I cut them, pop the seeds out, and dice them in the shell before squeezing the fruit into the bowl.  I finely chop some more onions and some for the fresher leaves from the celery until they look granulated.  I toss those in with the avocado, chop up a couple of tomatoes complete with juice.  Then I add a pinch of kosher salt, about ¼-teaspoon of Aleppo Pepper, a pinch each of black, white, and cayenne pepper, a liberal dash of garlic powder, and the juice of half a lemon.  I stir that all up and then let it sit while I flip the bacon again and pre-heat the oven to 400F. 

I get another bowl out of the cupboard and start pulling out eggs as Kristina joins us.  She is wearing a short flannel plaid lumberjack shirt in her size, but hanging open in Trina’s style.  She grabs my water glass and drains it, then refills it and takes over for me cracking eggs into the bowl with a quick kiss on my lips and a smile.

I stir up the onions and celery and add the leftover veggies.  I lower the heat and cover them.  Then I put the bacon on a plate covered with paper towels and put a lid on it before turning the heat to low under the bacon fat.

It the meantime, Kristina has crawled up on my counter to pull down dill and dried chives.  We toss some of those into the dozen eggs in the bowl with some garlic powder, Aleppo pepper, black pepper and salt.  Kristina whips the shit out of the eggs while I wrap the bread into foil and stuff it in the oven with a five minute timer.

Tiphanae arrives and asks, “May I help?”

I nod, “Sure, sweetie.  Can you figure out how we’re going to seat seven of us for breakfast?” 

She smiles brightly, “It will be my pleasure, my Lord.
”

I point to the appropriate locations as I say, “Plates & bowls, flatware, glassware.  Thanks, Tiphanae.”

At that point, I split the grilled veggies between the two skillets.  I boost the temperature on them both to medium high, and then ladle the eggs over the veggies.  Kristina mixes them together in one skillet while I do the same on the other.  I ladle about two tablespoons of water into each skillet, cover them, and turn to the avocado.

Solange reports, “All done, Jack.”  She has a nice bowl of mixed blueberries and strawberries. 

I ask, “Did you drizzle some agave nectar on those?” 

She nods with a grin, “I’m not very good in the kitchen, but I remember my mother putting sugar on them.  I thought this might be better.”

I compliment her, “Good idea, sweetheart.”  Kristina reaches up to kiss her cheek as she fondles Solange’s tushy.  The ladies giggle, as Solange breaks away to carry the fruit and yogurt to the table.

Tiphanae is getting plates down, and Kristina points at the small bowls next to them.  “Those too, Tiphanae.   For the fruit and yogurt.

The timer goes off as Christie, Marisol, and Charli arrive.  I pull the bread out of the oven, and Christie retrieves the bread basket from the pantry.  Charli asks, “How did you know that was there?”

Christie replies with a grin, “Jack did let me eat that weekend he knocked me up!  Bread and cold-cuts for breakfast were the other highlight other than the mind-blowing sex!”

Charli swoons, “A whole weekend alone with Jack!  You’re so lucky!  I think Trina is the only other one that has had more 
than a day alone with him.”

Christie gets a distant smile on her face, “It was lovely!  I didn’t want to leave!  Unfortunately, I saw that if I was selfish and stayed with him, he would never make the connections with the Winter Court he needed to make.  He wouldn’t be ready to face the Dread Lord.  But I did squeeze every last moment of pleasure from him that I could.”

Christie looks to Charli as she wraps the bread in a towel and places it in the basket and says, “I think we’ll find a way for him to spend alone time with each of you.  It may not be necessary, but it is a treat all of you would enjoy.”

“Oh yes, please,” gasps Marisol.  Charli laughs as she points at Marisol and says, “What she said!”

At this point the eggs are set.  I flip them onto a plate and drop some Boursin cheese on top and cover them with the skillet lid.  Then I do the same to the other skillet-full.

Leaving those to melt, I mash the avocado into guacamole, stir it, and hand it to Christie to put on the table. 

Tiphanae says, “My Lord Jack, you may wish to plate over there.  I’ve got seven place settings and chairs, but it’s a tight fit.” 

I look up.  Everything is just right.  I tell her, “Great work, Tiphanae.  I didn’t plan for more than four at the table when I bought it, so getting seven around it is quite a feat.  I’m lucky I have enough place settings and chairs for everyone.”

Marisol and Tiphanae shuttle plates over while I serve up the eggs and bacon.  Kristina and Charli make coffees while Christina grabs the bottle of OJ from the fridge and pours.  I break the last serving of bacon and eggs into three smaller portions and slide one in front of Persimmon. 

She pipes up with a “thank you, Jack” before digging in with 
a little spoon she pulls out of her bag.

Everything is plated, and we are just getting settled in our seats when I hear a squeak from Persimmon.  I launch to her and follow her finger with my eyes to the iPad screen to see a tall, fit woman and four big, burly men exit the elevator and march towards my door. 

Solange slides up next to me.  She smirks and says clearly, “Wolf Shifter’s Bitch is here.”

I hear a knock and then a warm contralto voice says, “I heard that, Solange.”

Solange laughs, “I figured you would, Chelsea.  Just a second.”  She looks around to confirm that everyone is ready. 

She looks at me and says, “It should be fine, Jack.  Chelsea and her clan are genuinely good people.”  Then she whispers into my ear, “Just stand behind your chair and look regal, Darling.”

Solange nods to Tiphanae, who then opens the door.  The tall woman stands in the doorway.  Her eyes find mine and don’t let go.  I cross to the door and extend my hand, “Hello.  I’m Jack Jerome.  And who might you be?”

She smiles warmly and gives me a manly handshake, “Chelsea Mansfield.  As Solange stated, I literally am ‘the Bitch’ of the Wolf Shifters in the Americas.  It’s a title for the head female whereas the Alpha is normally the head regardless of gender.  It’s a pleasure to meet you, Jack.”

She grasps my hand in her other and holds on tightly before she sees what she’s doing.  Her eyes bug, and then she releases my hand.  I wave her in.  “Please come in, Chelsea.  You and your party are welcome here.”

She steps inside, and two of the men follow her in.  The other two take up posts outside the door in the hallway.  Tiphanae closes the door.


Chapter 16 - Trina Meets the Trees

(Jack’s property north of Cottonwood, Arizona)


T
rina opens her eyes to find her little group surrounded by trees.  Daphne is also stirring as they reluctantly release their hold on each other’s hands and take in the sights.

Cholley is sitting quietly inside their embrace watching an ethereal woman sitting about ten feet in front of him in a ‘half-lotus’ seated pose.  Keeping his eyes on the newcomer, Cholley tells Trina, “I don’t think she is a danger, Princess.  She walked up and took that position shortly after the two of you went into a trance.”  He turns to look at Trina and says, “It was the strangest thing.  I could see you both here and feel your arms around me, but I could tell you weren’t here, too.  Your body was here, but you were gone.” 

The ethereal woman speaks with a clear soothing voice, “Why are you on the Lord’s property?”  She has lean, soft limbs, a long neck, generous breasts, and a narrow waist that flares to her curvy hips.  She is sitting on the ground with her hands resting gently on her knees.

Trina gets up and walks to stand before her.  As the young woman looks up at her and starts to unfold, Trina drops to her knees into 
deep seated bow.  She sits back up into a seiza position and says, “Hello.  My name is Katrina ab Koran Mac Laughlin.  I am my Lord’s concubine.  I welcome you here in the name of the Green Lord.  Please call me Trina.”  She bows again. 

The young woman shifts her position to match Trina’s with a smile.  She bows and returns to seiza.  “Hello Trina, I am Meriam.  No other names, just Meriam.  It is my honor to meet you.  I come to enter service of the Green Lord.  Can you take my oath?”

Trina tells her, “Meriam, I am not able to do that.  However, I know that the Lord is very welcoming.  I have not known him to turn anyone away.  I’m sure he will welcome your service.  You don’t smell like a human, a Sidhe, an Elf, or a Dwarf.  Please tell me about yourself and how you manage to make the trees move,” Trina finishes with a smile.

Meriam’s laughter tinkles in the air like bells.   “Trina, I know your name.  I’m certain you probably suspect my nature.  In the interest of full disclosure, I am a nymph.  There are a variety of different types of nymphs;  I am a dryad.  I am the living spirit of a tree embodied in a woman.   By the way, I will need to plant my seed to grow my tree, in which I will live, rest, and recuperate from being out in the world.” 

“I have with me thirty-two hamadryads, which are basically nymphs that are also trees.  It’s a subtle difference, but important.  They move as people, but stop to sink their roots into the earth to feed, rest, and rebuild.  I also have with me a water nymph, or naiad.” 

She pauses for a moment before continuing, “We were concerned when we first felt the Lord in mid-September.  I understand through the wind that all of the nymphs in the planet sensed him about the same time, and our joy was palpable.  Then we sensed he was putting his roots in the desert, and we became concerned that he might be in an inhospitable location.  We hitched a ride on a truck to Flagstaff right before Thanksgiving, but he was gone 
when we got there.” 

Trina nods, “My Lord entertained his family in a rented house in Sedona over the Thanksgiving weekend.  We had a lovely time, and only two members of our family couldn’t be there.  He flew to Connecticut the following Monday.”

Meriam nodded, “We felt pulled to this land the following week after we lost his trail.  We set up down in the dry creek bed, and Cassandra, our naiad, was able to pull ground water up into a spring that bubbles out to ensure we can survive.  We discovered that the Lord had chosen a nearly ideal oasis for us.”

Trina smiles and beckons her companions.  Daphne kneels to her left, and Cholley sits loosely to her right.  “Please allow me to introduce my sister-concubine, Daphne, and my long-time friend Cholley, who also seeks to enter the service of the Green Lord.”  Daphne gets up and hugs Meriam.  Meriam is surprised, but happy.  She gives Cholley and then Trina a hug, too.

She holds Trina for a moment and looks at her.  “Trina, that facial tattoo looks painful.  Why did you get it?  It’s not a very positive message.” 

Trina shakes her head, “It is painful.  I didn’t ask for it.  I was attacked essentially for being bonded to my Lord.  He hasn’t seen it yet.  I fear he will go on a rampage when he does.  Unfortunately, my natural Sidhe rapid healing isn’t going to do much as long as the living shadows are in my flesh.  I’m hopeful, Jack can pull them out.

Meriam purses her lips for a minute and then slides her hands down Trina’s arms to hold her hands.  She says, “Trina, I can use the living shadows.  One of my grove, Jana, is an elm hamadryad.  Hamadryads consider living shadows a blessing from the Unseelie.  Jana’s pretty old and needs to seed a new tree.  The complication is she has root rot disease.  She can’t seed a new tree with the disease; it will follow her to the new tree.  The 
living shadows can enter through her roots, chase down the disease spoors and protect the new seed from the disease.  Once the seed is mature, she withdraws into the seed, and I plant it in a place that will allow her to thrive.  The living shadows get to consume the diseased remnants of her current tree, chasing it down into the soil and consuming it all, effectively eliminating all trace of the disease in the soil.  At that point, Jana’s roots could stretch right through the formerly infected soil and never be touched because the shadows are that effective.”

Trina weeps, “I’m so sorry.  I didn’t know.  I left some in a bottle in the Sedona compound.  Will my tattoo have enough to help?”

Meriam hugs her and smiles, “It’s plenty, Trina.  They are alive.  They grow!  A small drop would work.  You have enough in your skin to really get things going quickly.”  She looks back behind Trina, “Jana, would you join us?”

Trina, Daphne, and Cholley look to their left.  There are so many trees around them that it’s difficult to tell where Miriam is looking.  Slowly, a majestic tree shrinks into the shape of a human - the branches merge and shrink into arms, braids of hair, and facial features emerge.  Slowly, the being makes its way towards the quartet gathered in the middle of the grove.  One of the branches appears to have formed into a twisted cane that the figure uses to assist her locomotion.  She comes to the clearing, and Trina notes that she looks like an old crone with her cane.  She has pronounced buck teeth and a patrician nose.

Meriam says, “Allow me to introduce Jana Elm.  Jana, these worthies are Daphne, Trina, and Cholley.”

Jana smiles and says, “Hello dears.  I’m afraid I look a fright.  Between the disease and my age, I no longer look very much like a nymph.” 

The Sidhe ladies each hug her, then Cholley hugs her and asks, “Would it be alright if I helped you stand, dear lady?
”

Jana squints at him and then smiles. “I would be honored to have the support of such a distinguished warrior.”  Cholley blushes.

“Jana,” Meriam begins, “Trina has been tortured by being tattooed with living shadows.  I think she can help you, and you can help her.  Are you willing?”

Jana’s mouth gapes in surprise.  “Oh what a blessing!  Lady Trina, may I take your living shadows from you?” she asks with hope dripping from her voice.

Trina hugs her again, “I am grateful to you for the offer, Jana.  I willingly gift them to you.”

Jana kisses her uninjured cheek and says, “Just lay down on the ground, dearie.  I’ll take care of the rest.” 

Trina quickly lays down at Jana’s feet.  Holding tightly to Cholley, Jana picks up her left foot and places her toes onto Trina’s tattoo.  Slowly small root hairs extend from Jana’s toes and probe the tattoo.  The root hairs throb as they pull on the living shadows.  At first, the shadows resist, but suddenly they get the idea that there is more opportunity in Jana’s offer.  The root hairs absorb the shadows and penetrate into the wounds left by the dremel while sucking out all remaining remnants. 

Trina giggles, “It tickles!” 

Jana tells her, “Stay still, dearie.  Just a couple minutes longer.” 

Finally, Jana leans heavily again on Cholley and slowly lifts her foot.  The root hairs curl up onto her foot as she slowly puts her weight back on her foot.

“You can get up, dearie,” Jana says with a happy sigh. 

Trina bolts to her feet and wraps Jana in a hug.  She tells the old woman, “Thank you so much, Jana.  My face is still a mess, but I feel it starting to heal now.  Thank you.”  She kisses the crone’s cheek
.

Patting Trina’s face, Jana says, “You blessed me, little one.  It was my pleasure.”  Looking at Cholley she says, “Would you help me down to the creek, Warrior?  The more water I can absorb, the faster the shadows will grow.”

Cholley holds her hand saying, “It is my honor to assist you, Lady Jana.”  He leads her slowly down the hill.  They pass a young woman carrying a basket who stops and points them to a particular spot.  Jana shakes her head and points to another spot and then pats the younger woman on her shoulder.  The girl kisses the old woman’s cheek and then continues toward the center of the grove.

Meriam calls to her, “Hello Cassandra!”

She responds, “Hello Meriam.  I brought food and drinks for our guests.”

Meriam smiles, “Actually Cassandra, we are their guests.  These worthies are Lady Daphne and Lady Trina, concubines of the Green Lord.  Ladies, allow me to introduce Cassandra.  Like me, she has no family name.  She is the naiad in our group.  Like dryads, naiads only get a second name once they have a named water way they nurture.  For dryads, it’s a forest rather than a water way.   As I plan to start my grove on the Lord’s land here, I will likely never have a second name.”

Trina says with a knowing smile,  “You haven’t meant Jack, our Lord.  I suspect he will give you a name that is very dear to him.” 

Daphne laughs, “Don’t you just know it!”

Meriam isn’t sure what the joke is, but she is glad the ladies are happy.  “Please ladies.  Have a seat.  Let’s have some refreshments.”  They all sit and enjoy walnuts, hazelnuts, and fresh water.


Chapter 17 - Talking to the Bitch

(Jack’s Condo in Phoenix, Arizona)


S
olange walks forward and wraps Chelsea in a hug and kisses her cheek.

She says, “It’s been a while, Chelsea.  How have you been?”

“I’m doing well, Solange.  It’s great to see you.  It’s too bad I’m here on business.  I’d love to catch up with you.”

I say, “Chelsea, let me introduce the rest of my family.  At the door is Tiphanae, at the table are Christie, Marisol, Charli, and Kristina.  On the island is Persimmon.”

I hear a low growl rumbling.  I turn to look at the boys and see the brooding, bearded brunette snarling at Persimmon.

Chelsea barks, “Cool it, Juan.”

I walk up to the big man.  He’s tall enough I can look him in the eye, and he is packing at least 50% more muscle than I am.  I say, “Hey, Juan.”  He looks at me guiltily.  “I said, that is Persimmon.  She is my friend, my employee, and part of my extended family.  Are you and I going to have a problem?”
 

He drops his eyes and head.  “No, Lord.”

I persevere less severely, “Did you have a bad experience with some of Persimmon’s people?”  He nods shyly, keeping his eyes on the floor.  “How would you like it if everyone judged shifters based on the behavior of the asshole I neutered in Cottonwood?  Would that be fair?”  He shakes his head.  I wrap up, “Persimmon is one of the sweetest people I know.  Her brother and sister are here, too.  They’re great kids.  They recently lost their father.  As I am partially responsible for his death, I have adopted them as my own.  Please treat them as if they were my own children.”

He looks up at me shyly, “Yes, Lord.”

I pat his shoulder, “You want a coffee, Juan?”  He nods.  I offer him my hand, and he shakes it gently.

Christie hustles over and starts a mug of coffee while Juan struggles to chill.

Chelsea looks at me bashfully, “Sorry Jack.  I didn’t expect the little people, or I would have left all the boys outside.  All of us were in a battle about 15 years ago with the Winter Court.  Our unit was attacked by a group of the winged folk with poison blades.  Juan lost a brother.  David, the bearded blond outside, lost two and was poisoned himself.  Rory, the ginger outside, lost a cousin and was down for months purging the poison.  Jeremy,” she points to blond standing behind Juan, “almost died; it took over a year for him to recover.”

“That’s terrible!” shouts Persimmon as she flies to land on my shoulder.  “Gentlemen, I am sorry for your loss.  I am a demi-fey of the Green Lord’s court.  Love is the Lord’s superpower, and we his people spread his power and try to emulate his model.  I can’t remove your pain, but I can offer you love.  Will you let me kiss you, Juan?
”

Juan looks up at her terrified.  She continues, “I won’t fly to you, but if you hold your hand out, I can walk up your arm to kiss your cheek.  It might help you better control your reaction in the future.”

Juan grimaces and says, “Okay.”  He slowly sticks his hand out, and Persimmon slowly crawls onboard.  Juan bravely pulls Persimmon closer to his face.  She slowly reaches up and places both hands on his cheek and says, “Blessings of the Green Lord upon you, Lord Juan.”  Then she plants a firm kiss to his cheek. 

Juan closes his eyes with the kiss and relaxes visibly.  When she removes her hands from his face, Juan moves his hand in front of his face.  “Thank you, Persimmon.  That helped.  I’m okay if you fly now.  Be well, little lady.”  He gives a slight smile as Persimmon jumps and lands on my shoulder. 

Jeremy’s baritone voice rumbles, “You gonna fly over here and bless me with a kiss too, little lady?” 

Persimmon giggles, “On my way, Lord Jeremy.”  She darts over and hovers while touching Jeremy’s face and planting a kiss on his cheek. “Blessings of the Green Lord upon you, Lord Jeremy.”  

She zips past my head, “Heading back to my post, my Lord!”

Christie brings Juan a mug of caffeinated goodness.  She tells him with a smile, “From the Green Lord’s personal espresso machine - a double Americano.  Milk and sugar are on the table if you need them, Juan.” 

He smiles, and then his eyes pop as he makes the connection of who she is.  “Th-thank you, your highness.”

Christie waves her hand at him and says, “Oh, pooh!  I’m Christie, concubine of my Lord.   No princesses here!”  She winks at him, plants a kiss on my lips, and moves back to the 
coffee machine

I tell her, “Thanks, darling” as she sashays away with a little extra hitch in her giddyup.

I address them all, “Chelsea, fellas, we’ve plated all the eggs and bacon, but we have fruit, yogurt, bread, cold cuts and cheese.  Help yourself.”   Juan and Jeremy both opt for coffee.  I wave the boys to have a seat at the island.

I pick up my plate and wave Chelsea to my seat as I hook a foot into ‘Trina’s chair’ and pull it around to face the table.

“Okay, Chelsea” I say as she takes a seat and grabs a bowl.  “You mentioned this is a business call.  What can I do for you?”

She nods as she spoons berries into the yogurt.  “That’s right, Jack.  My Alpha needs your help resolving the issue you spoke of just a moment ago.  I think you referred to him as ‘the asshole you neutered.’  The Alpha is grateful that you identified the problem and solved it cleanly and elegantly.  Ronald is in custody, and the Yavapai County and Cottonwood law enforcement are handling the situation with uncharacteristic discretion.  There has been no mention of a serial killer, yet all the remains have been recovered, Ronald plead guilty, and all of the cases are closed.”

She takes a bite of fruit and yogurt and moans her approval before continuing.  “The Alpha feels he is in your debt, but he needs your help again.  He is trying to recover the wolf, and he’s having no luck.  Will you help him?”

“Why?”  I ask.  “Why does he need to recover the wolf?   I’m assuming since you’re here, your Alpha considers this an urgent matter.  I gotta tell you, your timing is crap.  The rest of my family was abducted by the Winter Court’s monarch last night.  I need to concentrate on rescuing the rest of my family.
”

Chelsea nods as she swallows another bite, “Yes, Jack.  You do.  And if you help the Alpha of all the Wolf Shifters for all of the Americas with this matter, he will owe you not one, but two boons.  Think about having the pack at your back as you rescue your family.  Wouldn’t that be helpful?”

I launch out of my chair and pace to burn off the negative energy, “Of course it would, Chelsea.  The situation is so screwy right now, and I have very little intel.  Having the pack with me would be a big strategic multiplier, but I have no view of the battlefield right now.  My family is split!  I’ve got this group here, another group outside Cottonwood, and a third group that are probably being tortured by the people that are supposed to be their family.  Once I have a glimmer of the situation in Springfield, I need to act.”

Kristina launches to me and wraps her arms around me.  “We’ll get them, Jack.  We will bring  my sisters home, rain woe upon their tormentors, and comfort family in our arms.”

All the ladies of my family solemnly swear, “Thus mote it be.”  I feel the power of their love and their commitment to their missing and injured sisters.

I stop moving and nod.  “Thus mote it be,” I reply. 

Chelsea gets up and genuflects before me, “Thus mote it be, Lord.”  She raises her head, stands and pulls my shoulders to allow her to kiss my cheek.

I grasp Chelsea’s shoulders and kiss her cheek in return.   I look down at her.  “Okay, if we’re going to do this, we better get on the road.”  She nods up at me.

I reach around behind me and pull Kristina around to the front of me.  I tip her chin up and kiss her tenderly.  “Thank you, Darling” I tell her.  “Thanks for helping me focus.  You’re 
a treasure.”  She hugs me tightly and stands on her toes for another kiss.

I look to Solange, “Do we need to recover any equipment or bags from last night?”

She nods, “Yes, Lord.  We need to get at least a couple of vehicles, our bags with our uniforms, tac gear, and weapons.  There’s not a lot of it, but we need it.  You don’t have enough weaponry and resources here to take on the court if it comes to that.  Considering how Myra was nabbed, we need to consider that possibility.”  She drops her head, “I feel like such a fucking failure that they came in and just took them away from me.”

I blink to stand in front of her.  Kristina is startled as I disappear and Solange is startled as I appear in front of her.  I snake a hand to wrap around her head and pull her to me.  I tell her, “If anyone here is the failure, it’s me.  If I had stayed, I could have put her asleep and taken control again.  Instead, knowing she was broken, I chose to put a band-aid on a her and left you all to deal with her.  I fucked up.  Your queen told you to run, and you did.  Because of your choice, quick decisions, and actions you are now here to help me rescue the rest of our family.    You are a success.  You are fabulous, capable, and beautiful.  I love you, and I treasure you.”  I kiss her warmly, and then clasp her closely to me.

She squeezes me.  “Thank you, my Lord.  I’m not worthy of that level of regard.”

I squeeze her back.  “I don’t think I’m worthy of your love, Solange.  However, I’m not foolish enough to drive you away.  I’ll work to become worthy of you.”

She looks at me and shakes her head.  “You amaze me, Jack.”  She caresses my face and then kisses me again.  Then she cocks an eyebrow and says, “Now how the hell did you do 
that teleport thing.”

“Elven heritage,” I tell her.  “It’s one of the things L’liana has been working with me on.”

Marisol chips in, “I saw some of the other things she’s working on at Thanksgiving.  Has she managed to deep throat you without gagging yet?”  Kristina and the Ravens all break up in laughter.

I blink over behind Marisol and spank her ass.  I spin her around as she squeals at the spank and plant a kiss on her lush lips.  I tell her, “Very funny, smart ass!” 

She burrows into my chest as she hugs me and mumbles, “Thank you, my Lord.”

I hold her to me and say to Solange.  “So here’s what I’m thinking.  I go to visit the Alpha with one of the Ravens and Chelsea’s escort.  You take my CRV with Marisol, Kristina, Chelsea, Tiphanae, Marigold, and Acorn to recover your gear and as many vehicles as you need.

Solange shakes her head, “No offense to Chelsea or her men, but I’m not comfortable sending you off with only one guard, Jack.”

Chelsea says, “Solange, you’ll have me.  I have value to the Alpha.  Jack’s solution allows him to split his forces and guarantee his safety with my safety as his insurance.  I suspect he didn’t even think of it that way, but it’s an elegant solution regardless.  I bet you the only reason he’s taking a Raven with him is he knew you would worry about him too much without one of your crew with him.”  She cocks an eyebrow at me.  I school my expression and try not to give away how surprised I am at her perception.

“Will that work, Solange?” I ask.

She walks over to me and wraps Marisol and I in a hug.  “Yes, 
my Lord.  But you go armed.  And you check in once an hour.”

I kiss her cheek.  “Yes, ma’am.”

I look over at Christie, “Are you okay holding the fort, Sweetheart?”

She smiles at me brightly, “It will be my honor, if it is okay with the Queen of the Hearth.”  She looks at Kristina.

Kristina gives her a wry grin, “Of course, Darling.  It’s not my hearth.  It’s our hearth - all of ours.  I trust you completely, sister.”

Christie hurries over and hugs the smaller woman tightly.  “I love you, Krissie”

Kristina reaches up and kisses her.  “I love you, too. Christie.  I’m so glad you joined our family.”

Solange nods, “Okay, Jack.  We go with your plan.  Ladies, we go armed with tasers and pistols.  The shotguns go in the cargo space.  Krissie, you keep the sawed-off on you.  We can put it on a sling under your jacket once we dismount.  Mari and I will use influence ability to smooth the way and change memories.  Keep it simple, direct, and get out quickly.  Let’s finish brunch and get underway.”

We hurriedly finish breakfast, and then Christie starts in on kitchen clean-up while the rest of us get ready to go.  I finish dressing, hand out weapons and ammo to the ladies, and ensure that every group has at least one phone.

Before leaving, I set up Christie’s phone with Hide My Ass.  HMA, as it’s commonly called, is a VPN app that lets you appear to be using the network from anywhere in the world.  We set her up to look like she’s calling from Flagstaff, and she is set to call Megan via WhatsApp periodically.

Chelsea goes with Solange, Tiphanae, Kristina, and Marisol 
go to the garage to pick up Acorn, Marigold and my CRV to recover gear and vehicles from the arena, while Charli and I leave out the front of the building with the four male wolves.  We load into their Suburban and head to Cottonwood.

Once we get onto I-17, I call Trina and ask her to meet us at the Red Rooster in Old Town Cottonwood.  She tells me they will all three be there, and that she has more to share with me when we meet.


Chapter 18 - Clean-up Aisle 3

(Jack’s CRV, driving back downtown to the arena.)


W
hile Marisol drives the CRV, Solange watches from the ‘shotgun’ seat. 

Tiphanae, Kristina, and Chelsea sit across the back seat while Acorn and Marigold sit in the cargo compartment.

Kristina says with a grin, “It’s a good thing I’m relatively small!”  She squirms to jostle her seat mates as they share a subdued laugh.

Chelsea says, “Solange, I need to let the Alpha know the status.  I’ll be quick.”

Solange replies “No problem” while keeping her eyes front and scanning.

Chelsea puts an earpiece into her ear and dials a number into her mobile phone.  She nods and says, “Hello, sir.  Jack agreed to help.  He’s headed up with the boys and Charli, one the Ravens.  I’m headed into Phoenix with the rest of Jack’s family to retrieve gear and vehicles that were abandoned.”  She listens before adding, “Apparently the Winter Queen attacked last night at the arena, and half of his family were abducted.  You will make big points 
with him if you offer to help retrieve his family.”  She listens again.  “I think they were taken to Springfield.  Ask Jack for the details.  He said he’s hurting for intel.  Anything we can learn will likely be appreciated.”  She listens again for a moment before signing off, “Sure thing.  I’ll see you soon.  Love you, too!”

Kristina says, “That’s so sweet!  I didn’t know wolves were so demonstrative with their mates.”

Chelsea gives her a wry grin, “It depends.  In my case, I hope to find out one day.  That was my dad.  Ever since mom died, he’s become more of a “doting father” figure.”

Kristina laughs, “Oh, I had that all wrong!  Solange, did you know that?”

Solange chuckles, “No.  I always thought Carl was your mate.  You two are affectionate with each other and rarely separated.  What happened to your Mom?” Solange asks as she continues to scan.

Chelsea waves her hand and says, “She died years ago - when I was eight.  I hadn’t even shifted for the first time yet.  I remember the smell and warmth of her, and I have some pictures of us together and a handful of memories.  I miss her, but Dad has been my only parent since she died.  We were living in the wilds of Canada at the time, and she was shot while in her wolf form.  Head shot from a high-powered rifle will kill a wolf, silver or not.  I never saw her after she ran out for that hunt, but I understand that the hunter was using a .50 caliber black powder rifle.  I heard from some of the wolves on that hunt that there wasn’t enough left above her shoulders to identify her.  They ripped the poor bastard to shreds.  Supposedly my dad shoved the rifle up the poor dying bastard’s ass, and finished him with the same gun he killed my mom with.”

“Way to go, Dad!” says Marisol.  The other ladies nod grimly.

Chelsea continues, “Dad asked the pack to not share the story.  He went on trips for pack business alone for many years across the 
Northeast.  When he fought to become the Alpha of the Americas, I was 19 years old.  He named me his ‘Bitch,’ and I’ve been pretty successful at it ever since.”

Tiphanae asks, “So unlike other wolf hierarchy positions, the Bitch is nominated?”

“Not necessarily,” replies Chelsea.  “I was given 90 days to prepare for challenges.  It wasn’t so much that Dad was worried about my fighting skills - I’ve trained with him since long before mom died.  He wanted to give me a chance to go out and prove myself as Bitch before I had to face any challenges.  The role of the Bitch is a weird mixture of enforcer, diplomat, arbiter, and mother.  Dad wanted me to build a reputation as the peacekeeper and diplomat before having to fight for my position.  There were two bitches that signed up to challenge immediately and a couple more after my first 30 days, but by the time the 90 days ended I had made a reputation for fairness and impartiality.  Plus I squashed one of Dad’s biggest detractors like a bug.  When the first challenges came around, Deborah knew I was formidable and attacked hard.  I put her down easily.  Shawna was much more tentative, and she showed me her belly after I smacked really hard three times.  The last challenge was from Annalise, she was one of the 30-day challengers.  She wanted to fight in wolf form, so I crushed one each of her forelegs and hind legs before I took her throat in my mouth.  She whimpered and rolled at that point.  She still has a malformed arm and walks with a limp to this day.”

Chelsea pauses for a minute.  Looking at Kristina, she asks, “Do you think Jack would heal her?  She’s actually pretty nice and might make a good choice to replace me.  Shawna might, too.  She’s actually very tough in a fight, and both of them are the Bitch of their individual packs.”

Kristina replies, “I’m sure he would.  Just ask.  Um...so, you’re planning to step down as Bitch?”

Chelsea looks out the window.  “I don’t really have a choice.  My 
wolf has selected a mate.”

That did get Solange to turn in her seat.  “Really?  I wondered when I saw you holding his hand, but I didn’t think he would win you over that easily.”  She just stares at Chelsea for a moment and then turns back to her watch.

Kristina says, “Jack.  You’ve fallen for Jack.”

Chelsea turns to look at her.   “Yes, Kristina.  My wolf chose him immediately.  She sniffed him out before I’d even crossed the threshold.  I was nearly overpowered when I shook his hand.  I don’t have a choice.  My wolf has chosen.”

Kristina asks, “So your wolf has primacy on mate selection?”

Chelsea shakes her head, “Not necessarily.  If I had fallen hard for a man, she probably would have followed along.  But you have to understand that my male role model is my father.  Neither I nor my wolf would settle for someone whose character was less than his and who couldn’t hold their own in a fight with him.  I think my wolf became interested when I heard about what Jack did with Ronald, but the deal was done once she met him.  I wasn’t hard to sell on it either after seeing how he treats all of you, how you all dote on him, and his focus on protecting his family.”

Chelsea continues, “Kristina, I don’t want to cause problems, but I don’t know what to do.  I’m mated to Jack.  He probably doesn’t even know.  Plus, wolves are monogamous.  We don’t do the whole polyamory thing like Jack has going on with all of you.  I see how he looks at each of you.  I don’t think he could choose who he loves more among you.  I barely even got him to look at me today.”

Chelsea implores Kristina, “What do I do?”

Kristina wraps her in a hug before replying, “First of all, take it slow.  I’d be willing to bet that Jack will fall for you as hard as he has for each of us.  You’re glorious.  Just give it time, be affectionate and open.  As for monogamy, you need to have a conversation 
with your wolf.  You won’t be able to have Jack all to yourself.  You need to reconcile yourself and your wolf with sharing.”  Chelsea drops her head and nods. 

Kristina tells Chelsea, “I feel for you.  I’m very jealous of Jack.  I’ve told him that the thought of him making love to all these beautiful ladies drives me nuts!”  Everyone in the car turns to look at her in surprise after that confession.

Solange barks, “Mari!  Eyes front!”

Kristina continues, “I’ve also told him that having seen the love they all have for him and that he has for each of them, the situation is so overwhelmingly romantic that I can’t help but love them all and gladly share him with them.  It’s a confusing emotional mess!  Making love to the girls helps me.  I don’t know if you are open to loving women, but it can help.  At least two of the ladies in our family prefer men, but even they have partaken of some comfort from their sisters.”

“Actually about half prefer males,” says Solange.  “We’ve just grown to love each other.”

Kristina extends a hand toward Solange to underline her point,  “The bottom line is, we just love one another.  None of us is perfect.  All of us feel unworthy of the love given freely by Jack and our sisters.  But as Jack told Solange, we work to be worthy of it.  Based on what little I know of you, I’m willing to give you my blessing if you’re willing to work at it.”

The other ladies nod and Mari calls back, “Well said, Krissie!”

Kristina leans into Chelsea’s ear and says in a stage whisper, “And if we ever make love, you have to call me Krissie”

And Tiphanae pipes up, “But we all call you Krissie!”

And Mari laughs, “Exactly!”  All the ladies break out in laughter at that
.

Kristina kisses Tiphanae quickly before returning her attention to Chelsea.  “So, Chelsea...what do you want?”

Chelsea looks her in the eye and says, “I want to be your sister wife, Krissie.”  She smiles at Kristina.

Kristina smiles warmly and responds, “Then welcome to the family, Chelsea.”  She kisses the larger woman’s lips gently and hugs her. 

Chelsea hugs her back.  “Thanks, Krissie!  That helps a lot.”

Solange reports, “We’re about 10 minutes out.”

* * *

About that time, Christie finishes her cleanup duties.  She makes herself another coffee and sits on the couch.  After taking a couple of sips, she pings Megan on WhatsApp.  After a short wait, Christie hears a responding ping.  Megan is available to talk, so Christie initiates a WhatsApp call.

She says as Megan answers, “Hello, Honey!  Are you okay?  I’m so worried about you!”

Megan responds, “Yeah, Baby.  I’m fine.  I got off easy compared to everyone else, especially Corrina and Myra.  Mom had Morganna come in and open up Corrina’s back because Trevor couldn’t manage it.  He’s whipping her every hour for 10 minutes straight just to keep her bleeding.  I never knew he was so sadistic; he seems to be enjoying it.”

“Ah, suck!  Our loving Lord is going to go apeshit when he hears about that,” says Christie.  “Are you going to be able to get out of there anytime soon?”

“Yeah, Mommie-Dearest is letting me leave.  I’m waiting for Selene and Sowie to arrive with the car to take me to the airport.  The Ravens aren’t going to like Selene being back, but Mommie-Dearest insisted I have at least two guards, and Claudette took the 
opportunity to assign Selene out of town.  I think she’s tired of her shit, too.  I’m booked on a flight through Dallas.  I should land around 16:45.”

Christie say, “Okay, Honey!  I’m holding the fort at the condo, while Jack…”

“Don’t tell me!” Megan interrupts.  “Not until I’m safely with you.  Stay safe.  Share my info with whomever you think needs to know.  I’ll see you soon, Sweetie!  I love you!”

Christie responds, “I love you too, Honey!  I can’t wait to hold you!  Safe travels!”

After disconnecting, Christie takes a sip of her coffee while thinking about what to do next.  After a couple of minutes, she turns her gaze inward to consult her gift.  Not finding any obvious issues or answers there, she calls Persimmon over.

As the Demi-fey lands on the arm of the couch, Christie briefs her on what she learned. 

“Persimmon, Megan’s mom is letting her leave.  She’ll arrive in Phoenix around 4:45 this afternoon.  I’ll ping the two groups to share that info with them, too.  Can you think of anything else we need to do while we wait?”

Persimmon shakes her head and says, “No, Princess.”

Christie smiles and tilts her head.  “Persimmon, do you think you could call me Christie?  I’ve left the Seelie court.  I don’t feel that anyone should be calling me by any title.  I’m just me - ‘plain ole Christie.’  Can you do that for me?”

Persimmon gives her a huge smile.  “Of course, Princess.”  Christie looks at her sideways as Persimmon erupts in laughter.  Then she tells her, “Christie, it is my honor to address you by your chosen name.”

Christie chuckles as she types up a quick text to Solange and Jack.  
Then she says, “So, Persimmon.  It seems we have time.  Would you tell me your story?”

* * *

Marisol pulls the CRV into the garage at the arena and drives to the level where  Myra’s and Megan’s SUVs are.   Tiphanae points out that Christie’s is around the bend on the ramp going up one floor.

Solange turns in her seat and addresses the group.  “Okay.  We have four SUVs and five people.  My thought is we only take three of them.  I’d like to leave Christie’s here.  We have enough trouble with the Winter Court.  I don’t want to inadvertently draw the attention of the Summer Court by taking their vehicle.”

Tiphanae chips in, “I doubt it would be an issue because we frequently abandon rentals if it’s inconvenient.  We always have to pay an additional surcharge because our account is infamous with the rental companies.”

Solange asks, “That’s a rental?”

Tiphanae nods.  “Additionally, since Christie is always off doing her own thing, they wouldn’t think much about it if it isn’t here.

Solange asks, “How do you two normally get around?”

“Christie has a cute little RAV4,” Tiphanae answers.  “We flew down from Flagstaff rather than driving down.  It’s in the parking slot at her apartment because we Uber’d to the airport.”

“Do you think we should take it, Tiphanae?” Solange asks.

Tiphanae shrugs.  “It depends.  I don’t see a tactical advantage unless we’re going to ditch the other SUVs.  Assuming Megan comes back you’ll want to keep hers, right?”  Solange nods.  “Well, maybe we take Megan’s and Christie’s and leave the other two.  That way we don’t have any solo drivers.”

Solange smiles at her, “Sounds like you’re picking up on this 
working on a team thing pretty well, Tiffy.”

Tiphanae balks momentarily, “Tiffy?  Hmmmmm.  I think I like that!”  Then she gives Solange a brilliant smile.

Solange continues the mission brief, “Okay, ‘situation’ is we are essentially on our own.  ‘Opposition’ strength and location are unknown.  We have no backup that can reach us in time if something happens.  ‘Objective’ is to secure all weapons, clothing, and equipment that we brought with us last night, take Megan and Christie’s SUVs, and leave no one aware we were here if at all possible.  Essentially, we need to get in and out quickly.  If something goes wrong, the rally point is Majerle’s at 2nd Street and Washington. Clear?”

Marisol responds, “Clear, Captain.”

Solange frowns at her.  “Corrina is the Captain.  I’m just filling in, right?”

Marisol frowns back at her.  “True.  I’m not giving up on C’rina.  Can we agree to ‘Boss,’ Solange?”

Solange smiles at her gently and lays a hand on her shoulder, “Of course, Mari.”

Then she resumes the mission brief.  “Mari & Krissie collect the totes from the security office.  Make sure all the gear is in them.  Mari, I don’t know how many people you will have to ‘influence,’ but try to make anyone you interact with forget.  Destroy any footage of us being here last night and today in their security system.  If you can’t get to it, make that the lowest priority - Jack has a guy who can do it remotely.”

Mari says, “Got it boss.”

Kristina says, “I’m clear.”

Solange continues, “Tiphanae will secure Christie’s vehicle, and I’ll secure Megan’s.  Check for listening devices, tracking devices, 
explosives.  I’ve got gloves in my kit, so we wear them until we are sure there are no toxins painted onto the surfaces.  We’ll have to take a chance on opening the Winter SUVs to get to them.  My elf-tech is in the SUVs to check for all those threats.  Sadly, I don’t see a way around opening a vehicle bare handed.  I didn’t think to bring gloves.”

Chelsea says, “Damn!  Toxins?  You Unseelie play dirty!  Use my blouse like an oven mitt.  If there are toxins, we can ditch it and I can just zip up my jacket over my bra.”

Solange nods, “Great idea.  Thanks, Chelsea.  Once we have gloves on, I’ll use elf-tech to clear Megan’s SUV.  Tiffy, do you have gear to check for all these threats?”

Tiphanae shakes her head, “No.  I know how to use them, but we traveled light as were were supposedly incognito.”

Solange nods, “Understood.  You and Chelsea cover me while I check out the first three.  When I’m done, we load all the baggage into Megan’s SUV.  Then Tiffy takes the elf-tech and checks her rental while Chelsea and I overwatch.  Ensure you include the baggage in the checks.  I want Acorn to overwatch Mari and Krissie.  Marigold, you do the same for us.”

“Clear” squeaks from the cargo area.

“We all meet back here at the CRV.  Krissie, you drive the CRV home with Chelsea in the lead position.  I’ll be in the middle with the little ones.  Mari and Tiffy take the rental in the trail position.  Who has phones?”

Kristina and Chelsea raise their hands.  Acorn calls out, “I do.”

Solange ponders for a moment.  “Acorn, you ride with Tiffy for the trip back to the house.  That way every vehicle has a phone.”

“Okay,” pipes from the back.

Solange says, “Make sure we all have the numbers needed before 
we deploy.  That’s the plan.  Any better ideas?”  She waits for a moment.  “Okay, ladies...and gentleman...execute.”


Chapter 19 - Old friend found


M
arisol and Kristina return to the CRV twenty-five minutes later with all of the tote bags.

Solange asks, “That took longer than I thought.   Did everything go okay?”

Marisol responds, “It all went okay.  The IT guy was in the security office working on the video surveillance system.  I had him search last night and today for any trace of us.  It took some time, but that left virtually no traces of us on their system.  I have him keeping the system offline for the next hour.  Hopefully that’s enough time.”

Solange hugs her, “Well done, Mari.”   She hugs Kristina, “You too, Queen Krissie.”

Kristina giggles then says, “Jack checked in as we came out of the lift.  They are just past Camp Verde.  Are we ready to roll?”

Solange shakes her head, “Not yet.  We just finished with these three vehicles, Tiffy and Chelsea are…”

Marigold tears into the middle of the group, “There’s someone watching Tiffy and Chelsea.  I let ‘em know and then came for you.
”

Solange nods, “Great job, Marigold.  Where?”

“Three cars past Tiffy’s car, on the opposite side.  Female.  Amber hair.  I didn’t see any weapons,” the tiny girl reports.

Solange, “Go back and watch her.  We’re going to pull my SUV to block her in.  Mari, you’re my passenger.  Suppress her if she pulls a weapon.  Otherwise, throw a shadow veil tight around her head.  Krissie, please bring the CRV in trail behind me about a car length back.    Acorn, you tell Tiffy and Chelsea the plan.”

The team responds, “Yes, boss” before moving to take their positions.

Solange pulls the SUV out and rounds the corner to the row where Tiphanae is parked.  Mari rolls the window down and as they pass Tiphanae and Chelsea, as a beautiful young woman with amber hair and a backpack runs up the ramp.

“Shit,” says Marisol.  “I’m throwing the veil now.”  Being in a parking structure, there is no shortage of shadows.  Marisol draws them together to wrap around the young woman’s head.  Marigold flies down and grabs a pants leg of the young woman’s jeans.  The unknown spy trips and falls supine onto the concrete.  Solange stops the vehicle, and both Ravens dismount and secure the young woman.  They each grab an arm and lift her up. 

As the shadows dissipate, the young woman screams, “Tiphanae!  Help me!  Please!”

Tiphanae runs up to the trio in front of Solange’s SUV.  She gives the woman a quizzical look before saying, “Huh.  Hello, Georgia!  What in the Goddess’ name are you doing here?  We’re all rather nervous.  You could have ended up dead.”

Georgia cries, “I’m trying to find Christie!  When you were in Columbia last weekend, I overheard Christie say she wasn’t coming back.  I am desperate.  She’s the only person that’s ever been nice to me.  I almost went to Laurel to stop her, but there’s no telling what 
that crazy bitch might do.   Instead, I tried to find her.  Her public calendar said she was going to be here last night.  I missed you at the airport, and I missed you when you went in.  I saw your car, and decided to wait.  Please!  Take me to her!  I don’t care about the court.  I don’t care about any of that political crap.  I just don’t want to lose my only friend!”

Kristina walks up during Georgia’s impassioned plea.  As Georgia finishes, Kristina wraps her in a hug and tells the Ravens, “Let her go.”

Kristina continues to hug the taller beauty.  She reaches up and pulls Georgia’s head to rest on her shoulder.  Then she caresses her hair as Georgia weeps into her shoulder.  Kristina tells Solange, “Get Christie on the phone.”

Chelsea pulls her phone out and dials the number Christie gave her before departing.  When it answers, Chelsea says, “Hey Christie.  Chelsea here.  Do you know someone named Georgia?”

Chelsea listens for a moment and then puts the phone on speaker.  Christie’s voice calls out, “Georgia?  Are you there?”

The stranger lifts her head and weeps, “Christie?  Please.  Take me with you!  You’re the only friend I have.  Please let me come!”

Christie responds, “Of course, Georgia.  Why didn’t you call me?”

Georgia wails, “My phone died as I was looking for you at the airport.  I had all these confusing visions, and then I got lost.  By the time I thought to call you, I had no more battery remaining.”

“It’s okay, Georgia.” Christie says.  “Tiphanae is going to bring you to me.”

Kristina pipes up, “Actually, I will.  She’s gonna ride with Chelsea and me.  She can tell us all about herself as we drive home.  That okay with you, Georgia?”

Georgia sniffs and nods her head emphatically
.

Solange asks Tiphanae, “How long before you’re ready to go?”

Tiphanae rocks her hand side-to-side before answering, “Five minutes, max.  We’re clear on toxins and surveillance.  I just need to check for explosives.”  She dashes off to finish.

Solange says into the phone, “We’ll see you in 45 minutes or less, Christie.”

Christie’s voice responds, “Great.  I’ll feel much better when you’re all safely home.  Bye for now.”  The connection closes.

Kristina takes Georgia and puts her in the front passenger seat.  She asks the Bitch, “Do you mind sitting behind her.  She’ll find it comforting if you can keep your hands on her shoulders.  We can both still watch for threats.”

Chelsea nods her agreement.

Tiphanae runs over to Solange and returns the elf-tech kit.  She stops by Kristina’s window as she heads back to her vehicle. 

Kristina rolls the window down, and Tiphanae tells her, “Georgia has true visions.  Not like Christie’s, more like glimpses into the near future.  It’s why so many of the Sidhe shunned her - she makes them nervous.  If she tells you something is going to happen, listen to her.”

Kristina nods, “Thanks for the heads-up, Tiffy.  Be safe.  See you at home.”

Georgia mutters, “There’s also the rumors of a Brownie ancestor that didn’t do much to ease my social situation.”

Tiphanae mounts up as Kristina edges past Solange’s vehicle to lead the convoy home.  Solange follows, and Tiphanae takes the trail position.

* * *

The convoy pulls into Jack’s condo.  The two SUVs park in guest 
parking and Kristie takes the CRV down to it’s habitual spot in the garage.

The ladies all converge on the condo.  Christie greets them at the door wearing one of Jack’s shirts.  She wraps Georgia in a warm hug as she drags her to the couch.  Christie tells her, “Let’s get you out of those clothes, so you can feel me holding you.  Okay?” 

Georgia nods, sets her backpack at her feet and begins to strip off.  Once she is naked, she slides her arms under Christie’s shirt, pulling her close.  Georgia shivers with the emotion of connecting again with her missing friend.

Solange says, “Did you all see the Pretty Boys pulling up as we left?”

Marisol laughs, “Can you believe it?  They pulled up in stretch limos!  I guess they thought they’d pass themselves off as a boy band?  Goddess, they are irredeemable.”

Christie smiles, but says, “I hope not.  We’re going to need them to be contributing members of the Winter Court if we are all to survive.”

Solange agrees, “Good point.  Mari, let’s get into our tac uniforms.  I’ll be right back ladies.  Do whatever you need to do to get ready to go join Jack.  We leave in 30 minutes.”

Christie says, “Georgia can stay here with me and the little ones to hold the fort.”

Kristina asks Chelsea, “Wanna ride with me again?  It’s not as nice as Jack’s ride, but it’s reliable, and it’s all mine.” 

Chelsea smiles and says, “Sure.  That would be great.”

Kristina says, “Solange and Marisol can take Megan’s SUV.  Tiphanae, you want to ride with them?  I only have a bench seat in my pickup truck.”

Tiphanae chuckles, “I’ll take a ride in your hupti another time, 
Krissie!”

Kristina feigns offense, “Hupti?  You called my baby a hupti?  I’ll have you know my old truck can run circles around any of these SUVs you were driving today!”

Tiphanae laughs and wraps her arms and wings around Kristina, muffling her objections with her bosom.  Kristina eventually shrugs and then latches onto Tiphanes’s left breast and proceeds to suckle her.  Tiphanae’s eyes open wide in surprise.  She lets loose a moan and her tail wraps around Kristina’s leg and prods her crotch. 

Kristina moans, “Okay, I give up. You can call my baby a hupti.”  At that point Tiphanae releases her as they both catch their breath and break into fits of laughter.

As they wind down, Kristina tells them, “Get a big drink of water and one for the road.  Bathroom rotation, too.  I’ve got the guest toilet first.”

More laughter follows her down the hall.


Chapter 20 - Alliances

(Cottonwood, Arizona)


A
fter nearly two hours on the road, without a stop for coffee, I’m about ready to jump out of my skin.  My escorts have been mostly silent for the drive, and my efforts to engage them in conversation have yielded very short direct answers.  As we have been riding in an SUV with strangers, Charli and I decided not to entertain ourselves with carnal delights.  She kept yawning until I pulled her to me for a kiss and told her to lay her head on my lap and try to catch a nap.  She demurred, but I promised to wake her if things go sideways.  Finally, she obeyed.  That left me to march around inside my head exploring all the ‘what-if’ scenarios that we might face when I go to retrieve the rest of my family.  That didn’t leave me with a peaceful, easy feeling.

Now we are finally pulling into the parking lot to the north of the Red Rooster in Old Town Cottonwood.  I wake Charli.  She gives me a glorious smile before sitting up, wrapping her arms around me and kissing me wetly until we both need more air.  I’m thinking I may have made a mistake not pursuing the carnal delights regardless of the prospect of having 
the boys all watch.

We all get out of the SUV and stretch.  Jeremy tells me, “We’re in the back room of the Red Rooster, Lord Jack.”

I tell him, “Thanks, Jeremy” despite the ‘Lord’ part.  I gotta get used to it because apparently it is the proper form of address.

As I’m waiting for traffic to clear my path across the street, I see a familiar brown Yukon turn in front of me with Trina waving at me from the passenger seat.

The boys get a little upset when I turn back to meet them in the parking lot.  I honestly don’t care.  Daphne parks next to the wolves’ Suburban, and my two precious pets launch out to wrap me in hugs and drown me in kisses.   When I come up for air, I notice Cholley joining us.

I look at the extensive scarring on Trina’s face.  I ask her, “Will you let me repair that, my Pet?”

Juan joins us and exclaims when he sees Trina’s face, “Holy shit!  What happened to you?”

She buries her face in my chest as she hugs me tighter and nods. 

I tell her, “Look at me, Trina.”  She raises her eyes to mine, and I tell her, “You are a beautiful person.  Just let your inner beauty shine out, and you will be healed, Beloved.” 

Then I lean forward to kiss her passionately as I pour my love and a bunch of healing energy into her as I will her flesh to heal.

We finally break the kiss to catch a breath, and I look at her pristine, beautiful face.  “How’s that feel, my Love?” 

Trina touches her cheek, and her eyes open wide.
 

I hear Juan exclaim “Holy shit” for the second time in as many minutes.

Trina says, “That feels wonderful, Master!  Thank you so much for loving me and taking care of me!”  She kisses me again and then gives me her dazzling 100 kilowatt smile.

Daphne pouts, “Master, I stubbed my toe really bad!  Can you make me better, too?”

I spank her ass, and she says, “Oh!  That’s much better, Master!   Thank you!”  Then she kisses me and takes point to lead our little party to the Rooster.

Trina introduces Cholley, “Master, I know you probably recognize Cholley, but given the circumstances last time, I thought introductions might be in order.  Lord, this is Cholley Soulcrusher.  Cholley, allow me to introduce the Green Lord.”

Cholley’s eyes bug as he realizes where he recognizes me from.  He says, “Lord, please forgive me for not protecting Princess Trina better.  She deserves better from me.”

I shake his hand and tell him, “She does, Cholley.  She deserves better than what I have to offer, too.  All we can do is work to earn the love she gives us.”  He looks at me funny.  I continue, “I have a pressing appointment inside.  Please join us.”

Then I follow Daphne to catch up with the wolves.  Juan takes the trail position.

We cross the street and enter the Red Rooster.  I see a familiar face at the register as I walk in. 

Kellianne looks up, recognizes Trina and myself, and excuses herself from her customer.  Then she runs across the room and throws herself onto me with a hug.  “Welcome back, 
Jack,” she says with a big smile on her face.  Then she sets me free and wraps Trina in a hug, too.  “It’s so good to see you both again.  I’ll let Johnny know you’re here.”  She pulls me into a group hug with Trina. 

I kiss her cheek and tell her, “It’s great to see you too, Sweetheart.  I’m here to meet with some folks in the back room.  Hopefully I can stop to visit with you and Johnny before I go.” 

She releases and nods, “Sounds good!  I’ve got to get back to my customer.  Talk to you soon!”  Then she walks back up to the register to take care of her elderly customer.

The older woman says, “Well I never!” as we walk past her.  I stop.  It can’t be.  I look at her, and sure enough it’s the same old biddy that was appalled by the public displays of affection between Kristina, Trina, and myself last time I visited the Rooster. 

I can’t help myself.  I say to her, “What?  You still haven’t?  It’s been three weeks since I last saw you.  I highly recommend you give it a try.”

Trina explodes into laughter as we continue to the back ignoring the muttering of the elder woman.

As we exit the hallway, I see a very fit middle-aged man sitting at a table in the center of the room with about a dozen strapping young men posted around the room, watching out the windows and scrutinizing anyone walking into the room like the predators they are.

I stride over to the gentleman at the table and introduce myself, “Hello!  I’m Jack Jerome.  I’m here to meet with the Alpha of the Americas.”

The gentleman stands and offers his hand to shake.  “Hello Jack.  I’m Carl Mansfield, Alpha of all the Wolf Shifters in the 
Americas.”

“Well Carl, I just rode a significant distance to meet with you when I really need to be figuring out how to retrieve my family.  What can I do for you?” I ask.

Carl motions toward a chair as he returns to his.  I take a seat as he says,  “Jack, I really appreciate how you took care of the Ronald situation.  That was masterfully done.  It was particularly novel in how you were able to set the wolf free like that.  I would like to bring the wolf back to the pack.”

Carl indicates a young blonde guy with longer curly hair.   I judge him to be in his early 20s.  “This is my nephew Michael.  He was born without a wolf.  It’s fairly rare among our people.  He’s grown up in the pack and knows our ways, but has always been left on the periphery since he only has the one spirit and one form.” 

I assess the lad more closely.  He’s in good enough shape that I took him for one of the wolves initially; although, maybe the Buddy Holly glasses should have been a give-away.  From what little I know about shifters, I would have thought their natural healing would preclude the need for glasses until they are elderly.  I sense him and find that he is essentially just a very fit human.  No wolf is present.

Carl continues, “I would like your help to find the wolf with his host.  Then I will offer our Wolf Brother to join with Michael.  If he accepts, I would like your aid to help Wolf Brother join with Michael.”

I tell him, “Well, I can’t say that I’ve ever done that before, Carl, but I’m happy to give it a try.  I’m still trying to sort out how to use this whole package of abilities that come with being the Green Lord.  I’ve been basically flying by intuition.  I guess we can start by trying to call them to come here.  It’s probably easier than trying to track them down.
”

Carl nods his agreement, “That sounds reasonable.  We’ve had no luck.  We don’t know what the dog smells like, and the wolf spirit probably changed his scent anyway.  What do you need me to do?”

I shrug, “I’m not sure yet.  Let me try a couple things.  If I think of something you can help with, I’ll let you know.”

“Sure, Jack.”

I turn to Trina, “Trina, please tell Kellianne that we’re going to be having a large Rottweiler joining us shortly.”  Trina heads up front, and I follow her spectacular ass until I break off and walk outside the restaurant to stand on the sidewalk.

I squat down against the wall beneath the windows facing Main Street.  I breathe deeply to calm and center myself.  Then like I would call to L’lianna, I call  *Good Boy!  Come here, Good Boy!
* while focusing on that particular Rottweiler and his wolf companion.

I wait a minute and then try it again.  *Good Boy!  I’m where we first met.  Come here, Good Boy!
*

I feel a vague response on the edge of my awareness.  I’m surprised I feel anything because I’m pretty certain canines and humans don’t necessarily have similar brain functions and thought patterns.  I guess it’s part of my gifts that I‘m able to use a heuristic representation or an abstraction layer in my mind.  The abilities translate that into what I intend.  Regardless, I was able to communicate with them before.  So, I take it on faith that I can do it again.

I shrug as I call again, *Please come here, Good Boy!  I’d like to see you again!
*

I feel him getting closer over time.

As I’m waiting on the sidewalk, Cholley joins me.  I ask him, “
Why are you here, Cholley?  I can’t forgive you for not preventing the threats to Trina.  Only she can do that.  I know she values you as a dear friend and she always thought highly of you.”

Cholley squats beside me with a grunt and looks at the pavement for a moment.  He turns his head to look at me.  “Lord, I have come to serve you.  I have family who are precious to me.  Trina is also precious to me.  King Saureg threatened my family if I didn’t allow the Queen’s agent Dick-boy to access Trina’s vehicle.  I thought they were putting surveillance on her.  I had no idea they would try to kill her.  When she didn’t show back up in Sedona within a couple of days, I was afraid they had killed her.  I was...crushed.  ‘Despondent’ is the correct word, I think.” 

He pauses to collect himself, returning his gaze to the ground.  “After that, knowing the King didn’t have the welfare of my family as a priority, and that he was conspiring to hurt others I love, I made arrangements to hide my family far from the machinations of the King’s court.  Finally, when Trina showed up I was hugely relieved.  She wouldn’t talk to me and avoided me.  I took care of her truck anyway until I could get a chance to talk to her.  The chance came when Lorn, AKA ‘Dick-boy,’ attacked her with his pack of sycophants.  They wounded her horribly with that Dremel, but then they made a tactical error in letting Daphne free.  She killed one with her pistol, and I threw my wood chisel into the eye of another.  Then I rushed Dick-boy, picked him up in the air and slammed his spine across my knee.  Daphne finished off the other one, and then Trina had her revenge on Dick-boy.  She told me that I would have to be judged by you and that with luck I might be able to serve you.”

He looks up at me.  “Lord, the Goblins remember a little more about the Green Lords than the Sidhe.  I heard stories from my great grandma about the Green Lords who ruled 
with strength, fairness, and a deep abiding love for their followers.  We fought them often in history, but we served them just as often.  They always had the respect of the Goblin people.  I don’t know what I can do to serve you, Lord.  I just feel in my soul that it is the right thing to do.”

I look into his eyes for a moment and assess the old man.  I see his strength, resolve, and character.  “Cholley, Trina’s love for you is a huge endorsement as far as I’m concerned.  Hold onto that thought for a moment.”

I close my eyes and call out again, *Good Boy!  I’m where we first met.  I’m waiting for you.  Please come here, Good Boy!
*

Then I return my gaze to Cholley.  “Cholley, there is so much work to do that I’m not sure that I’ve started doing it right, and I don’t even have a clue where it will end.  I can tell you that past this immediate emergency to retrieve my family, I have to battle an entity similar to myself, but whose superpowers are hatred and dread rather than anything remotely positive.  That’s all I know of him.  I feel there is more to do after that, but I’m not sure what that looks like yet.  I need to do something about the Sidhe courts, but I’m not sure what.”

Cholley nods, “The courts have strayed from their purpose.  The Summer Court is meant to promote and govern growth, life, joy, romance, and play.  Interestingly enough, atrophy and entropy fall under their bailiwick.  Arts such as music and plays are theirs, too.  The Winter Court is meant to govern the transition to death, but also rest, renewal, healing, familial love, and reflection or introspection.  Winter used to promote the more introspective arts like poetry and writing.  Neither has been doing a good job at their remit.  They fight each other for power and influence in the human and fae worlds but with no purpose.  I think putting them all under one ruler and forcing them to work together is what 
they need.”

I give him a wry grin.  “Cholley, I need people of character to support me.  I currently refer to my ‘court,’ if you will, as my family.  Obviously, they’ve all been female to this point; although, the Demifey are almost family, too.  One of them is male.  Regardless of my blathering, I need people of your character.  I invite you to serve me as I will serve you.  Is this what you wish?”

“Yes, Lord,” he whispers.

I pull Eventide and take his right hand in my left, then I cut deeply across the palm of his hand.  Then I switch the knife to my left hand and cut as deeply across my own right hand.  Then I grab Cholley’s bleeding hand in my own and ask, “Cholley will you serve me and my family as I and mine serve you and your family.”

He responds, “I will, my Lord.”

I continue, “My blood for your blood.  My service for your service.  Welcome to my family, Cholley.”

He responds, “My blood for your blood.  My service for your service.  It is my honor to join your family, my Lord.”

Then I heal our hands before saying with a big grin, “Most of the ladies in the family have had wet kisses, sex, and have given me a bite of flesh instead of the blood oath, but I just couldn’t go that way with you, Cholley.  I hope you don’t mind.”

He busts out a dry croaking laugh.  “All good by me, my Lord.”

As our laughter fades, I put Eventide away and look up to see a familiar Rottweiler trotting my direction.  A couple of minutes later, the Rottweiler sits panting at my feet
.

“Hello, Good Boy.  Who’s my favorite Rottie?  Hmm?”  He licks my face.  I sense Wolf laughing at that.

“I’m very happy to see you.  I’m very impressed with how the two of you have been taking care of each other.”  I get another kiss for that.  “Well my friends, I have some business to discuss with Wolf’s family.  Let’s go inside and get you some water.  Then we can have a chat, okay?”

The big dog chuffs with what I take as agreement.

Cholley and I lead the way with Rottie following.

Kellianne follows with a bowl of water.  She sets it down, and Rottie drinks his fill.

Then I tell the dog, “Rottie, I need to talk to Wolf.  Please be patient with us.”  I take a breath and say, “Wolf, the man walking up behind me is Carl Mansfield, the Alpha of all the Wolf Shifters in the Americas.  He would like to make you an offer.”

The Wolf chuffs, and Carl squats down in front of the big dog.

Carl says, “Brother Wolf, I was greatly saddened when I heard of the sickness you were exposed to with Ronald.  I understand from Ronald that you fought him when he was lost in his insanity.  I was further saddened when I learned that you were lost to our family and that you had no choice but to run with your Dog Brother.”

Wolf chuffs again and licks his face.  Carl continues,  “The young man with the glasses behind me is my nephew, Michael.”  Carl beckons Michael to him.

As Michael kneels next to his uncle, Carl continues talking to the wolf, “Michael is born to our people, and both his parents are partnered with wolf spirits.  However, Michael was born without a wolf spirit.  I would like to offer for you to return 
to the pack by joining with Michael.”

Michael adds softly, “Brother Wolf, I feel empty inside.  I can only imagine that you don’t feel right either despite the efforts of your Dog Brother to take care of you.  If we join, I am sure we can both be complete.  I would be honored to be paired with you.”

I tell Wolf, “If you want this, I will try to make it happen in much the same way I removed you from Ronald.  What do you want to do?”

The wolf looks at me through Rottie’s eyes, and I feel his yearning to join Michael.  I tell him, “When you are ready.”  Then I close my eyes and reach inside Rottie to grab Wolf in preparation to extract him from Rottie.  When I’m sure I have him, I open my eyes and nod to the wolf.  He steps forward and licks Michaels face as I pull him out of Rottie and push him into Michael.

Rottie falls down, and looks at me with sad eyes.   I reach out and scratch behind his ears.

Carl tells Michael, “Strip and change.  Let your wolf brother out.  I suspect he would like to say goodbye to his friend.“  Michael nods, stands, and quickly strips off.  He gets down on his knees as hair starts to emerge from his skin, his face elongates, his legs shrink and his heel becomes a knee.  His arms transform into canine forelegs.  His ears move up and point as they follow his transforming skull.  Finally, there is a huge wolf sitting on the other side of Carl.

The Michael Wolf whimpers and licks Rottie’s snout.  Rottie returns the affection.  Carl turns to one of his entourage.  “Markus, grab Michael’s clothing and take him out into the wilds.  The place we picked earlier.  Take a couple wolves with you to guard in human form to ensure nothing happens with the locals.  Let Michael Wolf run.
”

One of the men jumps forward on hearing his name and follows Carl’s instructions.  He calls, “George.  Kevin.  With me.”  Then looking down at the wolf he says, “Are you ready, Brother Wolf?”  Michael heads towards the front door, turns around and looks at the trio of apparent humans with an expression that conveys ‘what are you waiting for?’  The guys chuckle and head out.

I look down at the bereft dog and say, “Rottie, I know you’re going to miss your friend.  Maybe instead of being alone, you would like to come with me.  What do you think?”

The big dog stands and licks my face enthusiastically.  I laugh, “I’ll take that as ‘yes.’  Okay, Rottie.  We’re going to eat some lunch here while I talk with Carl.  Let me ask Kellianne if she has something you can eat without giving you the shits.”

Daphne calls out, “I’ll check for you, Master.”  Then she bounces down the hall to the service counter.

Carl stands and says, “I could definitely eat.  Let’s sit down.  Hey Jeremy, bring some menus for everyone.”

Jeremy replies, “You bet, boss.”  Daphne passes him at the entrance carrying a handful of menus with Kellianne and Johnny in tow as Carl and I take a seat. 

Trina sits on my left and Daphne seats herself next to me on the right as she hands the menus around.  Charli sits next to her and Cholley sits on the other side of Trina.   Two wolves join us across from Daphne and Charli.

Kellianne sets an Americano in front of me and a latte in front of Trina as she tells me, “I recommend a mixed meat plate for your dog, Jack.  Is that okay?”

I nod, “Sure, Kellianne.
”

Johnny says, “Mr. Mansfield, I can just start cranking out platters of our Cuban sandwiches.   By making a bunch of the same thing, I can crank them out pretty quickly and serve them up family style with chips, salad, and cookies.  You can just tell me to stop when you think you have enough.  We’ve got enough ingredients for about 200 sandwiches.  Honestly, I over-ordered, so we could even give you a 5% discount for helping us use them.  It will add up quickly.  A 5% discount could save you about $100 depending on how much you order.”

Carl looks around at his crew and nods.  “Sounds good.  Let’s go with that.  I’m sure we’ll make things difficult enough for you with the drinks.”

Johnny grins as he backs toward the hallway, “Not me,” he says as he caresses Kellianne’s shoulder.  “That will be Kellianne’s problem!” 

She turns and sticks her tongue out at him before asking, “Drink orders?” 

I ask her, “You don’t normally do table service, do you?”

She shakes her head and responds, “No, Jack.  But if we’re at the table and you ask, we’ll do it.  Plus since we’re running a tab, it’s no big deal.”

I shrug, “I’d have a big glass of water with no ice please, Sweetie.” 

Carl orders a coffee from Kellianne and then turns to me.  “Well Jack, you’ve helped me clean up a huge mess and a troublesome family issue.  I owe you big time.  I’m not sure I could ever pay you back for the help.”

I shrug, “Honestly I was mildly concerned that you might be upset about me jumping into the Rotten Ronnie problem.  I’m glad you’re not, because I don’t need any more groups of 
people coming after me and mine right now.”

Carl nods, “I understand.  No one needs that kind of hassle.  I don’t like to have outstanding debts.  I think it’s just bad business.  I owe you at least two huge favors if not more.”

I look down at the table for a moment, and then I decide to open the kimono a little more.  “Daphne, please go tell Kellianne and Johnny that there will be really dense shadows at the end of the hallway.  Let them know they can walk through it with no harm.”  Daphne dashes down the hall.  

“Charli, would you please put up a Shadow Veil around this room - inside the walls and hallway.”

Charli responds, “It would be my honor to do that for you, my Lord.”  The wolves look around nervously as the shadows coalesce and begin to swirl.

I address Carl and his men.  “This will ensure no one outside this room can hear us.  You can walk through the shadows without any ill effect if you need to leave and return.”

“Hold one minute, Master,” Trina says.  She gets up and drops an elf-tech device on a cord.  She starts swinging it around over her head as she walks three circuits around the room.  “All clear, Master.”

I direct my gaze to Carl, “Before we discuss favors, you need to know what I’m in the middle of.  I am the Green Lord.  I don’t know if you know what that means.” 

Carl shakes his head, “I remember hearing stories about a Green Lord in ancient times.  I don’t remember details.  It didn’t seem important.  The Summer Court has a Green Knight, too.  Any relation to you?”

I shake my head, “That role was a bastardization of those same ancient stories.  These are the important things for you to know.  First of all, I use love to leverage powers of life and 
creation.  You just witnessed some of that with Wolf, Rottie, and Michael.  I’m still figuring out how those all work.  Unfortunately, the last Green Lord died roughly 4,000 years ago, so I’m having difficulty finding a mentor.  Secondly, I am married to the Myra Nessus.  Do you know that name?” 

Carl looks at me warily and nods his head.  I continue, “When the Green Lord marries the Lady of one of the Sidhe Courts, she immediately becomes the Queen of all Faerie. That’s my wife.  Thirdly, I have taken many of her guards as concubines in the Sidhe and Elven tradition.  Fourthly, the Summer Court is using mind magic to influence the queen of the Winter Court.  It’s causing her to follow her eldest daughter into insanity.  Fifthly, I’m not sure that’s even a word.  Regardless, fifthly, there is a being like myself which uses hatred and fear as his super powers.  He is called the Dread Lord.  I need to find and defeat him soon.  Most importantly, last night my family was threatened by the Summer Court and attacked by the Winter Court.  My wife and several beloved concubines have been abducted back to the Winter Sith.”

Carl shakes his head slowly, “Damn, Jack!  You don’t go by half measures.  You want me to bring the pack to the party?”

I nod, “Carl, I would like to have that option.  What I don’t like about that is it makes your people seem like resources.  Like they are expendable.  I don’t like that perspective at all.”  Carl nods his head in agreement.  “I may need your help, but I need to figure out how to retrieve my family and stop the current Sidhe insanity with as little risk to all the people involved.”

Carl says, “That’s quite a mess, Jack.  What intel do you have?”

I answer, “Sadly, very little.  I know they were all taken back to the Springfield sith.  I know that their queen was personally involved.  I know my wife and the captain of her guard 
detail are both being tortured.  That’s about it.  I’ve started to come up with a plan for how to do this, but I’m still noodling it around.  It’s a bit out there.  I think where you could help is by providing an appropriately timed diversion.  Something like ‘rush the gates of the fortress.’  What do you think about that?”

Carl shrugs, “It doesn’t quite work that way with a sith.  I would need someone to walk me in.”

Cholley leans forward to look at me around Trina, “I could do that, Lord.  I’m the least likely of your court to be known missing as the Sidhe generally just look at my people as part of the scenery.  I should be able to get them in the entrance to create a diversion, bring them all the way to the throne room if needed, and still get them back out safely.”

I purse my lips for a minute as I think through it.  “Didn’t Dick-boy report you?”

Cholley shrugs, “He probably reported ‘a Goblin attacked me.’  Maybe ‘an old Goblin.’  I doubt he knows my name.”

Trina shakes her head, “Lorn was quite proud of being in charge of the parking lot.  He’s a worthless bucket of chum on legs, but I’m pretty sure he knows your name because you’re in the motor pool and you care for my Yukon.”  She turns to me, “Regardless, Cholley or one of the Ravens can do the job, my Lord.  It’s not without risk, but it’s not terribly risky.  Cholley is a bad-ass, and you know the girls are wickedly tough.”

I nod a couple of times, then I turn back to Carl.  “So, Carl.  The favor is to assist in Springfield by creating a diversion at a time yet to be agreed.  Other than that, I would prefer to talk about alliances.  I don’t have a very big court.  I don’t have armies at my command.  I don’t have a shortage of threats.  I do have a shortage of friends.  I’d like to 
formalize an alliance with you.  I’m thinking an ability to call for assistance from either side when in need.  That means anything from standing beside you at a meeting to battling at your side.  We would have regular check-ins, meet at least annually face-to-face, and send representatives to each other’s councils or courts.  What do you think about that?” 

Carl offers his hand.  “Done.”

Trina and the gentleman to Carl’s immediate left say in unison, “Witnessed.”

Carl smiles, “It’s official Jack.”

I smile with relief.  “Excellent, Carl.  Excellent.”

I hand Carl my phone, “Text yourself, Carl.  I’ll text you my contact info, and you can send me yours however you are comfortable doing it.”

Carl types his number into my phone and sends the text.  I tell Charli to drop the Shadow Veil right before I hear Carl’s phone ping.

The veil drops as Kellianne walks in with a handful of platters and bowls.  She pulls plates and flatware from the sideboard and sets them out on the tables before everyone.

She smiles at me and then heads back to the front of the house.

I grab a sandwich and put some salad and chips on my plate.  I’m about to dig in when I hear Kellianne scream.  I look over my shoulder and blink to the entry of the hallway.  I hear a roar and crashing.  I blink to the other end of the hallway and pull Eventide. 


Chapter 21 - Wrecking Crew


A
t that point, I see two large goblins trashing furniture and throwing patrons around the room.  The biggest one stands only a couple inches shorter than the tall door - at least 7’ tall. The other is about a ½-foot shorter.  Both are very broad and heavily muscled.  They are obvious monsters with bleeding red hats, grey skin, and long tusks.  I blink in front of the biggest one and cut his left quad muscle before turning the blade and cutting his right hamstring. 

I see two things at that point.  The big guy is simultaneously trying to hammer me while falling on me, and ‘Shorty’ has my favorite old biddy by the throat.  I barely have time to notice she is whipping his face with her purse before I have to blink out from under the big one.  I appear behind Shorty and immediately cut both his popliteal tendons.  I punch behind both knees and he drops down to his knees.  As he lands, I reach around his neck and slice it open from ear to ear.

Then I blink to the back of the big guy.  I find Rottie chewing his ear while the big goblin screams.  I place a hand on the back of the goblins head and tell him to sleep.  I monitor for a moment before grabbing Rottie’s scruff and blinking to 
the counter just in time to avoid getting brained by a table wielded by Shorty.  I turn to see him spraying his comrade with the remnants of his life. 

I look him in the eye and ask, “Do you want to live?”  He gives me a bewildered look.  I tell him, “I am the Green Lord.  You can keep fighting and die, or you can stop and live.  Choose.”

Shorty quietly gasps out, “Live.”  I walk over to him and take one of his big hands in my own.  I plant a kiss in the middle of his scrunched brow before reaching out with my will.  I fill him with the love of his family, his people, strangers around him, and children he may or may not have.  Then I will the flesh in his throat to knit back together.  The carotid arteries, jugular veins and all the lesser vessels find their severed parts and reconnect.  The flesh closes and returns to its normal, healthy grey color.

I tell him.  “Give it a minute before you try to talk.”  He nods.

I extend my will to his destroyed legs and heal the tendons, muscles, and skin.

Looking down into his eyes, I tell him, “You have to make this right.  You don’t get to walk in here and rampage without repercussions.  There will be a high price for this.  Am I clear?”

Shorty rasps, “Yes, Lord.”

“Slowly get to your feet.  Then set as much of the furniture up to serve customers as is still functional.  Then you go up and contritely ask the pretty young lady behind the counter where you should take the wreckage.  She’s a good friend, and you scared the shit out of her.  If you want to make points with me, convince her to forgive you.  You need to drink a shit-ton of water, too. Your body is building blood cells as fast as it can, but you need the fluids.
”

Then I walk over to my favorite old biddy.  “Ma’am, are you okay?”

She shakes her head, “Well, I’ve never seen such a thing!  Huge grey men with tusks wreaking havoc in a perfectly lovely little restaurant.”

I nod, “Yeah, but you sure did show him you’re no victim, didn’t you?”

She looks at me a moment with a bewildered look, and then she slowly releases a brilliant smile.  “I sure did, didn’t I.”

I turn to the smaller goblin, “Hey Shorty, please bring this fine lady a clean, wet wash cloth and a couple of dry towels.”

He gives me with a wounded look, “How did you know he calls me that?”

I shrug, “Deductive reasoning.”  I look back to the elderly woman.  “Please be patient, he has a lot to do in a very short amount of time.”  I start to turn away from her, but stop and tell her, “Don’t pay too much attention to what I’m doing, Ma’am.  It will just scramble your brain.” 

She nods at me seriously, “I bet.”

I walk over to the big guy.  I look down at him and wonder how best to send a message to King Saureg.  I consider a number of options before deciding on one that might shake the King more than threats.

I call out, “Shorty, do you have a name.”

He answers “Maddock Dwarfsbane, Lord.”

I walk towards him, “Dwarfsbane.  The Miner Clan of dwarves are personal friends of mine.  You harm them, and what I've done to you so far will look like child's play by the time I’m done with you.  Clear?”  I look up at him as I wait for 
an answer.

Maddock gulps and answers, “Crystal, Lord.”

I ask, “How did you get here?” 

“The Queen allowed us to portal to the Sedona compound.  They have a big panel van that we used to follow the scent of Cholley.”

I nod.  “OK.  Thanks, finish up.”

I walk over to Kellianne and wrap her in a hug.  She pulls me tight and sobs.  She looks at me and says, “Jack, I was so scared.  I’ve never seen beings like this.  They roared like animals, they have bloody heads, and they just started destroying.  Who are they?”

I kiss her forehead.  “Honey, they are Goblins.  You’ve been told all your life that they are myths and legends.  I can vouch for the fact that most myths and legends have a basis in fact.  Goblins are just one example.”

“But Jack, you just appeared and started cutting them up.  How did you do that?  You moved so fast, I didn’t see you travel from one point to the next.”

I kiss her forehead again.  “Kellianne, I didn’t travel.  You would probably call what I did ‘teleporting.’  It’s part of my Elven heritage.  And no, I don’t have pointy ears; although, full Elves do.  I have many other abilities from the rest of my heritage.  That’s how I removed your tattoos and body hair.  It’s how I made the big goblin sleep and healed Maddock.  It’s how I’m going to do this next thing to the big guy on the floor.  Don’t pay too much attention, it will just boggle your mind.  Okay?”

She hugs me tight and nods into my chest.  I tell her, “Go give Johnny a hug and let him know you need comfort.  I think he would like to be needed about now.
”

She looks up at me for a moment, then plants a kiss in the middle of my chest.  Then she releases me and goes to wrap Johnny in a sobbing hug.

I walk over to the big guy.  I wake him up.  He pushes himself up into a rough semblance of a Serpents pose.  I ask him, “Why did you do this today?”

His surprisingly clear tenor voice says, “King Saureg ordered it.  He said, ‘Track Cholley and make an example of him.’  When we found him, I decided to tear a path of destruction through this establishment until we found him and dismembered him.  It was to be part of the example.”

“So this was your idea?” I ask as I wave at the destruction in the restaurant.  I notice Trina, Daphne, Cholley, and the wolves are helping Maddock make order.

“Yeah.” Big guy starts to get some spine back.  “Who are you, and why do you care?”

My eyes glow with my reply, “I am the Green Lord, and caring is one of the many things I do.” 

His eyes grow wide as I say, “Listen and obey.”  I feel his mind become my slave with a surety I had for none of my previous attempts at ‘influence.’  “You will crawl back to Sedona on the stumps of your limbs, hiding from observation the whole way.  You will do whatever you have to do to get an audience with King Saureg.  And then you will tell him what I have done to you is a minor scratch compared to what I’m going to do to him.  Is that clear?  Repeat it back to me.”

He gets it right.  Then he says, “But Lord, you haven’t done anything to me.”

“I know, but I’m about to.  I think you’ll want to sleep for this.”  Then I will him asleep.
 

I call, “Trina, get a big trashbag and a mop bucket for me.”

I hear “Yes, Master.”  Then, I pull Eventide, and ask her to return to her original form.  Then I will his flesh to part as I hack down hard with the 18-inch blade mid-thigh on first one leg, then the other.  I stop the bleeding and cause the flesh to recede from the severed ends of the bone.  Then I cause the bone ends to calcify into hard balls of bone.  I repeat the procedure about four inches above his wrists.

When I’m done I hold up the trash bag and levitate the severed limbs into it.  Then I lay the bag on the floor and draw all of the blood from the floor into the bag.

I hand it to Trina to drop in the dumpster out back.  Johnny shows her the way.

Then I reach down and wake up the big guy.  He blinks for a moment and then tries to press himself up on his hands.  That’s when he realizes what I’ve done and starts to roar.  I turn him into a mute.

“Are you done?”  He tries to stand up and get his feet under himself, so he can club me with his stubs.  His legs stubs fail to respond, which gives him a whole new round of silent roaring.

“Do my instructions make sense now?”  The huge, crippled goblin weeps as he nods his head.  I give him his voice back.  I call, “Daphne, see if you can get a big bucket of clean drinking water.  Big Guy here needs to hydrate before he heads out.”

I hear her, “Yes, my Lord” followed by water running at a high speed.  I will Eventide back to the lockback configuration.  About five minutes later, Daphne appears to my right with a white 5-gallon plastic bucket full of clean water.

I lean in and kiss her, “Thank you, Precious.  I’ll help him 
drink.  He’s doing this for me. I need to set him up for success.”

I tell the huge, desolate goblin, “Sit back on your bum, Big Guy.  I’m going to lift this bucket up and help you drink.  Drink as much as you can.  The desert can be brutal.  Once you get to Sedona, have them bring you a hose and hydrate again.  In the event you need to pee or shit, you’ll have to do it in your pants.”  He resumes weeping as he drinks.

I ask, “Did you stop by the mountainside with trees when you were following Cholley?”

Big guy nods.  I tell him, “If you survive the mission I’ve given you, return to the trees and wait for me.  I will heal your arms and legs if you are willing to enter my service at that point.  You need to understand that you fucked up big-time here.  The price for entering my service is commensurately high.  Clear?”

Big guy nods.  “What’s your name, Big Guy?”

“Louis Grimm,” he answers. 

“Louis Grimm, if you fail me, I will end your suffering, and you will get to see what comes next after life.  Serve me well in this, Louis, and I will forgive you, heal you, and give you a purpose.”

“Yes, Lord.”

“Have you had enough to drink?”

“Yes, Lord.”

“You know the way?”

“Yes, Lord.”

I tell him, “It’s a 30-minute drive.  You could get there in a day, but it will take longer if you follow my instructions to 
avoid detection.   You are not allowed to hitch a ride.  Part of your penance is to crawl the journey.  Clear?”

“Yes, Lord.”

“Go, Louis.”

The huge, crippled goblin presses himself up with his arms and pulls his legs under him.  Then he slowly crawls out the door, moving like a gorilla.   Then Louis explodes out the door and disappears.

I call, “Maddock, will he make it?”

The other huge goblin responds, “Yes, Lord.  He’ll be there by morning if not sooner.” 

I turn to the elderly goblin, “Cholley, will Saureg tell the queen?

Cholley shrugs, “I suspect only if he sees advantage in it.  It’s our way, Lord.  May I mop that for you, Lord.”

I pat him on the shoulder as I accept his offer, “Thanks, Cholley. 

Then I walk back to Kellianne, “Hey sweetie, how you holding up?”

She looks up at me, “Honestly Jack, I’m pretty freaked out!  Goblins!  You’re not human either, are you?” 

I rock my hand from side-to-side, “Let’s go with not strictly human.  I was born human despite very small percentages of other races in my gene pool.  Something changed in September that made the non-human parts have more influence on my body and mind.  It’s complicated.”

She continues, “Elves, you mentioned dwarves...the big wolf that left before the goblins showed up.  Was that a werewolf?
”

I shake my head, “Not really.  He is a wolf shifter.  It’s not like the stories and movies, but there is a basis of truth in those stories based on wolf shifters.”

“All the guys in back?” she asks. 

I nod, “Yes, wolf shifters.  All of them.  Carl Mansfield’s a great guy to know.  He’s the Alpha of all the wolf shifters in all the Americas.”

She gives me a bewildered look, “How am I going to deal with all this knowledge, Jack?”

“Kellianne, there was an incident here when you first met the big dog.  I’m calling him ‘Rottie’ until I come up with a real name for him.  Trina and I removed that memory from you, Annette, and Kristina.  I don’t want to do that to you again.  It didn’t hurt you, and it didn’t damage you - I just don’t want to do it to you again.  You deserve to live your life with your eyes wide open.  If you or Johnny decide you would rather forget, let me know.  We’ll help you with that.  I’m not going to do it involuntarily to you again.”

She purses her lips and narrows her eyes as she processes that information.  “I thought you were my friend, Jack.  How could you do that to me?”

“It was an easy choice, Kellianne.  I wanted to help you avoid the angst you’re feeling now because the wizard just opened the curtain.  Apparently, I should have just made you angry.”  She sticks her tongue at me and lightens up a bit.

I shrug before I continue, “Plus, I wanted to protect you.  The worlds of fae and elves have been a closely guarded secret for millennia.  Very few humans were allowed to know about them, and I wouldn’t be surprised if the courts didn’t send someone like Maddock to deal with any leaks.”

Her eyes get big, “Will they send someone to deal with me?”  
Trina walks up at that point and wraps us both in a hug.

“I don’t know.  Since I have to figure out what to do with Maddock, I think I leave him here to protect you.  We tell everyone that he broke the place up, but he’s broke.  So he’s working off his debt here fixing furniture, bussing tables, cleaning up.  There’s something I need to check, but I think that can work”

Kellie looks at Trina, “Are you an elf, Trina?”

Trina smiles gently and kisses her temple before answering, “No, sweetie.  I’m Sidhe from the Winter Court.  I look like I’m from the Summer Court because my family were originally.  That’s old news.  Centuries old.”

Kellianne asks, “How old are you?”

Trina chuckles, “Thirty-four, sweetie.”

Kellianne sighs, “I hope I look as good when I’m thirty-four.”

Trina releases me and hugs her, “Honey, you are beautiful.”

Kellianne returns the hug then looks at Trina, “You look human; although, you are supernaturally beautiful.  What does being Sidhe mean?”

Trina laughs, “It probably means I’m a petty bitch, but the honest short answer is that we are stronger, faster, longer lived, and heal more quickly than our human cousins.  Before you ask, the average lifetime of Sidhe and our Goblin cousins is 400-500 years.  Fortunately, we Sidhe mature similarly as humans - roughly adult at 18.  I can’t imagine needing to wait until I’m 75 or so to love Jack.”

Kellianne opens her mouth for another question, but Trina forestalls her by putting her finger on Kellianne’s lips.  “Sweetie, I’d be happy to arrange a time to sit down over coffee and answer all your questions.  I was a graduate assistant 
in college, and I love educating hungry minds.  Maybe I can even get one of my elf friends to join us so you can ask them questions, too.  For now, I need you to focus on practical issues.  Okay?”

Kellianne nods, and Trina continues.  “I tied off the bag with the big goblin’s body parts and pitched it in the dumpster.  Will that be okay?” 

Kellianne twists her mouth to the side and considers before answering, “Should be.  We get enough food waste in bags, that it should blend right in.  It would be better if his legs were in smaller chunks, but there will be enough other garbage on top of it that it won’t matter.”

Trina squeezes her tight and kisses her quickly on the lips before adding, “Super.  What do we need to do to get enough furniture to serve guests...make it look like nothing special happened here?  Maddock and crew have moved things around to fill the space okay, but you’re two tables and about six chairs short.”

Maddock comes up at this point, “I can repair one table and three of the chairs.  Let me get my human guise in place, and then I can get some tools and hardware.  Assuming I can find what I need, I should have those done in a couple of hours.  I can craft new replacements for the others from scratch by Friday.  It won’t be to Dwarven or Elven standards, but I am pretty handy.  The king had me make a dinette for one of his daughters once.”

Trina looks at him, “Okay.  Get your human guise on and get your supplies.  We’re going to need to dump the van back at the Sedona compound before long.  I don’t want them to track it back here.  After that, we’re going with Jack’s story,” she points at me with her chin.  “Kellianne is dear to me.  You will protect her with your life.  If it becomes untenable, you will bring her to me or Jack - whomever you can find first.  
Clear?”

Maddock genuflects, “As you wish, Princess.”

Kellianne gasps, “You’re a princess?”

Trina gives the hairy eyeball to the Goblin, “Get moving, Maddock.”  Then she looks at Kellianne, “No, sweetie.  I’m not.  I come from royal bloodlines, but I’m not in contention for any royal seat.  What I am, is Jack’s Chief Concubine.”  I roll my eyes and spank her ass.  She gives me a 100 Kilowatt smile and continues talking to Kellianne, “That means that I recruit concubines and wives for my Lord to bed and wed.” 

I walk outside at that point, not wanting to answer the inevitable questions from Kellianne.  Before I get too far, I hear Trina whisper to her, “If things don’t work out with Johnny, you let me know.  Our queen has a candidate in mind for his first human concubine, but that doesn’t mean a second wouldn’t be welcome.”

Kellianne gasps as I step out the door.  I squat against the wall and Rottie joins me.  He puts his head on my knee, and I scratch behind his ears.  “Hey there, good boy.  I hope you’re into crazy because that is just what you signed up for.”  He chuffs as if to say, ‘Don’t worry, buddy.  I’ve got your back.
’ 

I chuckle, “When did you get so eloquent?  Huh?”  I lean down and kiss him between his expressive eyes. 

I hear a lovely contralto voice say, “Damn, Jack.  Did all your ladies leave you?  Good thing I brought some more or your love life would go to the dogs.”

I look to see Chelsea walking up with a big grin on her face.  Behind her walk Solange, Marisol, Tiphanae, and Kristina.  I stand up to greet them, which causes Kristina to run up to me.  She ignores Rottie’s growl and launches up into the air.  I step forward to catch her before Rottie does.
 

Kristina wraps her arms and legs around me and kisses me passionately.  “I’ve been gone from you too long, Jack,” she gasps as we come up for air.

Chelsea mutters, “Jeez!  Get a room!”

Solange says, “Just wait until you’ve known him for more than a day.  You’ll feel the same way.”  She wraps Kristina and me in a hug and kisses me just as passionately as Kristina did.  Kristina starts whimpering and squirming while we kiss.  When I come up for air, Kristina leans over and drives her tongue into Solange’s mouth. 

I chuckle, “Something tells me we better get inside before we have an orgy on the sidewalk.  Ladies, say ‘hi’ to Rottie.  Krissie’s met him before, but may not remember.”

I set her down, and she wraps him in a hug.  She says, “That’s right.  He took Ronni’s wolf, and then you and Trina influenced me.”  She looks up at me, “Dwarves are notoriously hard to influence, plus Trina made sure I recalled everything over Thanksgiving.”

Chelsea squats down to look Rottie in the eye.  “Thank you for taking care of Brother Wolf.  When we get Jack settled, I’ll let Sister Wolf out.  We can run all over Jack’s property for the sheer joy of it!”  Rottie chuffs and then licks her face.

We all laugh at that.

Carl’s entourage walks out the door to set up a screen.  Carl walks out and sees us all standing there, “Ah, our Bitch!  Just in time!  We need to get going.”  Then he turns to me and extends his hand.

“Jack, it’s a pleasure getting to know you.  I’m sure our alliance will be strong, long, and fruitful for us both.”

I apply what I’ve heard my Sidhe lovers say, “Thus mote it 
be.”  We man-hug, and Chelsea let’s loose a “Khm” as we part.

She says, “My Alpha, I am staying with Jack.”  I cock an eyebrow, and she continues, “My wolf has chosen Jack as our mate.”

My surprise shows, “I thought you two were married.”

Carl and Chelsea laugh, “It’s a deception that grew on its own, but it has served us well over the years.”  Then Carl gets serious, “Jack, let me introduce my daughter, Chelsea Mansfield.”

Chelsea looks down shyly and I see a slight blush on her neck. 

Carl says, “Chelsea, I think Jack is already married.  Your wolf won’t like that.”

Chelsea nods as she looks up at her father, “He will have at least two wives before I become his.  Sister Wolf is warming up to having a big family.  I’ve discussed it at length with Kristina, and she agrees that I need to be Jack’s, and he needs to be mine.”

Kristina tugs my arm, “Yes, Jack.  She is in if you are the least bit open to it.”

“Uh, okay,” I respond.  “Chelsea, you’re beautiful, and I do find myself attracted to you.  I understand your wolf has chosen me, but what do you want?  I’m not going to bind you to me if you don’t want it, too.  Do you want to be with me?  Do you even want to be my wife?  As your father insinuated, my family life is not the least bit conventional.  I heard somewhere that wolves mate for life, and they are monogamous.  I’m assuming that applies to Shifters, too.”

Chelsea walks up to me slowly with her eyes lowered.  She puts a hand on each shoulder and shivers.  Then she takes a half-step forward to clasp her hands behind my neck.  Finally, she looks up into my eyes
.

She says, “Jack, it doesn’t work like that.  As soon as my wolf spirit, or Sister Wolf, made it known, my human spirit was on board.”

Carl agrees, “Any healthy pairing works like that - both ways.”

Chelsea frowns at her father, then turns back to me.  “Kristina and I have spent a lot of time talking today.  She shared how difficult it is to share the man you love with other women.   In your case, that’s MANY other women.  She also shared that by holding that natural jealousy in check, she has found a deep love with her sisters regardless of whether they are wives or concubines.  As an only child, joining a large loving family is attractive to me.  Most importantly, I keep telling myself that my wolf chose you.  That may not necessarily be true.  Both of my spirits are drawn to you at a visceral level.  My wolf is ready to fight all your ladies to be your mate, but she’s willing to try this big family approach after talking to Kristina all day.  I, my human spirit, knew it the moment your eyes locked onto mine from across the room when the door of your condo opened.  I’m ready to take you out of town, find a convenient patch of grass, drop to my knees and have you take me thoroughly and roughly.  I don’t care if I am to be a concubine or a wife, as long as I’m yours.

Kristina puts a hand on my right shoulder and kisses it before adding, “Jack, you will marry her.  She needs to be a wife.  You need her as a wife.”

I look down at my diminutive fiancé, “Are you really Kristina, or Trina behind a glamor?”  Kristina smacks my ass, as Chelsea laughs and leans her forehead into my lips.  I kiss her offered flesh before asking, “Big wedding or small, Chelsea?”

She smiles up at me, “I told you what I want, Jack.”

“Khm,” from Carl.  “I think a small wedding would be great.  
Your grandparents would like it.”

“Okay,” I say.  “Small wedding it is.”  I lean into Chelsea and kiss her lips gently.

Carl pulls an Elf-tech cone of silence and activates it.  “Since we’re talking on the sidewalk, Jack.”  I nod.  “I can commit at least a squad to support your retrieval efforts - maybe more.”

“Thanks, Carl.  It has to happen this week.  I’ll let you know when I have the intel.  Either way, I’m looking at Thursday unless I can make it happen faster.  That’s four days from now.”

Carl nods, “We’ll plan accordingly.  Chelsea can arrange whatever you need if you can’t catch me in a timely manner.”

We clasp hands, “Thanks, Carl.  I won’t forget this.”

Carl laughs, “Shit, Jack.  I am so far indebted to you I could never catch up.  All the best, my friend.”

Carl kisses his daughter goodbye, and then he and his entourage leave.


Chapter 22 - Breakfast and Scheming

(Morgan’s suite, Winter Court of the Sidhe, Springfield, Missouri)


M
yra wakes up the next morning wrapped up in Morgan’s arms and Esmi’s wings.  They all start to stir, and Esmi changes back to her Sidhe form.  Morgan is in the middle, and she kisses and caresses both her bedmates to provide a delightful wakeup.

Myra withdraws her tongue from Esmi’s mouth and Morgans fingers from her pussy.  “I have to pee, or we’re going to get very wet and even kinkier in this bed!”  She gets up and trots to the loo.

Esmi sits up and shivers, “No golden showers for me!  I don’t mind blood splattered lovers, but urine belongs away from the body!”

Morgan rolls up onto her knees and whispers, “I completely agree,” as she nibbles on Esmi’s neck and caresses her flank.

Esmi moans in response to Morgan’s attention as the toilet flushes.  “Sweetie, I need a turn, too!  Keep that thought, Darling.  I really want to pursue that line of thinking!”  She kisses Morgan tenderly, jumps off the bed, and skips to the loo.
 

Myra washes up and crawls back onto the bed, wrapping her elder sister into a hug.

Morgan says, “I can’t believe I fucked my sister.”

Myra responds, “You doing okay?  I know that can seem weird, but I’m not sure incest is really a thing among sisters since there’s no possibility of a baby.  Regardless, that was pretty mild compared to some of the time I’ve spent recently with the Ravens and Trina.”

Morgan kisses Myra behind her ear before responding,  “I’m doing much better than okay.  I always adored you, Myra.  Did you know the first word you spoke was ‘Sissi?’  It broke my heart when mother wouldn’t let me near you.  I’ve grown VERY fond of Esmi, to the point that I’m tempted to say I love her.  So I spent last night laying in bed wrapped up in my two favorite people.” 

There’s another flush in the loo.  Morgan kisses Myra’s mouth passionately, then breaks away.  “My turn,” she says shyly.  She slowly extracts herself from Myra’s loving embrace and trails her fingers over her sister’s hard nipples as she crawls off the bed and goes to relieve herself.

Myra gets up, slides her arms into her robe, and goes to the kitchenette.  She fills three glasses with water and sets them on the table.


She drains hers and refills it.  She smiles thinking about how Jack’s constant pushing of water on his family has created a habit.  Her expression turns somber as she prays,
 ‘Goddess, I miss him!  Please keep him and our extended family safe!’
  Then she smiles,
 ‘He would have been a lot of fun last night!’

Esmerelda walks up and circles the table to stand behind Myra and wrap her up in an embrace.  She kisses Myra’s neck and asks, “What is driving that smile, my Queen?”

Myra cups her face and turns to kiss her wetly before answering,  “
I was just thinking about how much fun it would have been to have my husband join us last night.”

Esmerelda kisses her again and cups Myra’s breast.  “I love to see you so smitten with him, and yet you’re still our favorite slut.  May I call you my ‘Slut Queen,’ Myra?” she asks with a smile as she leans her forehead against her queen’s.

Myra chuckles, “Only once I announce my reign, Sweetheart.”

Esmerelda chuckles while rubbing noses, “Of course, my Queen.”

Morgan walks up to them and grasps Myra’s chin in her hands.  “Are you trying to steal my girlfriend, sister?”

Myra pulls her into a kiss before answering, “No Sissi.  I am just enjoying her as long as you both agree to let me.”

Morgan stands and laughs, “Being my sister’s lover is more fun than I thought.  Is my lack of remorse part of my insanity?”

Myra shakes her head and stands.  She clasps Morgan’s shoulders and looks her in the eyes. Esmerelda watches Morgan closely in case she needs to comfort her lover.

Myra answers sincerely, “No Sissi.  We are Sidhe.  We are providing comfort to each other and rekindling our love for each other that outside forces interrupted.  You are my Sissi.  You always were and always will be.  It’s just a bonus that we get to be lovers.  Unless you join Jack’s family, it won’t be a frequent thing, but I feel strongly that making love to you is good and right.  I would gladly share any of my family, including Trina and my husband, with both of you.  You are special and worthy.”

They all hug and kiss until Morgan declares, “I can’t take any more emotion without coffee!”

Myra laughs, “You have that in common with Jack.  I think he can’t pass a coffee shop without ordering.”

Morgan’s Hob appears and hands a cup to Morgan.  “Here you go, 
mistress.  Ladies, what can I make for you?”

Myra says, “An Americano please, add about a shot glass of warm milk.”

Esmerelda puts in her order, “That sounds good, but I’ll have an old-fashioned café-au-lait, please.”

“You are very efficient, Hob,” Morgan says as it’s one of the few phrases of gratitude Hobgoblins will accept without offense.

Myra caresses Morgan’s shoulder, “Sissi, I need to get word to Jack.”  Morgan nods.  Myra looks around for her Hobgoblin servant, “Hob, can you find Peg and get her here.  Please find her and tell her to come see me here.  Tell her Morgan has granted safe passage.”

Hob says, “It is my pleasure to serve, my Queen.”

“Hob,” she responds.  “Please keep the ‘queen’ verbiage inside your head until I announce, okay.”

Hob bows and says, “Of course, my Queen.”  Then he winks at her.

Myra laughs, “Come here you!”   She wraps the tiny being in a hug, “When did you grow a sense of humor, Hob?”

Hob responds, “Seeing you alive has brought it out.  Please forgive me, Mistress.”

Myra kisses Hob’s sparsely-haired pate.  “Nothing to forgive, old friend.  I like it.  Don’t let me detain you any longer.”

Esmerelda asks, “Myra, would you like to text him with my phone?”

Myra groans, “I would love to, but I can’t remember the number!  I’m so reliant on my cell phone’s contacts.  I’m useless at remembering phone numbers.”

Morgan laughs, “You can tell me all the lineage and members of each house down to the newest arrivals, where they live, other 
properties, most of their business concerns, their level of commitment to the court, and who’s making love to whom.  Yet, you can’t remember your husband’s phone number?”  She howls, and Esmerelda joins in her laughter.  Myra finally dismisses her chagrin and chuckles with them.

Myra asks, “My phone is probably in my clutch.  Do either one of you have an idea where it might be?”

Morgan says, “I didn’t see anything like it when I was summoned to punish you.  Megan had a clutch, but I imagine it’s hers.”

Myra says, “She would have Jack’s number, too.”

Esmerelda tries to comfort her, “My Queen, we’ll figure it out.  In the meantime, let’s break our fast, shower, and make plans.  Maybe we can squeeze some more quality loving in-between.”

Morgan’s Hobgoblin presents the coffee orders and a second one for Morgan.  Then he lays out cold cuts, cheese, butter, jams, soft-boiled eggs, orange juice, and a pitcher of water. 

The ladies dig in as they discuss the problems in front of them.

Myra says, “I think the priority is getting word to Jack.  Then I think we need to get intel on the locations of Corrina, Sowie, Liesl, and Geri.  Then we need to figure out how to secure them.  Once that’s done, we can work a plan with Peg and Jack.”

Morgan adds, “Corrina’s location is easy.  She’s hanging from the whipping tree in the audience chamber.  Trevor is trying to keep her bleeding, but he’s so inept she’s probably healed now.”

“Oh shit,” Myra exclaims.  “Jack is going to go ape-shit over that.  As much as love is his super-power, he may still break out and kill some people over that.  He thinks the world of Corrina.”

Morgan shrugs, “That’s probably okay.  We have more than a few shit-birds that could use killing.”


Myra shakes her head, “That won’t help heal the Sidhe.  What 
about Geri, Liesl, and Sowie?  Any word?


 


Morgan shakes her head and responds “No” as Esmerelda nods. 

Esmerelda says, “Claudette took them into custody.  She whipped them in the barracks yard and then locked them up.  Sowie has been released to accompany Megan back to Phoenix.  I might be able to get the other two out.  I need to do a little recon.”

Myra says, “Thanks, Esmi.  I would appreciate it.”  She turns to Morgan, “Sissi, can we keep them here, or do we need to find a different place to hide them?”

Morgan twists her face in a frown as she thinks through the options.  “Tucking them in your quarters is probably the best option.  Everyone knows you’re here, so theoretically no one should look for them there.  You’re here to be punished instead of plotting against the queen...oh shit, we need to stage some theatre.  Quick!  To the whipping tree!”

Esmi calls out as they run to the antechamber, “We’re not done with breakfast, Hob!”

Morgan grabs her whip and whispers, “Start with a gasping groan, and back to the ‘crack-scream’ thing.  Ready?”

Myra nods, and then Morgan nods and cracks the whip.  Myra lets out a choked scream.

Morgan yells, “Wake up, little sister!  Mommie-Dearest wants you docile and agreeable.  I don’t think you’re there, yet!  Let’s get your back nice and bloody!  Maybe that will soften you up!”

Crack - scream!

Crack - scream!


Chapter 23 - Getting Organized

(The Red Rooster in Cottonwood)


I
 pull the ladies inside, and we all hurry to the back room.  There’s food still laying out, so the rest of my family grabs plates and flatware from Kellianne and has a quick lunch.

I ask Kristina, “Plans for the rest of the day?”

She responds, “I’m meeting Uncle Merrill at the build site in a little over an hour to talk through vineyard terracing.”

Trina pipes up, “You need to go meet the nymphs, Jack.”

“Nymphs?” I ask to show how ‘with it’ I am.  “I guess this is the ‘more to tell you part’ you mentioned earlier.

Trina smiles, “Yes…”

Daphne adds, “There is a Dryad, a Naiad, and a bucketload of Hamadryads.” 

Trina picks up the narrative again, “One of them pulled the living shadows from my face.  Apparently, Living Shadows are a blessing to them.  The old elm Hamadryad, Jana, has root rot.  She can’t plant a new seed until all of the disease 
is gone.  The Living Shadows eat the disease from her tree, her flesh, and the surrounding soil.  I don’t know how it’s created, but I suspect the queen makes it as one of her special abilities as the monarch.  Regardless, getting more to share with the grove would be useful.  It probably wouldn’t hurt the vineyards, either.”

Daphne slides in behind Trina and wraps her in a hug, “The part that Trina failed to mention is that they all want to pledge their service to you.  It sounds like they could be very useful members of the family.”

I sigh, “Okay.   We’ll run up there on the way home for a quick visit.  I want to run over and say ‘hello’ to KC real quickly, and then we can hit the road.”

Kristina says, “Trina and I will accompany you.  Let’s go now while the ladies are finishing their lunch.”

“Alright, we’ll be back in about 10 minutes.”  I look down at Rottie.  “You coming, or are you and Cholley going to hold the boy’s club in the corner?”  He cocks his head to the side and furrows his brow.  “Yeah, you’re right.  Stupid question.  Come on.” 

Rottie and the two ladies follow me out the door.  We hurry over to say high to KC.  We walk in the door past the agent manning the front desk only to find that his office is closed and the lights are off.  I mutter, “Well, crap.  Well my darlings, I guess we best be on our way.”

At that point a tall, exotic looking woman walks around the corner and asks, “May I help you?”

I turn and take her in.  KC is right; she is something special.  “Hello, I’m Jack Jerome.  We just stopped by to say hello to KC as we were across the street.  Nothing special.”

She smiles, “Ah, Jack Jerome.  I’m Calliope Georgeopoulos.  
Please call me Callie”

Kristina and Trina share a quiet chuckle.

“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Callie.  KC mentioned you to us.  These ladies are Kristina Unterberg and Trina Laughlin.”

Callie turns her attention to them and smirks as she asks, “Am I correct in assuming that you two are responsible for the mess I found in my office?”

Kristina replies, “Who us?”  She looks down at Rottie.  “You?”  He cocks his head and whines in confusion.

Trina adds, “It was mostly her,” while pointing a Kristina.  “Krissie creates an unbelievable amount of fluid when she comes.”

Kristina, “Khm!  I wouldn’t have made such a mess if you’re weren’t so intent on getting me to squirt.  We could have just cuddled and played, but no...let’s make Krissie squirt!”  She’s blushing a bit, but she also has a huge grin on her face.

Callie laughs, “KC did eventually come clean that he told you to make as big of a mess as possible.  I went out of my way to earn it.”  She turns her gorgeous smile to me.  “I think I have you to thank for explaining things to him, Jack.  Is that right?”

I shrug, “I gave him a perspective on your behavior to him that differed considerably from what he was thinking.  Are you two standing on better ground now?”

Callie rolls her eyes and moans, “I’ll say!  My Master and I are eternally grateful to you for setting us on a collision course.  I kept trying to connect with KC, but something would always trigger me to brat instead.  That gentle, adorable man turned out to have a very talented firm hand.  Thank you, Jack!”  She wraps me in a hug.
 

Then she releases me and turns to the two ladies.  “Come here, you two!”  She grabs Trina first and hugs her closely.  They share cheek kisses.  Then Callie pulls Kristina into a hug, which manages to press Kristina’s face directly between Callies abundant breasts.

Trina laughs, “Careful, Callie!  Krissie may never want to leave where you have her pinned.”

Kristina turns her head towards Trina as Callie puts a hand behind her head and pulls Kristina into her pillows.  Kristina says to Trina, “Quiet you!  You’re just jealous because she likes me better.”

Callie laughs, and then Kristina pulls back enough to reach up and pull Callie’s mouth down for a relatively chaste kiss.  She tells Callie, “Despite our joking, it was truly our pleasure to do our part in getting you two together.”

Callie rocks her head back in a roaring laugh as she releases Kristina.  Then she asks, “Double-entendre
 much, Kristina?”

Kristina replies with a hilarious look of innocence, “Qui, moi
?  And call me Krissie.  Usually, I reserve that for family that I’ve had sex with, but that hug was nearly carnal.”  She winks at Callie as she slides back to wrap me in a hug.  “I don’t play outside our family.  Otherwise, I’d have to see if your master would loan you to me for a while.”

Callie’s eyes get big, “Oh!  Why did you have to put that picture in my brain, you little minx?”

We all have a good laugh at that.

Once we’ve caught our breath, Callie asks, “Jack, are interested in buying Echo Canyon Winery?  As you know, it’s right next door to your property, and it’s been on the market for some time.  Another winery is leasing the land at the moment, but they’re struggling a bit, too.  They might be open 
to selling the crop to you.  Otherwise, you make money from the lease until harvest.”

I look down at Kristina, who's still tucked up tight under my arm.  She nods.

I tell Callie, “My agent, KC, will be in touch.”

Callie bows and says, “I will wait for word from my Master.”

We wave goodbye and hustle back over to the Rooster.  When we arrive, the team has finished and are in the middle of helping Kellianne bus the tables.  Rottie runs in to hit the water bowl again.

Maddock is working on broken furniture in a corner by the patio door.  I almost didn’t recognize him in his ‘human guise.’  I walk up and cut loose a little, “Khm.”  Maddock takes note of my presence and looks at me with nervous, questioning eyes.

“Maddock, Kellianne and Johnny are my people.  Take good care of them.  Once I’m certain they’re safe, we can talk about what comes next for you.  Sound reasonable?”

“Yes, Lord,” he answers.

I tilt my head, “Um...just out of curiosity.  How does the ‘human guise’ thing work for you?  It’s a significant enough change that I almost didn’t recognize you.  I wouldn’t have if I hadn’t been looking for you.”

He responds shyly, “We goblins don’t have much magic, but turning on a human guise is intrinsic to who we are.  Some are faster at transitioning, but we all do it.  It takes some time to do it regardless.  It’s kind of like a shifter in that it’s a whole new form, and it’s not an illusion.  It works a little differently in each of the goblin races, but in general, it shortens our jaws and tusks and lightens the grayish tone of our skin to make it close to human average.  For Red Caps, 
it also works to make our features more ‘average’ to help us disappear in a crowd.  For larger Red Caps, it also makes us shorter and less heavily muscled if we stand outside the average range.  Honestly, getting shorter is a bit of a risk because it makes walking and balance a little tricky for a while.”  He looks up at my eyes. “Did that answer your question, Lord?”

I nod, “Yes Maddock.  One more for you.  When you change back, does it also take some time?”

He shakes his head, “No, Lord.  That’s almost instantaneous.  And there’s no adjustment for balance, etcetera
.  I think it’s a survival mechanism.”

“That’s great, Maddock.  I was concerned about how fast you could revert if you had to fight.”

He looks surprised.  “Uh, okay.  A human would say ‘thank you’ for that, but my people don’t do that.”

I tell him, “I know.  Although, if you’re trying to blend in with humans, you might tell yourself it’s part of the disguise and do it if a human might expect it.  Clear?”

“Yes, Lord.”

“Do you need weapons?  I didn’t see either you or Louis with weapons.”

Maddock responds, “I have a couple of combat knives and a sawed-off with deer slugs in the van.  Louis had a Spatha and a dagger, too.”

“Good.  Secure all of your gear out of the van and give Cholley the keys.  He will secure Louis’ gear and drop the van off at the compound this afternoon.” He nods emphatically.  “Do you have a phone?”

“No Lord.  We rarely have the need.
”

“Get one.  Get my number from Kellianne once you have it.  I want a report from you every Sunday afternoon.  Clear?”

He ducks his head in a quick bow. “Yes, Lord.”

“Do you need anything from me before we leave?”

“No Lord.”  He says, and then he has a look run across his face like he’s had an epiphany.  “And, uh, thank you for saving my life, Lord.  I really do have a debt to you.”

I smile, “You’re welcome, Maddock.  You’re working off that debt now taking care of my people.  Be well.  Call if you need anything.  Best of luck.”

I offer my hand to shake.  He hesitates for a moment, then grasps my palm and squeezes.  I can tell he’s being gentle because he doesn’t crush my hand.  “Goodbye, Lord.”

“Ciao
 for now,” I respond.

I turn to Solange, “Gather the troops, my Love.”

Solange pulls the ladies and Cholley together in the back room.

I say, “Let’s update our plans.  Solange, how many vehicles did you bring?”

She answers, “Just one, Lord.  We left the SUVs from Myra’s detail figuring the court would send a retrieval team.  They showed up as we were leaving.  I probably should have left Megan’s, but we retrieved it and Christie’s.  We left Christie’s in Phoenix in case she and Georgia need to leave quickly.”

“Uh…,” I say eloquently.  “Who is Georgia?”

Tiphanae answers, “She is a friend of Christie’s from the Seelie court.  She has real visions or premonitions.  She might get knowledge of an event anywhere from 15 seconds to 30 minutes in advance.  They’re very accurate, but they 
don’t always arrive early enough to do anything about it.  As such, she’s not well liked because people resent the lack of timely warning.  It’s not her fault, but you know how capricious the Sidhe can be.  Christie is really her only friend.  When she heard Christie mention to me she was not coming back, Georgia packed a daypack and rushed to catch us.  She has been chasing us since and caught up to us at the arena.  Marigold found her while helping to secure the site.  She begged us to take her to Christie.”

Kristina chips in, “Christie and I made the call, Jack.  She’s another wounded bird.  Seriously broken.  If you had seen her, you would have made the same call.”

I nod, “Okay.  Good to know.  Thanks, ladies.  So, we have two SUVs, Krissie’s truck, and Maddock’s van.  We need to get a big SUV that has no links to the courts, and we need to return Maddock’s van to the compound in Sedona.  I don’t want it found anywhere close to here.  There are too many of our people here.”

Everyone nods in agreement.  Johnny says, “Thanks for that, Jack,” as he and Kellianne walk in from the front of house.

I nod in recognition and keep going.  “Solange, Charli, Mari, and Cholley go find us an SUV.  You have our Verdant Security Services credit card, and it should cover anything under 50K.  Go for utility and space rather than flashy.  Let Cholley check it out mechanically before purchasing anything.  One of you ladies ride with Cholley in the van.  Questions?”

Solange shakes her head, “No, my Lord.”

I look at Kristina, “Krissie, can you take Tiphanae with you to the vineyards, please?  Trina, Daphne, Chelsea and I will ride in the Yukon and meet you there.”

Kristina says, “Of course, my Love.
”

I look to Johnny and Kellianne, “Please take down my phone number.  Call me if anything happens or you need anything.”

Kellianne replies, “Kristina shared yours, hers, and Trina’s numbers.  I’ve already put them on Johnny’s phone, too.”

I smile. “Great, Kellianne.  Share them with Maddock when he gets a phone.”

I look to Kristina, “We may need to get him transport and lodging.  I want him close to Johnny and Kellianne all the time.  Not in their laps, but close enough he can be there within five minutes.  Can you take care of that, Krissie?”

She gives me a huge smile, “Yessir!  I’ll make sure he has enough cash to do what he needs to do.  I’ll hire him on a minimal wage for the company.”

I chuckle with her.  “Okay.  Any questions…”  hearing none, “...then let’s roll.”

Once we get in Trina’s Yukon, I pull out my phone and call Christie.  I grab Chelsea’s hand in mine as soon as I finish dialing.

I hear her answer, “Hello, my darling Jack!  How are you doing?  Did everything go okay?”

“Yes, darling.  Everything’s going okay.  I’m heading up to the vineyard site with the family that’s here.  Apparently, we have nymphs in residence.  I want to meet them and meet with Merrill and Krissie to discuss vineyard terracing and construction, since I’m close by. Then we’ll be on the road.  Is everything going okay there?”

She answers, “Yes, my Love.  I did get a chance to talk to Megan.  She is coming home with Sowie & Selene.  Her mom insisted she have two guards.  Since she didn’t have control of Solange, she put Selene back on the job.
”

I sigh, “Okay.  I understand that Selene is a barrel of problems.  We’ll deal with that when they arrive.  Please check with Acorn to ensure they have enough food and water at each of their posts.  I’m assuming they are still set up in the CRV and in the kitchen.”

Christie confirms, “That’s right.  Same rotation as last time.  Commander Acorn has us scheduled to resupply in about an hour.”

I hear a squeak in the background and Christie laughs.  Chuckling, she says, “Persimmon says ‘don’t call him that; he will be insufferable.’  Based on the grin on her face, I’d say she’s kidding.”

I join in their laughter.  “Okay, my Love.  I understand we have a new orphan?”

Christie’s voice turns serious quickly, “That’s right, Jack.  Her name is Georgia.  She needs me.  I think she needs you, too.  I’m not sending her away.”

“Based on what Tiphanae and Kristina told me, I agree.  Give her a hug from me and tell her she has a home.  I look forward to meeting her.  Any other news?”

“No, my darling man.  Be safe, and come home to me.  I need to feel you in my arms again soon!”

I chuckle “Yes, my Princess.  As you wish.”

She laughs, “Not the Princess Bride, again!  Love you, Jack.  See you soon!”

“Bye,” I say.

We’re just passing the Walgreens on 89a.  We have time, so I call Peg.  She answers after three rings.

I greet her with, “Hello, Peg.  How are you holding up, dear.
”

“Doin’ okay, milord.  Things don’t look so rosy for your girls,” she answers

I nod as if she could see me, “What have you learned?”

She sighs heavily, “Well, Corrina is hanging from the whipping post in the audience chamber.  Officially, she’s being punished for breaking the geas.  Sowie, Geri, and Liesl are locked in a cell by Claudette, the Raven Commander.  All have been whipped, but are in cells and recovering.

Myra is in Morganna’s room.  There are screams and whip cracks, shouting, screaming, but neither has been seen since Morganna checked with her mother after her first whipping session with Myra.”

She catches her breath with another big sigh.  “While she was there, her mom had her break the skin on Corrina’s back because Trevor couldn’t manage it with the whip.  He seems to lack the skill rather than the desire.  He’s been whipping our girl 10 minutes straight at the top of the hour to keep her back from healing.  Additionally, Myra’s Hob and Christoff, her PA, are missing.”

I tell her, “Thanks, Peg.  I understand that Megan and Sowie are on their way back to us.  I know it can’t be easy being holed up there.  If I can get them all arranged, do you think we can send everyone else through the armoire?”

She snorts, “Yes, Lord.  I’d rather do it just once rather than trickle them in.  It would keep the traffic into Trina’s supposedly abandoned quarters to a minimum, but needs must.  I’ll be ready to ferry them through as soon as they arrive.”

“Thanks, Peg.  The Wolf Shifters have joined in an alliance with us.  We’re headed to the Residence site to meet a bunch of nymphs that just showed up.  Then I’ll be headed back to Phoenix.  Call me if you need anything or if anything changes significantly.   I’ve gotta dash.
”

“Of course, milord.  Be careful.  We’re all counting on you.”

I smile as I respond, “Yes, ma’am.”

I close the phone and squeeze Chelsea’s hand.  She watches me for about a minute before leaning her head on my shoulder.  I wrap my arm around her and kiss the top of her head.  She makes a pleased ‘hmmm’ sound and wraps her left arm around me.  We hold each other close until we arrive at the vineyards.


Chapter 24 - The Secret Cabal

(Morgan’s suite, Winter Court of the Sidhe, Springfield, Missouri)


“A
gain,” demands Myra.









Morgan groans, “Jeez, Myra!  Do you know how hard is to try to stab you with your boobies bouncing around like that?”

Myra drops her guard, “It’s not my fault Hob didn’t think to bring workout togs - Gaa!”  Myra barely deflects Morgan’s attack.

Morgan chuckles, “Keep that guard up, Sissi!  Don’t let my talk of your boobies distract you!  Gaa!”  Myra attacks with a linear drive that has Morgan backing up rapidly.  Morgan parries and tries to counter, but Myra steps off the line of Morgan’s attack and perfectly disarms her sister,  placing the point of her blade at her throat, just barely piercing the skin.

“Hey, hey, hey, Myra.  No reason to get your missing knickers in a twist because I caught you unaware!  Just because I heal supernaturally fast doesn’t mean you should be puncturing your 
beloved sister!”

Myra drops the sword tip, grabs a fistful of her sister’s hair and pulls her in for a kiss.  As Myra releases her, Morgan is left looking completely dumbfounded.

Myra steps back and salutes Morgan with her sword.  “If I’d known I could shut up your incessant nattering by kissing you, I’d have done it 30 minutes ago.”

Morgan winks at her, “We could go to bed, and I could reward you for your victory.” She starts to sidle up to Myra.

“Or…,” Myra pokes her with the sheath of her blade, “we could stage the next act of our theatre.  It’s time, Sissi.”

Morgan looks at the clock in her kitchenette.  “Shit.  You’re right.  Okay, time to practice your whip skills, Sissi.”  Morgan picks up her blade and sheaths it, and then Myra hands her sheathed blade to her.  Morgan puts them back in the weapons rack.  She picks up the whip and hands it to Myra as they walk to the anteroom.

Myra says, “That was a great idea putting a practice gym in your suite.  I swear, your suite is bigger and better laid out than mom’s.  You did a great job designing it.”

“Thanks, Myra.  Do you need a glass of water before we do this?”

“No.  I’ll have one after.  Then I will take you to bed.  Esmi will just have to miss out.”

Morgan sighs and leans in to kiss Myra’s cheek.  “The sacrifices we make to keep ourselves entertained.” 

As they step up to the whipping tree, Morgan reminds Myra, “Timing and accuracy are critical, Sissi.  You need to make a sharp crack and then time your scream.  Try not to get distracted by what I yell.  We can only pull this off once or twice more, so make this count.”

Myra nods and Morgan moves to stand behind and to the left of 
her.  Myra shakes out the whip behind her to the right.  “Here we go,” she mutters.  She winds up and let’s the lash fly.

Crack - scream!

Morgan yells, “Wakey, wakey, little sister!”  She nods to Myra.

Crack - scream!

Morgan shouts, “Mommie-Dearest is quite wroth with you!”  She nods again.

Crack - scream!

Morgan says conversationally, “You know, little sister, if you just begged a little and acted remorseful, I could tell Mommie-Dearest that you’re reformed.”  She nods.  Myra strikes again.

Crack - scream!  Knock - knock.

Myra and Morgan look at each other.  Morgan takes the whip and coils it as she calls out, “What do you want?  I’m BUSY!” 

Myra grabs the Spatha hanging by the door and then moves behind the door. 

“Morgan, it’s Esmerelda.  We need to talk!”

Myra readies the blade as Morgan unlocks the door and opens it.  Esmerelda quickly pushes past with her wings wrapped around her.  As she steps in front of the chaise in front of the tree she turns to Morgan and whispers, “Close the door.”

Morgan fulfills her request and locks the door.  Esmerelda steps up to the chaise and opens her wings.  Hidden inside, she is holding Peg in her arms.

She starts to set Peg on the chaise, when the small brownie barks, “Dontcha dare set me on that filthy thin’!  Put me on the floor!” 

Esmi does just that and then steps back.  Peg looks around the room, and then she gasps and her eyes bug when she sees Myra 
standing nude behind the door with sword. 

Myra hangs the sword on the hook, and Peg genuflects.  “My Queen,” she says.

Myra replies, “Please rise, Peg!  Give me a hug, darling.”  She rushes over and pulls Peg into a hug.  “I’m so glad we were able to find you.  I was afraid my mother had caught you.” 

“Nah!” Peg exclaims.  “I’m very hard t’ find when I wanna be.”

“I’ll say,” Esmi says.

Myra says to the night hag, “Thank you for finding her, Esmi!” 

Esmi smiles as she transforms back to her Sidhe form.  “It’s my pleasure to help, Myra.”


Chapter 25 - Meet the Nymphs

(AZ 89a - north of Cottonwood)


W
e pull onto Old Schoolhouse Road and stop at the formerly dry creek bed.  Now there is water flowing out of it into the larger Oak Creek.  I doubt it’s too deep, but neither I nor the rest of my family wore footwear that would weather wading through 12 to 18 inches of water very well. 

Trina steps up next to me and slides her arm around my waist.  “Kristina went on around to the Echo Canyon entrance.”

She points to the large tree on the far side of the creek and then smiles at me.  I give her a puzzled look.

Trina calls out in the direction of the tree, “Hello, Jana.  Be well soon!”  The limbs of the large elm seem to wave more than the slight breeze can explain.

Trina tells me, “I’m sorry, Jack.  Cassandra said she lifted a spring into the dry creek bed.  I didn’t think of it being a problem.  I’ll take us around to the Echo Canyon entrance.  That’s how we came in last night.”
 

About that time, Rottie jumps in the water and wades across.   We all gasp collectively and then break out into laughter.  

Trina calls to him, “Hey Rottie, don’t pee on Jana!”  We all laugh again.  He looks back at us like we’re crazy.  He crawls out and shakes his fur dry.

Chelsea says, “I’d love to walk the bank.  How far is your property line?”

“Around the base of the second hill,” I tell her.

She looks at the creek with narrowed eyes and then backs up about twenty feet.  She calls, “Make a hole!”  Then she dashes to the creek bed and launches up into the air and across.

Daphne shouts, “Great idea.  Watch out, Chelsea!  I’m right behind you,” as she dashes to the bank and launches into the air.  She barely makes it to the far side, and her left foot actually slips off the bank.  Daphne tucks and rolls, making a graceful recovery - executing a gymnast’s ending salute.

Trina and I clap and holler!

I shout, “Brava, Precious!  Rottie, go with the girls!”  His little bobbed tail barely moves, but he takes off to follow Chelsea.  Daphne walks over to give the big tree a hug as I continue, “We’re going to drive around to the other side.  See you soon!”

“Okay,” Daphne yells back as she waves.  Then she sprints to catch Chelsea and Rottie.  ‘Damn, that girl has a fine motor!
’

Trina giggles as she hip checks me, “Stop staring at her ass and get in the truck, Master!”

“Yes ma’am,” I say as I back towards the truck.  Daphne catches up and stops to look back.  She catches me watching her, which causes her to stop, bend over, and spank her ass 
before standing and blowing me a kiss.  I catch it, rub it on my face, and send her one back.   Then I jump in the truck.

Trina starts up and backs out as I buckle in.  She says, “Whaddya think about having Chelsea drive us home while you fuck Daphne and me in the back seat on the way?”

I nod, “As long as you or Daphne can keep a Shadow Veil up between the seats.  You know how distracted you got when Myra and I were doing that while you were driving.”

“Good point,” she acknowledges with a wry grin.

A couple minutes later we’re pulling into the former parking lot and following the marked track across the property to the excavation site.

Kristina’s truck is parked in the saddle between the hills.  As Trina pulls up next to it, I see Kristina and Tiphanae talking to two other exotically beautiful women I don’t recognize.  One young woman is medium-tall with rich brown, wavy hair wearing a simple sleeveless, v-neck dress that reaches just below her knees.  She has a slight olive tint to the skin visible on her face, lean, soft limbs, a long neck, generous breasts, and a narrow waist that flares to her curvy hips designed for delivering babies.    The other is a little shorter, with creamy skin, a narrower face, and a ballerina’s figure.   Her hair is a mousy blonde, but it has highlights of blue, green, and silver sparking periodically in the sunshine.  Her dress seems identical to the other’s.

Trina jumps out and runs over to the two strangers.  She hugs each of them and hooks an arm from each of them.  She walks them over to me and says to me, “My Lord and Master, please allow me to introduce you to Meriam and Cassandra.  They are nymphs sent here by their elders.”  She wraps an arm around each and squeezes them, “Ladies, make your case.”

The brunette steps forward and bows to me.  “Lord, my name 
is Meriam.  I am a dryad.  When we sensed your powers come to life, the Grove Mother sent me to you.  Nymphs were created by your ancestors, and we have served the Green Lords ever since.  I have come to your property here to create a grove, to be your Grove Mother.  Please let me serve you.”

I walk up to her and offer her my hand, “Rise Meriam.  I have barely heard of nymphs, and I don’t have any idea how you would serve my cause.”  When she is standing I add, “I believe that you are a power of healing and life.”  She nods as I continue.  “I need that kind of energy to flourish.  I am honored to have your service.  For your service, I offer my service.  Your family is my family.  Meriam, welcome.”

She steps forward and grasps my face in her hands, kissing me passionately.  “My Lord, I am yours.” 

I kiss her again and tell her, “And I am yours.”

Meriam smiles broadly.  “Excellent, Lord.  Historically, the Lord takes his Grove Mother as a lover.  I look forward to consummating our commitment!”  She kisses my lips quickly and steps back.

I am fairly certain I looked shocked because Trina is standing behind the nymphs with her hands over her mouth trying to stifle her laughter.  I cock an eyebrow in her direction and then turn to the other nymph.

The other nymph steps forward and introduces herself.  Looking me in the eye, she says, “My Lord, I am Cassandra.  Whereas Meriam is a nymph of the forest, I am a nymph of water, or a Naiad.  I did not have a body of water to watch over, so I was afraid I would be useless.  However, I found the underground reservoir under your mountains and created the small creek from groundwater.  It’s not much, but it will keep me occupied and give me a way to serve you.”  She drops her eyes,  “Of course that is contingent upon you 
accepting me into your service, Lord.”

I look down and take in the young woman’s humble posture.  I step closer and slide my hands up her elbows to her shoulders and pull her to me.  “Honestly Cassandra, I’m ignorant of how you could serve my cause.  You will have to educate me.  That will be easier to do if you are here with us.  I’m assuming there’s a consummation ahead for us?  Or is that just a dryad thing?”

She finally looks up at me earnestly, “Lord, I’m not as beautiful as Meriam.  I would gladly serve you, even if you don’t want to make love to me.”

I lean down and kiss her with all the passion that Meriam gave me.  When I let her catch her breath I tell her, “Cassandra, you are different than Meriam and every woman in my family, but you are also exotically beautiful.  I would gladly be your lover if you will have me.”

Her earnest expression slowly glows with happiness.  “Lord, I will enthusiastically serve you in your waterways, and I will enthusiastically serve you in your bed!  Please accept my service!”

I grin at her as I tell her, “Cassandra, I am honored to have your service.  For your service, I offer my service.  Your family is my family.  Welcome.”  I cup her cheek gently and kiss her passionately again.

Cassandra leans against my chest to catch her breath, then she looks up at me with a dazzling smile.  “I’ll make you proud of me, my Lord.”

I lean down and whisper in her ear, “I already am proud of you, Cassandra.”  That earns me another warm hug. 

She steps back with a little “Khm” as she composes herself.  She continues to shine her dazzling smile.  “Lord, I don’t 
know if Oak Creek has a Naiad.  I would like permission to find out.  If not, I will make it part of your domain, Lord!”

I nod, “Of course, sweetie.  Do what you think best.  Remember my court is about using the power of love to make things better for everyone.  If there is another naiad, offer to introduce us.”

She actually curtsies before jumping up to hug me and kiss my cheek, again. “Of course, my Lord.”  She turns and runs down to the creek.  She stops at the bank and strips off her dress.  She turns to wave at me as I ogle her lovely figure.  She turns into water and flows into Oak Creek.

Meriam and Trina sandwich me between them. 

Trina whispers loud enough for Meriam to hear, “Thank the Goddess, I haven’t found anyone new for your bed since Supreet.  You’ve been finding your own.  I was afraid you would replace me as Chief Concubine!”

“Khm...fat chance of that, my Pet,” I tell her.

Meriam tugs on my arm, “My Lord, let me tell you a little bit about nymphs.”  I nod, and she continues, “ Your ancestors bound nature spirits into bodies they created.  As such, our nature drives us to serve the Green Lord.  We are spiritual beings that watch over our respective parts of nature.  There are a variety of different types of nymphs.  I am a dryad - the living spirit of a tree embodied in a woman.  My nature is to create and nurture a grove of trees and ensure it is a healthy biome for all the life in and near it.  By the way, I will need to plant my seed to grow my tree, in which I will live, rest, and recuperate from being out in the world.  I need to do it soon, my Lord, or I will fade and die.”

“Okay,” I say.  “We’ll pick out a good spot before I leave and ensure it is well marked.
”

She nods and continues, “Thank you, my Lord.  Naiads, as Cassandra said, are water nymphs that nurture waterways. They clear pollution, keep the PH balanced, deal with polluters, ensure there is a diversity of life in the waters and along their banks in much the same way dryads nurture a grove.  They are probably the most powerful of all nymphs.  By the way, yours is smitten with you,” she grins at me.

“Finally,” she says, “I have with me thirty-two hamadryads, which are basically nymphs that are also trees.  It’s a subtle difference from dryads, but important.  Each hamadryad can sprout other trees of their type from standard process of natural trees.  Additionally, they can breed with a male human, sidhe, dwarf, or a male of the line of Green Lords.  This allows them to birth a new hamadryad of the same breed of tree.  The number I have with me provide you with an immediate grove despite your court being in the desert.  We may have to plant some natural trees for pollination, but we have multiples of most.”

“That’s great, Meriam.  Uh...just how many of them am I expected to sleep with?” I ask.

Meriam and Trina both laugh.  Once they start to slow down and catch a breath, Meriam tells me, “None, my Lord.”  Trina starts laughing again at the expression of relief on my face.  Meriam continues, “It would be nice if you gave each one a kiss to welcome them into your service, but even that is not required.  You may of course sleep with any that desire you, but it is not traditional for the Lord to bed ALL his hamadryads.  Jana will probably pass on her greeting kiss as she is ill.”

I ask, “Do I need to heal her?”

Meriam replies, “You could, my Lord, but I recommend you let the living shadows do their work instead.  They will heal 
her in time for her to seed and be reborn, plus they will eventually inhabit the soil all through your lands here and ensure there are no soil-borne diseases for any plant.  That’s one of their preferred food sources.  In addition to Jana, our only elm, we have two walnut, two hazelnut, four aspen, a fir, two pine, a desert oak, two pin oak, two maple, three poplar, two sycamore, a pair of golden cherry, and three yew.  Several will require nurturing as they are not native to the desert, but that is why I am here.”  She smiles at me brightly.

“Okay, Meriam.”  I look at her with a grimace.  “Let’s get the kissing over with.  I need to get on with my day.”

She laughs as I hear a new voice from behind me, “May I go first, Lord?”

I turn around to see a medium-height beauty with cherubic cheeks, skin the color of tree bark, and a short mini dress that appears to be made of leaves.  She’s smiling hopefully at me.  “I’m Cerise, and it’s my honor to serve you, my Lord.”   Behind her I see a crowd walking up from around the back of the western hill.  She walks up and lays a passionate lip lock on me, winks at me, and then saunters off with a saucy twitch inside her leafy skirt.  She no sooner walks away than another lovely tree nymph is approaching, reaching her arms towards my neck.  There is a crowd standing right behind her.

After thirty-plus kisses from thirty-one beautiful tree nymphs, I’m standing in the middle of the draw, light-headed and more than a little horny.

Trina walks up and wraps me in a hug.  “Do you need some relief, Master?  You could take me over the hood of my truck if you like.”  She grins up at me as I process what she’s saying.

I grab a fistful of her silky hair and pull her in for a kiss.

“Is that a ‘yes,’ master?” she asks
.

I spin her around and spank her ass, then pull her back to me.  “You can translate that to ‘you are so getting fucked on the way home,’ my Pet!”

She wraps her arm back to pull my head forward for a passionate kiss.  She turns in my arms and climbs up my body.  I hold her firm tushy in both hands as she breaks the kiss and looks down at me.  “The sooner, the better, my Love,” she says before pulling my face into her breasts.

As Trina slowly slides down my body, I hear a truck pull in the back of the property.  As Trina puts her feet on the ground, I give her another warm kiss.  Kristina runs up and jumps on my back.  “Me too, me too,” she says.  I turn back and give her a wet kiss, too.

Kristina slides down my back and tucks in to kiss Trina and hug us both as we wait for her uncle to join us.


Chapter 26 - Checking out the new house


W
hen Merrill gets out of his truck and joins us, we walk the property discussing traffic patterns.  We agree with Meriam to plant her tree next to the base of the western, or ‘vineyard,’ hill towards the northwest of the property.  That should keep it out of traffic patterns.  Meriam is certain she can get enough water for her tree to thrive as she will be fairly close to the source of Cassandra’s spring.

Then we walk back to Merrill’s truck, and he pulls out the architectural diagrams for the residence. There will be three floors for my family and an underground facility, or ‘sith,’ behind the residence inside the rock of the small mountain.  I hesitate to call it a ‘sith’ as I am under the impression those are alive for some reason.  Merrill says it may well come alive before too long given the nature of my powers. 

He explains that the roof surfaces will all be solar.  There is also a planned machine shed behind the vineyard and a guardhouse at the Echo Canyon Road entrance.  Both will also be covered with solar collectors.  Merrill has contingency plans to add another stand-alone solar array in case our expected demand exceeds the current expected production.  
We’ll also have two windmills and potentially a water wheel generating electricity for additional power production.

Across all the buildings, all lighting will be 5v DC.  Appliance, electronics, and tooling circuits will be standard 60hz AC at 110 and 220 volts.  Kitchen and music room will be 20 amp circuits.  The garage and shop will have dual 20 amp circuits.  We will have a boiler to power floor heat, main house hot water, and supplemental pool heat.  We are planning to utilize localized on-demand water heaters in the outbuildings, and the primary pool heat will be passive solar. 

AC will be a redundant array of 5-ton variable-speed units with the heat exchangers cached behind a wall designed to look like part of the landscape.  Merrill isn’t certain if AC will be needed in the sith as being underground will keep the temperatures fairly steady, but he has planned all the duct runs and will have the anchors in place in case we decide we need to run them.

The residence itself will be very spacious.  The bottom floor is the common space with a large kitchen and great room leading out to a large patio overlooking the creek.  The plan is to put a huge U-shaped dining table in one half of the great room and small groupings of lounging chairs in the rest.   It will have the largest amount of space at approximately 1900 square feet of living space. 

The first floor up will be guest quarters with a concierge station at either end of a long hallway.  Each guestroom will be a small suite.  Creekside there is a small common lounging area inside leading to another significant balcony space - both with small groupings of lounge chairs.  The common space will have an espresso station, bar, and kitchenette.  The back concierge station acts as a welcoming center to inbound guests from the sith.  I’m still not sure how that’s 
going to work, but Merrill, Trina, and Kristina all agree it’s a great idea.  The front one oversees the hospitality services.  Both are planned to be well armed and have security workstations.

The top floor is my immediate family’s home.  It includes a master suite and the seraglio, each of which will be looking out onto a modest balcony, a ‘small’ kitchen, and spa for my immediate family.

I’m trying to figure out how guests that drive up will enter.  Merrill concedes they’re still working through that with Trina.  She doesn’t want an unguarded entrance, but Kristina and Myra both don’t want to make the guest experience seem like they are entering a fortress, even if they are.  The current concept is to have a covered entry where two cars can pull in at a time to disgorge guests onto a covered, lighted walkway to a concierge desk.  This concierge desk would be equipped much like the ones on the second floor, but with more ‘concierges’ and both technological and magical threat detection methods in abundance.   They would enter onto the lounge side of the ground floor. 

There are two lifts planned.  One would be for guests, servicing only the lowest two floors and opening to the north of the inside concierge station; thus, allowing access to either the underground complex or the guest suites.  The second lift will be for immediate family only, serving all three floors.  Access to it is situated in a private alcove on each floor to the east side of the dwelling.

I tell Merrill how impressed I am.  He gives Kristina and Trina most of the credit.  He also mentions that he would like to run this all past Queen Myra, but that Christoff hasn’t found an open slot with her, yet.

Merrill continues to explain that he expects to start terracing the vineyard under Kristina’s supervision on Monday, 
as well as stripping the topsoil from the residence build site.   That topsoil will be used to supplement the vineyard.  Additionally, he plans to break ground on the residence on Tuesday.  All topsoil will be kept, any not used for the vineyards will be used to landscape around the residence once construction is finished.  Rock is going to a fill location.

On Monday, Merrill also plans to establish two construction shacks at the Echo Canyon entrance.  One will be the construction manager’s office.  The other will be for security.  Trina and I discuss putting another security station off Old Schoolhouse Road.  Security will all be contractors at this point.  We also agree to span the creek with a small bridge that will accommodate small four-wheelers in case the security teams need to move to support each other or bring in supplies, etcetera
.

Kristina points out that we may want to hold off on digging the sith and garage.  I ask Merril to relook that part of the design with the idea that we will own the property on the back side off the road.  It shouldn’t change the excavation for the residence, but it could make a different on the sith, garage, and shop.  It might be easier to bring the entrances to the east side rather than down that slope into the saddle between the hills.

Merrill is certain it will change the location for the lifts and drive-up guest entrance.  We can focus on the vineyards until we get that settled.  Merrill thinks he can have it ironed out by the weekend.  He commits to doing a walk around the mountain before leaving today.  Kristina will work with KC to get the land purchase completed rapidly.

I tell Merrill to consult with Kristina in my absence, as she is the Lady of the House.  She glows when I say it.  I also tell him to expect Myra here by the weekend to consult.  He says that once we have the plans finalized, things will move 
quickly.  The miner clan is between jobs; consequently, there is no shortage of skilled labor to do the work.  It will move quickly.  He already has people working on engineering beams for some of the larger spans needed to speed things along.

* * *

I thank Merrill and start to corral my ladies to start loading up.  As they all congregate, I kiss Meriam and tell her, “I look forward to seeing you again soon, Grove Mother.  Take care, sweetie.”  She smiles at me hugely and steps back. 

I look down at Rottie, who I see is now sitting expectantly at my feet.  I squat down and ask him, “Do you want to stay here…” he drops his head down on his paws and looks pitiful, “...or come along with us to the condo.”  At the last option he stands back up and licks my face from chin to forehead.  “Right.  Going with us.  You’re in the back, buddy.  It’s a long ride, so go find a place to purge really quickly.”  He runs off towards the bushes along the creek bed to do his business. 

Then I pull Kristina to me, squeeze her tight little bottom as I lift her and kiss her.  She wraps her arms and legs around me tightly as she devours my mouth.   When her hunger is sated, I tell her, “Sweetheart, you are the Lady of the House and also in charge of all the farming operations.  Coordinate with Megan to get the funds transferred to your account for Echo Canyon property.  I want it for security purposes if nothing else.  I suspect you can make something more useful from it.”

She smiles at me, “Of course, my Lord Fiancé!  I’ll do you proud, Jack.”

I smile back at her and lean my head into hers, “I have no doubt, beautiful.  Take care of my fiancé!  I love you!”  I kiss her again and then set her down on the ground.

She holds my face, “Jack, I love you too!  I couldn’t be happier 
at the thought of the life we’re building together.  Get my sisters home, and we will build a beautiful life together.”

“Yes, my Love,” I tell her before she breaks away to hand out kisses to Chelsea and the Ravens. 

I turn to Tiphanae and Chelsea as she releases them, “Ladies, you’re in charge of getting us home.”  I give each one of them a kiss.

Chelsea calls to Trina, “Keys please, Trina!”  Trina tosses them to her, and Chelsea catches them while Tiphanae flits around to the front passenger seat of the Yukon.  She opens the back of the SUV, and calls “We’re ready when you are, Rottie!”

Trina says, “I think Rottie’s onto something.  I know we’ll stop for coffee.  Come along, Master.  Let’s give something to Cassandra to purify.”

I chuckle as we all walk down and find likely bushes to water.  “I think the idea is to water the plants rather than peeing in the creek.  The soil will take care of purification before it becomes Cassandra’s problem.”   The ladies all laugh at that for some reason before they all just drop their pants and squat.  So, I walk up to a likely candidate and pull Little Jack out to hydrate the bush in front of me. 

Kristina runs up and hands each of the ladies a wet wipe and then collects them in an old plastic shopping bag.  “I’ve already had some experience with toilette naturelle
.  It pays to be prepared.”  The ladies all thank her profusely.

Rottie leads the way back to the Yukon and jumps into the front seat as we all walk back.  Chelsea releases a low growl.  Rottie matches it, but jumps back out and into the cargo area.  We all give Kristina another kiss before mounting up.  We wave to Merrill and the nymphs as we drive out towards Echo Canyon Road.


Chapter 27 - Road trip


T
rina gives Chelsea directions and gets her back on 89a heading towards Cottonwood.  I get coffee preferences from everyone and queue up a Starbucks order before explaining to Tiphanae how to place the order.  Chelsea says, “I know where it is, Jack.  I stopped there on my way to meet you.  I can show Tiphanae how to use the app if needed.  If you need to spend some time with your ladies, we can handle it.”

I tell her, “Thanks, Chelsea.”  Trina and Daphne are both peeling off their coats and removing their boots with Cheshire Cat grins on their faces.  I pull off my coat as I say, “Uh, Chelsea.  One of my ladies is going to throw up a Shadow Veil.  We won’t be able to hear you, but you can stick your head or hand through it if you need to get our attention.  Keep the passenger doors locked, please.”

She looks back at me in the rear view with a smirk, “Sure thing, my Lord.”

I “Khm” at Trina who looks up, and her eyes begin to glow as the shadows coalesce into a veil that swirls around us.  Then she rapidly peels off her shoulder holster, puts it inside her right boot, and then rapidly gets naked.  Daphne follows the 
same procedure but is faster.  I remember how quickly she can disrobe from the first time I spanked her divine ass.   I’m nowhere close to either one of their speeds, but I follow the example of putting my holster in my boot, and I put my coat in back with Rottie.  I have one beautiful woman unbuckling my pants while another unbuttons my shirt.  Shortly, I’m in t-shirt and boxers, both of which I’m also  quickly divested. 

Daphne leans down and sucks Little Jack into her mouth and into the entrance of her throat.  I cup Trina’s face with both hands as I kiss her.  I stop kissing her and check my healing work form earlier.  “Perfect as usual, my Pet!”

“Thank you, my ever-loving, fantastic Master,” she whispers between kisses.  I continue to cup her face with my right hand as I slide my left down to squeeze her right breast before sliding down to cup her ass and tickle her rosebud with a fingertip.

“I love you, Trina.  Never forget,” I tell her. Then I kiss her again as I continue to hold her and tickle her while she starts to squirm.

“Daphne,” I whisper urgently.  “I need your kisses, Precious.”

I feel her slide off me before I hear a little pop as Little Jack escapes her mouth.  Then she sits up and wraps her arms around us both before pushing her tongue into my mouth.  I suck on her tongue and cup her perfect tushy in my other hand.  She starts squirming and moaning immediately. 

Trina moans, “Jack, I need you inside me!” 

I release Daphne’s lips to speak, and she moves to devour Trina’s mouth as I say, “Then mount up, my Pet.  I need to be inside you just as badly.”  Daphne reaches down and lifts Trina’s knee up and over my lap.  I feel her hands around me as she lines me up with Trina’s opening, kissing her all the while.  I bury my face in Daphne’s neck to reward her.  Then I 
feel the familiar, wet warmth that is uniquely Trina.

Trina moans, “Goddess!  Jack, you feel bigger.”

“I don’t think so, my Pet,” I mutter as Daphne drops her face to suckle on Trina’s left breast.  I reach under Daphne to cup and rub her wet pussy.

I moan as Trina begins to move, “Daphne, slide in behind Trina and play with her clit while I kiss you and finger-fuck you.”

Daphne gasps, “Yes, Master” and immediately moves into position to follow my instructions.  Once she’s in place and her fingers are fluttering over Trina’s love button, she leans in and sucks on Trina’s neck before pressing forward to claim my lips.

I slide my arms under Trina’s knees, reach back to grasp a handful of Daphne’s ass with my left hand while my right reaches around Trina to cup Daphne again.  I slide a finger into Daphne as my hips start to get more active with Trina.  I slide a second finger into Daphne, and she moans into my mouth as she moves to get maximum penetration from my fingers and hump into the palm of my hand. 

Trina’s mouth is latched onto my neck, moaning into my flesh.  I stop kissing Daphne long enough to whisper into her ear, “Are you going to do it, Trina?  Are you going to take a bite?  I will take another of yours, and you will be my second wife.  What do you say, my Pet?”

She let’s go of my neck and shakes her head, “No Jack, but I’m SO ready!  Come with me, my divine Master!” 

I tell her, “Give it to me, Trina.”  And she does with a scream as I join her in bliss.  I manage to keep my fingers moving for Daphne.  She lets loose a little squeal, too, but I think it’s more from the passion of the moment than anything I’m 
doing.

As Trina and I are coming down from the heights of our orgasms, Daphne asks, “Master, will you fuck me while I lick Trina clean.”

I smile as I kiss her.  “Of course, Precious.  Give me a minute.”

She shakes her head and laughs, “Powers of Creation, Master.  Just will Little Jack to recharge.”

Trina and I join her in her laughter, “Sweetheart, that seems to be happening automagically since I’ve taken you all into my family.  I just need a minute to untangle Trina and find a comfortable position for her that will work.”

Trina says, “Fuck that, Master.  I’ll be comfortable later.”  Trina rolls towards my right and Little Jack is bereft at his sudden loneliness.  Trina checks to ensure the door is locked, and then leans against it. 

I move back to the other door and look at the situation as Daphne dives.  I smack her ass and tell her, “That’s not going to work, Precious.  You lie down face up.  Trina sits on your face, and I’m between your legs.”

She looks over her shoulder at me with a brilliant smile, “That’s a great plan, Master.”

Trina reaches for my hand as she plants one foot on the floor while  Daphne rolls over and slides into position.  I adjust Daphne’s legs to straddle me as I line up and slowly start to slide into her.  I see her tongue reaching up as she pulls Trina down to her face.  I lick my thumb and start to rub Daphne’s clit as I begin to set up a slow, deep-penetrating rhythm.  I hear her moan as Trina leans forward and slides her posterior into place.

Trina wraps me in a kiss as I hold onto Daphne’s hip with one hand and continue to pleasure her with the other.  I hear 
Daphne’s moans as I pick up the intensity.  I feel her gripping me as I move in and out inside her hot, wet channel.

Trina hangs onto my shoulders as she breaks the kiss and moans, “Oh, D!  Lick me, baby.  Lick me like the Fairy Slut you are!  That’s it, Baby.  Make me cum all over your face as Jack’s seed seeps into your mouth.  Eat my pussy, Precious!  Eat me! … Eat! ... Eat! ... Oh Goddess, YES!”  Trina spasms and I have to catch her to keep her from falling to the floorboards.  Daphne locks her heels behind my ass and prompts me to keep pounding her as her hips thrust up to meet mine.  

Once Trina is stabilized I reach down and lift Daphne’s hips and ensure that I’m giving her a full stroke. The change of angle from lifting her hips translates to Little Jack’s head rubbing across her G-spot with every stroke.  I pick up the pace and Daphne starts spanking Trina’s ass as we hear a muffled, “Get! Up!  Get! Up!”

Trina squeezes past me while I keep pounding into Daphne.  Her arms are flailing as her head rocks back and forth with her eyes clamped shut and her mouth gasping to catch her breath.  I hold her right hip and keep pounding into my beloved pet, while I reach up and caress her left breast and pinch her nipple.  She opens her eyes and starts pushing herself away and up the door as I keep pulling her back into my thrusts as I follow her.  I let go her nipple and grab a fistful of her hair right at her scalp.

I tell her, “Look at me, Precious.” 

She reaches for my face with her right hand as she pushes herself upright and continues to gasp.  “Jack!  Jack!”

“I love you, Precious.  I need you, Precious.  Give me all you are, Darling!”

“Oh, Jack!  I’m yo-yo-yo-YOURS!  OH, JACK!” she exclaims.  I feel her clench around me as I pull her to me and bury my 
mouth in her neck.  She screams her release, and I feel her nails digging into my flesh of my shoulders.  I explode into my beautiful Raven.

“I love you, Daphne.  You are my Precious,” I whisper into ear.  “You are mine, and I am yours.”

“Ye-ye-yes, Master.  I lo-lo-love you so-so-so MUCH!” she exclaims.   I hold her has we both come down from our shared bliss.   Finally, she says, “Jack, all I’ve ever wanted to be is yours.”

I hold Daphne to me and kiss her gently as we both catch our breath, Trina whispers quietly into my ear.  I turn to look at her over Daphne’s head.  Slowly a smile spreads across my face.

I lean down and whisper to Daphne, “Follow me, Precious.”

She looks up at me.  “Anywhere, Master,” she whispers back. 

Trina leans forward and hangs her torso into the front seat area.  I plant a foot on the floorboard and slide my other towards the front of the seat as I sit.  Seeing Trina’s ass right next to my face, Daphne giggles.  I mime biting her ass, and Daphne giggles again and nods.  I pull her up close to me, and we both nip a butt cheek at the same time before I sit back pulling Daphne and myself out of reach of Trina’s swatting hands. 

I back up to the door and pull Daphne to me.  Daphne moans as I grab her hair again and pull her to my devouring mouth. 

Trina backs out of the veil to reveal her beautiful torso and face.  She winks at me as she leans over Daphne and tells her, “Precious Daphne, beloved of my Master, I’m am going to clean you now with my own mouth.  Enjoy, my Love.”  Then she kisses her way down Daphne’s spine until she winks at me again as she sticks her tongue out.  Daphne moans into 
my mouth as Trina slowly drags her tongue down from Daphne’s tailbone down her crack and disappears behind Daphne’s perfect ass.

I kiss Daphne’s gasping mouth again and then lever her head back.  She rises up, and between the new elevation and the arch I’m inducing in her back, her full, pert breasts are pointing at my mouth.  I lick each nipple as I feel a hairy head tickling Little Jack.  As I keep laving Daphne’s nipples, I see Trina’s eyes glued to Daphne’s pussy.  I change up from licking to suckling and nibbling, and twisting the free nipple with my fingers. 

Daphne is panting short screams as she pulls my head into her breast.  “Oh-oh-oh, Trina!  Don’t stop!”  I pinch and twist both of Daphne’s nipples as I look down to see Trina sliding forward to capture Daphne’s clit in her mouth.  Daphne’s eyes open wide as her screeching gasps become more strident.  I bury my face in her neck to nibble and suckle her flesh as I continue to manipulate her nipples.  Daphne gasp, “T!  Gi-gi-gim-me a-a-an-an-other wa-wa one!...Oh-oh-oooh!...AAAAAAAAA!” 

I release her nipples as she continues to scream her release as she sprays Trina’s face.  I reach around to squeeze Daphne’s perfect ass cheeks.  Eventually she vocalizes less until she is gasping soundlessly.   As she comes down from her shattering orgasm, her breath catches for a moment, and then I feel Trina’s hair disappear from my crotch as she slides out from underneath Daphne. 

I slide my hands up Daphne’s torso and move back to her face and suck her lower lip into my mouth.  As she wraps her arms around my neck and bites my upper lip, we fall into a passionate kiss.  As we pull apart, and I open my eyes, I see Trina rising up behind Daphne.  Trina puts her left hand under Daphne’s chin and pulls her mouth back to the side for kiss.
 

As I’m just about to feel left out, Trina sticks her wet right hand over Daphne’s shoulder.  I suck her soaked fingers into my mouth and savor Daphne’s musky sweetness.  As they separate, Trina pulls her fingers out of my mouth.  I lean next to Daphne’s ear and croon into her ear, “Are you warmed up yet, Precious?”

I sit back as she whips her head around to look at me with wide eyes.  “Are you trying to tell me you’re done already, Daphne?”

She shakes her head emphatically, “Goddess, no!  I want you to use me, Master!   Regularly and frequently!  Break me often!”  She pauses and pulls herself to me and buries her face in my neck.  She murmurs, “But at this moment, I really need you to hold me, Jack.  I thought I was going to lose Trina, and die and lose you.  I just need you to hold me.”

I feel the car slow, stop, and turn left.  I kiss her hair and tell her, “You didn’t, Precious. Knowing you like I do, Lorn and his sycophants didn’t stand a chance.“

Trina leans in and tells Daphne, “Pull your knees up, D.  I’ll hold you too, Love.”

Daphne rearranges her lower half until she’s managed to sit on my lap.  Trina slides in close and wraps us both in a hug.

I ask, “Daphne, do you want to talk about it?”

She shakes her head, but Trina says quietly, “I do, Jack.”

“Go ahead, Pet,” I tell her. 

Trina tucks her chin over Daphne’s shoulder as I feel her arms pulling her into us.

“Lorn got the drop on us.  He had three of his bitches with him, and they all had tasers.  He had his boys hold me while he used a Dremel dipped in living shadows to tattoo ‘Moira’s 
Whore’ on my face.  I think he had another goon holding Daphne down.”  Daphne nods.  “Then he decided to hang me from an engine hoist and give me a...how did Daphne say it...oh yeah.  A ‘field mastectomy.’  Fortunately, that required all three goons to get me into position, which allowed Daphne to roll up and start capping mother-fuckers.”

Daphne interrupts, “I tried to earlier, T.  It took me a minute to collect myself after the taser, and by the time I was able to move, Louis Ombre was kneeling down on my shoulder pinning me to the ground.  I’m so sorry!”  She turns and wraps her arms around Trina and buries her face in Trina’s neck as she sobs.

Trina caresses her back as she hugs her back, “Sweetheart, it’s okay.  I know exactly what it was like.   I’m just happy that Louis didn’t zap you again before he came to help the other two goons.  You did punish him appropriately for being sloppy and then got the other two.”

Daphne mutters into her neck, “I didn’t even do that much!  Cholley got one of them with a wood chisel in the eye!”  Her sobs pick back up.

Trina nods, “That’s right, honey.  But shooting Morry in the knee and then the forehead...my Darling, that was a display of mad skills by a consummate warrior.  You saved me, Daphne.  I will be paying you back for the next century.”

Daphne raises her head to look Trina in the eye. She sniffs and says, “That actually sounds fun.”  She gives Trina a crooked smile.  Trina chuckles and kisses her like her life depends on it.  I hold them both tightly to me as Daphne starts squirming in my lap.

Tiphanae’s head sticks through the Shadow Veil from the front seat.  “I have coffee ord...oh my!”  We all look up at her and smile.  Tiphanae says, “I think I need to be in the back 
seat!”

All four of us laugh.  I add, “I think we’re going to need an RV with a huge bed in it just to travel between Cottonwood and Phoenix.”

Trina shakes her head, “No, Master.  Once the residence is built, we can contract the Elves to put permanent portals between the Residence and your other properties.”

I close my eyes for a minute, “I keep forgetting about that.  I keep thinking that the ‘blink’ ability I’m working on is the coolest thing the Elves have for abilities.  It’s not even close, but it is useful in a fight.”

Trina says, “Right?  I can’t believe how you just blinked out from under Louis before he fell on you only to cut Maddock up like that.  I’ve never been jealous of someone else’s abilities like that before.”

I nod, “It is way cool.  I almost just put them to sleep, but when I saw what they were doing, I figured I had better send a message.  Something one of you told me about Goblin females’ desire for strong warriors over kindness stuck in my head.  So, I decided to send a message. Thus, Louis is stumping back to Sedona and then to his King.”

Trina muses, “Imagine having two Louises attacking us in one 24-hour period.  Maybe that needs to be something to watch for in the future.”

“Yep,” Tiphanae interjects.  “We definitely need to watch out for anyone named Louis.”  Then she looks at me, “So, my Lord.  May I make a reservation for the back seat the next time?”  Trina leans forward and kisses her cheek before grabbing the cup carrier.

I cock an eyebrow at Tiphanae, “We’ll see.  I don’t see a problem with it per se
.  It’s just situationally dependent.”   She 
smirks at me and starts to back out, then reverses and kisses Trina, Daphne, and myself quickly before disappearing back to her seat.

Trina chuckles, “I give her three days before she’s in your bed, Jack.”

Daphne shakes her head, “No, she’ll wait until you get back from your trip.”

“Bet?” Trina asks.  “Loser takes Jack up the ass while I fuck her with my strap-on.”

Daphne shakes her head, “That’s what I want if I win!”  She holds a hand out to shake.

Trina grasps her hand and nods while saying, “Thus mote it be.”

Daphne shakes her hand and repeats, “Thus mote it be.”


Chapter 28 - Catching up with coffee


W
e settle ourselves into a comfortable cuddle with Daphne sitting on my lap in the middle.  Trina hands out our coffees, and we enjoy them as I feel the SUV start to pick up speed again.

We are all savoring the caffeinated goodness when I hear my phone ring.  I look around for it, and Trina says, “Hold this, Daphne.”  After handing her cup off, Trina lays across our legs and retrieves my phone from my boot. 

She holds it up, and I see it’s Solange’s phone number.   I nod, and she puts it on speaker before retrieving her cup.

I greet her, “Hello, Solange.  How’s the search going?”

“Hello, my Lord,” she purrs in response.  Then she’s all business, “We found a late model Suburban with low miles that will hold seven.  It has two rows of bucket seats, and a bench in the back.  We may have to paint it because it has gold exterior, but Cholley doesn’t think it’s a big deal.  He grumbled about all the electronics in it, but he said that it is structurally and mechanically sound.”

“Honey, that sounds great,” I tell her
.

“Chocolate, Jack.  Remember, I’m your Hot Chocolate!” she exclaims.  “We’re heading up to Sedona to drop off the van and then coming home.”

I respond, “Sounds good, Hot Chocolate.”  I hear her giggle through the speaker.  “Just park it in the drive for the main compound.  I don’t want to risk anyone interacting with any of the guards.”

She laughs out loud at that.  “Actually, Jack, they are knights of the court.  They would be appalled to hear you refer to them as simple security guards.  Regardless, we’ll follow your instructions, my Lord.”

I join in her laughter, “Security guards it is.”  I hear the rest of the folks in the car laughing at what I said. 

Then she asks me, “Anything else, Jack?”

I say, “I’m thinking through options for how to rescue the rest of our family.  One of them includes you going with me to Hartford and then visiting the court from there.  A family of the host lives there, and I understand the Goblin Court is nearby.  The Goblins are likely to have one of those open portals to the Winter Court.  Don’t you think?”

“They do, my Lord.  It is heavily guarded.  You’d have to negotiate with King Saureg,” Solange clarifies.

Trina pitches in cynically, “That will be a treat.”

“Right?” asks Solange rhetorically.

I sigh, “Well, I’m probably going to have to deal with him anyway.  He’s attacked my people.  If I understand the goblin mentality correctly, I’m going to have to make an example of him.  What I did to Louis may get his attention, but I think that may result in him coming for me directly.  Probably through more Red Hats.”  Trina nods.  “Regardless, text me 
your official persona, so I can get you set.  Also, Selene has been sent to take your place with Megan.”

Solange exclaims, “What?  Is Claudette completely bonkers?  She must be running out of Ravens.  Don’t worry about it, Jack.  We’ll address it once we get the rest of the family.”

I agree, “Sounds like a good plan.  We’ll go with that until something better presents itself.  Take care, my Love.”

“Mmmmm,” she responds.  “You can call me that instead of Chocolate.  I’m good with that, my Lord.  I love you, too.  Be safe, and I’ll be with you soon.”

“Bye,” I answer before disconnecting by extending a finger from my coffee cup-holding hand.

I take a sip, and then I look at Trina, “My Pet, would you dial Megan for me?”

Daphne grabs Trina’s coffee, and Trina uses her fingerprint to unlock the phone.  Half a minute later, I hear Megan answering.

“Hello, this is Megan,” she says.  “How are you, Mr. Jerome?”

I chuckle at the formal greeting, “Congratulations on your escape, Megan.” 

She answers, “Thank you.  Unfortunately, I’m at the airport.  I’m afraid I can’t talk long as we’re boarding in a few minutes.”

“Put Selene under influence, so you don’t have to be so careful,” I tell her.

Megan pauses for a moment and then says, “It would be better if your girlfriend does it.  She’s better at it.”

“Okay,” I say.  “Stop by my place when you arrive, and we’ll take care of it.  What are you doing for a ride?
”

She says, “I have a rental arranged.”

“Solange rescued your normal wheels.  They’ll be available when you need them.  When are you getting here?

She tells me, “We land at 4:25 pm.  We have no checked baggage.  Fortunately my new guard has only a carry-on.  Given that, we should have a car and be on the road in under an hour.”

“Great,” I tell her.  “A couple of things real quick, in case I don’t get to see you before I have to leave.  Kristina is purchasing the neighboring winery property called Echo Canyon Winery.  I want to purchase it because it is a winery with mature vines, but it also gives us that whole finger of land surrounded by the oxbow of Oak Creek for security.  I’m guessing we can put out a vintage next year if Krissie’s happy with the grapes.  Let’s make it a cash purchase.  I’ve also told Merrill to assume it’s a done deal.  He’s going to look at the plans with a view towards alternative possibilities for entrance and exit.  That may change his budget, too.”

She sighs through the speaker, “Okay.  I will call Krissie on Monday at the latest.”

“Thanks, my Love.  I have a couple of alternate plans, but the current plan has me leaving before the sun gets up tomorrow to catch a flight to Hartford.  I’ll maneuver from there to retrieve the rest of our family.  That means I should be able to see you before I leave.  Keep the faith, Darling.  Christie and I are both looking forward to smothering you with love.”

I can hear the smile in her voice, “That sounds so good.  See you around six.”  Then she changes to a whisper,  “I am yours, and you are mine.”

“Forever,” I whisper back.

“Yes.  Forever,” she whispers in return.  “I love you, Jack.
”

“I love you too, Megan.  Safe journey home.  Bye, Darling.”

“Bye, Jack.”

I disconnect.

Trina leans in and kisses me.  Then she kisses Daphne and sits back on the seat.  “Supreet?”

I nod as I drain my coffee.  I set the cup on the floor and hold Daphne with both arms.  Surprisingly, one of her breasts ends up in my hand.  I fondle the nipple as Daphne burrows deeper into my embrace.  I kiss her cheek as Supreet answers.

“Hello, Jack!  How may I serve you, my Lord?” I hear through the phone speaker.

Trina grins before saying, “Hello Supreet!  It’s Trina.  Jack has his hands full, so I’m his voice-activated dialer.”

Supreet laughs, “I bet it works better than Siri!  How are you, Trina?”

“I’m doing great now,” she says.  “I had some misadventures last night, but now I’m back with my Master.  I wanted to congratulate you on consummating your official role as ‘Hartford Girlfriend.’  Jack proposed to Krissie last night.  I’m thinking your proposal can’t be far behind.  Are you hinting to him that you want to be a wife?”

“Yes, I have!” Supreet exclaims.  “I think we’re keeping it hush-hush until he has formally  proposed.  I think he was just waiting on proposing to Krissie.  He mentioned I would be his third wife unless he could talk you into it.  So...are you going to be number three, or am I?” she asks with a chuckle.

Trina moans, “As romantic as being his wife sounds, I love being his property!  I love being Chief Concubine!  I get to find him lovers for his bed, sleep in his bed, and even sample his lovers.  I like that he owns me and takes care of me.  It really 
pulls my submissive chain.”

Supreet responds, “As long as you are happy.  I’ve never met you face to face, but I feel so close to you.  I love you, Trina.”

Trina purrs, “Does that mean that I can make love to you in all three of your forms?”

Supreet squeals before saying, “I don’t know, Trina.  I’ve never been with a woman, but I got pretty horny when Jack was talking about it.  How about we see what happens when we finally get together?”

Trina chuckles, “Ok, Sweetie.  I bet Jack has visions of you in your wedding dress while you’re in your hybrid form.”

Supreet gasps, “How did you know?  I’m trying desperately to figure out how to find a wedding dress that will hold six breasts and accommodate six arms!”

Trina laughs again, “I knew because our man is a freak!  He just took Daphne and me in the back seat of my SUV, while Fiance #4 and our Valkyrie drive us home from Cottonwood!  I suspect there’s more to come...literally!”

Supreet says, “Oh my!  I’m getting all moist just thinking about it.  What is he doing now?”

“Well, he’s got Daphne cuddling in his lap, and he’s playing with her breasts.  She’s breathing fast, but not moaning...oh yes, his other hand is just holding onto her hip.  I thought for sure he’d be fondling her pussy by now.  I think he must be holding off because he asked me to call you.  I’ll let him talk now.”

“Hello, darling Supreet,” I chime in.  “How is my Hartford Fiancé?”

“Waiting patiently to officially become your fiancé, Jack!” she answers primly.  “What did you think I was doing, you 
silly man?  Oh, Mama and Baba say ‘hello,’ Jack.”

I smile before answering, “Give them my love, Supreet.  Hug your brother and sister, too.  It was really nice getting to meet them during my last trip.”

She chuckles, “It was nice, but not as nice as what we did in your hotel room!”

“True,” I admit.

“Do you need me to adjust travel arrangements, Jack?” she asks.

“I do, sweetheart.  We had a bit of a catastrophe last night after I proposed to Krissie.  Myra’s mother attacked the ladies of the family.  She has Myra, Corrina, Geri, & Liesl.  She also took Megan and Sowie, but they are on their way back.  She tried to take everyone, but Myra told Solange to flee, and then she pushed Trina and Daphne through a portal.  So, I’ve managed to collect Trina and Daphne, but I need to rescue the rest.  Does your family have access to a portal into the Winter Court?” I ask.

“Oh no, Jack.  That’s terrible,” she says. “We don’t have our own.  If Cernunnos needs us at the court quickly, he has been known to arrange for us to use the one in the Goblin Court.  It’s not far from here.  Otherwise, if he needs to talk to us he will either show up, email, or call on the phone.  He’s actually quite into modern technology.  My first time on the Wylde Jagd
, he forgot to silence his cell phone.  We all had a good laugh at that.”

“I bet,” I tell her.  “Okay, I’m still planning to arrive tomorrow afternoon, but I’m planning to bring Solange with me.  That may change, but see if you can get her on my flight sitting next to me.”

“Okay, Jack.  Let me see what I can do.  I’ll call you back when 
it is arranged,” she tells me.

I smile again as I tell her, “Thanks, Darling.  I love you.”

“I love you too, Jack.  Bye.”  Then she disconnects.

I ask Trina, “Did we get Solange’s text with details?”  She checks, and then nods.  “Please forward to Supreet.”

“Yes, Master,” she says with a saucy grin.  She turns the phone to her face and rapidly taps in the correct instructions


Chapter 29 - Making plans

(Morgan’s suite, Winter Court of the Sidhe, Springfield, Missouri)


M
yra, Morgan, Esmi, and Peg are all seated on couches in Morgan’s parlor.  The Sidhe are all adorned in open robes.  Peg is wrapped in a soft terry bath towel.

Myra is saying, “So to start off, Esmi what did you learn about getting Geri and Liesl out.”

Esmerelda responds, “I don’t think it will be too difficult.  Your mom is keeping both her standard detail and the reserve squad in the audience chamber all the time.  Claudette doesn’t have anyone left to pull guard detail.  She has a Hobgoblin bring food, water, and empty their toilet buckets.  Don’t know why they can’t put actual toilets in the cells.  I suppose we’re going for the medieval mindset?  Regardless, I hang out until there’s no one around, then a little sleight of hand and they are free.”

“Hanging around?” Morgan asks.  “Really?”

Esmerelda just winks at her.  “Really.  Oh, and there’s really nothing special about the ‘sleight of hand’ part...just snag the keys off the hook inside the dungeon.  That’s right, ‘dungeon.’  Bwha, ha, ha, 
ha…”  She looks at the other ladies and shrugs, “Apparently I need to work on my delivery.”

Myra snorts a laugh.  Then she says, “Okay, so with minimal hanging around and sleight of hand we release them.  Then we secret them to my suite.”

“Khm,” Peg interrupts.  “Jack and I discussed sending them home through Trina’s armoire.”

Everyone gives her a blank stare.

“Trina’s little rolled up bits of cloth that she’s always pulling stuff out of,” Peg explains.  “You’ve seen those, my Queen.”

Myra nods tentatively, “Okaaaay.  It looks like a drawer when she opens it.”

“Och, lassie.  Dinna my girl teach you anything?  She has one that’s an armoire.  That’s how I got to meet Jack.  I walked into the armoire and out into their hotel room.  By the way, it smelled heavily of you and Trina having sex.”

Myra gets a dreamy expression, “That’s the night Jack and I married.”  Then she focuses, “Okay.  So our girls will fit through there?”

Peg nods assertively, “Easily.  I told Jack I’d like to just do it once, but I don’t know how to get Corrina out of the audience chamber.”

Morgan agrees, “That is the tough part.  There are two squads of Ravens in the audience chamber, plus two platoons of the Shadow Company and another couple of squads of Winter Knights just hanging out so long as Mommie-Dearest is there.  It looked like those last squads are archers.  Mommie-Dearest is afraid of something.”

Peg adds, “I have been lurking around.  Every time I’ve been to the audience chamber she’s sitting on her throne or pacing in front 
of it wringing her fingers and muttering to herself.  I think she’s gone completely daft!”

Myra taps her lips with an index finger. “Morgan, from what Jack discovered, I think she’s going through the same thing you went through with Laurel.  Jack tried to help her a bit, but he said he thought it would take a lot of time to fix the damage.  He’s still trying to figure out how to use his powers.  Anyway, once he left, she opened the Shadow Portals.  I bet Jack is torturing himself for not working on her longer.”

“He is,” says Peg.  “I know he’s got a couple of plans he’s running about in his head.  Let’s call him real quick and coordinate.”  She looks at Myra, “I sent you a TSN phone with Trina.  I guess that doesn’t do you much good here.  We can use mine, but I’ll need to go get it.  I’ve got it hidden away.  Give me ten minutes.  We’ll call him as soon as I get back.”

“That sounds good, Peg,”  Myra agrees.  “Should we get Geri and Liesl or wait until we have things arranged?”

“TSN?” asks Esmerelda.

“Top Secret Ninja,” Myra and Peg answer in unison.

“Oh geez,” mutters Morgan.  Esmerelda laughs.

“Let’s wait,” says Peg.  “I know they’re on the road.  I doubt they are in position to set everything up.”

Myra says, “I could just open a Shadow Portal to Jack’s condo.  I can put them right outside the door.  I just don’t know if ‘she who must not be named’ will sense that.”

Morgan asks, “How is it you can do that?  I couldn’t when I was the Winter Lady.”

Myra raises her hand and wiggles her fingers at Morgan, “Faerie Queen.  I wonder if I can use illusion.”  She frowns as she considers that for a moment
.

Myra stands and drops her robe.  She asks, “Has the Mommie-Dearest changed clothes since I arrived?”

“No,” says Peg.

“Hmmm.  Unusual,” says Myra as she closes her eyes.  She breathes deeply and concentrates.  Slowly the air around Myra dapples like the light reflecting off water.  It gets brighter and brighter until Morgan, Esmerelda, and Peg squint and turn their eyes away from her.  The light begins to fade, and in Myra’s place stands Arianna.

“Goddess!” blurts Esmerelda.

“Sissi?” Morgan asks.

The Arianna clone nods, “That’s right Sissi.  How do I look?”

“Just like Mommie-Dearest when I last saw her,” Morgan replies in awe.

The Arianna clone closes her eyes, and slowly her features fade back into Myra’s.

“Uncanny,” says Peg.

“I don’t know how well it would hold up.  I have absolutely no practice at it.” Myra shrugs and says,  “Regardless, it’s one more tool in our toolbox.”

Morgan considers the possibilities.  “You know, Myra.  If we could get Mommie-Dearest to go to her chambers, you could walk in and free Corrina.  Then you could portal her to Jack’s place.  Is there anyone there?”

Peg answers, “Yes.  The Crystal is there as well as three of Marjoram’s children.  The Lord was going to the site for the Residence, then back to Phoenix.”

“Ew,” says Myra.  “Cottonwood to Phoenix on a Sunday afternoon.  That could go horribly wrong.”


Chapter 30 - Connecting

(Southbound Interstate 17, central Arizona)


T
rina rolls off my face with a moan as Daphne collapses onto me from her cowgirl position.  My mind is slowly coming back to me after the mind-blowing orgasm I had inside of Daphne’s welcoming and talented pussy.

I look to my left to see Trina wedged into the space between the two rows of seats.  I notice the Shadow Veil has dissipated.

I slowly blink my eyes.  ‘Yep.  She’s laying on the floorboards.
’  I caress Daphne’s lean, muscled back with my right as I squeeze her perfect ass with my left.  She looks up at me, and I kiss her languorously.

Then I hear my TSN phone ring.  “Shit,” I say sagely.  “Uh...it’s in the lapel pocket of my coat back with Rottie.  That’s probably Peg.  She’s the only other person with one of those right now.”

Trina says, “Give me a second to do some acrobatics.”  Tiphanae looks over the seat to see what’s going on.  Her mouth 
gapes as she sucks in a large surprised breath.

Somehow, my Pet manages to bridge off the seat with her left and get a leg under her.  Then she dives to retrieve first my coat from Rottie and my phone from the coat.

She holds it up, and I take it from her.  I reach around Daphne to answer it.  I wipe the remains of Lake Trina from my face as I answer. 

“Hello, Peg,” I gasp.

About that time I hear my other phone ring.  “Shit,” exclaims Trina as Daphne giggles into my chest.

“My Lord, I have news.  Please hold the line,” I hear Peg say. 

Then I hear Myra’s voice, “Hello, husband.  I am well, and I miss you.”

“Myra!” I shout as I try to sit upright.  Daphne gets it and slides to the far door to allow me to maneuver  She bumps Trina, making her juggle my other phone.  “My Love!  Where are you? Are you safe?”

“I am safe, Jack,” she responds much calmer than I feel.  “I’m with my sister, Morgan.  She’s been taking good care of me.”

I’m confused, “Peg said they had heard whip cracks, screams, and shouts coming from her chambers.”

“Pure theatre, my Darling.  My Sissi has been protecting me and sheltering me.  Turns out she’s quite the actress.  Her madness has been receding since Laurel turned her attention elsewhere.  Apparently your hypothesis was correct.  She still needs your help, but I’m confident she can be cured.”

I’m taken aback, “Wow!  That’s great news, Darling.  I’ve been trying to figure out the best way to get you all out of there.  I understand that Trevor is torturing my Captain, and that we still have two Ravens are locked up.  Is that right?
”

She confirms, “Unfortunately, yes.  We can get Geri and Liesl out and send them through the armoire.  Or I can open a Shadow Portal to your condo door.”

“How soon can you send them to the Condo?” I ask.

“It can be immediately if I go with Esmi.  Otherwise, assuming we’re all spread around, 20 to 30 minutes afterward.  The thing I don’t know is if my Mommie-Dearest will sense that I’m doing it.  It’s a power only for the queen.”

“Hmmm,” I say.  “I guess there’s no question of whether your ‘coronation’ took.”  I see Trina whispering into my standard phone.

Myra says, “Yes.  Apparently I can use illusion like a Seelie, too.  I can look just like Mommie-Dearest.  I don’t know if I have the durability of a Seelie’s illusion, but it should be enough for a short deception.”

“Hmm.  That’s useful,” I respond.  Trina holds a finger up in a ‘hold a minute gesture.’  “Myra, Trina’s indicating she needs my assistance.  Can you hold?”

“Sure, Jack.  Go ahead,” Myra responds.

“Yes, my Pet?” I inquire of Trina.

Trina responds, “First tell Myra that I love her and ache for her.”

I hear Myra respond, “I miss you too, Trina.  I can’t wait to hold you.”

I tell Trina, “She heard you and responded.”

Trina nods, “I heard her response.  Thank you.  Secondly, Supreet couldn’t get Solange on tomorrow’s flight with you, but she was able to get you both on a red-eye leaving 10:30 tonight.  Adjoining first-class seats for Phoenix-Philly and 
Philly-Hartford legs.  I told her to book it.  She said you should have confirmation by email shortly.”

“Great.  Thank you, Pet.  Please tell her to look into leasing a house or condo.  This is going to be a longer contract than just a couple of months.  I think having our own place would be good, especially if I can convince the elves to open a portal between Hartford and the condo here.  There were some 4-bedroom condos by the Residence Inn.  There may be a better options available, but I don’t know the area very well.”

Trina relays that to Supreet as I say into the phone in my hand, “Myra, the Goblin King pissed me off today pretty severely.  I understand he has a portal into the Winter Court.  I thought I might go express my displeasure before coming through his portal to retrieve my family.”

Trina relays to me, “She says ‘Sure.  I’ll get some properties lined up Monday.  I can work with Solange to screen some tomorrow.’  Does that work, Master?”

“Let’s look at them Tuesday or Wednesday, Trina.  I suspect I’ll be engaged with the Winter Court tomorrow afternoon into the next day.  Tell her I love her and that I look forward to holding her tomorrow.  As a matter of fact, I’ll call her back when I’m off the phone with Myra.”

Trina grins and relays the message.

I tell Myra, “With a red-eye, I’ll probably want to leave for the airport a little before 8pm tonight.  Oh, Megan is coming home tonight.  She has Sowie and Selene with her as assigned guards.  I guess we’ll put Selene under influence to keep her from causing any problems.  Maybe just put her to sleep for 48 hours.  I’ll ask Trina to ‘suggest’ it to her.”

“Okay, Jack” is Myra’s response.  “Let’s think about this.  I can portal the ladies to your door.  Opening a Shadow Portal to 
Hartford will be difficult.  I don’t know the location and I can’t visualize it.  Saureg’s might be the best option.  Oh, I put several knights to sleep when she brought me here.  Or at least I made them drowsy.  Unfortunately, all that earned me was another couple of hits with the Taser.  Apparently the glow from each of us at our wedding was a manifestation of sharing powers.  I apparently need practice.”

Jack nods, “Yeah, that one was the first thing I learned from the Elves.  It’s a great defensive skill to have.  Since it was the first real skill, it was plenty difficult to learn.  The ‘move living matter’ was easy to learn, but it’s difficult to master.  Funnily enough, the healing and manipulating body growth is very easy and hard to mess up.  Maybe because it’s an ‘ability’ rather than a ‘skill.’  Something else to ask O’ren.”

Her whisper comes through the earpiece, “It’s so good to hear your voice, Jack.  I know we’ve been separated more than we’ve been together since we’ve been married, but this whole incident has really shaken me.  I need to be with you.”

“I know, my Darling,” I tell her.  “I miss you terribly, and I’m so worried about you and our family that I’m having a hard time thinking straight.  When I heard what Lorn did to Trina my first impulse was to lock and load and go kill them all.  Then I heard about Corrina, and I immediately went back to that space.  I’m starting to have a little sympathy how someone of my heritage could become a Dread Lord.  It would be so easy to let my anger guide me to sow death and despair upon my enemies rather than to forgive, heal, and nurture them.”

Myra tells me, “But you are strong enough to overcome those dark impulses.  Your strength and compassion are part of what I love about you.  Plus, you’re sexy as hell and a great fuck!”

I laugh at that.  “Thanks, Beloved.  I needed that.
”

She chuckles back at, “You’ll have to tell me about what happened to Trina.  For now, as long as she’s safe, I’m good.  I’ll keep Peg nearby, and we’ll let you know of any developments.” 

We’re both quiet as we just savor the connection through the ether.

I tell her, “I love you, Myra.  Be safe, Beloved.”

She moans, “Oh, Jack.  I love you so much!  Be careful.  You’re going to tread dangerous paths.  I need to know I’ll see you whole and healthy at the end of our separate journeys.”

“I promise you, my Queen.  Goodbye for now, Beloved,” I tell her.

“Bye, Jack.”


Chapter 31 - Getting Ready to Red-eye

(Jack’s Condo in Phoenix, Arizona)


W
e get home at a quarter after four o’clock - three hours after we left Cottonwood.  I-17 was blocked at Bumblebee with a wreck.  Needless to say, we were all grumpy long before we pull into my condo’s parking lot.  Even factoring in car sex with two smokin’ hot Sidhe and phone sex with the world’s sexiest Naga, three hours in a car without a break is a long time.

We all groan and stretch as we get out of the Yukon.  Poor Rottie has been whining for the last 15 minutes, so I immediately take him for a walk to the closest grassy area.  I call to Trina to bring me a couple of plastic bags from upstairs.  Daphne shoos her to go get them while she gets the luggage. 

Rottie runs over to a parking lot lamp post and anoints it with about a gallon of piss.  Then I run with him back and forth on the grass for a couple of minutes before Trina shows up.   I look down at him, “Okay big fella, if you need to dump find a likely spot.  I’ll pull clean up duty.”  He cocks his head at me and then notices Trina trotting over.  Once she comes to a stop on the grass, he jumps up to put a paw on either 
shoulder and licks her chin gently.

I tell him, “Hey buddy, don’t mess with my woman!”  He looks at me, and I swear he has the large canine equivalent of a shit-eating grin on his face.  He licks her chin again before dropping down to all fours and putting his nose on the ground.  He chuffs and looks at Trina.  She doesn’t get it any more than I do.   He strokes the bags with his left forepaw and then touches the ground with his muzzle.  I’m still stumped, but a light goes on in Trina’s eyes.  She squats down and puts one of the bags where Rottie places his muzzle.  She opens it up so there is a flat open spot for Rottie to drop his contribution, and then she steps back out of the way. 

Trina cuddles up next to me and hooks an arm through my left before kissing me quickly.  “Honestly.  How does my face look, Jack?”

I carefully survey her face, not because I don’t already know she’s all healed, but I just love looking at her.  I can’t believe this stunning woman is mine.  “Beautiful.  Perfect as always, my Love.”  I kiss her and bite her lower lip before adding, “I may have to go up there and turn him inside out if he lives.”

She shakes her head.  “Not a very loving thing to do, Jack.  You heard what Myra said.  You’re better than that.  And what did you tell Supreet?  Forgiveness is love’s greatest manifestation?  Justice has been served.  I don’t regret fucking him up, but I have to admit I was overly brutal to him.  If he lives, I may ask you to heal him a bit.  He can carry my marks, but let him walk and use his hands with pain for the rest of his life.”

I chuckle, “Methinks thou might need to work on that forgiveness thing, too.”

She shrugs, “Master, if I were perfect, you would have no reason to punish me.”  She grins up at me
.

I reach around her and squeeze her perfect, tight ass.  “Yes, that would be a crime.”

Rottie gets up and bumps my leg to ensure I notice how nicely he filled the bag.  I look down at him, “Shit, Rottie.  You must have been in pain.  I thought you had to shit, not give birth.”  He chuffs again and looks away.  Apparently he’s not impressed with my sense of humor.

I tie up the bag and drop it into the other bag Trina brought along.  She ties it closed, too.  We drop it in the outside trash on the sidewalk before going inside.  We run up the stairs to exercise ourselves, and by the top of the third flight I’m about ready to go piss on a pole myself.

We pop out of the stairwell, and I see Tiphanae standing in the doorway in her ‘Sidhe illusion’ while holding the door open.  I give her a kiss in passing and then hurry back to my master bath, catching kisses as I hurry past.  I pass my own gallon of piss with a sigh, then go wash up. 

I go back to the great room to meet everyone.  Christie introduces me to Georgia.  She seems delightful.  I tell her, “Thank you for balancing out the Winter Court presence in my family, Georgia.”

She looks at me shyly through her eyelashes, “Family?  Are you going to be fucking me too, Jack?”

I laugh, “That is completely up to you, Georgia.”

She says, “I vote ‘yes.’  I happen to be between jobs, homes, and lovers at the moment.  I'm ready now if you are.” 

I laugh again, “Sweetie, I’m afraid I’m not.”  I look at Christie, “There is a bit of a line at the moment.”  Christie blushes prettily.  I look back at Georgia and pull her into a kiss.  She escalates rapidly.  I pretty much have to pull her off my face.  “Sweetie, that has to hold you for a bit.
”

I call Chelsea to me, “Ladies, let me introduce my fourth fiancé.  Chelsea, I think you know everyone at this point...Christie, Georgia, and...where’s Tiphanae?  Tiphanae is back in her natural state.  Christie and Georgia give Chelsea a hug.  I kiss her cheek before going to check on Rottie as he is chasing Marigold, who is giggling shrilly.

“Hey Rottie!  Don’t eat the little people.  They are important to me.  This is Marigold.  Her sister, Persimmon, and brother, Acorn, are all working for me now.  Any others feel free to catch them and bring them to me.  If they have blades, bark at them instead.  I want to keep you healthy.”  He licks my face.

Marigold hovers in front of him.  He licks her from toes to nose, which causes her to drop with a squeal and a fit of giggles.  She catches herself and flies in to give him a hug.

I catch her, and she squeals.  “How are you, pipsqueak?” 

She giggles again, “Excellent, Jack.  This is so much fun!  Acorn and Persimmon put a spare camera out to watch the parking lot.  Corny thought it might be good to have early warning.”

“That’s a great idea, Merry.  Please ensure he knows I said so.  I’ll tell him myself when I see him next.”

I hear a ping, and Marigold flies over to check the iPad.  “It’s Solange, Charli, Marisol, and a goblin, Jack,” she tells me.

I open the door before I hear a knock, Solange collapses onto me with her arms wrapped around my neck.  “I missed you, Jack!  That was a terrible commute!”  She gets her feet under her, kisses me deeply, and then walks into the apartment.  “How long have you been here?”

“About 15 minutes.  We got stuck in that mess, too.”  I pull Charli in for a passionate hello
.

“You doing okay, darling?” I ask.

Charli nods enthusiastically.  “I’ll be better when we get the rest of our family safe, but I feel so safe and loved when you hold me, Jack.”

I tell her, “I did hear from Myra.  She’s okay.  Geri and Liesl are locked up, but recovering from whatever punishment your commander doled out.  Corrina is in dire need of rescuing.”

Charli says, “We’ll get her, Jack.  Then we’ll set them all straight.”

She kisses me and then leaves my embrace.  I look up to see Cholley is in the doorway.  “Come in, Cholley.  This is my home.  You are family and welcome here.  Come in.  I give him a hug and pat him on the shoulder as he passes. 

Marisol waves me out of the way and closes the door.  Then she jumps on me.  She has a great vertical leap!  One moment she’s standing in front of me, and the next her legs are wrapped high around my waist, her arms around my neck, and her tongue is buried in my mouth.  I slam her into the door and slide my left hand under her ass cheek, as my right pulls the waistband of her tights open and dives inside.  She is wearing panties, which was a bit of a surprise.  I slide my fingers inside her panties to massage her clit as I devour her mouth.  The Ravens all cheer her on.

I hear Chelsea growl, “Fuck her, Jack!  Show her who the Alpha is!”  That causes Marisol to whimper and squirm even more against my hand.  I decide Chelsea’s onto something.

I lift Marisol up off me and spin her around as I walk to the left end of the couch back.  I get my hand back in place to diddle her clit as I set her on her feet.  I push deeper into her panties and pinch her inner petals gently before sliding a finger into her wet hole.  I push her against the couch as I pull her 
jacket off with my left hand.  A pair of chocolate hands and a pair of moon kissed hands remove her jacket and shoulder rig.  I push Marisol over the back of the couch and pull her tights and panties down to the top of her boots.  I kick my own boots off and open my pants and boxers.   I line Little Jack up and drive into Marisol’s sopping wet channel.  I point to my right and call out “Christie!  You’re next!”

“Oh thank you, my Lord!  I need you so badly!”  I hear Christie say as she throws herself across the back of the couch.

“Careful, my love.  Let’s not beat the shit out of the baby!”  I pull out to Marisol’s moan.  Then I drive into her rapidly and hard.  On the third stroke she starts to gasp as I feel her grasp me. 

Charli leans over the couch next to Christie, followed closely by Solange, and Georgia.  I slide a hand under Marisol, and resume stroking her clit with my right hand while I fuck her hot pussy.   She is bucking and squirming so hard I pin her to the couch with my left hand as I pound her.  Finally she clamps down hard and screams.  Then she passes out.  I love how Mari gives it all.  I pull out of her quickly to keep her spasms from taking me over the edge.  I kiss her perky, tight bum.

After that, I kick out of my jeans, and Chelsea comes to assist me.  I get one leg out, and she kneels down to pop my cock into her mouth as she pulls the jeans off my other leg.  “Socks, please.”

Chelsea pops Little Jack out of her lips as she pulls my sock off.  “Aren’t you polite, Jack!”

I chuckle, “Good practice to be polite to your fiancé when she has your cock in her mouth.”

Chelsea joins my laughter as she pulls off the second sock.  She kisses my little friend and then stands and pulls me into 
a passionate kiss.  “I’m going to skip the orgy games until you’ve properly made love to me, Jack.  Don’t make me wait too long.  This looks like fun!”  She winks at me and waves me towards Christie. 

I kiss her again quickly, and then grab a fistful of Christie’s hair and lift her up as I cup her pussy with the other hand.  She’s moist, but not wet enough for me to ram into her like she wanted earlier.  I call out, “Trina!  Daphne!  Would you make sure your sisters are warmed up please!”  I hear a pair of “Yes Master” responses before I give Christie my full attention.  I know neither of them is shy about loving on the ladies.

I hear Georgia exclaim, “I don’t need warming up, Master.  I’m your wet Seelie slut.  Please use me hard!” 

I release Christie’s hair and slide my hands down her still sleek, pregnant body as I squat behind to face her exposed pussy.  I place a hand on each butt cheek as I respond, “Georgia, if you’re not careful I’m going to put a collar on you and walk you naked through downtown Scottsdale before fucking you beside the canal.” 

I slurp Christie’s lips into my mouth and suck on them as I slide two fingers under her to tickle her clit.  She starts to moan and rock.  I feel fluid gathering on my upper lip, so I wet my fingers with it and resume my assault on her clit.  Christie starts keening.  Finally she exclaims, “Take me Lord.  Show them I am yours.  Take me like you own me, Jack!” 

I stand and line myself up and hilt myself in one smooth motion into Christie’s tight wet channel.  I grab her hair again and arch her back as I slam into her a second time.  Slowly I arch her back more as I pound into her over and over.  I lean over and whisper into her ear as I slide my right hand around to her clit and hold her head next to mine.  “Why did you choose me that day, my Love?
”

“Because I needed you, Jack.”

“Louder, Baby!” I whisper urgently.

“Because I needed you, Jack,” she gasps loudly in time to my thrusts.  “I needed you to eat my flesh.  My people needed you to become the Green Lord.  I needed you to own me forever.  Use me, my Lord.  I am yours.  I’m not a slut!  I’m not a seer!  I am nothing but yours.  Use me as you need me, my Love!”  Christie continues to shout as she arches her own back in an impossible arch.  I circle my left hand around to capture her torso.  I have the good fortune to find her right breast in the palm of my hand.  I squeeze it as I pound her and nibble her neck.

“You are mine, Christie.  I am yours.  I love you and now that you are back, I can move forward.  I’m going to breed you incessantly.  You will spend 50 of the next 100 years bearing my children.”  Then I squeeze her nipple and she explodes with a scream.  She didn’t squirt when we were together before, but she sure does now.  I feel her spray my hips and feel the torrent run down my legs as she flops and bucks in my embrace.  I’m really close, but I manage to hold back and pull out.  I lean over Christie’s back and turn her face to kiss her. 

“You didn’t finish in me, Jack. Please finish in me.  Please.”

“Next time, my love.  Remember, I’m going to breed you frequently.  You’ll have my seed in you all the time.”  She smiles and pulls me into her for another kiss. 

“Okay.  Go breed Charli.  She really wants to be your baby mama.”

It’s inevitable that Charli is going to get my load anyway, but I need to hold off long enough to take her with me.  I tap Trina on the shoulder, she looks into my eyes as she stands.  “Charli is ready for you, Master.  Breed that sweet 
little pussy!”  I kiss Trina in thanks before she moves down to introduce her talented tongue to Georgia.

I look at Charli’s ‘sweet little pussy.’  I remember from Thanksgiving how accurate that description is.  Her pussy is built like the vaginal equivalent of a pouty mouth.  Prominent outer labia and puffy inner labia.  Her clit is prominent, whether she is aroused or not.  She confided to me that she has been known to wear a martial arts groin protector to keep her clit from distracting her from contact with her clothes.  The taste of her on Trina’s mouth reminded me that her juices taste like sweet peaches.  I’m tempted to drink from the font, but I see her little gasping pussy channel opening and closing like a baby sucking on a tit.  I line up on her entrance, and she gapes open wide as she senses me approaching.  I press into her tight slick channel.  She is the tightest of all my ladies, and she groans as I enter her.

“Lord!  You’ve gotten bigger.  Please don’t get bigger, Jack.  I haven’t had my triple-play yet!”  I reach down and grasp her curly, dirty blond hair in my fist.  I bend her back as I recall what else she likes.  I reach under her to cup her right breast in my right hand, and then quickly release her hair to reach under and grab the left.  I pinch each of her nipples gently as I pull back, and then push forward hard.  She’s so tight, I only make it about three quarters inside. 

I lean forward and pull her nipples as I retreat again.   She whimpers as I whisper into her ear.  “I’m going to fill you with my seed, Charli!” She whines and squirms as I push forward again.  “I’m going to empty my balls into that sweet, tight little pussy of yours.”  Almost!  I made it just short of hilting her.  As I slide backwards again, pulling and twisting her nipples, “I shall make you ovulate, so we don’t waste all that seed.  What do you think, Charli my Love?”

I thrust forward as she nods her head vigorously.  I’m in!  I 
squirm around inside her.  Damn! I’m not going to last long!  “Louder, Charli.  I can’t hear you.  What do you want, Charli?”

I pull slowly back until just the head is inside her.  I wait there.  She whispers, “Breed me, Jack.” 

I slowly move forward until I’m hilted inside her again.  I say in a clear voice, “I’m sorry, Charli.  I couldn’t hear you.”  I squeeze and pull her nipples harder as I pull back out and release the pressure as I slam into her immediately. 

She moans as I set a steady rhythm of pinching her nipples hard as I slam into her, and pulling them to stretch as I withdraw.  After about three strokes, she yells, “Lord!  Please!  Breed me, Jack!  Breed me!  Give me your baby!”  I reach out with my will to cause her to rapidly mature an egg and send it down her fallopian tubes.  I do multiplication tables in my head as I keep my onslaught on Charli’s sweet, loving body...trying to delay the inevitable long enough to get her egg in place.  I can push things along a little bit, but physics and biology do limit the speed of what I can do in some cases.  Finally, I sense all is ready. 

I stop at the end of my forward stroke.  I whisper to her, “Are you sure, my Love.  All is in readiness.  I will breed you right now if it is your desire.” 

She looks over her shoulder and looks into my eyes with a brilliant smile.  “Give me your baby, my Lord!”

I bend forward and kiss her as I pull in both directions.  She shivers in anticipation.  I release her lips and tell her, “I love you Charli!”  Then I pound into her hard and fast as I pinch and pull her nipples.  She screams and clamps down on my cock, and I can feel her ridged muscles start to milk me.  So I do what any man would do - I unload into her has I continue to pound her through our shared orgasm. 

She moans and groans, “Oh! Yes! Fuck! Yes! So! Hot! Love! 
You! Lord! Mine! Jack! Mine!”  Then she falls limp.  The milking sensations continues for a bit.  I hold her to me, and her head flops back to lay on my shoulder.  She cracks an eye open, and says in a warm, clear voice.  “Please take another bite of me, Jack!”  I kiss her, and then drop my mouth onto her trapezius.  I lick, suckle, and nibble the muscle. When I feel her have an aftershock, I open my mouth and take a huge bite out of her muscle.  She gasps and comes again hard.  I chew her offering, and swallow the ambrosia of her flesh.  Then I lick the open wound.  It starts to heal immediately with no effort on my part.  She turns to me and looks into my eyes.  “You give me so much, Jack.  I give you all that I am, my Lord.  My Love.”  She kisses me, and then slumps forward.  I lay her gently down and slowly slide out of her. 

Chelsea comes over with a glass of water and smirks, “That is something else, Fiancé!  We need to have that wedding quickly!  My wolf wants some of that badly.  Quite honestly, so do I!”  She kisses me deeply.  “I may be kinkier than I thought.”

I chuckle at that.  “You will get the love that you need and want, Chelsea.  Rest assured.  I want to get this shit sorted with the courts, so I can hunt down the Dread Lord and then spend time loving my beautiful ladies.”

Chelsea smiles wistfully, “I doubt it will go smoothly, but it sounds wonderful, Jack.”  She kisses me again slowly, passionately.  Then she takes the glass and announces with a flourish, “Next up, Solange!”

Daphne backs her face out of my chocolate-skinned lover’s pussy, and sticks two fingers inside her.  Looking up she says, “Are you ready, Master?  Solange is definitely ready!  She really didn’t need my help, but orders are orders, Master!”

I look down and Little Jack is rapidly rising to the occasion.  I nod quietly and smirk.  I beckon Daphne to me.  I kiss her 
deeply as she fingers Solange.  “You’d take another turn too, wouldn’t you, Precious?”

“Of course, Master!  But I need to ensure my sisters all get taken care of, too.  I love them too much to let my greed deprive them.  Besides, I had a whole month’s worth of orgasms in the truck from you alone, not counting what Trina did to me.”  She grabs my cock and pulls me toward Solange’s waiting pussy.  “Let’s go mister!  We’re burning daylight, and these pussies aren’t going to fuck themselves!”  We both laugh as she pulls her fingers out of Solange, and I slide right in to hilt myself into her.  I pull her back and push her hips down just a tad to ensure I’m hitting her G-spot.  I put my left hand under her and push up to increase the friction on the target.  I spit into my right hand, and then let the fluid slide off my fingers to rest in Solange’s rosebud.

Solange begins her first orgasm on my second stroke.  I lean over my beautiful ‘Hot Chocolate’ lover and nibble her shoulder.  She looks over her shoulder at me.  “Oh, beautiful man!” She gasps.  “You complete me, Jack!  Make love to me, Jack!”

I pull her face back and lean forward as I hilt in her.  I kiss her, languorously.  “I’m going to violate you, Solange my Love,” I tell her as I withdraw and slam back into her and set a steady rhythm of brutally fucking her juicy, hot pussy.  She flutters over my cock as she starts her second orgasm.  I continue to pound her.  The intensity of her orgasm goes to overdrive as her G-spot gets enough stimulation to take her to the next level.  I keep the pressure on as Solange drives back to meet each of my thrusts.  I reload my right hand with spittle and again pour it into her rosebud.  I adjust my left hand to press the heel of my hand above her mons, and stimulate her clit with two finger tips.  As she starts to get more frantic, I start to tease her asshole with my right thumb
.

Solange moans, “Oooooh!  Jack, do it!  Violate me!  Use me, darling!” 

I continue to brutally pound her pussy, rub her clit, and tickle her sphincter.  She slowly works herself into a frenzy.  Her ribbed internal muscles suck at me, while I abuse her.  Solange begins to buck as she clasps me and shakes her head rapidly from side to side while keening.  That’s when I push my thumb inside her.  Her whole body seizes up and I feel a flood of hot fluid wash over me and drip out onto my balls as she shouts her release.  Her hands reach for me, so I remove my thumb from her assault and lean forward to inhale her spicy, coconut scent.  “I love you so much, Solange,” I tell her as I lock my fingers with hers. 

“I’m your Hot Chocolate, Lord!” she gasps as her spasms slow.

I chuckle, “You most definitely are, my Darling.”

As she slowly returns from her bliss, she chuckles, “So Sowie must be your licorice bon bon.”

I laugh as I nod, “She most certainly is.  I’ll have to tell her that.  I’m going to leave you now, Darling.”

She transitions immediately to business mode despite having my cock inside her.  “Yes Lord.  I need to go get my stuff at Megan’s house before she shows up with Selene.”  I pull out of her and pull her to me.  She presses her beautiful full breasts and firm body tightly against me.  “I’ll take Charli with me and leave Daphne in charge of the Ravens.  I’ll pack a travel bag with my suit uniform with some pumps, maybe another business suit, a set of Tac-gear.  I need to get a clutch like Trina’s.”

Trina stops her assault of Georgia, “If you got my bag out of Myra’s SUV, I’ve got one for you.  I brought toys.”
 

Solange nods, “Can you think of anything else, my darling man?”

“Laptop computer or iPad.  Pad of paper and a couple of pens.  You’re playing the part of PA and-or analyst.”

Christie walks up to Solange and myself.  She kisses Solange, and then she kisses me.  “Fuck Georgia, Jack. I know you want to put her off, but she needs it to feel included.  She’s been ostracized her whole life.  She craves inclusion.  Fuck her and take her as a concubine.  She will be humping your leg incessantly unless you do.”  She looks over at Georgia with concern and love.  “I don’t necessarily mean that in a figurative sense. Trina, I’ll show you where the bags from the arena are.” 

Christie kisses Solange and me again before leaving our shared embrace.  She reaches a hand for Trina.  Trina coos to Georgia as she her fingers work the Seelie girl’s pussy, “You’re such a good girl, Georgia.  Master is going to love you so much.  If you want to give yourself to him, tell him.  He won’t eat your flesh unless you ask.  Welcome to the family, Darling.”  She kisses each of Georgia’s quivering ass cheeks before she gets up.  She takes Christie’s hand in her left, and offers her wet fingers to her.  Christie shrugs before popping the offered treat into her mouth.  She sucks them, and then licks them clean.  I spank both their asses as I step around them to get to Georgia.

“Georgia, Chelsea was right.  This is no way to have your first time with me.”  I stand behind her resting Little Jack’s hard form in the cleft of her ass.

“Please, Lord.  Just take me.  Treat me like one of your concubines, then bite me to make it true.  Make me your sex slave, Master!” 

Okay, my inner Dom insists I follow through at that.  I line 
myself up and push in only to hit resistance.  “Georgia, you’re still intact.”  Chelsea whips her head around and stops ignoring the proceedings.  I continue, “Damnit, Trina! You could have told me!” 

Trina calls from down the hallway, “Doesn’t matter, Master.  She’s wound so tight, she will barely notice.”

Georgia tries to push herself onto me, but I hold her firm with my hands and back out.  “Pleeeease!  Master, take me!  Take all of me!”  I spank her sharply once on each cheek.  She gasps, and thick creamy fluid seeps from her.

Georgia’s squirming only gets worse after the spanking.  “Please, Master!  Please use me, Master! Please, please, Master!  Please! Pleeeease!”  At that long, drawn out plea, I give in to the poor, beautiful, broken girl.  I douse Little Jack in the thick milky fluid seeping from her gash, line him up and PUSH!  She screams as I push in to the hilt.

I think she’s screaming from pain, but she’s bucking and squirming like she’s in the throes of a mind-blowing orgasm.  Taking that as a cue, I bend over her and slide my hands under both sides of her torso and pull her back.  I step back, and she steps with me, bracing her torso with her hands on the back of the couch.  I ask softly into her ear, “Are you okay, Georgia?

“Oh yes, Master!  That was awesome!  Can you heal my hymen and break me again?”

Chelsea sits down hard in the chair in the corner and presses the heel of her hand into her crotch as she moans, “Damn!  She is so broken, but it’s so hot.” 

Marisol sits on the arm of the chair and wraps an arm around her, cooing in her ear, “Soon, Alpha Bitch.  Soon.”

Chelsea looks in my eyes as I nod at her.  She groans and 
shivers.

I cup Georgia’s throat and squeeze gently.  “Of course, my little Seelie Slut.  I will break you over and over to make you whole.”  She groans in ecstasy at the thought of it as she pushes back into me.  “You do realize that I haven’t begun with the good part yet, right?”

Her head whips around to look at me, “Huh?”

I shake my head emphatically.  “Now I’m going to give you a real reason to orgasm,” I whisper to her.  I hear Chelsea groan.  I look up, and Daphne is sitting on the floor at her feet watching me with one hand in her pants and the other wrapped around Marisol’s leg.  I shake my head with a wry grin, then I hook Georgia’s left leg and hike it up high.  Her knee is resting in my left elbow, which causes her body to turn towards me in that direction.  My left hand cups her breast with her diamond hard nipple between my thumb and first two fingers.  I pinch it as pull back and adjust my feet.  She tries to look at me over her left shoulder, but I’m limiting the motion of her head with my right hand. 

I tell her, “Hands on your head, Love.”  Georgia’s hands fly up to clasp her fingers on top of her head

I slam into her hard from this new position.  Her left eye rolls then grows to saucer size as her mouth takes on the classic ‘o’ form.  She’s beautiful in ecstasy and smells like ripe, blooming carnations and honey.  “Georgia, you belong to me.”  I slam into her again, which elicits a whine.  Her muscles are milking me inside as she shivers and bucks.  I pinch her nipple harder and slam into her again.  “You are mine!”  Slam!  “I own you!”  Slam!  “Your only purpose…” Slam! “...is to please…” Slam! “...me!”  She’s keening and twitching.  I release her throat only long enough to spank her right ass cheek hard.  “Do not move your hands, young lady!”  Slam!  I squeeze her throat gently.  “Do you understand?”  Slam!  “You…
” Slam!  “...belong…” Slam! “...to me!” Slam!

I whisper in her ear, “Don’t you dare hold back on me, Georgia!  Give me all you have!”  Slam!  “Surrender, Georgia!”  Slam! “Your orgasms belong to me!” Slam!  “Give them to me!” Slam!

She does! She bucks, screams, and spasms around me, flooding Little Jack with her fluids.  I continue pounding into her and feel splats of her fluids drop onto my bare foot.  I keep pounding until I’m on the brink and then I stop.  I pull out of her, pick her up, and walk around the couch to set her down on the floor in front of Chelsea and Daphne.  Georgia gracefully spills into a splayed kneeling position.  “Georgia, you may drop your hands now.”  She slowly does and places them on the floor in front of her to hold herself up. 

“Georgia, what did I tell you about fucking you today?” 

She mutters as her body slowly stops shaking, “Hafta.  Wait.  My turn.”

“Did you?”  She shakes her head.  “If I plant my seed in you, I would be rewarding you for taking Chelsea’s place.  Do you think that would be right?”

She looks up at me momentarily before her head sags back down.  After a moment, she shakes her head. 

“So you are going to swallow my seed down your throat.  Are you ready?”

Her breathing gets faster as she pushes back with a beatific smile on her face.  “Please feed me, Master!” 

Daphne pulls her hand out of her pants and slides up to her.  “Do you need coaching, Georgia?” 

The curvy Seelie nods her head as I stand before her, pointing my cock at her mouth.  “Daphne, don’t block Chelsea’s view.”  
Chelsea is sitting in the chair with her legs splayed, jeans open, and a hand deep in her pants.  Daphne scoots around to whisper into Georgia’s other ear. 

Georgia tentatively wraps both hands around the base of Little Jack.  Daphne nods and whispers to her again.  Georgia licks the head, and then she looks up at me.  I nod to her, and her licking becomes less tentative.  Daphne caresses her back as she whispers at length into Georgia’s ear.  She stops and looks at Daphne, who raises her eyebrows and points to my cock with her jaw.  Georgia turns back and quickly licks Little Jack.  She has a death grip on his base, and he is getting bigger, veins are popping, and he’s turning more purple by the second.  Georgia opens her mouth wide and slides her mouth slowly down my cock.  She almost reaches her hands when I hit the entrance to her throat.  She slides off me and releases her grip enough to slide her spit all over Little Jack.  Her grip clamps down again as she slides back down my cock with Daphne whispering encouragement and instruction while Georgia’s eyes are locked on mine.  I reach the back of her mouth again, and I reach out and caress her cheek and run my fingers through her amber hair.

“Look at you being a good girl, Georgia.”  She closes her eyes and hums her appreciation of my praise.  When her eyes open again, they are shining with joy.  “You look so beautiful with your mouth stuffed full of my cock.”  She’s positively glowing from my words and caresses.  “You’re building some mad skills, darling.  I’m going to come in your mouth shortly.”  She makes the smallest of nods.

I’m not kidding.  Georgia is a natural cock-sucker.  She’s got the tongue working, hands sliding, suction, and a little more than half of my cock sits in her pretty little mouth.  Then she lets go of my cock to grab my hips.  Daphne whispers urgently into her ear.  Georgia leans forward a little more and points her chin at me, and then she swallows while pulling 
me to her!  She starts to quiver.  Daphne whispers to me, “She’s coming, Jack!” 

Georgia keeps gasping air in through her nose, pulling me forward as she slowly swallows my cock.  Little Jack is trying to give it up, but I try to hold off to see if she can swallow all of me.  “That’s it, Georgia.  You’re such a good girl.  Swallow my cock, so I can squirt right down your throat.  I’m so close, Georgia.  That’s it!”  At that point, I slide about another inch into her mouth and her lips are wrapped around my base where it joins my torso.  “Oh Georgia, I’m gonna fill your tummy with my cum!”  Daphne whispers to her, and I feel her react by repeatedly swallowing - milking me in almost the same way her pussy did. 

I clench both fists in her hair as I look down at her.  “I’m going to feed you now, Georgia!”  She swallows two more times, and I blow my load down her throat.  Once.  Twice.  Thrice.  She starts to pull back on number four until I’m only about half in her mouth, but then she sucks and I give her a couple more on her tongue as she backs out to suck just the head.

I slowly sag, and she lets go of my cock and my hips.  I kneel in front of her.

I look in her eyes, and I can’t help it!  She is so broken - I have to own her!  I ask her.  “Georgia, are you truly mine?”

She swallows the last of her prize.  “Yes, Master.”

“Do you want a lifetime of me treating you like this?”

“Oh YES, Master!” she gasps.

“Will you be okay if I love you gently and cuddle you sometimes?”

“If it is your wish, Master.  I am yours to use or love as you wish, Master,” she says, nodding seriously
.

“Then I will bite your flesh and own you, Georgia.  Do you consent?”

“Oh YES, Master!  Please!” she exclaims with joy shining from her eyes.

I pull her to me and kiss her deeply with passion and love.  I finally pull back.  I look into her eyes as I cup her left breast and grab a fistful of hair with my left.  “I love you, Georgia!”  Then I lean down and stuff a mouthful of her flesh into my mouth before biting down.  She gasps in pain and ecstasy as my teeth cut through her flesh.  I sit back and look into her eyes again to see the look of rapture on her face.  I chew her flesh as it dissolves into ambrosia before I swallow it down.  Again I bend down and lick her wound to speed the healing. 

I cup Georgia’s face in both hands as I look in her eyes.  “Georgia, you now belong to me.  You, like most of these ladies here, are my beloved concubine.  That means you are mine.  It also means that I am yours.  Never forget that.  If you ever decide that you need something specific from me, all you have to do is ask.  I will deliver if I can.  Clear?”

She nods seriously, “Yes, Master.”

I smile fondly at her, “I have something special in mind that I think will appeal to your special spice of loving.  Now, go get dressed.  There is work to do.  I love you.”

She flashes me a huge smile, “Yes, Lord”

I hold up a finger.  “Who’s lord, Georgia?”

I didn’t think it was possible, but her smile gets even brighter.  “MY Lord, Master!”


Chapter 32 - Gearing up


I
 pull her into another kiss, and then let her go.  Georgia goes off to find some clothes.

I reach for Daphne and pull her in for a kiss.  “Thank you for coaching, Precious.  She would have figured it out over time, but you made it so much easier for her.  That was very kind.  I love you.”

Chelsea pulls her hand out of her pants and holds it out for me.  I crawl over to her on all fours with my eyes locked on hers.  I stay on all fours as I sniff her fingers and then lick them clean.  She has a very musky smell.  More animal than plant.  Very warm and comforting.  I stand and pull her into my arms. 

“Are you okay with all this?” I ask.

She cups my cheek in her hand, “If you had asked me yesterday, I would have said ‘no fucking way.’  After watching all of this, I definitely want in, and my wolf is lying panting on the floor with her tail twitching in the air.  I’m all in, Jack.”

I caress her cheek in return. “It seems indecently fast but I love you, Chelsea.  You are mine.  I am yours.  Soon we will be married.  If I can manage a quiet hour or two before I go, 
I will make love to you more in the manner you might have expected yesterday.”

She smiles at me, “I’m gonna hold you to that, Jack”

“Sweetheart, you hold anything you want to me,” I respond. “By the way, in case you haven’t figured it out, clothing is optional.  Wear as much or as little as you want, Darling.”

Chelsea nods. “My people are pretty free with nudity, but these ladies make us look like prudes.  I’m going take my time sliding into full nudity.”

I smile. “In fairness, half the time they’re wearing one of my shirts as a robe.”  She laughs at that.

Solange is at the door with Charli.  “We’re heading out.  Daphne is in charge of all the birds.  I expect we’ll be about 45 minutes.  Maybe an hour.” 

I meet them at the door in my birthday suit and give each a kiss.

Charli holds me at arms’ length afterward, looks over my attire, and states with a smirk, “That’s a good look on you, boss!  You should wear it more often.”

I pull her back into an embrace, “Breed her, and she turns into a saucy tart!”  I spank her ass and let her go with another kiss.  She gives me a brilliant smile over her shoulder as she hustles out the door with a little extra swish in her hips.  I close the door.

Christie is watching them in the iPad with Persimmon. 

Tiphanae brings my clothes from wherever Chelsea put them.  I reach for them, but she pulls them away out of my reach with a mischievous look.  “Jack, I agree with Charli.  You need to wear that outfit more often.  Plus, I think I need to join the club!”
 

I cup her cheek.  “Whenever you are ready, Beautiful.  I would be honored to be your lover.  However, remember.  You have no obligation to have sex with anyone here.  You are family regardless.  Okay?”

She smiles and nods, “I know, Jack.  It’s comforting, but I feel like I’m missing out on something truly special.”  She leans in and quickly kisses me.  As she starts to pull away, I hold her in place.  Her eyes open wide. 

“May I?” I ask.  She nods with wide-open eyes.  I pull her back to me and kiss her slowly and insistently.  She opens her mouth slightly, and I push my tongue into hers and slowly caress her tongue with mine.  Slowly, she chases my tongue with her own.  Finally I pull back, sucking her lower lip into my mouth for a very gentle nip.  I release it and kiss her top lip before backing up to look into her eyes. 

Slowly a bright smile blooms across her face.  “Thank you, Jack.  You make being different feel very special.”  I pull her into a hug.

She hands my clothes to me, and walks over to join Christie.  Christie announces, “Jack, answer the door like that.”  Then I hear an insistent knock.

I open the door to find a grinning Charli.  She kisses me quickly, but deeply.  She steps back, “It took, Jack!  I’m going to have your baby!”  Then she runs back to the elevator.  I hear Solange’s laughter join Charli’s giggles.  I look out to see both of them waving at me as the lift door closes.

I go inside, close the door, and pull on my pants as we all share a good laugh.  Rottie lays down in front of the door.

Trina puts a box on the kitchen island and starts rooting around inside.

I walk up behind her and wrap my arms around her waist and 
nuzzle her hair.  She presses her hair into my face but keeps focused on the box.  She pulls out an elf-tech device and a small portfolio big enough to hold my iPad, computer, and power supplies.  She looks over her shoulder and says, “Pay attention, Jack.”

She holds up the elf-tech.  “This is what you lovingly refer to as a ‘cone of silence.’  Press the blue button on top to create a five meter diameter circular shield to prevent soundwaves from escaping.  Essentially, it’s an active interference generator.  If you twist it, the device creates a second shield that is 5.5 meters in diameter that does the same thing in the opposite direction - it prevents inbound soundwaves.  Got it?”

I nod, “Yes, ma’am.”

“This,” she indicates the portfolio, “is a portfolio with the same type of pocket dimension that my clutch has.  Open it up.”

I follow instructions and discover it is bigger inside than outside.  There are belts sewn inside to hold belt clip holsters, a Glock 9mm, a matching silencer, six magazines, and two expandable police batons - I’m assuming steel laminated with cold iron and other implements.  There’s a sheath holding a beautiful Elven blade...I suspect Eventide will be jealous. 

I think to her, *You’re my primary, Eventide.* I feel a psychic hug back.

Trina continues, “My elf-tech supplier says this portfolio and the clutches are all little pocket dimensions.  You can take it through airport security without anything inside the dimension triggering any non-magic security scanners.  Note, you can put one inside another one, but she cautions against opening one while it’s inside another.  She says it could be ‘bad’ to do that.
”

Trina reaches inside the folio and pulls a handful of black leather clutch purses. She sets one aside for Solange and Charli, gives one to Chelsea, Christie, Georgia, Daphne, Marisol, and Cholley.  Hands me another for Supreet.  Sets the rest aside for the remainder of the family with a handful of spares.

Cholley asks, “What’s next?  You gonna ask me to wear dresses?”

Trina shakes her head, “As cute as that would be, Grumpkins - no.  Roll it up and stuff it into your pocket to hide guns, knives, etcetera
.  If you keep some loose change in this little pocket here, it will show the change on a security scanner, but not whatever is in the pocket dimension.”

She holds up a finger, “One other thing, ladies and gents - in an emergency you can stuff a live bomb or grenade in it, close it, and roll it up.  It should absorb the explosion; although, it will probably be broken at that point.  Questions?” 

She looks around the room, and then she turns her attention back to me.  “Your normal phone, Jack,” she demands while holding her hand out palm up.  I pull it out of my pocket and place it in her hand.  Trina pulls out a new phone from my new portfolio, takes my SIM, and puts it in the new one.  

She tells me, “These are actually an upgrade from the TSN phones.  Now pay attention, Jack.  You need to do this for Supreet, and maybe Don & Peg.  I’m giving you three of them just in case.”  Then she sets up the transfer of accounts between the two phones.

Then she pulls an iPad out of the portfolio.  “This one is an upgrade of your current iPad.  It already has your email accounts set up.  Its storage and network traffic are encrypted.  It’s set up to route all traffic through the TOR network, plus 
it has an E2E encryption app for communicating with our own.  It has the same passcode as your other one, and it has a red case to make it easy to tell the difference.”

She stops for a moment and flashes me a brilliant smile before asking “Would you get me your laptop, Master?”

I go to the bedroom and retrieve my old portfolio and hand it to her.  She pulls my laptop out and plugs in a thumbdrive.  She then backs up the data.  I kiss her and then go for a glass of water while she monitors its progress.  She tells me while we wait on the back-up, “Here is a new bluetooth headset with an additional encryption layer, plus a wired USB headset.  The bluetooth is already paired with your phone and iPad.  The USB one has heavily shielding and fits over your ear.  It also has a Lightning converter to use on your iPad.  It’s more secure than Bluetooth.   That will make it more difficult for eavesdroppers to pick up the other side of a conversation.”

Eventually she removes the thumb drive and then plugs another in to run some upgrade routines.  She says, “This one encrypts the hard-drive, installs the TOR network layer, and E2E packet encryption, too.  It’s going to take a while.”

I do a functions check on the phone, iPad, and Bluetooth headset before declaring everything but the computer is ready to go.  As we wait I tell her, “We need to have contingencies for Selene.  I don’t know if she has a geas on her or not.  Probably best not to ask her.  Maybe we just put her to sleep.  We’re not going to be able to hide what’s going on for long.  If she has a geas, would you be able to ‘influence’ her?”

Trina shrugs, “Maybe?  It depends on what the geas is telling her to do.  We’ll just have to wait until she gets here and figure out what to do.”

I get her a drink of water and a refill for myself.  We sit companionably hydrating while listening to the ladies visiting 
and getting to know one another.  Christie is relating how we met.  She is at the part where I ask her about going to find her parents when my phone rings.

It’s Megan.  I answer, “Hello, Megan.”

“Hello, Jack.  We landed, and we just picked up the car.  Sowie should have us there in about 35 minutes.”

“Great,” I reply.  “Plan to stay for dinner.  I’m ordering in.  There are three of you, right?”

She hums her assent into the phone and says, “That’s right, Jack.  We’ll see you soon.”

“Okay.  Bye, Megan,” I say.

I immediately call Solange for a status check. 

“Hi, Jack!  We stopped to get another bag for roll-aboard airplane travel.  I’m packing the travel bag and then throwing everything else into my big suitcase.”

“Okay, sweetheart,” I answer.  “Megan will be here in about 30 min.  Text before coming up.”

“Yes, my Lord,” she says.  “We should be done in about 20 minutes since I have Charli’s help.”

“Great.  See you soon, Solange.”

“Oooo, Jack!  The only thing I like better than you calling me your ‘Hot Chocolate’ is hearing you say my name!  I love you!  See you soon.  Bye!” she exclaims as she signs off.  I smile and shake my head.

I open the Uber Eats app on my phone and hand it to Christie.  “Christie, my Love.  Would you order a bunch of food for everyone.  There are ten of us here, plus Megan’s party of three and some extra for the little people.”

“Of course, my Lord,” she says with a big smile before getting 
busy rooting through menus.

Marigold flies up and plants a kiss on my cheek.  “You’re so good to us, Jack.  Thank you for treating us like valued members of your family.”

I hold out my hands, and she lands in them.  Then I gently kiss her face before saying, “You are valued members of my family, Merry!”  She giggles and flies back to her post in front of the iPad.  I guess the old one just became the ‘security system.’

I take Cholley to the guest room and get him situated for a nap. 

By the time I get him tucked in and get back out to the great room, the upgrade to my computer is done.  So I tuck Trina into our bed and order Daphne to join her, as soon as Solange relieves her.  I suspect none of the three that came from Sedona got much sleep last night.

I kiss Trina’s cheek after tucking her into bed  Then I start to set aside clothes to travel in and pack a bag for a three-day business trip.  In go two pairs of slacks, three shirts, a set of workout togs, a pair of jeans, a sweater, and trainers.  Then I pack my new portfolio.  I put in a pair of tac boots, a technical fabric long-sleeve in, another set of jeans, boot socks, and car coat.  It is filling up.  I consider stuffing my Belgian FN SCAR-H CQC in there.  It might fit, but I’m not sure that’s the impression I wish to make on the Winter Court.  It’s probably better to rely on my abilities and hand weapons.

I zip up the compartment, and it’s as though all the junk I just stuffed into the portfolio disappears.  There’s a standard compartment to hold computer, iPad, pens, and paper.  I take it and my roll-on bag back out into the living room.  Once there I load my new electronics.

Persimmon comes in through the vent to take Marigold’s 
place.  I tell Marigold, “Sweetie, please tell Acorn not to mention Solange in a report unless she’s in trouble.  With Megan coming here, I don’t know how severely Selene is compromised.  We don’t want to volunteer any information that we don’t have to.  Marisol, Daphne, and Trina being here should set off some alarm bells if she’s sent here to spy, but we can keep Solange and Charli’s presence here quiet for now.”

“Okay, my Lord,” she says and then flies into the vent system back to her brother.

I check Persimmon out on the iPad system.  She gives me ‘a look’ before chastising me, “Acorn trained me on it overnight, Jack.  Who knew the Green Lord could be so silly!”

Daphne responds, “Anyone who knows him.”

I cross my eyes at Persimmon before calling out to Daphne, “Come here, strumpet!”

Daphne jogs over to kneel at my feet and rubs her face into my crotch, “Yes, master!”

Georgia pouts, “I thought she was Precious!  Trina is Pet.  Can’t I be ‘Strumpet,’ Master?”  I notice she is wearing one of my shirts.  ‘Oh well!  I didn’t tell her what clothes to put on.
’

When my laughing subsides, I grab a fistful of Daphne’s hair and pull her over to the couch as I respond to Georgia, “We’ll see, Georgia.”

I stand Daphne up, bend her over the back of the couch, and sharply spank her once on each of her perfect taut ass cheeks.  Georgia leans over the couch next to her, so I spank her firm bum, too.  Then I stand Daphne up and tell her, “Kiss me, Precious!”

She gives me a brilliant smile, “Yes, my Lord and Master.”

“Didn’t you get enough on the drive home?” I ask
.

“Jack, it is not possible for me to ever get enough of you.”

I kiss her again, spin her, and spank her towards a chair at the table.  Then I grab a handful of Georgia’s amber hair and gently lift her to standing, “Come here and kiss me, Strumpet.”

Georgia moans, “Yes my Lord!”  before devouring my mouth. 

I squeeze her ass while we kiss.  I let her go and spank her ass to encourage her to release me.  I grab her hand and drag her with me to the bedroom.  I pull the spare pillow from the bed and set it on the rug.  I point to the pillow and say quietly, “Kneel Georgia.  Hands on your head.  Don’t move.  Don’t speak.”  She follows orders and is kneeling on the pillow.  I press her legs farther apart, so she is completely on display.   Then I use my hands to adjust her posture. 

Once I’m satisfied, I strip and take a quick shower.  Then I get dressed in my travel clothes.  Once I’m ready, I tell Georgia, “Put the pillow gently on the bed and join me in the living room, Georgia.”  Then I walk out, confident she will follow my orders.

As I walk out, Persimmon reports Megan has arrived. 

Then I hear a familiar voice in my head, *Jack, call me as soon as you are able!*

*L’liana?* I ask

*Yes!* she responds.

I call her, “Hello L’liana” while I think to her *Why didn’t you text?*

She thinks to me, *My method leaves no trace.*

*Touché,* I respond in kind.

After that she says into the phone, “I heard about your 
adventures.  I wasn’t sure if you were free to talk yet.  I felt you pass on the other side of the mountain.  What can I do to help?”

I respond, “We should probably only discuss face to face.”

“I can come to you wherever you are, Jack.”  Then she takes the conversation to two levels. “And no, this isn’t about sex,” followed immediately by, *I will port into wherever you are.*

I vocalize, “I’m about to get on an airplane,” but think to her, *Join us in Hartford?*  Then I say into the phone, “Can it wait until we get back?”

She thinks to me, *Yes.  Call my name, and I will be there* as she says, “I’d rather not...okay it’s kinda about sex.”

I chuckle as I think to her, *Will you be able to hear me and reach me in Hartford?*  Then I say “That would be nice, but my hands are pretty full at the moment.”

Mentally she responds, *Yes.  I think it will take about 60-90 seconds to transit.  Also, I would need a fair amount of fuel and water when I port in.  It’s farther than I’ve ever gone.*  Then she says, “I wish they were full of me.”  She follows that immediately with *Oh!  Did you get the gear I sent to Trina?* 

I think back to her, *Uh, yeah.  That is useful gear.*  Then I tell her, “That would be a lovely break from everything going on with my family.”

In my brain I hear, *Inside the portfolio, in the pocket dimension, there is a small pocket with a rolled up cloth.  Are you familiar with Brownie magic?*  Then my ear senses, “Make it soon, Jack.”

I send, *I am.  Trina has a bunch that I think connect to her bedroom closet in Springfield.*  Then I say, “I’ll do my best, sweetie.”  I pause and say,  “L’liana?
”

“Yes, Jack.” She answers before thinking to me, *that cloth I mentioned works much the same way.  It connects to my meditation chamber here in Cherry.*

“You are important to me,” I tell her.  *Ok, then I’ll need to find a private room to pull you through.*

“I’m yours, Jack.” Then thinks to me, *Perfect!*

I smile, “And I am yours, Lili.”  She gasps.  I send, *You liked that?  Be safe, Lili.  I love you.*

She says, “You have a pet name for me, Jack!  I really am yours!   I can’t wait to see you, my Lord.”  Then she appends, *I love you, Jack!  Be safe.*

“Goodbye, Sweet Lili.  I will see you soon.”

Daphne and Christie join me at the counter and hug me.

I tell Daphne, “Take Mari and go sit in our bedroom with Trina until I have a read on the situation with Selene.” 

She nods then looks to Marisol and then crooks a finger at her.  Then she pumps her fist in the army’s old ‘double-time’ signal.  They both hurry into my bedroom.

That leaves Chelsea, Christie, Georgia, and Tiphanae with me in the room.

Christie tells me, “Dinner should be here in about 40 minutes, Jack.”

I kiss her and hug her.  “Thank you, Baby.  You’re too good to me.”

She shakes her head, “Never.”

After about a minute there is a beeping from the iPad.  Persimmon opens the app, “Megan is here with Sowie and Selene, Jack.
”

Shortly thereafter, we hear a knock on the door.

Christie and Tiphanae join me by the door while Georgia and Chelsea stand behind the island with their hands on pistols hidden in the sink.

I open the door.  I see Megan standing there with her two guards behind her.  I say, “Welcome, Ladies!”

Megan kisses me warmly, and then she looks to Christie.  “Go,” I tell her.  She kisses my cheek and does just that.

Sowie rushes in and kisses me hard.  I ask, “Are you okay, Love?” 

She nods as her dark eyes look into mine, “Yes, my Lord.  It was as you say sometimes…‘there was more adventure than I cared for.’  I’d like to avoid that in the future.”

“I bet,” I tell her.  “I hope you salvaged the dress.  You looked beautiful in it.”  She grins and kisses me again.  Then she turns to the new face in the hallway.

Sowie manages to show no emotion at all as she says, “This is Selene.”


Chapter 33 - Selene


B
efore me stands a woman that is about 5’7,” and voluptuous is the only word to describe her.  She looks like she could be either Mediterranean, Hispanic, or Arabic.  She has large, liquid, dark-brown eyes, generous lips, prominent cheekbones, and wavy dark hair that hangs just past her shoulders.  She is more ‘fleshy’ than the other Sidhe.  Her flesh looks like it’s losing the fight to stay toned.  She has huge breasts; I’m guessing double-D or E.  They appear to be more of the fleshy, pillowy variety rather than the denser, firmer variety I’ve become accustomed to from my Sidhe lovers.  She has a relatively narrow waist with a slightly rounded abdomen.  She has wide hips with noticeable saddlebags, thick thighs, and thick calves.  I can’t tell how much is fat versus muscle.  She’s wearing the combat variety of Raven uniform - tights with cargo pockets, tac boots, tech-fabric tank under a leather blazer.  All of her clothing is charcoal grey or black except an unusual bronzed bracelet with dark stones embedded in it wrapped around her right wrist.

I extend a hand, “Hello Selene.  I’m Jack.  Please come in.”

She steps in and grasps my hand, and I will her to sleep.  I catch her as she collapses.  Picking her up in a bridal carry, I 
transport her to Trina’s favorite chair.  Selene starts to struggle as I gently lay her into the chair.  She fights my will.  It seems like she is having a bad dream, but I sense something nearby working through her to fight my sleep command.

I call, “Christie!  Tell me again - what is the nature of the Dread Lord.  Be specific.”

She places a hand on my right shoulder as she arrives behind me.  “He is the exact opposite of you, Jack.  Whereas love is your superpower, his is hate.  Whereas you wield powers of life and creation, he wields powers of destruction and the void.”

I look over my shoulder, “Do you feel that?”

Christie closes her eyes for a moment, and then gasps with a sharp inhale.  She is aghast as she exclaims, “It’s him.”

I nod, “Get back, my Love.  Get Daphne in here.”

Daphne rushes out at the mention of her name.  I call to her, “Daphne, is this bracelet anything you’ve seen before?”

I feel a hand on my left shoulder.  Daphne responds, “Jack, she’s had that as long as I can remember.” 

An ebony hand lands on my right shoulder as Sowie’s face moves into my periphery.  “My Lord, she went away on a vacation about five years ago, which is highly unusual.  We assumed her mother sent her on a mission.  She was wearing that when she returned.”

“Sowie, dear one, do you know where she went?”

Sowie shakes her head, “Corrina or Solange might, or maybe Myra.  I do not, Jack.”

I kiss her cheek and then kiss Daphne’s as well.  “Back up, my Loves.
”

I lay a hand on the bracelet and feel a sense of malevolence and power coming from it.   I visualize the bracelet as a wounded child and wrap it in an embrace of pure, loving energy.  I feel the malevolence begin to diminish and then push back at me three-fold over what it was.  I back up as I open my eyes.  I breathe deeply and recenter myself.

Selene’s eyes are open and look as though they are filled with a black, roiling sludge.   She speaks in Arabic with a gruff male voice, “I see you, fledgling Green Lord from the land of Satan.  I will come for you.”

I respond in the same language using an Iraqi dialect, “Peace be upon you, Dread Lord.  Although I suspect peace is not something you desire, I wish it for you regardless.  You have chosen the weaker path.  The easier path.  The path of evil!”

Selene continues in Arabic, “I could have become the Green Lord, but the power of creation is nothing compared to the power of DREAD!  From Dread comes the power to destroy all the enemies of Islam!  I have chosen the righteous path!”

I respond, “And yet, the holy Quran
 says ‘Do not let your hatred of a people incite you to aggression.’  Is that not what you are doing?  The power of the Green Lord is to bring healing and restore all peoples to peace.  You turned away from that power?  How can you claim to do the work of Allah
?”

The gruff voice issues forth again, “The minions of Satan know well the Quran
 to try to dissuade us from the righteous path.  I will use this vessel to destroy you all!”

I look over my shoulder to see Trina at the island, “Give me one of those clutches now!”

Trina picks one up off the pile, opens it, and shakes everything out on the counter before running over to hand it to me
.

Looking back at Selene I say, “Peace be with you, Dread Lord.”  I pull Eventide and flick open her blade.  I ask her to transition to her 18” form just before I cut through Selene’s arm about an inch above the bracelet.  The hand and bracelet fall into the clutch.  I close it and roll it into a cylinder. 

Looking at Trina, who is watching every move I make intently, “Pet, can you send this to the same place you sent the explosives from the Yukon.”

She nods, “Of course, Jack.”  I cover Selene’s squirting stump with the palm of my left hand as her brown eyes look at me in shock and her mouth makes fish motions.  I send healing energy into the stump to stop the bleeding and cause the wound to seal.

Trina stands and rummages through her cargo pocket as she calls, “Sowie, with me.”  She nods with satisfaction and puts on her shoulder rig and jacket.  Then she pulls two elf-tech devices out of her cargo pockets, again confirms she has the right ones, and then puts them in the pockets of her jacket.  Trina takes the clutch from me as I watch Selene.  I feel a kiss on my cheek and then two pairs of feet heading towards the door.

Calling over my shoulder, “Christie!  Do you sense anything now?”

I sense her standing behind me as I watch tears run down Selene’s face.

Christie’s arms wrap around my neck as she kisses my right cheek from behind.  “No, my Lord.  The malevolence is gone.”

Selene sobs, “My master told me you would come and destroy all that I know.  You cut my hand off!  You took my master from me!  You are the Destroyer!
”

I shake my head and respond, “No, Selene.  I am not the Destroyer.  I am the Restorer.  I am the Green Lord.  Apparently your master could have been the Green Lord, but that requires you to love everyone.  It’s much easier to hate.  I have heard that you are a very hateful person.   Were you always that way?”

Selene continues to sob as she shakes her head.  “I’m not hateful!  All these Ravens are traitors to our Queen.  I am to report back to our Queen...AAAAAAH!”

I shake my head, “Selene, you poor thing.  The queen of your court put a geas on you to prevent you from talking to anyone about what she told you to do.  Don’t say anything.  Just sit there and catch your breath.” 

I reach into her jacket and grab her shoulder rig.  “Christy, cut the straps please.  Eventide is there by my knee.”

Christie picks up my blade and cuts the straps from all around the holster and then sets the blade back where she found it.  I hand her the holster.  I pick up the blade, noticing there is no blood anywhere on it.

I hear Durec’s voice in my brain, *Excuse me, Lord.  Eventide and Morningstar both drink the blood left on their surface.  It was one of the enchantments to ensure the blades stay pristine.  They are actually energized from it, and it feeds their abilities.
*

“Daphne, please bring a glass of water for Selene,” I call. 

*Abilities?
* I ask.  I hear a cabinet open and shut, then water running into a glass.

*Fire and ice, Lord.  There is so much to teach you, and you are always very busy.  When you have a break in activity, perhaps we could discuss more in detail.  The abilities only work if the whole set is present and wielded by the Lord.
*

*Okay.  We’ll talk more soon.
*  Light boot treads walk up to my right and Daphne stands to Selene’s left.

Daphne says, “Here, Selene.  Drink this.  You need it with all the blood loss.”

Selene looks at her with hatred in her eyes, but takes the glass and drains it.  Daphne takes the empty glass as Selene says, “I bet you’re loving this, aren’t you, bitch.”

Daphne squats next to her chair and looks into her eyes.  Slowly Daphne shakes her head. “No Selene.  I hate the way you behaved when you were on our team and the danger you posed to Myra and the rest of us.  I might have wished this on you before, but my Lord is rubbing off on me.  I just feel sorry for you, and I want to help you heal.  Maybe then you can figure out how to make something good from your life.”  Daphne squeezes Selene’s remaining hand, “Please forgive my treatment of you, Selene.  You worked hard to earn it, but I should know better than to sink to that level.  I wish you peace and happiness.”  She squeezes Selene’s hand again.  “I’ll get you another glass of water.”

Daphne stands, kisses my cheek, and goes for a refill as Selene once again cries in earnest.

I caress her knee to get her attention.  When she focuses on me through her tears I tell her, “Selene, my mission in this world is to heal it rather than destroy it.  Your master and I are diametrically opposed.  You have experienced his gifts.  Now, experience mine.”

I shift my grip to her wrist just above her stump, bending her elbow so she can see what I’m doing.  Then I again employ an embrace of pure, loving energy - wrapping it around her and flooding her with warmth and loving emotions.   She stops sobbing and stares at me in awe.  I remind the cells in her stump of what they were supposed to be and will them to 
return.  Skin is stretched as bones extend and tissue grows to fill the gap.  In the space of two minutes she has a new pink hand at the end of her right arm.  The hand fills out slowly over the course of a few minutes.  I move closer to her, so I am kneeling between her knees with her right wrist held in my left hand.  I reach forward and cup her cheek with my right hand as I look into her mind for the familiar signs of Arianna’s geas.  I unravel and dissolve the shadow construct in her mind.   As I am finishing I notice the differences between her mind and the Sidhe minds I’ve been in.  I pull back and analyze how her body is functioning...the entropy within her system is on a faster burn, even faster than Kristina’s.  Given Kristina’s entropy rate is about three times faster than the Sidhe, that only leaves…’OMG!
’

I ask her, “Selene, how old are you?”

Daphne returns with the refilled water glass.

Selene pastes a condescending frown on her face and gives me the stereotypical, “A gentleman doesn’t ask a lady her age.”

I nod, “Some people believe that.  I think that since I’m inquiring about the state of your health, you should humor me.”

She continues to look at me like she’s sucking on a grapefruit rind. 

Since she doesn’t answer I share my guess, “Okay, I’m going to say that based on the function of your organs you’re either a 300 year plus Sidhe, or a 45 year old human.  Which is it?”

Her eyes look like they might pop out her face.  “I’m a 57 year old Sidhe.”

I shake my head, “No dear, not possible unless you have a degenerative disease I’ve never heard of.  However, your body 
looks ten years younger than it is.  Your mother died just a couple of years ago, correct?”

I see her anger build, “Yeah.  That bitch Corrina killed her!”

“I know you probably miss your mother and are angry at Corrina as the instrument of her demise.  I will tell you that all of the Ravens that have spoken of Corrina are grateful that she ended your mother’s reign.  She was your mother, and I suspect you loved her, or you love the memory of her.  However, from everything I’ve heard, she was not a good person.  I’m hopeful that she treated you better than she treated the Ravens under her command.  I have to ask, did she also serve the Dread Lord?”

She looks off into the distance, and tears well in her eyes again.  “I don’t know.  I think so.  She sent me to meet him in Spain.”

“Did she give you potions or elixirs to drink periodically?” I ask.  She nods absently.  “How often?”

She shrugs and looks at her hands, “Once a year from the time I turned 18 until I was 35.  After that, it went to once a quarter.  I know she took one every week.  She was over 100, but she never told me exactly how old she was.”

“Did she tell you you were Sidhe?”  I ask.

“Of course!  I was raised in the Springfield Sith.  I went to school with the other Sidhe.  I went to Raven training and passed it!  No human could do that!”

Daphne adds, “I have to agree, Jack.  No human could pass that training.  You would have had a hard time of it, and you were one of the toughest humans I’d ever seen.  Actually, you’d already begun to transform when I met you.”

I shrug, “Well, depending on what was in those elixirs, she may have been able to perform in the range of a Sidhe.  Did 
she ever specifically tell you that you are Sidhe?”  Selene shakes her head.  “What abilities have you demonstrated?” 

Tears stream down her face again as Selene shakes her head again.  “I never was able to even raise a glow in my eyes or conjure a shadow.”

I ponder my next words carefully. 

“Selene, you have a tough choice to make.  You have no friends within my family.  I think Kristina, Tiphanae, Chelsea, and Supreet are probably the only ones that don’t know you or know much about you...maybe Christie and Cholley.  We are a tightly knit family and growing closer every day.  I tell you this because one choice is basically serve my cause, which means for the immediate future you will have to live and work with all of them.  If you choose that option, you have a lot of relationship repair and building to do.  You won’t be held to the Sidhe standard of physical performance because you’re either human or Verdic, but we all will expect you to give 100% of your effort.”

I pause for a moment to let her absorb that idea before adding, “The other option is I repair your body back to where you were at 18 years old, wipe your mind, give you a new identity, and turn you loose in the human world.  I can’t have you going back to work for the Dread Lord, so when I say wipe I mean total lack of recall and a deep fear of the Dread Lord embedded in your psyche.  I suppose a third option is for me to make you drowsy until you fall asleep and then shut off your body, but that is not the kind of tactic I really want to use.  I only mention it to show that I am trying to identify all possible options.”  I pause for a moment.

“Can you think of any other options, Selene?”  She ponders for a moment, then shakes her head.  “Okay.  Choose.”

Selene looks at me suddenly. “Can I think about it?
”

“No.”

“What?” she screams.  “Choose your fate for the rest of your life?”

“Yes.”

“You’re a sonofabitch!” she yells.

“Yes.  And I would like you to serve my cause.  Choose please.  Now.”

Selene sits there and shakes her head.

“Ladies, if you have anything you would like to say to Selene before she chooses, now is the time.  I need to go pee.”

I get up and walk into my bedroom and into the bathroom.  I relieve myself, wash my face, and then lean against the vanity and think about what I am going to do to Selene.  I wish I could see another option, but I’m not coming up with one.

Christie walks into the ensuite and wraps me in a hug, leaning her head on my shoulder.  “I think we may have another option, Jack.  Megan is talking to Kristina to see if she could take Selene on until we get the house built.  That would give her some time to adjust.”

I shake my head.  “I think we need to keep an eye on her.  She was committed to the Dread Lord.  She needs to earn my trust.  That means lots of eyes on her.  Kristina doesn’t have the training of the Ravens or Valkyrie.  I think I need to keep them massed as much as possible until we rescue the rest.  I suspect that Cholley can be very competent if he needs to be, but he needs to earn Trina’s trust back, so I can’t send him with Selene.  That means she stays with the Ravens.  I think Marisol is used to babysitting her.  She was melancholy when she showed up at Thanksgiving because Selene finally fucked up bad enough for Corrina to fire her.”
 

“By the way, I think we will have an Elven maiden joining us full-time before long, too.”

Christie raises her head, “Premonitions, my Love?”

I chuckle.  “Maybe?  L’liana is going to join me in Hartford, and I assume she will escort me to rescue Myra, Corrina, Liesl, and Geri from there.  I suspect she won’t be far from us long after that.”

“Jack, I feel for her.  Selene, I mean.  My situation isn’t very different from hers.  She knows her mother was a monster, but she loved her.  I have a sister and mother who are both in the same scenario.  I’ll take her under my wing.”

I nod. “That’s the best idea I’ve heard so far.  How’s Georgia adapting?”  I hear Trina and Sowie return.

Christie kisses my cheek. “Thank you for asking, Jack.  She seems fine.  Her parents didn’t treat her well, nor did the court.  She gravitated to me because she has an ability for precognition and extraordinary hearing even for a Sidhe, and I was nice to her.  She has always been nice to me, and she eventually asked if she could be my lady in waiting.  Neither of my sisters had recognized ladies in waiting.  Laurel got insanely jealous and went on a recruiting binge.  It was funny watching Laurel attempting to recruit what essentially are trusted friends.  She doesn’t promote trust or friendship.”

I chuckle again, “Yeah, I can see that after my interaction with her.  How strong is the Dread Lord’s connection to her?”

Christie steps back and looks at me in surprise before asking, “Laurel?”  I nod.  She responds,  “I hadn’t considered that, Jack.”  She considers this possibility a moment as her eyes roam my face.  “I’ve never sensed the kind of malevolence from her that I did from Selene.  My mother either, for that matter.  I think they are both just exceptional examples of 
how Sidhe desire for power can go wrong.  Laurel learned it from Mother, and has taken it to new levels.”

I nod as I stare into her eyes.  “Okay.  Have you broken from your family?”

She gives me a confused look.  “Not officially.  I’m just never going back.  Do you need something else from me, my Lord?” 

I reach out and slide my fingers over the bite mark I left on her flesh right after I planted my child in her womb.  She shivers as I speak, “I need you to be clear, Christie.  I don’t want to watch you tear yourself apart later.  I hope to avoid killing them, but I will if they leave me no choice.  Just like I took Selene’s hand.  You have to be okay with that now.”

She looks at me, “I understand Jack.  If that becomes necessary, I will hand you the knife.  I will ask that you hold me afterwards while I mourn them.”

I open my arms, and she rushes into my embrace.  “Of course, my Love,” I whisper into her ear as I inhale the scent of her.  “We need to arrange for you to take a bite at some point.” 

She looks up at me in surprise. “That’s not necessary, my Lord.  I can easily be the first concubine to bear a child.”

“I know, Christie.  Don’t worry about lines of ascension.  The Green Lord was historically chosen from all of the line that showed the aptitude.  That’s a tradition I want to keep.  I just want you to be my wife.  You tell me if that is what you wish.  If you would rather marry Megan, I will support your decision and love you.  I love you.  I love her.  I see how difficult it has been for the two of you to not touch each other.”

She buries her head in my chest as she shakes it.  “It’s not that simple, Jack.  I’m in love with her, and I have been for years.   I have never had any attraction to another female, but I love and crave Megan.  I love and crave you.  Maybe I can marry 
both of you.”  She looks up at me.  “For now, I just want to be with both of you and deliver our baby in healthy condition.  Is that okay?”

“Of course, sweet Christie.  I’m hopeful that I can make love to you more gently before I leave tonight, but I’m not sure if I will be able to.”

“I understand, my Lord.  I want you, too.  Honestly, we all want another turn with you.”   She gives me that dazzling smile that caught my attention back in September.  “From what Chelsea told me, at least Trina and Daphne should both be satisfied from what they got on the way home.”

I chuckle, “Yeah.  It was hectic, but nice.  Well, let’s go wrap up this unpleasant business.”

I hear Marisol tell Selene quietly, “Selene, I have been watching over you for so long that my life feels empty without it.  Join our family, you ungrateful bitch.”  Marisol has Selene’s head resting on her breasts with Mari’s arms wrapped around her shoulders, caressing her head.  “You don’t have to make love to anyone in the family, but you can earn love and respect if you just open yourself to it.”

Daphne is sitting on the right arm of the chair, caressing Selene’s back.  “We’re all willing to forgive you, Selene.  Supporting Jack in his cause and working to help him succeed will gain you much respect.  So far it hasn’t been that tough, but I suspect that is going to change.  We have to whip both courts into shape for our Queen and defeat the Dread Lord.  None of that will be easy.  After that, I suspect that Jack will turn his attention to the human world, and we all know no one is better at hate and killing than humans.  There is important work today, and we need people of character to do the work.  Are you a person of character, Selene?  More importantly, are you willing to work to be one and stay one?  I can tell you from my own experience, it’s easy to fall off the 
path.  It’s hard work!”

Trina pitches in, “It is work, Selene.  Expectations change regularly as we evolve as a family.  But the great part is that when we step off the path, we have our Lord, our Queen, and all our sisters and brothers to help bring us back with love.  Have you ever been loved unconditionally, Selene?  It’s humbling.  I know in my heart I’m not worthy of such devotion, but Myra, Jack, Kristina, and now all my Raven sisters do just that.  And it doesn’t stop there.  I feel my bonds with Christie, Tiphanae, Chelsea, and Cholley growing in strength from minute to minute.”  She pauses for a moment.  “Imagine what that feels like,” she whispers.  “Don’t you want that?”

I take in the rest of the scene.  I can barely see Sowie kneeling in front of her with her hands on Selene’s knees, because Tiphanae, Cholley, Megan, Georgia, and Chelsea are standing in a semi-circle in front of her chair.  Apparently Cholley came out when I went to take a leak.  There are a bunch of people stuffed back into that corner.  Rottie is still laying in front of the door watching what’s going on.

Selene whispers, “Why do you care?  Why do you want me to join you?”

Sowie picks up the case, “Right?  You’ve been a right bitch to us all, and yet we want you on our team.  We want you in our FAMILY!  Why?  The answer is simple.  You are in the same position we were in just a few weeks ago.  We were ostracized and unwanted.  We would barely touch each other because our stigma was so great.   Jack changed that.  Megan changed that.  Myra changed that.  Trina changed that.  Kristina changed that.  You are a wounded bird, Selene.  We don’t abandon wounded birds.  We rescue them.  We love them.”

Daphne picks the case back up, kneeling next to Sowie.  “Selene, I have not treated you with courtesy or respect.  My reasons for that are irrelevant.  Please forgive me.  Please be 
my sister.  Please love me.  Please join our family.”

I get a text as Sowie repeats it.  The text reads ‘Can we come up?’  I send back, ‘Yes.  Hurry!’

Marisol squeezes Selene to her breast as she says,  “Selene, I have not treated you with courtesy or respect.  My reasons for that are irrelevant.  Please forgive me.  Please be my sister.  Please love me.  Please join our family.”  Selene begins to openly weep.

Cholley growls the same plea.

Trina and Megan hug Cholley as Megan asks her to join our family.

Chelsea jumps in,  “Selene, I do not know you, and I am new to the family.  I do know that our family values courtesy, respect, and love.  I think we will all be poorer if you don’t join us.  Please be my sister.  Please love me.  Please join our family.”

Rottie jumps up and faces the door right before I hear a gentle knock.  Christie goes to join the circle.  Persimmon gives me a thumbs-up from her perch in front of the iPad.  I open the door and hold a finger to my lips.  I kiss Solange and Charli as they enter with Solange’s bags in tow.  I point them to the corner where the rest of the household is gathered.

Tiphanae echoes Chelsea’s argument.  Georgia goes next.  Amazingly they are all using the exact same words as Marisol or Chelsea, depending on their circumstances.

Christie says, “Selene, I do not know you, and I barely know of you.  I too am new to the family.  I do know that our family values courtesy, respect, and love.  I think we will all be poorer if you don’t join us.  Please be my sister.  Please love me.  Please join our family.”

Trina says, “Selene, I have not treated you with courtesy or 
respect.  My reasons for that are irrelevant.  Please forgive me.  Please be my sister.  Please love me.  Please join our family.”

Solange works her way through the circle to stand in front of Selene, dragging Charli with her.  “Selene, you have been a true bitch in every sense of the word.  I should not have treated your behavior as a license for me to misbehave.  I have not treated you with courtesy or respect.  Please forgive me.  Please be my sister.  Please love me.  Please join our family.”

Charli looks at me.  I tell her, “Only if you can mean it, Charli.”  She nods at me and looks down at Selene. 

She turns and walks to the master bedroom.  About half-way Selene says, “Charlene, I have not treated you with courtesy or respect.” Charli stops with her head hanging, tears dripping from her face.  “My reasons for tormenting you were childish and rooted in my own insecurities.  Of all the people here, you have the most cause to shun me.  I beg you...please forgive me.  Please be my sister.  Please love me.  Please let me join your family.”

Charli drops to her knees and falls into a Childs Pose towards the back of the apartment to hide her face from the circle of family behind her.  Chelsea joins her and kneels beside her, caressing her back.

Selene whispers to Marisol, “Let me up please.  I have to own this.”  I nod.  She’s starting to ‘get it.’  She picks up on the motion and gives me a sad tentative smile.  Selene gets up and kneels next to Charli. 

Wrapping an arm around Charli, Selene weeps, “I’m sorry, Charli.  I tormented you horribly.  I’m sorry.  Please forgive me.”

Charli sits back and looks at Selene with tears streaming 
down her face.  “I hated you Selene.  You featured in my nightmares every night, and I cringed inside whenever you came near me.  I rejoiced when Corrina finally sacked you.  As Jack has shown me and my sisters what love is about, I finally thought I could forgive you.  Now you want to join our family?”

Selene caresses her cheek with the back of her finger.  “I deserve your hatred and scorn, Charli.  I have been a horrible person.  I have been serving the Dread Lord.  If Jack has changed your outlook on life, imagine how serving the exact opposite of him for five years has formed mine.  I’m trying, Charli.  Just being here for the last 30 minutes has convinced me that I need to be here.  I need your help to change, Charli.  I need you to tell me when I’m fucking up again, because Goddess knows I will fuck up repeatedly.”  Selene’s sobbing joins Charli’s, “Fucking up appears to be my gift.  Please forgive me, Charli.  Please love me.  Please be my sister.” 

Charli backhands Selene hard across the face.  Selene falls to the ground and looks up in horror at Charli’s sobbing face.  Charli maneuvers to face Selene.  “Get up,” she barks at Selene.  Selene rapidly resumes her kneeling position in front of Charli, eyes warily glued to Charli’s face.  Charli shakes her head slowly from side to side.  “You better never make me regret this, Selene.  Give me a hug, you insufferable bitch.”  Selene rises to stand on her knees.  She clasps Charli to her as they both sob out their pain and fear.

Charli says, “I forgive you, Selene.  Just so you know, the only women I have ever slept with are Myra and Kristina.  Otherwise, I’m completely hetero, so you won’t be getting any of this sugary goodness.”  All the other Ravens laugh, and eventually Charli and Selene join in.

I add, “That’s a real shame for you, Selene, because she ain’t kidding about sugary goodness.
”

Cholley moans, “Lord Jack, please don’t tease me.  I haven’t had a Sidhe woman in decades.  Don’t tell me how sweet their charms are.  I dream about them every night!”

I put my hands on his shoulders, “We’ll have to do something about that.  We'll find someone that appreciates you.”

I look to Selene, “So, Selene.  What is your choice?”

She looks at me from her embrace with Charli.  She kisses Charli’s cheek and works her way to prostrate herself at my feet.  “Lord, I have been a minion of the enemy of all that is good.  I didn’t know the difference before, but now I do.  I am not worthy to join your cause, let alone join your family.  Yet, I ask you grant me the boon of accepting me into your family.  I will earn your trust and your love.  Please allow me to select this option, Lord.”

I ask her, “How did the Dread Lord indoctrinate you into his service, Selene?”

She answers while keeping her head to the floor, “He tied me to a post; then he whipped me and ass raped me repeatedly for 24 hours straight.”

The ladies all gasp in horror.  I shake my head in disgust. “I think you will like our indoctrination better.  Please stand.”

She stands before me.  I cup her cheek and caress her face while I look into her eyes and her mind.  Satisfied with what I feel there and what I sense about her, I lean in and kiss her lips gently.


Chapter 34 - Final preparations


T
hen I ask, “Marisol and Charli, would you be so kind as to take Selene to the guest bathroom, strip her off, clean the make up off her face, and let me know when she is ready.”  Then I look back at Selene. “No dear, I’m not going to fuck you in the bathroom.  The kiss was it.  You’re in.  Now, two of my family need body repairs.  You’re first.”  I look at the old Goblin.  “You’re next, Cholley.”  He looks surprised.  “Drink at least two large glasses of water while you wait, okay?  Three, if you can do it.” 

He nods, “Yes, Lord.”

I hug my ladies until I hear “Ready, Jack” from the guest bath.

I beckon Megan to me.  “See if you can get a suite at the Marriott or somewhere else large enough to house all of us.” 

She says, “We could maybe use Tom and Gretchen’s house.  Four bedroom, four bath townhouse.  They’re on a two-week cruise.  They are out of town, and I am ‘house sitting’ for them.”

I shrug. “Okay.  We need to clear them of all Seelie influence rapidly. I want to be open with them, but not until we know they aren’t reporting out to someone else.  After dinner, take 
Trina and a pair of Ravens to clear any surveillance devices.  Then move everything out of here.  Leave only bare essentials for an outpost and to monitor our surveillance devices.  I’m thinking we move everyone out and then have Geri and Liesl ported here while I sneak in through the Goblin portal to the sith.  Then I rescue Corrina and heal her.  Once that is complete, I can try to heal Morgan, and your mother.  Then maybe we can have some weddings and honeymoons before we head off to find the Dread Lord.”

She ponders that for a minute, then she nods at me.  “That’s at least as good as any plan I have.”

I kiss her deeply.  “I love you, Megan.  You’re much too good for me.”

Megan chuckles, “Yeah, but that’s why I have to keep my girlfriend!”  She kisses me passionately.  I spank her firm ass as she goes to talk with Trina.

I walk into the bathroom.  Selene is naked facing the sink.  Her butt is big, round, and starting to droop.  It’s strong but coated with more fat than I expected.  She has a stippling of cellulite on her butt and thighs.  Without the makeup on, her complexion in the mirror looks like she had to fight acne during adolescence, and it left tracks.

I press my body into her back and wrap my arms around her.  “Hold onto her hands, ladies.  I suspect she will get unstable.”  I catch Selene’s eyes.  “Hopefully this doesn’t hurt any worse than regrowing your hand, okay?”

She nods, “That was like a deep ache in the bones of my arm and a tingling in the flesh.”

“That sounds about like what I would expect.  This should just be the tingling part.  If we kill any Sidhe in battle, I’m going to feed you a big chunk of their flesh.  I suspect your master was also your father, which means that you probably 
have some of my heritage in you.  So unless we activate that heritage, you will live and die as a human unless I keep rolling the clock back for you.  If you can take a Sidhe lover that will allow you a bite of flesh, or we take a bite off the battlefield, I think you will begin to go through similar changes to mine.  One thing at a time.  Hold on tight, dear.” 

I squeeze her to me and wrap her in my love.  I hear her inhaled gasp, then I exert my will.  I remind her cells how they functioned when she was twenty, and how they are supposed to work to process nutrients and waste.  I’m not sure if the target age matters, but it helps me visualize.  Then I energize her organs to go into overdrive to flood her system with energy processed from her fat stores to feed those energized cells.  I watch  her skin loosen as the fat stores are depleted.  Her muscle tone becomes more apparent.  Her breasts shrink down to about a D-cup and hang ponderously on her abdomen until the skin begins to tone and tighten.  Her breasts slowly rise until they reach the height of a 16 year old cheerleader‘s.  I have a talk to the cells there to ensure they are the tighter, denser variety of breast flesh and strengthen the tissues that hold them in place.  I feel her butt shrink as she slowly collapses in my arms.  Finally, I repair the damage done by acne and age to her face.  When I’m done she looks like she could be Corrina’s younger cousin.  I pick her up in a bridal carry.  I carefully maneuver her to the guest room and lay her on the bed.  Charli brings her clothes and sets them on the desk chair.

I kiss Selene’s plump, dark lips again as she looks up at me with hooded eyes.  “Sleep until you stabilize or someone wakes you by shaking you.  When you wake, drink 2-3 classes of water.”  Daphne shows up with two glasses and sets them on the bedside table.

We all walk out quietly.  I pull Charli to me and kiss her deeply.  When we part, she waves her hand over her face, “
Don’t get me wrong, Jack.  I want more of those, but why now?”

“I’m so proud of you.  I know that was hard, yet you were kind and caring to her.  I’m proud of you for overcoming your history.  I love you deeply, Charli!”

She pulls me into another kiss.  When I can breathe again she tells me, “It was really difficult!”  Then she laughs and winks at me.

Daphne pouts at me prettily, “It was difficult for me too, Master!”

“Come here, Precious!”  I wrap her into our embrace and bury my tongue down her throat as I squeeze her taut ass.  All that attention elicits a moan from Daphne and another chuckle from Charli.

Then I spank both asses.  “One more, Ladies!”

I walk into the great room and call, “Let’s go, Cholley.”

He marches toward me as though he’s been called to execution.  “How old are you, Cholley?”

“474 years, Lord.  Most of the Goblin races have about the same life expectancy as the Sidhe.  400 to 500 years is normal, but most die in combat or duels long before they reach 300.  The larger varieties have shorter lifespans.  I’m not sure why,”  he explains.

“Thanks for explaining, Cholley.  Strip off and stand before the mirror.  The ladies are going to stabilize you while I work on you.”  He shrugs and strips. “The main reason for stripping is so I can see how things are progressing.”

When he is done I wrap my arms around him and wrap him in love.

“That feels strange, Lord,” he growls
.

“I bet,” I tell him as I remind his cells what they were supposed to be, how they were supposed to work to process nutrients and waste.  I pay particular attention to strengthening his heart, lungs, and liver.  Then I energize his organs to go into overdrive to flood his system with energy processed from his fat stores to feed those energized cells.  He only had a little pot belly for fat, but his muscle tone had atrophied like old mens’ do.  I told them to go back to that state of health at the peak of maturity.  Based on the lifespan, I aimed for about 75 years.  His muscle tone becomes more apparent.  His pecs become firmer and more prominent, his arms firm and about double in size.  His legs become about half-again-bigger around and cut.  His butt slowly rises and firms.  His skin begins to firm, but I hold onto some laugh lines around his eyes.  His hair thickens and darkens, but again I leave a little silver by his ears.  The points of his ears stand up straight rather than dropping out to the side.  “How you doing, Cholley?” 

“I’m hungry, Lord,” he says as he looks back and forth between the two ladies.  “Thirsty, too.”  Apparently the little head notices the ladies are there as Little Cholley makes an appearance.  Cholley looks down at his little friend and grins.  “Well hello, old friend.  It’s been a long time since I’ve seen you,” Cholley growls as he sways on his feet.  He doesn’t appear to have any reason to be shy about his little friend.  I am thinking he’s bigger than Little Jack, but Daphne looks at me seriously and shakes her head.

“You reading my mind, Daphne?” I ask with a grin.

She shakes her head again with a smirk.  “Boys and their toys.”   All four of us chuckle at that.

I ask Cholley, “You happy, big man?”

“Yes Lord, but I don’t think I want you to carry me out like 
you did Selene.  I’ll stumble to bed with your help.”

“Sure, Cholley.”

I guide him to the bed to see Rottie cuddled up with Selene.  Cholley crawls over the foot and against the wall.  I give him the same direction as I gave Selene.  I put a blanket over Selene and Rottie, and another over Cholley as Charli and Daphne bring a couple more glasses of water.  I whisper to  Rottie, “Now don’t steal all the covers.  She needs as much comfort as she can get.”  He licks my face from chin to eyebrow.  I plant a kiss between his expressive eyebrows.  “I guess we should find a better name for you than ‘Rottie,’ huh?”  He lays his head down on his huge paws and gives me sad puppy look.  “You like ‘Rottie,’ afterall?”  I get another kiss for that.  “Okay.  ‘Rottie’ it is.”  He chuffs quietly.  I give him ‘the look’ and put a finger on my lips.  He goes back to laying on his paws.  I give him another kiss on the head before I exit the room as quietly as I can.

I collapse onto the couch and ask Christie, “How much longer on the delivery?  I’m starving after all that.”

She smiles adoringly at me, “I bet, my big man.  I ordered enough for fifteen teenagers.  Hopefully that’s enough.  Greek food.  Lot’s of gyros, souvlaki, hummus, spanakopita, salad, dolmas, moussaka, pita, etcetera
.”

“Oh!  That sounds wonderful.”  I close my eyes for a moment.

I hear a glass filling at the fridge, and then I eventually feel a cool glass against my face.  I look up to see Tiphanae holding a glass to my face and smiling down at me.  She leans down to kiss me, and then she hands me the glass of water.  I down it and hand it back to her.  “Thank you, Tiphanae.  You are very kind.  Thank you for taking such good care of us all.”

She leans down and kisses me again.  “My Lord, I am unworthy of the love that I feel you pouring over me.  It is my 
pleasure to care for and protect your family.”

She leaves to put the glass back, and I close my eyes again.  I resume breathing deeply, then I feel someone sit beside me.  I crack my right eye to see Tiphanae sitting down and then laying down to rest her head on my lap.  Then I see Georgia crawling towards me on all fours.  She wraps my left leg up in her arms as she sits and leans on my leg.  Chelsea squeezes into the small space to the left of me and wraps her arms around me and rests her head on my shoulder.  I drop off for a quick nap wrapped in my beautiful family.


Chapter 35 - Staging the Troops

(Jack’s Condo in Phoenix, Arizona)


A
fter a relaxing dinner, Daphne and Trina go lie down for a quick nap.





I call Peg’s TSN phone.  I hear Peg’s brogue, “Hello, my Lord.  I’m guessing you’d like to talk to your wife.”

I laugh, “Yes I would, Peg.  It’s a pleasure to hear your voice, but I would like to talk to Myra.  Please.”

Peg chuckles, and I hear her voice move away from the phone, “It’s for you, my Queen.”

Then I hear Myra’s voice say “Thank you, Peg.”  Then she gets closer to the phone.  “Hello, Beloved.”

“Hello, Beloved,” I answer.  “I miss you.  How are you doing?”

“Missing you, Jack.  We’re ready to spring Geri and Liesl at any time.  We’re still struggling on how to get Corrina free.”

“Yes,” I say.  “That is definitely the hard part.  I think we have to keep it as simple as possible.
”

Myra says, “I agree.  What are you thinking?”

“Well…,” I say.  “I’m thinking I call you as soon as I am staged outside the Goblin’s door in Hartford Monday morning.  We don’t wait.  As soon as I’m there, we move.  You sneak Geri and Liesl out right after I call.  Port them to my condo.”

Myra says, “That sounds good so far, Beloved.”

I continue, “When they arrive at the Condo, Trina will move them immediately to a new location while I infiltrate from the portal outside Hartford.   You use the shadows to hide and go to the audience chamber to free Corrina.   I arrive, kiss you, heal Corrina, your mom, and your sister.  I’ll have wolves at the door as a distraction.  I am bringing Lili along to witness for the Elves...I think that would be a good political move in case the other court raises a stink.”

Myra is quiet for a moment.  Finally she says, “Darling husband and Lord, I don’t have a better plan.  I feel like there is way too much opportunity for something to go sideways, but I just don’t have a better idea.”

I ask, “Who can you count on to back you up?”

“Well,” she responds.  “Morgan, Peg, and Esmi.  I can probably include the demi-fey.  Some individual Sidhe.  Maybe the Sluagh.  Unfortunately, I can’t get out to network them to get them on-board.”

“Yes,” I agree.  “That does make it more difficult.  I hate not having better intelligence and a more solid plan.  However, I think this is one of those ‘fortune favors the bold’ situations.  The longer we wait, the more Corrina will suffer, and the more likely it is you’ll be discovered.  Let’s put an end to it now.”

“Hmmm,” Myra mutters in the phone.  “That makes sense.  Okay, we’ll go with it.  I miss you, Jack.
”

“I miss you too, Darling.  I’ll be kissing you in less than 24 hours,”  I tell her.

“I can’t wait, Beloved!” she enthuses.  “I miss you!  I love you!  Goodbye for now!”

“I love you too, Myra.” I tell her, “Bye, Beloved.”  Then we disconnect.

I look to Chelsea, “Can you get a squad of wolves to knock on the door of the Winter Court in Springfield tomorrow morning?”

She nods, “We have people there.  Some have unfettered access, so we can actually get them inside for increased disturbance.  I suggest sending 25-50 of them.  That will get the knights distracted to give you a little more margin for error.”

I nod, “Yes.  That’s a good point.  Let’s go with that, Darling.”  Chelsea smiles at the endearment.

I see Trina at the kitchen counter holding Louis’ Spatha.  She points at my portfolio and cocks an eyebrow.  I nod.  She opens the portfolio and puts the Spatha in the pocket dimension.

Chelsea wraps her arms around my waist and pulls herself to me.  She backs up enough to look me in the eye.  “Too bad there aren’t any beds free, Fiancé.  I could really use to have you love me before you go.  Even if there was a bed, we don’t have time, do we?” 

“No, Chelsea.  I have to leave in about ten minutes.  I wish we had more time.”  I kiss her gently.  I look down in her eyes, “I’m counting on you to protect the rest of the family.  This family is stuffed with women that have been emotionally abused for years, but they are strong women and fierce warriors.  You just need to be there to support them emotionally and watch their backs.  They’ll be there for you in return.
”

“Of course, my Lord.  I’ll be there for them,” she assures me.  I pull her into a warm goodbye kiss.

Trina leads the queue for kisses with Sowie, Charli, and Megan following.   Then they head out the door to prepare Tom’s townhouse.

Rottie comes out to say goodbye.  I kiss him between his expressive eyebrows.  He sits attentively to watch.

Georgia, Tiphanae, Christie each kisses me goodbye in turn.

Then Daphne leads Solange and me to the garage.   I hear Rottie lean against the door as we leave.  Marisol pulls trail and overwatches as we load into the CRV.  Solange is dressed the part of a professional in a navy blue dress that buttons all the way down the front.  It hugs her beautiful shape and nicely contrasts the silky chocolate arms and face.  Her legs are encased in silvery stockings.  The top two golden buttons of the dress are undone as is the one four inches from her mid-thigh hemline.  I hope I get a flash of bare thigh through the gap.  ‘Remain vigilant, Home Team!
’   She has a matching blazer over her arm as she climbs in the back driver-side.  I’m wearing pressed khakis, blue pinstriped oxford, and a navy blazer with buttons that almost match Solange’s.  Daphne drives, and I sit up front.  Marisol jumps in the back behind me.

Solange asks me from the back seat, “Are you still refining plans, Jack.” 

I nod before answering, “I thought about having L’liana jump to the airport, influence a 1st Class passenger to join her in the loo and then take her ticket.  I was seriously considering it.  Then I thought about what that would do to the victim.  Now I’m sitting here wondering how I could be so callous to some random stranger.”

Marisol chips in, “You’re beating yourself up, aren’t you, my 
Lord?”

I purse my lips as I look out the windscreen, “You know me too well, Mari.”

Daphne adds as she stays alert on the roadway, “This whole ‘love as a superpower’ is hard!  I wasn’t kidding when I told Selene that it’s easy to fall off the path.  As fierce as your protective instincts are, Jack, I suspect it’s even easier for you to fall off the path when your family is endangered.  Fortunately, we’re all here to help each other back onto it.  Including you!”

Marisol says, “It’s a good thing you have this large family of women that love you for your huge heart, Jack.”  She reaches a hand up past the headrest to caress my face.

I grasp her hand and turn to kiss the palm.  “I don’t deserve you, Mari.  Any of you.  But I’m grateful to have the love you all give me.”

Marisol purrs, “I am yours, but you are mine too, Jack!  I protect and care for mine!  And my sisters do the same!”

Solange and Daphne both reach out hands to me.  “Thus mote it be!” they exclaim in unison.

I raise each hand to my mouth and kiss it reverently.

Daphne gets us quickly down SR51, onto I-10, and then into the airport.  She pulls in at the departures level and manages to get us right on the sidewalk. 

We get out, and Marisol wraps me in a hug.  “I love you, Jack.  It’s a new and wonderful feeling, and I’m not over the novelty yet.”  Then she puts on her stern face before continuing,  “So you better take care of my man and my sister until I see you next, my Lord!”

I laugh and say, “Yes, ma’am,” before I kiss her goodbye.
 

Marisol moves to take overwatch, and Daphne hustles over to get her goodbye kiss.  She tells me, “Be safe, Master!  The Goblins are dangerous.  Don’t trust them until you are certain you have dominated their will!  I love you, Master!”  She kisses me again.

As my lips are released I murmur, “I love you too, Precious.”

I shoulder my new portfolio and grab my rollbag from Solange before we head inside with a wave.

We take the escalator upstairs and take Solange to enroll in Clear.  Then we both walk through the Clear lane through security.  This beats the pre-check line, which snakes about 50 people deep.  We’re through and dressed again in 10 minutes.  The pocket dimensions worked like a charm.

We find our gate, and I see there is a Starbucks farther down the concourse.   I wiggle my eyebrows at Solange after pointing it out.  She laughs and hooks her arm through mine.  She murmurs into my ear, “Your Hot Chocolate would like a Mocha Latte, my Lord!”

I turn and kiss her luscious full lips slowly before I tell her, “Dein Wunsch ist mir Befehl
!”

“Oh?” she comments.  “My wishes are now commands for the mighty Green Lord.”

I smirk back, “Don’t let the power go to your head, Darling.”

She lets loose a sexy laugh as we move briskly towards our caffeinated goodness.

We walk inside the entrance and make our way to the cashier to place our orders.  I pay, and then we move past two flight attendants to wait for our drinks.  I open my mouth to ask Solange a question, and then I stop and look at the flight attendants.  One is a beautiful young lady with dusky skin, generous curves, and a familiar smile.


Chapter 36 - Flying towards the sun


I
 say, “Hello Erica,” as she lifts her arms to embrace me. 

She presses her lips to mine, and I open my mouth to let her questing tongue into mine.  I hear a ‘Khm’ from her matronly partner in crime.   As we are wrapping up our greeting, she does it again.  Then she says, “Really, Erica!  I never!” 

I look up to her and say, “Then really, you should!  I highly recommend kissing Erica every chance you can get!”

Then Solange puts her right hand on my left shoulder and quickly steps in to give Erica a quick peck on the lips before saying, “Hello Erica, I’m Solange.  Myra has described your charms, but I think mere words failed to capture how awesome you really are.”

Erica pulls Solange into our embrace and replies with a brilliant smile, “It’s my pleasure to meet you, Solange.  Next time you see Myra, tell her I expect her to keep her promise to me.  Jack always finds the most beautiful ladies to accompany him.”

I grin at her, “And here I am holding you, Erica.”
 

She laughs as she finally releases Solange and myself from her hug.  I notice she grabs my right hand as she turns and indicates her colleague.  “Jack, Solange, this is Krista.  We’re both on the Red-eye to Philly.”

I laugh, “Time to buy more lottery tickets!  We continue from there to Hartford.”

Erica joins in my laughter while Krista looks lost.  Solange is at least familiar with the story and smiles with her normal good humor.

I lift Erica’s hand and kiss her knuckles before asking, “So, how did your mom’s move go?”

She rolls her eyes.  She shakes her head as she relates, “Mom was nervous wreck from the very beginning.  Then the movers showed up late because the driver for the truck showed up to work drunk.  I think he was still on the crew because one of them reeked of alcohol sweat.  Two of them reeked of weed, and the other one just reeked.  They broke three lamps, two clocks, both of her end tables, and dropped a box with her grandmother’s china.  They knocked over the picket fence of her old house and scratched the walls of her new condo.  They did not get a good review, and I put in a long list of damage for a replacement claim.  Officially, I was on vacation for four days to help mom move.  I wanted to take a week off afterwards to recover.  It was crazy!”

Solange and I pull her into a group hug murmuring consoling words.  I immediately hear a ‘Khm’ from Krista.  I look at her with an arched eyebrow as she taps Erica’s shoulder.

Krista whispers, “Erica!  You’re in uniform!”

I hook an arm around Krista.  She gives me an alarmed look right before I tell her, “Krista, listen and obey!  Relax in my arms.”  She does, and I continue, “You will take your drink 
and wait patiently outside the rail for Erica until we are done talking.  From the time you ordered your drink, you will only remember picking up your drink and sipping it while Erica talks to two old friends she met here.  Is that clear?”

Krista nods slowly and repeats it back to me.

I tell her, “Good girl, Krista.”  She preens from the praise.  “From now on you will know me as Jack, but you will always call me Master, even in public.  It will make you uncomfortable, but you will do it regardless because you can’t help yourself.  Is that clear?”

She acknowledges, “Yes, Master.”

At that point the barista calls Krista’s name, so I release her.  She walks over to retrieve her drink, daintily steps past us with a smile, and stands next to the railing between the two tables and the concours to sip her drink.

Erica says, “Jack that was freaky.  Your eyes were green, but they glowed like moonlight.”

Solange says, “Jack got that from Myra.  I understand she used that ability when you met.”

Erica looks back and forth between us before asking, “Are you aliens?”

Solange and I both chuckle and shake our heads.  “Vampires?” Erica asks.  We continue laughing as Solange answers, “No sweetie, but we are kind of like ‘meta-humans.’  We have abilities that average humans don’t have.  Jack and I are different types, but he has some of my peoples’ abilities because he married Myra.”

Erica gasps with joy, “You two got married?” 

I smile back to her, “Of course, Erica!  I had to or you would 
have stolen her away from me!”

Erica gives me back a mischievous grin, “No, Jack.  I just would have borrowed her when you were out of town!  Speaking of which, maybe I could borrow you for a while on this trip.”

I tip her chin up for another warm, languorous kiss.   Then I tell her, “I suspect I will be available Tuesday and Wednesday evening.  We fly out Thursday morning.”

Solange kisses Erica’s cheek, “Would you allow me to join you, Beautiful?” 

Erica is stunned for a moment before she nods slowly.  She asks, “Jack is married to Myra, but what is your relationship to him?”

Solange leans closer and whispers, “I’m his bodyguard and his concubine.  I am the same type of meta-human as Myra.”  She lets her eyes glow enough for Erica to see.  “I also tend mostly toward lust for men, but I find myself desiring to be with the two of  you.”

Erica smiles brightly before leaning in to give Solange a lover’s kiss.  Afterward she says, “It would be my honor, and I suspect my great pleasure, if you would join us.”  She caresses Solange’s cheek gently and then looks back and forth between us.  “I have to go, my darlings.  I’ll see you on the plane!”  She gives us each a quick peck on the lips before retrieving her drink from the counter.

I wink at Solange, and then we say in unison, “Bye, Erica!”

She gives us a brilliant smile before winking at us and turning to Krista.  “Krista honey, tell Jack goodbye!”

Krista smiles at me and says, “Goodbye, Master.  See you soon.”  Erica gives me a mischievous smile
.

I wave, “Goodbye, Krista.  Nice to meet you.  See you soon.”

I hear her whisper to Erica as they walk off, “Where did ‘Master’ come from?  Oh, I’m so embarrassed.”

Erica chuckles, “Don’t worry about the little stuff, Krista.  Besides, I imagine he is quite masterful.”

Krista says, “Well I never...Erica, you are so bad!”

Erica laughs, “And you love it!”

Krista does chuckle at that before they walk out of hearing range.

The barista calls my name, and I snag our drinks.  I hand Solange hers, “Mocha Latte for my Hot Chocolate!”

She smiles hugely at me and takes a sip of her treat.  “You're so good to me, my Lord.  I was surprised to see the Winter’s Light in your eyes.”

I shrug, “I didn’t do anything different from my previous attempts; although, it did seem more effortless this time.  We’ll have to ask the ladies what color they glowed when I influenced Lisette.”

She says, “They glowed green when you used it on...uh...Myra’s mom.”

“Huh,” I grunt.  “Maybe that’s why she did what she did.  Maybe I didn’t get a very good hold on her.”  I take a sip, and we start walking back to our gate.

“I don’t know,” responds Solange.  “She may have already had that plan in her head.  Since you didn’t override it, she executed it.  Another possibility is when you told her to create a pocket, she’s wily enough to create it around your presence in her mind.  If you had used Winter’s power against her she would have shrugged it off.
”

I nod, “I think the pocket is similar to how I defeat attempts to influence me.  I sense the attempts, but I just shrug them off.  Since I developed that ability under Christie’s influence, it’s difficult to tell.”

We arrive at the gate ten minutes before the boarding call.  We sip our drinks and make small talk as I peruse the passengers.  I notice a tall, slender woman with platinum hair holding a small portfolio similar to mine.  She catches me watching her and gives me a small smile.  I smile back in kind and then continue to scan after holding her eyes for just a moment.  She seems familiar, but I can’t place her.

I send a quick email from my phone to Reddy and Don, copying Supreet, that I won’t be able to join them in the office until Tuesday mid-morning.  Then I pull up my boarding pass on my phone.   I see Solange pulling hers up, too.

Then we get called to board.

We make our way down the jet bridge to find our seats 4C & 4D.  I put mine and Solange’s roller bags in the bin as she slides into the window seat.  I sit down, slide my portfolio under the seat in front of me, and buckle in.  The tall, slender blond smiles at me before she sits across the aisle from me.

Erica walks up with a sad look on her face.  “May I take your drink orders, darlings?”

I look up at her, “What’s the matter, Erica?”

She says, “The Captain was walking up when I was kissing you.  I guess she was standing in line when I kissed Solange.  I didn’t see her, but she pulled me aside and told me she would have to report me.  It’s a shame, I’ve spent more than a couple of overnights with her, but she is a stickler for the rules.  You’re only supposed to kiss spouses in public when wearing the uniform, and even then we’re supposed to keep 
it ‘chaste,’ which of course is up to interpretation.  I’ve been written up twice.  I’m not sure what they’ll do this time.”

I tease her gently, “You’re a kissing bandit?”

She gives me a sad smile, “Not really.  I had a boyfriend who was a gate agent.  I got caught kissing him multiple times, and I finally got written up.  About eight months ago a young barista in Philly who always takes good care of me mentioned it was his birthday.  I asked him what he wanted for his birthday, and he said a kiss from me.  He’s a really sweet kid, so I gave him a kiss.  I thought it was pretty chaste but a retired flight attendant was in line.  She called in to report me.  Apparently there was quite an investigation to figure out whom she was reporting.  Unfortunately, it was a dead spot for the security cameras.  It was my word against the retiree’s.  Now this.”

Her smile brightens considerably, “This one was worth the penalty.  Hopefully, I don’t get fired.”

I tell her, “I’ve been thinking of getting a corporate jet.  Would you be interested in crewing it?  I haven’t started to look yet, but I think it would prove useful and economical considering I need to start traveling with a bigger entourage.”

She says, “I’ll let you know how this turns out.  Either way, I’m open to talk.  So, drinks?”

Solange orders a Pinot Grigio, and I decide that and a club soda sounds good.    Erica winks at us and takes orders from the tall blond and her seatmate.

Erica goes off to fix drinks, and I hold Solange’s hand as I lean my head back and close my eyes.  I get jostled a couple of times as the poor bastards in the cattle car - AKA ‘economy class’ - trundle past.  I don’t let it bother me.  Solange was watching them all closely when I closed my eyes.  I’m sure 
she still is.

I hear Krista’s voice on the intercom encouraging everyone to put their butts in seats.  Shortly thereafter, Erica comes by and apologizes that they won’t be able to serve drinks until we’re at cruising altitude.

I feel the aircraft push back as Krista starts to talk through the safety briefing, so I watch Erica’s dance.  You wouldn’t think anyone could make the safety briefing look like erotic dance, but Erica manages it.  She smiles at me the whole time, and it looks like she’s putting a little extra effort into it.  I mime clapping when she’s done, which elicits laughter from Erica, Solange, and the pretty blond across the aisle.

This pilot is serious.  We arrived at the end of the runway right after the safety briefing.  We sit for not more than a ten count after that before she takes off.  Erica barely gets belted in before we’re airborne.  We’re up in the air for about ten minutes before she comes on and introduces herself as ‘Captain Jeannie.’  I didn’t get a look at her, but she has a lovely, rich contralto voice.  It reminds me of ‘Ms. Parker’ from ‘the Pretender’ TV series from years ago.

Erica brings drinks and snacks, then touches my shoulder before heading back to the front galley.

I turn to toast Solange.  I think the wine is actually pretty good.  Then Solange’s eyes narrow right before I feel a hand on my left arm.  I turn to look  The pretty blond is withdrawing her hand, and then returns it holding out her wine glass.  She says, “Cheers, Jack.”

“Cheers,” I respond and take a sip.  I ask, “Do I know you?  You look familiar.”

“I imagine,” she says with a smile.  “I understand you’re sleeping with my grand-niece.
”

I’m befuddled.  She taps her temple with her left hand and looks like she’s concentrating.  She says, “May I?” 

I think I’m catching on.  I nod warily.  Then I hear, *Hello, Jack.  I’m Serena.  Forgive my glamour.  I’ll try to show you my true face when I find some privacy.  I’m known as the Lady of the West.*

I send back, *The tap of the temple gave away that L’liana is likely your grand-niece.  She’s a lovely girl.  I love her dearly.*

Serena nods, *She is.  I hope she learns her lessons in Cherry.  I would love to have her back at my court.*

I smile, *I’m afraid she isn’t feeling like it’s much of a punishment.*

Serena sips her wine with a small, *I know.  She has been singing your praises since she met you.  Especially since you made love to her.*

I just raise my eyebrows.

She continues, *She was gushing.  Is she still telling you she’s 26?*

I smile, *I’ve suspected she’s fibbing for some time.  She’s very knowledgeable on a wide variety of sciences and skills.  I think she's older, but I don’t know how much.*

*Very astute,* she sends as she salutes me with her wine glass. *She’ll soon be turning 127.  Legally she is an adult, even by our laws.  I wish she would act like it more.*

*Really?* I ask.  *I thoroughly enjoy her childlike playfulness.  Yet, I’ve seen her be serious when she needs to be.  Mostly when she is responsible for teaching me something.*

Serena cocks an eyebrow as she asks, *What is she teaching you, Jack?
*

I chuckle, *All kinds of things, Lady Serena.*

Serena responds, *Dissembling are we?  Okay, Jack.  I’ll leave you alone.  I hope we might have a more frank discussion at some point.  I’ll leave you with this thought.  The Nameless have accepted a contract on you from somewhere in Morocco.  The contact spoke Arabic.  He went cheap and hired an assassin rather than hiring a kill.  The news is about two weeks old.  That’s all I know at the moment.  I also hear that you approached them about an alliance recently.  If you manage to kill their assassin, I think they may respond to your approach.*

I grimace, *Shit!  As if I don’t have enough to worry about.  I was hoping to minimize the bloodshed.*

She sits back in her seat and looks forward while taking a sip of her wine, *They are like the Goblins.  They respect strength.  Killing one of them means you are worthy of them.  It’s regrettable, but it is the only way you will likely get to treat with their leader.  She’s a tough, old bitch.*

I follow her lead and sit back and sip my wine, *Not a wolf-shifter, though?*  I hear her laughter tinkle in my mind.  I add, *We’ll work it out.  I’ve got bigger immediate problems.  After I recover my family, there’s someone out there called the Dread Lord.  Do you know anything about him?*

I see her nod slightly from the corner of my eye. *I’m familiar with the term.  We’ve had six of them since the last Green Lord.  All I know is the current one supposedly makes the earlier ones look like bumbling fools.*

*Lovely,* I respond. *Well, thank you for the information, dear Lady.*

*My pleasure, Green Lord.  Goodbye for now,* she responds.  The smile in her voice is bigger than the small grin on her 
face.

I lean over to Solange, “That was interesting.  The blond across from me is the Lady of the West.”

Solange leans forward and scopes Serena out.  Serena waves.  Solange says, “Hello.  I’m Solange Schatten.  It’s a pleasure to meet you.”

Serena says, “Hello Solange.  I’m Serena.  It’s a pleasure.”

I drain my wine and quickly drain the little cup of club soda.  Then I say, “Ladies, it’s a pleasure.  I’m going to try to get some sleep.”  Erica is walking up the aisle handing out masks and earplugs.  I thank her, open the mask to let it air, insert the earplugs, and pull on the mask. 

I lay back, and the mask slides up to my forehead.  Erica is leaning over me.  “In for a penny, in for a pound.  Right, Jack?”  Then she kisses me deeply.  I cup her beautiful face as she ensures I know what she thinks about me.  Afterwards she says, “Sweet dreams, darling man.”

Erica reaches for my mask when Solange says quietly, “I’ve got this, Erica.”  Solange leans in, and I hold her beautiful face in my hand as she kisses me.  Then she says, “Good night, husband of my heart.”  Then she crooks a finger at Erica. 

Erica leans forward and kisses Solange.  Then Erica wishes her, “Goodnight, darling girl.  Sweet dreams of me.”

Solange pulls the mask down over my eyes.  I hear Serena, *Sweet dreams, Jack.  With all of those kisses, I imagine your dreams will be very sweet indeed.*

I think back, *You could make them sweeter, dear Lady*

I hear her chuckle beside me followed by a lap belt being undone.  Then I feel another pair of warm lips on mine.   I assume it’s Serena, and I kiss her back like she was one of 
my own.  She’s not shy about playing tongue tag, either.  She pulls my mask up, and I see her without her glamour.

Like L’liana, she has the long points at the top of ears, but the similarities are few other than that.  She has a cute, pert nose that a certain deceased pop star would have killed for, slanted violet eyes, pronounced cheekbones, and the smallest of laugh lines at the corners of her eyes.  Her ethereal face is framed in silken ash blond locks that are nearly white.  Whereas Lili looks like a young girl, there’s no mistaking that Serena is all woman.  The fullness of pointed breasts and the slightly more defined flare of her hips.   She would be easy to get lost in.

She smiles, *I’m flattered, my Lord.*

*Oops!  Sorry, Serena.  Apparently I was cataloging your charms louder than I should!*

She chuckles, *You were doing fine until you thought ‘She would be easy to get lost in.’  Honestly, that is one of the most beautiful compliments anyone has ever given me.  We should get to know each other better.  You must bring your family for my next state dinner.*

I say out loud, “I am honored for the invitation, dear Lady.  I’m sure my family would love to attend.”

She kisses me again, “Goodbye, dear Jack.  I likely won’t be here when you awake.”  Then she pulls the mask down over my eyes.

Solange clasps my hand again, and I fall asleep.


Chapter 37 - Move to contact


F
our hours later I hear Erica’s voice in my ear, “Wake up, my darlings!”  I feel her shake the hand I have clasped in Solange’s.  “We land in 15 minutes.  I let you sleep as long as I could.”

I remove my mask and right my seat as I take in Solange’s fussy face at waking after such a short nap.   I lean in and kiss her full pouty lips.  “I’m sorry, Lover.  I’ll make it up to you soon.”

She slowly blinks her eyes until she’s alert.  “You really do need to get your own plane.  Being able to set our own schedule would be a vast improvement.  Plus, having Erica in the family would be a great benefit,” she says with a mischievous grin.

I nod, “I agree on all counts.  You know, I probably need to transition to getting more staff in place rather than more wives and concubines.”

Solange shrugs, “I don’t know.  I don’t think any of us mind because you ensure we all get time with you.  You make each of us feel special.  Although, I don’t think I would make it my rendezvous of choice, the whole couch thing was hot.  
Mari got us all wound when she jumped you.  Then when you bent her over the couch and called Christie to lay beside her.  Then Charli jumped in line...I just couldn’t help myself.  I was suddenly soaked, and just wanted a turn with you surrounded by my sisters!”

I have the grace to be a little embarrassed, “That’s not something that I expect to happen frequently.”

Solange says, “My beloved man, I think we should.  Or evenings like we had over Thanksgiving where we all just lounged around loving on you and each other.  Even those of us that don’t get into the ladies much enjoyed being able to just hold and caress each other.  It was beautiful, Jack.  We should have those regularly.” 

The late-40’s male ‘executive type’ in front of Solange looks back over the seat.  His seatmate is still apparently asleep, so I decide to practice.   I look at him and exert influence ability, “Forget what you heard.  Instead, you will only remember having a wonderful dream about being married to a harem.  Turn around and forget you ever saw us.”

I’m surprised to see Serena sitting next to me.  Something doesn’t look right.  She slowly turns to look at me without any recognition in her eyes.  I notice the gentleman in her window seat turns at exactly the same time.  He has violet eyes.  He flashes me a feral smile and then winks at me.  The blond next to me mimics his expressions exactly.  I reach for her mind, but there’s no one there.

I think *Serena!*

She answers immediately, *Don’t worry, Jack!  I’m not on the plane.  Remember, I said I would likely be gone when you wake.  I had to leave, but one of my people continues to project the glamour.  All is well.*

I wave to the guy and send to Serena,  *Good news.  It was 
lovely to meet you.  I’m looking forward to that invitation.*

*You shall have it.  Until then, my Lord.  Safe travels.*  Then I feel her leave my mind.

We land without incident.  I’m able to get our luggage out of the bins without accosting anyone.  We trundle by Erica and Krista.  Krista kisses my cheek and murmurs, “Goodbye, Master.”  She turns a bright red.  I cup her face and kiss her cheek in return.  I wink as I continue on.

Solange and I both collect a quick peck on the lips from Erica before we hustle up the jet bridge to find ourselves in B concourse.  We hurry to the tram and catch a train to F concourse within half a minute after getting to the platform.

We make it to our gate just as they are making the pre-board announcement.  Solange takes advantage of the short break to text Trina, Daphne, and Peg with her new phone to let them know we safely landed in Philadelphia.   I go drain Little Jack.  I offer to tag team watching her bag, but she decides against it just as the agent announces boarding for first class.  We queue up, show our boarding passes on our phones, and head down the ramp.  We’re on one of the Canadair RJ 900s operated by a codeshare airline.  That translates to having fewer first class seats.  We’re seated in the pair of seats on the bulkhead.  Our bags barely fit into the tiny bins.  Solange slides into the window seat, and then I take mine in the aisle. 

As I’m buckling my seatbelt, I hear a familiar voice say, “Thank you, Miss.”  I look up to see my old acquaintance GC.  He sees me sitting there, and his surprise stops him in his tracks.  He gives an embarrassed “Khm” and raises his bag to the bin before taking his seat across the aisle from me.  I smile and nod to him.

He grimaces and says, “Hello. I’m Gerald Charles Fremont, III.  I remember you from a trip a few weeks ago.  I’m afraid 
I acted horribly to you and everyone else I interacted with that day.  I had reasons, but none are valid excuses.  I hope you’ll accept my apologies.”

I offer my hand as I scan his brain for damage. “Hello Mr. Fremont.  I am Jack Jerome.  I accept your apology.  Allow me to introduce my lovely companion, Solange Schatten.”  I find there are no tracks from Myra’s work.

He smiles gently and responds with a nod in her direction, “Hello Solange.  It’s a pleasure to meet you.” 

“Likewise,” she responds as the passenger queue picks up for the economy cabin.

I tell him, “I hope you’re having a better day today.”

The horde of passengers continues past us as he nods, “I am.  That was a horrible week.  I had four major emotional events in 72 hours that week, and our little altercation wasn’t one of them.   The final straw was my grandmother dying.  She was the one person that truly believed in me.  I was standing there weeping after my father gave me the news, when he tells me ‘Now you’ll never amount to anything.’  I punched him and walked out.  After that, I decided I needed to get my act together.  I called a counselor that one of my friends recommended highly and went to have a good talk and a good cry.  After that I started taking accountability for myself, and the counselor is helping me work through my issues.  It’s helped my attitude immensely.”

“I’m sorry for your loss, GC.  Having a loving, supportive family is very important.  I hope you have some friends to support you.”

He squints at me for a moment.  “You called me GC.  I remember that from the last time, too.  ‘GC’ was my grandfather.  Honestly I despised him almost as much as my father.   Both of my friends call me Gerry.  Would you use that, Jack?
”

I nod seriously, “I’m honored, Gerry.”

Solange adds with a brilliant smile, “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Gerry.”

I tease him a little, “With luck, your friend count just went to four, Gerry.”

He chuckles and covers his mouth before responding, “Oh my!  That sounds completely pitiful! ”  Then he nods, “Four is a good number to start with.”

I chuckle back.  “Well, it really has been a pleasure meeting you this time, Gerry.  I’m going to try to get about another hour of sleep.  We’ve got a long day ahead of us.  Enjoy the flight.”  I pull my mask out of my pocket, put it on my head, give Solange a little kiss, and then pull the mask over my eyes.  I lean into the seat as much as I can without reclining it and breathe deeply.  Solange holds my hand, and I drift off.  I’m awakened as the jet takes off.   So, once we’re in the air, I recline my seat.  Solange leans on my shoulder, and we drift back off.

The Hispanic male flight attendant wakes me to bring my seat forward for landing.  I nod to him and caress Solange’s beautiful face to wake her.  Her eyes spring open.

I tell her, “Time to prepare for landing, Hot Chocolate.”  She gives me a brilliant smile, kisses me quickly, and then sits back in her seat.  We pull them our seats forward to the smiling approval of Jose, the flight attendant.

I look across to see Gerry staring at us.  He says, “I thought for sure you hit it off with that beauty from the other flight.  What happened there?”

I laugh quietly, “We definitely hit it off.  We got married.  I met Solange through her.  We’re actually going to meet her later today.
”

He’s flabbergasted.  He leans in to whisper, “So you have one of those ‘open marriage’ arrangements?”

Solange leans across me, “It’s complicated, Gerry.  It would take hours to explain, and it would probably still blow your mind.  To keep it simple, Myra and Jack are very much in love with each other, married, and both are my lovers.  Does that help?”

I think to myself, ‘The poor boy will have an aneurysm if he sees me with one of the other ladies.
’

I tell him, “It is definitely complicated, yet still very simple.  Remember my comment on the support of a loving, supportive family?”  He nods seriously.  “Meeting Myra has given me a very large, loving, supportive family.  Solange is a member of that family.”

“I probably should let that topic alone despite my curiosity,” Gerry says.  “The way you say that makes me think digging further will take me down the rabbit hole.  What do you do for business, Jack?” he asks.

“Well,” I respond.  “That is another interesting question.  I lead a holding company that has several growing concerns under it.  I’m in Hartford for both the holding company and my IT company’s business.  What do you do, Gerry?”

“I’m in finance and accounting,” he responds.  “My dad is President and CEO of Fremont Financial.  We do accounting, financial consulting, investment portfolio management, etcetera
.  I’m working with an insurance company account in Hartford - High Street Mutual.  Do you know them?”

I nod, “Yes.  I did a system implementation for them about three years ago.  They were a real mess.  You have your work cut out for you there.”

I grins, “Truth!
”

Jose straps himself into the jump seat, and the wheels touch down less than a minute later.  We’re at the gate quickly.  As the seatbelt lights come off, I stand and pull our bags down.  I offer Solange a hand out of her seat.  She smiles and kisses me again before taking her bag in hand and leading us off the plane.  I follow the glorious view of her swaying hips up the ramp. 

As we exit the jet bridge into the boarding area, Gerry calls out to me.  “Jack, if you ever need a CPA or financial advisor, please give me a call.”  He is holding his card out to me.

I tell him, “I just might be in the market for that skillset, Gerry.  I was thinking to keep it in the family, but I’m willing to talk.” 

I take his and retrieve one of my Verdic Holdings cards from my coat.  I think it’s the first one I’ve handed out.  He takes it and reads it.  “Holy shit.  Verdic Holdings?  Really?  My father has been going nuts trying to pierce the veil around your company, Jack.”

I tell him, “It’s a privately held company, and I like it that way.  Private.  If you want to make points with your father you could do that.  I would prefer you don’t.”

He looks at me for a moment before saying, “I can honor that, Jack.  Call me when you are ready to have that chat.  I look forward to it.”

“Will do, Gerry.  Good luck at High Street,” I wish him.

I turn to see Solange putting her phone away.  I ask, “Finished checking in with our family?”

“Yes, my Lord.  Shall we go meet Supreet?” she asks. 

“Let’s”

We march off in a hurry out past security, out to the arrivals 
pickup.  We get out on the sidewalk when I hear, “Jack!”

I orient to the sound and see Supreet in a loose ankle-length knit dress and slip-on flats.  Her beautiful black hair is braided.  She is a beautiful woman, no matter what she is wearing or how her hair is styled.

I wave, and then we navigate our way across the street.  She is standing next to a black Tahoe.  We meet her next to the SUV, and I pull her into a hug and give her a warm kiss.

She responds, “Hmmmmm.  I’ve missed you Fiancé!”

“I’ve missed you too, Sweetheart,” I tell her.  “This is Solange.  Solange, this is Supreet.” 

Supreet releases me and hugs Solange and tells her, “Welcome, sister.”  They peck each other’s lips, and then Supreet goes all business.

She leads the way to the back and takes Solange’s bag and puts it into the back.  I put mine next to hers.  I see a large equipment bag in the back that looks to only be about ¼-full.  Supreet directs me to the back seat as Solange gets into the front.

Supreet starts the vehicle, buckles in, and clears to the left before pulling out into early morning traffic.  As she drives, she briefs us.  “Jack, I know you’re in a hurry to get going.  I think I’ve arranged things to assist.  I checked into the Goodwin last night.  We have their largest suite as a base.  We’re going there first, then you can change into your tac gear, and we can head out to the Goblin King’s Court.  I will be going with you.  I am known there.  Although, I’ve only been there a couple of times, it should be enough to get them to open the door.  I think this vehicle is big enough to carry us all and any rescued family.  I will accompany you through the portal and immediately check in with Cernunnos.  It is protocol for the host, and I don’t think there is any need to 
break it.  After that, I am at your command, my Lord.”

Solange nods, “Esmerelda is going to meet us on the Winter side of the portal.  She’s a Night Hag, essentially a human-sized bat-sidhe hybrid.  She’s also of the host.  I don’t know her well, but she has always been forthright with me despite their reputation for being ‘tricksy.’  She will take us to Myra.”

“Okay,” I say.  “Let’s get to the hotel, pull L’liana through, and get ready to roll.”

“Who is L’liana, Jack?” Supreet asks.

“She’s an elven maiden.  Very gifted in all varieties of manipulating matter and space, very gifted in technology, and a telepath.  She’s coming with us to witness for the Elven court and provide extra battle strength if needed,” I tell her.  “Plus, she will eventually want to be a concubine or wife.”

Solange laughs, “Right now, they just fuck like bunnies whenever the opportunity arises.”

“Oh my,” Supreet responds.  “Are huge orgies going to be part of my life going forward?”

Solange touches her shoulder, “Only if you want them to.  Jack and I were discussing that earlier.  I suspect there will be some events that seem like that, but I think it’s going to be more of Jack filling all his free time loving each of his ladies individually or in threesomes.  You get to choose what you want, and we will all love you and support you regardless.”

Supreet asks me, “So, which number of wife will I be, Jack?”  It’s the second time she’s asked.

“Definitely number three, Darling.  Kristina is going to be number two.  Chelsea will be number four,” I explain.

“What about Trina?” she asks. 

I shrug, “She wants to be owned by me rather than married 
to me.  If that changes at some point, then she will come into whatever number is next.  If it changed today, it would be number five.  You’ve not met Christie, Georgia, Chelsea, Tiphanae, or Selene yet.  Christie and Georgia are both opting for concubine for now.  As I mentioned, Chelsea will be wife #4.  Tiphanae and Selene are still getting acclimated - no sex with either.  Georgia is likely never going to be a wife.  She’s more bent towards being owned than Trina and Daphne combined.”

Solange says, “I think Charli will want to marry eventually.  Especially now that she is having your baby.” 

I nod, “Yes.  I think you’re right about that.  Liesl and Geri may want to marry, too.  What about my Hot Chocolate?”

“Hmmm,” she murmurs.  She turns and says, “I don’t know yet, Jack.  I am very happy with being your concubine.  Maybe I’ll change my mind when you breed me.”  She smiles and then turns back to the front.

“Fair enough, Beloved”

Supreet says, “There are waters in the cup holders.”  I crack one and drain it immediately.

Solange asks, “How long until we are in the room?”

“Ten minutes,” Supreet responds.  Solange shrugs and follows my example.

Shortly after, we are through Hartford’s burgeoning rush hour and pulling in front of the Goodwin hotel.  We get out and grab our travel bags.  Supreet tells the valet, “Leave it here.  We’re leaving again in less than 30 minutes.  She hands him a twenty.”

He bows his head and says, “Yes ma’am.”

We rush back to the elevator and up to the Executive Duplex 
Suite.  I walk in and I’m blown away.  The Goodwin is a class act, but I’ve always stayed in a standard room.  The opulence and space blow me away.

Supreet leads us to the master suite.  We immediately begin to strip off.  I watch Solange remove her blazer and then start to open the buttons on her dress to reveal her beautiful toned body encased in a silver lace bra and matching bikini-cut panty.  Her stockings are a lucky pair of her thigh-highs that get to hold tightly to her legs about four inches below her treasure chest.  I might be staring at her.

Solange frowns.  “Close that gaping mouth and stop ogling me, you silly man.  I’ll give you a show when we’re done with business,” she says as she sashays to the loo.

I shake my head and murmur, “Sorry” before resuming my quick change.

I quickly pull on my jeans, tac boots, and the tech fabric t-shirt.  I unpack my shoulder holster and then clear and function check the Glock from my portfolio before loading and holstering it.  I pull on my car coat and put my phone in the right-hand pocket.  I pull Eventide from the portfolio in lock-back configuration.  I clip her to my right hip pocket.  I pull my larger electronics out of the portfolio and lock them into the safe with Solange’s.   I drain another water bottle and then drain Little Jack again.  I walk out to find Solange in her Raven tac uniform, with a tight, tech fabric t-shirt under her blazer.  She’s holstering her firearm and looks up at me.  “Ready?” she asks.

“Ready,” I confirm.  Supreet meets us at the door and leads us out.  She hands us each a key card as we walk to the lift.  Twenty minutes after we arrived, Supreet is handing the valet another twenty.  We mount up and head out of town. 

Supreet drives northeast on Interstate 84 to Sturbridge, and 
then we merge onto Interstate 90, AKA the ‘Massachusetts Turnpike,’ which takes us due east to Auburn.  From there we take Interstate 290 into Worcester.  We turn off at Hope Avenue, and drive from there to turn right on Webster.  We take a left on Mill Street, and then pull into a strip mall with a laundrymat, a Harbor Freight store, a Chinese buffet, and a huge gym on the end called ‘GK’s Fitness and Fighting.’  Supreet pulls around the side to where there are two standard fire doors and a garage door visible.

“Goblin King’s Fitness and Fighting?  Really?” I ask.

Solange chuckles, “No one ever accused the Goblin King of being subtle.  They also own the garage across the parking lot.”  She points back over my shoulder.  “Also, the funeral home across the street.”  She adjusts her indicator, and I check them out.  “That’s all we know about, but we’re pretty sure they have a variety of businesses around the university and airport.”  She looks at me and says, “Ready to call our Queen, my Lord.”

I pull out my phone and call Peg’s.  Myra answers, “Hello, Jack.”

“Hello, Beloved.” I respond with a smile.  “We’re ready to roll.”

She says, “Great, Jack.  Minor change on my end.  Liesl and Geri are in Trina’s room.  They don’t want to leave until you’re out safely.   I called Trina and she pushed their uniforms through her laundry. They will meet you with Esmi...er...Esmerelda.”

I nod, “Okay.  We may still need you to send them back through a portal when we’re done.  We only have one SUV.  I’d say it’s a five-pax model.  Otherwise, I don’t see any problem with that.  I plan to pull Lili through as soon as we’re inside.  Then I’ll make a short detour to say ‘hello’ to the King before 
meeting...Esmi?”

Myra says, “Yes.”

I continue, “So I’ll arrive with Solange, Supreet, and Lilli to meet Esmi, Geri, and Liesl.  How’s Corrina?”

“No change, I’m afraid.  Plus, Esmi has learned that Laurel is coming for a visit.  Given what you told us at the arena, I’m really worried about what she might do to Mommie-Dearest,” Myra explains.

“Understood.  That kinda of foils the plan a bit.  I think the first thing is I put Laurel to sleep, then have your mother release Corrina, and then have her pull the girls through.  Unless...if you have Trina call your name would you be able to open a shadow portal to her?”

“No,” Myra says.  “We already tried that.  However, I can open one to your condo.  I know it well enough to do that.  The exterior door would be the easiest.  Trina’s already got the Ravens on their way back to your condo from wherever you have sent them.  Rather than having Mommie-Dearest do it, I’ll pull them from there.  Once our family is safe.  I’ll reveal myself, and you start healing her.”

“That might take most of the day - I really don’t know.  However, you’re right.  It needs to be a priority.  I need to figure out how to take away Laurel’s ability to do that, too.  Okay.  Here we go.  See you soon, Beloved Wife,” I tell her.

I hear the joy in her voice, “I can’t wait, Beloved Husband.”

We disconnect, and then we get out of the SUV.  Supreet goes to the back and pulls the equipment bag.  I raise an  eyebrow and she responds, “I’m more than just your pretty serpent-girl-fiancé, Jack.  The Naga are warriors.  I am a blooded member of the host.”

I lean around the bag and kiss her gently.  “I trust you with 
my life, Supreet.  Let’s go to battle.”

She smiles and leads the way to the back fire door.


Chapter 38 - the Goblin King

(the Hall of the Goblin King - Worcester, Connecticut)


S
upreet knocks on the door and stands in front of the peephole.

The speaker next to the door crackles until a voice growls out “Who are you, and what do you want?”

Supreet announces herself, “Supreet Mishra of the Host escorting Jack Jerome and Solange Schatten to the Winter Court.  Lord Cernunnos called to arrange it.”

There is a pause before the speaker emits, “I don’t have anything on it.”

Supreet says, “That’s fine.  We’ll wait here until you finish talking to Lord Cernunnos; although,...it might be better if we wait with you inside.  I know the King doesn’t like to draw attention to this entrance.”

We wait for a few seconds while the muscle behind the door processes that thought.  Eventually, we hear a couple of clunks and clicks before a ‘ka-chunk’ sounds, and the door opens toward us.
 

There is a big goblin standing in the doorway.  He’s about two inches taller than me and has the build of a championship bodybuilder.  He’s wearing black shorts, sneakers, and a tank top that looks about one size too small.  He has tusks, but they are barely visible above his lower lip.  He points to a bench.  “Wait here,” he says.

“Uh excuse me,” I say.  He turns to look at me, and I push my influence ability to him.  “What’s your name?” 

“Uh, Thorn,” he replies.

“Hello, Uh Thorn.  I’m Jack.  You will listen to me and obey.”  He nods.  “Answer these questions for me, Thorn.”  He nods again.

“Did you send someone to call Lord Cernunnos?”  I ask.

“Yes, Jort went to the Control Center to call” he says with a nod.

“How long before he gets back?”

“Uh, depends on how long it takes to get Lord Cernunnos on the phone.”

I nod, “Are there surveillance cameras watching this room?”

He nods, “Yes, Salt is watching the camera feeds in the Control Center.”

“Hmmm.  Are you expecting anyone else to join us here before your colleague returns?” I ask.

He shakes his head, “Not unless Salt decides something looks off.”

I turn to Solange and Supreet to find Supreet standing up in her serpent, or Greater-Naga, form.  I turn back to the goblin.  “Thorn, why didn’t you tell me she was getting naked?  I always hate to miss Supreet naked.
”

The big goblin grins, “You didn’t ask, Jack.”  I turn back to my ladies.

I see Supreet’s Naga form has also changed from the last time I saw it.  “Honey, this form used to only be four and two, right?”  I ask.

She answers, “Yessss, Jack.  But you liked me ssso well with the sssix arms and sssix breasts, that ever sssince you first made love to me, my naga form now has sssix and sssix.  Mama thinks it’s a side-effect of your powers.  My Baba was flabbergasssted when he first sssaw me like thisss for weaponsss training!  He actually called me Kali!  I was ssso embarrassssed.”

I tell her, “You look beautiful, Beloved.”

She smiles to me as she pulls on a burnished breastplate,  “Thank you, Fiansscé!”

I turn back to Thorn and find him completely enthralled with Supreets form.  “Hey, Thorn.”  I realize he’s not under ‘influence.’  I try just asking him.  “How do you like it here?  Do you like working here?  Are you treated well?”

He shrugs, “It’s not really your concern, Jack.  But you were very gentle with me under influence.  So...honestly, the work is boring as hell.  We’re getting into more crime, and I don’t particularly like it.  I like working in the garage, but I’m one of the few guys around here that can teach without getting fed up and killing students.  So I end up doing a lot of personal training and some of the jujitsu classes.”

I reach into my portfolio and pull out the cloth L’liana mentioned.  I send to her, *L’liana, my darling.  Are you ready to join us?*

I hear her answer, *Yes, my Lord.
*

“Okay, Thorn.  Hold this up to the wall for me, please.”

He says, “Uh…okay, Jack.”  He takes a corner from me and holds it against the wall.  I hold another against the wall and send to L’liana, *I think we’re ready.  I don’t see any flap to lift.*

The cloth glows a violet color, and then L’liana steps through.  “You did great job, Jack”

Thorn gasps and releases the cloth as he steps back from L’liana.

“Hey, Thorn!”  He looks up and I light up influence on him, “You have decided to serve me.  You will follow my orders until the sun sets as if they came from your king.  Are you clear?”

Thorn nods, “As you command, my Lord.”

I fold up the cloth from L’liana, and I put it back in the pocket inside the portfolio.  

L’liana is wearing what I can only call a body suit of some tech fabric.  It has plates attached somehow to her chest, shoulders, upper arms, and shins.  She has bracers on both wrists from wrist to about three inches below her elbow, and she is wearing a short metallic skirt reminiscent of Roman gladiators to protect the arteries around her hip.

“Thorn, please lead us all to the Control Center,” I command.

Supreet stuffs a scimitar into each side of her weapons belt.  I see two more grips pointing up over her top set of shoulders.  There are also two daggers tucked into her belt.

She picks up the equipment bag and slings it over her top left shoulder.

I pull out Louis’ Spatha and clasp the sheath to my belt. I 
make a quick adjustment until the reach is as close as I can get it to what I use with Tr’niel.

Thorn leads the way through a door at the back of the antechamber.  I fall in behind him with my portfolio tucked into my left hand.  The three ladies follow me.  The Control Center is only a few steps past the antechamber.  We walk in and see one relatively skinny and tall goblin with droopy ears talking on the phone.  His dark hair is receding, but he is fit, cut, and wearing similar gym togs as Thorn.  Behind the desk is a third goblin.  He has some grey at his temples, but his hair is thick, dark, and slicked back like a character from Grease.   He’s wearing a t-shirt and glasses.  As we walk in, he removes the glasses and stands.  He’s wearing black cargo pants, and he has thick, prominent tusks that extend half-way up his upper lip.  I have to look up slightly to look him in the eye when he is standing.

He looks at Thorn, “Why are you bringing these people back here?”

Thorn starts to respond, “Salt, I…”

I interrupt, “I told him to.”  Salt turns to look at me.  “Hello, Salt.  I’m Jack Jerome.  I am the Green Lord.”  I offer him my hand.  “Has Louis arrived?” 

Salt is confused.  As a result, he reaches out to shake my hand. “Uh, hello Jack.  Louis arrived early this morning.  He’s in with the King, but he’s a mess.  Someone butchered him,” he says as he releases my hand.

I nod, “I know.  I did that to him.  Please take me to your king.”

“Uh, no.” He says, “Why would I do that?  The Green Lord?  Aren’t those just old stories?”

“Well, they’re more than stories,” I tell him.  “I am the Green 
Lord.  If you don’t know what that means, then I will educate you shortly.  As for your first question, you should do it because I asked you to.  I suppose I could try to use influence ability on you, but if you don’t have some protection against that I would be appalled.”

The senior goblin stutters, “Uh…”

“Seriously?” I ask.  “They leave you sitting here when someone like me could walk in and do something like this…”  He looks at me, and I exert my will to influence him, “Salt, listen and obey.”

Salt mutters, “Oh shit.  I fell for that.”

I tell him, “I’m impressed that you maintain enough presence of mind to say that.  So, are you going to listen and obey, or do I need to kick it up a notch?”

“As you command, Green Lord.  Please allow me to lead the way,” he says.

I tell him, “Salt, look at me.”  He does, “No alerts.  No drama.  Walk me in, and ensure that no one tries to interfere with me or my party.  Clear?”  I ask.

Salt bows his head, “As you wish, Lord.  Please follow me.  Jort, you cover the desk here until my return.  No need to alert anyone.  Thorn, come along and guard our guests.”

“Yes, Salt,” they respond.

Salt leads the way, and Thorn takes up the rear.  We walk down the hall and take a left under a big arch onto a wide, gently descending, curving stairway.  We slowly make our way about two stories down before exiting into an arched hallway that is about thirty feet long.  The hallway empties into a large audience chamber.  I see Louis in front of a throne.  He is surrounded by broken goblin bodies around him
.

On the throne is a large goblin with a small crown on his head, a purple robe with ermine trim wrapped around his bulk.  It looks like there is a significant pot belly under its folds.  His hair is styled much like Salt’s, but receding.  He has significant tusks poking up from his lower jaw.  There are five naked goblin ladies around the throne.  All are wearing collars with chains running from their collars to rings on either side of the throne.  Two are sitting on the ground caressing his legs with bored expressions on their faces.  Two are leaning on the throne caressing his shoulders with guarded expressions.  The fifth is fanning him with a peacock fan.  Honestly, a peacock fan!  Dude must be an Edgar Rice Burroughs or Boris Vallejo fan.

Salt announces, “My king, I present the Green Lord.”

The king doesn’t even look up, “I don’t give a fuck.  I’m busy.”

I walk up to Louis and pat him on the shoulder.  He looks up, and I smile at him. 

“Yes,” I call out.  “I imagine it takes a lot of effort to sit on your ass, send your people out to make a big mess, terrorize my people, and build that belly.  I think I could manage everything you do in about the first ten minutes of my day.  Do you even train?  I bet your muscles are as flaccid as your cock.”

The slave girls stop stroking him and back away.  The ones on the floor move out of the way. 

King Saureg bellows, “Who the fuck are you to come into my court and insult me?”

“Wow, I suspect that’s about the most effort you’ve expended in over a month,” I taunt him.  “Be careful, Saureg.  You might have an aneurysm.”  The grey skin on his face is turning purple.  I hold both hands in the air, “My apologies, 
King Saureg.  You asked me a question; I haven’t answered you.  I am Jack Jerome.  In and of itself that is not noteworthy, but I recently assumed a new role in life.   This new role is one of protecting my people, which is what a real ruler does.  I am the Green Lord.”

Saureg scoffs, “The Green Lord is a myth that my people barely remember from thousands of years ago.  There is no way you could be the Green Lord!”

I look at Louis, “Forgive me for using you as an example, Louis.”

Louis looks at me earnestly, “I tried, my Lord”

“I know you did, Louis.  I can see the evidence.  What instructions did I give you?” I ask.

Louis replies, “You said that if I survive to return to the grove of trees on your property south of Sedona, and that you would heal me and take me into your service.” 

I nod, “That’s correct.”  I look at the livid king.  “Hey Saureg, you sack of piss.  What did Louis Grimm tell you?”

Saureg sneers at me and says, “The fool said that the lord who did this to him was coming and that what he‘ll do to me would make his wounds look like flesh wounds.”

I turn back to Louis, “Sounds to me like you delivered the message I charged you with.  It looks like you’re quite effective despite the handicap.  You appear motivated to redeem yourself.”

The huge, maimed goblin looks me in the eyes and nods earnestly.  I tell him, “Your choice, Louis.  Things are getting adventuresome, so I’ll give you the choice.  You can go back to the grove and await my return.  I’m not sure how long that will take, but it should be within the next week or two.  The alternative is you can swear yourself to my service now, and 
I will heal you right here in front of all these people.”

Louis stands on the stumps of his legs as tall as he can.  “Lord, I offer my life and my service to you now and forever more.”

I pull Eventide and cut deeply across the remaining flesh of his right arm.  Then I cut the palm of my right hand.  “Louis Grimm, you offer your service, and I accept you into my service.”  I press my bleeding palm over his bleeding wound.  “For your service, I offer my service.  For your protection of my family, which includes yourself and all those who serve me, I will protect your family.  These commitments are valid from this moment forward until both our lines no longer exist.  Thus mote it be.”

Louis replies, “Thus mote it be.”  I bend down and kiss his brow and then will our wounds to heal.  I look at Thorn, “Thorn bring him a big bucket of clean drinking water.  He’s gonna need it.”

“Don’t you move,” shouts Saureg, but Thorn goes off to do my bidding as I reach out to Louis with my will and remind the cells in his arm how they were meant to be, remembering how they were before I cut them off. 

The flesh in his legs extends down the exposed bones to cover the stumps, and then the bones themselves extend to full length and differentiate themselves into the myriad small bones in the foot and ankle.  The flesh and the bones in his arms starts to extend into hands.  Louis is breathing rapidly as the flesh and bones regrow.  Eventually he has very slender hands and feet that slowly flesh out.  All the thirty-some-odd goblins in the audience chamber are muttering among themselves.

Thorn comes in with the bucket of water.  “Help him drink, Thorn.  Thank you.”

Then I turn my attention to Saureg.  “Honestly Saureg, I 
would like nothing better than to spend the day torturing the fuck out of you for sending Louis and Maddock to hurt my people.  But I need to get to the Winter Court rather urgently.  After seeing you, how you conduct yourself, and how you treat your people, I think I’ll just kill you now.  Anything you’d like to say for yourself before I free your people?”

Saureg stands up and shrugs off his cloak.  Despite being a sack of piss with a pot belly, Saureg’s shoulders, arms, and chest are covered in ropy muscles.  He shouts, “I am going to cut off all your limbs and fuck your skull until you die!”  He grabs a sword pommel that is sticking up from the right arm of his throne.  It looks like Spatha, but longer.  Maybe like a longer variant of a Sarmatian cavalry sword.  The broken goblins in a circle around Louis try to scurry out of the way.

I shrug, “I was just going to shut your cells off.  It would be a nice and easy death for you, but if you’d rather go out humiliated and cut to pieces in front of your people, I’m happy to help.”  He is just about on top of me with the blade over his head poised to cleave me in half.  I blink up to his throne and stand before it.

I look down at the ladies, “Ready to be free?” I ask them.  I pull Louis’ sword and then I cut the iron rings with it.  Saureg turns around and looks at me incredulously.  I tell them, “Go see Salt and Thorn to get those collars removed.”

I step down off the dais and limber up my arm.  He charges me and swings across his body at me.  I blink to his right and cut the back of his right knee.  He falls to the ground.  He gets up onto his injured knee and swings backhanded at me.  I step forward and cut up from my left across his wrist and up.  His hand, still holding the sword, flies through the air. 

I blink to his left and cut off the left arm below the shoulder.  The blade continues to cut into the flesh over his ribs.  Thankfully, it doesn’t stick
.

I walk around to the front of him.  “So, Saureg.  If you ask for mercy, I’ll put you to sleep and shut your body off.  You’ll die peacefully with no more pain.  Choose.”

Saureg spits at me and says, “Fuck off!  I’m going to chew your face off!”  He lunges at me with his one good leg.  I step to my right, his left, off his line of attack as I raise my sword high.  I swing down and cut through his muscled neck.  As he falls forward, he manages to take the front of his neck out of range of the edge of my blade.  I grab Saureg’s scalp in my left hand and raise his head. 

I use a backhand cut under my left arm through the remaining sinews and then lift Saureg’s head.  I turn it so his eyes face me and tell him, “Saureg, I have punished you for attacking my people.  Your punishment is over.  I forgive you and wish you a better time of whatever comes next for you.”

I gently and respectfully set his head in the small of his back facing forward.  Then I run my left hand over his eyes to close his lids.  I then wipe my sword on his pants.  It looks clean, so I sheath it and disconnect the sheath from my belt. 

I walk to Louis and hold the sword out to him, “I believe this is yours, Louis.  Thank you for the use of it.” 


Chapter 39 - Unexpected Complications


H
e takes the sheathed Spatha from me, and then he gets up on his new feet.  He says, “I am ready to serve, my Lord.”

I nod, “Report to Solange until we finish this mission.  Take trail when we travel.  Who is next in line for the throne of the Goblins?”

Louis says, “We don’t work that way, Lord.  Changes in regime are only due to death.  You are effectively the new King of the Goblins.”

I shake my head, “No.  The king of the Goblins should be a Goblin.  If you were to appoint someone to the throne who would you appoint?”

He doesn’t hesitate, “Salt, Lord.  He’s skilled and strong enough to keep it, smart and not cruel.” 

I look to Salt, “Salt, are you up to the challenge of taking the throne for your people?”

Salt says, “Shit.”

I ask him, “Does that mean you’d be delighted?  Or do you have another candidate you’d like to curse with the job?
”

He shakes his head, “Nah, I can’t think of anyone I hate that much.  I guess I’ll do it.”

I chuckle, “All hail King Salt!  Your highness, I am heading to the Winter Court.  By your leave, we’re going through your portal, and we will return back later today.  Thank you for your gracious indulgence.”

Salt laughs crazily, “Get out of here, Jack.  I’ll see you later today.  Thorn, guide them to the portal.”

Thorn responds, “Of course, my king.”

I point to Saureg’s sword, “Do you have need of that, King Salt?”

“No, Jack.  Take it with my compliments.  Don’t forget the sheath on the throne.  One point though…”

I blink over to the sword and retrieve it.  Then I blink to the throne, slide the sword into the sheath, unhook it from the throne, and fasten it to my belt as Salt continues, “...being the owner of the sword that killed Saureg, that makes you the rightful king.  As you appointed me and gave the sword to Louis, you have really muddied the succession by our customs.  I really need to own the sword that killed Saureg.  Symbolically, it’s important to our people.” 

‘Oh shit,
’ I think to myself and then ponder that.  Salt continues, “The sword you hold was important to Saureg’s legitimacy, as it is the sword he used to kill his predecessor, King Asher.  It has no importance to me or my people now.  Louis’ sword does.”

I ask Louis, “Louis, does that blade have any significance to you?”

He shrugs, “I know a bit of its history.  My father collected blades.  This is the blade that King Asher used to kill his 
predecessor, King Jophat.  It was originally the family blade of a Roman infantry officer in Britain.  One of King Asher’s family killed him and took it centuries ago.  I picked it from my father’s collection when I was a boy.  I’ve had it a long time, but I have no desire to rule the people.”

I pat the pommel at my side, “This is the sword then that killed King Asher.  It’s a similar origin, but it’s longer.  I’m guessing a Sarmatian cavalry sword.  As tall as you are, this might be a better weapon for you.  Would you trade?”

Louis smiles, “Yes, my Lord.”  I unbuckle the sheath and swap with Louis.  He smiles as he buckles the sword to his belt.

I pull the ‘king’s blade’ and salute the new Goblin King, and resheath it.  “King Salt, my apologies, I neglected to hand you your sword,” I say with only a slight smirk.  I hold it out to him with both hands. 

Salt walks up and grasps the sheath on either side of mine.  I murmur to him, “I am not throwing you away, Salt.  I would like to consider this exchange a symbol of my commitment to you.  I would like to be an ally.”

Salt grimaces, “You’re going to be a pain in my ass for a long time, aren’t you, Jack?  I suppose an alliance is good, assuming I survive.  I will have to defend the throne.  I’m still in good practice, but the body is wearing, and I’ve got this persistent cough that I can’t shake.  It’s taking my wind.  I won’t survive long.”

I look him in the eye, “Do you want to die?” 

“I acknowledge it’s going to happen one day, but I’m not in a hurry,” he says.

I release the scabbard and place my hands on his.  I assess his health and see that he has a mass in his lungs and some old injuries that will impact his mobility and flexibility.  “Don’t 
move,” I tell him, and then I reach in with my mind and kill the cells of the mass in his chest and remove them.  I put them between the legs of Saureg’s corpse.  Then I repair the injuries I noticed, reset his immune system to ensure he doesn’t get cancer again, and energize all his cells to optimally use energy.

Salt squints down into my eyes, “What did you just do, Jack?”

I look back up at him and smile.  “I just healed you, King Salt.  Please step back and act king-like.”

He chuckles and does just that.  He announces in a clear, strong, growling voice.  “Go forth on your mission, Jack Jerome.  From this day forward be known among all the Goblin people as the Green Lord, and friend of the Goblin People.”

I step back, give him a centurion salute, and bow my head sharply and raise it quickly as a kenpo artist would.

I call to my entourage, “Let’s roll, people!”  My ladies join me as I follow Thorn.  Louis follows them to watch our trail. 

As we approach another arched corridor, the five ladies in collars run up holding their chains in their hands.  The smallest of them calls out as they approach, “Lord!  Please wait.”

“Hold up, Thorn,” I tell our guide.

Solange pulls her firearm, and L’liana and Supreet pull blades as they range in front of me between the former slaves.

‘The smallest’ description is a bit misleading.  She’s easily 5’10,” built like a fitness model with breasts the size of small grapefruit.  Her skin is a darker shade of grey than the others, and her flesh and dark hair all have a greenish tint to them.  Her skin along her flanks and neck are dappled with even darker green spots.  She has prominent tusks and her eyes are tilted upward towards her temples like a Manga character with dark green irises and black sclera and pupils.  The 
others range from maybe an inch taller to one that is at least two inches taller than my 6’2.”  Their figures range from fitness model to the big girl having a physique that would shame a hardcore male bodybuilder.  All of them are naked, and all of them appear sexually excited.  I’m guessing that from the nipples popping out to bursting, and two of them- interestingly enough the small green one and the big girl - have fluids running down their legs.

Solange is in the center of my arrayed ladies in a modified Weaver stance.  I tap her left shoulder, and she makes room for me to step out.  Remembering what O’ren said about having the ability to remove anything from a living body,  I crook a finger at the spokeswoman.  I tell her “Come here and turn around.”

Okay, that is distracting.  I’ve never seen a grey-green ass before, but I imagine this is an award winner.  ‘Focus, Home Team!
’  I hear Solange snicker as I place my right hand on the Goblin’s shoulder and squeeze my fingers between her collar and her skin.  The collar is tight. 

I see Salt walking up with a grin on his face as I will the collar ‘away.’  It parts in my hand.  I reach up with both hands, spread the collar, and push it forward off the girl’s neck.

“There you go, Miss. You’re free.  Go back to your family.” 

She spins and steps back.   As I beckon the next one to me, the green one gasps, “Lord that is not permitted.  We were sold to King Saureg to pay debts.  If we go free to our families, our families’ will once again be in debt, but to you!  We were the king’s property.  As the vanquisher, we belong to you.” 

I motion for the next girl to spin.  She does, and I grab her collar and repeat the removal performance.  As I push the collar past her neck, she grabs my wrists and pushes back into me.  She looks over her shoulder and says in a rich contralto 
voice, “Lord, collar or no collar, I belong to you.”  She spins and kisses my cheek before dropping to her knees at my feet.   The green girl kneels next to her and drops her chains at my feet.  The others, still holding their chains drop to their knees before me.

Salt laughs gently, “I don’t suppose you’re into goblin women.”

Solange laughs, “My Lord likes all women, King Salt.  Lord, we’re going to need a bigger seraglio if you keep this up.”

Supreet and L’liana put their blades away and join in Solange’s laughter.  Solange holsters her weapon.

Salt laughs, “Our customs are our laws, Jack.  Our custom states that debts cannot be transferred from one to another except through combat.  It’s a shame, because I would gladly take these beauties off your hands.  It is not permitted.  Having seen how you dispatched Saureg, I’m not in a hurry to join mortal combat with you either.”

I frown at him, and he laughs again.  I look down at the girls at my feet.  “Don’t move,” I tell them.  I walk around behind them and remove the remaining three collars.  

I start with the big girl, who grasps my wrists and kisses my hands with a moan as I drop the collar in front of her.  The next one sits meekly on her knees as I remove the collar.  I notice many scars on her back.  I place my hand on her shoulders and heal them.  She gasps in surprise.  The final one sits meekly and then turns to wink at me as I pull my hands back.  I chuckle and caress her cheek with a knuckle.

I walk back around to the front of them.  I survey them all kneeling at my feet when I notice they all have spread their knees wider than they were when I walked around behind them.  They are all definitely aroused.
 

Salt says, “You vanquished a king that has held the throne against all challengers for over two hundred years, Jack.  They each want you to breed them - preferably as rough as you can make it.  Goblin women are drawn to strength.”

I purse my lips, and I hear my three lovers murmuring amongst themselves.  I think they are making bets as to which one I will bed first.  I shake my head and then tell them,  “Okay, I don’t have time to sort this out right now.  You are all concubines in my family.  Prepare to be indoctrinated into my service. 

I approach the spokeswoman first.  “What is your name?”

“Berenga,” she says with a big smile. 

I shake my head, “You do know that I read Wild Wastes, too.  Right?”  She frowns and drops her head.  “Don’t ever lie to me again.  If you do, I’ll send you back to your family.  I already have a first wife.  The best you can hope for now is valued concubine.  What is your real name?”

“Frances,” she says.  “Just don’t call me ‘baby’ please, Master.  I got so tired of that joke as a child.”

“Frances it is,” I tell her.  “I tend to have pet names for my ladies.  You may end up as Frannie.  Is that okay?”

She looks up at me with a huge smile around her tusks, “I would love for you to call me Frannie, Master.”

I cup her face, lean down, and kiss her.  The tusks make it different, but she is warm and welcoming in her response.  “Welcome to the family, Frannie.”

The second one says, “My name is Karla, Lord.”  She reaches both arms up like a child asking for a hug. 

I lean in and kiss her.  She holds me tight, and I feel her start to lean back.  I press into the pressure points in her upper 
arm to open her embrace.  I look at her sternly, “Don’t slow me down from my mission, Karla.”  She has the grace to drop her eyes in shame.  I kiss her forehead and tell her, “Welcome to the family, Karla.”

The third one is the one with the saucy wink.  “My name is Sherrine, my Lord.”  She holds me for the kiss, but lets me go when she feels me pull back. 

“Welcome to the family, Sherrine.”  I notice Solange beside me lifting Karla to her feet, kissing her quickly on the lips and welcoming her to the family.  Supreet is in front of Frannie. 

Sherrine winks at me again coyly as she says, “Thank you, Master.”

I look to Solange, “I think this one is going to be ‘Saucy.’  Whaddya think?”

Solange chuckles, “Then she’ll fit in with the rest of us just fine, my Lord.”

The fourth refuses to look me in the eye.  I ask her, “What is your name dear?”

She shakes her head.  “My parents refused to name me knowing they would have to give me away as a slave.  They just called me ‘four.’  I have no name to tell you, my Lord.”  She slowly raises her head to mine.

She has a scar running across her left eye and down her cheek.  Her breasts, stomach, and legs are marked with scars from both a lash and a blade. 

I drop to my knees in front of her and cup her scarred but pretty face.  “Honey, I don’t know why anyone would torture you like this.  Even if you were a prideful, spiteful woman, you wouldn’t deserve this.
”

The big girl says, “She isn’t.  She is the most meek and humble of us all.”

I lean my head against hers, “I apologize for not healing all your hurts when I noticed the scars on your back.  They were bad enough.  I could never imagine what’s been done to the front of you.  Please forgive me.”  I feel tears leak from my eyes at how the poor girl has been treated.  I flood her with healing energy as I search for more damage or illness in her body.  I heal her body to perfection.

I sit back, and she leans in to kiss my tears away.  “Don’t cry for me, Lord.  I am just a slave girl of no worth.”

I tell her as I look into her eyes, “You are healed of all marks on your body and all injuries.  Over time I will work to heal you emotionally, too.  You have worth.  You are full of potential.  You are beautiful.  And I am honored to welcome you to my family.”  I lean in and kiss her deeply, as though she were already one of my beloved ladies.

I sit back, “From this moment, your name is Grace.  Grace, welcome to my family.”  I kiss her again just as deeply.  As I back away, I see her tears running from her face.  I lean back in and tell her, “You most definitely are worthy.”  Then I kiss her tears dry as she kissed mine.  I get back to my feet and offer her my hand.  She rises in a way that epitomizes her name.  I kiss her deeply once more before turning her over to Solange, who pulls her in tight for a hug before kissing her.

I finally look down at the big girl.  “What’s your name, dear one?” 

She shudders as I look into her eyes.  She asks, “What are you doing to me, Lord?”

I kneel down so my knees are on top of her legs, trying to keep my weight off her.  I tell her, “I’m just treating you with 
the courtesy and respect you deserve as a person.  What is your name, dear?”

She clasps her hands at her waist and looks down, “Lord, my parents named me Jaathpo.  In our dialect, it means ‘ox.’  I hate my name, but I’m big and ugly and it fits.”  She sniffs and looks to the side.

I cup her face, “You are a big woman.  Strong, powerful, yet kind enough to call out the virtues of your slave sister.  I see your huge, strong muscles.  I also see your pretty face and pretty  breasts, and how your nipples reach for me.  I see how your pussy leaks from your excitement at my nearness and how I stole you from Saureg.  I see how you are gaping open to welcome me.  You are big and strong, but you are also beautiful and feminine.  ‘Ox’ is no fitting name for a woman of your strength, beauty, and virtue.  Because you have all three - strength, beauty, and virtue - from this day forth you shall only be called Trinity.” 

I kiss Trinity’s forehead between her brows, each of her eyes, each of her cheeks, and then I plant a warm lover’s kiss on her tusked mouth.  I open my eyes from that kiss and see tears of joy streaming down her cheeks.  I kiss them dry as I did for Grace.  Then I stand and offer her my hand.  “Trinity, welcome to my family.”  She takes my hand and rises.  I caress the underside of her left breast and wink at her smile before stepping back to allow Solange to welcome her.

I step back and stand beside King Salt.  He nods, “Well done, Green Lord.  I hope things go as well for you in the Winter Court.”

Solange steps up beside me.  “Should I send a message, my darling Lord?” 

I smile at her and lean in to claim her beautiful lips.  Then I tell her, “No need.  Myra knows I planned to make my 
displeasure known to Saureg.  I had planned to just turn him inside out and leave him until he learned his lesson.  Unfortunately, he was such worthless bucket of piss that he had to die.”

Salt watches as Jort runs over calling, “King Salt! There is a crowd gathering at the door.  They’re getting insistent.”  As he steps within arm’s reach, Jort thrusts a dagger at Salt’s gut.  Salt parries it with his hand and drives a knuckle punch into Jort’s throat.

Jort lies gasping on the ground.  Salt says, “And so it begins.  Would you do me a favor and heal him, Jack?  He’s a pretty good guy, but it’s almost a genetic imperative to try to take the throne from the new king.  I would hate to lose his dumb ass for not being able to control his urges.”

I kick the blade out of Jort’s hand, then I lean down and place a hand on his shoulder to ease his discomfort by sending healing energy into him.

Salt says, “Get going, Jack.  It’s going to be fucking crazy for the next several hours as I deal with challengers.  It should trickle down after two or three days.  If you can find a different route home, it might be safer for your family.”

I nod, “I’ll see what I can do.  I’ll talk to you again soon, King Salt.”

I turn to our guide, “Thorn!  Let’s roll.  New members of the family, please stay behind my armed warrior ladies and in front of Louis.

Thorn leads us into the arched corridor.  We travel about forty feet at a downward grade until we reach a guard station.  Thorn tells the guards, “King Salt is expecting them back today.  They are clear to pass.”

I reach out and clasp his shoulder.   “Thorn, thank you for 
your service.  I release you from further duties to me.  Please return and help protect your king.”

He winks and smiles, “As you command, my Lord!”

“Okay,” I mutter.  “Let’s step through the looking glass.”  I hear L’liana giggle behind me.

Then I step into the purplish lighted portal in front of me.


Chapter 40 - Poor Diplomacy

(Entry Portal, Winter Court of the Sidhe - Springfield, Missouri)


I
 take one step out of the portal before I am accosted by a tall, blond, beautiful bundle of love.  Liesl wraps her arms around me and buries her face in my neck.  I wrap her up in my arms and keep moving forward to make room for the rest of my entourage.  Geri flies up and wraps her arms around me, too.

I hook a hand under Liesl’s firm tushy to lift her and wrap my right around Geri and lift her as I step forward and to the side.  I shuffle towards the large bat standing in the shadows.  Once I get there, I set them down. 

I murmur, “Kiss me, Liesl.  I need your lips.”

She looks up with moist eyes, “I need yours too, my Lord.”  Then she devours my mouth.  I give as good as I get.  She finally relents and releases me.  She wipes her eyes.  “I don’t ever want to go through that again, Jack,” she tells me.  “Ever!  I was so worried that she was hunting you down.  I couldn’t bear the thought of you being hurt.  It was worse than being punished for doing my duty.
”

Geri looks up from under my arm and says, “I wasn’t worried about you being hurt, my Lord.  I was worried about you not having anyone to love you as well as we would.  I know you wouldn’t run short of volunteers,” she points to the queue of naked goblins ladies following my warrior women. “But I know that Liesl and I are your favorites!”

I grin down at her, “Get up here, Dynamite!”

Geri climbs up my body to wrap her arms and legs around me.  I squeeze her tight, round ass as we kiss.  “Hmmmm,” she says.  “I needed that, my Love.  Now let’s go punish some Shadows and ‘Queen A’ for fucking with our family.”  Her face turns fierce as she slides down my body.  “My captain needs rescuing.  Let’s go, my Lord!”

I look at the bat, “Hello, I’m Jack.  Are you Esmerelda?  Or do you prefer Esmi?”

She laughs, “Esmi is just fine, Lord.  It’s a pleasure to meet you.  Myra has been gushing over you non-stop.”

I tell her, “Seriously, Esmi.  I’ve been pining for her, too.  Okay, to the audience chamber.  Esmi, please lead the way.”

Esmi grimaces her bat-like face into what I think is a smile before saying, “This way, Lord.”

We walk down a carved corridor.  It looks like a cave with foot-level lighting and wall sconces.    There is a guard station just before the first curve in the corridor.  Esmi tells the two shadows on duty, “I’m to take this party to the queen’s audience chamber.” 

One guard replies, “You may pass.”

We continue around a curve that runs about thirty meters before opening into the back of a large hall.  It still looks like a cavern, but with red granite Doric columns holding 
the carved vaulted ceiling.  There are eight on a side, and it looks like there is about twenty feet of hall outside the columns.  There are four additional columns across the front where a dais sits holding a throne.  I notice Laurel standing before the throne with six knights in armor and two armed ladies escorting her.  Arianna is sitting on the throne looking shrewdly down at her.

I scan along the back wall where we entered.  There are two more corridors opening to the left of the one we’re using.  A fourth, fifth, and sixth corridor arrayed to the right. 

I ask Esmi, “Where do the other corridors lead?” 

She stops and points to the far left, “The first one is to the Summer Court outside Columbia, Missouri.  The next is to the Lady of the West’s hall outside Wichita, Kansas.  The other side is to the European Sith of the Winter Court under the Schattenburg in the Bavarian alps, which has several other active portals.  The next one is to the home of the Sluagh in the west -  deep under the Balankanche cave complex in Mexico near Chichen Itza.  Fortunately, none of the ‘explorers’ have found the local entrance to our home there.  The last one is assignable.  It mostly gets used to go to Sedona at the moment.”

I look across the open hall and see a metal stand with a familiar, bloody body hanging from it.

I feel rage start to build as I march forward towards.  

I hear an alarm clock ring as I make my way towards the whipping tree.  Trevor steps out from behind the column and shakes out a long whip.  He turns to face Corrina and shakes the whip out behind him.  I blink.

He sneers at Corrina and calls, “Wakey, wakey, Captain.  Time for me to water the ground with your blood.
”

He throws his arm back before whipping it forward and nearly pulls himself off his feet.  He whips his head around to see me standing on the tail of the whip.  I start walking towards him on the whip one slow step at a time.

“Trevor, I know you’re not enjoying whipping my beloved Captain,” I say as my eyes glare with green fire.

“You!” he exclaims.  “It’s time for you to die, human!”  He reaches for the sword at his side.

I spit in disgust as I extend my left hand and lift him off his feet, “As if you had enough game to do it, Trevor.  I know you were ordered to punish her, but no one compelled you to revel in it!  I’m gonna bring the pain to your doorstep, child.”

I look towards Corrina.  Liesl, Geri, and Solange all steady her and hold her up to take the pressure off her wrists and shoulders..

“Put me down,” Trevor yells. 

Myra comes into my view on my right wearing a longer, silky version of her favorite wrap-around dress, trailing the rest of the Ravens, Christie, Chelsea, and Tiphanae as I hoist Trevor higher until he nearly reaches the ceiling.  “With pleasure,” I reply to him.  Then I throw him down from the ceiling with as much velocity as I can manage.  I reach for Myra and pull her into a passionate kiss as I hear him ‘splat.’

I gasp to her, “Hello, my beautiful wife!  I have missed you so much.”

“I’ve missed you too, my wonderful husband,” she answers quietly with a glorious smile.

“Give me a second,” I whisper into her ear.  “That took a lot out of me.  I need a moment to recharge.”

Myra wraps her arm around me and leads me slowly to stand 
about thirty feet in front of the throne.  We’re also about thirty feet to the right of Laurel and her party.   Myra looks at Ariana, “Mother, I am quite wroth with you.  Jack tells me that Laurel has nearly destroyed your sanity.  Only because of that do I forgive you.  We still need to take care of you.”

I add.  “Hello Ariana.  Remember me?”

She looks at me and her mouth opens into an ‘O.’  She is wearing a very interesting outfit.  She is wearing fuck-me-pumps with 4-inch stilettos, stockings, and a black lace robe over a black camisole that drapes over her generous, unbound breasts.  I can’t see what she is wearing on the bottom half, but her stocking-clad leg crossed at the knee bares one of her thighs above her stocking before it disappears inside her cover-up.

“I guess that means you do,” I say.

Her eyes go soft.  “Jack!  I’ve not done a very good job of following your instructions,” she sobs.

“It’s okay, Arianna.  We’re going to make everything better.  The Queen of the Fae will help.”

Laurel shouts, “That is me!”  I look at her.  “I am not going to help that worthless cow!”  She exclaims.  I notice she is wearing a dark green sword belt, and there is a matching sheathed sword hanging from it.

I think, *Durec!  Is she wearing Morningstar and Gisela?*

*I can’t see, Lord.  Can you picture them in your mind’s eye?*

I try to do what he asked.

*Yes, Lord.  Those are the relics.*

*Thanks, Durec.* I also notice the brunette female escort is wearing a bronzed bracelet on her right wrist that looks very familiar.  ‘Oh shit!  Here we go again!
”  She looks like she 
might be related to Selene.

“No, Laurel.”  I respond.  “You are not the Queen of Fae.  I think beauty and grace are required, and you seem to be seriously lacking in both.  I should have my new friend Grace give you lessons.  I think you could learn a lot,” indicating the shy Goblin beauty as I finish my response.

Laurel pushes through her guards fuming, and her eyes start to glow sky blue. “You will submit to me!” she growls.

I reach my will toward her and put her to sleep.  She falls down and lays still on the floor. 

I crook a finger at L’liana and Louis.  I point at Laurel, “Team, keep an eye on her.  She bears watching.  Let me know if she comes around.”

One of Laurels’ guards points at me, “What have you done to our Lady?  Undo it!”

Louis and L’liana pull their swords.  Supreet hisses as she glides up and draws all four of her swords and both daggers.

I tell them, “Take it easy, people.  He’s not actually threatened any of our family.”  Then I turn to the guard and tell him, “Pay attention, Pretty Boy.  I put her to sleep, so I didn’t have to kill her to keep her from doing something more stupid than her norm.  I let her live.  Do you have a problem with that?”  He fumes, but shakes his head.

I tell my guards, “Let her guards do their job.  Let me know if they get stupid or she starts coming around.  I need to go care for my captain.”

I turn to the seated Winter Queen, “Arianna, I will be right back if you’re okay for the moment.” 

She says, “I’m okay, Jack.  Go ahead.”

Then Myra and I walk over to where Solange, Liesl and Geri 
are holding Corrina up between them.  She looks at me and smiles slightly.  She croaks out, “You came for me, my Lord and my Queen!”  Trina is giving her small sips from a water bottle while Daphne and Sowie release the chain that lowers her to the ground

When she has taken in a little water, I cup her face, lean in, and kiss her.  “You are mine.  I am yours.  Forever.”  I pull the shackles from her wrist.

Myra kisses her cheek, “Always, darling.  Always!”

I assess Corrina’s injuries as she closes her eyes, “Thank you, my great loves.”  Her voice is still little more than a croak.

I find torn skin, damaged muscles in her back, shoulders, and wrists.  She’s dehydrated, famished, and sleep deprived.  I think I’ve recovered well enough to do this and whatever else I need to face today.  I breathe deeply and then kiss her again as I heal the muscle damage in her shoulders and back, then in her wrists.  I follow that by healing her skin and finally encouraging her body to release energy from what little stored fat she has.

She stands slowly on her own.  She caresses my cheek.  “Jack, please heal that piece of shit.  I want him to be healthy when I kill him.”

I ask, “How are you with a whip, my darling Captain?  I’m thinking ‘culpae poenae par esto
’’ might be the answer.  I think that’s the appropriate term.  Make the punishment fit the crime.”

She looks at me blankly.  I tell her, “Don’t get me wrong.  I want him dead too, but it’s not going to make either of us feel better for very long.  We’ll hang him up, and you whip him.  100 strokes or until your arm gets tired.  Whichever takes longer.”
 

She holds my face, “No, Lord.  He took pleasure in it.  I must end him.”

I look in her eyes and weigh her words.  “This can’t be the solution every time, my darling.”  I hug her and she melts into me.  “We need as many of the Sidhe healthy and functioning as we can get.  However, I fear in this case you may be correct.”

She pulls me into a kiss that lingers for much longer than is seemly, but I can’t find it in my heart to mind.  She pulls back and caresses my face with the palm of her hand.  “We can let him lie there for a while to see if I get more forgiving over time, my Lord and Master.”

I nod and then kiss her gently.  Then I lean into her ear and whisper, “I was so worried I would lose you, my beloved C’rina.  I am so happy we were able to release and heal you.”

She smiles shyly at me.  I ask, “Would you like my coat?  You’ve been hanging here for so long, I thought you might like a modicum of privacy for a change.”  She nods and smiles at me.

I pull off my car coat, and she turns holding her arms back.  I slide it up her beautiful, strong arms and onto her shapely shoulders.  It’s a shame to cover all that loveliness, but I suspect it will help her emotional recovery.  It hangs lower than some of Trina’s party dresses - a little lower than mid-thigh.  I’ll have to make do with ogling the remainder of her legs.

She turns and smiles as she loosens the cuffs and rolls them up to her mid forearm.  Oh!  I can ogle her cleavage, too!

“Please stay here with your sisters, C’rina.”  She nods her assent and takes the water bottle from Trina.

I grab Myra’s left hand, and Trina hooks an arm in the crook of Myra’s right arm.  We start to move towards Ariana on her 
throne when Selene approaches us and stops me.  She bows to Myra and says, “Forgive me, my Queen, but I think it may be important to the safety of our family.”  Myra cocks an eyebrow at me and nods to her.

I say, “It’s okay, Selene.  I expect you to let me know of threats in a timely manner.  What’s going on?”

Selene keeps her eyes on the three of us as she says, “The brunette escort, my Lord.  She has a bracelet like the one I had.”

I nod and tell her, “I noticed her.  She looks like she could be your cousin.  Do you know her?”

Selene shakes her head, “No, my Lord.  She has similar features to me, but I don’t know her.  It makes me wonder if the Dread Lord may have infiltrated Summer the same way he did Winter.”

“Maybe, Selene.  I suspect she’s your half-sister.  Please take a moment to spin up Lili, Louis, and Supreet,” I say as I point to them.  I notice Chelsea and Tiphanae joining them to face off with the Summer knights.  I find it interesting that Laurel didn’t bring Abraxas with her.

I survey the room and see Megan standing towards the back of the hall, hugging and talking to a beauty dressed like a dominatrix.  Esmi and Sowie are watching over them.  Daphne and Charli are behind Myra, Trina, and myself.   My Goblin ladies are right behind them.  There are a lot of people filing in to stand along the pillars.  I see Jason in armor leading two squads of knights in front of the throne to join the two squads of Ravens already on either side of their queen.  Each knight is in uniform of mixed plate and chain with a kite shield.  Each knight carries a spear in addition to having a longsword and dagger.  I almost chuckle at the cognitive dissonance when I notice they also have shoulder holsters with pistols.
 

Once the knights are in position, the Ravens array themselves on the dais closer to the throne.

Myra guides us to stand before the dais and bows.  Trina and I follow her example.  Then Myra says, “Mother, allow me to introduce my husband and the father of my child.  You know him as Jack Jerome.  He is also the Green Lord.”  She pauses for a moment.  “Do you know what that means, Mother?”

Ariana looks at us, “Married?”

Trina interjects, “Yes, Winter Queen.  I, Trina ab Koran Mac Laughlin, witnessed the exchange of their vows and tokens.  I have reported it to the Elves, and they have recorded it in their roles.”

I hear an elder male voice call, “It is true, Queen Ariana.  I recorded it and replicated the records to all backup records myself.”

Ariana asks, “And who are you?” 

I smile because I know the answer, but I let him speak for himself.

He replies, “Queen of the Winter Court, I am O’ren Lightbringer, Loremaster for all the Elven peoples worldwide and recently retired from service at the court of the Lady of the West.  It is as Lady Laughlin has described.  The Elves have also witnessed the light from their tokens.  All is in order.”

Ariana ponders that news for a moment before turning back Myra, Trina, and myself.

“Moira, I have learned a little of this Green Lord from Laurel.  It doesn’t sound like a good thing,” Ariana says.

Myra responds, “I’m sure she would spin it that way, Mother.  Laurel will manipulate the facts to reach her goals, just like she has manipulated your mind.  Morgan’s, too.  She makes 
her mother look like a saint.”

Ariana lowers her head in shame. 

I hear people walking up behind me.  I turn to see the majority of my family standing behind me.  All of them are either behind me or facing off the Summer Knights.  O’ren and L’ric stand between my guards and my family.

Myra continues, “There are two important things for you to know about the Green Lord, Mother.  First is that love is his super-power.  From that super-power he is able to manipulate powers of creation.  O’ren could probably provide you with infinite detail, but we don’t really know what the limits of his power are.  The second thing you must know is if the Green Lord takes one of the Sidhe crown princesses as his first wife, she becomes the Queen of all Fae.”

Ariana looks at me and asks, “Is Moira your first wife, Jack?”

I nod as I answer, “Yes, Ariana.  She is.”

Myra says, “Mother, I ask for your service as we work with Titania to fix all the wrong that is running rampant among the Sidhe and across all the Fae lands.  I am the Queen of all Fae.”

Ariana rises and walks toward Myra slowly.  Then I hear Laurel’s groggy voice moan, “Noooooooo.”

She slowly gets to her feet, and then she exerts her will as her eyes flash blue.  “Recognize me! I must be the Faerie Queen,” she moans.

I look at her, tilt my head, and let her will wash over me.  I just look at her.  Eventually she stops exerting and just tells me her command.  “You will recognize me as the Faerie Queen, NOW!” she screams.

Just to fuck with her, I open my mouth and close it a couple of times.  Then I look at Winter Queen.  “Ariana, do you see 
how I did that?”

She looks at me and says, “No, Lord.  I don’t understand.” 

Ariana continues to walk towards Myra with a look of confused wonder on her face.  Her knights array around her.  Ariana genuflects before Myra and says, “My daughter, I accept you as my Queen!”  She continues quietly,  “Darling, I am so confused right now, I don’t know what good I will be.  Let me recover, and we can discuss how I can serve the Queen of the Fae.”

“Noooooo!” Laurel’s fury burns as she growls over Ariana’s conversation with Myra. “You will recognize me, and then you will all die!”

Ariana looks confused and gets agitated as she starts to stand.  I place my hand on her shoulder and ‘remove’ Laurel’s connection.

I look down at her with concern.  “How about that, Ariana?”

She shakes her head and whispers, “No, Lord.  I didn’t sense you doing anything.  Just that little cunt leaving my mind.  I thought I had the pocket ready for her, but apparently I still need to practice.”

Myra leans down, lifts her mother, and wraps her arm around her shoulders.  Ariana asks, “Am I still to be the Winter Queen, Moira?”  Myra nods at her.  Ariana replies, “That’s nice.”  She sounds like a doddering elderly matron rather than the vibrant MILF standing before me.  ‘I gotta help her,
’ I think to myself. 

I feel a hand rest on my left shoulder.  “Hello, Jack.  I see the bitch is back.”  Christie steps into my field of vision.  She actually directed the words to Laurel.  I guess I’m just the straight man. 

Chelsea calls in response from behind us, “Hey now, Christie!  
Don’t insult us bitches.  She’s way too low class to be a bitch.”

Christie looks at my wolf shifter fiancé, “You’re right, Chelsea.  I apologize, sweetie.”   

Then Christie asks Laurel, “Sister, where did you get the idea that you were to be the Faerie Queen?  There is no future where you fill that role.  There is one where you become the Dread Lord’s footstool, but I really don’t think you would like that.  I recently heard how he inducts women into his service.” 

I see the brunette cover the bracelet on her harm as she grimaces.

I think to myself, ‘I’m gonna need all that armor set!
’ I scan the display of arms and armor behind the throne.  I send Durec an image of a helm on a shelf behind the throne.  I wince when he shouts *Eliana
!* in my mind.

Then I note the large round shield with the correct color hanging behind the throne.  Again, I send the image.  *Yes, Lord.  That is Yoren,
* he confirms in a quieter ‘voice.’

“It is my destiny.  Jory said so,” Laurel fumes. 

Christie asks in response, “How many times did you have to suck his cock to get him to agree to that, Laurel?  Or did you just influence him?  As much as you use that ability, I’m surprised any of us are sane.”

Laurel’s eyes glow blue as she growls, “Get out of the way, Crystal.  I am going to kill that thing you’re leaning on.  He’s obviously corrupted you!  If you get in the way, I will kill you, too.”  She pulls the sword at her side.  Her guards back up behind her, and pull their blades in response, but they all look confused about what is happening.

Ariana tells her immediately, “No, Lady Summer.  You will not.  If you try, I will strike you down where you stand and 
make excuses to your mother.”

Christie stands still and doesn’t show any emotion.  I lean to look in her eyes.  Christie looks sadly at me and calls out, “Lili!  Please?”  Then she looks back to her sister, “The first thing I learned from my visions was that I had to learn to defend myself from your ‘influence’ ability, Laurel.  It’s been a long time since I’ve been vulnerable to your shit.”

L’liana runs up as she unbuckles her sword belt and wraps it around the scabbard of her sword.  She says, “Here you go, Christie.”  She hands the wrapped sword to Christie.

I continue to watch Laurel, and then I check on Trevor.  Laurel doesn’t appear committed to attacking, yet.  She’s waving the sword around like a baton.  My Goblins all look rather nervous. Trevor is lying there like a sack of broken bones.  I reach my hand to the helm and call, “Eliana!  To me!”  The helmet starts to rock on the shelf.  The Raven below it looks up and manages to catch it as falls.

I quietly ask, “Ariana, would you mind returning that relic to my family?”

“Will you help me, Jack?” she asks quietly in return.

I grimace, “Of course, Ariana.  Whether you let me have the relics or not!”

She turns and calls to the Raven, “Bring it.  Grab the shield hanging behind the throne, too.  They are supposed to be a set.”

The beautiful, dark-skinned Raven runs forward with the two relics.  Laurel takes a step to intercept her, but Jason aims his spear at her, and his knights follow. 

I take the helmet from the pretty woman, and I place it on my head.  *Hello, Eliana!
* I think to her.  *I’d like to have you configure to something like this.
*  I send her an image of a US Army 
kevlar helmet. 

I hear chuckles in my head followed by, *We need to work on your sense of style, Lord.
*

*True, but I’m used to wearing this kind of helmet, even if I am out of practice,
* I respond.

Then I take the shield from the Raven.   I lift it and settle my arm through the straps.  They cinch tight on my forearm.  *Hello, Yoren.  It’s nice to meet you.
*

I nod my thanks to the Raven, and she quickly returns to her station.

Then I bow to Ariana and turn to stand next to Christie.  I look at Laurel and call, “Gisela!  To me!”

Laurel’s sword belt drops to the ground.  It looks like it is trying to slither to me, but that requires energy the relic wasn’t designed to have.   Considering the amount of energy spent on Trevor, I decide to save the effort for what appears to be an impending battle.

Myra steers her mother back to the throne.  “Let’s go sit on the dais until Jack is done here.  Then we will get you healed.”  She hooks an arm around Ariana and walks her back to the dais for the throne.  She beckons Trina with her head.

Christie looks at me with moist eyes.  “Jack, I’m afraid it’s time.  She doesn’t have the excuse of a bracelet like Selene did.  This evil is all her.  As promised, my Lord.”  She holds the sword so I can grasp the grip and pull it free of the scabbard.  It is a narrower bladed version of a Norman long sword with a meter-long blade - very similar to the ones I’ve used to train with Tr’niel.

I lean in and kiss her temple.  “I’m sorry it’s come to this, my Love.  I’ll be merciful.  I’ll try to shut her down instead if I can.
”

I raise the blade into a guard position and face Laurel.  She is no longer swinging the sword around like a bat.  She’s holding it in a ready position.  My ladies all back away.

Laurel says, “I am the emissary of the Summer Court.  If you even attempt to attack me, it is an attack on the Summer Court.  All Seelie will hunt you down.”

I frown, “That particular hunt has been going on long enough, don’t you think, Laurel?  Surrender.  I would give my beloved Christie your life if you let me.”

She sneers in response, “I wouldn’t cross the street to please that traitorous twig.  She should WORSHIP me!”  She lunges forward and tries to stab me in the gut.  I parry the attack easily and shield-check her.

Laurel falls, but maintains her hold on Morningstar.  I extend my will to her - forcing her to sleep as she struggles to stand.  The brunette extends her hand, and the bracelet on her wrist glows with a sickening greenish darkness.  Laurel starts to stir and regain her feet while keeping the sword pointed at me.  Her guards are all freaking out.

I think, ‘Oh shit!  I think it is absorbing the energy I’m generating!  Guess I’ll have to do this the hard way.
’

She sneers, “Your vile magic won’t help you, ‘Green Lord.’  If you were really the Green Lord you would be able to keep me asleep”

I put all of her guards asleep, including the two ladies.  They all drop.  “Like that?”  Slowly the brunette’s bracelet generates more of that sickening miasma.  She starts to stir, but the others stay down.

I call out, “Trina!  Prepare to dispose of another one!”

I hear her “Yes, Lord” response as Laurel begins to shuffle 
around me, feigning stabbing attacks.  I deflect her ineffective thrusts.  Her technique sucks.  I maneuver around her waiting for an easy opening.  I suppose I should just blink behind her and end this.

So I do!  I make the brunette sleep again...she only stumbles. I blink next to her and cut off her arm.   ‘That should allow my powers to work.
’  Then I step in behind Laurel as she looks back and forth to figure out where I went.  I sink my weight low, and I stab my blade so it enters below her ribs and up into the vicinity of her heart as I push with my legs.  The blade punches out between two ribs and slides along her sternum.  I hold the blade as she sags.  I didn’t puncture the heart but did slice a major artery.  Her chest is filling rapidly with blood.

I place my left hand, Yoren’s grip across the palm, on her right shoulder as I slide my right hand under her right hand and whisper, “Morningstar!  To me!”  The pommel drops across my palm until the grip is securely in my fist.

Then step over and pick up the sword belt and hold it to my waist.  That may sound easy until you consider I’m doing all of this with the grip of a four foot round shield in the hand doing all the work and a long sword in the other.  Gisela wraps around my waist.

I return to Laurel, who is still struggling to stand and breathe.  I grab the grip of the sword sticking out of her back and exert my will to put her into a deep sleep.  Once that is done, I shut down her brain.  As she falls, I strike across her neck with Morningstar.  A gout of flame from Morningstar cauterizes both sides of the cut before her head falls from her neck. 

I sheath Morninstar, shrug Yoren off my arm.  I pick up her head and place it in the small of her back.  I close her eyes and tell her, “I’m sorry, Laurel.  Your ambition and harmful 
deeds left me no choice.  I will forgive you the evil you have wrought in this life under the condition you will go forward into the next and do no harm.”  I bow down and kiss the top her skull.  I try to sense her spirit nearby.  I can’t see anything, but I feel her malevolent presence like a hateful child. 

I imagine wrapping her in a loving hug like I would a misbehaving child.  The malevolence slowly fades.  Eventually so does my sense of her spirit.


Chapter 41 - Nameless


I
 stand, retrieve Yoren, and send a request to loop him over my back.  I’m not sure how it works, but it does.  I walk over and pull Christie into my arms.  She wraps her arms around me and sobs. 

I scan the room and see L’liana has an Elf-tech device she is waving over the brunette’s bracelet.  Then she looks up and nods to Trina.  Trina puts it into a satchel.  L’liana takes it from her and puts it into a pouch on her belt.  Then she goes to retrieve her sword from Laurel’s body.

Christie gently kisses my lips, and I reach in to kiss her tears.  I can’t keep up.  She sadly smiles at me, “It’s okay, Jack.  As long as you love me, I will be okay.”

I tell her, “I will always love you, my darling Christie.”  I continue to cover her temple and forehead with kisses as she tries to bury herself in my chest.

I hear *Beware, Lord!
* just before I see a masked figure in a dappled charcoal grey bodysuit appear just behind Christie’s right shoulder.  I spin and twist, pulling Christie with me as I try to get my shield between the gladius wielded by the assassin and my body.  I hear a ‘thock’ sound as the short sword 
sticks into the shield.  I release Christie and turn to find the assassin about ten feet away.  Marisol pulls her Elven blade and runs to thrust it into the assassin.  The assassin blinks back to stand in front of me before slashing towards my neck with a karambit.  I call *Jacob
!* in my mind to feel the gauntlet cover my right hand and arm as I parry the blade with my hand.  I fire off a snap kick to its abdomen just before the assassin blinks back to its original retreat position.

I send, *Durec, full coverage.  Yoren stays on my back!  Eliana, whatever you can do to cover my neck without impinging on my field of vision.
*  I feel the mail glide down my body as Bobo and Pally extend up my shins and over my boots.  The helm transforms into more of a balaclava with reinforced skull and ear pieces.

I hear Eliana say, *Yoren, please drop the assassin’s blade.
*  The gladius clatters on the ground as my balance corrects itself.

I call to Marisol, “Honey, please clear out of the way.  I need to deal with this.”

She looks at me stricken, “But my Lord.  It’s my job to protect you!”

I shake my head as I pull Eventide with my left hand. “This one is a gift from the Nameless courtesy of the Dread Lord.  Keep an eye out for others.  I was told he only hired a single assassin, but that may have changed.  This one, I must deal with.”

I look at the expressionless mask as the assassin slowly stands.  I ask, “Did that hurt?”  It shrugs.  Judging from the build, I’d definitely say Elven.  It’s about L’liana’s height, but with slightly sturdier build.  Hard to determine its gender.

I tell it, “Apparently I have to kill you to make the leader of your clan take me seriously.  I’d rather not, but I don’t expect you’re going to give me a choice.”  It blinks, and I duck just 
before it appears with legs locked around where my neck was.  It blinks out again, and I blink to the second place I saw it retreat to.  I arrive immediately after it does, and I stab with Eventide in my left hand to center of mass as I arrive, punching into the assassin’s abdomen.  I think, *Ice?
*  A moment later I feel Eventide grow colder.

I keep my right hand, encased in Jacob, ready to parry the next attack.  The assassin moans as ice spreads across its body.  I see it creep over shoulders and around legs from the back.  I assume the ice is running through its body.   It drops the blade in its hand and is overcome with shivering.

I put my hand on its head and will it to sleep.  It shakes its head and then looks at me with wide eyes.  “I’m sorry.  I’m trying to relieve your suffering.”

I slide my right hand down its left arm and find a small bronze bracelet smoking.  *I need fingertips, Jacob.
*  He changes to look like a metallic workout glove.  I feel around the bracelet as I watch the eyes of the assassin.  The skin around its eyes is only slightly paler than the uniform it is wearing.  I find a latch and pop it open.  I feel my finger get pricked by the clasp, and it immediately starts to tingle. 

I lower the assassin to the floor, kneel on its chest, and completely focus my awareness on the poison that is now spreading through my system.  I isolate it, focus on its structure and then coach my body to metabolize it.  That results in it breaking down into two different toxins!  I try a different tactic.  I create enzymes to bind and neutralize the toxins, and then I focus on flooding my system with them.  That appears to work.  I just have to maintain my focus until all the toxic molecules are bound. 

Unfortunately, some got into my organs, which are now causing pain.  Okay, one more tactic.  I think, ‘What can I do?  It’s not like a curse I can remove...or is it?
’  I focus on the most 
painful organ, isolate the toxins and push the enzymes into my organs.  Once the toxic molecules are bound.  I push them back into my bloodstream and let the kidneys filter them out.  Then I focus on the next most painful.  Then I figure I better check my brain before I lose focus.  ‘Oh shit, there’s a bunch of it here!  This shit is diabolical!
’  Working on my own brain to expunge the toxins is the hardest bit of healing I’ve done to date.  The mental machinery to focus is saturated with this shit!  Plus, my method of doing this has one or two levels of abstraction.  If I’m not representing everything close enough to correct it in my mind, I’ll die.  Slowly I make headway on pushing the toxins out of my brain.  Finally, I’m able to really focus and expunge the rest of that crap from my body.

I slowly awake lying on my back on top of my assassin.    My left hand is still gripping Eventide, and the assassin is encased in a thick coat of ice.  Its shivering is slowly subsiding.  Marisol and Myra help me to my feet.  I do my best Corrina impersonation by croaking, “Water!  Lots of water!  And a bucket.”  I sit up slowly and then kneel again with a knee on its chest.  I look down into the miserable eyes of my assassin. 

I will it to sleep, and it falls off immediately.  I reach out to grasp Eventide.  *That’s probably good enough, Eventide!  Let it thaw.  We’ll bind it with ropes.
*  Eventide’s grip turns warm, and then I pull her out of the assassin’s abdomen.  I return her to her sheath.

L’liana is standing to the side, apparently filming with her camera.  I cock my head in a query, and she replies, “So it is documented that you killed your assassin, my Lord.”

I nod sadly.  I assess the health of the assassin and discover in the process that it’s a ‘she.’  She still holds onto life by the barest thread.

I remove the ice from her wound and then heal it.   I pull the 
mask off her face to reveal beautifully sculpted facial structure wrapped in dark grey skin - nearly black.  She has the sharply pointed ears of an Elf and cropped pure white hair.  I turn to Marisol, “Please take her some place we can be assured will hold her.  Maybe where Geri and Liesl were kept.  Since she can blink, you’ll have to shackle her.  Shackle her to yourself now, then to the wall when you get her in a cell before you unshackle yourself.  You can give her free reign of the cell, but she needs to be bound to the cell or she will be able to blink out.  Strip her down and ensure she has no weapons hidden anywhere on her person.  Clear?”

Marisol nods and says, “Yes, Lord.”  She kisses me warmly, and then cracks the ice on the assassin’s arm before cutting off the sleeve.  Sowie uses it to tie Marisol’s wrist to the assassin.  Then Marisol, Sowie, Selene, and Geri lift her and carry her off.

Trina hands me a full water bottle as I stand.  I drain it, and then she hands me another.  I drain that before she says, “Assuming the bucket was to pee in, there is a loo behind the first column.”

I chuckle, “You’re right, Pet.  Would you secure that bracelet, too?  Be careful.  There is a horribly lethal toxin on the clasp.  Maybe elsewhere.  Also her blades.  I’d assume they are all poisoned, too.”

She kisses me warmly and says, “I’ll handle it, Master.”

Myra kisses me and says, “I was worried, husband!  Please be more careful!”

“Yes, ma’am.” I tell her with a smile.  “I love you, too!”

Myra turns to Corrina, “Would you show him to the loo, Darling?  I need to get back to Mother.”

Corrina bows her head and says, “Of course, my Queen.  This way, my Lord.”


Chapter 42 - Catching a breath


I
 see Trina wave Charli over and quietly give her very explicit instructions as she ticks them off her fingers.  Charli nods enthusiastically and bounds off.

Despite being fairly certain I got the toxins out, I’m starting to get a headache.  I suppose it’s from the exertion of using my abilities so much.

I see Solange and Liesl entering from a side corridor, escorting a bedraggled Sidhe woman in a prisoner’s shuffle.

Corrina says, “That’s my commander, Claudette.”  We approach the earlier indicated column, making our way through the crowd of curious Sidhe.  Once we’re through the throng, she waves me to the door behind the column.  “There you go, Jack.  Do you need me to hold Little Jack for you?”

I stop and look at her for a moment.  Then I ask, “Do you need to hold Little Jack for me?”

She smiles at me and shakes her head, “No.  I just want to.  I think I’ll wait my turn once we get out of here, my Lord.”

I nod, “Sounds like a plan, Beautiful.”  I hurry inside and drain the main vein with a sigh.  I am so happy to have the toxins 
out of my system.  I suspect that I’ll need to go through a couple of drink-piss cycles to get rid of it all based on how fast the kidneys filter the blood. 

I ask the relics to go back to their lighter versions.  Jacob, Durec, Bobo, and Pally all revert.  I ask Yoren to assume the form of a wrist watch.  I can feel his embarrassment as I feel the helm diminish in weight, too.  I apologize, and he eventually relents.  Feeling much better all the way around despite the burgeoning headache, I wash up and see Eliana has shaped herself into a light weight, dark green, circlet of a crown.  I think to her, *Smart ass!
*

I hear both her and Durec chuckle in my mind.  I sense the others are getting a good laugh at my expense, too.  Eliana finally says, *It’s fitting of your station, Lord.
*

*Maybe a headband?*
 I ask.   I hear no response, and I see no change.

I think to her again, *Smart ass!
*

I walk quickly back to my guide.  I find Louis and Trinity standing with Corrina talking quietly and urgently to her.  The rest of the Goblin Ladies are standing behind them.  Trinity sees me approaching and immediately slumps her shoulders and bows her head.  Louis notices and stands at attention.

I walk to Trinity, cup her cheek, and pull her into a kiss.  She moans in my mouth as she tries not to hold me.  I let her go and step back.

I frown for a second before I turn to Corrina and ask, “Do I deserve to be treated like that?  Doesn’t she know I’m no one special?”

Corrina‘s eyes fly open and she is about to speak before she catches herself.  She looks at me appraisingly and then says, “
No Lord, she thinks the sun and moon rise and set on your shoulders.  Eventually she will learn that it’s true, and then she will know it instead of just ‘thinking’ it.”  She gives me a mischievous grin.

I cock an eyebrow at her. “You think just because I barely finished rescuing you I won’t spank that fine ass of yours, Corrina?”

She continues to grin at me as she bites her lip, “A girl can dream, can’t she, my Lord?”

I pull her into a hug and turn her away from the Goblins.  Then I lift the hem of my coat to bare her ass and spank each cheek soundly.  “Better?”  I ask.

She turns to me and devours my mouth while she wiggles her ass.  I spank each cheek again twice, hard.  She shivers as she breaks the kiss.

I tell her, “I didn’t think you liked it that rough, my Love.”

She shakes her head, “I don’t, my Lord and Master.  It’s kind of like when you spanked Daphne the day we all met.  I just needed your touch.”

“Is it enough, Darling?” I ask.

She shakes her head.  I push her back to the column.  I hand out commands, “Louis, you and the ladies ensure no one disturbs us unless it’s Queen Myra.”  Then I pull my tech shirt over my head.  “Trinity, hold this.”

Corrina runs her hands over my bare chest.  I ask, “More, my Love?”

“Please, my Lord.  Please take me right now.  I’m sorry, but I’m suddenly feeling very needy!” she gasps.

*Gisela, let loose please.
*  I catch the belt with both blades and wrap the belt around them.  I turn to the large Goblin 
woman, “These too, Trinity.”

I turn back and kiss Corrina wildly as I open my pants and let Little Jack out.  He’s already nearly rigid.  I hook Corrina’s leg in the crook of my left arm and guide a now fully erect Little Jack into her already moist pussy.  I slowly push inside her as she moans and lifts her other leg to wrap around my waist.  Trinity is standing behind Louis staring at us with desire painted across her face.

I press my body against Corrina as I slowly start to move my hips in and out.  “Is this what you needed, my darling C’rina?  Are you getting enough touch now?”  I grab her ass in both hands and squeeze.

“Yes!  It’s a good start, my Lord!” she gasps. 

I lean into her ear and whisper gently, “Look at Trinity, my Love.  See how she longs to be loved?”  Corrina nods.  “That’s how you were when I met you.  Standing on the outside wanting someone to love you.”  She nods again.  “You’ll never be on the outside again, my Love.  You are mine.  I am yours.  Forevermore.  I would like to give you my baby, C’rina.  Create a beautiful being from your beautiful spirit and my love for you.”

She turns her head and looks at me, “No, my Lord.  Not now.  There’s too much to do right now.  But I am young, my love.  I’m not even 100 yet.  I will let you know when it’s my time.  Then I will gladly bear you many children.  Until then, I would love to practice.  Frequently,” she says with her beautiful, mysterious smile.

“Dein Wunsch ist mir Befehl, Liebling
,” I tell her.

She shakes her head with a smile, “No, my Lord.  YOUR wish is MY command.” 

“C’rina, my wish is that you kiss me while you let go and 
give me your orgasm.  Give it to me NOW!” I whisper insistently.  And she does.  Her mouth devours mine as I feel her inner muscles milk me.  It’s too much when she keens in my mouth, and I explode inside my beloved captain.

I kiss Corrina again as we both slowly pull our wits about us.  Finally, I’m coherent enough to stand without leaning into Corrina and the pillar.  I ask, “Are you ready to stand, my Love?”

She nods, and I slowly release her right leg and squat to get her feet on the ground.  She holds onto my shoulders until she is steady.  Then she kisses me and tells me, “Thank you, husband of my heart.  I now feel whole.”

I step back and turn to Trinity as I tuck Little Jack away.  She watches him disappear hungrily.  I buckle up and zip up.  Then I call, “Trinity, may I have my shirt back, Sweetie?” 

She hurries over to us as I nuzzle Corrina’s cheek and caress her left breast since it’s sticking out of my coat so prettily.

“Here, Master,” Trinity says as she holds my shirt out to me.  I take it and pull it on.  Then I take the sword belt and unwrap it before pulling it around me.  Gisela buckles herself into place. *Thanks, Gisela.
*

Then I cup Trinity’s cheek and kiss her lips quickly.  “Thank you, Trinity.  You are a treasure.”

I look at Corrina and ask, “Are you going out like that?”  I notice my headache is feeling better.

“Maybe,” she says with her mysterious smile.  “Actually, Trinity and Louis came over here with serious business, my Lord.  They didn’t come here just to watch you fuck me.”  Her eyes are shining with joy.

Trinity calls to Louis and beckons him over.  She looks at him, and Louis nods.  Trinity looks at me and says, “Master, 
all your new people are concerned that you don’t have a guard.”

I look at her like she’s crazy, “What do you mean, Trinity?  I’m surrounded by Ravens wherever I go.  They are elite trained bodyguards.”

She shakes her head, “Master, they are assigned to the royals of the Winter Court.  I see those in your family are all devoted to you, but they have other assignments.  Confusion can cause opportunity.  I propose that you have your own dedicated guard, Master.  I am trained as a fighter and guard.  So is Louis.  The other Goblins and Frannie have all been trained in weapons and would gladly go through training to be more effective guards for you.  Frannie can’t go out in public with you because Orcs have no human form, but she would gladly guard you in your castle or when traveling within the Fae communities.  The rest of us can leverage our human forms to travel in public.”

I look at her for a moment.  Then I look at Corrina.  “What do you think, Captain?”

Corrina buttons a couple buttons on my coat and looks over Trinity and Louis.  I nearly cry as her breasts disappear.  She nods and says, “In general, I’m in favor.  You would report to me, and we would need to have a squad leader over the detail.  I like the idea of our Lord having a dedicated guard force.”  Then she points a finger at Trinity and says very sternly, “However, if I ever discover our Lord is in danger because you or one of the other ladies were mooning over him like lovesick teenagers, I will flay you, rub salt in the wounds, have Jack heal you, and do it again.  Are we clear?”

Trinity snaps to attention, “Yes, Captain!”

She points her finger at Louis, “Same goes for you mooning over any ladies, mister.  Are we clear?
”

“Yes, ma’am,” he barks as he snaps to attention.

Then she reaches up and kisses each of them gently.  “Welcome to my team.  Louis, you stay with him for now.  As Trinity said, he is surrounded by capable warriors that will die for him, but we should start building good habits now.  Trina is trained to be one of us; although, she isn’t assigned as a Raven.  Grab her and L’liana, the cute little Elf that came through with Jack, to cover him.” 

Louis nods and says, “Aye, Captain.”

Corrina wraps her arm into the crook of Trinity’s arm and drags her off saying, “Let’s collect your sisters and see about getting us clothed and armed, shall we?” 

“Aye, Captain,” Trinity responds.  I don’t know if the ‘aye’ thing is a Goblin thing or if she is just taking cues from Louis.  They saunter off, as Corrina waves at the other Goblins to rally around her.  They fall in behind Corrina and Trinity.  I enjoy the site of all that fine, firm, female flesh walking away from me.  Sherrine looks over her shoulder and winks at me.  As she turns her eyes back to the front she puts a little more sway into her motion.

I tell my new guard, “Well we best get moving, Louis.  I don’t want you in trouble with your captain on your first day.”

The big Goblin bears his tusks in a grin and says, “I think you’re onto something there, Lord.”

“You can call me ‘Jack’ if you like, Louis.  I’m getting used to the idea of being a ‘lord,’ but I’m still pretty informal.”

He says, “Yes, Lord,”  as we walk to L’liana and Trina who are conveniently standing together talking. 

Trina looks to me and tells me, “Christie is working with Peg and the Summer Knights to get her sister’s body wrapped up 
ready to go to Summer ... oh my Goddess, you smell like you have been fucking Corrina.”

I laugh, “Guilty.”

“Good,” she laughs along with me.

“Pet, this is Louis.  He is one of my newly assigned guard force.  His Captain, Corrina, has given him directions for my personal guard detail.”  I look to Louis and say, “Go ahead, big guy!”

Louis stutters for a moment before says, “Uh, L’liana?  Would you join us please?” 

She steps up and pulls her active mind from whatever she was thinking about.  “Sure.  What’s up?’

Louis says, “Captain Corrina ordered me to guard Jack and enlist the two of you to help until she gets the rest of his force equipped.  Will you help me?”

Trina looks at him a moment and says, “Where is that brash, violent monster that tore up my friend’s business?”

Louis looks ashamed, “I think he died on the road to Sedona while trying to walk on four stumps.  I suspect he’ll resurrect himself rapidly if someone else threatens our Lord.”

Trina smiles at him, “I can live with that.  You okay with it, Lili?”

“You betcha,” my elfin lover responds with a big smile.

I grin at the trio and then say, “First order of business is to talk to Selene’s sister.” 

I walk past the knights.  Selene and Charli are standing over the brunette from Summer Court.  I see they have bound her stump with a tourniquet, but she looks exceedingly pale.  She looks at me and sobs, “I want my Daddy!
”

Selene looks at Charli, who tells her, “Go ahead.  You’re one of us now.  You have to be able to talk to the head of our family.”

Selene smiles at her and then at me.  “My lord,” she begins.  “This is Sera ab Dread Lord Mac Waterlilly.”

The young woman says, “My father’s name is Gary.  Gary Owen of the Waterlilly clan.  My mother is Prudence, also of the Waterlilly clan.  I’m Sera ab Gary Mac Waterllly.”

My blood runs cold.  “Did you say ‘Gary Owen’ is your father?”

Something in my tone alerts Sera I’m about to come unglued.  She looks up at me with fear in her eyes, “Actually, he’s my step-father.  He doesn’t know.  He thinks I’m his.”

“Keep talking,” I tell her as I take a knee next to her right arm.

“My mother met my birth father in Miami on spring break when she was in college.  They had a fling, and I’m the result,” she says.

I pick up her arm and remove the tourniquet.  Then I ask her as I start healing her arm and growing her a new hand, “So when did he indoctrinate you?”

She gasps as the healing begins.  She stutters out, “I met him there last year when I went to Miami for spring break.  It was my senior year of college.”  She stops to watch a new hand grow from her stump.

I gently encourage her as her hand begins to form, “Keep talking, Sera.”

“Uh…,” she starts.  “Uh, I didn’t know he was my father.  He was a nice looking older guy.  I thought he would be fun to play with.  He took me to his hotel and he…he...”  She starts to cry
.

Selene caresses her shoulder as she says, “He tied you up, ass raped you, and then he whipped you until he was hard enough to do it again.  He kept it up for a solid 24 hours.”

Sera is amazed that Selene knows so much, “I...I think it was over 72 hours.  He kept saying he had to put me in the right mindset.  So, I would know beyond a shadow of a doubt that he is my master,” she says to Selene.

“Then he gave you the bracelet and said he would be in touch,” Selene continues.

Sera shakes her head, “No, he clamped it on my arm while I was tied up.  Probably about half-way through my preparation.  It burned into my arm.  He said it could never be removed, that it was part of me now.”

That causes me to stop what I’m doing and assess her health and try to sense any bit of him still remaining.  I get nothing.  I tell her, “I don’t sense any remnant of him, but your sire is a tricksy fella.  I’m guessing he didn’t anticipate anyone cutting off your arm, but I’m going to monitor you for a while just to be certain.”  I resume healing her hand.  “We’ll have to figure out what the monitoring piece looks like.”

When her hand appears complete.  I tell her, “Sera, I am Jack Jerome.  I am the Green Lord.  Your sire, is the exact opposite of me.  In case you didn’t pick it up from how Selene named you, he is known as the Dread Lord.  Note that I don’t believe the word ‘father’ applies to him in any of its permutations.  As much as I hate your step-father, I suspect that he is the only real father you’ve ever known.  I’m going to leave you with Selene and Charli to have them explain the difference between me and your sire.”

I turn to Charli and direct her, “Get Trina involved.  She’s been with me when the Elves explained a lot of it all to me.”  Then I explain to them all, “I have at least two other people 
I need to heal and an assassin to talk to.  Therefore, I’m going to leave you ladies to catch Sera up to speed.  Questions?”

Charli asks, “May I have a kiss, my Lord?” 

I smile, “Of course, my Darling.” 

She wraps her arms around me and kisses me sloppily before leaning back to look in my eyes, “Be careful, my Lord.  You need to be around to help me raise our baby.  I’m sure Christie and Myra want the same.”

I give her a quick brush of my lips, “Of course, Beloved.”

She lets me go, and Selene gives me a ‘Khm.’

I look at her questioningly.  “Lord, I just joined the family.  I need you to stay safe, okay?”

I caress her cheek, “I’m afraid ‘safe’ isn’t much in the cards until we shut down your sire.  I do promise to not take unnecessary risks if I can.”

Selene leaps on me, wrapping me in a hug.  “Thank you, Lord.  I’ve known you for less than 24 hours, and you’ve already shown me more love than I’ve had in my lifetime.  I want to keep you around.”  She kisses my cheek and backs away shyly.  Then she looks at Sera, “Okay, little sister.  Let’s go to the dining hall and get you up to speed.” 

Selene hooks Sera’s arm and helps her up.  “And I do intentionally call you sister.  I apparently have the same sire.”

I ask one last question in parting, “Sera, does your mother have a bracelet like yours?”

She says, “No, Lord.  She does have one that looks kind of like yours.”  She points to Jacob, “There are darks stones instead of knots.  Otherwise it’s twisted metal strands like that.”

I ask another, “What position does your mother hold in the 
court?” 

She responds, “Similar to mine.  She is a trusted confidant of the Summer Queen.  You might call her a Lady in Waiting.”

I caress her left cheek before I kiss her right cheek.  Then I tell Selene, “She gets the same three options I gave you.  Being here might present a fourth.  Let me know what you come up with.”

Selene responds, “Yes, my Lord.”  She bows and then leads Sera away as Charli grabs Sera’s other arm.


Chapter 43 - Recovery


I
 take a deep breath.  I’ve burned a lot of psychic energy between multiple blinks, bouncing Trevor, putting a variety of people to sleep, and healing Louis, Grace, Corrina, Sera, and myself.  The headache is starting to come back.  I close my eyes and take several deep breaths.  It helps.

“My Love, are you okay?”  I open my eyes and see Megan standing in front of me with a worried look on her face.

I frown before pulling her into a hug.  I take a couple more deep breaths before answering, “Yes, Sweetheart.  I’ve used both my Elven and my Verdic abilities quite a bit today.  I need to take a break.  I’m getting a headache again.  I need to drink some more water and get some fuel.”

Megan’s worried look warms my heart.  I tell her, “I’ll be okay, Honey.  I just need to listen to my body and do what it tells me.”

“Okay, Love.  I’ll arrange to get what you need.  Let me quickly introduce you to my eldest sister, Morganna.  She now prefers ‘Morgan’ to keep us all on our toes,” Megan says before smiling at one of the two women with her.

The one she smiles at almost looks like a younger clone of 
Ariana dressed as a dominatrix.   Her breasts are only slightly smaller and sitting higher than Ariana’s.  Plus, she has a narrower waist.  She might be an inch or two taller.  She is of course stunningly beautiful.  She steps forward and wraps me in a hug.  “Hello, Jack.  Myra has been pining for you ever since she arrived.  It’s quite pathetic.  I had to eat her pussy to get her to shut up about you.”

I tilt my head to look at her.  She grins at me, “They didn’t tell you I’m the bad girl?”  I can’t help it, I pull her to me and turn my face away from her ear so my belly laugh doesn’t deafen her.   I step back and hold her shoulders as I look at her and ‘assess’ her mind.  I can see familiar scars, though not nearly as bad as her mother’s.  I close my eyes against the growing headache. 

“That looks like Laurel’s handiwork,” I tell her as I grimace through the spike.  It slowly recedes to a dull ache.

I open my eyes to see her concerned look.  She smiles gently and says, “I guess you won’t be fucking me to heal me then.”

I laugh again.  I look at her and respond, “Well Morgan, fucking Corrina helped fend off the headache until I healed Sera and assessed you.  Maybe that’s just what the doctor ordered.”

Megan pipes up, “Oh no, Lord.  You probably would only get the medicinal benefits if you fuck one of your sworn concubines!”  She grins as she pulls her collar to the side to show my bite marks.

Morgan and her companion both gasp.  The other one says, “You took a mark?”  Megan just nods enthusiastically and grins.

I look at the companion.  She’s wearing a black sports bra and boy shorts.  She’s another beautiful Sidhe with dark grey skin similar to the assassin’s.  Her figure is damned distracting, 
too.  I say to her, “You seem really familiar to me, but I swear I have never met you.”  I extend my hand, “I’m Jack.  What’s your name?”

She laughs, “Why Jack, you know me quite well!  My name is Esmerelda Nightshade.  You’ve been calling me Esmi since you arrived!”

“Esmi!” I gasp.  “You have a human form?”

“Yes, Jack.  Almost all the Fae have a human form.  Nighthags are actually Sidhe-bat hybrids. Just like your Valkyrie is an Sidhe-eagle hybrid.  They did a lot more experimentation on the Valkyries than they did on the Nighthags.  Hasn’t your Valkyrie shown you her Sidhe form?”

“Nope,” I answer.  “She doesn’t have one.  She can cast a human glamour, but no actual Sidhe form.”

Esmi says, “Oh sure she does.  Those dumb-asses in the Summer!  Hundreds of years ago, they decided that they would only train Valkyries that are born in their feathered form.  The logic, if you can call it that, was they would make the strongest Valkyrie warriors.  There were getting to be too many, and they were starting to lose track of the genetic lines.  Plus they had a shit-ton of them as trained warriors.  Generations of births later, no one remembers that more Valkyries are born in their Sidhe form than their feathered form.  You’d think with the appearance of skip-generation Valkyrie births, they’d have figured it out by now.  Easily 50% of their population has Valkyrie genetics to one degree or another.”

“Wow!” is all I can say.  Then I pull myself together, “Esmi, I’m sorry for being so rude.”  I pull her into a hug.  “Thank you for being such a great guide.” 

She hugs me back, “My pleasure, Jack.  You’ve stirred things up quite a bit, and I don’t think you’re done yet.”  Then she 
cocks an eyebrow at me and says,  “Once you’re done fucking my girlfriend to heal her, maybe you would heal me.  I’m sure I have a booboo somewhere!”

All four of us laugh at that.  I kiss her cheek and ask, “Would you have a chat with Tiphanae?  See if you can talk her through finding her Sidhe form?  Knowing she can choose which form to wear would probably help her self-image.  Valkyries are apparently taught that they’re freaks.”

Esmi says, “They are freaks.  Have you ever seen them fight?  And sheathing swords in their flesh?  If that’s not a freak, I don’t know what is!”  I just look at her.  “Fine, Jack.  But remember, I’m bound to get injured doing this, and I expect the only way to heal me is to fill me full of your cum!”

I chuckle, “Please show me your injuries when you get back, Esmi.”

She grins and says, “Sure thing, Jack.”  She pulls Morgan in a wet kiss and winks at her before sauntering off.  About two steps out, she starts to really work her motor, looks over her shoulder, and blows me a kiss.”

I look to Morgan, “She’s your girlfriend?”

“Yep,” Morgan responds with a grin.

“Is she always that flirtatious?” I ask.

Morgan considers before shaking her head, “No.  I think having fucked your wife, she wants a full set.”  She looks at me and says, “I know I do!”

Megan is laughing behind her hand.  I shrug and say, “Well, the full set is me and…” I start ticking them off my fingers, “Myra, Megan, Trina, Kristina, Chelsea, Supreet, Corrina, Charli, Daphne, Geri, Liesl, Marisol, Selene, Georgia, Christie, Tiphanae, Solange, Sowie, thirty-three nymphs, one Orc, six Goblins, and probably Sera.”   Her eyes are huge.  I continue, “No
w that does include two male Goblins that I won’t be fucking, so I’ll leave it to you if you want to include them or not.  I know Cholley would love to have some Sidhe pussy.  Then assuming your mother will get in on this...you know, Morgan.  I recommend you pace yourself.”

“How do you do it?” she asks. 

Megan laughs and wraps her arms around Morgan’s shoulders, “I told you!  Love is his superpower!  And I do mean super and powerful!”  She keeps laughing.  “Oh my Goddess, Morgan!  Are you blushing?  You?”

Morgan whispers, “I’m getting hot just thinking about it!”  She waves her hand at her face.

Megan says, “Why don’t we go get some food and water for Jack?  That will let you cool your jets for a bit.”

Morgan says, “Okay, Baby.”  Morgan leans in and says, “I really need you to heal me, Jack.  I promised Sissi I would help her.  I think I need to be sane for that.”  Then she plants a lingering kiss on my lips.  She lets me go and backs away.  “Don’t forget me, Superlover.”

Megan giggles and pulls me into a hot kiss, pushing her tongue into my mouth.  I suck it in and tease it with my own.  We finally break, and she says, “I’ll be right back, my Lord and King.  I love you!  Christie and I want to share you!  Soon!”  She backs away and winks at me.  Then she spins and trots to catch up with Morgan.

Trina and Daphne intercept them.  They have a basket, and I can see water bottles and fruit sticking up.   Megan and Morgan chat with them.  I head to sit with my mother-in-law and wife.

Eliana speaks into my mind, *Jack, now that you have the full set, I can restore your mental energy when you get headaches 
from over-exertion.  It’s better to save it for when you need it in combat because it takes me some time to charge back up.  I actually absorb the energy from you when you are full-up.  But keep in mind, it’s an option for dire circumstances.  Duroc can now help heal injuries to your body, too.  His special ability works similarly to mine.  I started off with a pretty full charge.  If you get in trouble later today, call on me.  Otherwise, water, food, and sex will recharge your energy.*


I’m surprised, *I didn’t imagine it?  Loving Corrina helped my headache?*



*Yes, silly Lord,
* she laughs at me.  *Making love to your ladies will help you recover.  You’re right to say love is your superpower.  The more wives and concubines you have loving you, the bigger your reserve of power is.  I suspect you are overpowering each ability right now because you are still learning.  You will get more efficient over time.  And if I heard you right, you have a large number of lovers.  Having all that love and loving them all will keep you well charged.  Also, the love of your followers charges you as well even if you don’t make love to them.  It’s a different kind of love, but it is all love.  Romance, lust, brotherhood, loyalty, friendship - they all help your power grow.
*

I tell her, *Thanks for letting me know.  Durec has been training me as often as I can find a break to concentrate on it.  There’s just a steep learning curve at the moment.
*

I hear Durec, *In my experience, young lords of the blood learn these abilities and this lore over many years.  You have been trying to do it all in a matter of weeks.  Don’t be too hard on yourself, Lord.  You’re doing well.  With the complete set of relics, we will all take care of you even better than we could before.*


*Thanks to you all
,* I send to all the souls attached to me.  I feel wrapped in love from them all.

I walk toward the dais and stop in front of Jason.  “Hello 
Jason, it’s good to see you again.”

He grimaces, “Jack, I’m not sure if it’s good to see you or not.  I think you have good intent, but I suspect you’re going to upset our entire world.”

I lean just a little bit, “Jason, you don’t have to suspect.  I become more certain of it every day.  I started with the Goblins.  Now I’m here to support Myra.  Then I think we need to go have a talk to the Summer Queen.  After that, I’m going to be back in the lead to clean some problems outside the Fae communities.  I’m hoping I can count on your support.”

Jason purses his mouth, “Look, Jack.  I have to keep the safety of my Queen first, and our people second.  Supporting you is way down the line.”

I shrug, “Oh!  Well, that’s too bad.  I hope I don’t cause you too much aggravation.   Now, if you’ll excuse me, I need to go heal your queen.  Apparently someone let the Summer Lady in here to scramble her brain.  I need to go put her back together again.”

Jason drops his spear across my path and shakes his head gently, “I’m sorry, Jack.  You may not approach without being called.”

I hear Morgan behind me, “Jason, you will get out of Jack’s way or I will hang you on Trevor’s tree over there and give everyone a demonstration of my prowess with a whip.”  She steps up and hooks an arm through mine.

Then Megan steps up and hooks an arm through my left elbow.  “Hello, Jason.”  Then she turns her attention to the throne, “Mother!  Would you mind if I bring Jack over to check your health?”

Ariana says, “Of course!  Approach, my son-in-law.”

“Later Jason,” I whisper to him.  “Coming, Queen Ariana!” I 
call.

I walk up to the dais and kiss my bride.  I sit on the other side of my mother-in-law with Morningstar gliding across the step behind me.  Megan, Morgan, Daphne, and Trina approach with the basket.

Trina pulls out a bottle of water and hands one to me.  I turn to the Queen of Winter, “Ariana, when was the last time you ate or drank anything?”

She looks at me like I’m stoned.  “I don’t know, Jack.”

I crack open the water and take a sip.  “It’s safe to drink, your majesty,” I tell her formally.  I hand her the bottle.  “Drink, Ariana.  It’s time we take care of you.  You need water, and you need food.  I’ll join you because quite honestly, I’m in much the same predicament.”

I crack another, take a sip, and pass it to Myra.  “Stay hydrated, beloved wife,” I tell her with a smile.  I look up at Daphne, “Precious, please put the basket down here.”  I indicate the step between the queen and myself.

“Of course, my Lord,” she responds with a sultry smile.  “We have more water, a variety of lightly salted roasted nuts, fresh fruit, and cheeses.  High energy foods.  Good fats, good carbs, protein, fiber.  We’ll get you chipper in no time.”   

Georgia tries to join us, and Jason stops her.  “Jason, stop fucking with my people,” I call out.

Ariana sighs and says, “Lieutenant.  Let Jack’s family join me as if they are my own.  Ask my daughters or Daphne if you have questions.”

Jason turns and bows to Ariana, “Yes, my Queen.”   Then he turns back to his post.

I tell Georgia, “You look good in Raven battle togs, Sweetie.”  
She preens at the praise.  “What can I do for you?”

Georgia says, “Trina said you had needs.  I’m here to service you if you need it, my Lord.  I’m the only one of your three pets that isn’t Winter Court.  I can enjoy playing the part of your fuck-toy in public without political implications.”  She gives me a hopeful smile.

I look to Ariana, “It’s your court.  What are the standards of conduct?”

She points to a young man near the third column on the left, kneeling with his mouth full of his lover’s cock.  Then she points into the shadows between the first and third on the right.  I squint and detect two females kissing across the chest of a male while they stroke his cock and balls.  He has their skirts up and it looks like he has fingers buried in them.

I look at Ariana and then tell Georgia, “Strip, Georgia.  Keep your boots on.  Make a pillow with your clothes and assume the kneeling position and rest your head on my knee.  I’m not ready for you to service me, yet.”

I look around Ariana at Myra, “Georgia won the prize for most broken until I met Grace.  She may push Georgia to second-most-broken.  Time will tell.”

Myra asks, “Which is Grace?”

“She’s the extremely shy Goblin.”

She looks puzzled, “A Goblin named Grace?”

I shake my head, “She didn’t have a name.  Her parents always called her ‘four.’  I named her Grace.  You’ll understand when you meet her.  Corrina’s taken all five of them to get clothing and weapons.  They decided they are going to be my personal guard.  Corrina likes the idea, so she is enabling them.”

Myra leans forward, “Georgia, I’ve not met you before.  
Welcome to our family.  Let’s plan on spending some time getting to know each other.”

Georgia flashes Myra a brilliant smile, “I look forward to it, my Queen!”  Then she kneels between my legs with her knees spread wide apart.  Then she wraps her arms around my left calf and squeezes her breasts around it before laying her head on my knee.

I look down at her, “Georgia, that looks more awkward than I thought it would.  You may sit on your clothes.  If your neck aches, then sit up.  I’m going to pet you while I eat.”

She leans in and kisses my package.  Then she turns around and slides back until her back rests against the step I’m sitting on.  Then Georgia wraps her arms around my left leg again and leans her head against my knee.  She looks into the basket and plucks a small jar of nuts and hands it up to me.  I take it.  Then I lean down and kiss her rich amber hair as I murmur, “Thank you, my Strumpet.  You’re too good to me, Georgia.”

She shakes her head like small children sometimes do, and then squeezes my leg tightly.

I laugh gently and run my fingers through her hair, and then I caress her cheek.  Finally, I open the jar of nuts and pour some into my hand as I set them on the step next to Ariana.

Ariana looks into the jar and picks out a few favorites as I pop the handful into my mouth.  Brazil nuts, hazelnuts, cashews, peanuts, and macadamias with just a hint of salt.  The melange of flavors is divine.

She puts one into her mouth and chews while she considers Georgia.  She swallows as I pull a peach out of the basket.  I pull the Elven blade from my shoulder rig, and cut the peach in half.  I set the blade on my right before I bite into it as I hand Ariana the other half.  She takes it while never taking 
her eyes off Georgia.

Ariana leans in and says to me, “She’s a treasure - almost perfectly submissive.  I don’t suppose you would loan her to me.”

I address the broken pet at my feet, “Georgia, the Winter Queen asked if I would loan you to her.  I’m not inclined to share my pets with anyone but my wives and concubines, but I’m willing to consider what you want.”

Georgia looks at Ariana, “You want me, your majesty?” 

Ariana responds huskily, “I do.”

Georgia looks at me.  “I’m unbelievably flattered the Winter Queen wants me, Master.  She’s very beautiful, but I don’t know.  I belong to you.  Besides, when it comes down to it, I’m straight.”

Ariana says hungrily, “So is spaghetti, until it’s wet.”

I laugh as I say, “Okay, Strumpet.  I’ll keep that in mind.” 

Her eyes light up at the pet name.  “May I service you now, Master?”

I lean down,  “Not yet, Strumpet.”  She whines as I kiss her.  “You may play with your pussy if you like.”  She shakes her head again.  “Is your pussy wet, Strumpet?”  She nods her head vigorously.  “Give me a taste, beautiful.”

Her right hand dives and comes back up quickly, glistening.  She has a line of creamy fluid on her fingertips.  I grab her wrist and pop her fingers in my mouth.  She moans as I suck her fingers, and my headache diminishes a little bit.

I let her fingers go and then slice off a chunk of cheese.  I break it in half and offer half to Ariana.  I tell her, “Not for now, Ariana.”  The Winter Queen whimpers and squirms.  I offer the cheese to her again, “Here.  Eat.  You need fuel, MILF-in-Law.
”

She gasps at me.  I laugh, “You didn’t know you were MILF material, Ariana?  Really?  I bet all the boys want you.”

She chuckles, “You’re a cruel man, Green Lord.  With the exception of my daughters’ conceptions, I’ve only ever shared a man with Lorraine.”  She gets a thoughtful look on her face.

“You’re in love with Lorraine, aren’t you?” I ask.  She nods slowly.  I cut another chunk of cheese and give her half.  “Why isn’t she with you?”  I pop my cheese into my mouth as I await her answer.

Trina offers me another bottle of water.  I drink it all down and crush it as I watch Ariana’s face.  Her eyes grow moist and finally she says, “I fucked that up, too.”  She lets the tears run down her face.  “I cast her away from me.  I tried to kill her daughter.  She wants nothing more to do with me.”

Trina says, “Not true, Queen Ariana.  My mother cries ceaselessly for you.  She’s pining away in her quarters right down the hall from your own.   She lights candles and prays to the Goddess for you.  All you have to do is send for her, and she will rush to your side.  Shall I go fetch her to you, Majesty?”

Ariana says, “Trina, I’m so sorry!  Even now I want to destroy you.  I can’t help it.  When I can calm the rages, I know it’s wrong.  When I can’t, I just see red and wish it was your blood.”

“It’s better with my Master next to you, isn’t it? Trina asks.

Ariana looks at her questioningly.  Trina pulls her neckline to the side to expose my mark.  “Jack is my master.  I gave myself to him, and he owns me.  All of us except his newest Goblin cohort and his fiancés bear his mark.  Myra is the only one that got one in return.”

She looks at me in awe.  “It’s how I broke your geas on Corrina,” I tell her
.

“How many?” she asks.

“Uh...eleven concubines with my mark, and another twelve that don’t yet have one.  Four of the later group will become wives, five are the Goblins, one is Christie’s Valkyrie guard, and two are recently released from the Dread Lord’s service.  Plus there are thirty-four nymphs in the family, at least two of which will become some sort of consorts.” 

She laughs with her mouth agape, “You’re not going to have time for anything other than fucking!”

I laugh, “I wish.  There’s a lot to do, and I’m just getting started.  Speaking of which, why don’t you call your court to assemble, tell them you recognize Myra as the Faerie Queen, and then I can take you to your chambers and heal you.  Trina can bring Lorraine to hold you while I do.”

Ariana bites her lip like a little girl, “Okay, Lord Jack.”

I look at Trina.  She gives me a quick smile and kisses me quickly before caressing Georgia’s cheek and dashing over to kiss Myra.  Then she’s off in a flash get her mother.

I cut Ariana another bite of cheese.  She calls to Jason, “Lieutenant, have my Chamberlain assemble the court.  And where is the rest of your company?”  She takes the whole piece of cheese from me and starts chewing as she waits for Jason’s response. 

He turns, bows, and says, “My Queen, the other two platoons are dealing with about thirty wolf shifters at the public gate.  They’ve been making quite a ruckus, and blood has been drawn on both sides.”

I call to my soon-to-be-fourth wife, “Chelsea!  Can you let your people know we are good in here?  I will give Carl a call tomorrow to thank him.
”

She gives me a big smile, “Consider it done, my Lord.”  She pulls out her phone and makes a call.

Jason calls one of his troops and whispers instructions in his ear.  The knight runs behind the dais.  Within a minute, I see an old, wizened Sidhe man in robes step in front of the throne.  He bows to Ariana, turns and bangs his staff onto the floor.  It echoes throughout the hall and probably throughout the entire Sith.

He calls out in a querulous but strong voice, “Hear you all herein!  Her Majesty, the Winter Queen, Ariana ab Selwyn Mac Nessus, will address all her subjects.  Attend her within five minutes or face the consequences!” 

He goes through the entire ritual a second time.  And then he turns back to face Ariana and pulls out a smartphone.  It looks like he opens an app and sends a notice out.  Shortly thereafter, I hear horn flourishes in the distance.  He puts the phone away and notices me watching him.  He winks with a mischievous smile and then walks sedately around the dais from where he came.

Ariana sips her water down and eventually finishes it.  “May I have your hand, Lord Jack?” she asks as she holds her hand up to me. 

I look down, “Georgia, please make way.”  Before I finish speaking the words she is standing before me, pulling on her shoulder rig.  Then I stand and offer my hand to the Winter Queen of the Sidhe.

I see the Seelie contingent lay a stretcher beside the corridor leading to their portal.  They have laid Laurel out, cleaned her, and wrapped her in white linen strips so that her body is covered and her head is held in place.  Her face actually looks lovely and peaceful compared to how she looked in life.  The guards form up on either side of her body as an honor guard.  
I’m sure they are waiting to hear what Ariana will say.

Ariana takes my hand, and I support her weight as she stands.  “Please escort me to my throne, my Queen,” she says to Myra.

Myra looks at me and mouths, “Thank you.”  Knowing how reticent Sidhe are to say that, I’m guessing I must have made big time ‘husband points.’

O’ren, L’ric, L’liana, and Louis are standing about ten feet in front of the guard detail, just slightly stage left of center.  My Elven lover blows me a kiss, and I wink at her in return.

I beckon Georgia to me.  She launches to stand in front of me and her bare breasts bounce in a most distracting way.  “Give me your blazer, Georgia.”

She unwraps it from around her uniform and hands it to me.  I hold it open for her to slide her arms into.  She gives me a quizzical look and then slowly turns and extends one arm into the appropriate sleeve.  She switches the bundle of her clothes to the other arm and repeats.  I slide the blazer onto her shoulders.  I turn her around as I see all my ladies who are present arrive.  I snug the blazer in front of her, but don’t button any buttons.

“The blazer is to hide the shoulder holster, but I also don’t want to share your beauty with all these people unless we are making love in front of them.  Okay, Georgia?” I ask.

“Were you making love to me when I sat between your feet, Master?” she asks with wide open, innocent eyes.

“I was,” I tell her.  “It definitely felt like I was loving you, and I could feel your love for me, Georgia.”  I cup her neck with both hands and lean my forehead down.  “You are mine, Georgia!  I am yours!  Forever!  I love you, Darling girl.”  Then I kiss her full, plump lips.  She moans into my mouth until I release her to breathe
.

I ask, “Who are you reporting to on this mission?”

“Uh...Trina, my Lord,” she responds as she gathers her wits.

I nod, “Okay.  You let her know I dressed you like this, but if she needs you in uniform you will put it on completely.  Abide by her decision.  Clear, sweetheart?”

She looks down shyly, “Of course, silly Lord.  I have had basic defense training.  I know how the chain of command works.”  Then she looks up at me, brushes a kiss on my lips, and winks at me before skipping back to form up with the rest of the Ravens.

Corrina walks in leading my five Goblin maidens.  They are dressed in the Raven uniform Corrina wore when I first met them in Cottonwood - charcoal grey leather skirts and blazers, silken tanks, black tac boots. I wonder if she put those sexy black lace panties on them all.  They all have short swords, and I think those are tasers on their belts.  Even Grace looks grounded, fierce, and proud.

I turn and pick up the remnants of our quick meal.  Daphne hurries forward and picks up the basket.  “Hold a moment, Precious,” I tell her.  I soak a napkin with the remainder of Myra’s water and wipe down my Elven blade before sliding it into its sheath under my shoulder holster.  *Eventide, this is pretty handy.  I may switch you up here when I’m wearing a shoulder rig.
*

As I grab the jar of roasted nuts.  I hear Eliana respond, *She thinks that’s a great idea, Lord.  She says you should be able to easily draw her with either hand from there.
•

I tell Daphne, “Stay close by, Precious.  I may have to hand this off to you.” 

“Of course, Master,” she says with an adoring smile.  I pour out a handful of nuts and put the jar back in the basket
.

Corrina comes up and asks, “What do we do about Trevor?”  She’s no longer wearing my coat.  She’s in the same uniform she has the Goblins wearing; she has a Raven blazer on.  I wonder where my coat went.  I’m rather fond of it.

I tell her, “Let’s go take a look,” before I pop a handful of nuts in my mouth.  I brush my hands off as we walk up to look down at Trevor’s broken body.  I see a bracelet of metal strands on his wrist with dark stones in it.


Chapter 44 - Verdic ladies


I
 turn back to the formation, “Selene!  Sera!  Lili!  Come here quick!”  They run up and I ask Sera, “Is that like your mother’s?”

Sera nods, “Yes, my Lord.  Mine could take over my thoughts and body.  I don’t know if this one can.”

L’liana pulls an Elf-tech sensor out and scans Trevor’s wrist.  She looks up and reports, “It’s essentially a communicator.  Think Star Trek, but on the wrist.  It’s not active at the moment.”

I pull Eventide and slide it under the strands.  I tell her *Ice, please.
* 

Eliana interjects, *She can just cut it, Lord.  Those are old tech from before the time we were created.  Eventide can just cut through it without any danger to anyone here.
*  I shrug and give it a try.  Eventide cuts through the strands easily, and the bracelet parts. 

L’liana stoops, picks it up, and puts it in a bag.  She then stores the bag in the pouch at her side.

I assess Trevor.  He’s still alive and healing.  It will take a long 
time for him to be able to function again.  I consider my theory that feeding Selene and Sera Sidhe flesh will make their Verdic powers manifest shortly thereafter.

I kneel down and say, “Trevor, if you weren’t taking pleasure from hurting Corrina, I might opt to try this off Laurel’s corpse.  But you seriously hurt Corrina, which seriously pissed me off.  You had fun doing it, which pissed me off even more.  Finally, I find you’ve been serving the Dread Lord.  What were you doing for him?”

He groans, “Fuck off, human!”  He’s hard to understand.  I assess his injuries.  All six of the major bones of his legs are shattered.  His feet and ankle bones look like sand.  Both arms have multiple breaks, and one shoulder is dislocated.  All of his ribs have multiple breaks.  He’s got a concussion and a broken jaw.

I tell him, “I’m the same race as your Dread Lord master.  I suspect he got his powers the same way I did.  Do you know how that happened, piss bucket?” I ask him as I pick up one of his crushed legs.

“Nooo!  Leave me alone, human!” he screams.

“No humans here, piss bucket!  Who am I, Trevor?”

“Please, Jack!  Stoooop!” he cries.

I let him go and look up at Corrina.  Corrina shows no sympathy in her eyes for Trevor.  Georgia walks up, back in uniform, as Christie joins us.  I ask Christie, “Honey, was it the sex or the bite of flesh that awakened my powers.” 

Christie says, “As awesome as the sex was and is, I am certain it was the flesh.  Why do you ask?” 

I point to Selene and Sera standing nearby.  “Two young ladies of Verdic descent.  One of whom I have had to do extensive repairs on to get her healthy.  Can you think of any 
reason I shouldn’t feed them Sidhe flesh?”

She smiles, “I’m glad you figured it out.  I couldn’t tell you without sending you down a fatal path.   If they are bound to you, there will be no negative reaction.  Flesh from the living is more powerful than flesh from the dead.  My sister’s body would be much less effective than say, flesh you ripped from some fucker who was hurting my family.”  Her eyes flash with fury as she looks down at Trevor.

I look at the Sera.  She steps closer, and I ask, “What did you decide?”

Sera looks at me shyly, “Lord, may I join your family?”

“Why do you want to do that, Sera?” I ask her.

She bites her lip before starting slowly, “Selene has been explaining to me how dear-ole-dad was both her grandfather and sire.  He treated her the same way he treated me, but evidently he decided 24 hours of torture wasn’t enough for me.  So I got three times as much, and my bracelet was fused into my flesh rather than slid over my hand.  Although, at least dear-ole-dad never took over my body and tried to blow me up to kill someone he never met.  Furthermore, my mother sent me to be Laurel’s Lady-in-waiting.  Plus, she sent me to him, and the advice I heard her give the queen seems like it’s designed to cause discontent and focus the court away from its purpose.  I don’t want any part of that.  I never did.”

She sighs heavily and looks down at her hands, which she has managed to nearly tie into knots.   “Selene told me how she lost her hand to you, and then how you healed her and gave her a choice.  Your family knew her and had every reason to shun her.  Yet they all welcomed her.  The ones she had problems with actually asked her forgiveness and asked her to join the family.”  She looks at me, “Lord, I’ve learned from Selene that your family is supportive and loving.  She said 
you have many concubines, and you are planning to having multiple wives.   She also said that the only thing remotely sexual you’ve done to her is the very chaste kiss you gave her to welcome her to the family.  I’ve dreamed of a loving, supportive family my entire life.  I’ve had a loving step-father, but my family is a mess.  Your family is my best chance for a loving, supportive family.”  She looks me in the eye a moment longer and then drops her eyes.

I look at her for a moment.  I reach out and grab her right hand.  I pull Eventide and she gasps as cut her palm.  I then cut my palm and place my wound over hers.  “Sera, repeat after me.”  She nods.  I say, “I pledge my service for your service.”  She repeats it as she stares into my eyes.  I continue, “My family is your family.”  Again, she repeats it. 

I heal the wounds, and then I pull her into a hug.  “Welcome to the family, Sera.”  I tip her chin up and kiss her gently.  I open an arm to Selene, and she joins in hugging us.

Selene says, “Lord, you should take my blood oath, too.  I am my father’s child.  Take every precaution.”  She offers me her right hand.  We do the exact same ritual.   She slips her tongue into my mouth and caresses my face when we finish.  We share a smile.

I say, “Ladies, I’m going to ask you to do something bizarre.  I think traditionally, tokens of love or submission are the catalyst for our people’s powers to present.  Trevor has attacked our family, and his flesh is going to rot off him in a couple of days.  Rather than wasting it all, each of you will take a bite of his flesh.  I will pull a chunk of flesh from him, and we will each take a bite.  Then we will monitor to see if your powers grow.  We are the Verdic people.  Love is our superpower - unless you let bitterness and hatred shackle you to your past.  You’re my family now.  You are mine.  I am yours.  I and the rest of our family will help you stay on track.  
Can you do this?  Can you take a bite of Sidhe flesh?”

Selene says, “Yes, Lord.  Let us eat.”

Sera repeats it, “Yes, Lord.  Let us eat.”

I look at Corrina.  “This will end it, my Love.”

She nods and asks, “May I have a bite too, Lord?”

“Yes, Beloved,” I tell her.

I squat down next to him and tell him, “Trevor, I really want to torture you for weeks over what you have done to Corrina.  I honestly want to torture your queen, too, but she’s been tortured for years already.  I suspect you knew that.  After this, I will forgive you.  Then I will watch you to make sure you get on and stay on the righteous path.  Am I clear?”

Trevor trembles and mumbles, “Yes, Lord.”  Tears stream down his face.

I reach for his right leg and numb it.  Then I pull Eventide and cut off about a roughly two-pound chunk of flesh.

I stand before my ladies and take a big bite.  His flesh tastes smokey at first, but as I chew, it turns into the ambrosia taste I’ve come to expect from Sidhe flesh.  I swallow my bite and hold it out to Selene. 

She opens her mouth wide and digs her teeth in as she looks into my eyes.  She continues to pull until the flesh parts.  Her eyes pop as she chews.  “Keep chewing until it’s nearly liquid before you swallow.”  She gives a quick nod and keeps chewing.  Finally she swallows.

I hold the meat to the newest member of my family.  Sera follows Selene’s example.  She takes a huge bite and chews and chews until her eyes change from borderline hysterical to total bliss.  She swallows.  Sera asks, “Is it supposed to taste sweet?
”

Selene agrees, “It was!  Kinda smoky at first but then sweet!  Wicked!”

I turn to Corrina and offer the meat to her.  She looks into my eyes as she opens her mouth and clamps her teeth deeply into the meat from Trevor’s leg.  She chews and chews and chews.  Slowly a smile creeps onto her face, then she swallows.

My headache slowly begins to fade as the ambrosia of his flesh starts to hit my bloodstream.  It seems fast to me, but chewing it into a paste probably helped.  The headache is not all gone, but it is slowly diminishing.  Despite that, I need to get this done.  Ariana is going to address the court any minute now.

I look down at Trevor and see how appalled he is.  I tell him, “Your punishment is complete, Trevor.  I’ve used a lot of energy fighting and healing today.  Eating your flesh is what allows me to do this.” 

I reach down to grab his leg, and then I will his flesh to align his bones.  He gasps as I have the shards of bone gravitate towards each other, align, and grow to fill the gaps.  I grow replacement muscles for what I cut out, but just enough to operate the leg.  The right number of cells are there, but with the strength of a toddler.  He’ll have to work out and strengthen the legs.  I do the same for his arms and ribs.  I regrow his broken jaw and heal his concussion.  I get a sharp headache as a reward, but it does start tapering off quickly as I absorb whatever it is in Sidhe flesh that feeds my powers.

“Your own healing will do the rest over time, Trevor.  You will have to want it to get back to where you were before.  Hopefully the journey makes you a better person.”  I lean down and kiss his forehead.  “You are forgiven.”

I stand.  Corrina kneels next to him, “I hate what you did to 
me, but I forgive you.  If you hurt me or my family again, I will just end you.  No torture.  Just death.”  She kisses his forehead and says, “You are forgiven.”

She stands and looks at my face with her mysterious smile.  She licks her thumb and rubs it on a few spots on my face.  I place the remnant of the meat in Trevor’s hand.  And then I escort my ladies back towards the throne. 

The Chamberlain is giving me the stink eye.  He looks at Ariana who nods her head at him gravely.  We stop about fifteen feet in front of the foot of the dais.

The Chamberlain pulls his phone out.  He does something on the app and waits for a response.  When he is satisfied, he puts the phone away.  Then he turns to face the court and slams his staff into the stone floor three times and intones, “All attend!  All attend!  The Queen of Winter addresses the entire Faerie Court of Winter!”  Then he turns and bows to Ariana before backing away back to stage left.

Ariana stands and says, “My people.  I am not well.  The source of my illness is repeated use of Summer’s influence ability on me over an eight year period.  The Winter Lady, my daughter Moira, has been explaining to me that their version of ‘influence’ works differently than ours in that it leaves significant damage behind.  Repeated use of it on  individuals drives them insane.  That is what the Summer Lady has been doing to me.  She didn’t even have the courtesy to tell me to forget that she had done it.”

She takes a deep breath and sighs.  Then she continues.  “My eldest daughter, Morganna, the former Winter Lady, was attacked in this manner for over forty-five years.  Since Lady Summer began targeting me, Morganna has been slowly recovering her sanity.  She’s not back yet, but I have hope.  I hope what I tell you next will give you hope as well.
”

She pauses for effect.  “We no longer have a Winter Lady.  My daughter Moira, who has been serving in that capacity has taken on a new role.  She met and fell in love with a being from myth called the Green Lord.”

She takes another pause.  “Most of you will not have ever heard of the Green Lord.  I barely remember something from a long ago conversation with one of our historians, Larsen ab Thorn Mac Nebel.  Lars mentioned that there once was a powerful being known as the Green Lord, and that the Helm and Shield we received as a gift from Summer once belonged to the Green Lord.  The Summer Court had been equipping their ‘Green Knight’ with this ancient armor.  The last known Green Lord in existence died over 4,000 years ago.”

My mother-in-law likes her dramatic pauses.  She continues, “I’m still not clear on how Myra met the Green Lord, why he has arrived after 4,000 years, and what exactly a ‘Green Lord’ is.  Part of that may be due to the insanity I’m fighting at the moment because Moira has been filling me in on him and what is happening ever since the Green Lord arrived in our court this morning.”

The ‘insanity’ claim raises some hushed murmurs throughout the crowd.  The large hall is packed with the exception of a small buffer around my family.  I’m bad at estimating crowds, but I’m guessing there are upward of 500 people, maybe as many as 1,000, packed into the hall.

Once the murmurs quiet, Ariana continues, “The important things for you to know at this time are these.  First of all, in the event the Green Lord marries the Lady of either court of the Sidhe, that Lady becomes the queen of all Fae, or ‘the Faerie Queen.’  My daughter Moira married Jack, the Green Lord, about two weeks ago and is now the Faerie Queen.  She is also carrying his child.  This is why I said we no longer have a Winter Lady.  Secondly, I have sworn my loyalty to Queen 
Moira.  I now reaffirm my oath to her.”  Ariana turns and prostrates herself before Myra.  “My Queen!  I offer my service, my family, and my people to your service.” 

Myra answers, “Queen Ariana, I accept you into my service.  For your service, I offer my service.  For your family, I offer my family.  We are a single people, and we have a singular purpose.  Please rise, Queen Ariana.”  Myra bows her head to her mother.

Ariana does not rise.  She turns on her knees to face her people, “All you of the Winter Court.  You have served me and my family well and true despite our failings.  I renew my pledge to you.  For your service, I give my service to you.  For your families’ commitments, I commit my own family to your service.  Please continue to give me your support.”  She bows to them from the seiza position.

There is a shocked silence from the Court, and then as a wave they all begin to drop to their knees and bow to Ariana.  She looks up and sees them bowing before her.

Knowing how exhausted she must be, I’m amazed at the grace she displays as she rises back to her feet.  With tears streaming down her face Ariana says, “Please rise.  I am not worthy of that level of devotion.  However, I will work to earn it.  Thank you.”  She takes a big breath and wipes her eyes.  She says, “That is all I have for you, my people.  At this time, I would like to relinquish the floor to my daughter, my Queen, Moira ab Liam Mac Jerome.”

Myra escorts her mother back to the throne and helps her get settled.  Then she walks to the bottom of the three steps of the dais and faces the Winter Court with her hands clasped at her waist.  She is apparently fond of dramatic pauses, too.

“My people, I was once your Lady.  I thought that was the 
highest call to service I could ever be asked to fill - preparing to replace our Queen to serve and guide our court.  I’ve now learned that is no longer true.  My husband, Jack Jerome, is newly become the Green Lord.  One of the first things I shared with him as soon as he discerned that I am Sidhe, is that the Sidhe have lost our way.  We are focused on building business empires that have no goal other than to amass fortunes, primarily so we can defeat the Sidhe of Summer in battle.  But that’s not what we are supposed to be about!”

She takes a big breath before saying, “Since long before humans became human, the Sidhe were entrusted to be the protectors of life and the earth.  I don’t think anyone now knows whether we were created by the Green Lords for this purpose or if we were just judged as best to perform this duty and charged with it.  Honestly, it matters not one bit.  When the courts split, the Winter Court was charged with the powers of renewal.  We are meant to govern rest, renewal, healing, the transition to death, keeping our planet clean and alive, familial love, harmony, reflection or introspection, and peace.  We’ve been ignoring those duties in favor of political infighting and amassing fortunes.  We need to pick up our mantle of responsibility to guide the earth and its communities to restore the earth, refresh our attitudes, and connect with each other.  That means we will be taking on new or returning to old businesses that drive health.  Sanitation, recycling, renewable energy, these are all going to be our wheelhouse.  We are going to get into healthcare to turn it from drug dispensary to healing.  We are going to be changing the course of pharmaceutical and agribusiness to focus on providing nutrition that heals.  We are going to be active in human politics.  We are going to be upsetting the human world immensely, and we will be doing it invisibly.”

Myra pauses for a moment to let that sink in.  There is some murmuring.  I look around, and I easily see as many nodding 
heads as I do shaking ones.  I think more of the positive than the negative.

My beloved wife continues, “Some of what I have laid out overlaps into the responsibility of the Summer Court.  Rest assured, they are going to get a visit, too.  I will spend a few hours here with my husband to heal my mother and my sister.  I am going to recommend my sister, Morganna, resume duties as the Winter Lady once we heal her as much as possible.  If that isn’t feasible, then we will consider other options.  Regardless, once we’ve done as much healing as we can for them in the next few hours, I will be escorting Lady Laurel’s body back to her family.  I will be having a similar discussion with the Summer Court.” 

She takes a breath, “I intend for the courts to continue to exist.  I need to talk to some historians and loremasters to find out how the Faerie Queen functioned with the courts in the past, but to me it makes sense to leave each to its specific remit.  However, that does not mean the courts will continue to be at odds.  If the two courts are not working together, then we are failing as a people.  If we can’t make it work, then I will take more drastic action.  Is that clear?”

Silence greets her.  She says, “I’m sorry, I’m messing with your expectations.  When I ask a question, I expect a response.  I asked you, is my guidance clear?”

There is a general furor, not of anger but of excitement.  People are loudly responding with ‘yes,’ ‘yay,’ ‘hells yeah,’ etcetera
.  I focus in on the head shakers from before, but most are smiling, nodding, and joining in.

A warm smile blossoms on Myra’s exotically beautiful face.  “Thank you, my people.  Even though I am now serving all of the Fae, I am a child of the Winter Court.  You will always be special to me.  Go forth.  Start planning for how we are going to execute my guidance.  I’ll be talking to you again either in 
groups or as a community.  Be well, people of Fae!”

Applause erupts as Myra kneels to the people, bows, and gets back up.  She smiles and waves to the crowd.  Then she beckons Daphne to her.  She leans over and whispers instructions.  Daphne makes her way towards me.  Myra turns in the direction the Chamberlain disappeared. 

Shortly thereafter he appears and walks before the stage.  The Chamberlain does the three thumps of the staff routine again and intones, “This ends the address of our beloved monarchs!  Go forth  as they have bid you!”  Three more thumps, and then he heads back around.

Daphne hooks my arm and leans into my ear, “Master, our Queen would like your help with her mother at this time.  Will you allow me to escort you?”

“Of course, Precious,” I tell her.

“Great!  I need to get Morgan, too.  Please accompany me, my Lord.”  Daphne steers me to Morgan, who is standing next to Megan.  I see Esmi, still in her Sidhe form, standing next to a statuesque blond.  The blond looks familiar and is giving me a huge grin.

I whisper to Daphne, “Gimme just a second, my Love.”  She nods and turns her attention to Morgan as I approach the blond.

I say to her, “Tiffy?” 

She nods and squeals, “Yes, my Lord.  Thank you so much for asking Esmi to help me!”  She wraps me in a tight hug.  It looks like she is wearing my coat.  “Jack, I can’t believe this.  I’ve always felt ugly because I was so different from all the Sidhe ladies.  But I’m not different!”

I chuckle, “No, Honey.  You are not ‘different.’  You are better!  How many of them have beautiful wings, beautiful white 
feathers, and a sexy tail?  You are definitely the upgrade!”

She squeals in laughter as she hugs me again, and then she kisses me warmly.  It was a lovely, non-sexy kiss.  She stops a moment and says, “I like ‘Tiffy,’ my Lord!  How did you know?”

“Solange mentioned it on the plane, sweetheart,” I tell her with a smile.

“Oh good,” she says.  “Oh!  I had to get scabbards for my swords.  It doesn’t work the same way in this form.  There is no space to sheath them in my flesh without cutting something important.”

“Nice coat,” I tell her. 

She unbuttons it to show me her beautiful naked body underneath it as she explains, “Since I don’t wear clothes as a Valkyrie, I had nothing on when I changed to my Sidhe form.  Esmi had taken me to the Raven barracks to get scabbards for my swords.  So I was running around naked.  Captain Corrina told me I could wear your coat, or she could give me a Raven uniform.  I think she knew which I would prefer.”  She wags the lapels open and closed.

“Your Sidhe form is beautiful, Tiffy.  I would gladly ogle you in whichever form you wear,” I tell her. 

She strikes a pose and loses her balance.  I rush in and pull her to me, which prevents the imminent spill, but now her mostly naked body is pressed up to mine as we stand nose-to-nose.

She giggles, “Oops!  No wings!”  Then she turns serious as she whispers, “I love you, Jack.  Not the Green Lord.  Not my Master.  Not my King.  You are all of those things to me, but I love you because you are Jack Jerome.  You are the kindest, most-loving person I have ever met.
”

She kisses me again, but this time she tilts her head and her mouth opens.  I press my tongue in to meet hers, and then we slowly pull apart.  “Soon, Jack.  I want you, and I will be ready soon.”

I brush her lips once more with mine, “Take your time, sweetie.  You are precious to me whether you are in my bed or not.  I love you whether you are my lover or not.  I think you were perfect with one form.  I still think you are perfect with two.  I am yours.  You are mine.  I love you.”

I slide my hand inside my coat to caress her back, and then I reach down to squeeze her ass.  I think to myself, ‘Yep!  Another fine Sidhe ass!
’

She reacts as you might expect an innocent young woman to react to getting goosed, then I tell her.  “I have more work to do, Sweetie.  Would you do me a favor and work with Sowie and Mari to keep an eye on the assassin.  Check with your Captain first, but if she can spare you I think spelling them might be useful.”

I withdraw my hands and even manage to control myself not to caress her on the way out.  I kiss her cheek.  Then I turn and try to kiss Esmi’s cheek, too.  Interestingly enough, she turns to intercept my mouth with hers and devours it.

She backs off a bit and looks up into my eyes, “Think of me while you’re” she adds air quotes “healing my girlfriend.”

“Esmi,” I say with a smile.  “I’m sure I’ll think of you frequently regardless.  You’re quite the saucy young lady.  You make an impression.”  I wink at her, then I hook arms with Daphne and Morgan before Daphne leads us off.


Chapter 45 - Tasting Winter


M
yra is supporting Ariana as they descend the dais as a middle-aged-looking man asks Myra, “Why not promote Megan to Winter Lady, Queen Moira?”  If he looks middle-aged to me, then he’s probably over 300 years old.

“Good question, Artem,” she replies as she steps down to the floor level.  “She is very qualified with both the intellectual and interpersonal skills.  Unfortunately, Megan is pledged to the Green Lord’s service.  So, I don’t think I can offer her up in good conscience.”

I look at Megan in time to see her give Myra a huge smile as she hooks her arm through Ariana’s elbow.

Artem asks, “Your majesty, is the Green Lord going to take all of our best and brightest?”

Morgan pipes up, “I certainly hope so.  A big virile man that can satisfy over twenty-five women - I think that I could use one of those!’

Artem looks at her with surprise.  I release Morgan’s arm and extend my hand, “Hello Artem.  I’m Jack Jerome, the Green Lord.   I have no intention of denuding the Sidhe of their best 
and brightest.  I lucked into finding Myra, and later Megan started working for my retained counsel.  I guess I lucked into her, too.  They both introduced me to Trina and their Ravens.”

“But twenty-five of our women?  I’m sorry Lord, but that’s over the top,” Artem says.

I look at him and purse my lips before I respond, “Artem, they are not all from the Winter Court.  Now answer me this.  If you were to meet a group of beautiful, smart, talented women who are ostracized for imagined flaws by their people and starved for love, what would you do?”

He flaps his mouth like a guppy.  I continue, “That’s what I thought.  Learn, Artem!  Treat your women like the treasures they are.  You might find they are more willing to take male partners than you thought.  And remember, if you ostracize them, they will have to find comfort somewhere.  You’re all Sidhe.  You all need the comfort of touch and affection more than any other race of people.  It impacts your emotional health.  They will find it somewhere!”

“Amen,” murmurs Daphne.

I give Daphne a wink before I notice Ariana is staring at me like I have a third eye, “Ariana, that applies to the women of the court, too.”

She sneers, “Most of the males would rather get their pleasure among themselves than making the effort to get to know a woman.  It takes a major business deal to get someone to breed a woman.” 

I shake my head, “Really?  Have they been treated like valuable members of your community?  Have they been treated with dignity and respect?”

Ariana shakes her head, “Jack, you’re missing a key piece of 
the dynamic.  In the early 1800s, the males of our court got it into their minds from the humans that they should be running things since they had penises.  We have been a matriarchal society for as long as there are records.  The occasions where a male ruler was allowed to sit the throne were chaotic.  Currently there are few that act in a manner that engenders respect or will get reasonable people to follow them.  Artem Nebel here is a fine example of how a male Sidhe should act in order to gain respect.  He is generous of spirit, intelligent, wise, and holds his beliefs strongly.  His sons are of like temperament and character, and his daughters are women of quality.  I don’t agree with everything he says, but if more of our males were like him, they would likely find themselves with multiple wives.  Lieutenant Jason Tailiwin is another fine example.  Morgenstern Schatten is another, but he is fairly unique in his clan.”

I look at her a moment, drinking in her passion for the topic.  She’s a formidable, beautiful woman.  I need to get her well, so she can lead.  I tell her, “Well Ariana, as the leader of the Winter Court, who do you think is responsible to make that happen.”

She has the grace to look embarrassed.  “Right you are, Jack.  Let’s go get me well, so I can do that,” she says with a shy smile.

I chuckle, “Yes, Queen Ariana.”

Morgan hooks her arm through mine, and we follow Megan, Ariana, and Myra.  We walk past an office behind the throne.  I see the Chamberlain at a desk inside the office as we hurry past.  They lead down a short corridor past two Shadows on guard at the door at the end of the hall.

Artem is following behind.

Ariana stops at the guards and tells them, “Family only, or 
their Ravens.  No interruptions unless violence breaks out.”

The guard says, “Yes, my Queen.”  He locks to attention and bows.  As Ariana walks past them, they drop back to parade rest with the butt of their spears on the ground.  I follow with Morgan and Daphne on my arms.  I hear the guards say, “I’m sorry, Lord Nobel.  The Queen said ‘family only,’ Lord.” 

I hear him say, “But I was in the middle of a conversation with the Queen.”

The guard says, “I’m sorry, Lord. She gave me no exceptions.”

I look around as we continue walking into the suite.  There’s a small entryway table with a mirror over it.  After that we walk into a sitting room about the size of the great room in my condo.  There are three doors around its perimeter.  One looks like a powder room.  I see a nice kitchen a little larger than mine with a four-seat table against the back wall.  The ladies lead me into the third door, a large roomy bedroom suite.

As Morgan leads the way in, I stop and ask Daphne, “If we’re expecting Trina, you need to meet her at the guard station.”

She smiles and winks at me, “Good idea, Master.”  She peels off and heads back to the door.

I walk in as Myra and Megan seat their mother on the edge of her bed.  Megan starts unbuckling the fuck-me-pumps on Ariana’s feet as Ariana opens the buttons holding her robe together. 

Myra comes to me and wraps her arms around my neck.  She smiles up at me a moment.  Then she winks and attacks my mouth.  I kiss her as aggressively as she kisses me.  I reach down and loosen the tie of her gown.  I keep a hand on her lower back with my left hand, as I open her dress with my right to caress her flesh
.

She breaks the kiss as my hand runs over the bare flesh of her back from shoulders to buttock.  I tell her, “I love you, Myra.  It tore me apart that I wasn’t there to protect you.”

“It’s okay, Darling,” she says.  She raises her left leg and wraps it around my hips and presses into me.  “I should have shuttled everyone out of there while you had mother under influence.  It is my fault.  I knew she was having difficulties, and I made a mistake.  It is my fault, Beloved.” I bury my face into her neck, nibbling and sucking her flesh. 

She moans and says, “And yet, you came for me.  You saved my ladies.  You came to save me.  You saved Selene, who we all thought was a lost cause.  You are more than I deserve.  Please make love to me, Jack.  Now!  I’m dripping with desire for you, Jack.”

“Hold that thought, my Darling.  We have work to do.  Making love to you will help.  Give me just a minute, please.” 

She looks at me quizzically for a moment before I see the gears click into place.  She nods and smiles, “I look forward to being your assistant, Doctor Jerome.”

I chuckle as I push her dress off her shoulders.  I squat down, pick it up, and then trail my fingers and lips up her gorgeous, long legs.

“Hurry up, Jack!  Mama needs some lovin’!” she exclaims in a horrific parody of a southern accent.

“Me too,” comes from Megan and Morgan.  Ariana is oblivious as she stares behind me at the doorway.

There is a woman that looks ‘middle-aged,’ like a healthy, 40-year-old human.  She has short, razor-cut, tawny brown hair.  She is brushing her hands down her dress, which she immediately follows by trying to check her hair.  She freezes in mid-motion as she notices Ariana’s regard.  Seeing Trina 
behind her shoulder, I put the pieces together.  She has a softer version of Trina’s athletic figure with smaller breasts.  She’s wearing a simple button-down-the-front, mid-calf length amber colored cotton dress with a print of little red flowers.  The lapels of the dress are pressed to lie like those on my Hawaiian shirts.  Lorraine drops her hands to smooth her dress over her lapels, breasts, and abdomen again.  She drops her hands to her side, decides to wring them in front of her waist, and then drops them to her sides again.

Ariana stares at her with blatant hunger. 

Lorraine takes two steps into the room and drops to her knees gracefully and bows from the seiza.  Keeping her head to the ground she says clearly, “My Queen, I was summoned.  How may I serve you?”

Megan removes the second shoe and gets out of the way as Ariana stands wearing only her black stockings and teddy - not a camisole after all.

She walks over to Lorraine and drops to her knees beside her.   Ariana lays over Lorraine and lays her face against her back.

“Lorraine, why did you abandon me?” Ariana moans.  “I need you, my Love!”

“But, my Queen!  You sent me away.  You said ‘Away from me, you traitorous Lauglin!’  You actually said you would have me killed if I showed my face again,” Lorraine cries as she squirms and pivots until she is holding Ariana in her arms.

Ariana grabs Lorraine’s face, “Honey, I’m mentally ill.  I’m only able to function because Jack is nearby.  I need to have you with me!  I can survive without you, but I can’t LIVE!  I need you, Beloved!”  She kisses Lorraine, gently.  Lorraine holds Ariana’s cheeks as the kiss lingers. 

I turn away to see Myra prancing naked to lay her dress 
across a chair in the corner.  Morgan has just finished removing her boots and is standing up off the bed as she unbuttons the leather vest she is wearing.  Megan points to Daphne and Trina in the doorway.  Daphne points to the sitting room and whispers, “Call if you need us, Master.” 

I nod and turn back to see Megan unbuttoning her silk blouse.  She winks at me as she saunters up to me.  She pulls the blouse out of her skirt and slides it off her shoulders as she plants a kiss on my lips.  She’s wearing work attire, which translates into her creamy, moon-kissed breasts are encased in a pretty nude lace push-up bra.  Knowing how she looks without it, I’m thinking the bra isn’t doing much work.  She proves my point as she reaches back and unfastens her brassiere and lowers it from the globes of her breasts.  They don’t drop a millimeter.

Suddenly there is a finger under my chin, lifting my gaze to Megan’s.  She has a wicked grin as she asks, “Are you enjoying the view, my Lord?”

“Very much, Megan.  You’re so beautiful that it boggles my mind,” I tell her.  “How did you end up being mine?”

She raises her eyebrows as her hands drop, “It might be that my girlfriend thinks you’re hot.”  I hear a zip and then the sound of fabric sliding.  Then she says, “Or it might be the way you make me feel when you look at me...” She steps out of her skirt, kicks it up, and catches it in her hand.  “... or how you listen to me with respect when I’m advising you on legal and financial matters.  It might be the way you make my body sing when you kiss me or touch me…”  With that presses her body against me and kisses me again.

I feel another warm body press up against me.  Megan breaks our kiss, and I see Morgan pressed up against us in her birthday suit.  She says, “Baby, come help me get Mommie-Dearest into bed, so Jack can work his magic.”  Then she looks at 
me and says, “Dear Brother-in-law, you are wearing way too many clothes.  Get naked!” she commands.

Then I hear a spank, and Morgan jumps with an, “Ooo!”

Myra sticks her head in to kiss Morgan’s cheek, “Get to bed, Sissi.  Megan and I will arrange everything for you and Mother.”

Megan bends down to pick up her brassiere and blouse.  She kisses my package on the way back up before she runs over and lays her clothes carefully on the chair with Myra’s dress. 

Myra tells me with a grin, “Get with the program, husband!  Get naked!”  Then she goes to assist Megan with getting Ariana and Lorraine on their feet. 

I loosen my boots,  kick them off, and pad to the loo for a quick release of my bladder.  I wash up and head back to the bedroom when Morgan wraps her arms around me and presses her body to me.  “Good idea, Jack.”  Then she skips around me to relieve herself. 

I walk out to the bedroom to see Lorraine sliding the straps of Ariana’s teddy off her shoulders while Ariana is hurriedly unbuttoning Lorraine’s dress.  Their lips are still locked.  I go stand by the chair that is acting as an impromptu valet and pull off my shoulder rig, Gisela - the sword belt, tech shirt, jeans, socks, and then my boxers.  I lay them all out to avoid messing up the ladies’ garments and then turn to the room.  Morgan is standing next to Ariana, and it’s uncanny how much alike they look.  Both have the long, nearly black hair hair.  Ariana’s is just past shoulder length whereas Morgan’s is halfway down her back.  Ariana has the mature version of Morgan’s fit, lush figure.  They both have full conical breasts.  Morgan’s are probably C cups that stand out straight and proud.  I’m sure she could pass the pencil test.  Ariana probably wouldn’t pass the pencil test unless you used a fat 
pencil. Her breasts are a little larger and heavier, so they hang a little lower.  However, her breasts are full and the nipples still point up.  Both have flat stomachs.  Morgan’s has some visible cuts around her muscles, whereas Ariana is just smooth flat flesh.  Morgan’s waist is narrower, and Ariana’s hips flare more.  Ariana shaves and looks like she is in need of some maintenance.  Morgan has a small, sparse thatch above her mons that I suspect is au naturel
.  They look more like sisters than Megan and Myra do.

I notice Lorraine checking me out as she holds her dress together.  I walk up and bow to her.  “Hello, Lorraine.  I am Jack Jerome.” 

Trina rushes in and holds me.  She kisses my lips briefly and says, “Mummy, Jack is my Master.  He is Myra’s husband.  He is the Lord I serve.”  She releases me and then wraps her arms around her mother and stage whispers into her ear,  “If you can convince him to fuck you, you won’t regret it.”

Lorraine looks at Trina, “Oh really?  Have you, Trina?” she asks.  I think she is expecting a different answer than what she gets.

“Yes, Mummy!  As often as I can!  I gave him my ‘man virginity.’  I’ve had him frequently by myself, with Myra, with Daphne, oh, and we had quite the party with all the Ravens over Thanksgiving.  He is the only man I will take.  I make the recommendation with authority!”  Then she kisses Lorraine’s cheek, kisses my lips, and sashays out the bedroom door. 

I hear Trina say from the living room, “Call me if you need me to feed you energy, Master!”  A chorus of laughing female voices erupts in the sitting room outside.

I tell Lorraine, “I’m tempted to go look at who all is out there, but we have work to do.  Basically I think this is 
the plan.  My wife may correct me at any moment, so be prepared to adjust.”  Lorraine actually smiles at that.  I see where Trina gets it from.  “I will assess Ariana’s and Morgan’s injuries, and then I will lie down in the middle of the bed.  Ariana and Morgan will tuck up against me, and I’ll wrap my arms around them.  I will fill them with healing energy, stopping periodically to update my assessment based on progress made.  You will cuddle up to Ariana and pour as much of your love into her as you possibly can.  It’s a mental and emotional exercise.  As tightly wound as the two of you seem, I am certain you’ll have no issues.  Questions?”

Lorraine gives me an appraising look, “I suppose you want me naked.”

I start to get a little exasperated.  “Lorraine, I’m sure there is a beautiful figure under that dress, but ogling you is not why I am here.” 

She smiles minutely as she shrugs out of her dress and says, “But you will anyway, right?”

Correctly guessing what to expect, I manage not to scope her out.  I cup her face with my left hand and step in to kiss her cheek before stepping back and removing my hand.  I keep my eyes on hers.  “Only if it would please you, dear lady.”

Lorraine tilts her head, “Honestly, I think it would please me very much, Jack.”  So I do.

I let my eyes roam over her lovely face with just a few crows feet at the corners of her warm brown eyes.  I start nodding as I scan down to her slender graceful neck and prominent collarbones, her slightly sculpted shoulders, her lean torso, her small but still full breasts, her flat stomach, bald pussy, and lean strong legs.  I look back up into her eyes and make a ‘turn around’ motion with my hand.  She does a graceful, efficient model’s turn to show me a reasonably firm bum and 
lean muscular back. 

I put my hands on her shoulders to freeze her in place and place my mouth next to her ear, “Ariana is a VERY lucky woman, Lorraine.”  Then I kiss her cheek as Little Jack gives up staying loose and bumps her butt cheek.  I back away, and she turns around to face me.

She looks down at Little Jack rising to his full glory, and a warm genuine smile blooms on her face.  She looks into my eyes and says, “It does my heart good to see I have that effect on a handsome man one last time.”

I shake my head with a warm smile too, “Lorraine, I suspect you will be featuring in young mens’ fantasies for at least another hundred years.  If Ariana can’t manage to keep you happy, you will always have a home in my family.”

Lorraine’s eyes moisten as she says, “No wonder my Katrina loves you so much.”  She wipes her eyes and says, “I’m ready to assist as needed, my Lord.”

I wrap her in a one-arm hug as I turn to the room.  “Okay ladies, we still have a lot to do today. Let’s not tarry any longer.  I need to do a quick assessment of Ariana and Morgan to see where I need to send healing energy and cellular instructions.  Then each of you will snuggle up against me in the bed, while I dump as much healing energy into each of you as I possibly can.  Lorraine will snuggle up to Ariana and caress her and kiss her while I do that, and …  Where is Esmi?”

Morgan says, “Probably lurking in the hall outside the guard station, Jack.”  Then she yells, “Bring Esmerelda to me!”

A short moment later, a whoosh of shadow flies into the room.  It coalesces into Esmi’s bat form.  Then she opens and raises her wings and transforms into her Sidhe form in less than about 30 seconds
.

“You bellowed, my beloved Princess?” she asks Morgan. 

Morgan tells her, “Hurry up and strip off, my Love.  We’re going to bed with Jack!”

Esmi’s eyes open wide, and then she peels off her boy shorts and sports bra while I reiterate.  “Lorraine will snuggle up to Ariana and caress her and kiss her while I pump healing energy into Ariana.  Esmi will do the same for Morgan.  Myra, Megan, and it sounds like the rest of my ladies are queued up to keep me filled with loving energy.  Hopefully I don’t drain myself like I did earlier, but if so, they will fill me back up.”

I ask Myra, “Is that about right, Beloved?” 

She smiles and nods her head vigorously, “That’s right, my beloved husband.  We’re missing five.  Christie is keeping company with the Summer contingent here as she sits with her sister.  Mari, Sowie, Tiphanae, and Charli are all guarding the assassin.  Solange and Corrina will be here momentarily.  They are having a little conversation with the other Raven squads about their Commander’s failing.  I think it’s meant to be more ‘corrective action’ than coup, but we’ll learn more later.  Your Goblin ladies may get a chance to mount their Lord for the first time.  Chelsea said she will pass until she has her alone time with you first, but to count her in for future festivities.  Supreet has lost her tail, but is offering to bring ‘six arms and six tits to the party’ - her words.”

I chuckle as I see a crowd of beautiful ladies sticking their heads in the doorway.  “Just to ensure everyone is clear, I’m not going to be very active with my ladies as I’ll be focused on those that need healing.  Is everyone clear on what you need to do?”

I get a chorus of ‘yes’ variants.

I beckon Ariana and Morgan to me.  I pull them both into 
an embrace.  I lean my head against Morgan’s head first.  I remember the visible scars when I skimmed through her brain before.  I figure I should start by checking my earlier hurried assessment.  I can see the scars from Laurel’s attention, but they are fainter and the ‘ruts’ through her mind are less defined and shallower than her mother’s.  I switch my attention to Ariana and place my forehead on hers.  Her mind looks like a battlefield.  It’s worse than last time.

I open my eyes in wonder, “Damn!  Ariana, what did that witch do to you?  I’m surprised you’re still alive.” 

She responds, “I fought hard today, Lord.  The harder I fought the more power she would pour into my brain.  I think only your presence feeding and what you did to me Saturday night allowed me to survive.  You left me a connection, and I’ve been using it.  Once I recognized you, I started drawing hard on you.”

“Shit!  No wonder I’m drained!” I exclaim.  I send to Eliana *Did you know I did that?
*

She responds immediately, *No, Lord!  I wasn’t with you when you established it.  I thought you were just pushing out a lot of power intentionally.  I’ll help you shut that down right away!
*

*Wait!  Not until after I finish healing her this morning!  I don’t know what it will do if she’s drawing on it that heavily.  We repair first, then cut the cord.  Okay?
*

*Yes, Lord.  Very clear.  That’s probably the safest approach,
* she agrees.

I extricate myself from the knot of beautiful, nude ladies and crawl to the center of the bed.  I think it’s about half-again as wide as a king-size bed.  I settle a pillow under my head.  Morgan lays on top of me and kisses me insistently, driving her tongue into my mouth.  She finally relents and then settles onto my left side.
 

Esmi crawls onto the bed behind her and leans forward for a quick brush across my lips before Ariana kisses me with as much passion as any of her daughters ever have.  As she releases my lips, her hand reaches down and strokes Little Jack lightly.  She implores me, “Please heal me, Lord Jack.”  Then she releases my cock and snuggles in under my right arm.  She hooks her right leg over mine, but I tell her, “No, dear Ariana.  This is for healing.  This isn’t meant to be sexual for you.  This is more like ‘Sidhe comfort.’  Skin-on-skin contact, warmth, and affection.  If not for the connection you’ve been drawing off of, I probably wouldn’t need my ladies to energize me and there would be no sexual element at all.  This is the ‘innocent’ variety of love.  Okay?” 

“Yes, Lord Jack,” she pouts prettily as she pulls her leg off mine and cuddles her face onto my chest.

Lorraine crawls up behind her.  She leans over and kisses my lips gently, warmly, with just a touch of hunger.  I rub my nose against hers as she smiles at me and drops down to cuddle Ariana with her chin tucked over Ariana’s shoulder.  I look to my left to find Esmi is in the same position.  I caress Esmi and Lorraine’s backs gently as I close my eyes and breath deeply.  I envision the damage in Ariana’s brain and focus first on restoring the ‘ruts’ and closing the gateways into and out of her mind.  For Morgan, the ‘rut’ restoration is minimal.  I will be able to start on massaging her emotional patterns to level them out and clearing the obstructions from her neural pathways fairly quickly.  Since I don’t have a female mind, I know I’ll have to alternate back and forth between them.  I’ve never been jealous of the female mind, but I could sure use their multitasking ability now.  ‘Too bad, Home Team.  Get Busy!
’

I wrap both ladies in an aura of love and focus first on Ariana’s healing and then Morgan’s.  Then on Ariana, then on 
Morgan.  Then Ariana, then Morgan.  Over and over again.  Ariana for four breaths, Morgan for four breaths.  Over and over again.  I open me eyes and assess Ariana again.  I close my eyes, adjust my focus, and then back to four breaths of healing energy for Ariana, then Morgan for four breaths.  I repeat the cycle a few more reps before I open my eyes and reassess Morgan.  She’s coming along nicely; I don’t need to change anything, yet.  I feel a touch on my leg and see Myra looking down at me with a loving smile.  Megan pulls up a chair for Myra, who sits and leans forward to wrap herself around my left leg.  As I finish my fourth breath for Morgan, Megan returns with her own chair.  She cuddles up my right leg.  I close my eyes and turn back to Ariana.

Ariana four breaths.  Morgan four breaths.  Repeat.  Repeat.  Repeat.  I’m sure my two lovers are not overwhelmingly entertained, but they continue to hug and caress my legs.  The next time I pause to assess Ariana, Megan reaches up and strokes Little Jack.  It feels wonderful, but it’s too distracting.  I look down at her with sorrow and shake my head.  She nods her understanding, kisses my leg, and resumes hugging and caressing my leg.  I adjust what I’m doing for Ariana and go back to pushing updated instructions into her mind and flooding her with energy.  I go through a couple more rounds of Ariana, Morgan, Ariana, Morgan, and then I stop to reassess Morgan.  It looks like all her neural pathways are perfect.  I change to focus on her emotional health.  Four breaths to Morgan, and then four back to Ariana.

I keep the rotation going, reassessing their progress, adjusting what I’m telling their bodies to do, and then flooding them with energy.  I continue cycle after cycle - heal, heal, reassess, etcetera
.

Finally, I’m reassessing Morgan, and I realize that she’s done.  She’s healed!  I prod and poke with my mind into hers.  I see no issues.  I continue to focus on Ariana for several more 
turns until she seems like her mind and emotions are in reasonably good shape.  I turn and kiss Ariana’s cheek.   Her eyes open, and I tell her, “I’m going to influence you, Ariana.  You will remember everything I tell you and you will be able to ask me to change my guidance later.  Are you okay with that?”

Ariana scrutinizes my face for a moment.  Finally, she whispers, “Do it, Lord Jack.”

I exert influence and tell her, “Ariana, listen to me and obey.  Do not push me into a pocket.  These instructions are to help you heal.  When I’m finished giving you instructions, you will fall asleep and execute them while you sleep.  You will reinforce that you are strong, capable, loving, and dedicated to your people.  You will work to order your thoughts.  You will determine which are truly yours and those which have been planted by someone else.  Then you will determine whether any of those that were planted might have value.  If you find some in this category, you will write them down when you awake.  Then you will purge all of the planted thoughts from your mind.  You will not draw on our connection as you no longer need it.  Are my instructions clear?” 

Ariana looks into my eyes adoringly, “Yes my Lord.”

I kiss her lips tenderly, letting the touch linger.  “Sleep now, Ariana.  You will sleep until you hear your name called.”

She closes her eyes and falls asleep and then immediately awakens.  “Hello, Jack.  You might want to change your instruction.  Titania is railing against me.  I won’t be asleep long enough to fulfill your instructions.”

“Okay,” I tell her.  “Sleep until Lorraine and Morgan call your name together, I call your name, or someone nibbles on your ear.  Clear?”  She smiles as her eyelids slowly close, and she falls into a restful slumber.

*Eliana, please shut down the connection.
*  I feel what she is doing, and then I feel a headache coming on.

I twist and sit up to rub my temples as I do some deep breathing.  Myra asks, “Are you getting a headache again, Jack?”

“Yeah,” I groan softly.  “I’m going to need some more fuel, water, and some of that special medicine that only my family can give me.”  I smile at her gently.

Megan runs out into the sitting room, “I need food and water for Jack right now.  What do we have?”  There’s a murmuring that I think is Daphne before Megan responds, “Great!  Let me have the basket please.”  She steps to the bed and lifts out a chunk of cheese.  I take a bite out of it and chew it slowly.

I look down at Morgan.  She is watching me as she reclines back into Esmi’s arms. I pivot to sit perpendicular to the line of her body before I swallow the cheese.  I tell Morgan, “Please sit up in front of me, Morgan.  Myra, Megan, please sit on either side of her.  Esmi, you can stay behind her and keep pouring your love into her.” 

I assess Myra’s brain and then I compare Morgan’s to hers.  Morgan’s is almost identical structurally.  The traffic along the neural pathways and emotions are unique to her, but that is expected.   There is one difference ‘structurally’ that concerns me.  I assess Megan’s brain and compare Morgan’s to hers.  Mega’s is the same as Myra’s.  Ariana’s resembles Myra’s and Megan’s.  I consider comparing Esmi to Morgan but as a Nighthag, I would expect her brain to have structural differences.

I turn around, “Lorraine, would you come kneel beside me?  I need your help.”

Lorraine unwraps from Ariana, “Certainly, Jack.”  She gets up and walks to the foot of the bed and then squeezes past 
Megan to take the position I indicated.  She keeps her knees close in a perfect Geisha seiza, but I can smell her arousal.  I look in her eyes and then very deliberately slide my gaze down her lean, beautiful body.  She shuts her eyes and shivers with arousal as I take her in.  I let her see my lust for her before I slowly smile at her.  She bites her lip like a young girl as I close my eyes and assess her brain.  Comparing Lorraine to Morgan, again I see the same structural difference.

I turn to my beautiful patient, “Morgan, what behavior do you do that no Sidhe would ever do.”

She chuckles, “I tell lies, my Lord.  It is how I saved Sissi.  We put on theatre in my torture chamber, and then I marched out and reported to Mommie-Dearest that I had whipped the shit out of her and about cut her tits off with my strokes.  It was fabulous acting.”

Myra says, “I took part in the theatre too, Jack.”

I nod, “Yes, but that was misdirection.  That’s allowed.  Sidhe cannot lie.  Honestly, it's one of the things I love about the Sidhe.  I have always tried to conduct myself the same way since I left the army, but for me it’s a behavior preference.  It’s not a biological imperative.  Morgan, I intend to fix it.  Are you okay with that?”

She shrugs, which has an interesting effect on her breasts.  I shake my head to focus, which irritates the headache.  Megan jumps off the bed as Morgan says, “It was useful, but I’m hopeful I don’t need it ever again.  I am good enough at evasion and misdirection that I don’t need to be able to lie explicitly.  Besides, telling the truth can be very entertaining sometimes.”

“Okay, sweetie.  Let’s fix that,” I tell her. 

Before I start, Megan returns holding something in front of my face that I didn’t expect to ever see again.  I’m mesmerized, “
Is that Ritter Sport Trauben Nuß?  The absolutely best chocolate in the world with hazelnut and raisins?” 

Megan laughs, “Yes, Jack!  It’s my favorite.  I get it at Trader Joe’s or Aldi.  They always carry Ritter, but I stock up whenever they get the fruit and nut variety.  Cadbury will carry you in an emergency, but they are not the same.”

“Exactly!  The Cadbury version is pretty good, but it’s sweeter and has less cocoa flavor.  I prefer Ritter.  One more reason to love you, Megan.”  I kiss her, but she breaks off pretty quickly.

“Don’t just admire it, Jack!  Eat!  You need the fuel,” she tells me.  I bite off a square and chew it slowly and savor the treat.  She feeds me three more squares and then licks her fingers as she locks her eyes on mine.

“Goddess, that’s hot!” Morgan exclaims.

We all laugh.  The headache is still there, but I think I can do this last piece of work before I need to take a break.  I breathe deeply as I find the correct level of abstraction.  Once I’m ready, I clasp Morgan’s face in both hands and will the changes in her mind.  I pull her face to me and kiss her, sending loving, healing energy into her.  It’s done!

Morgan has wrapped her arms around me and is chasing my tongue around her mouth.  ‘How’d that get there?
’ I think to myself.  I push her face back gently.  The headache is getting worse.

“I’ve got to take a break.  Esmi, she’s all yours,” I say.

“No, she’s not, Jack.  I think she’s been yours from the moment you met her.  You might as well fuck her and have a complete set of sisters,” Esmi says as she pops up behind Morgan and wraps her in a hug.  “Isn’t that right, Princess?”

Morgan turns to look at her, “Yes, Esmi.  It is.   I love you and 
want you to be my partner in life, but I want Jack to make love to me desperately.  I want him to make love to you, too.  You deserve to have that.”

I’m about to respond when Megan says, “Then come out to the sitting room.  All his women are going to shower Jack in love.  It’s all prepared.  Come!”  Megan jumps off the bed, and her pretty full breasts bounce and then point back at my eyes.  She giggles and grabs a hand each from Morgan and Esmi before dragging them off the bed and out the door.   Cheers greet them as they step into the sitting room.

Myra scoots into Megan’s spot and wraps her arms around Lorraine, who is still kneeling beside me.  She asks her lover’s mother, “Do you want my man to love you, Lorraine?  Do you want my husband to lay you down and fuck you as only a strong man can?  Do you want him to adore you?”

She opens her eyes and takes a ragged breath before answering simply as she looks into Myra’s eyes, “Yes.”

Myra hugs her and kisses her.  “Then do, Darling.  You’ve been so good to me throughout my life.  I know you love my mother and are committed to her not just as a subject to a queen, but as a loving life partner.  You are the partner my father could never be.  She would not begrudge you this.  I suspect she will want a turn herself.  Lie in my husband’s arms.  He will shower you with love as you shower him with love in return.  It will be beautiful.   Go,” she says as she gives Lorraine a gentle push.

Myra looks at me and says with a broad smile, “Do me proud, husband.”  Then she leans forward to kiss me and dismounts the bed to walk to the sitting room.

“Give me just a second, Lorraine.  I’m trying to get this headache under control.”  I close my eyes and breathe deeply for a few breaths.  At the third one, I feel her breasts against my 
face and her arms around my head in a hug as she presses her body against me. 

I wrap my right arm around her and hug her close.  She says, “Trina told me what you’re going through.  Let my love heal you, Jack.”  She kisses the crown of my head.

I’m still sitting cross legged perpendicular to the edge of the bed.  I reach my left arm out to caress her wonderfully soft skin as she holds me.  I feel her love enfold me. 

I open my eyes and look into hers.  Her eyes are wide, but fearful.  As though she fears I will reject her love.  That is NOT going to happen.  I squeeze her to me tighter with my right while I run the fingers of my left through her beautiful, silky, feathered brown hair.

I tell her, “Lorraine, you are a physically and spiritually beautiful woman.  I am honored that you give your love to me, Gorgeous.”  I kiss her and let my passion for her rise as my hunger for her drives me to devour her lips.  I grab a handful of tushy and lift her to sit her in my lap with Little Jack pointing straight up, pinned between us.

I hold her with my left as my right hand roams her sleek body.  I squeeze her bum, caress her legs, back, arms, and finally her small, beautiful breasts.  She moans into my mouth as I cup her breast and caress first one, then the other.  I tease her nipples and eventually pull on them gently.

I stop kissing her long enough to cup her face and tell her, “I am going to devour you, Lorraine.  I want to hear your moans, groans, and cries of passion.  You won’t disturb your love.  Give me everything you have, Darling.”

I lay her back onto the bed as I resume kissing her.  Her legs open as I rotate out from under her, and I am washed in the smell of her arousal.  I cup her sex as I start kissing down her neck, down her chest until I arrive at her breasts.  I suck 
her entire right breast into my mouth and maintain suction on it.  Lorraine gasps and wraps her arms around my head to pull me closer.  I slide my fingers through her wet folds as I use the suction of my mouth to pull on her whole breast.  It slowly slides out until I’m only suckling her nipple.  I lick, nibble, and lightly bite it as I slide a finger into Lorraine’s entrance.  She flexes her abs to push her sopping wet pussy into my right hand.  I pull my left hand from under her and grasp her nipple firmly between its fingers as I move my mouth to her left breast and suck it all into my mouth as I slowly drive my digit in and out of her sopping wet pussy.

“Oh!  Jack!  I’m almost there - OOOOH!” she gasps as I push another finger inside her.

I continue to pump her pussy with my fingers while I start treating her left nipple like I did her right.  Then I back my fingers out a bit.  She whimpers prettily until I start curling them quickly against that magic spot rapidly.  I pinch and pull her right nipple with my fingers as I clamp my teeth gently around her left, pulling it and lashing it with my tongue. 

Lorraine is bucking on the bed, pinned beneath my torso as I lay across her to suckle her left breast.  She wraps both arms around my head and holds me close  Then she screams as I feel a couple of squirts and a little longer spray over my hand.  She’s squirming, trying to get away from the over-stimulation.  She releases my head and is trying push her way back to the headboard.  I let her go and slide over her leg to land in the puddle she is leaving on the comforter.    Then I bury my face into the wet folds in front me - licking and nibbling her labia, licking her hole, and licking all the way up to her hard little nubbin sticking out of the apex of her inner labia.  I give her clit some well-deserved attention, first licking it, then sucking it gently, alternating back and forth.  I don’t get much going on before she grabs both ears and pulls 
me up.  I crawl up her body, kissing every morsel of flesh that passes my face until I’m looking down into her wide eyes.

“What are you doing to me, Jack?” she asks with wonder in her voice.

I murmur, “Loving you, Lorraine.  Just loving you!”  We share a passionate kiss as she slowly gets control of her body back.

She pushes my face back and looks at me like she’s trying to memorize every inch of my face.

“Please, Jack.  Take me now,” she pleads.

I reach down and wet Little Jack in her dripping moisture before posting him at the door of heaven.  Then I look in her eyes as I slowly push forward into her tight wetness.  I can’t believe she ever pushed a baby out of this channel!  She is tight, wet, and I feel her start to clamp down on me as I press slowly into her.

“Aah!,” she moans.  She looks back into my eyes, “Jack, you feel so good inside me.  It’s been a long time since I’ve been stretched like this.”

I only make it in about half-way before I have to stop.  She’s still not relaxed enough after that strong orgasm to allow me to just drive in.  So I back out and push forward with a little more force.  After a couple of more repeats I find myself hilted in her.  I hold my weight on my right elbow as I reach down and squeeze her bum before returning it to help hold my weight off her.  She sighs, and I kiss her gently as I adjust my weight to keep from squishing her. 

I slowly start to move again.  She squeezes me as I pull out and then relaxes as I push in.  I set a steady rhythm of long strokes, kissing her all the while.  Eventually she tilts her head up and moans.  She gasps, “Love me like you do Trina, Jack!
”

I stop mid stroke and look at her.  “I can’t do that, Lorraine.”  Sorrow shows in her face, so I hurry to explain.  “My love for Trina is unique to her, and it’s separate from all my other ladies.  Just like my love for you is separate and unique to you, Beloved Lorraine.  I love you only like I love you.  No one else.  However, I can show you one of her favorite techniques.”

She says, “Jack, I belong to Ariana.”

I nod, “Yes, you do.  I won’t say her name, because she’s doing important work now.  But know this.  You also now belong to me.  You are mine.  I am yours.  I may never get to make love to you again, but you are mine regardless.  You have your own special place in my heart.  Understand?”  She kisses me passionately as she locks her heels behind my ass and squeezes me.

She finally releases me and looks at me.  “I love you, Jack Jerome.  If I have another child, I want it to be yours.  I may come knocking on your door one day to knock me up.”  She grins, “So what is this technique my daughter is so fond of?”

“Hold tight, beautiful.  Arms and legs both!”  She does, and I slide off the bed.  I catch her ass in my right hand as I press with my left to get into a standing position.  Then I walk over to the wall separating the sitting room.

I grin at her, “My ladies are going to love this.”  I push her back against the wall and hold her ass with my right hand as my left snakes inside her legs to hook her knee.  I pull out and slam into her with a thud as her ass hits the wall.  I hook my right arm under her other knee and grab a handful of her left ass cheek.  I squeeze it and slide my left hand to fist her hair close to the scalp. 

I pull out and slam into her again, and she groans.  I tilt my head to whisper in her ear.  “I’m going to mark you as mine, 
Lorraine.  I’m gonna mark you and fuck you so hard you won’t be able to walk!”

She whimpers as I lean in and start suckling her neck as I pull back and slam into her again.  She shouts at the force of it. 

I pull back and do it again.  “Oh!” she gasps. 

“Do you want me to stop, Lorraine?”

She moans, “Never, my Lord.”

I set a fast pace of brutally slamming into her hot wet pussy.

“Who do you belong to?”

“Ari!  I belong to Ari!”

“Yes you do, Lorraine.  Who else, Love?  Who else do you belong to?”  I punctuate every other word with a thrust while I tickle her rosebud with my right index finger.

“Yoooou!” she croons.  “Jaaaaack!  Jack!  Jack!  Jack!” And then she screams, “JAAAAAAAAACK!”  She is spasming on my cock and fluid seeps from the tight seal she has around Little Jack to drip on my feet.  That does it!  I spurt my seed deep into her womb, driving hard with my hips and legs as I pummel her pussy, her feet flying into the air with each thrust. Finally I lose steam until I stay hilted in her, suckling her neck. 

Satisfied that I’ve marked her sufficiently, I whisper in her ear. “Mine!  You, Lorraine, are MINE!”

She nods her agreement, “Yes, Jack!.”

She pulls my face in front of hers and whispers vehemently, “I am yours!”  Then she kisses me like I am her last meal. 

I feel a hand on my shoulder, and Trina’s face appears.  “Isn’t he a fantastic lover, Mummy?  I’m so glad you got to experience his love!”  She pulls my face into a quick kiss and then smiles at her mother, who I have pinned to the wall with my 
arms and my cock.

Lorraine says, “I would gladly run off and join your seraglio, Trina, but I can’t leave Ariana like that.  I wish I had known him when I had a body like yours, Darling.” 

I look at Lorraine, then I look at Trina.  Trina nods, and I wink at her.  I bury my face in Lorraine’s neck, close my eyes and remind her body how it was intended to be.  Her flesh tightens, her breast plump and rise, and the tushy in my hands tightens.

“Oooooh!  What are you doing, Jack?”  she gasps.  “It tingles.”

I finish and kiss her lips gently, “Fulfilling my Lady’s wish.   I didn’t touch your face.  Quite honestly, I adore those little crow’s feet at the corners of your eyes.  However, you have absolutely no reason to be self-conscious about wearing a bikini or going nude whenever, wherever you like.”

“Oh, now Ariana will definitely want a turn with you.  She’s very self-conscious ever since she failed the pencil test.  Mine are small enough it was never an issue.”

“You are beautiful, Lorraine.  I hope you come visit us often.  Even if I don’t ever get to make love to you again, I want to bask in the beauty of your spirit,” I tell her.

“Oh, rest assured, Jack.  You will get to make love to me again,” she says with a brilliant smile.

I juggle my hands around to let her legs hang, and then hold her while she gets her feet under her.  She stumbles a bit and then looks up at me with a little embarassment, “You did say you were going to fuck me until I can’t walk.  Please carry me out to the room, so your ladies can see how you tore my neck up, Lord,” she says with a twinkle in her eye.

I pick Lorraine up in a bridal carry and walk into the living room.  As I step through the doorway, a bevy of beautiful, 
naked ladies applaud.

Supreet, naked with all six arms and breasts on display in her hybrid form, calls across the room.  “You are getting quite the taste of the Winter Court, my Lord.  Perhaps you would like a taste of something spicy and Indian?”

The ladies roar with laughter, and I have to join them.   I lay Lorraine into a chair.  She pushes herself up as I say, “I have to agree, Supreet.  I’ve had a tasty kiss from the Winter Queen and all three of her daughters, Esmi, Corrina, Geri, Liesl, most of the Ravens.  Despite your spiciness, you being of the host are aligned with Winter, too.  Right?”  Everyone laughs as she raises her hands in mock surrender.

L’liana says, “Maybe a little taste from a sweet, young elf?” she asks.  Another round of laughter.

I see Chelsea sitting against the wall with hunger in her eyes without a stitch of clothing on.  Her body is as yummy as I imagined.  I wink at her, and she gives me a huge smile.  The Goblin Ladies are all eyeing me with varying degrees of the same hunger.  I ask L’liana, “Um, were you aware that I had a visit from the Lady of the West, Lili?  She reminded me that Elves have no strictures against lying.  Apparently that’s just a Sidhe thing.  So, how old are you, little girl?”

She stands up and preens her naked prepubescent-looking figure as she says, “Twenty-six!”

I ask, “How many times have you been twenty-six, Lili?”

“Um….,” she hesitates.  Then she says in a small, ‘little girl’ voice, “Almost five times, Beloved.”

“You know I love you regardless, right?” I ask. 

She gives me a big smile, “Well of course, my Lord!”

More laughs and chuckles from the gallery
.

I announce to the ladies assembled, “Lorraine is…”

“Oh my Goddess!” Corrina interrupts.  “Lorraine, you’re leaking!  We can’t waste that!  You can feed it to me from your fingers, or I can go direct to the source.  We cannot waste our Lord’s seed!”  Her eyes are serious. 

Lorraine says, “I’ll spoon feed you, Captain.  Come here, dear.”  She scoops the leaking emissions onto her fingers and Corrina walks over on her knees as a chorus of ‘Me, too’ ring in the air.  I kiss Lorraine gently in parting and get out of the way of Corrina’s treat. 

I walk over to Myra, who is curled up on the chair.  I tell her, “You first, my beloved wife.  I’ve missed you and worried about you.  Now I’m going to make love to you.”

She smiles warmly as she gets up and leads me by hand to the center of the floor, which is covered with pillows and cushions.  She kneels before me and says, “I know you’re probably thinking how you are going to make all your ladies feel special.  They all know they will eventually get many turns with you.  Even your newest fiancé, Chelsea, is confident she will get what she needs and much more.  Any comfort you give to Liesl and Geri will help them put this behind them, but they’re in pretty good shape.  Apparently you’ve been attentive to them already, and I understand Corrina got her needs cared for in the audience chamber.”  She looks at me sideways, “Lucky girl,” she grins.

I pull her to me, “But my wife has not had her welcome back into my arms.  You ready to feel loved, Myra?”

She looks deep into my eyes, “As long as you live, I will always feel loved, Jack.”

I kiss her as I lay her down in the cushions.  She pulls her legs wide to show me how ready she is for me.  I crawl over her 
and kiss her as Little Jack rises to the occasion.  Trina slides in next to Myra and kisses her as I slide into Myra’s slick, wet folds.  She moans into Trina’s mouth.  Then I get to kiss her.  Then Megan kisses Trina, and she kisses me.  Morgan and Esmi slide in to collect kisses from Myra, Trina, and myself.  Before too long I lose track of who does what to whom as we are buried in kisses and caresses.


Chapter 46 - A nice lunch


I
 spent about two hours making love to as many of my ladies as wanted it.  Chelsea joined in at one point, but kept her involvement to kisses and caresses.  Myra called up Liesl to follow her, and then Geri. Myra took another turn, and then Supreet shifted back to her serpent form, and everyone took turns caressing her silky, scaled skin and suckling her six nipples while I made love to her.  Megan and Corrina took a turn in there somewhere, as did L’liana, Solange, Trinity, Karla, Sherrine, and Frannie.  Grace came for kissing and cuddles, but something kept her back.  Likewise, Selene and Sera only came in for kisses and cuddles, but Sera’s kisses were pretty passionate.  Trina and Daphne were frequently tucked up close kissing me and whomever I was loving at the time.  If they weren’t there, then Myra and Lili or Supreet were. 





Later on, Morgan was riding me cowgirl while Esmi rode my face.  They both orgasmed, and then I hear another voice say, “Up Morgan.  I’m cutting in, love.”  Esmi slid off my face and turned to kiss me.  When she pulled away, Ariana was slotting Little Jack into her moist pussy.  I sat up and kissed her as she slid down onto him.  She moaned into my mouth 
as Lorraine whispered into my ear, “May I ride your face, Master?”  I pulled her into a kiss as she leaned me back and mounted my face.  Both ladies came several times, and then I finally blew my load into my MILF-in-law.  Lorraine slid off my face and helped me sit back up.  I kissed Ariana again.

“How do you feel, Ariana?” I asked her.

She said, “Much better, Jack.  Lorraine woke me by nibbling my ear about 20 minutes ago.  I ended up writing about two pages of thoughts that Laurel planted.  Most were shite.  Then Lorraine dragged me out to ‘have my mind blown.’  I’ve never heard her say that before.  Judging by the marks on her neck, you worked her over good.  I think you need to mark me like that, too!”

So, I did.

* * *

As Ariana lays back, a large grey hand puts a piece of apple in my mouth.

After chewing and swallowing the fruit, I reach to kiss Trinity’s hungry lips. 

I ask her, “Do you feel more secure in our family now, Trinity?”

She smiles with bared tusks, “I feel wonderful, Lord.  My first day with a new master, and he’s already fucked me and made me feel beautiful.”  Then she actually does a shimmy that get her breasts moving in a very provocative manner.

“You are beautiful, sweetie!  Help me up.”

Trinity grabs my arm and pulls me up.  I stumble past Lorraine and Ariana as Lorraine ensures that every sacred sperm in Ariana goes into her stomach.

As I make my way to the bedroom, I ask Eliana, *How is my 
energy level now?
*

She purrs, *Full up.  I’ve been charging actively for the last hour and a half.  Those ladies love you fiercely, Lord.
*

*Yes!  And I love them equally fiercely!  I’m very lucky!
*

Megan follows me in.  We kiss quickly before starting to dress.  “That was fun, Jack.  We should do that more often!”

I laugh, “I should be saying how worn out I am, but I feel vibrant and full of energy.  Plus, I have no idea how Little Jack kept up.  I came much more frequently than I should have been able to.”

She says, “Maybe it’s an innate Green Lord ability.” 

“Maybe,” I agree.  “Hey, Megan.  Let’s get a quick bite to eat and then head down to talk to the assassin.  Then we need to deliver Laurel to her mother.”

Suddenly, she’s all business.  “Sounds good, Jack.  I’ll let everyone know.  She grabs the remainder of her clothes and Myra’s dress before returning to the sitting room.

I pull on my boxers, jeans, and tech t-shirt.  I sit in the chair and pull on my socks and my tac-boots.  I pull on my shoulder rig, then wrap Gisela around my waist.  I detour to empty my bladder, wash up, and then I adjust Morningstar and Eventide.  Finally, I’m ready.  I walk out to the sitting room. 

Supreet is waiting, still in her serpent form, with her armor and weapons on.  She also found one of the Raven kilts, which she is wearing despite being in her full Naga glory.  She smiles at me and says, “Fiancé, that was amazing.  I hope you feel ever so much better.”

“I do!  Thank you, Honey!  And I noticed you are no longer hissing your ‘s’ sounds.”

I notice all the cushions are put away, too.  Louis has joined 
us, and the Goblin ladies are all back in uniform.  Corrina is talking to them all, and they are paying rapt attention.  Ariana and Lorraine are still naked and wrapped into a hug on the couch, whispering to each other.  L’liana is pulling her bodysuit up over her bare breasts.  She winks at me as she stuffs her arms into it.

She says, “You know that I have two tongues. Or two tonguessssss!”  I laugh and hug her to me.

I hear, “In here, Jack!” 

Supreet waves a Vana-hand towards the kitchen, where I see Megan standing in the doorway beckoning me. 

Megan calls, “Peg made a real lunch for you.  Let’s get you fed before you head out to talk to your would-be assassin.

I turn and call to Corrina, “C’rina Love, have our new members eaten?” 

She turns to me and shakes her head, “No, my Lord.  I’m about to rotate them to the dining hall.  They will be serving for about another hour.”

I nod, “Good plan, Captain.  Would you ensure that the rest of the family get there?  I’m especially concerned about Tiffy, Christie, Georgia, and Sera.  Also the Summer Knights. They may not know their way around.  I don’t recall seeing Georgia recently.”

“Georgia stayed with Christie, and they ensured the escort got fed.  Selene took Sera after they got their kisses.  Tiffy is in the dining hall now with Charli.  Mari and Sowie went first, Tiffy and Charli went after they returned,” she reports.

I smile, “I know you’re on top of things, Darling.  I did the same to my First Sergeant when I was in command.  He didn’t like it, but he finally figured out I was doing it because I cared rather than trying to sharp-shoot his job.
”

Corrina gives me a big grin, “It would be easy to get defensive, Jack, but I know how you operate.  I don’t mind.  I’m far from perfect.  It’s comforting you’re trying to make me the best captain I can be.”

She winks and turns back to the Goblin crew.  Louis takes Frannie & Sherrine with him.  Trinity, Karla, and Grace stay on guard by the corridor leading out. 

I walk into the kitchenette, to find Myra, Morgan, and Esmi seated at the table.  Megan grabs one of two folding chairs by the fridge and joins us.  There’s a pot in the center that looks like a short dutch oven.  Peg is standing on my chair scooping out a steaming shepherd’s pie into the shallow bowls as Myra holds the plates up.

“Wow, Peg!  That smells fantastic.  I’ve never gotten to eat your cooking!  I can’t wait!” I exclaim.

Trina walks out of the pantry and sets a jar of jam on the table.  She says, “You’re definitely in for a treat, Jack.”

Peg scoffs, “Och!  It’s nothing special.  Just a basic shepherd’s pie.  It’s not even lamb; it’s beef and veal.”  She leaves the spoon in the pot after serving up six dishes.  Trina walks up with the last folding chair as Peg surveys the table.  She nods her satisfaction and then leans on the table to ease her jump to the floor.

I snag her up before she jumps down and sit in the chair.  Then I seat her on my lap.  I look down at her, “I don’t see a plate for you, dear Peg.  Aren’t you eating?”

“Maybe later, my Lord.  I don’t eat much, and I have very irregular hunger,” she says.

“Is that normal?” I ask her.

She shrugs, “It’s hard to tell.  I’ve reached an age where I don’t 
have any precedents to compare to.  Normally, my people look similar to small humans with thicker peach fuzz over their bodies.  We mature from babies that would fit in your hand, to adults, and we stay that way for hundreds of years.  After that we age rapidly until we look like I do now.  Strength and flexibility remain for a few hundred years, and then we don’t so much die as fade away.  I think having someone to devote ourselves to is what allows us to survive, much the same way the love of your family and followers powers you, my Lord.  The oldest I’ve ever heard of was 2,943 years old.  As you know, I’m approaching 4,500.  Other than my joints being achy, I don’t really feel that different than when I started to age.”

She looks up at me, “Short answer is I’m just starting to get hungry.  I’ll be ready to eat after I clean up.”

I ask her, “Are you okay to sit here at table with us, Peg?  I’ll hold you securely.”

She looses an evil chuckle, “What?  All that fine Sidhe pussy didn’t heal you up?  You need some old Brownie loving, Lord?”

The ladies explode in laughter.  Esmi actually blows stew out her nose.

I chuckle, “You found me out, Peg.  Will you help me keep my secret?”

“Bah,” she says.  “Not much of a secret if you keep holding me in your lap!”  We all laugh again.

“Do you serve Ariana too, Peg?” I ask before taking a bite of the shepherd’s pie.  ‘Damn!  That tastes amazing!
’ I think to myself.

“No, Lord.  I only serve the Laughlin family.  Primarily Princess Katrina now, but also Lady Lorraine when she has need 
of it.  Like the rest of the Winter Court, the Nessus family has had Hobs in their service for as long as I can remember.  Brownies tend to serve the Summer Court, Hobs the Winter.”

“The Laughlin were Summer Court originally.  How did you link up with them?” I ask as I continue to devour the delicious food.

Peg says, “Lassie, butter a slice of bread for our Lord.  His hands are full of Brownie goodness.”  She cackles at her joke, and we all chuckle with her.  Then she shares her tale, “Well Lord, I told you after Yournian was murdered, my children and Alora’s kept me from jumping on the pyre with him and Alora.  After I stopped railing at them to let me join them, about two weeks later, they finally released me from the tree they tied me to.  At that point I had cried myself out.  I decided that the Summer Queen had to die.  I still had my looks at that point, and I figured I could get a Seelie Lord to take me on to get me into their Sith.  I bid my children goodbye, and Alora’s too.  Then I started walking towards the lands of the Seelie.”

I offer her my glass of water, and she takes a sip before continuing.  “A human or Green could have walked it in less than a couple of months.  As you may have noticed, my legs are considerably shorter.  Seven months after I started my journey, I finally found myself in the Seelie’s hunting ground.  I met a young Seelie lord that had just brought down a stag.  He had two companions with him, and they were discussing the politics of the court as they dismounted to finish and clean the stag.  I ambled up and offered to clean the stag for the Lord.  I had it dead, bled, gutted and skinned in less than an hour with the meat wrapped in the skin and a spear run through it for them to carry home.” 

“The young lord asked who I served.  I told him my family 
had been killed in the battle that killed our Green Lord.  He asked if I would serve him as he built his family.  His name was Bruce Laughlin.  I agreed, and he got me into the Sith.  It turns out that he was not a big fan of the Queen.  Her name was Mab, and she was a distant cousin of his.  He had a quiet romance with a young lady of the court who was a peer of the Summer Lady.   Eventually they married, and I served their household.  About the time their second child arrived, I started aging.  Over time I became a fixture of the Seelie Court, and the guards stopped paying attention to me.  I learned the Queen’s patterns, and eventually arranged to slip a poison into her evening drink.”

Peg reaches for my glass again.  I hold it for her as she sips.  “You’re a good lad, Jack.  The queen died a terribly painful death.  Her Brownie was a snot-nosed brat, as evil as his mistress.  He was judged guilty of killing her.  They roped him to four horses and then pulled the poor evil bastard into pieces.   The Summer Lady, who was actually quite nice and reasonable for a Seelie, became the Queen.  She appointed my Lord’s wife to be Summer Lady.  They became house Laughlin.  When half the clan came to Winter, I came along since the head of the family is the one that left.  I’ve served them ever since.”

I mop up the gravy in my bowl, and hold it out for Peg to bite.  I tell her, “That’s a fascinating history, Peg.  I appreciate you sharing your story.”

Peg chews her bite of bread thoughtfully, “I never thought I would see a Green Lord again.  Thank you for taking me into your service.”

I’m surprised, “Did you just thank me, Peg?”

“Yeah, I know.  Terrible manners.  I hope you’ll forgive me, Lord.  Now!” she exclaims.  “You’re done eatin’.  Dontcha have work to be about?” she asks brusquely
.

I laugh and pick her up as I stand.  Then I stand her up on my chair.  “Yes, ma’am.  Ladies, are you coming?”

Myra says, “Go ahead, Jack.  We’ll be along to accompany you to Summer.  My sisters and I need to talk to my mother before we leave.”

Trina say, “Let me kiss Mummy goodbye, and I’ll go with you, Master.”  She jumps up, folds her chair, and runs out to see her mother.

I kiss Peg on the cheek, “That was a very tasty meal, Peg.  Almost as nourishing as that fine Brownie loving!”

“G’long wid ya,” she cackles in response.

The ladies lead the way out, Megan putting her chair away enroute.  As I reach the door I turn back to see Peg standing on her chair wiping her eyes.  I whisper, “I love you, Peggy.  You are mine, and I am yours.”

She looks up at me, startled.  I wink at her, and then I hustle off to gather my guards.


Chapter 47 - Looking death in the face


C
orrina leads the way with my Goblins arrayed around me, Louis taking up the rearguard.  We march rapidly into the audience hall.  Georgia runs over to greet us.  Corrina signals the guards that Georgia is permitted just before she launches herself through their perimeter to attack me with hugs and kisses.  I ask her to relay to Christie that I will be ready to take her sister home in one hour or less.  She acknowledges the message with a ‘yes, Master’ before running back to inform her BFF.

Corrina takes off again and leads us through a labyrinth to the barracks of the Ravens and their cells.  Tiphanae and Charli join us as we pass the dining hall, so we arrive with a party of ten into the jail.

Corrina stops and introduces me to the Commander. “Claudette, this is my Lord, Jack Jerome.”  Claudette stands during the introduction.  “Jack, this is Claudette Nessus, Commander of the Ravens.” 

I give her a steely look, “Commander.  Just to be clear.  If you allow anything like what happened to Corrina, Liesl, or Geri to happen to my family again you will know my displeasure personally.  Ask Trevor how much fun that is.  Are we clear?
”

She bristles under the threat, but she gets herself under control rapidly.  “Yes Lord.  Crystal.  How many more of my command are you going to take away, Lord?”

I shake my head.  I tell her in a more conciliatory tone, “I’m not planning to take any.  As much as I despise how all of you are treated, I understand you provide a critical function to the court.  I’m trying to make the courts healthy, not denude them.  I would like to find a way to recruit Ravens that doesn’t make them feel ugly and unloved.  We can discuss your ideas for that at another time, if your Queen doesn’t beat me to the punch.  Is that reasonable?”

She nods her agreement, “Yes Lord.  I have to get rid of this ‘imperfection’ idea for any other option to work.”

“I agree,” I tell her.  “Although, if you start getting recognized as elite by the Queen and her Ladies and Lords, then I suspect you might start getting ‘perfect’ recruits over time.  Think about it.  You are welcome to visit us to discuss your ideas once we start receiving guests in our home.’

She bows her head, “I’m honored, Lord.”

I smile and give her a quick hug.  Then Corrina leads us into the cell block.

I see Tiphanae is wearing a Raven uniform like the Goblins.  Leather skirt and leather blazer all in charcoal grey with a light silk camisole under the jacket.  I see my car coat hanging on a coat rack before we go into the cells.  I snag it and whip it on.

“Open it,” Corrina orders.  Sowie snaps to attention and does just that.  She whispers to me, “I’m sorry I missed the party, my Lord.”

“Me too, Honey.  I’ll make it up to you when we get home,” I tell her
.

“Whenever we have a spare moment, Jack.  I’m not picky.  That ‘over the couch’ thing sounds like it might be fun,” she says with a smirk.

I laugh before I kiss her warmly.  I squeeze her extra-lean tushy before I walk through the cell door to find the pretty, dark-skinned Elf maiden sitting on a cushion on the floor with her eyes closed.  She has a manacle around her ankle and enough heavy chain that she could reach each corner of the cell if she wanted to expend the effort to drag the chain.  She is still naked.

I pull off my coat and check the pockets to ensure there are no weapons.  I pull out a pen and hand it to Corrina.   I hand the jacket to Mari.  Then I remove my shoulder rig and Gisela.  I hand them to Sowie.  I retrieve the coat from Mari and drape it over the shoulders of the naked Dark Elf.  Her eyes snap open and she blinks to the far left corner. I blink to the back right corner and arrive in time to catch her as she blinks in, apparently trying to wrap me in her chain.  I wrap my arms around her and kiss her.

That stops her cold.

I tell her, “I forgive you for the first attempt.  If you keep this up, I will have no choice but to fulfill your Matriarch’s expectations.”

I hear her speak for the first time, “How do you know we have a Matriarch now?  It was a Patriarch until three days ago.”  Her voice is a rich alto - warm, and soft as silk.

I hold her shoulders.  Her uplifted eyes are larger than average and mesmerizing.  The sclera are grey, but lighter than her skin.  Her irises are a stunning violet, similar to L’liana’s.  “I have sources.  I may be new to this, but I’m not new to combat, politics, building alliances, or information brokers.  If you want to know something, it can be found.
”

I continue, “You are the first of your people I’ve met.  What is your name?”

She smirks, “I am nameless.”

I don’t show any appreciation for her wit.  “I’m sure.  Don’t you think you deserve a name?  Don’t you think your clan has been ostracized long enough for a mistake made 4,000 years ago?  I’m relatively certain you don’t go around calling each other ‘nameless’ as the Hobgoblins do.  As a matter of fact, I’m pretty certain they don’t either.  Additionally, giving each of you a unique number would get tiresome pretty fast.  What is your name?”

“Why?” she challenges me.  “Do you think you own me since you saved my life?  That I’m a new sex toy?  I’m not your property.  You are mine to kill!”

I tell her, “I will not rape you or take pleasure from you unless you consent.  I can only own you if you offer yourself to me and offer me a bite of your flesh.  And if you think I am yours to kill, then do it.”

I kneel before her in seiza and look up into her lovely, up-slanted, violet eyes, “That chain on your leg should be able to do the job.  That is what you were trying for when you blinked, right?  Go ahead!  You were hired by possibly the most evil and most dangerous person on this planet to kill me because he’s afraid I can end him.  Go ahead!  Remove the only person with a chance of stopping him!  Fulfill your contract,” I challenge her.

She stares at me for nearly a minute before she slowly drops to her knees and collapses, face down.  I just watch her for a moment.  Her shoulders are shaking, but I can’t tell if she is laughing or crying.  Eventually, she pushes back to match my posture.  I see the sorrow and fear in her eyes
.

She says, “I actually met him in Marrakech to negotiate the contract.  He explained that he wanted to kill the Green Lord.  I was appalled.  We had destroyed our standing in the ancient world by taking that contract 4,000 years ago.  We have killed almost all of your kind under contract to the Seelie.  As you have seen, we have poisons designed to combat the Verdic abilities.  I don’t know how you defeated them.  You are the only one that has ever defeated the poison on the clasp.”  She pauses and then says, “I’m sorry.  I’m rambling.”

She gathers herself before continuing,  “He offered us a huge sum just to try.  It was enough to pay my way out of my apprenticeship.  So, I took the contract.  But, he was such a vile, evil man!  I could taste it in the air around him.  He made me afraid to be in the same room, breathing the same air.  I felt that I was corrupted by just being near him.”

She wipes her eyes and looks into mine. “You are the complete opposite of him,” she says.  “You exude warmth, kindness and strength.  I feel like you are making me stronger, just by looking at me.”  She looks at the ground.  “I made a mistake, Lord.”

“What is your name, dear?  Be free of your legacy of shame.  Be free of your poor decision.  Don’t be nameless a moment more.”

“Lord,” she says as she looks me once more in the eye.  “I have one name.  It is Nou’ra.”

I lean forward and bow from the seiza, holding my forehead on the ground for a moment.  I sit up, and I tell her, “Nou’ra, it is my privilege and honor to meet you.  You are a formidable opponent.  I hope you will be as formidable as a friend.  My name is Jack.”

She looks skeptical, “You don’t want have sex with me?
”

I chuckle, “Out of all I said, that’s what you fixated on.  Really?”

She’s serious, “Yes, Jack.  Tell me the truth.”

I turn serious too, “Nou’ra, you are exotically beautiful.  The truth is, that if you wanted me to love you sexually in addition to being my friend, I am not nearly foolish enough to turn you away.  I will never try to use you for sex unless you eagerly desire it.  Just being ‘willing’ isn’t enough.”

She asks, “Would you take ownership of me, Jack?”

Something is off here.  I ponder for a moment.  “Are you offering, Nou’ra?”

She looks down for a moment, “Not yet, Jack.”

I ask, “You don’t seem certain, Nou’ra.”

She chuckles and raises her gaze back to mine, “Honestly Jack, I’m not.  A part of my mind views you as a target.  Another respects your strength of character and ability to survive my attack.  If I had paid out my apprenticeship, I don’t know how I would answer you.  Since I’m your prisoner instead of your killer, I won’t get the completion bonus.   As long as I’m your prisoner offering is a moot point.” 

A voice from the front left corner says, “You should figure what you want quickly, Nou’ra.”

“Go,” I tell her right before I blink to the rear left corner.  Then I blink to the door and grab Gisela from Sowie.  Gisela is wrapping around my waist as I pull the Elven blade from my shoulder rig as Sowie offers it to me.  As soon as it’s loose I blink to stand in front of Nou’ra. 

I offer her the Elven blade, “Take it.”  She looks me in the eye and takes it.  I turn and blink to the center of the room
.

I face the corner where the voice came from and then blink to the right front corner and punch center of mass at Elf height.  My fist connects and I hear an ‘oof.’  I contour up the body, past a male chest, and I open my hand and drive it up to a chin.  I pinch that chin in my hand and pull it down, check with my left where I think the shoulder is and push it to the ground, and then step forward to kneel on my right knee where I estimate the spine is between the shoulder blades.  I check with my left hand to find a skull, and then hammer my right fist into the base of it.  A body appears below my knee.

I look to Nou’ra who is kneeling in the center of the room with her head cocked to the side.  She bows her head and holds her left hand out to the left at shoulder height with the blade laying in the palm of her hand.

Nou’ra looks at me and says, “Jack, it’s my honor to be your friend.  Goodbye, Jack!”

The knife moves and then I see another male Dark Elf holding it.  He pulls Nou’ra’s head back.  I blink as I pull Morningstar and whip it over Nou’ra’s head.  He ducks behind Nou’ra as he pulls the blade across her throat.  She looks up at me, blinks her eyes as the blade cuts, and then looks back up at me as the life drains out the cut in her throat.

I call out, “Lock the door.  Cover the window.”  I hear the door slam.

I kneel before Nou’ra and wrap her in my arms.  I reach out with my mind, grab her killer, and slam him into the ceiling, and then the floor, and then the ceiling, then the floor.  I reach for the front left corner and grab.  I’m rewarded with a gasp, and then slam whoever it was into the ceiling and floor twice.  A body appears in the corner.

I holler, “Okay, open up and get in here!” The door opens and six goblins and ten Ravens storm in.  I point to the right 
front, “One there in the corner.”  Then I point to the left front, “One there, and this one,” pointing to Nou’ra’s killer. 

I turn my attention back to Nou’ra.  The blood has slowed to a trickle and her eyes are glassy.  She is so small that she is bleeding out quickly.  I wrap her in my love, and encourage her body to heal.  The wound pulls together and seals.  Now I drive her system to create blood by pushing healing energy into her bone marrow.  I think it should be enough, but I look into her eyes.  They are empty, and I realize I am too late.  Her body has healed enough to keep her alive, but she isn’t in it.  I scream at the ceiling. 

I rest my head on her forehead and cry as I try to figure out how to bring her back.  I remember how I felt Laurel’s spirit after she died.  I remember pushing Wolf into Rottie.  I take a big breath and decide to give it a try.

Suddenly I am surrounded by my Goblin ladies.  They kneel around us and lean their bodies on me, wrapping their arms around each other to hold each other up.  I feel their affection warm me.  They may not be as connected to me as the Ravens, but they are marching that direction steadily.

I close my eyes and reach for Nou’ra, feeling around for her spirit still in the room.  I fill the room with my love and called to her.  *Nou’ra!  Come back!  I’ve repaired your body!  I really want to get to know you.  Please come back!
*

It’s hard to describe the feel of a kiss from a spirit on my cheek, but I think that’s what she did in response.  I am pretty sure I feel her presence.  I’ll have to ask her if I pull this off.

*I’m going to try to push you back into your body, Nou’ra
.*

Suddenly I feel her presence between me and her empty body.  *Nou’ra, I give you my love.  Come back to me.
*  Then I push her spirit with my will.  A moment later her body gasps.  
Nou’ra opens her eyes and looks into mine.  I will her spirit to bond and bind back into her body.  I feel something move inside her, and then she smiles at me.

I feel the love of my family from a pair of hands on my head.  I look up to see Trina smiling down on me from behind Karla.

I look down to Nou’ra.  She croaks at me, “Sorry!  Coat. A. Mess!” 

I pull her close to me in a tight hug and kiss her forehead.  “Don’t worry, Nou’ra.  The coat can be cleaned.  I just need to keep you alive.”

She just rests her head against my chest.  I hear her murmur a “Hmmmmm” in response. 

Trina reports we have the other three bound and secure. 

L’liana and Corrina walk in.  They stand shoulder to shoulder against the back wall.  They are both looking at an Elf-tech device L’liana is holding.  Corrina calls, “Close the door and block the window.”  At that point L’liana steps in front of Corrina and activates the device.  Rays of light reach out into the room.  As the corners are illuminated we all look around, and I spy another figure hiding in the rear right corner where I gave Nou’ra my knife.

It’s a grizzled, wrinkled female Dark Elf wearing tac gear and leaning on a staff.  Nou’ra follows my eyes, and then her eyes open wide.  She grabs my shirt in her hand and pulls me with amazing strength. 

“Ma-tri-arch,” she croaks.

I pick up the small assassin in a bridle carry and stand.  I carry her to the Matriarch.

I stand in front of her, holding Nou’ra close to me.  I just look into her eyes.  She stares back at me
.

“Why?” I finally ask her.  “Why did you have her killed?”

“I didn’t, Jack.  You did,” she says.  “You convinced her to tell you her name.  We forbid that.  I did nothing.  Her own brother cut her throat.  Notice how she surrendered to her death?  She knew she would die as soon as she told you her name.  If not today, as soon as one of the Nameless heard of it.”

I open my mouth to speak, but she interrupts me by holding a finger aloft.

“Also, you requested to treat with me.  The Lady of the West informed you that your assassin had to die for us to talk.  Yet you healed her after you had defeated her.  She was dying on the floor.  The stage was set.  All you had to do was let her die so I could approach you.”

I respond coldly and softly, “That’s fucking insane.  You throw away a trained, capable asset to arrange a meeting and because she told me her name?  She’s an irreplaceable PERSON!”

The Matriarch responds fiercely, “She is not a PERSON!  She is NAMELESS!  She was born to serve and die!”

“She DID die!” I shout back.  “Her spirit left her body.  I had to fucking RESURRECT her!”

That shocks the Matriarch.

I spin around and call, “Trinity!  Corrina!  Remove her shackle, clean her up, and let her rest.  Get her some food.  She needs to create blood cells and finish healing.  I can’t do any more for her until her own healing processes kick in without turning her into a meat puppet.  Her healing has started, just not enough to finish the work.  She needs fuel and rest.  As much energy as I burned, it was harder on her than it was on me.
”

Trinity scoops Nou’ra out of my arms, and Corrina retrieves a key from her blazer that opens the shackle.  I caress Nou’ra’s cheek and tell her, “Heal Nou’ra!  I will come find you shortly.”  She smiles at me.

Corrina opens the door to let Trinity pass with her charge.  Trina whispers into Corrina’s ear, and then she follows them out the door.  Then Corrina closes it and pulls her knife.  She keeps it in her fist as she crosses her arms while she guards the door.

I turn back to the Matriarch.  I try to keep my tone more reasonable as I say, “You apparently think I’m just like the guy that hired you.  I’m not.  If it is possible for two people to be diametrically opposed in every possible way, I am the proof.  His focus seems to be on fear, loss of hope, and destruction.  He is called the Dread Lord.  I need to find him, because I need to end him.  Not ‘want to.’  I would let him live in peace if he were no danger to people.  Sadly, he is.  There are very few instances where I think that killing someone is appropriate.  I must kill him.  Even as misguided as your peoples actions were here, my desire is to forgive you and build a trusting, supportive relationship with you and your people.”

I notice Frannie, Karla, Sherrine, Grace and Louis are arrayed to either side of me. 

Grace takes my hand in both of hers, “What can I do to help you, Master?”

I smile at her, “Grace, you being here holding my hand is a huge help.  Thank you, dear one.”  I kiss her gently, and she gasps gently in surprise.  Then I wink at her.  She almost smiles before she releases my hand but moves to stand behind me, placing her hands on my shoulder.

The Matriarch of the Nameless watches all of this without 
expression.  She says, “I watched this Dread Lord as Nou’ra negotiated with him.  He has no compassion or empathy for any living creature.  It’s as though he has eaten his own soul.  I can see the differences between you.”

She pauses for a moment as she rocks back and forth on her staff before continuing, “Jack, I’ve been in power for a grand total of three days.  Until the council got word of your request to treat with you, I was the head trainer.   The council deliberated for hours until the Patriarch struck down one of the proponents of treating with you with this very staff.  He said, ‘We have built our entire purpose for life around serving the needs of those who would have us kill this person.  We have been approached for a contract to do just that.  We will not abandon our traditions to hold hands and sing Kum-Ba-Ya with the line that is responsible for us being anathema among our own people.’  I blinked behind him and killed him with a poisoned blade, much as Mik’la just killed his sister.  Three more attacked me.  I killed them with my blade, my hands, and finally with this staff”

She chews on her lip,  “Jack, he had a strong contingent that supported him.  I also had many that feel the same way I do - that we need to end our vendetta for something that we ourselves caused.  I didn’t want to be Matriarch, but there was no one else willing to stand to drive the change.  Our traditions are as important to us as those the Goblins hold are to them.  Unlike the Goblins, our traditions are all that let us tell ourselves that we have honor and worth.  I heard what you said to Nou’ra, and I agree with your statements.  However, I will have to tread carefully.  But I do want to pursue an alliance.”

“Will you rescind this ‘death for telling your name’ edict?” I ask her.

She chews her lip and rocks on her staff.  She murmurs ‘
tradition’ as she thinks.  Eventually, she stops moving and looks at me, “No, Jack.  I will not.”  She raises her hand to forestall my objections.  “What I will do, is to change the rules so that our Allies may know our names without repercussion.  I will also agree to be the ally of the Green Lord.  We already have an alliance with the Host.  The Goblins have refused so far, but maybe you can help with that?”

I grimace, “I may have done that already.  Saureg and I had a serious disagreement.  The new king’s name is Salt.  I’m willing to host talks if it will help.  Give him a week or two.  He’s even newer than you.”

She nods, “How long?”

I shrug, “Maybe four hours.  I killed Saureg on my way here, which is how Louis and his beautiful colleagues ended up in my family.”

She tries to stifle a chuckle, then it escapes momentarily before turning into a full belly laugh.  “Moving fast, Jack?”

I share a reserved smile, “I do what I can, Matriarch.”

She extends her hand, “My name is Sel’dra.  On behalf of my clan, I am pleased to be your ally.  My people call themselves Drow rather than ‘Dark Elves.’  We’re genetically similar to the High Elves, but there are significant differences.  We evolved on the same planet in our home dimension as the Wild Elves did.  We are more closely related to them genetically than we are with the High Elves,” she says as she indicates L’liana.

Sel’dra walks to the three male elves chained to a ring in the wall.  Their shackles are around their necks, and the chains are just barely long enough to allow them to sit.  They lean against the wall with their eyes shooting daggers at me. 

I hear a knock on the door.  I turn to see Corrina open it a 
crack and then Nou’ra blinks in to  stand before me.  She’s wearing a clean Raven’s uniform like the one that Grace is wearing.  She stumbles a bit, and I step forward to catch her.  She holds onto my arm to steady herself and looks seriously into my eyes.

“Nou’ra,” I scold her.  “You need to be in bed.”

“Not yet, Jack,” she insists.  “I need to be here.  I promise you I will rest once my work is complete.”

She lets go of my arm and stands facing the Matriarch.

Sel’dra turns back to face the three naked assassins leaning against the wall.  Indicating the one on the left, “This is Mik’la, Nou’ra’s eldest brother.”  He’s not paying any attention to me; he’s completely focused on his sister.  He looks like he is seeing a ghost.

Sel’dra indicates the man in the middle, “This Med’ra, her younger brother.”  He’s smiling at Nou’ra.  She continues, “And the one on the right, is Co’cha.  Co’cha was the assigned witness to your assassination.  Unfortunately, he brought his two chums along to see the death of the Green Lord.”

I shrug, “It hasn’t happened in over 4,000 years.  I can see why they might want to see it from a professional perspective.  I didn’t have an assigned witness on my assassination assignments.  I usually just brought back the head or photos depending on the importance.  There was one time where the hand had to suffice.”

All five assassins look at me like I’m growing a horn out of my head.  I shrug, “I was a warrior in the shadows.  I didn’t care for those assignments, but I’ve done enough to appreciate what’s involved.  It’s probably different from how you do it, but the preparation is probably similar.”

Sel’dra says, “Co’cha was to finish Nou’ra if she was wounded 
or captured.  I’m curious how he plans to explain her getting locked into a cell and questioned by her target.”  She gives him a ‘you’re in deep shit’ look.

Sel’dra looks at Nou’ra, “What are we to do with you?”

Nou’ra responds, “Nothing.  You let my brother kill me.  He succeeded.  You collect my fee from our bank, and that will pay off most of the balance owed on my apprenticeship.  What is left will be forfeit because I died on assignment.  I was born nameless, and I died nameless.  As Jack resurrected me, I belong to him.”  She looks up me and smiles warmly.  Then she looks back to the Matriarch.  “One of his wives, the one named Trina, told me that there is a home here for me and that she will have much important work for me to do.  My Lord Jack will need to give me a name.”

The Matriarch looks at her emotionlessly, “You don’t seem too broken up.”

“I’m not, Matriarch.  Mik’la was much too joyous at the thought of killing me.  I earned my death.  I knew it when I told Jack my former name.  I didn’t care.  I’ve never had a friend before.  Our culture doesn’t encourage it.  I judged it worth the price, even for the short time I would be able to enjoy it.  I was right.”

 

The Matriarch arches an eyebrow, “Nou’ra is dead.  Long live, Nou’ra.”

Nou’ra bows deeply from the waist as she answers, “Thus mote it be.”  She stays in that position.

The Matriarch holds her staff across her body and gives her the ‘bow of equals,’  “Thus mote it be,” she replies.  Nou’ra groans a little as she turns erect. 

“May I, Jack?  The one you gave me is outside.”  I look down to see she is pointing at Eventide
.

Suspecting what is to come, I turn to the door. “Corrina, please get our family in here.  All of them that are nearby,” I request as I pull Eventide.  I look at Nou’ra and hand her the blade.

She takes it in her left hand and slices her right hand open.  Then she turns the handle to me and returns it.  I look in her eyes as I cut my own right hand and hold the blade up for all to see Eventide absorbing the blood.  Then I return Eventide to her sheath with my left as all the Ravens file in.  Once they stop trickling in, it looks like we’re only missing Christie, Georgia, Myra and Megan.  Even Peg is here, holding my coat.  Interestingly enough, Esmi is here, too.

I grasp Nou’ra’s hand tightly with my right, and she turns to face me.  She says, “Jack Jerome, my friend.  I was born nameless, and I died nameless.  I returned only through your commitment and friendship.  I am not worthy of this gift, but I gladly accept it.  In return, I offer my friendship and my service.”  She grips my hand hard and bows her head.

I intone, “Nameless, once known as Nou’ra, for your friendship, I offer my friendship.  For your service, I offer my service.  For the family you left behind in death, I offer my own.  Henceforth, you shall be known as Jessica, from the Hebrew name Iscah, meaning ‘gift.’  Not to commemorate my healing of you, but rather to remember the gift you have given to me and my family by returning to us.  Welcome to the family, Jessica.”  With those words I push healing energy into our hands, and the wounds heal.  I cup her face and kiss her chastely on the lips.

She smiles up at me and whispers, “Can that be ‘friends with benefits,’ my Lord?  I’m finding the idea more appealing by the minute as I enter this new life.”

I chuckle, “As soon as you are healed, if you desire it.  Trina 
can help arrange that, too.  She’s appointed herself ‘Chief Concubine’ and steadfastly refuses to marry me.”

Trina calls out, “A wife is a partner, Master.  I need you to own me!”  I see her brilliant smile as she declares her need for me publicly.

I smile back at her, “Pet, would you please put Jessica into your room to rest?”

Trina comes over to hook an arm through Jessica’s, “It would be my pleasure, Master.  I bet Peg will watch over her and take good care of her.”  I look to the Brownie, and she nods with certainty.

“Are you sure, Peg?  I know enough about your story…” she holds her hand up and I stop.

“She dinna kill anyone in my family.  I have no problem caring for our new lassie,” she says emphatically.

I smile and tell her, “You are a gem, Peg.”  Then I call out, “Trinity!”  I scoop up Jessica into a bridal carry, and she squeals delightfully.  Trinity steps forward, “Please carry our newest family member to Trina’s chambers.  Trina will show you where to go.  Catch up to us in the audience hall.”

“Yes, Master,” Trinity says with a bow before gently taking Jessica from my arms.

Trinity carries Jessica off, and I notice that Peg is standing at my feet looking up at me.

“Your coat, m’Lord,” she says.  She holds the coat out in her arms.

I take a knee in front of her and gently lift the garment from her grasp.  I hold it out and turn it back and forth. “This looks perfect, Peg.  It looks brand new.   Even the lining looks great.”  I whip it around my shoulders and pull it on.
 

Peg steps forward and adjusts my lapels, “We can’t have you looking shabby to talk to the Summer Queen now, can we Lord?”

“No ma’am.  It’s a good thing I have you taking care of me, Peg.”  I wrap her in a hug.  “I’m very lucky.”

She hugs me back for a moment and then pats my arms.  I sit back and she says, “Go ‘long witcha.”  She turns and trundles out the door surprisingly quickly.  I think she wipes her eyes as she passes through the door.  I stand up and wonder what I can do to ease her pain.

I turn to Sel’dra, “She loves you.”

“I love her, too.  I wish I knew how to ease her pain,” I share with the Matriarch.

“She remembers too much,” she says.  “It’s common for Elves and Brownies.  Sometimes elderly Sidhe, Goblins, and even humans can be overcome with sadness for all the ones they’ve left behind.  I will probably go through it some time in the next couple hundred years.”

Then Sel’dra sighs and says, “I must go now, Lord.  We have a long way to travel.  Will you release them into my care?”

“Of course,” I tell her.

Corrina unlocks their shackles.  Each rubs his neck as the shackle slides away.  When they are all free, she tells them, “Your belongings are in lockers outside.  Numbers 1, 2, and 3,” she says as she points at each.  “Go in peace.  Don’t come back.”  She Vana-waves them towards the door.

Sel’dra bows to me, “Thank you for your understanding and support, Lord Jack.  I look forward to a long and productive alliance.” 

“I am sure we will make it so,” I say before I bow back to her.  
When I rise, she is gone.

I reach out with my sense for living things and sense something moving towards the door.  As I notice it she appears to my eyesight as well.  ‘Hmm.  Illusion or glamour.  Maybe...er, Jessica, will explain it to me.
’

As Sel’dra leaves, I and the Goblins are alone in the cell. 

Frannie saunters up to me and wraps an arm around me.  Her dark eyes bore into mine as she asks, “Are you ready to go to the Summer Court, Master?”

I nod, “Yes.  I need to check in with Trina and Sera before we go.  We’ll need to pick up Myra enroute.”

“Got it,” she says.  She kisses my cheek and sashays toward the door knowing I’m watching her muscular ass clench under the short leather skirt.


Chapter 48 - Emotions


I
 follow as Grace joins Frannie on the lead.  Karla and Sherrine flank me.  Louis covers the rear.

As I pass out the door, I see Chelsea leaning against the wall with her arms crossed and her head down in a classic defensive posture.  I walk over and lean against the wall next to her.

She looks out the right corner of her eyes and buries her face in her hands.  Finally she crosses her arms again and says, “You don’t want to be around me right now, Jack.  I don’t want to be around myself right now, but I don’t get a choice.”  She leans back on the wall and throws her hands forward in exasperation, “I’m pouting!  I’ve never pouted in my life!”  She curls forward again, “I can’t believe I’m this jealous after knowing you for 24 hours!”

I caress her back with my left as I squeeze her shoulder with my right, “We talked about this before.  I don’t think I can do anything about that other than love you, Chelsea.”

She pivots to stand in front of me before she presses her body against mine and tucks her head into my neck.  I wrap her tightly in my arms, and she hooks her arms under my 
armpits and holds herself tightly against me.  We stand there just holding each other for a couple minutes. 

I see Frannie talking to Corrina.  Corrina then calls Mari over and whispers instructions to her.  Mari takes off at a brisk walk out of the jail.

Chelsea finally looks up at me with a big sigh, “Please don’t give up on me, Jack.”

“Not happening in this lifetime, Chelsea.  What am I?” I ask.

“Green Lord?” she answers uncertainly.

“More important than that,” I tell her quietly.

She surveys my face for half a minute before whispering, “Mine.”

I nod, “I am yours.  What are you?”

“Yours,” she whispers as her eyes brighten, and she slowly smiles.

“Yes,” I tell her.  “You are mine.  Federal and state laws are not going to be happy with me, but I don’t care.  You are mine.  You will be my wife, and I will love you and dote on you until I die.  We will have many children.”

“And cubs,” she says seriously.  “I will gladly bear you Green children, but I want to have some wolf cubs, too.”

I chuckle, “I suspect all of our our children will be Verdic cubs.  Unless I have to breed your wolf form to have cubs.”  I cock an eyebrow at her.

She finally relaxes and laughs, “Wouldn’t that add a whole new level of kink into our family!”

I shrug with a smile, “I don’t know.  You saw me make love to Supreet in her Serpent form.
”

She grimaces, “Her serpent form is still a hybrid with some human features.  I don’t have any kind of hybrid form, Jack.”

“Oh,” I say in mock horror.  “So I’m stuck making love to this beautiful form?  Oh, the sacrifice!”

She nips my neck with what feels like sharp, pointy teeth.

“That felt like wolf teeth,” I tell her with surprise.

“Really?” she asks.  “I didn’t feel any change.”  She shrugs, “Thanks for comforting me, Jack.  I know you need to get moving.”

I nod as I refuse to let her go.  I look into her eyes and say, “Come with me.  There’s no reason I can’t have you tucked up against me most of the time.  You can join my guard force when I’m not hugging you to me.  Sound like a plan?”

She slides back out of my arms and grasps my hands and then genuflects.  “It is my pleasure and honor to escort you, my Lord.”  Then she stands, flashes me a smile, and slides under my left arm as we step off, and the guards lead the way toward the audience chamber.

Supreet, Solange, and L’liana fall in with Goblin guards.  Supreet has feet but is also packing six arms and six breasts under her armor.  She still has a Raven kilt wrapped around her hips. 

Supreet snuggles up to Chelsea and wraps her right three arms around the Bitch.  She says, “I’m sorry, but I overheard your struggle.  I frequently have fits of jealousy, too.  Don’t feel bad about them.  They are normal.  I’m here to talk if you need someone to commiserate with.”

Chelsea smiles at me and then at Supreet.  “Thank you,” she says to her sister-fiancé.

Supreet says, “We fianssscés need to ssstick together!”  Then 
she leans in and flicks her serpent tongue to Chelsea’s neck.

Chelsea laughs, “Yes we do.  Do I smell better?”

Supreet responds, “Lesss sssstresssed.  Having two tonguesss is quite ussseful.  It also makesss for a lot of fun exssstending my Sssss’s.”  She winks at Chelsea before falling in right behind Frannie and Grace.

We march out of the Raven barracks and past the dining hall with Chelsea tucked up against my left side tightly.  She’s tall enough I don’t need to think about how fast I’m moving.  She falls into step with me easily.  As we enter the audience hall, I see a large bat lurking by a pillar.  It’s female because it’s wearing the same outfit Esmi had before - sports bra and boy shorts.  I think she’s Esmi, but I am not certain.  Something is different.

She notices us approaching and moves to intercept.  Frannie vectors to intercept her, and the Night Hag spits at her, “Back off, Orc!  I must talk to your master.”  She attempts to push Frannie’s face away.  I think she forgot about Goblin tusks.  Frannie opens her mouth and turns her head to catch the hand in her mouth.  Her tusks pierce the hag’s hand as Grace maneuvers past Frannie to hold a dagger at the hag’s throat.

Frannie releases her bite and arm bars the hag to the ground as Grace flows around to keep pressure on her throat without breaking the skin.  Chelsea steps out of my hug and suddenly there is no doubt she is a very capable fighter.  For a first attack with no drilling, I think they did very well.

I call out, “Good job team.  Back off and let her stand.  Use your tasers if she attacks.”  

They comply, and the hag stands back up shaking out her bleeding hand.  She exclaims, “Fucking Orcs!  Really, Jack?”

I’m pretty sure that is Esmi’s voice.  I respond, “I have only 
met one of your people, so I’m not certain if that’s who I’m talking to or not.  Please identify yourself.”

The hag says, “Jack!  It’s me, Esmerelda!  Esmi!  I need to talk to you!” 

“I’m sorry, Esmi.  The last time I saw you, you were showing your Sidhe form.  I really do need to learn how to identify your people when in your bat form.  How may I help you?”

She shimmers to reveal the beautiful Sidhe that I recognize.  At that point Trinity walks up with Esmi and Trina. ‘What?
’

“By the way, if you’re Esmi, who is that?” I ask the newly transformed hag next to Grace.

She looks over her shoulder and murmurs, “Shit.”

The ‘Esmi’ with Trinity says, “Hello, sister.  What trouble are you causing?”

The ‘Esmi’ my escort is holding says, “Esmi, I’m not trying to cause any problems.  Honestly.” She drops her head.

I address the wounded one, “So I’m assuming you are not Esmi, she is,” as I point to the other one,  “and you just lied to me.  Do I have that right?”

Esmerelda, the one I’m assuming is the real one, responds “Jack, this is one of my sisters.  Her name is Florita, or ‘Flora’ for short.  She’s the runt of the litter.  There are four of us that are identical.  The others are Maracujua, or ‘Mara,’ and Penelope, or ‘Penny.’  We’re quadruplets, so we look identical despite Flora being a little shorter.  We can tell each other apart because we each smell differently.  Part of being a bat hybrid is that we have a sense of smell that even Chelsea’s can’t compete with.”

“Frannie.  Grace.  Please escort Flora to me,” I request.  They lead her to stand before me, each holding onto an arm.  I 
reach down and hold her wounded hand in mind.  I remind the cells what the hand structure is meant to be before pushing a little healing energy into Flora’s hand.

Eliana gives me feedback, *That’s a nice gentle flow, Lord.  In most cases, if you do that their bodies will use the energy and close it up in a less than a minute or two rather than their standard healing pace.
*

*Thanks,
* I send back. 

Flora says, “Oh my!  That feels nice.  Look, Esmi!  The wound is closing.”  She looks at me fearfully, “Lord, did you clean all the germs out.  Orc bites are notoriously toxic!”

“Bullshit,” I exclaim.

“Actually, Master,” Frannie interrupts as a rose shade takes over the light gray-green of her face.  “It’s a common practice for Orcan warriors to chew a mouthful of ripe feces, full of bacteria and maggots right before going into battle.  It’s so they can bite their foes and induce infection.  We’re a pretty base people, and we’ll use any advantage to protect the community.  We have a lot of common practices that are rather gross.   Being a slave for the Goblin king raised me higher socially than any other Orc alive.  None of the chieftains come close to me socially.  Plus, there’s the additional benefit that I won’t have to eat shit and go to battle.”

I give Frannie a hug, “Never or never again - makes no difference, Sweetie.”

She frowns and says, “I’ll brush my teeth really well before I kiss you next time, Master.”

Grace whispers with a mischievous grin, “See if our Lord will spring for some antiseptic mouthwash.”

Frannie smacks her shoulder, “Oh!  You!”  She’s trying to hide a smile
.

“Okay,” I say.  “Grace has an ornery streak.  Good to know.”  She smiles shyly at me. 

I turn my attention to Esmi’s sister. “So, Flora.  Please tell me what is important enough that you would verbally and physically abuse my family to talk to me.”

She looks at me anxiously, “Lord!  I want to join your harem.  Or your family.  Or be your wife.”

“Really?  And assaulting my family sounded like a good way to get my favor?”  I ask.

She shuffles her feet, “Everyone has to fight for their place, Lord.  If I want in, I have to fight my way in.  All’s fair in love and war.”

Esmerelda interjects, “Jack, she is a little challenged socially.”  She slides in behind her sister and kisses her cheek when Flora turns.  “Remember, she is the runt of the litter.  She’s also at a heavy disadvantage because you’re throwing off some heavy pheromones.  With our heightened sense of smell and her diminished capacity, she doesn’t stand a chance.”

Flora, “Esmi, did you just tell him I’m a retard?”

Esmi squeezes her sister, “You’re not a retard, sweetie.  You have difficulty with social situations, you have a phobia of germs, and you are completely at the mercy of your impulses.  Your mental acuity is just fine when you decide to use it.”

Flora nods sadly at me, “Esmi’s right.  I’m an emotional retard.  My intelligence is okay.”

I ask, “Esmi?  Are your sisters nearby?”  Suddenly two shadows swoop in and land on either side of the two sisters. 

“You rang, Lord?” they say nearly in unison, and then they 
laugh. “Jinx!”

I assess their brains.  The physical, emotional, and neural abstractions between them look nearly identical; Esmi’s and Flora’s do, too.  I tried to assess their emotional state, but I just don’t sense a difference between Flora and the others.  I try to build an abstraction for different kinds of emotions.  I envision anger as fire, love as…’no, that won’t work.  Let’s see...anger as lightning, love as fire, sad as clouds and rain, joy as…shit!
’

I wrap Flora in a hug, “Flora, I’d like to be able to help you manage your emotions better, but I’m not coming up with anything at the moment.  Yours look to be functioning correctly.  When I worked on Morgan, her machinery for emotions was damaged.  Yours isn’t.  I’ll think about it and get back to you.  In the meantime, I will not offer for you to join my family.  I won’t knowingly bring someone into my family that will create discord.  I suspect having over 25 women in my immediate family will make keeping the peace difficult enough.  Adding someone that will fight amongst them for position and act out is not going to help me build a harmonious household.  I will likely not bring you in ever.”

“Maybe after I get better?” she asks hopefully. 

I tell her, “Honestly Flora, all I can tell you is the future is not written.  I won’t throw you away even if I’m not going to bring you into the family.  You will always be important to me simply because Esmi is my friend.  Go try to find happiness elsewhere, dear.”  I kiss her lips gently and back away.  She tries to follow, but her sisters hold her back.

“Jack, please!” she begs as her sisters hold her tightly.

“Let’s go,” I tell my team, and we take off towards the Summer Knights.  Chelsea slides back in on my left as I blink back tears.
 

Chelsea asks, “Are you okay, Jack?”

“No.  She is very broken.  If she hadn’t been so mean to Frannie, I probably would have brought her in for that alone.  I can’t have someone in our family that doesn’t treat the others in the family with respect,” I say. 

She lays a hand on my chest and says, “You’re right, Jack.  It’s hard enough for me, and I find all the ladies in your family to be lovely.  Frannie is really sweet, and calling her out like that was not acceptable behavior.  Keep in mind, Fiancé, you have a shit-ton of women that love you and crave to be loved by you.  We will all act out at one time or another, but that’s why it’s so important that we all care for each other, too.  We can help pull each other off the ledge - hopefully before any feelings are severely hurt.”

I squeeze her to me, “Yeah, I know I’ve been lucky so far.  We’ve really only been together for a very short time.  I know there will be issues.  That’s not what bothers me.”

“The pheromones,” she guesses.

“That,” I acknowledge with a frown.

“Jack, you’re not forcing any of us to love you,” she says.  “Pheromones might make us want to jump your bones, but they won’t create that deep emotional connection that you have with us.  The bat shifters, wolf shifters, and serpent shifters all have a strong sense of smell.  If they are receptive to what you are pushing out, it may make them horny as hell.  That doesn’t explain Flora’s behavior.  That might be due to a mental illness, or it could just be learned behaviors.  Since you couldn’t sense anything wrong, I’d say the latter is more likely”

“I still feel like I need to figure out how to help her.  It’s not my top priority, but it needs to happen,” I assert
.

“Eh, maybe?  You can’t be responsible for saving everyone, Jack.  There are counsellors that could help her,” she counters.  “Besides, changing her brain to change her personality?  That’s a morally ambiguous activity if I’ve ever heard of one.  She’s not a danger to herself or to anyone else.  She needs to want to change and take advantage of the opportunities for help.”

“Yeah, I suppose so,” I concede.  “I’m still worried about the pheromones doing the same thing.  Making you all love me.”

Chelsea smacks my chest and steps in front of me to stop me ten feet from our goal.  “Jack, knock it off!  I can tell you two things to set you at ease,” she says as Supreet turns to join the conversation.  Chelsea continues, “First of all, Sidhe have enhanced hearing over humans, not an enhanced sense of smell.  So all of those beautiful Sidhe women that are in love with you and who you love, that’s all on your behavior towards them.  There is no scientific proof that humans react to pheromones.  Most of the ‘evidence‘ is advertising hype.  Sidhe are structurally the same as humans, so the same applies.  Second thing, Wolf Sister and I both fell for you hard and fast.  For her it was your strength - you’re a natural born Alpha.  If my father turned you, assuming that’s possible, he’d be your Beta in no time.  My attraction to you is based on your behavior.  Not sexually, but romantically.  How loving, considerate, and respectful you are to all those ladies who look to you as a husband makes me want you.  Plus, you treated my escort with courtesy and respect as they dealt with their own personal horrors.  Wolf Sister and I both think you smell good, but it’s not driving our behavior.  The Alpha thing makes me want to fuck you like the bitch I am,” she winks at me.

Supreet gently wraps an arm around us both. “Jack, I did not sense your pheromones until I licked you with my serpent 
tongue.  That didn’t happen until after we had professed our love and commitment to each other.  We had been playing for weeks.  Stop worrying, Fiancé.  You don’t need the distraction over something that is not a valid concern.  You have too many big and potentially dangerous issues to deal with to be mulling over something so insignificant.”

Supreet kisses my cheek as I hear, “She’s right, Jack.  My family needs to address or manage this.”  Esmi wraps Supreet and I in a warm hug as she says, “But thank you for caring so much.”  She kisses my cheek in about the same spot Supreet did.  Then she says, “I swear, if I were any less committed to Morgan, I’d be knocking on your door with my suitcase in hand.”

I brush my lips gently across hers and murmur, “You are both welcome to visit.”

Esmi chuckles, “I assume you mean Morgan, and not Flora.”

I grimace and agree, “That’s probably for the best.”

Esmi says, “Be safe, Jack.  After talking to your ladies, I’m convinced we need you more than we know.  And no, not just for sex,” she adds as she pats my arm and walks away.  Supreet kisses me quickly and then takes up her post.

“Oh!  A vacancy,” Myra observes as she slides in on my right side. 

Chelsea smirks, “Hello, Myra.  I guess I better take my slot back before someone else slides in!”

“Definitely,” Myra agrees.  “This is prime real estate.”  They chuckle as we all walk up to the Summer Knights.

Christie, Georgia, and Tiphanae all give me a relatively chaste, loving kiss in greeting.  Then Christie introduces me to the guard Captain.  “Jack, this is Zelwyn ab Fion Mac Ivy.  He is the captain of this detail.  He is the newly installed 
captain of Laurel’s detail after you made all her guards fall asleep in the arena.  Apparently they were punished heavily.”

Then she turns to Zelwyn, “Captain Zelwyn, let me introduce you to my Lord, Jack Jerome.  He is the Green Lord.  You probably don’t know what that means as Laurel, Prudence, Jory, and my mother all worked hard to keep that information secret - apparently for nefarious purposes.”

“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Captain Zelwyn,” I greet him as I offer my hand.  “I was impressed how you handled yourself around all the uncertainty surrounding Laurel’s tantrum.  I regret you have to escort her corpse home, but when she started threatening to ‘kill us all,’ she didn’t really leave me much of a choice.  If you get punished for this, come find me.  I am always looking for good people.”

“Thank you for your understanding, Lord Jack,” he says and bows his head quickly.  “I will keep your offer in mind.”

I nod and then look to Christie, “Who is Prudence?” I ask.

“Sera’s mother,” she answers.  “Another Class-A bitch - no offense, Chelsea - different kind of bitch.  Instead, I should say she’s a self-serving sycophant of my mother’s.  As Sera said earlier, her advice to my mother is questionable at best.  I think that her agenda is to sow as much discord between the courts as possible.  I’ve never figured out why.”

I speculate, “Well, Sera says she has a bracelet like the one Trevor had.  I suspect she’s being guided in that path.  I am quickly coming to the conclusion the Dread Lord finds those who are already disaffected or vulnerable and suborns them.  We’ll have to talk to Trevor in more detail.  Maybe Prudence, too.”

Myra adds, “Jason is watching Trevor.  He’s been promoted to Captain to take Trevor’s place.  Jason can work him slowly 
over time to figure out how he got involved.  They are actually pretty close.”

“That works,” I say before turning my attention to Myra and Zelwyn.  “The plan is Myra leads the contingent with the Ravens.  Zelwyn’s escort and Laurel’s stretcher follow behind, including Christie, Georgia, and Tiphanae in the trail position.  Tiffy, you need to go in your other form, beautiful.”  She nods her acknowledgement and strips.  Megan takes her uniform and sword scabbards.  Then Tiphanae transforms back into a Valkyrie form.  She pulls the two swords and carefully sheaths them in the flesh of her back. 

It’s fascinating to watch, but I continue, “I’ll be behind Christie, Georgia, and Tiffy with my detail.  That will give me an opportunity to assess the situation.  Maybe Sera takes Myra’s real estate to point out her mother.” 

Trina, Megan, Corrina and the Ravens, and my guard detail are arrayed behind Myra as I wait for feedback.  “Any issues or questions?”

Megan pipes up, “Jack, maybe I should stay here.  Christie’s mother hates me.  It would just inflame things.  I can hang out with Morgan and Mother.  They are both taking the rest of the day off unless something goes sideways.  Sowie, Solange, and Selene can go along with you.”

“Sounds good, Megan.  Give the family my regards.  If all goes well, I’ll stop by on the way back out for goodbyes.

Trina asks, “Can you think of any reason I shouldn’t give Jessica her gear back, Jack?”

I shake my head, “No, Trina.  I can’t think of any reason you shouldn’t.  You’re staying to watch over her, right?”

Trina nods, “I am staying.”

“Anyone else?” I ask
.

Grace raises her hand, “Jack, your Goblin slaves are going to probably have the same impact as Megan’s appearance.”

“Grace, I view you all as family.  I freed you.  You disagreed.  Rather than arguing, I welcomed you all to the family and brought you all with me.  You can stay or go as you please.  If you want to leave, you are free to go.  I will ensure you have enough money for a couple of months‘ rent and transportation to wherever you want to go.  Or, you can stay with us as your family who supports you and cares about you.  If you plan to go, I’d like you to stay until we get back from the Summer Court.  Is that okay?”

“Oh!  Jack, I would never leave,” she exclaims with big, moist eyes.  “The only way I will leave you is as a corpse!  I was just concerned about upsetting the Seelie as Megan mentioned it.”

I beckon Grace to come to me.   I release Myra and Chelsea and pull the meek Goblin beauty to me in a hug.  “I apologize for going off on you.  Apparently the ‘slave’ label struck a nerve.  I think of you as family.  Not slaves.  Regardless, you are my family and my guard detail.  The ladies and gentlemen of the Summer Court will just have to accept that.”  She smiles up at me tentatively, and I kiss her lips and pat her firm bottom.  “You look good in a Raven uniform, Grace.” 

She does smile and blushes as I let her go.  She kisses my cheek and pats my ass.  She looks over my shoulder as she steps back to her post saying, “You look mighty fine yourself, Master.”  She puts a little extra motion in her motor as she walks to her position in the formation, winking at me over her shoulder when she sees me watching.

Chelsea wraps me back up.  Myra follows shortly thereafter, saying, “I’m guessing there will be a Goblin wife before too long, Chelsea.  What do you think about that?
”

Chelsea responds, “Hmmm.  I was thinking maybe there would be five of them.”

“You two are bad,” I say as I smack both asses.  ‘Not a horrible idea,
” I think to myself.  “Okay.  Any other discussion?”  I give it a moment.  “Okay!  Let’s go!”

Myra gives me a wet kiss before she sashays towards the corridor housing the portal to the Summer Court.  “Looking good, my Queen!”  She flashes me a grin over her shoulder.  Then her stride changes to all business as Corrina takes point, Daphne and Charli in a wedge behind her.  Liesel and Sowie flank Myra,  Marisol and Selene fall behind them.  Solange and Geri take the trail.  All are in standard Raven tac gear except Corrina.  She’s still wearing the skirt and blazer uniform like the Goblin ladies are wearing.

Zelwyn leads the escort, with the other five knights and the other female carrying the stretcher.  Christie and Tiphanae follow.

I fall in behind them with my detail.  Frannie and Grace are out front.  Supreet, still in hybrid form, is next to L’liana behind them.  Karla and Sherrine flank me to my rear with Louis and Trinity taking the trail.  Sera slides up next to me, still in her Raven skirt uniform, but with her sword belt back on her hips.  She opens her lapel to show me her shoulder rig, but I must admit that my attention was pulled to her erect nipples pushing out the fabric of her camisole top.  She gives me a big smile when she notices where my attention is, then she slides in to mirror Chelsea’s position on the right side.


Chapter 49 - Stepping into Summer


W
e pass the guard post on the Winter Court side as our party starts to disappear through the portal.  Finally, Chelsea, Sera, and I walk through in time to hear Myra tell the rather casual guard, “Let the Summer Queen know that the Faerie Queen has arrived with her daughter.”  He slowly gets up from the stool he’s sitting on.

Zelwyn barks an order, “Move, soldier!  We’re not slowing down, and our Queen had better not be surprised when I arrive!”

The lackadaisical soldier snaps to attention, shouts “Yessir,” and dashes down the corridor in front of us.

Myra keeps on at a steady pace as if she owns the place.  Actually, she kinda does.

After a short march, the corridor opens up into a hall about the same size as Ariana’s.  Here, instead of hall carved from a cave, this appears to be outdoors.  Stately oaks, elms, and black walnut in random ranks are lining the hall.  Instead of a stone floor, there is cropped grass.  There are shrubs and flowers interspersed among the trees, and I see some birds, 
squirrels, and rabbits as we march right up the center of the ‘hall’.  Looking up, I see there is some type of metalwork lattice holding glass in place over the tops of the trees. I’m guessing the glass ceiling is 50-60 feet above the ground. 

Looking back over my shoulder, I see the corridor we emerge from is carved out of a small stone hill.  There are only two other corridors coming out of it.  I’m assuming they lead to the elves and another sith somewhere in Europe.

Myra leads us confidently to the dais at the end of the huge hall.  It’s made of marble, and it’s surrounded with young poplar trees.  A throne sits at the pinnacle of the dais. 

The throne is occupied by a beautiful, slim, blond matron in a white gown.  She stands to reveal the satin fabric of her dress covers her breasts and closes in a V just below her navel.  The satin fabric is covered with lace that covers her bodice and shoulders up to the base of her neck.  The lace also falls down over the ankle-length skirt of the gown.  There is gold and green filigree between the satin and lace.  The woman looks like she’s been crying for days.

Next to the throne is a small stool on which a auburn-haired woman sits.  She is wearing what looks like a tan bodysuit with an ankle length, embroidered, green vest.  She has a sour expression on her face and a bracelet like Trevor’s on her left wrist. 

Sera squeezes me.  I look down and mouth ‘mom?’  She nods at me. 

Myra stops about fifteen feet in front of the dais and bows slightly to the woman on the dais.  She says, “Queen Titania, with regret I bring to you the body of your eldest daughter.”

“What did you do to her, you cold-hearted cunt?” The Summer Queen demands
.

Myra doesn’t take any crap from her.  “Well Titania, let’s set some things straight.  Despite your daughter’s plans, she was never going to be the Faerie Queen.  She went so far as to put my mother under influence repeatedly to get her support for her claim.  When that didn’t work, and she learned that I married the Green Lord, she tried to influence my husband to recognize her regardless.  When he rebuffed her efforts she swore to kill us.  Her exact words were, ‘You will recognize me, and then you will all die.’   Then she threatened to kill my husband and drew a sword on him.  The Winter Court puts up with a ton of shit from you and yours.  They will not stand for that.”

Titania sneers, “You say that like you are no part of the Winter Court, Lady Winter.”

Myra responds calmly, “Queen Titania, I ceased being Lady Winter when I married my husband, Jack Jerome.  He is the Green Lord.  I am his first and currently only wife, and I was the Winter Lady when we married.  Ask your trusted historian, Jory, or your Crystal what that means, Titania.”

Titania rails, “We have no Crystal.  She left us.”

“And yet I am here, Mother.  I had to escort Laurel home whether I want to be here or not,” Christie calls.

Prudence sidles up to Titania and whispers in her ear while an elderly Sidhe joins her on the dais one level below the queen.

The Summer Queen consults with them both before saying, “We suppose you are claiming that you are the Faerie Queen.”

Myra cleary says, “I am.  I would have your oath of fealty and support.”

Titania gasps, “I will not.  You killed my daughter to turn the 
Green Lord’s eye from her.”  Thankfully she appears to have dropped the royal pronoun.

I let loose a bitter laugh.  “Hardly, Queen Titania.  Your daughter made me sick when I first I met her.  She was a spoiled, petulant child in a woman’s body.  She had no chance of winning my hand in marriage.  Just so we are all clear, I’m the one that killed her.”

“Who are you?”  She demands.

I chuckle, “Well Titania, I am the Green Lord.”

“No!  The Green Lord is a European.  Prudence introduced me...er us,” Titania insists.

I let the flame rise in my eyes.  Prudence backs away from Titania as I tell her, “Prudence serves the Dread Lord, Queen Titania.  She has for at least…” I look to Sera to confirm, “...23 years.”  Sera nods to confirm I’m in the right ballpark.

Prudence points her right index finger at me with her left hand on her hip, “Lies!  He’s lying, your Majesty!  I would never serve the Dread Lord.”  My eyes open wide in shock as I see the bracelet drop down into a suddenly visible hand. 

“Guards,” I call softly.  My entourage closes a circle around me.  Jessica appears in front of me with in her dark bodysuit outfit. 

Jessica whispers, “I’m to take this back to Trina.  I need someone to distract them when I go through the portal, Jack.”

I call with my mind, *Lili!  I need you to escort Jessica back to Trina’s quarters in the Winter Court.  Ensure the bracelet she just nabbed is deactivated.  Then come back here.  Would you do this for me please?*

I hear back, *Of course, Lover.  I’ll be back in a jiffy*

I growl at Jessica, “Get your ass back in bed, sweetheart.  
You need to rest!”  She grins and hugs me quickly before she blinks away.  L’liana blinks out a moment later.

“You, Prudence Waterlilly, are correct.” I say.  “Someone is lying.  It’s supposed to be impossible for a Sidhe to lie.  Even trying is supposed to drive you insane.  But the Dread Lord made you his creature.  Lying and subversion are probably the two things you do best.  Who else has a bracelet like yours in the Summer Court?”

She looks down and gasps when she notices the bracelet is gone.  “What bracelet are you talking about, Lord?” 

She’s good.  I riposte, “Your master will be quite wroth with you when he finds out you lost it.”  That one landed.  I can see the fear in her eyes.  I keep working to keep her off-balance.

“I’m curious, Prudence.  Are you the one that sent Gary Owen to murder my family?”  I ask.

“I have no idea what you’re talking about,” she blusters with a smirk.  She’s not even trying to hide her deception.

“Who did I supposedly murder,” I hear from a voice from my nightmares.

I look around and see the smug bastard.  He still looks like a college frat boy.  I step out and call out, “Since your memory seems deficient, let me help you along, Gary.  How about Scott Jerome?  Guillaume Jerome?  Maryanne Jerome?  Ringing any bells, Gary?” 

He looks at me for a moment. “The one that got away,” he finally says.  He seems remorseful, but over what I can’t tell.

I reach out with my mind and lift him in the air by his throat,  “That’s right, Gary.  The one that got there too late to kill you.  The one that watched you get convicted.  The one that is trying very hard to let you live because your daughter loves you for some unfathomable reason.
”

Sera squeezes my arm gently and then stands beside me.  I squeeze his neck just a little bit more, and he extends his arms and gasps out, “Sera!”

“Why, Daddy?  Why did you kill Jack’s family?” she asks him. 

Gary hangs his head and drops his arms.  Then he looks at Prudence and slowly raises his right arm to point to Prudence.  He croaks, “Prudence said the Queen wanted me kill them all.  I got caught before I got to Jack.”

“LIES!” Prudence shouts as I lower Gary slowly to the ground.   Then I put Prudence asleep as the headache starts to come on again. ‘Note to self.  Lifting adults off the ground leads to headaches!
’

Slowly the headache fades as I hear in my mind, *That should help, Lord.*



*Thanks for charging me up, Eliana,*
 I send back.

*I live to serve, Lord,
* she responds.

Sera kisses my cheek, “Thank you for keeping him alive, Jack”

I think to myself, ‘A “thank you” from a Sidhe.  In public, too.  Highly unusual!
’

I tell Sera, “Go let him know you love him, Sweetie.  My dad always enjoyed hearing that his kids love him.  I bet yours does too.  I suspect he’d especially like to hear it right now.”

She kisses my lips briefly and runs to wrap her father in a hug.

I address the Summer Queen while I apparently have everyone’s attention.  “Queen Titania, did you tell Prudence to send someone after my family?”

“No sir, I did not,” she replies angrily.  She’s not showing any of the tells of deceit.  She adds less angrily, “I guess you have 
some sympathy for how I feel over the loss of my daughter.”

“I do, Queen Titania.  Even after all these years, grief still reaches out and smacks me periodically.  I regret your daughter left me no choice but to kill her,” I tell her.

“I don’t believe you had no choice,” she replies coldly.

“It’s true, my Queen,” Zelwyn speaks up.  “She drew her sword and attacked.  Lord Jack put us all to sleep right after she attacked him.”

“So why didn’t Laurel fall asleep?” the grieving mother asks.

Sera steps forward, “That was my fault, Queen Titania.  My mother ensured that I went with Princess Laurel.  My purpose for being there was to use my bracelet to siphon off any effects generated by someone using abilities on Laurel.  Lord Jack was stronger than I thought.  I was able to bring Laurel back around the first time he put her asleep, but it was difficult.  She attacked Jack with her sword, and Jack shield-checked her.   He tried to put her asleep again, but I was better prepared and pulled his energy away from Laurel.  She got up, and when we in the guard detail started to pull weapons, Jack put the guard detail, including myself, to sleep.  My bracelet woke me up in time to see Laurel working to find an opening again.  Jack tried to put me asleep again, but I mostly shrugged it off.  Then he teleported in front of me and cut off my arm.  That interrupted my control of the bracelet.  At that point he pivoted and drove his sword into Laurel’s back and then cut off her head.  L’liana, the Elf in his guard, did something to the bracelet to ensure it was inactive and then put it in a pouch.  I suspect she’s doing the same to Mother’s bracelet as we speak.”

 

The Summer Queen clarifies, “So, your mother did have a bracelet from the Dread Lord until just recently.
”

“Yes, Queen Titania,” Sera confirms.  “It was composed of multiple metallic strands with four dark stones.  Based on what L’liana said about another one I saw that looked identical, it’s a communication device that allowed her to converse with the Dread Lord.  I’m assuming telepathically as I never saw her talk to it.  That may not be accurate.”

Titania asks, “Were you also serving the Dark Lord, Sera?”

“Yes, Queen Titania.  I didn’t get much choice in the matter.  If he had been kinder to me, I might have fallen under his spell like my mother did.  I met him on Spring Break last year.  Apparently Mother vectored him to my location.  We hooked up, he beat and sodomized me, and embedded a bracelet into the flesh of my arm.  Fortunately, Lord Jack cut off my arm rather than tried to pry it off.  It was set to explode if someone tried to remove it,” Sera explains.

“You appear to have complete and whole arms and hands,” the Summer Queen observes.

“Yes, Queen Titania.  Lord Jack had mercy on me.  He healed me by growing a replacement hand.  My father is the fourth person he’s let live today that he has every reason to kill.  Being around him makes me want to be a better person.  So, I swore my service to him.  I’m considering giving him a token of ownership, your majesty,” Sera says shyly. 

I think to myself, ‘Damn!  The girl is chatty, but also very poised.  Especially considering how young she is.
’

The Summer Queen looks at me with a sour face, “You sound like a saint, Lord Jack.”

I shake my head, “Sadly no, Queen Titania.  I just keep working hard to be worthy of the people that love me or have committed to my cause.”

“There’s not a lot of difference, is there, Lord Jack?” the 
Summer Queen observes.

Myra speaks up, “No, Queen Titania.  There is not.  The more time I spend with him, the more convinced I am that marrying him was perhaps the smartest thing I have ever done.”

Titania looks at me thoughtfully.  “I still am leery of taking the word of only your family on what happened to my daughter, Lord Jack.”

From the back of the hall I hear, “Would you take my word, Queen of Summer?” 

I think ‘O’ren to the rescue again!
’  L’liana pops back into her position in my guard’s formation.  She sends a quick, *I’m back, Lover!  Your pet assassin is in bed as she should be.
*  I can hear the laughter in her voice.  I’m just not in the mood to play right now.

Titania calls out, “Welcome, O’ren Lightbringer, it is always a pleasure to see you.”  Her tone of voice and facial expression indicate she’s walking the razor’s edge of an emotional breakdown.

O’ren responds, “Sadly, my visit isn’t at a happier time.  My condolences for your loss, Queen Titania.  Having actually witnessed the events leading up to Laurel’s demise and her death, I would say that Lord Jack didn’t have much wiggle room.  If not for the Dread Lord’s power in Lady Waterlilly’s bracelet, he could have just put her to sleep, bound her, and returned her to you to deal with.  However, considering her behavior, beloved Queen, I suspect she was on a short road to her death even if Lord Jack had managed to avoid killing her.”

‘Beloved Queen?  O’ren you old rascal!
’

Titania says, “O’ren, please approach.”  She carefully walks down the steps to stand in front of the dais.  O’ren blinks 
to stand just outside her reach.  She opens her arms, and he steps forward to embrace her.  She collapses into his arms as she cries out her pain. 

I look around to see the hall filling.  I call, “Queen Myra, can we give them some privacy?” 

Myra looks at me and nods.  She steps a little closer and calls a Shadow Veil around herself, O’ren, and Titania. 


Chapter 50 - Christie reconciles


A
s they disappear inside the veil, “Frannie, let me know when the veil comes down.”

The Orcan beauty turns to me and bows.  “Yes, Master.”

I walk over to join Sera and my hated foe.  Gary starts to back away.  I hold both hands up and say, “Relax, Gary.  If I were going to kill you, you would be dead already.”

He calms down visibly.  Sera kisses his cheek before separating from him.  She comes and wraps me in a hug and gives me a quick gentle kiss.  She slides under my arm as we both face her father.

Gary asks, “What do you know about this guy who sodomized my daughter?”

I shake my head, “Not nearly as much as I need to.  I know that he frequently passes himself off as Spanish, but he speaks Arabic with a Saudi dialect.  He’s wealthy enough to travel internationally.  Selene and her mother both met him in Spain.  The Nameless met him in Marrakech.  Sera and Prudence met him in Miami.  He either has great flexibility with his schedule, or he is able to make changes quickly.  Based 
on his rhetoric, he’s Muslim; however, that could be a ruse.  From a comment he made, I assume he made a conscious choice not to become the Green Lord.  He threw it away to embrace hate and divisiveness rather than love.  I need to ask Peg and the nymphs if they felt anything between 150 to 200 years back.  He is willing to take over his minions and destroy them if he thinks there is an advantage to be gained.  His indoctrination is barbaric.  He seems to have a preference for breeding children and then turning them into slaves.  Selene’s mother was one of his get, as is Selene - he’s both her sire and grandsire.  In short, despite talking to him when he took over Selene, I don’t have a clue as to his identity.  That’s an issue I need to resolve quickly.”

Gary asks, “I’m not really Sera’s father, am I?”

Sera gasps when he asks it.

I tell him, “Gary, you are the only father she has ever had.  The beast that provided the DNA is no father.  You have been the one to raise her, comfort her when her mother wigged out, and it was you she cried for when I cut off her forearm.  You are her father.  Quite honestly, her love for you is the only reason you’re still alive.  I know what I went through losing my family.  I don’t want to do that to Sera.”

Sera launches back over to embrace Gary.  “Daddy, please don’t stop loving me.”

He kisses her forehead.  “That could never happen, my baby girl.”

She assures him, “I love you, Daddy” as she buries her head into his shoulder.  Then she looks up and asks him, “Would you like to meet my sister?” 

“Sure, Honey,” he says with a smile.  He lets her go to retrieve Selene
.

He asks, “What are we going to do about Prudence?”

I tell him, “My plan is to leave her with Titania.  There are few other things I could do, but I was tired of killing long before I ever left the army.  I prefer to keep things non-fatal when I can.  I let Trevor live; and he was beating one of my ladies for hours.  He won’t be athletic anytime soon, but I healed him for the most part after I broke him.”

“Does Sera need any more healing?” he asks.

“No,” I tell him.  “Knowing what Selene went through, I knew to look for damage on Sera.  I healed her from the damage he inflicted.”

“Thank you,” Gary says quietly.  He pauses for a moment and asks, “So, what are your intentions for my daughter?”

I can’t help it.  I cut loose with an evil chuckle, “I don’t know, Stepdad.  What are yours?”

“You’re an asshole, Jack.”

“Yeah, I know.  I try to keep it in check, but I’m failing miserably at the moment.  Anyway… basically, I want to protect her and teach her what I’ve learned about being Verdic.  I don’t know how many of my Verdic abilities she will be able to use, but I suspect both Sera and Selene will both will be able to heal.  They may have some of the other manipulation of living matter abilities, too.”

“Like lifting Daddy?” Sera asks as she walks up. 

“Exactly,” I confirm

Sera says, “Daddy, this is Selene Schatten of the Winter Court.  We share the same...sire.”

Selene asks, “Jack, when do we change our names to Jerome?”

“Uh,” I respond with great mental acuity
.

Gary laughs.

I finally pull my head out of my ass.  “Whenever you want to Selene.  At this point, I think Myra is the only one using Jerome as a surname.  We haven’t legally changed it, though.”

“Yes, she has,” Sera says.  “Megan did it for her.  O’ren is a registered celebrant, and he filed your marriage license.  Megan used a copy of that for the name change.   She said it will be more complicated for the rest of us, but we may be able to do it as part of a corporate agreement.”

“Hmmm,” I respond.  “I actually have some ideas about that.  I’ll have to talk to Megan about it when we get an opportunity.”

Sera wraps her arms around me and gives me a wet kiss.  She purrs, “Don’t worry about it, my Lord.  Megan has it all figured out.”

I look at Gary.  “Maybe you should ask Sera that question.”

He laughs, “I expected that.  She’s an all-in kind of personality.”

She looks at Gary over her shoulder.  “Daddy!  I just met Jack.  Don’t start making wedding plans, yet.”

Selene turns my head and kisses me relatively chastely.  “I am going to move slowly, but don’t think I’m not all in, too.  The abuse I received was less severe than what Sera endured, but you have a pretty good idea of how emotionally messed up I was prior to you saving me.  I need to get my act together before I…,” she stops as she works up her courage.

“...take a lover?” I ask.

“Yes, Jack.  Thank you,” she says as a rose shade creeps up her neck and into her cheeks
.

“You know, you’re not limited to me as your lover.   You can choose someone else, Selene.  You would still be family,” I tell her.

“Thank you, my Lord.  I don’t have any designs on anyone.  It’s nice to know I don’t have to commit to anything else until I’m ready,” she says.

Myra walks out of the Veil.  She asks, “Corrina, can you give me a five-minute timer?”

“Yes, my Queen,” Corrina acknowledges as she pulls out her phone.

She walks over and says, “Excuse me, ladies.   May I have some of our man for a moment?”

Selene jumps back.  Sera still has a hand on my lower back, but gives Myra plenty of room as Myra kisses me passionately.  When we take a breath, she looks into my eyes for a moment before she leans forward to whisper in my ear, “I never knew.  O’ren and Titania are definitely an item, and it looks like they have been for a long time.  O’ren may be Linden’s father; I’m pretty certain he’s Christie’s.”

“Doesn’t matter, does it?” I ask. 

“Not really,” she agrees.  “It just surprised me.  It might be why Christie and Linden are such sweet young ladies versus their elder sister.”

“What do we have left to cover, Beloved?” I ask.

Myra replies, “I need to get her commitment.  I want to talk her into letting me address her people, too.  I need to get the message out that the Fae are resuming our abandoned stewardship of the earth.  I also want to emphasize the division between the courts is going to be a fuzzy line rather than a stone rampart.
”

I respond, “Hmmmm.  I like that verbiage, Beloved.”

She chuckles as she burrows her face into my neck, “Well, then I’ll just keep it in my core message.”

“Time, my Queen,” calls Corrina.

“A Queen’s work is never done,” I tease.

She bites my neck hard enough to draw blood.  “Ow!” I yelp. 

Myra looks over her shoulder and winks at me before stepping back into the veil.

Sera steps in front of me, and her eyes pop open for a moment.  Then she steps in close, and I feel her tongue laving the wound.  I feel it healing, but I doubt it’s her doing yet.  It’s way too early. 

I hear “Jack!” behind me.  I turn to see Carolyn.  I give her a big smile.

“Hello Carolyn!  How are you, beautiful?” I ask.  She is wearing blue scrubs and her hair is pulled back into a ponytail.  She has a medium-sized purse over her left shoulder, tucked under her arm. 

She smiles back as I reach out and pull her into a hug.  “I’m doing fine, Jack.  I was surprised to see you so soon.  My day just went from fine to great,” she murmurs.

I kiss her quickly.  “Are you just getting back from work?” I ask.

She steps back and shakes her head.  “No.  I’m leaving in about forty-five minutes.  I’m on swings today.  My father said I might want to stop by the audience chamber before I leave.  He said there were historical events happening.  I can postpone a couple of errands if I must for that,” she says with a smile
.

“Soon, I think,” I respond.  “So your father is clued into events in the audience chamber?”

She nods.  “He’s the Queen’s Chamberlain.” 

“Oh!” I exclaim.  “That would do it.”

Frannie calls to me quietly, “It’s coming down, Master.”

Carolyn responds, “An Orc in your entourage?  That’s very progressive, Jack.”

I respond, “It sounds like you approve.”  I lean in to kiss her cheek before I turn to face Titania. 

“I like that you judge people on who they are rather than what they are, Lord,” she murmurs beside me.

Selene resumes her position in Myra’s guard detail as Titania calls, “Linden and Heather, please attend me.”

Christie slides in and kisses my left cheek before moving to her mother’s summons.  Sera follows her in to kiss my lips quickly before going to stand with her father.  Chelsea steps up to reoccupy her ‘prime real estate,’ while Carolyn loops her arm around my right elbow.  My guard detail forms up smartly around me as though they had rehearsed it, but L’liana spoils the effect by turning to wink at me briefly.

A tall, elegant Sidhe woman joins Christie and her mother.  She has the same svelte lines as Christie with slightly larger breasts and a little more flare to her hips.  Titania is speaking pointedly to Christie, but I can’t hear anything.  Titania must have an elf-tech cone of silence on her somewhere.  Christie shakes her head vehemently, points to herself, and then mimes offering a sword as she silently yells at her mother.  Titania just stares at Christie in shock when the other woman, I’m assuming Linden, wraps them both in a hug as they both appear to be sobbing.
 

Christie eventually continues talking as she hugs her sister in return.  She shakes her head, and finally Titania pulls her youngest into a hug, too.  She caresses Christie’s cheek and speaks to her earnestly.  Christie leans in and kisses her mother’s cheek, and then does the same to her remaining sister.  Then she walks to Myra and says, “My Queen, the Summer Queen would like to consult with you before she addresses her people.  I’m to call the Chamberlain now.”

Myra pulls Christie into a hug, “Thank you, Beloved.  Jack and I will both hold you and dry your tears - assuming Megan gives us a chance.”  Christie smiles briefly as the women kiss each other’s lips.  Christie breaks away and walks to the stage right side of the throne and disappears behind it.  Myra walks over to join Titania, who is holding Linden by her shoulders and speaking to her very seriously.  Linden nods repeatedly and responds to her mother as Myra joins them.  Titania eventually releases Linden and looks at Myra for a moment before Myra pulls the Summer Queen into a hug.  Eventually Titania returns the embrace as Myra strokes her former rival’s back.  When Titania steps back, Myra puts a hand on a shoulder of each woman and talks to them both.  Soon all three women are nodding, and Linden actually smiles.  Myra continues talking to them, rubbing their arms to give them comfort.

Christie returns to stand beside her sister’s body and wipes her eyes.  Georgia hugs her while Tiphanae stands close behind her with hands on her shoulders while whispering into her ear.  

Then I hear three resounding booms followed by an equally booming voice, “Hear ye, all people of Summer!  Her Majesty, the Summer Queen, Titania ab Jorl Mac Cavanaugh, will address all her subjects.  Attend her within five minutes or face the consequences!”
 

I look around and finally spot a handsome, middle-aged man in ceremonial robes with a staff in his right hand and a tablet tucked into the crook of his left arm.

He repeats the ritual one more time, and then he leans the staff against the right side of his neck as his fingers fly over the surface of the tablet.  As he tucks it back under his arm and grabs his staff, I hear a rolling chime of bells ring throughout the audience chamber.

I check to see Myra is still deep in discussion with Titania and Linden.  I check on Christie, and she’s standing with her hands clasped as tears run down her face.  She eventually senses my gaze and turns to me.  She looks at me as more tears run down her face.  I nod to her, and she runs to me.  Chelsea and Carolyn make room as Christie flings herself into my arms.  I hold her close to me and caress her back, kissing her temple as she sobs into my chest.  Chelsea hugs her on one side as Carolyn steps up to hug her from the other.  Georgia and Tiphanae join the huddle, each reaching in to touch their beloved friend.

Myra, Titania, and Linden finally break their huddle.  Titania pulls an elf tech device out of her pocket and disarms it in time for me to hear her say, ‘...my Queen.”  Then Linden escorts her up the steps of the dais to take the throne.  Linden then stands beside the throne, stage left.

Titania calls, “Janaella! To me!”

A Valkyrie flies to land at the foot of the throne.  “My wish is to serve you, my Queen,” she says as she genuflects before the throne.  A Valkyrie in flight is awesome to behold.

Titania says with more than a little heat, “Janaella, please have lady Prudence taken to the aerie.  I will be coming to question her before I grant you a feast.
”

Janaella bows her head, “It shall be done, my Queen.”  She stands as she calls, “Aria! Jig!  To me!”

Two more Valkyrie land to stand at attention before Janaella.  They strike their fists to their chests after receiving their whispered orders.  Then they go pick Prudence up off the dais, one gripping each arm.  Then they launch into the air in unison with the traitor hanging between them.

Myra takes position in front of the Ravens who fall back into a block formation around Corrina directly behind Myra. 


Chapter 51 - the Faerie Queen


T
he Chamberlain walks at a stately pace to stand before the dais about two meters in front of Myra.  Then he thumps his staff onto the stone floor before he intones, “All attend!  All attend!   Her Majesty, the Summer Queen, Titania ab Jorl Mac Cavanaugh, will address all her subjects!” 

After that, the Chamberlain takes his station stage right of the dais and fiddles with his tablet again as Sidhe flood the audience chamber.

I give Christie my handkerchief for her eyes.  She kisses me before taking position at the front of Zelwyn’s escort.  Tiphanae and Georgia stand behind her.

I take position parallel to my two ladies.  L’liana, Chelsea, and Supreet fall in behind me.  The Goblins form up behind them.

Titania stands and says, “Hear me, people of Summer.  It is with great sadness that I must announce that my beloved daughter Laurel, our former Summer Lady, has died.  She died violently after attacking the Green Lord.  Despite her ill-considered actions, I mourn her loss.  She will lay in state 
in the audience chamber for three days following this address.  My youngest daughter, Heather, has prepared Laurel’s body, so all is in readiness.  My thanks to her guards for trying to protect her despite facing a power you could never hope to conquer.”

Titania sighs and takes a couple of deep breaths before continuing.  “Laurel’s untimely passing leaves us without a Summer Lady.  It is my duty to select one immediately to ensure continuity of our Court.  I appoint my middle daughter, Linden ab Lochlin Mac Cavanaugh, to serve as Summer Lady.”

Linden steps down twice to stand in front of her mother.  She kneels before her mother and prostrates herself on the step in front of her.  She intones, “I live to serve the people of Summer, my Queen.”

The Summer Queen responds, “Rise and serve our people faithfully, Lady Summer.”

Linden rises and moves back up to stand on the opposite side of the throne.

Titania continues, “There have been many events recently that are historically noteworthy.  My daughter Heather, has renounced her affiliation with the court and her position as Crystal to serve as as a concubine to the Green Lord.  My understanding is that she will bear him his first child.  She asks that you address her henceforth as Christie Jerome.  I wish her and her lord much happiness in their life together.  Please come visit your poor old mother frequently, Christie, my love.”

Titania wipes her eyes and composes herself once more.  “I have twice mentioned the ‘Green Lord’ to you in this address.  Our Crystal and our Historian spent numerous hours explaining to me what the Green Lord is.  It was news to me, so I’m pretty certain you don’t know what a ‘Green Lord’ is.  I 
am still not entirely certain myself, but this is what I can tell you.  The Green Lords appeared long before the beginning of recorded time.  They were powerful beings that may have actually created our race.  The Elves refer to them as the Verdic people.   We, the Summer Court, killed the last known Green Lord in existence over 4,000 years ago.  Our ‘Green Knight’ was originally created to leverage the fear the Green Lord engendered on the battlefield by girding him with the Green Lord’s ancient armor.  O’ren, the Loremaster of the High Elven people, is probably the most knowledgeable person on the planet regarding the Green Lords.  I’ll be spending much time with him in the near future to educate myself, so I can better guide you.”

She takes a couple more deep breaths.  Then she adds, “The most important things for you to know at this time are these.  First of all, in the event the Green Lord marries the Lady of either court of the Faerie, that Lady becomes the queen of all Fae, or ‘the Faerie Queen.’  The Green Lord married Moira ab Liam Mac Nessus, the Winter Lady about two weeks ago.  Moira is no longer the Winter Lady, rather she is now the Faerie Queen.  She is also carrying his second child.  Secondly, I understand that Morganna ab Liam Mac Nessus has been healed of her mental illness by the Green Lord, and she is now the Winter Lady.  It seems that Laurel caused the insanity of both Morganna and the Winter Queen by repeatedly using influence ability on them.  I ask Queen Moira to convey my apologies to her mother and sister, and I wish them a rapid recovery.  Thirdly, I have sworn my loyalty to Queen Moira.  I now reaffirm my oath to her.” 

There is a growing tide of murmurs as Titania steps down to the floor and prostrates herself before Myra.  “My Queen!  I offer my service, my family, and my people to your service.” 

Myra answers, “Queen Titania, I accept you into my service.  For your service, I offer my service.  For your family, I offer 
my family.  We are a single people, and we have a singular purpose.  Please rise, Queen Titania.”  Myra bows her head to the Summer Queen.

There is an uproar from the gallery as Queen Titania rises and quickly steps up the lowest step of the dais.  She yells, “QUIET!”  She waits for the grumbling to subside before she continues, “As much as we like to condescend to our Winter cousins, they, like us, have a purpose to serve.  They have not been paying attention to their remit any better than we have to ours.  They have just been more profitable at it.  We are going to put this parochialism aside.  There is much work to do, I expect all of you to step up and do your part.”

She stops to listen to the response.  Dead silence greets her.  She continues, “Feel free to request an audience if you would like me to explain the reasoning in detail.  The fourth historically significant fact is that Jack Jerome, the Green Lord, is not the only Verdic person to appear recently.   The Green Lord is a force for creation.  This other Verdic power is a force for destruction and hate.  He is called the Dread Lord.  We don’t know much about him, but expect epic battles to ensue when we do.  We will support Lord Jack in this.”

There is some discussion in the hall, but nothing nearly as negative as when she announced Myra as her sovereign.  After pausing for a moment Titania says, “I now introduce you to our Queen, Moira ab Liam Mac Jerome.”  Titania invites Myra to stand on the second step as Titania sits on it.

Myra addresses the crowd, “My people, many of you have thought of me as an opponent if not an enemy.  I too have sometimes fallen into the trap of despising those that are different.  So, I can’t blame you for having had those thoughts.  I ask that you join me in putting those differences aside to enable all Sidhe people, all Fae people, to lift each other up rather than push each other down.  I intend 
for the courts to continue to exist.  It makes sense to leave each to its specific remit.  However, that does not mean the courts will continue to be at odds.  If the two courts are not working together, then we are failing as a people.  The Fae are picking back up our responsibilities and the division between the courts is going to be a fuzzy line rather than a stone rampart.”

She pauses for a moment, and then she steps down a step on the dais. 

Myra continues, “Since long before humans became human, the Sidhe were entrusted to be the protectors of life and the earth.  I don’t think anyone knows now whether we were created by the Green Lords for this purpose or if we were just judged as best to perform this duty and charged with it.  As I told the Winter Court, it matters not one bit.  When the courts split, the Winter Court was charged with the powers of renewal.  The Summer Court was charged with powers of growth.  You are meant to promote and govern growth, life, joy, romance, and play.  Don’t forget, atrophy and entropy also fall under your bailiwick as they are parts of life.  Arts such as music and plays have traditionally been yours, too.  You will be picking up stewardship of all of these.  The Winter Court will be focused on guiding the earth and its communities to restore the earth, refresh our resources, and guide people to connect with each other.  You will encourage planting of plants to cleanse our air and oxygenate our atmosphere.  You will be nurturing and breeding bees to be hardier to be able to better pollinate our food sources in our currently toxic world.   You will husband food plants and animals to ensure we can feed the world.  You will be infiltrating the large food consortiums to lead them in eliminating foods created in labs in favor of foods that are whole and real.  Winter will also be working with you in this regard to ensure foods provide the nutrients we need to thrive.  All 
of us are going to be active in human politics.  We are going to be upsetting the human world immensely, and we will be doing it invisibly.  I will guide your Queen and the Winter Queen in how we go about this.”

The hubbub rises, but it feels like more positive energy than before.  Judging by the faces in the crowd, it seems real.

Myra lets them talk for a moment before starting back up, “I thought being the Winter Lady was the highest call to service I could ever be asked to fill - preparing to replace our Queen to serve and guide our court.  I’ve now learned that is no longer true.  I have a bigger responsibility to serve all of the Fae people.”

She takes a big breath before smiling to say,  “Thank you, my people.  Go forth.  Start planning for how we are going to execute my guidance.  I’ll be talking to you again either in groups or as a community.  Be well, people of Fae!”

Applause erupts as Myra kneels to the people, bows, and gets back up.  She smiles and waves to the crowd and then sits beside Titania.  She pulls the Summer Queen into a hug as the older women dissolves into tears again.  Linden joins them to console her mother.

The Summer Court are not as exuberant as the Winter Court was, but they still seem mostly positive.  In addition to having the former Winter Lady as the Faerie Queen, I imagine the Summer Queen’s sorrow affects them, too.

The Chamberlain comes forth and beats his staff on the ground three times before announcing in his booming voice, “This concludes the address by their Majesties Queen Titania ab Jorl Mac Cavanaugh of the Winter Court and Moira ab Liam Mac Jerome, Queen of Faerie.”  Then he marches off around the corner, I’m assuming to his office.

Christie follows him and shortly thereafter four Brownies 
march in what look like two elaborately carved saw horses.  Christie directs them to set them about fifteen feet in front of the throne dais.  Then Zelwyn has his detail gently place Laurel’s stretcher on the supports.  He posts a guard at each corner of her stretcher with a fair amount of ceremony.  Then he leads the remaining guard with him to march out to the side through the trees.

Myra and Linden escort Titania to the stretcher, and Titania kisses her dead daughter’s forehead, both cheeks, both eyes, and her lips.  Then she stands, raises both hands in the air, and prays, “Dear Goddess!  Please shepherd the soul of my daughter, Laurel ab Lochlin Mac Cavanaugh, to the Summerlands until she can return a happier soul at a time of your choosing!”

She holds that posture for about a full minute and then collapses to the ground sobbing.  Christie and Linden kneel next to her and hug her.  After a few minutes, they help her to her feet.  Titania beckons me to her.

I stand in front of her and wrap her in an aura of love.  I genuflect, “Please forgive me for not being able to find a better solution, Titania.  I did not think highly of Laurel, but I would rather have spared you this pain.” 

Titania drops to her knees before me and wraps her arms around me.  “Jack, I forgive you.  Prudence had been whispering poison into her ears for decades.  I did not intervene.  If I had, maybe she would still be alive.”

I kiss her temple and hug her to me, “We can never know that, Titania.  We can only strive to do better and serve our people to the best of our abilities.  I am here if you need to talk.  I know Myra feels the same way.  Be at peace, dear Titania.  You are loved by your daughters, your people, and my family.  I will leave you to grieve.”  I lift her up, and her daughters support her
.

Christie says, “Jack, I will stay while Laurel lays in state.  Georgia and Tiffy will stay with me.  I’ll be home to you immediately thereafter, my Love.”

I kiss her gently, cupping her silky cheeks with both hands.  “Be safe and come home when you can, Beloved.”  I release her and say to her sister, “Linden, I regret that we meet under these circumstances.  Hopefully, we can meet again under happier auspices soon.”

She says, “Call me ‘Linda,’ Jack.  I would like that.  Fare thee well.”

Myra steps in and gently kisses Titania’s lips.  She tells the grieving mother, “I will return for the third day.” 

Titania says, “Thank you, Myra...er...my…”

Myra silences her by putting her fingers gently on Titania’s mouth.  “Please do call me Myra, Titania.  I am here to serve you and all our people.  I think our queens should be able to address me informally.  Rest assured, my mother will.”

Titania chuckles despite her grief, “I am certain.  Safe journey Myra.  I look forward to your return.”

O’ren approaches and hugs Myra and I.  “Safe journey home, Lord and Lady.  I hope to see you again soon in happier circumstances.”  O’ren then follows Titania as her daughters escort her to her chambers.

I offer Myra my arm, and we head back to the portal leading us to the Winter Court with my guard detail in the lead, followed by Sera and Chelsea.  The Ravens range on either side of us and to the rear.

We pass through the portal and pass the guard station on the Winter Court side.   The guards snap to attention as we pass.  They call out, “Hail, Queen Moira.  Welcome back to the 
Winter Court!”  Myra waves as we hurry past.

As we emerge into the audience chamber, I see a collection of beings designed to induce nightmares.  Tentacles, fur, red eyes, claws, and sharp teeth are in abundance.  Talking to them is a hulking human-like man in quilted leathers with an impressive rack of antlers sprouting from his head.  The crown of his head easily reaches 6’6”, plus the antlers extend at least another 18” above that.  I bet he has a hell of a time passing through standard doors.

Myra calls, “Lord Cernunnos!”

The huge man turns to reveal a face that’s more bestial than human.  He has a short muzzle that encompasses his nose and mouth, but with human eyes and a short beard.  He smiles, which surprises me, and calls out, “Queen Myra!  Welcome back to the Winter Court!”  He turns to the night hag, “Let the Chamberlain know.”

The large bat woman launches up into the air in a whoosh of shadow as Myra guides me over to meet him.

Myra says, “Lord Cernunnos, allow me to introduce my husband, Jack Jerome.  He is the Green Lord.  Jack, this is Lord Cernunnos, King of the Sluagh and Lord of the Wild Hunt.”

I offer my hand, “Lord Cernunnos, please call me Jack.”

He engulfs my hand in his. “It’s my pleasure, Jack.  Congratulations on catching this fleet young lady.”  He squeezes my hand, but he’s not a dick about it.  “Call me Harald.”

“Harald?” I am thrown off.

Harald releases a huge belly laugh.  “Yeah, whodda thunk it, right?  Lord Cernunnos is a title for the Lord of the Hunt and ‘king’ of the host.  My actual name is Harald.  My family is one of three beastkin families among the host that habitually serve as King of the Sluagh and Lord of the Hunt.
”

“Oh!” I exclaim.  “Pardon me for being a dumbass.  I’m still learning new things every day about the people of Faerie.”

He chuckles and slaps my shoulder gently, “No worries, Jack.  Supreet told me you were here.  I’m glad I could catch you.  By the way, that fellow you had Trina tell us about - ‘Georgie Porgie.’  We’ve chased him for hours every night for the last two weeks.  He’s a runner with a strong sense of self preservation.  Ralph here loves nipping at his heels to see if he can get him to run faster.”

Ralph comes up and growls something that is barely recognizable as, “Yeah!  Much fun!”

“Hello, Ralph.  I’m Jack,” I introduce myself.

Ralph looks like a cross between hyena and a bear.  He grins at me for a moment and then extends a clawed paw.  I shake it like a dog as he growls, “Niceta meetcha, Jack.”

I release Ralph’s paw, and he growls to Harald, “Later, Harald.”  He trots towards the portal for the Sidhe, and the tentacled beings and two more of Ralph’s sort follow.

Harald says, “I know you’ve probably got a full schedule.  Come visit for a horn of mead when you can.  Maybe you’d like to chase after Georgi before Ralph gets tired of his feet and guts him.”

I chuckle, “I’m not sure if I will free up before then, but I will come and visit.  Until then,” I tell him as I offer my hand again.  He gives a gentlemanly shake and follows his people off.

Myra says, “Let’s go say goodbye to the family and collect Megan.”

“No need,” I hear from the direction of the throne.  Ariana, Morgan, Lorraine, Megan, and Trina all walk up.  I feel someone 
slide up under my left arm.  I look down to see Jessica smiling up at me.  Another swoosh of shadow lands beside Morgan and reveals itself as Esmi.

Esmi says, “I got the sisters to agree to different color ribbons with a medallion engraved with our names.  These are temporary, but we should have permanent ones the next time we see you.”  I note Esmi’s ribbon is a deep forest green.

Ariana come to stand before me.  She places a hand on each side of my face and kisses me deeply with lots of wet tongue involved.  When she stops accosting me, she says, “Thank you for saving my daughter and I, Jack.  I will be eternally grateful.”

“It was my pleasure, Ariana”

She adds, “At some point soon, I am going to want that gift you gave Lorraine.”  She looks at me pointedly.

I kiss her forehead chastely and say, “Christmas is coming, Arianna.  If you’re a good girl, there’s no telling what Santa Claus puts in your stocking.”

We all laugh at that.  Myra and I collect kisses and hugs from Lorraine, Morgan, and Esmi, too.

I ask Trina, “Where is Peg?” 

She points at my feet and suddenly there is Peg.  I pick her up and seat her on my left arm.  “Are you coming with us, Peg?”

“Not yet, Lord.  I’m getting the Lassie’s belongings packed up to move.  I’ll be along when the house is complete.  I think we may need a bigger house at the rate you’re collecting ladies,” she says as she cocks an eyebrow at me.

I shrug gently, “We’ll see, Peg.  I can only think of one other we’re missing.” 

Myra says “Erica” at the same time Trina says “Annette,” and 
both Morgan and Esmi say “me.”

I purse my lips. “Yeah, we need to talk about that, Peg.”  We all laugh. 

I kiss Peg’s cheek and whisper, “Come home soon, Peggy.  I love you, and I will miss you.”  She hugs me tightly as I kneel down to set her on the floor.  She holds me tightly for a moment longer and then pats my arms and dashes off as soon as I release her.

I turn and lead the way to the Goblin portal, and all my family follows.   I stop at the mouth of the corridor.  “Uh...I think it’s just Supreet, Solange, and I going this way.  Aren’t you going to Shadow Portal them all back to Phoenix?”

Myra says, “Silly man.  No way any of us is going to leave you right now.  Supreet gave Christoff her hotel key.  He’s been in Hartford making arrangements since you started healing Mother.  Let’s go.”

I look at her for a moment before I say the two words that every married man needs to learn quickly, “Yes, dear.”

She flashes me a brilliant smile and leads the way with extra little ‘loco’ in her ‘motion.’

Jessica and Chelsea each grab an arm and slide under it.  Chelsea says in a conspiratorial tone, “I think our Queen is putting on a show for you, Fiancé.  What are you going to do about that?”

I smile as I think about the surprise I have for her.  “I’m gonna fuck her until she can’t walk and then do it again.”

“Then me right afterward,” Chelsea responds.  “Don’t even shower.  I want to smell her on you as you make me yours.”

Jessica whimpers.  When I look at her, she implores, “Me too!  Fuck them all and then come to me last.  Get that saucy little 
High Elf right before me.”

Sera calls out from nearby, “I’ll go after Chelsea, Lord!”

Trina is laughing, “I’ll work it out, Master.”

“Form up,” I call out the order.  “Ravens on Myra.  Goblins on me and the rest.”

The Goblin detail squeezes in close as the Ravens run past to get in position.  They are FAST!  Selene lags, but I suspect she’ll be able to keep up in a few weeks if she wants to.  Considering how fast the Sidhe are, Selene had to be able to keep up with any collegiate female sprinter to be able to pass Raven training.

Solange pulls her into the rear of the formation and smiles encouragingly at her.  Selene returns the smile as she catches her breath.  The rest aren’t breathing hard at all.  It will be interesting to watch her progress.

After that, Frannie and Grace take point on my detail; Supreet, L’liana, and Trina create the wedge behind them.  Sera skips ahead of me to fall in behind them.  I follow with Karla and Sherrine flanking Chelsea and Jessica.  Louis and Trinity take the rear.

As we march down the corridor I see Corrina lead the Ravens and Myra through the portal back to the Goblin Court.


Chapter 52 - Return to the Goblin Court


I
 step through the portal to hear a Goblin say with a credible Essex accent, “We din’t invite no bloody Sidhe here!  Go back where ye came from.”

I call out, “Tell my good friend, King Salt, the Green Lord has arrived with the Faerie Queen.”  I push my way through the gorgeous female flesh guarding my wife to stand beside her. 

The armored Goblin gulps as I step up to his post.  “Yes, milord.”  He nods at one of the other two guards on post.  That one takes off at a run towards the audience chamber.  “Follow me, your Majesty and milord.”

I call out a command to the guard force, “Goblins flank.  Ravens lead and trail.”  The teams adjust pretty well to rapidly get into place, especially since we haven’t drilled this.  Sera, Chelsea, and Jessica fall in right behind Myra and myself.  Trina, Supreet, and L’liana fall in right behind them.  The six goblins split their earlier formation like they had practiced it.  They’re impressing me more by the minute.  The Ravens struggled more getting the back half to move to trail position.   I make a note that merging and splitting guard details on the fly is something we need to rehearse
.

We march out into the audience chamber in time to see Salt gut a challenger.  He whips his blade to shake the gore off the blade.  He backs off slowly towards his throne as he catches his breath.  Suddenly, another challenger charges him from the flank.  Salt steps forward and drops below the blade aimed at his chest in what looks like a Taiji maneuver.  Then he shifts his weight forward and stabs the challenger in the crotch.  An arterial spray follows the blade as it withdraws.

He walks casually to the throne and sits on the lowest step of the dais.  Thorn passes him a towel.  He wipes the sword down first, then folds the towel and wipes down his face, arms, and torso.  The guard is standing twenty feet away waiting to be recognized.   Salt takes notice of him and glances in our direction. 

The guard bows his head  and strikes his chest before announcing in a growl, “King Salt, the Faerie Queen and the Green Lord request an audience!”

Salt waves us over and slowly stands up.  I bow and strike my chest.  I smile as I say, “Hello again, King Salt.  How goes the challenge rounds?”

He claps a hand on my shoulder and says, “So far, so good, Jack.  Welcome back.  It’s nice to talk to someone that isn’t trying to kill me.”  I use the connection of his hand on my shoulder as an easier conduit to refresh him with healing energy.  He sighs as he drops his hand.

I take the opportunity to introduce Myra.  “Myra, let me introduce you to King Salt, the new Goblin King.  King Salt, my wife Moira ab Liam Mac Jerome, former Winter Lady, Queen of all the Fae.”

Salt chuckles, “That’s a mouthful for such a little thing.  Moving up in the world, Myra?
”

She laughs in response, “Likewise, Salt?  You were always kind and respectful in our dealings before.  Will you support me in my new role?”

Salt sobers, “Myra, all of the Goblin races are creatures of Fae, but we have never bowed before the Sidhe.  You know how we are about customs.”

Myra nods, “I do know, King Salt.  I’m not asking for the Goblins to give up their sovereignty.  I’m asking them to acknowledge me as Queen of all Fae.  Both Courts have done so, and my intent is their queens will continue to rule them.  I would expect the same here.  The remit of the Goblins has always been to work the earth.  Whereas the Dwarves work to pull resources out of the earth, your people, like the Winter Court, have been more concerned with keeping the underground safe, free of refuse, and ensuring that water flows as it should under the ground.  You have always been fierce warriors, and your people have avoided their responsibilities to focus on making war on the Sidhe and each other.  As Queen of the Fae, I am asking you to lead your people to pick up your ancient remit and stand beside the Sidhe as they take up their ancient remits as well.  I am asking that you work with us all to nurture and protect our home planet.”

“That is not what I expected, Myra,” he says quietly.  “Would you accept a formal alliance?  My people are proud.  Being new, I can’t bow to you without causing a civil war.”

Myra smiles and nods, “That would be a perfectly workable solution for all of us, King Salt.  I’ll email you the details of what I’m thinking.  You can do the same in return, and then we can meet to finalize and sign.  Does that work?”

He smiles and says, “That, I think we can all live with.”  Then he turns to me, “Jack, would you heal as many of these assholes as you can.  My people are not so numerous that I can 
just let them die.”

“Okay,” I reply.  “I better start with the arterial bleeder, or he’ll be gone.  The last one of those, I had to resurrect.”

Myra calls to me as I hurry to the last challenger, “I’ll try to stabilize the gut wound, Jack.  Trina, take a couple of the ladies and triage.”

The guy I’m checking is still moaning.  At least he’s not dead yet.  I focus on repairing the artery, then I push any foreign matter out of the wound and close it.  I give him a small dose of healing energy, and reassess.  I call out to Salt, “This one willl be okay if he drinks a lot of water, eats plenty of red meat, and rests for about two weeks.  After that, he should be able to get out of bed and do something stupid again.”

I run over to Myra.  She looks up at me with tears in her eyes, “He’s eviscerated, Jack.  If you could heal him it would nearly be a resurrection level of effort.  His bowels have fouled everything in his wound.  He needs a hospital and a team of surgeons and a bucket load of antibiotics.  Even that might not be enough.  Salt cut him multiple times.”

I assess him and find that he barely has any life left in him.  Salt cut through his stomach, both intestines in multiple places, and bisected his bladder.  His eyes are glassy, and no one is home.  I shut down his pain receptors and put him to sleep.  I tell Salt, “I can fix him or we can focus on the others.  He may die from infection regardless.”

Trina reports, “Master, there are twelve dead and four you might be able to save.  We’ve put tourniquets on severed limbs and packed other open wounds with their clothing.  They’re all going to take time to deal with.”

Salt says, “Please start with the one you’re on, Jack.  He’s a talented general.  I am loathe to lose him.  Save him if you can.
”

“Ok,” I respond.  “Get me as many standard first aid supplies as you can.  We need a ton of alcohol and sterile saline.  Someone pour alcohol over my hands before I put them inside of him.” 

A young, lean Goblin male runs in with two large bags.  He drops off one of the bags next to Myra, “Everything you need should be in here, Lord.  I’ll see what I can do to stabilize the rest.”

Myra digs out a bottle of alcohol and splashes my hands liberally with it.  Then she digs again and hands me a pair of gloves.  I pull them on, and then reach in to hold the halves of the gastric artery together and will them to heal, reminding the cells along the cuts how they were meant to be together.  I look for other arterial wounds.  I find six more and follow the same procedure.  After that I call for the medic to hook him up to a blood bag.  I then close the stomach itself and heal that, and I follow by doing the same with the bladder.  Now for the jigsaw puzzle of his intestines.  I start with the colon as it’s the easier one to recognize the split parts.

Once that is done, I sit back and think about how best to deal with the small intestine.  The medic has an IV in his arm, and the bag is hanging from a short tripod.  The general is still home but just barely.  I flood his system with melatonin to keep him asleep.  Hopefully the transfusion will help him gain some strength.

I’m afraid the small intestine is too much of a mess to fix in time to help the other patients, but I suspect growing a new one will take longer.  Myra looks at me with big eyes.  I nod to myself and start scooping out all of his small intestine until I’m holding the point it is severed about six inches below the stomach.  I am holding onto the severed end.  Once I have that done, I connect the severed end to the end still extending from the stomach.  An average human has over 16 feet of 
small intestine if I remember right.  I’m guessing a Goblin of this guy’s size will have closer to 25 feet.  I need to see if I can get him at least half that if not more.

Myra gasps as I concentrate on the intestines.  She points to a cut in two of his vertebrae.  I assess the spinal cord first.  There is some damage, which I repair before repairing the vertebrae.  If he survives, I’ll see what I can do about what look like compressed disks.

I look up at her.  Keeping in mind where we are, I tell her,  “Beloved, I couldn’t do this without your help.”  She smiles brightly in response.

Sera kneels at the General’s head and gently pulls off his helmet.

Then I look for the next piece of small intestine.  I hold a severed end and ‘remind’ them they belong together.  If I feel them pull together, I hold them in contact and encourage them to heal.  If not, I look for another end.  Sera and Myra watch for movement in the rest of the pile in case I get the wrong one.  I do this for quite some time.  In the midst of that effort the medic comes by with Selene, and she helps him hook up another unit of blood. I get to the point where I have a pile of small intestines coiled in his abdomen sticking up about a foot out of his cavity.  The pile of bits left looks relatively small in comparison; so, I shrug and keep going until I’m holding the last piece.  I connect it to the bit sticking out of the bulbous beginning of the colon.  Supreet walks up carrying water bottles.  She cracks three open, one with each pair of hands, and hands one to Myra and Sera before holding one to my mouth for me to drink.

I tell her after I drain the bottle, “You’re a life-saver, Supreet.  I love you!” 

She smiles and says, “Back to work, beloved Lord!  These 
Goblins are not going to heal themselves!”

I roll my eyes.  I turn to Sera,  “Wash Myra’s hands, sweetie.   Help her get gloves on.  Then do the same for Supreet.  All six hands.  Then clean and glove yourself.”

I say as I look at the pile of intestines sticking out of his cavity, “Myra.  Supreet.  I need your help to ensure we string his intestine out to ensure it’s not twisted, and then I need to coil it properly into his abdomen.  I need a lot of hands to keep it straight.”

Myra says, “We need more hands than that.”  She calls out, “Selene!  Grab your medic friend and six of your sisters.  Get over here, scrub up, and gloves on.  Jack needs help.”

Selene pulls out three Ravens, Grace, Frannie, and Sherrine and pulls them all over.  Sera starts helping them scrub and glove.  The Goblin medic assists, and soon all twelve additional pairs of hands are ready.    I start handing coils of intestine out and have them spread far enough apart to get what appears to be well over twenty feet of intestine stretched out.

I tell Sera, “Sweetie, flush out the cavity with sterile saline and then swab it out.”

The medic says, “There’s a large syringe you can use to suction out the liquid.  I recommend you flush him a couple of times.”

I look at him, “Great.  Coach her on it while I work on this next part.”   I hear the medic quietly coaching and encouraging Sera.  I get up and walk the circuit making a couple of corrections and killing anything alive that I sense inside the tissue.  I feel Eliana boost my energy a couple of times. 

Then I start at the colon and start feeding them in, encouraging them to arrange themselves as their genetic code 
demands.  I have no idea if it matters how they’re coiled so long as they all fit and don’t pinch off, but I spend the energy to try and get it ‘right.’

After what seems like ages, I get them all in.  I then pull the abdominal wall back together and tell it to fuse.   Following that I heal the skin, trying to leave a scar.  If he survives, maybe it will help him get laid.

I sit back on my heels and look at my work.  Grace wipes my forehead with a clean towel and gently kisses my hairline.  I look up into her beautiful tusked face and see something I rarely witness among humans, let alone fierce Goblins.  Her face radiates concern and compassion. 

I beckon her down to my face.  I whisper into her ear, “Grace, you are not only a beautiful woman, but you are also a beautiful soul.  Your spirit humbles me.”  I kiss her cheek reverently.

Grace turns her face to whisper into my ear, “I am yours, Master.  Body, heart, and soul.”

I turn to whisper back in her ear.  “Will you marry me, Grace?”

She jumps back and covers her mouth as tears run down her face.  She turns and runs back to the remaining guard detail.

Myra smacks my arm, “Whatever you said to her, you better apologize now!”  She looks at me crossly. 

I look at her feeling completely befuddled.  I beckon her closer and whisper as quietly as I can into her ear, “I asked her to marry me.”

She sits back and looks at me disgruntled.  Myra says, “She’s not ready for that, Jack!  Damnit!  She is just starting to come out of her shell, and you probably just chased her back into it!”  Myra gets up ripping the gloves off her hands as she 
storms off to comfort Grace.

I frown and shrug.  Then I get back up and go to the next patient.  The medic guides me to one that has two huge punctures in his torso - a sucking chest wound in his right chest and one into his liver.  I mutter, “Damn, Salt.  That’s just mean,” as I reach my will into the liver wound and heal it.  Then I focus my will on the chest wound.  I stop the bleeding and a headache starts coming on again as heal the lung and the flesh.  By the time I’m done, the headache is a stabbing pain.

I gasp to the medic, “I’m about out of energy.  You’ll need to suction the fluid out, so I have enough left to close the amputation wounds.  I can come back tomorrow to regrow the limbs.” 

He looks at me wide-eyed as I stand and stumble.  “Of course, Lord,” he says.

Daphne runs to me with a baggie of nuts.  “Eat, Master,” she says as she dumps some into her hand and holds it up to my face.

I lean in to kiss her cheek.  “No thanks, my Lord.  Please.  Eat.”

I smile tiredly at her, “I almost forgot, Precious.”

Grace runs up to me and wraps her arms around me.  “I’m sorry, Lord.  You surprised me.  I think Queen Myra is less upset with you now.  Oh Goddess!  You’re about dead on your feet.”

She takes off her blazer and then her camisole.  She is standing there bare from the waist up.  She implores me, “Take a bite from me, Master.  It will help.”

I call with my mind, *Eliana, do you have any more to give?
*

She gasps a reply, *No, Lord.  I’m all out!

*

I ask Grace, “Are you sure, Darling?” 

I look to Myra as she walks up and says, “Do it, Beloved!  You’re tapped out, and you won’t quit until you’re finished.  Grace will gladly help you.”

Grace’s dark doe-eyes hold mine as she says, “I’m positive, Master.  Body, heart, and soul.  Take what you need from me.”

I cup her face with my hand and kiss her passionately.  I tell her, “It doesn’t have to be a bite, Grace.”

She holds holds her breath and my gaze before she says, “Take me, Lord.  Take me here in front of all the Goblin Court.  Use me harshly, then take a bite of my flesh as you dump your seed in me.”  She unwraps her kilt and lays it on the ground, followed by the rest of her garments.  She faces the throng of Goblins who have assembled to watch me heal their general.  Then she kneels gracefully on her clothes and rests her elbows on the ground.  Little Jack jumps to attention immediately as she adjusts her knees to open them for me.

Myra kisses me passionately before saying, “If you need more, either I or one of the Goblins will serve you, my Husband.”

I kiss her quickly and tap Gisela.  She unwraps from around my waist, and I hand the swordbelt to Myra.  I unbuckle and open my pants to a chorus of gasps from the peanut gallery as I drop behind Grace and line up to her opening.  She is gaping wide and fluid is dripping from her.  Little Jack’s helmet is just barely inside her when I grab both hips and drive into her HARD!  She screams as I bottom out in her.  Then I back out and slam again as I pull her back by her hair and demand, “Who is your master, Grace?”

“You!  You are, my Lord!” She gasps out
.

I whisper into her ear, “Squeeze me when I pull out.  It will increase the pleasure for both of us, Love.”

I hold her head and shoulders back as I plow her wet pussy.   Her back is arched like a drawn bow.  She raises her hands to her head and I hold her hands in place as I fuck her hard.  She grunts loudly with each thrust.  I whisper into her ear, “Will you marry me, Grace?”

She turns to me with wild eyes, “Yes, Jack.  Next time.”

“Deal,”  I tell her as claim her mouth, cutting my lips on her tusks.  I don’t care.

I feel my moment arriving rapidly.  I lower her back to the ground gently and grab both hips as I pick up the pace and intensity.  Finally, I can’t hold it any longer.  I spray my seed deep into her pulsing pussy.  I pull her back to me again by the hair and throat, then I open my mouth wide and take a huge bite out of her trapezius.

As I chew I’m overcome, ‘Holy shit!
’

Sidhe flesh is energizing, but Goblin flesh is like an energy drink, a pot of coffee, a double shot of whiskey, and a steak dinner all rolled into one.  Energy absorbs into my mouth as I chew.  It lights my throat on fire as I swallow, and I feel energy radiating out from my stomach.

Eliana gasps, *Oh my, Goddess!  I didn’t know!
*

I hold Grace to me as I ride the wave of energy flowing through me.  I lean down and lick the bloody wound and will it to heal.  Grace gasps as she feels the wound heal.  I whisper, “Thank you, Grace.  And yes, I do know what that means in Goblin culture.  Your gift is going to allow me to fully heal these Goblin warriors.  They will all know that they aren’t maimed because of your beautiful, generous spirit.”
 

She looks at me with surprise and fear in her eyes.  I stand and reach for her hands.  Instead, she grabs my still-rigid cock and pops it into her mouth.  I caress her cheeks as she sucks and licks my little friend clean.  Finally, she leans back lets him pop out of her mouth.  I offer my hands again.  This time she takes them both and stands in front of me.  I lean in to kiss her gently and passionately.

Grace caresses my face and says, “Master, you have broken me.”

I caress her cheek in return, and she rubs her face against my caress like a cat.  “I’ll just have to mend you, Beloved.”

Myra picks up Grace’s blazer and wraps it around Grace’s shoulders.  I pull up and buckle up as Myra says loud enough for everyone to hear, “Grace, our Lord Jack could not have given you a more appropriate name.  You have been Grace since you were born, it just took the wisdom of our Lord to recognize it.  My Lord loves you.  All his women love you.  I love you.  You are an integral part of our family despite just joining us today.  It is my honor to serve you.”  She kisses Grace’s cheek.  Solange hands Gisela to me.  I wrap the belt around me and she fastens securely.

Grace turns and kisses Myra’s lips chastely.  “You humble me, my Queen.”

Then I kneel next to the first Goblin with an amputation.  He has a serious cut in his leg, too.  I heal the leg first and then close the open wound of his amputated right arm.  Like I did with Selene and Sera, I seal the wound before I extend the bone inch by inch, with the skin stretching over them.  Then the muscle, connective tissue, vascular system, and nervous network fill in the new arm and hand.  I keep energizing the new limb until the basics are in place.  He can strengthen it on his own.  I tell him, “I’m only able to do this because of 
Grace’s gift to me.  Remember, you are no longer an amputee because of her generosity and sacrifice.”

I work through another single hand amputee, a double hand amputee, and the last one has his right arm cut off just below the shoulder and interestingly enough, his right ankle.  I heal each one and tell them the same message, “You are no longer an amputee because of Grace’s generosity and sacrifice.”

Then I go back to my Goblin lover.  She’s back in uniform.  I kiss her gently and offer her my arm.  She takes my arm tentatively with a shy look on her face.  Myra hooks my other arm and kisses me wetly.  We walk to Salt sitting on the bottom step of his dais grinning.

He laughs saying, “Quite a show, Jack.  Most of our women are going to want to join your harem after the way you took Grace in front of them all.”

I shake my head, “You’ll have to impress them, King Salt.  I’m afraid you gave me the cream of the crop.  All five of them are special ladies; although, Grace is in a category all her own.”

I hear a voice shout behind me, “King Salt, I challenge the Green Lord to combat for the honor of Four!” 

I whip around, “Her name is Grace, asshat.  Get it right.”

“She is my sister, and she was christened Four!” the Goblin roars at me. 

I look to Salt and ask, “What is the custom?”

Salt shrugs, “Fight or be labeled a coward.”

“Is it like a duel where the challenged selects the weapons?” I ask.

He shakes his head, “Nope.  Whatever you have on you is permitted.
”

I nod and then face Grace’s brother.  I call, “I accept your challenge.”

Grace’s brother is about my height, or maybe an inch shorter.  He’s about twice as broad as I am with arms that are bigger than my thighs and thighs as big around as my waist.  He pulls a bastard sword from over his shoulder and swings it across his body to warm up.  I shrug my shoulders and bounce back and forth to loosen up.

“Are you ready, asshat?” I ask as I amble towards the center of the ring created by the spectators.

“I’m going to cleave you in half for how you shamed my sister in front of the court,” he bellows.

I yell, “Grace, did I shame you?”

She calls back, “No Lord.  It was my honor to serve you and have you claim me as your woman in front of the court.  It was glorious, Beloved.”

“I love you too, Grace!”  Then I address the brother, “Hello, my name is Jack Jerome.  I am the Green Lord.  I’m assuming you are - what - Three?  Two?  One?”

“I am Riordak,” he calls.  “Firstborn of Yorlandar, Lord of the Dark Moors.  DIE!”  He runs forward and hacks straight down. 

I don’t even worry about blinking.  I just skip forward to my left at about a 45-degree angle and then arc a roundhouse left kick down into the back of his right knee into the popliteal tendon.  I hear a quiet pop as his knee gives way.  I then I hammer my left fist into his kidney, which causes him to arch his back.  I maneuver behind him and follow that by smacking my flat palms onto his ears.  I grab his right ear and PULL down and back.

I skip back and hold his ear aloft as he screams and pushes 
himself up onto his one good leg to face me.  When I’m sure I have his attention, I spit into the ear in my hand and clean all the crevices.  I taunt him, “Do you ever wash your ears, One?  Your mother would be appalled to know your hygiene habits.”

“Give it back!” he whimpers.

“Do you yield?” I ask.

“Never!” is his growled response.

I shrug and pop his ear in my mouth and chew it to a paste as I glide around him to keep him off balance.  It’s not as potent as my lovely Grace’s gift, but the whiskey and energy drink aspects come across.  I swallow and grin at him as I get a little charge of energy.

I call out, “King Salt, just to be clear.  Your custom is anything I have or any ability I have is fair game.”

Salt call out, “That’s right, Jack.”

I nod and call out, “Grace, do you want me to keep him alive or make an example of him.”

Grace responds, “Lord, I will not shed any tears for anything you do to him.  He was the architect of much of my suffering.  He recommended my father name me ‘Four.’  He gave me many of the scars on my back when I was a child.  I may not exhibit much grace in what I do to his corpse when you’re done with him, Beloved Lord.”

Salt calls out, “Jack, he’s a worthless piece of shit, but he is an able sword.  Please spare him.”

I glide back to my right, “King Salt, how valuable is an able sword with no other useful attributes given your discussion with our Queen?”

Salt doesn’t say anything for a moment.  Then he calls out, “
You’re right, Jack.  Do with him as you will.”

I reply, “I acknowledge your permission, King Salt.”

I slide closer, and Riordak swings.  I pivot and ride his left arm to extend it and drive it down.  As the elbow joint aligns, I hammer inward with my right forearm just above the elbow and will the humerus to break.   He roars with pain. 

I step behind Riordak, and punch his right kidney to stand him.  He roars again and twists, pushing with his still healthy left leg and swinging his sword backward trying to cleave me in two.  I stay close to his torso and ride his right arm.  It’s too perfect!  I repeat the same maneuver I did on his left arm and break his right humerus.  The big Goblin roars in pain again as I pivot and thrust my elbow into his right tusk, snapping it off.  I cross out and pick up his sword.  Then I stomp onto the calf of his left leg, willing both bones to break.  He roars again.

I circle around him slowly with the sword held in a reverse grip in my right hand.  I ask, “Had enough yet, Riordak?”

“No more,” he rasps.  “I - I was wrong, L-lord.”

I reply, “Yes.  Yes you were.  In oh so many ways.” 

As I circle around behind him, I slide the sword back into its scabbard and then slide the scabbard from the baldric.  I walk around to the front of him and set the tip of the scabbard on the floor in front of me, both hands resting on the pommel.

I look down at him as he sits splayed on the ground with his broken arms cradling each other.  “You’re lucky I didn’t break both your collarbones,” I tell him as I regard his broken body and spirit.  He struggles to sit up and manages to roll onto his ass.   I ask, “Do you want me to stop breaking your bones, Riordak? At this point it’s just a matter of laying 
you out and methodically breaking each one.  What do you say?  I’m not going to kill you because then your suffering would be over.  Do you want some more?”  He’s bent over his arms shaking his head.

“Speak up!” I bark at him.

He looks up to show me the misery pouring out of his eyes.  “No more, please Lord,” he whimpers.

“Okay,” I agree.  “You need to apologize, and then I will stop.”

He immediately calls out, “I’m sorry, Lord.”

“Riordak, I’m not the one you wronged,” I tell him.  “You wronged Grace.  You tried to take away her name.  You tried to diminish her generous gift that allowed me to heal your fellows.  You showed disrespect to her love for me, and mine for her.  You’ve treated her with disrespect her whole life.  You need to apologize to her.  If she doesn’t believe it, I’m going to start by powdering the small bones in your right foot.  Are we clear?”

The broken Goblin warrior nods.  He scans the crowd until his gaze finds Grace.  I turn to her and walk up to her.  I wrap her in my arms in a side hug, so I don’t block her view of her brother.  Grace turns to kiss me gently before turning expectantly to her brother.

Riordak calls out, “Sister, I humbly ask for your forgiveness for my behavior here today and how I have treated you throughout your life. It was obvious from a young age that you were gifted.  I tried to make myself look better by dragging you down.  I even stole the sword that father gave you to use during your indentured service.  I am sorry for how I treated you.  Please forgive me.”  He looks pitiful.

Grace turns to look at me, “You named me Grace, my Lord.  You believe I show grace in my behavior?”  I nod to her.  “I 
would not have you think less of me, Lord.”

I place my fingers on her lips, “I’ve seen your wounds, Grace.   God himself, or the Goddess herself, would struggle to forgive someone that abused them as you were abused by your own brother.  I will not think less of you one way or another.  I would remind you of only one thing.  You are now a key part of a family that is all about celebrating and promoting the healing, creative power of love.  Your decision will be met with the full love and support of that family, regardless of what you choose.”

I slide behind her and firmly wrap her in a hug from behind.  She takes the sword from my hand, taps my wrist to let her go.  Grace walks to her brother, calling out, “Riordak, firstborn of Yorlandar, Lord of the Dark Moors, eldest of my father’s children, I hear your apology.  However, forgiveness must be earned, Riordak.  My master will not heal you.  You must heal with only the help that Medic Giordan is able to give you.  You must rebuild your strength and refine your skills.  You must learn some other skill not related to combat to help the Goblin people.  Only when King Salt is satisfied that you have gotten strong enough, wise enough, and skilled enough in both arms and your new skill will I forgive you.  At that point, this sword will return to you as a token of my forgiveness.”

Grace pulls the blade and settles it on each of his shoulders, “Riordak, firstborn of Yorlandar, Lord of the Dark Moors, eldest of my father’s children, this is your quest.”

She sheathes the sword and approaches King Salt.  She genuflects with head bowed, holding the sheathed bastard sword out in both hands to him.  Grace lifts her head and looks her former king in the eye, “King Salt, will you accept the responsibility to govern this quest?” 

Salt lifts the blade and says, “I will, Grace.  It is my honor to 
help you in this.”  Salt lays the sword across his lap and calls out, “Giordan!  Give him what help you can.”

“Yes, my King,” Giordan shouts from his place next to Selene.  He runs forward and beckons stretcher bearers.  Giordan gently manipulates Riordak’s legs, and then works with the bearers to get him on the stretcher.  He gives the stretcher bearers instructions, then runs over to me as Grace is rejoining me.

Giordan snaps to attention in front of me and strikes his fist to his chest with a short bow.  “Lord Jack, it’s been a privilege to work with you.  Perhaps you could visit periodically to assess and help with some of my more troubling patients.  Modern medicine doesn’t address the problems as a general rule.  I think you do.”

I nod my head gently, “I do try, Giordan.  I appreciate the assist.  I could not have saved the General without your help.  I’d be honored to return the favor from time to time.” 

He gives a toothy grin and repeats his ‘roman salute.’ “I look forward to it, milord.”  Then he dashes off behind the stretcher bearers, snagging both of his kit bags enroute.

I kiss Grace’s cheek and then leave her in place.  I reach a hand to Myra and she clasps her hand in mine as we walk to stand before King Salt.  We each bow our heads and Salt does the same.

Myra says, “King Salt, I feel like we have an auspicious beginning.  Now we have to go.  Until we meet again.

Salt looks at me, “If you ever decide you don’t want Grace, I’ll take her for my queen.  She is a woman of rare distinction.”

“Yes she is, King Salt.  Which is exactly why I will do everything in my power to make her happy in my household,” I 
tell him.

Myra kisses my cheek and says, “Smart man.”  She looks at Salt, “It’s been a long weekend.  If you still have the same Chamberlain, I’ll send him my contact information.”

Salt ruefully shakes his head, “Nope, he’s one of the dead ones.  Snail mail to the gym address is fine.  Be well, Queen Myra, Lord Jack.  Much happiness.”

We call out, “You too, King Salt.”  Then we take two steps back, wave, and turn to walk out.  Corrina steps up and the guards array themselves around us as we were when we entered through the portal.  We pass through the throng of Goblins, and many reach out their hands to touch palms.  Once we’re through we march up the curving stairs, past the security office and out the metal entry doorway. 


Chapter 53 - After Action


T
here is a blue school bus with 24 bench seats waiting for us in the parking lot.  A lean male Sidhe dressed in a stylish dark brown Saville Row suit is standing by the door.  Myra introduces the new folks to him.  He’s Christoff, Myra’s PA. 

We squeeze everyone into the bus and make our way back to Hartford.  I tell everyone that our cover story for the weapons, costumes, tusks, etcetera
 is we are cosplayers returning from a photo shoot.  I nap on the ride back, wrapped in Myra’s arms.  We pull in front of the Residence Inn parking lot across from Constitution Plaza and file out. 

Christoff sends everyone to the fourth floor, where he managed to secure five two-bedroom suites all on the same short hallway.  He parses everyone out to a room, mixing all the groups to avoid parochialism.  He explains that each suite has two king bedrooms, two baths, and a small kitchen. 

Myra, Trina, Chelsea, Supreet, and Grace all end up sharing my suite.  There is an adjoining door to the one next door.  Geri, Liesel, Jessica, Sera, Selene, and Frannie are in that one.  The suite across the hall houses Corrina, Daphne, Megan, Sowie, L’liana, and Karla.   Trinity,  Charli, Marisol, Sherrine, 
and Solange share the last one in the short hall.  Louis and Christoff share the one on the T-Intersection facing down the hall towards the elevator.  A stairway ends the hallway between my suite and Corrina’s

I ask Christoff to get everyone back here in two and a half hours and to arrange to have food for everyone brought to my room.  Corrina gathers all the guard details and sets up a rotation of two guards in the hall and one on the stairs.

Myra and I head up to the ‘upstairs’ bedroom.  She drops her gown immediately and starts reaching for my belt buckle as she kisses me.  “Shower with me,” she demands.

I chuckle, “I’ve stayed here before.  Standard tub showers.”

She shakes her head prettily.  “I don’t care.  I want to feel your skin on mine.  We can save acrobatics for the bedroom.  I think you can fit Chelsea and myself in before dinner.”

“I suppose so,” I tell her.  “I definitely need to take some time with Chelsea.”

Supreet knocks on the door, “Excuse me, my King and my Queen.”  She’s wearing a Raven skirt and blazer but without any footwear.

We’re both naked at this point, but we each open an arm to her.  She steps into a three-way hug.  I ask, “What’s up, Darling?”

Myra kisses her quickly before she can answer.  Supreet gives Myra a brilliant smile before responding, “Uh, Solange and I are going to head over to the Goodwin and get a change of clothes for each of you.  I’ll bring any electronics you left, too.  Do you want me to bring anything special?”

“Office attire for tomorrow,” I tell her. “Are you staying the night here, sweetheart?
”

“If I can,” she says hopefully.

“Of course,” Myra and I say in unison before laughing heartily.  I lean in to kiss her lush, moist lips. 

“I love you, Supreet,” I murmur to her.

“Mine,” she says.

I nod and say, “Mine.”

Myra kisses us both before adding, “Mine.”

Supreet looks at her with surprise.  She whispers, “Truly, my Queen?”

Myra releases me to caress her cheek.  She emphatically responds, “Truly, Supreet!  My husband is yours as he is mine.  Soon he will be your husband, too.  I would be your wife if you will have me.”

“Oh my goodness!” she exclaims.  “Truly, my Queen?  I’m of the host!”

Myra kisses her gently, yet passionately.  I squeeze them both as I watch Supreet surrender to the growing heat of Myra’s kiss.  Supreet begins to sag.  Myra and I hold her up.  Myra finally has mercy on my Indian beauty and releases her kiss. 

Supreet’s eyes slowly flutter open.  Myra says vehemently, “Yes, Supreet.  I don’t care that your of the host.  I will offer you a bite of my flesh as a token of my love and commitment to you.  I don’t know you well, but I know Jack would not ask you to marry if you were not an awesome person.  I will get to know you better, and on the day of your wedding, I hope you will marry me, too.  I also hope you will soon learn to call me Myra,” she says as she leans her forehead into Supreet’s
.

Supreet looks into Myra’s eyes, “I don’t have to leave right away, Myra.”  She shrugs out of her borrowed blazer and tosses it across the room to land on the chair.  She’s wearing nothing underneath.  Her breasts grow and split as Supreet holds Myra’s face in her hands.  Her emerging lower arms open and drop her skirt.  She dances backward toward the bed swaying her hips and her top and bottom arms while beckoning Myra with the middle two hands.

I sneak in to whisper into Myra’s ear, “You’re in for a treat, Beloved.  I may have to send you some help.”

She grins at me, “I’ll suffer through, husband.” Then she matches the swaying of Supreet’s hips. 

I smile and head to the loo for a quick shower.  I turn on the water, take a leak, and then pull the shower activator.  I wonder, ‘I wonder what this thing is actually called.  It’s always been the “thing you pull” to start the shower.
’

I grab the provided shampoo, soap, and washcloth before stepping into the shower and arranging the curtain to minimize the water splashing out the cracks.  I step under the spray, shampoo, soap up, and scrub clean.  I’m done and turning off the water in less than 10 minutes.  I pull back the curtain to find Chelsea standing in her birthday suit with damp hair, holding a towel out to me.  Seeing her naked again is a treat.

She has a lean muscular figure.  Whereas Trina and the Ravens are all strong and defined, Chelsea looks sinewy.  She has long ropy muscles in her arms and legs.  Her abs and pecs are lean, and you can see hints of the muscles moving under the skin.  Chelsea’s neck is long and strong, blending into mildly defined traps.  Her waist isn’t extremely narrow compared to her  shoulders, but her hips flare out a bit to make her figure obviously feminine.  Chelsea’s breasts are a 
wonder.  They are perfectly conical with small hard nipples protruding from dark brown areolas.  They are full, ripe, probably B-cup, and if she ever tried a pencil test, the pencil would run in fear.  She has a thick thatch of muff in a carefully trimmed triangle that runs down and out of sight.

“Hello, Fiancé,” she greets me with a tentative smile.  “Let’s get you dry.”

I step out onto the mat and accept the towel from her, “Thank you, Fiancé.  I really like that outfit.”

She bites her lip and clasps her hands in front of her thick muff.  Looking down, she asks shyly, “Really, Jack?  You’re surrounded by so many beautiful women.  They all love you deeply and readily open their arms and their legs to you.  I don’t compare to them.”

I stand back up from drying my legs and look at her.  “Who are you, and what have you done with my beautiful, proud, confident woman who knows exactly what she wants?  Where’s my alpha bitch who was so jealous just a few hours ago?”

I hang up my towel and wrap her in a hug.  “I find you very beautiful, Chelsea.  You’re not a Sidhe.  You have much of their beauty but with a wild strength that draws me to you in a way they can’t.  You’re unique in a pool of beautiful, loving women.  I could not be happier to be your fiancé.”

I tilt her chin up and look into her golden brown eyes.  “Chelsea, I love you.  I think it’s time I put your uncertainty to rest.”

I press my lips into Chelsea’s.  Her mouth opens and her tongue reaches to meet mine.  The heat of our kiss ramps up quickly.  She whimpers as I kiss her and caress her back.  I break the kiss.
 

“Are you ready, Beloved?” I ask.

“Make me yours, Jack,” she whispers as she looks in my eyes.  Her eyes are starting to turn gold.

I ask, “Is the downstairs bedroom available?”

She keeps her eyes locked on mine as she backs out of my embrace and clasps my hands.  “Yes, husband,” she responds.  “Make me your mate, Jack.  I need you to make me yours.”  She pulls me out of the bathroom.  She releases one hand to turn and lead me down the stairs into the downstairs master. 

Grace is sitting on the edge of the bed, and Trina is combing out her damp hair.  Both beauties are naked.  Chelsea says, “I’m sorry roomies.  I was hoping to have the bed alone for a bit with Jack.  Can you help me out here?”

Both ladies turn and smile brilliantly at us.  Trina says, “You lucky girl!  My first time was amazing.  And the second, and the...well you get the idea.  Call me if you need to tag out.”

Grace’s eyes are at half-mast.  I think she’s tired at first until I see the spark in her eyes.  “Hmmm,” she says as she stands.  She cups Chelsea’s cheek. “I can’t imagine him wearing you out, but please call me first if he does.”

I call to Trina, “Myra’s getting to know Supreet better in the other bedroom.  Supreet went all out on arms and breasts!”

Trina spins and looks at me bug-eyed.  After a moment she responds, “I need in on that!”  She asks Grace, “Come with.  We’ll need to brush each other’s hair afterward anyway.”

Grace shakes her head with a smile as they walk out, “Go ahead, Trina.  My experiences with girls carry lots of bad memories of being forced by Saureg.  I suspect all five of us will be reticent for a while.  I think I’ll keep the ‘girl love’ to 
just cuddles for now.”

I murmur to Chelsea, “That sucks!  I want to heal them all!”

She kneels on the bed and turns to me with open arms.  I slide into her embrace as she murmurs, “You are, Jack.  Your love for them will eventually heal them all.  Don’t feel like you have to ensure they’re all bi, either.”

I chuckle, “Nope.  That is not my job.  My remit stops with making sure they are loved.  Pinning labels on them is something I’m staying well out of.”  I pull her into a kiss.  We just stand there for a while kissing languorously, caressing each other’s flesh and relishing the moment.

I kiss my way down her jaw slowly as I squeeze her ass with my right hand and gently tug and stroke the hair at the base of her neck with my left.  Her breathing gets faster as I kiss her neck below her ear and continue nibbling my way down her neck.  I slide my left hand below her shoulders and lift her to lay her down on the bed.  Her eyes are focused on mine as I lay her down onto the pillow.  She’s nearly panting at this point.

I crawl onto the bed, straddling her hips as I resume kissing her mouth slowly working my way down her neck, down her chest, and then I’m nuzzling and caressing her magical breasts.  I squeeze each one gently and slide my fingers up to the nipple.  I grasp the left nipple with my hand while I pop the right into my mouth.  They are like hard little cherry pits, and she moans loudly from the attention.  She wraps her arms around my head to press my mouth into her breast.  I stay there, pleasuring her, and eventually switch my mouth to the other breast.

Chelsea is grinding her pelvis into me, whimpering and moaning as I love on her breasts.  I slide my right hand up and down her svelte torso as she squirms more and more
.

I suck hard on her nipple as I brace and adjust my position so my right knee is between hers;  she gasps from the added sensation.  My right hand caresses her again as I switch my mouth to her other nipple, licking, nibbling and tugging with my teeth and eliciting more gasps and moans as I palm her pussy for the first time.

Chelsea immediately starts humping against my hand.  I let her as I pull my left knee inside hers and press her legs apart, all while continuing to press my hand into her moist pussy.  My hand is definitely getting lubricated.

I switch my mouth back to her left nipple, tugging it while my left hand tugs the other.  I feel tremors in her legs, so I open my fingers and stroke them up and down along her labia, ending each upstroke with a gentle squeeze on her clit.

Chelsea calls to me, “Oh, Jack!  Please!  Take me!  Make me yours!”

I kiss my way down her extraordinary abs and murmur, “You’re already mine, Chelsea.  You have been since I met you.  You know it.  I know it.”  I continue kissing down into her thatch, around it, through it, and then outlining it as it leads my mouth down to her inner thighs.  “This is me making sure you never doubt again.”

“Never again, Jack,” she moans as I continue nibbling her delicate flesh.  I survey her pussy for the first time.  Chelsea’s very lean here, too.  The outer labia are not particularly pronounced. The inner ones are long and dark brown and cover her clit in a dark hood.  I see that her little clitty is erect, with the tip poking out of the hood.  I kiss my way to her pussy and soak up her musky aroma as I suck her labia into my mouth.  Chelsea lets loose a little screech.  I feel them swelling slightly in my mouth.  I adjust my position and part them with my tongue.  Chelsea pants as I lick my way up and 
flick her clit with my tongue.  The gentle tremors in her legs and abs start to get serious as I pull back the hood with my left hand and gently flick my tongue across it.

“Gu-gu-gu-Goddess!” she exclaims as I suck her clit into my mouth and stroke it with my tongue.  She’s bucking and squirming under my mouth as I continue stroking her labia with the fingers of my right hand.  I ride my bucking lover for a while, and then I circle her entrance with my index finger to moisten it.  Finally, I slide the fingertip inside her entrance; she bucks even more as I slowly work it in a short way and back out.  I set a slow gentle rhythm, and her bucking pushes me farther until my strokes run into her hymen.   She thrusts harder and screams.  I pull my finger out and kneel back looking down at my love.  When she focuses on me, I hold my finger to my mouth and lick her juices from it to clean it.  She shudders again from the sight.

“Are you ready, Chelsea my Love?” I ask.  She pikes up, grabs my face, and devours my mouth as she pulls me down on top of her.

“Now, Jack,” she pleads.  “Take me now.  Make me yours.”  I feel her hand grab Little Jack and line him up as she starts thrusting up toward him.  I grab him and try to slick him up in her juices first, but Chelsea’s not having any of that.  “NOW!” she growls as she pulls Little Jack to her opening, and I press forward.  “Hard, Jack!  Take me!  Take me hard!”

Then she gasps as I thrust in, rupturing her hymen and sliding in about three quarters of my length.  I still my movement and kiss her, but she pushes back on my shoulder and commands, “Again, Jack!”

She gasps as I back out and then again as I slam into her a second time.  This time I stop just short of hilting her.  I don’t wait for direction.  I start my return, and I feel her squeeze down on me as I back out.  Then I slam in again until I’m 
seated all the way inside of her.

She wraps her arms around me in a tight embrace and shudders from head to toe.  I feel her tremors around Little Jack.  I kiss her passionately as I pull out again and start setting a slow steady rhythm.  She moans and shakes as I kiss her mouth and her neck while driving into her repeatedly.  She squeezes me on each backstroke, and I’m not going to last long if she keeps that up.  I have my knees splayed, and Chelsea has her long, gorgeous legs wrapped around me.  I stop for an instant and raise her arms over her head as I slam forward again.  Holding her hands above her head, my face is right above hers as I ruthlessly fuck my lover. 

“You. Are. Mine,” I grunt out with each stroke, picking up the pace.  Her eyes are huge and golden as she nods.

“Say. It,” I command her.

“I. Am. Yours. JAAAACK!” she screams out the last as she has a major orgasm, clamping down on Little Jack, milking him.  I let go with a groan and fill her with my seed.  That trips her up to a new level as she is whipping her head back and forth as she screams.

My rhythm slows, and finally I stop moving.  I release her hands, wrap my arms under her and roll to the middle of the bed.   I manage to stay inside her and not pin either leg under me.  She has another tremor as she lays flat on my chest.

“Mine!” I whisper into her ear.

She nods against my chest.  Then she looks up with her big golden eyes and growls, “Mine.”

I nod and kiss her.  I hold her as I fall asleep.

Sometime later I feel a familiar, wet pussy sliding up and down on my cock.  I slowly come awake with Chelsea cuddled up to my left, Grace cuddled up to my right, and 
Kristina riding me.

‘Wait, what?
’ my overloaded brain mutters to myself.

“Krissie?” I mutter.  I must be dreaming.

She leans over and kisses me as she bounces up and down on my cock.  “I’m here, Jack.  Christoff arranged a plane to pick me up in Cottonwood about ten this morning.  I just got in to find you laying in bed with Chelsea and this beautiful Goblin beside you.  Little Jack stood right up like he knew me, so I stripped and hopped on board.  I hope you don’t mind.”

“Not at all, my Darling.” I tell her between kisses.

“So, you’ve claimed Chelsea finally?” she asks.

“Finally?  I’ve known her two days,” I object.

“Too long to wait,” Chelsea mutters beside me.

“Yes,” mutters Grace.  “Glad I didn’t have to wait that long.”

“Oh my, Jack!” Kristina exclaims urgently.  “I’m close.  Come with me.”

Kristina can always bring me off fast, so I’m ready, “Yes, Beloved.  I’m holding.  Say the word.”

She slams down on me three more times before gasping on the upstroke, “Now!”

I blow my seed as I thrust up into her with a gasped, “Yes!” as she squeals.

Kristina falls forward on me and devours my mouth.  Slowly our bliss runs its course, and I slowly fall back asleep surrounded by three of my fiancés.

* * *

We had a great evening.  Myra never did let Supreet go.  Eventually, Solange and Daphne went on a clothes run.  I ended 
up joining Myra and Supreet.  Trina, Kristina, and Megan all joined us.  Christoff showed up on time with food.  Everyone showed up to eat.  Clothes were piled neatly along the walls in the bedroom.  More than a couple of ladies were mesmerized by Louis’ proportions, but I think Trinity and Christoff had the hardest time tearing their eyes away from ‘Little Louis.’ 

We ate, cuddled, and told stories about how our days went.  Kristina won the hearts of everyone as I introduced her to all the new ladies.  Jessica spent most of the evening either on my lap or cuddling with Kristina or L’liana.  Sera spent a fair amount of time in my lap, too; although, her hand held onto Little Jack most of the time she was there. 

I went and hunted down Selene after I didn’t see her for a while.  She was sitting in the adjoining suite talking to Charli, Geri, Liesl, and Sherrine.  They were talking through all Selene’s issues with the Ravens.  They all took turns holding and caressing her as they talked.

I walked in and handed out hugs and kisses all around, paying special attention to Selene.  I was initially afraid she wasn’t dealing with some emotional repercussions and maybe depression, but her eyes are clear and sparkling when she smiles at me.  It seemed like the Ravens’ attention is doing her good.

After everyone had enough to eat, Grace unfolded herself and stood before me in the middle of the room.  Everyone got very quiet.  She said, “Lord, you thanked me in front of the assembled Goblin Court.  My expectation now is that you owe me a favor.”

I replied, “Of course I do, Grace.  What may I do for you, Beloved?”

She replies, “Master, I would like to be free.  I would like to no 
longer be a slave.”

“Granted,” I replied immediately.  All the Goblins gasped as I stood, placed a hand on my bite mark on Graces trapezius and ‘removed’ it.  Grace was stunned, and I was honestly fearful she might decide to go back and be Salt’s queen.

Myra then said, “You do know Salt would make you his queen now that you are free.” 

I took my seat again, and Grace said, “I am not interested in King Salt, my Queen.”  She knelt at my feet.  “Lord Jack, you even removed my token.  I feel all bonds are gone - except two.  My word to you that I would never leave you except as a corpse.  That bond stands by my own choice because of the second bond.  That of my heart.  Now that I am free, it might be a good opportunity to ask your question again, my beloved Lord.”

I got down on my knees in front of her and asked, “Grace.  Beloved.  Will you marry me?”

Tears rolled down her face as she smiled hugely at me, “Of course, my beloved Lord!”  She said.  All my family cheered as we kissed.


Epilogue - Honeymoon Interruptus


I
t’s the first full week of January, and I’m walking down the beach on the island surrounded by my six wives with the rest of my family spread out around me loosely in a very casual perimeter.  We’re heading to one of our favorite outlooks to watch the sun set.  Louis and Cholley are carrying a cooler with water, juices, tea, beer, wine, and snacks for the little people.  Maddock is still in Cottonwood watching over Kellianne and Johnny.  Rottie is with them until I return to the US.  The demi-fey are zipping around, grabbing a perch on one of the ‘bigs’ when they need a break.  I’m grinning as I remember how I got here.

* * *

Myra returned to the Winter Court to sign the concord the next day, the Winter’s Solstice.  I had a good day of work with Don, Solange, Supreet, and the HCI team.  I bowed out of happy hour to hurry back to the hotel and met Myra in the lift on the way back to the suite.  Before our Solstice celebration kicked off, L’liana approached me with Myra, Kristina, Supreet, Chelsea, and Grace in tow.  L’liana proposed to me with all of their blessings.  I accepted.  I noticed Charli, Solange, Sera, Selene, Jessica, and Frannie all with their 
heads together as they watched. 

I suspect there will be more proposals in the future.

Erica joined us for Solstice celebration shortly after we started the party.  She was a little surprised by all the nudity, but stripped off within a minute of walking in the door.    Solange was her constant companion throughout the night, as they talked like long lost BFFs.  Before the night was over Myra and I made love to Erica, and I fell asleep in their arms.  I saw Kristina talking earnestly to her the next morning.  Since then, Erica has been in the family.  Everyone loves her.

I think the wedding planning started that night.

For Christmas, Kristina and Megan rented a big house for the family celebration in Sedona for the week - Saturday before Christmas until the Sunday after Christmas.  Erica had to work, but it was her last leg before she finished the rest of her notice period on vacation.  Annette showed up with Kristina to help set-up.   We decorated the place for two days, had two days of feasting, and we had house guests.  Kristina’s family came for ‘Second Christmas Day,’ as well as Christie’s sister, Linda, and Carolyn from the Summer Court.  Ariana, Lorraine, Morgan, and Esmi all showed from the Winter Court.  O’ren, Tr’niel, and L’ron all came from the Elves, and King Salt joined us, too. 

Ariana was very clear about what she wanted for Christmas, so I ensured she could pass the pencil test by the time she left.  We had to sneak off to test her a couple of times to be sure.  The Winter Court visitors ensured they each got to entertain Little Jack for Christmas.  So did Kristina’s niece Annette, who somehow is still with us to this day.  She’s a lovely young lady. 

We had a private jet pick Erica and her mom up in Philly and fly them to join us in time for the evening meal on 2nd 
Christmas day.

By the time all of the feasting was done on the 26th, the wedding plan was set for one big ceremony.  The honeymoon plan was agreed, and the ladies were all atwitter.  Erica’s mom was overwhelmed by all the unusual beings, but decided that she could live with it.  Luckily, the ladies all decided ‘casual dress’ was the dress code, so she didn’t get exposed to our normal casual nudity.

After dinner, Salt told me he wasn’t getting anything done but slaughtering challengers because they all knew I was the one that actually killed Saureg.  We talked about possible solutions and finally agreed on one.  We decided to go with it after confirming with Myra and Grace that they thought it would work.  The ladies agreed it was a good plan.

Third Christmas Day, I returned to the Goblin Court and ascended the throne as the Goblin King.  I convened the court and explained that I had appointed Salt as king because I thought they deserved a Goblin on the throne.  I explained that since they rejected that arrangement, Salt became my regent who would sit on the throne when I was not present.  I told them any challengers would face me regardless whether they challenge Salt or myself.  I promised that after conquering each challenger, I would breed any of their women that pleased me.  I called for any challengers, and of course a dumbshit took me up on it.  I asked if he was ready.  He said he was, so I proceeded to freeze him in place and break all four of his limbs and both collarbones.  Afterward, I dragged him to a corner and propped him up before I called for all his female family members.  I dismissed his youngest two daughters; although, the 17-year-old volunteered to be bred.  That left the one daughter who claimed to be 19.  I also dismissed two of his four wives because - well, I’m sure they were quite attractive when they were younger.  I asked the remainder if they would like to be bred by the Green Lord.  
All three said yes.  So I extended my will to ensure they were all ovulating, then I took them each in front of the court and bred them all.  I whispered to the daughter, “Call your queen if you wish to not raise our child on your own.  A child should have a father, and Grace could use a lady in waiting.”  I left them all on the ground and returned to the throne.  There were no more challengers that day; although, I expect there will be some in the future.  I descended the dais and walked towards the exit where my car was waiting to take me to the airport.

On New Year's Day, I renewed my vows and tokens with Myra in front of a crowd that was about double what we had for 2nd Christmas.  Afterward, I married, in order, Kristina, Supreet, Chelsea, Grace, and L’liana.  Myra married Trina that day, too.  Each of the brides were wearing a cream colored lace dress that revealed as much as it hid.  I was dressed in a Green tuxedo jacket and matching leather kilt that were so dark they were almost black, and a classic white tux shirt with hand-tied bow-tie.  Of course I had to strip off the tie and open my shirt for the exchange of tokens.  After I married all my wives, Myra married all the other wives, too.  Then Kristina married the rest, then Supreet did, then Chelsea, then Grace married L’liana, and by that time L’liana was married to them all anyway.  The dresses and my shirt were marked liberally with blood by the time we were done sharing tokens of flesh, but their skin was clear except for the bite scars as I healed each of them after each token was taken from them.

We had a reception that played out much like when I took Grace in front of the Goblin Court.  Rather than the first dance, we laid out six huge pillows, with each of my wives standing before a pillow facing the crowd.  L’liana kissed Myra and opened her dress and slid it off of her before returning to stand before her own pillow.  Myra did the same for 
Kristina, Kristina for Supreet, and so on down the line until all were naked.  Then, on a cue I never figured out, they all kneeled onto their respective pillows with their heads on them, asses in the air, and legs splayed.  Then Trina called out, “Master, your wives are ready to be deflowered.”  The rest of the family tried to keep serious faces, knowing how many times I’d plowed these fields in the last few weeks.  I responded, “Thank you, Queen of the Seraglio.”  Trina bowed back into the crowd as I removed my clothes.  Erica, her mom, Kellianne, and Johnny all had been forewarned, so they handled the festivities quite well.  Erica and Sera collected my garments from me as I walked up to Myra and placed my hands on her curvy hips as I knelt behind her. 

I called out, “Queen of the Fae, I claim you for my own.”  Then I fucked her hard until we both came, her screams of passion shocking and thrilling the crowd.

Then I moved to Kristina.  “Queen of my Hearth, I claim you for my own.”  Then again, I fucked her tiny little body until she screamed out three orgasms to the horror of the dwarves, but their horror didn’t bother her or me.  I finally spilled my seed in her. 

Then I moved to Supreet.  She stood up on her knees to reveal her six and six form.  I knelt behind her and announced, “Supreet, my Sluagh Queen, I claim you for my own.”  She bent back down to support her torso with her lower four arms.  Fucking, orgasms, screams, and breeding followed.

For Chelsea it was, “My Alpha Bitch, I claim you for my own.”  Again I took her roughly in front of the crowd.  She whined and yipped until she screamed her release and milked mine from me.  The wolves present howled their joy for her.

Grace was, “Queen of the Goblins, I claim you for my own.”  She gasped at the title and came hard when I took her
.

L’liana heard, “My High Elven Queen, I claim you for my own.”  I noticed the Lady of the West cock an eyebrow, but she was smiling as I penetrated Lili for the first time as my wife.  Lili screamed her pleasure, and unlike the dwarves, the elves applauded and cheered her on.

After that, the reception settled into the normal eating, dancing, drinking and visiting.  The one variant was that my six wives walked around naked until all of my seed had drained from them and one of their sisters had lapped it up.

After the reception we flew off in a rented chartered jet to an island northeast of Nassau that Megan arranged for us all to honeymoon at.  It advertised huge cabins with huge beds, tons of pillows, secluded beaches, etcetera
.  It lies almost exactly in the center between Miami, Freeport, and Nassau.  Christoff had done an advance recon and declared it ‘fabulous.’   

On the flight Erica and Kristina provided hospitality.  It was a fairly long flight from Arizona, but we all had a good time.  There might have been some sex...okay, all the ladies got to join the mile-high club.  Erica got to go first, and then Kristina.  You have to take are of your service staff!  I think the sex is all that kept Myra from crawling out of her skin - she hates flying!

On the flight, Trinity and Louis approached me and asked permission to be a couple.  I smiled, stood, and kissed them both on the cheek.  I had to grab Louis’ ear to pull him down to my level.   I told them that I loved them both and that I would not stand in the way of their happiness.  I emphasized that I had freed all of the Goblins from their slavery.  That freedom meant that Trinity got to make her own choice.  As the King of the Goblins, I had forgiven their families’ debts.  They smiled hugely and both squeezed me into a rib-cracking hug.   I’m fairly certain they indoctrinated each other 
into the mile-high club.

I am sure Trinity will be happier with Louis.  I suppose I could have grown Little Jack into Monster Jack, but the size Trinity needs to really enjoy herself would hurt at least one of my wives and several of my lovers.  Louis is a better match for her in every way, and quite honestly Trinity will be good for him, too.  As one of the few males in my family, I know it’s important for Louis’ happiness and effectiveness to have someone to love as I seem to be hogging most of the ladies.  Plus, I wanted to reward them for having the courage to ask for what they wanted.

Much to Christoff’s chagrin, neither I nor Cholley nor Louis leans towards males.  Since Maddock has been on assignment, I don’t know his thoughts on the matter.  Cholley said bi-sexuality and homosexuality is uncommon among Goblins.  Christoff claimed he goes both ways, and teased all the concubines outrageously.  Myra told me that he has a harem of mostly men with a couple of women in the Winter Court. 

Cholley has been jonesing for a Sidhe woman since I met him, but he and Selene seemed to be enjoying each other’s company.  Honestly at that point, she looked like a Sidhe anyway.  I don’t think they were a couple yet as she asked me to stamp her mile-high club ticket.  Then again she may have asked him to stamp it too for all I know.  The plane was big enough they could have found some quiet time away from prying eyes.

We landed on the island without incident.  The pilot had to brake hard on the short runway, but he pulled up to the little terminal shack safely.  Christoff was standing next to a convoy of golf carts as we pulled up to the terminal. 

We deplaned with our one roll-on bag each and loaded up in the provided golf carts.  Christoff led us to the village of cabins.  They were  each at least 1,000 square feet.  I and the 
wives moved into the largest one in the center.  It was about 1,500 square feet.  We got settled in.  Bags were unpacked and stowed.  Clothes were removed.  Christoff wheeled out a big carton with a dolley into the seating area of my cabin, and everyone joined us there.  I placed a big pillow in the center of the floor and opened the carton.  I pulled out the packages inside calling out each name twice.  Christoff even managed to get Myra’s on top and the rest of the wives immediately under.

Each lady got a silk robe with a unique print and a cotton beach cover-up.  Some were solid cotton, some more of a loose knitted cotton.  I got each of my gentlemen a mid-thigh beach sarong.  I knew I didn’t want my little friend getting sunburnt, so I figured they’d enjoy that.  Then Trina addressed the group to announce that Frannie, Karla, Sherrine, Jessica, Tiphanae, Annette, and Sera all asked that I take tokens from them to make them all official concubines.  Things turned rather serious as I bit and healed each of my ladies.  Then Erica stepped forward and knelt before me.  She checked with Myra, Kristina, and Trina, collecting a nod from each.  She asked that she also be allowed to be a concubine, and offered a flesh token.  I agreed, but I numbed her flesh and took a token about half as deep as the others.  I tried to ensure the circumference was the same size as the other ladies’ so no one would be able to notice a difference.  I healed her wound as I chewed, noticing her flesh tasted much like Sera’s.  I didn’t have a reference to compare her to Selene.

After that there were days of walking on the beach, swimming in the pools, lounging and being pampered in the spa, working out on the beach, making love...well… pretty much anywhere.   Clothing was optional, and frequently little if any was worn.  The staff on the island was small and discrete.  We rarely saw them other than at mealtimes or for massages.

* * 
*

Today we are having an impromptu ‘sunset party,’ with the aforementioned snacks.  We’re approaching our favorite lookout point when I hear a commotion behind me.  One of the staff, a very pretty woman from Jamaica, runs out of the forest and grabs Daphne, whispering urgently in her ear. 

Daphne nods, kisses her cheek gently, and then calls out loud and clear.  “Guards post!  Intruders on the island!”  Then she runs up to me as weapons appear from clutch purses hanging on straps from all the ladies. 

Georgia runs up and hands me my shoulder rig with Eventide in the knife holster and Gisela in the form of a baldric holding Morningstar on my back.  Corrina meets Daphne at my side.  Daphne reports, “Male and female intruder.  Armed with shoulder holsters under light jackets.  They are coming to ‘rendez-vous with Mr. Jerome,’ according to the customs agent at the terminal.  They stopped by the cabins, and that’s when Arista came to warn us.  She thinks they split up.”

“Okay, Precious,” I respond.  “Let’s keep moving towards our destination.  They’ll show eventually.”

Corrina calls out, “Two intruders.  One male.  One female.  Both armed.  May approach on separate vectors.  360 degree moving perimeter, people!”  She kisses me lightly, winks at me, and then runs to take point.  Nearly naked, a running Corrina is a sight to behold.

Tiphanae changes to Valkyrie form.  All the Goblins have been spending their time in their natural form already. 

About a minute later, I spy a figure walking towards us on the beach.  I recognize her immediately.  I remember making love to her.  I remember proposing to her.  I remember her stabbing me in the chest.  I remember walking out of her life
.

Eileen Pennyworth stops in place and takes in the thirty nude or nearly nude people surrounding me.  Eventually she sees the little people flying around, too.  By the time the perimeter spreads around her, her eyes are as big as saucers taking in the exposed flesh, tails, wings, pointed ears, and tusks of my family.  Chelsea steps in front of her without a stitch on, backs up, and changes to let Sister Wolf out to play.  Eileen jumps back and bumps into Sherrine.  Eileen spins and Sherrine holds her hands up and grins, showcasing her tusks.  Eileen whips back to look me.

I say, “Hello, Eileen.  I didn’t think I would ever see you again.”

She counters, “That was the plan, Jack.  I guess you make it big in life and you score as much pussy as you can get your hands on, huh?”

I tell everyone, “Family, this is Eileen Pennyworth.  She was my Fiancé until she became convinced I was cheating on her and decided to kill me.” 

The family responds with a cheerful chorus of ‘hello, Eileen’ responses.

“Why are you stalking me, Eileen?” I ask with a frown. 

She looks at me for a moment, taking in the sarong, baldric and sword, and shoulder rig.  I was in good shape the last time I saw her.  I’m more cut, defined, and maybe an inch taller now.  I watch her taking it all in.  Finally she licks her lips, “Abu bin Hassan approached us.   He says, he’s discovered that he had been duped into killing innocents and lost his whole family in his vendetta with you.  He wants to come in out of the cold.”

“So bring him in.  Why interrupt my honeymoon?” I ask impatiently
.

Eileen smirks, “He says he will only speak to the Green Lord.  He claims to have knowledge about someone called the Dread Lord.  I asked him who the Green Lord is.  You know what he said, Jack?”

I lift her by her scruff with my mind as my eyes glow with green flames.  “I’ve no idea, Eileen.  What did he say?”

I set her back down and she says, “Damn, Jack!  You could have told me.”

“Bring him in and debrief him.  Let me know what he says, and I’ll tell you if it’s legit,” I tell her.

She shakes her head, “We tried.  He disappeared into the Muslim quarter of Paris.  We think he left Paris, headed for Germany.  He said he would only talk to you, Jack.  What in the hell is the Dread Lord?”

I look at her a moment before I say, “He’s someone that makes you look like a cupcake.  He’s a ghost.  I suspect any unattributed terrorist act points back to him - assassinations, bombings, arson, vehicle or air accidents.  The mass shootings in the US and the divisiveness of the political environment around the world all feel like his work.  I’m pretty sure he is energized by the fear and hate just like I am by the love of my family.  He has stated that his goal is to kill as many westerners as he can, but he recruits them to do the dirty work for him.  I don’t know much more than that, other than he’s probably Arabic and passes himself off as Spanish or Latino when he wishes.”

“We need you to come in on this op, Jack.  Especially if this dude is as bad as you say he is,” she says quietly.

One word comes to mind, ‘Shit!
’

* * *

The End
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Hello reader.  I hope you enjoyed the experience of the book.  I would value your feedback.  Amazon is driven by reviews, so please leave one - especially if you liked it!  Also, Amazon won’t tell you when my next book lands.  The best way to find out is to follow me on my Amazon page or Facebook.   Links are below.

As I stated before, I started writing to get the stories out of my head!   I have had fun writing the book.  There were some rough spots where the characters weren’t revealing what they planned to do.  Since I’m a bit of a perv, I would usually start writing in some sex.  You probably can’t tell, but I edited quite a bit of that out.   One of my favorite authors, Marilyn Foxworthy, always says she doesn’t know what their characters will do until they do it.  I always had trouble believing that until I started writing the first book.  It was even more true in this one.

As this is my second book, my style is still developing.  My editor has been having fits about my writing style.  Apparently the dialog that I throw in messes with grammar conventions.  I think I about gave her an aneurysm.  The third book is already about one-quarter complete, and I expect this story will run to four books given the size of this book.  
I have wizardry, space adventure, supernatural stories in the queue, too.

I owe a lot to all of the sci-fi and fantasy authors I’ve read over the last 15 years.  I’m a voracious reader, and only break from regular reading when work projects, music projects, or writing absorb my focus.  I have William E. Brown, Daniel Schinhofen, William D. Arand (AKA Randi Darren), Michael-Scott Earle, Jan Stryvant (AKA John Van Stry), Eden Redd, Marilyn Foxworthy, M Tefler, and Laurell K. Hamilton to thank for their plethora of wonderful harem / reverse-harem stories.  They demonstrated to me how good fantasy and sci-fi stories can have sexy, or even smutty scenes, and unusual loving relationships all while still being a great story about real emotions with lots of action.

I’ve continued to create my own particular melange of influences mixed with folklore and my own original with twists on folklore.  I went with genetic experiments with Sidhe by the Green Lords to create shifters.  This resulted in Wolf Shifters, Naga, Night Hags, Valkyries, and the Nymphs all resulted from genetic experiments by the Green Lords.  The Naga / Kali connection seemed obvious to me, and I don’t recall reading it anywhere else.   I’ve got some more twists coming in book three.

A couple of other authors have influenced my ideas about writing. I love how P.S. Power mixes the fantastic with the everyday and makes it feel real.  The sci-fi of Laurence Dahners uses a “what would happen if X were true” approach.  Seeing the clip from Fred Rogers on PBS where he says the words I quote at the beginning of book led me to ask the question of “what would happen if love was a superpower.”  That concept led to some interesting twists in fight scenes for Jack.

If you’re not familiar with authors I mentioned, I recommend 
them to you.  I may create reference links in the future.  I also recommend Eric Vall, Maxx Whittaker, Logan Jacobs, Cebelius, and Daniel Pierce...there are so many good authors.  Hopefully I’ll work my way up to that level.  In the meantime I appreciate your support and feedback.

I have done the Facebook and Patreon thing.  In the past I posted teasers from this book on Patreon, but now I’ve started putting a new series up there.  Originally it was planned to be a straight erotic story, but again the characters have begun indicating there might be supernatural elements.  I won’t publish that series on Amazon until about six months after it’s complete to stay on my publisher’s good side.   I’m maintaining a one premium post per month pace at the moment.  If my patrons want more, then I’ll have to juggle.

I’m on my FaceBook page 2-3 times each week minimum.  I’m members of several groups, too.   Here are a few I like to recommend:


●
       
 Harem Lit Group on Facebook.  Many of the authors in the harem-lit genre are members and pitch their new works there.  If you like my books, you will find other authors to enjoy between mine!   I’ve been banned from it for doing something stupid.  It’s not their fault - I earned it.  Regardless, you can find it at

 


https://www.facebook.com/groups/haremlit/

.   With luck I’ll eventually finish my sentence and meet you there.



●
       
 Eden’s Lewd Fantasy & Sci-fi Garden.  This is Eden Redd’s group.  Lots of fun to be had, and a lot of the Harem-lit authors hang there.  Address is
 
https://www.facebook.com/groups/158209654749089




●
        

Fantasy/Science/Fiction cool News and Humor group is mostly fans.  Good times.  Very little in the
 
way of politics.  Address is a

 
https://www.facebook.com/groups/584252842052663/



It’s time for me to get back to GLv3, working title is the Dread Lord.  I’m also working on a Green Lord history and a supernatural harem-lit story in addition to the one I’m writing for Patreon.  Watch my FaceBook, Patreon, and Amazon Author Page for updates.

‘Til next time.

-JG Jerome


https://www.facebook.com/JGJeromeAuthor



https://www.patreon.com/jgjerome



Appendices:

Artefacts:


	Helm & hood (Eliana)

	mail/cuirass (Durec)

	gauntlet (Jacob)

	shield (Yoren)

	(2) greaves (Hob...Bobo & Pally)

	dagger (Eventide)

	sword (Morningstar)

	Kilt / belt (Gisela)



People:


●
        
Summer Court



○
        
Christie Cavanaugh (Heather ab Lochlin Mac Cavanaugh). Youngest child of Titania.  Seeress, “Crystal” of the Summer Court



○
        
Titania ab Jorl Mac Cavanaugh - Summer Queen



○
       
 Carolyn ab Mason Mac Printemps - met at The Pointe with Lisette.  Nurse in Columbia, MO.  Daughter of the Chamberlain to the Summer Court



○
        
Corwyn ab Jorl Mac Cavanaugh - Titania’s brother, attacker of Myra, killed by Jack



○
        
Laurel Cavanaugh (Laurel ab Lochlin Mac Cavanaugh) - Summer Lady.  Killed by Jack at the Winter Court.



○
        
Linda Cavanaugh (Lindel ab Lochlin Mac Cavanaugh) - Middle daughter of Titania



○
        
Tiphanae Valkyrie - Christie’s Valkyrie guard



○

       

 

Georgia



○
       
 Lisette ab Norman Mac Blossom - spoiled Summer Court Sidhe woman.  Likes to hunt for males and fuck them to death.



○
        
Zelwyn ab Fion Mac Ivy - 2nd Guard Captain for Laurel



○
       
 Sera ab Gary Mac Waterllly - Laurel’s lady in waiting.  Biological daughter of the Dread Lord.  Step Daughter of Gary Owen.



○
        
Gary ab Johnston Mac Waterlilly - Sera’s step father.  Killer of Jack’s family.  Husband of Prudence Waterlilly.



○
       
 Prudence ab Cyrill Mac Waterlilly - Lady-in-waiting to Titania, Queen of the Summer Court of Faerie.  Minion of the Dread Lord.  Sera’s mother.  Fed to the Valkyries.



○
        
Janaella Valkyrie - the Summer Queen’s personal Valkyrie and captain of all Valkyries



○
        
Abraxas Valkyrie - assigned guard to Laurel, Lady Summer



○
        
Aria Valkyrie - a Valkyrie of the Summer Court



○
        
Jig Valkyrie - a Valkyrie of the Summer Court



●
        
Winter Court



○
        
Family
 
Nessa

 (Mac Nessus)



■
        
Queen Ariana Nessus (Ariana ab Selwyn Mac Nessus) - Winter Queen, Queen of Air &. Darkness



■
        
Myra Nessus (Moira ab Liam Mac Nessus) - Winter Lady, Sidhe crown princess.  Middle daughter of the queen.  Jack’s wife.  Trina’s long-time lover.



■
        
Megan Nessus (Meaghan ab Liam Mac Nessus) - youngest daughter of the queen.  Jack’s lawyer.



■
        

Morgan Nessus (Morganna ab Liam Mac Nessus) - eldest daughter of the queen.  Winter
 
Lady.




○
        
Cholley Soulcrusher - 474 year old goblin mechanic for Winter Court.  Pledged to Jack’s service.  Jack restored his youth.



○
        
Lorn - Sidhe knight.  Currently guard in Sedona compound.  Attacked Trina and Daphne.  Trina showed him her displeasure.



○
        
Trina (Katrina ab Koran Mac Laughlin) - Myra’s lover.  Jack’s Chief Concubine.  Marries Myra.



○
        
Lorraine Laughlin - Trina’s mom.  Queen Ariana’s life partner.



○
        
Schatten family (names):



■
        
Corrina - Captain of Ravens.  Sidhe. Tall, athletic build.  Straight black hair and a crooked smile.



■
        
Selene - Raven. Sidhe. Traitor to princess in favor of Dark Lord.  Long wavy dark cocoa-colored hair.



■
        
Daphne - Raven.  Blue-black hair cropped short to jaw line.  Artist.  Sculpture, paints, digital.



○
       
 Geraldine (Geri) - Raven. Sidhe. 5’3” curvy with pale creamy skin and auburn hair and emerald green eyes.  House Nebel.



○
        
Charlotte (Charli) -  Raven.  Curly mousy blond hair.  Gifted singer with great ear for harmony.



○
        
Marisol (Mari) - Raven.  Not on the security detail



○
        
Liesl - Raven.  Sidhe. Tall blond.  House Laughlin



○
       
 Peg - Brownie who adopted Trina’s family.  Former lover of the last Green Lord, Yornian, and his elven concubine, Alora.



○
        
Christoff - Sidhe.  Myra’s Personal Assistant or ‘PA’



○
        
Jason - Shadow.  Sidhe  Dark-skinned with buzzed curly hair.  Currently stationed in Sedona.  House Tailiwin.



○
        

Trevor - Shadow. Sidhe.  Light-skinned with short-

cropped brown hair.  Captain of the Shadow Company of the Winter Knights.




○
        
Saureg - King of Goblins.  Killed by Jack



○
        
Salt - former King of Goblins.  Jack’s Regent in the Goblin Court.



○
        
Lord Cernunos - King of Sluagh, horned fae.  Names is actually Harald.



○
        
Ralph - member of the host.  Hellhound.



○
        
Esmeraleda - AKA ‘Esmi.’  Night Hag.  Morgan’s lover and life partner.



○
        
Maracuja - AKA ‘Mara.’  Night Hag.  One of Esmi’s sisters.



○
        
Penelope - AKA ‘Penny.’  Night Hag.  One of Esmi’s sisters



○
        
Florita - AKA ‘Flora.’  Night Hag.  One of Esmi’s sisters.  Socially inept and bigoted.  Runt of the litter.



●
        
Historical Figures



○
        
Yornian - last Green Lord from 4,000 years ago



○
        
Alora - Yornian’s chief concubine and Peg’s lover.  High-elf.



●
        
Not of the Courts



●
        
Apparently human



○
       
 Eileen Pennyworth - Jack’s ex-fiancé.  Antiterrorism operative and assassin for control in DoD Clandestine Services.  Inactive as a field agent since breakup with Jack.  Married Lowell Pennyworth, her control in the DoD.   Born Eileen Brock.



○
        
Lowell Pennyworth - Eileen’s former control in DoD Clandestine Services.  Married Eileen after her breakup with Jack.



○
       
 Erica - Flight attendant.  Met Jack and Myra on the fateful flight on which they met.  Romantic interest for both Jack and Myra.  Eventually joins the family.



○
       
 
Gerald Charles Fremont III (GC) - Dickhead on flight accosting Myra.  A.K.A. ‘Mr. Wonderful.’  AKA ‘

Gerry.’   CPA and Financial advisor at father’s company, Fremont Financial.  Trying to get his life together.




○
        
Greg - human mechanic in Phoenix



○
        
Kory Calhoun (KC) -  Real estate agent in Cottonwood



○
        
Calliope Georgeopoulos - Real estate agent in Cottonwood, KC’s love interest.



○
        
Yuri Kolenko - Ukrainian hacker that is part of the Russia’s Digital Attacks black-ops unit.



○
        
Verdic Holdings - Tom Peterson, VP COO, Gretchen



■
        
Greenleaf Farms & Vinyards - Kristina Unterberg VP COO



■
        
Green Field Capital Management - Megan Nessus, VP COO



■
        
Verdant Security Services - Katrina Laughlin, VP COO



■
        
Data Bridge



●
        
Emily Paxton - employee in Toronto working with Royal Canadian Indemnity.  Expert on the unix/linux system



●
        
Marlene Kolchak - Jack’s married employee in Chicago that likes to cheat on her husband



●
        
Pam Madison - employee in Kansas City.  Server-based admin. Backs up on the unix/linux system



○
        
Insurance Ecosystems - Don Kerrigan, CEO.  Investment for Green Field



○
        
Robert Kolchak - Marlene’s husband



○
        
Royal Canadian Indemnity



■
        
Max Chartres - VP IT Operations



○
        
Hartford Comprehensive Insurance or HCI



■
        
Mr. Owen Randall - HCI Business executive of Underwriting Inland Marine



■

       

 

Ms. Erin Harper - HCI Business executive Operations



■
        
Reddy Shivkumar - HCI, IT Applications Exec



■
        
Supreet Mishra - HCI, PA to Mr. Shivkumar.  Shifter



○
        
Clan Jerome



■
        
Gerard Jerome - grandpapa



■
        
Guillaume Jerome - father



■
        
Maryanne (Conolly) Jerome - mother



■
        
Scott Jerome - brother



●
        
Dwarves



○
        
Merrill Bergarbiter - patriarch of the ‘Miner Clan’ of dwarves



○
        
Amelia Bergarbiter - Wife of Merrill, seeress (has ‘knowings’)



○
        
Kristina Unterberg - Assistant Manager at the Burning Tree.  Niece of Amelia and Merrill



●
        
Elves



○
        
High Elves



■
        
L’ric - head of the Cherry community



■
        
O’ren Lightbringer - retired Loremaster



■
        
Tr’niel - retired Weapons Master.  Former slave to the Winter Court.  Trained Trina before his escape from the Sidhe



■
        
L’liana - elven psychic and magician.



○
        
Drow (Dark Elves)



■
        
Sel’dra - Matriarch of the Nameless



■
        
Nou’ra - Tried to assassinate Jake.  Died.  Jack resurrected her and named her ‘Jessica’



■
        
Mik’la - Nou’ra’s eldest brother.”



■
        
Med’ra - Nou’ra’s younger brother.”



■
        
Co’cha - friend of Mik’la.  Assigned to witness Jack’s assassination.



○
        
Wild Elves - none listed.



●
        
Goblins



○

       

 

Standard Goblins



■
        
Cholley Soulcrusher - from the Winter Court. Trina’s ‘grandpa.’  Mechanic and woodworker.  Saved Trina.  Joined Jack’s court.



■
       
 Louis Grimm - 7’+.  Attacked the Red Rooster in an attempt to make an example of Cholley.  Jack butchered him as a message to King Saureg.  Later Jack healed him and Louis joined Jack’s court.  Mate of Trinity.



■
        
Maddock Dwarfsbane - 6’7”.  Henchman of Louis.  Left to protect Kellianne and Johnny



■
        
Saureg - reigning King of the Goblins until Jack killed him.



■
        
Salt - Jack’s regent in the Goblin Court



■
       
 Grace - former slave of Saureg. 5’11” tall  Originally named ‘four’ as she was destined to be a slave.  Married Jack.  Queen of Goblins



■
        
Karla - former slave of Saureg.  6’ tall. Jack’s concubine.



■
        
Sherrine - former slave of Saureg. 5’10” tall. AKA ‘Saucy.’  Jack’s concubine.



■
       
 Trinity - former slave of Saureg. 6’5” tall.  Originally named ‘Jaathpo,’ or ‘Ox’ in the Goblin tongue.  Jack renamed her Trinity.  Was Jack’s concubine, but fell in love with Louis Grimm.  Jack blessed their union.



○
        
Orcs



■
        
Francene - former slave of Saureg.  5’10” tall.  Jack’s concubine.  Goes by ‘Frannie’ in the family.



○
        
Trolls - none listed yet



○
        
Ogres - none listed yet



●
        
Demi-fey



○
        
Pixies



■
        
Winter Court



●
        

Silk - Assassin.  Tried to kill Trina in
 
Book 1




●
        
Marjoram - Silk’s wife.  AKA ‘Marjie’ or ‘Marjorie’



■
        
Green Lord’s Court - adopted



●
        
Acorn - Silk & Marjoram’s youngest son.  Adult. Works for Jack.  Demi-fey team lead



●
        
Persimmon -  Silk & Marjoram’s youngest adult daughter.  Works for Jack.



●
        
Marigold - Silk & Marjoram’s youngest daughter.  Not yet an adult (< 1 year old).  Works for Jack.



○
        
Fairies - none listed.



Chronology





Dumb Luck - The Green Lord vol 1


	Christie activates Green Lord DNA - prologue

	Meet Myra & Erica on a plane

	Delay in Philly with Myra

	Meet Trina at airport

	Overnight at my house

	Myra offers to ride to Sedona together when car not ready

	Summer Court attacks - armor (Durec, Jacob, and Eventide) as spoils of war

	Interlude at Safeway

	The Winter Court’s compound

	Meet Durec, Jacob, and Eventide

	Trina takes me shopping for a home

	Clean the car

	
Shop for property


	Cornville

	Prescott

	Cherry





	First overnight in Cottonwood

	Dinner & Dancing

	Trina’s promise

	Laundry - Brownie Magic

	Mirrors of Shadow

	Vacation morning

	Play at Burning Tree

	Evening together with new friends

	Making love to Trina on the balcony


	Police

	Discipline Daphne

	Corrina’s Kiss, Corrina’s Geas

	Four on a bed - spitting Myra

	Myra’s departure

	Five wounded birds + Marisol

	Find a place

	Trina and Phoenix

	Business on Monday, get car, and Lottery Winnings!

	Meet w/Tom and Megan to get companies in place.

	Don agrees to partnership agreement

	Head to Hartford

	End
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