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




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, Kellieanne 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. 

In book two, Jack proposes to Kristina and Supreet.  He strengthens his powers while dealing with Ariana’s actions driven by her growing insanity.  Jack meets the Wolf Shifters and the Dread Lord.  The Summer Lady makes a play to be the Faerie Queen as Myra announces her ascendance to that throne.   Jack kills the Summer Lady, and Myra consolidates her power.  Jack is crowned King of the Goblins.  Jack marries five more women.  The book ends with Eileen appearing at the family’s honeymoon celebration.

There is a chronology at the back of the book.

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, the...


1 - Eileen’s Colleague

Eileen says, “We need you to come in on this op, Jack.  Especially if this guy is as bad as you say he is.”

I look down at my feet as one word comes to mind, ‘Shit!’ 

“When?” I ask.

“Now,” Eileen responds.

I shake my head, “Not happening.  How long have you known about the Dread Lord?”

She looks at her feet for a moment before looking back up.  “About a year,” she says.

“I figured,” I respond.  “I didn’t need to know, but you need me to find Abu bin Hassan now.”

She grimaces, “Jack, you know how these things work.” 

We hear a squeak from the forest.  Louis and Trinity step between me and the noise.  Sherrine, Sowie, and Trina rush towards the sound with weapons drawn.  Tiphanae launches into the air and circles the jungle with drawn swords.  Persimmon comes out and leads the three ladies in.

I look at Eileen.  “Who’s with you?” I ask.

“Markus Branford.  You remember him?  He was that rookie I was working with when I met you,” she says.

I nod as I look into the jungle.  After a moment I hear Trina yell, “Lili!  I need your help!” 

L’liana and Jessica blink to the edge of the jungle and then blink inside.

Eileen asked, “What was that?”

I look at her for a moment before I figure out what she’s talking about.  “They’re Elves.  L’liana is a ‘High Elf,’ and Jessica is a ‘Dark Elf,’ or ‘Drow,’ as they prefer.  That was their ‘blink’ ability in action.  It’s basically the ability to ‘teleport.’  How well do you know your partner?”

Eileen shrugs, “Pretty well.  We’ve worked a few missions.  I only work field support now since you broke me in half.  I can’t pass the qualifications for a field agent.”  She pauses to catch her thoughts.  “You act like that blink thing is normal.”

I say, “It is.”  I blink next to her, kiss her cheek, and blink back next Louis and Trinity.

“Holy shit,” she exclaims. 

Kristina cuddles up to me and chuckles evilly.  I tip up her chin and kiss her lips hungrily.  I pull her close as Grace wraps her arms around me and presses her naked breasts to my back and kisses my neck.

L’liana blinks out of the jungle and then blinks right in front of me holding a severed wrist.  There is a bronze watch band on the wrist with a variety of dark stones in it. 

L’liana reports, “Husband, the band was starting to glow.  Trina cut it off, and I deactivated it.  The comms channel was open, but I think it was preparing to explode.  There were multiple channels open on it.  Persimmon and Acorn both got him with blades coated in paralytic poison.  He should survive even if you don’t heal him.” 

Jessica blinks in holding a rifle with scope, and L’liana continues, “Trina tied off the stump.  They’ll drag him out here shortly.”

I ask Jessica, “And that?”

“He was laying on this when I got there.  It looked like he had been aiming it,” Jessica reports.  “Acorn, Persimmon, and Marigold found him.  You’ll have to get details from them.”

Myra holds me close and pulls my left hand inside her wrap, pushing it up between her thighs.  She presses tight against me, and I kiss her passionately.   Georgia crawls in to cuddle my leg, her hand is disappearing under my sarong when Chelsea says, “Get up, Kitten.  Our man is safe.  No need to worry.”

“Kitten?  That actually fits better than ‘Strumpet,’” I exclaim as her hand grabs my cock gently.  “Get up, Georgia.”

“But, Master,” she starts to whine.

“If you don’t get up, I won’t put a collar on you,” I threaten. 

Georgia is on her feet in a flash.  She kisses me, Kristina, and Grace before hugging herself between Supreet and Chelsea.  They pet her and coo in her ears to comfort her.

About that time Sowie, Trina, and Sherrine drag out the would-be assassin.  Actually Sherrine has him balanced over a shoulder like a wooden timber as Trina carries out the briefcase that held the rifle and the ghillie suit he wore.  Sowie brings his clothes and boots.  Acorn is sitting on the guy’s ass like a conquering hero as Sherrine brings him over.  I’m assuming Marigold and Persimmon are tucked in on a shoulder somewhere.   I take it all in as they carry him to me. 

Tiphanae lands and reports, “All appears clear, my Lord.”

“Thanks, Tiffy,” I say with a warm smile.  She preens in response.

I turn to Eileen.  She is intently watching my hand move under Myra’s wrap.  “Khm.  Eileen, is that your partner?”

She looks up at me guiltily and then checks out Sherrine’s cargo as she unceremoniously dumps him in the sand.  She blushes as she says, “Uh, yeah.”  She looks confused by everything.  “I wrote the mission brief myself, Jack.  Assassination wasn’t part of the plan.  He just came off a field assignment, and I pulled him among three possible candidates in the pool.  I have no idea where the ghillie suit came from.”

“How far in advance did he know what the mission was?” I ask.

Eileen responds, “About four hours.  It was supposed to be a brief and roll situation, but he asked for a couple of hours to put a few things in order at his apartment as he just got back that morning.  Lowell approved it.  Branford had been in Paris looking for Abu bin Hassan.”

“Hmm.  The plot thickens,” I say with a smirk.  “Okay, Louis and Trinity, please take him back to the compound and tie him up on a post.  Keep a watch on him.  I know you’re guarding, but Cholley and the ladies will have to pick up the slack with Karla, Frannie, and Sherrine.”

I turn to my Drow lover.  “Jessica, would you go to the customs shed and ask around about what you can learn.  If the plane is still there, search it thoroughly.  You are authorized to tranquilize anyone on board to make your life easier.  I know you were planning to ‘ride the sunset.’  I’ll have to make it up to you tomorrow night.”

“Yes, my Lord,” she responds with a grim look.  “If I get any grief, I might not be very careful with the tranq dosage.” 

I tell her, “Understood.  Give the rifle to Trinity, Love.  I’ll catch up with you when we get back.  I suspect the celebration may be shorter than anticipated.”

Jessica looks to the little people, “Persimmon, you want to ride along.”

“Oh no!  I got dizzy last time,” Persimmon exclaims.

Marigold pipes up, “I’ll go!  I love to ride with you as you blink.”  She flies to land on Jessica’s shoulder.  Jessica blinks away right after Marigold  lands.

Myra pulls my damp hand out from between her thighs.  Kristina pulls my moist fingers into her mouth as Myra says, “Christoff, head back and start to work your sources in government and see what you can learn.  Be discreet.  The Dread Lord appears to have his fingers everywhere.”

Christoff says, “Of course, your Majesty.  I’ve got a source on the Senate Intelligence Committee and another in the House.  Let me ping them first and work out from there.  Both are Sidhe.”

Louis picks up the stiff sack of meat, Christoff takes the garments from Sowie, and Trinity takes the rifle, ghillie suit, and briefcase.   The rest of us prepare to continue to the dock.

Sherrine asks, “Do I get to ‘ride the sunset,’ Lord?  I was scheduled for tomorrow.”

I laugh, “Trina?  Sounds like a good plan to me.”

Trina agrees, “Works, Master.”  Sherrine grabs Louis’ handle on the cooler with a grin, and we continue towards our sunset party.


2 - Snoopin’ Around

Jessica stops by her cabin.  “Merry, get a drink and a bite to eat.  You’ve been burning fuel.  I don’t want you to get sick while we’re out.”

“Okay.   Let me get a cup of water and grab a couple of almonds,” Marigold responds.

Jessica pours some water into a small tumbler and holds it for Marigold to drink her fill.  She pulls her bodysuit on while Marigold eats a couple of almonds, and then she grabs five more in one hand and Marigold in the other. 

Jessica blinks from one corner of the path to the next always keeping in line of sight.  Marigold asks, “Don’t you ever get headaches like Jack?”

Jessica says, “Jack’s only part-elven.  I think it’s harder for him but maybe not.  He is still developing his abilities.  I’m not sure if I have a bigger well of the right kind of energy, or if he hits a problem due to lack of experience.  Regardless, if he is careful he doesn’t need to worry; his crown will top him back up if he runs low.”

Marigold says, “I thought it was a helm.”

Jessica chuckles, “Convince Eliana of that.”

Marigold asks, “Who’s Eliana?”

Jessica stops for a moment and kicks herself mentally.  She responds in the hypersonic range that only Drow, Wild Elves, and Demi-fey can hear, “That, Merry my friend, is a top secret.  You have to promise not to tell anyone.  Our Lord would be quite wroth with us.”

“I won’t,” Marigold reassures Jessica.

“I mean it!  Not your family, not any of our queens, no one!  I think Trina knows, but I’m not sure.  You, me, and our Lord are the only ones that can ever know,” Jessica reinforces urgently.

“Okay,” Marigold agrees.

Jessica explains, “Eliana is alive.  She was a High Elf that gave her life to be bound into the helm.  Her husband, Durec, became the mail.  He was an Elf-Dwarf hybrid master smith.  Jacob, a human boy, became the gauntlet.  Gisela, a human shield maiden, is his sword belt - baldric as Jack has been employing her.  Yoren, his shield, was a Goblin bigger than Louis.  He was said to be nearly as big as an Ogre.  Both Morningstar and Eventide were Drow - brother and sister.  Pally and Bobo are the greaves - brother Hobgoblins.”

“Oh my!  That’s horrible!  They died to become armor and arms?” Marigold asks.

Jessica steps into the forest for a moment to ensure she’s not interrupted, “No, little sister.  They volunteered to sacrifice themselves to protect their Lord.  Just like you, I, or any of our family would do.  We would just do it once.  They died once to protect our Lord, and they might die again if they are destroyed.”

Marigold asks, “How do you know this?” 

“My people have the best records that exist on the history of the Green Lords.  We have Loremasters that specialize in the Verdic history.  Our Lord would be appalled that my people know this.  I’m sure he wants it to be a secret.  He loves them and cares for them as if they were still people.  Here!  Finish these almonds so I don’t drop them,” Jessica tries to distract her.

“Thank you,” says Marigold.  Jessica resumes blinking down the path until she reaches the clearing that runs to the airfield.

Jessica continues talking to Marigold in hypersonic range. “Only talk like this until we get back to Jack.  I’m going to create a mind fog and blink into the terminal.   If we don’t find anything we’ll re-enter and ask questions.  Then we’ll check out the airplanes.”

Marigold agrees, “Okay.”

Jessica pulls her balaclava over her head before blinking to the windows around the terminal first.  At the third window she tries, she sees a man in a short-sleeved pilot uniform talking on a sat-phone.  He is wearing Captain’s stripes and a watch band like the one from the male shooter they just captured.  The window is open, so she listens in.

He says, “Branford came and grabbed his rifle kit.  He had a silencer, so I won’t know how it goes until he shows up.   Yeah, we loaded the explosives on Jerome’s plane just in case.   Worst case, we parachute out and blow our own plane in the air.   Yeah well, Pennyworth or Brock, or whatever her name is today, becomes collateral damage.  From what Pennyworth told me, she hasn’t been able to carry her weight since Jerome fucked her up anyway.  Yeah.  Okay.  I’ll let you know.  Roger, Lieutenant.  Right.  Out here.”

He disconnects and walks out the door.  Jessica blinks back around to the entrance and hears him call out, “Thanks for letting me use your phone” as he approaches the exit.  He walks out the door, walks to the soda machine and purchases two.   Then he saunters across the Tarmac toward the plane.

Jessica pulls her balaclava off, stuffs it into her clutch, and zips her bodysuit open down below her navel.  Then she puts on a blond human glamour to look like Trina.  She walks in and talks to the male terminal operations guy, “Hello, what’s with the other plane?

The guy’s attention is riveted on the zipper.  “Uh...they’re from the US.  ‘Government types.’  The aircraft is registered to Carribean Import-Export, but the pilot and the passengers were government.”

She runs her fingers up and down her zippers, “I thought I heard him say something about putting something on our plane.  What was that about?”

Suddenly he’s all business as he looks at her suspiciously.  “I don’t know anything about that,” he says.  She jumps up on the counter and immediately off again as Marigold hovers above her.  Jessica let’s her glamour drop as her knees land on his collarbones.  She pulls his face into her torso as the collar bones snap.  She rides him to the ground as he screams until he bounces off the floor. 

She clamps a hand over his mouth and tells him, “Shut up!”  His screams quiet to a whimper. 

Jessica continues, “If you put my Lord in danger I will pull out your liver and eat it in front of your dying eyes.  Tell me what you did.”

“Nothing,” he whines.  “They just gave me money so they could check out the airplane.  They said it was unusual, so they wanted to check it out.”

“What did our crew say?” Jessica demands.

“I-I-I didn’t ask.  They said no need to bother your crew as they were just looking around,” he says. 

Jessica pulls a ‘ballpoint pen’ from her clutch and presses it to his neck.  She clicks it to deliver the tranquilizer into his bloodstream.

She drags him to his chair, picks him up in a bridal carry so she can sit him in the seat.  She wheels him in place and puts his feet on the desk.  When she’s satisfied he looks like he’s napping, Jessica calls Marigold to resume her perch as she pulls her zipper up and puts her balaclava back into place.  She exerts her mind fog and blinks off to follow the guy in the uniform.

She blinks to the bottom of the stairs as he ascends into the aircraft.  She carefully steps onto the steps in time with the pilot’s tread.   The pilot steps into the passenger compartment.  He calls out, “Hey, Roger!  I brought you a soda.”  As he sits next to his first officer, he hands the can over and says in a lower voice, “If plan A fails, we’re on for plans B or C.  We vector towards the boat after take-off, and the Lieutenant will send the boat to fish us out if needed.  I wouldn’t worry though.  Branford’s a fucking animal.  You should hear some of his stories.”  They laugh.

Jessica thinks to herself, ‘Holy shit!  These fuckers are trying to kill everyone.  I wouldn’t be surprised if their lieutenant leaves them in the ocean.  Okay, time to put this party to bed.’  She pulls two more pens and hands one to Marigold.


3 - Sunset party

Our party continues to traipse towards the west-facing dock.  We roll out pads and blankets on the wooden dock, and what little clothing we are wearing comes off.

“Jesus!” Eileen exclaims. 

Myra explains as she bares her sexy flesh, “Eileen, clothing is optional.  As in we don’t wear it if we don’t have to.  We’ve rented the whole island, so we don’t have to.  The coverups were to avoid sunburn or to avoid making the staff uncomfortable.”

Kristina laughs, “After all they’ve seen, I don’t think we need to worry about them.  I think Arista is hoping to leave with us.” 

Supreet says, “You’ve been traveling in that, Eileen.  Maybe you’d like to rinse off.  I’m sure one of the ladies would loan you a wrap if you don’t want to show us your goodies all evening.”

I tell her, “I’ve seen your tight little body, Eileen.  You have nothing to be ashamed of.”

Eileen responds, “Maybe before you broke me in half.  I healed okay, but I’m not like I was before.  I’m in terrible shape, Jack.”

Kristina says, “I don’t know.  I’d love on you.”

Trina says, “Me, too!”

Myra adds, “Yep!”

Daphne, Geri, Sherrine, Megan, and Marisol are nodding vigorously.

Liesl asks Supreet, “What do you think?”

Supreet says, “I’ve gotten pretty open minded.  She’s definitely pretty enough.”

“I think so too,” responds Liesl.

“I’d do you,” says L’liana with a saucy wink.

Erica adds, “No doubt.  I’ll come hold you right now.  We can just start with some light petting to get you warmed up.” 

Erica sidles up next to her as Eileen throws her hands up.

“Whoa, whoa, whoa, whoa.  I’m straight,” protests Eileen.

Megan pipes up, “Myra, what does mom like to say?  Oh yeah, ‘so is spaghetti until it’s wet.’  That’s it.”  Everyone roars with laughter.

Eileen is seriously flustered.  I know from personal experience that is not a good thing, and I have the scar to prove it.  Everyone calms down as she prepares her thoughts.

Finally, Eileen says, “Okay, I need someone to explain this to me.  I thought you all belonged to Jack.”

Everyone starts talking at once until Myra raises her hand and barks, “Cease!”  Everyone goes deathly quiet as Myra is normally so congenial.  Then she says, “Wow!  That worked well.  I need to put that in my toolbox.”  We all laugh at that, even Eileen. 

It’s the first time I’ve seen Eileen laugh in nearly five years.  It’s definitely a sight worth pursuing.  I tell her, “I haven’t seen you do that in way too long, Eileen.”

“What?” she asks curiously.

“Laugh.”  She sobers immediately, and it looks like she’s about to do something I’ve never seen her do - cry. 

Erica wraps her in a side embrace and snaps, “Not now, Jack.”

“Right,” Myra says with a cross look at me.  “Eileen, let me explain the landscape.  This is a bit of a state secret, so I’ll need your assurance this won’t show up in any reports.”  Myra looks at Eileen pointedly and waits for an acknowledgement.

Eileen sniffs and nods, “Okay.”

Trina interrupts, “Myra let me do this, please.”  Myra nods, and Trina starts in, “To start with, other than you and Erica, no one here is human.  Most of us are a race called Sidhe.  Some are from Goblin races, Elven races, Verdic people, and yet others are hybrids.”  Members of the various races raise their hands as she calls them off. 

“Solange recently described Sidhe to Erica as ‘meta-humans.’  I think that is a nicely accurate summary statement.  Jack, Sera, and Selene are all Verdic people - another kind of meta-human.   Sidhe look like humans, but we are faster, stronger, and we have certain innate abilities.  We also live longer, and we tend to be very pretty.”  She points at all the Sidhe, as they raise their hands again. 

“Verdic people” - we raise our hands again to assist with the lesson - “tend to blend in to look like who they breed with.  Does that sound right, Jack?”  L’liana, Jessica, and I are all nodding.  “Selene and Sera look like Sidhe because they are Verdic descendents of Sidhe.  Jack looks more like a standard human because most of his genetic code is human.  The Verdic can and do breed with any of the people races.  Their speed and strength is dependent upon the races of their parents.  Jack is faster and stronger than an average human, but probably still in the range of a top athlete. Like the Sidhe, the Verdic also have abilities.  They can actually create lifeforms with their powers.  We refer to all of these beings collectively as Fae.  In short, everything you’ve heard about in a fairy tale is based on fact.  Just not necessarily the facts you read in books and fairy tales.  You need to wrap your brain around that because it sets the stage for the rest of this.  Okay?”

Eileen is looking at me pointedly as she says, “Okay.”

Erica lightens the mood a bit, “Don’t worry, Honey.  Another human here, protecting you from the vile sexual predation of the Fae.”  Everyone chuckles as Erica caresses Eileen’s back.

Trina continues.  “Myra and I grew up together and became lovers at age 16.  We fell in love.  Despite her being a slut with every available man and some of the females growing up, she and I have grown very close over the years.”

Myra takes over, “I really am a slut.”  More chuckles.  “I met Jack on a plane as I was returning from a business meeting last November.  I fell for him immediately.  I mean right there as he was putting my bag in the bin on the airplane.  Three days later, I married him.  Since I was the crown princess of the Winter Court of the Sidhe, some innate magic happened.  As a result, I am now the Queen of all the Fae races, or the ‘Faerie Queen’ if you prefer.”

Trina comes back, “Just so you understand, a Sidhe, Elven, or as we’ve learned a Verdic wedding includes the exchange of tokens of flesh.  That means literally taking a bite of your betrothed’s flesh.”  Eileen balks at that.  “Goblins and Dwarves generally don’t do that, but the magic works for the Goblins and a certain clan of the Dwarves, too.”

Kristina chips in, “It’s because we’re so heavily diluted with genetics from the Sidhe and Elves.”

Trina continues, “Furthermore, if someone loves someone in such a way that they want to be owned by that person, it can be done via giving a flesh token.  I mean literally and legally owned.  In that case, the owner takes a bite of the owned to seal the contract.”

Eileen says, “What?”  Everyone nods and we all point to our bite marks.  She gasps.

I pitch in at this point, “To make this even kinkier if possible, the Verdic people need to consume a token of Sidhe flesh to activate their powers.  Christie gave me mine.” Christie raises her hand.  “I fed Sera and Selene…” hands rise “...theirs after taking it from someone who attacked our family.  I mean that seriously, Eileen.  We are a family.  You know how I am about family.”

She nods, “After I calmed down and healed my wounds, my biggest fear was that I had destroyed your spirit.  You had chosen me as family, and I betrayed you.”  Tears do escape her eyes at that admission.  I begin to weep, too.

Myra quips, “Now that school is over, I’ll wrap up by saying.  I am Jack’s wife.  I am his first wife, and Queen of the Fae.  Kristina who he knew before me, is his second wife.  Supreet is his third.  Chelsea is his fourth.  Grace is his fifth.  L’liana, or Lili as her lovers call her, is his sixth and currently final wife.  I know there are some others coming in the wings.  Frannie, Karla, Sherrine, Jessica, Tiphanae, Annette, Erica, Sera, Georgia, Trina, Daphne, Charli, Solange, Sowie, Corrina, Geri, Liesl, Marisol, Megan, and Christie are all sworn concubines.  All are legally his property by our laws because they gave him a token.  Selene, Cholley, Louis, and Trinity are part of the family, but are not Jack’s lovers.  I think that’s right - Selene?”

“Eh...,” she vacillates.

“No pressure, Love” I tell her.  Cholley caresses her back.

Eileen looks at Erica, “You gave up a bite?”

Erica nods quickly, “Yes.  I wanted to, and I expected it to hurt like hell.  It would have if Jack hadn’t numbed my flesh.  I felt my skin and muscle tear, but no pain.  It healed to look like this in about a minute.  When it was done I felt more completely his and part of something bigger.”

Trina says, “That’s true.  Each of those bonds is a stronger connection for us to pass our love to him.  Love is how he powers his abilities.”

Eileen mutters, “I guess I’m out of luck.”

“No, you’re not,” I respond accompanied by a chorus of negative responses.  Eileen catches up short.

Trina walks up and hugs her other side, “Jack told me shortly after we met the story of how he got that scar.  I told him ‘you must hate her.’  He replied, ‘I love her.  How do you stop loving someone?  If you can tell me how, please do.’  He still loves you, Eileen.  You hurt him desperately, but that man still loves you.  I can see it in his eyes as he looks at you even now.”

Eileen collapses to the dock.  I rush to her and pull her to me.  I kiss her hair and wrap her in my arms.  She reaches up and cradles my neck as she cries out her pain.

She sobs, “Lowell left me.  He said I was broken and worthless.”

“Never, Eileen.  You are strong, fierce, and worthy of love,” I murmur into her hair.  Then I reach into her body with my will as I push warm, loving energy into her damaged body.  I find all her injuries, including ones I didn’t give her, and will them to heal.

She looks up at me with awe.  “What did you do, Jack?”

“I healed every injury you’ve ever had.  I didn’t roll your biological clock back, but we can do that too eventually if you wish.  I personally think you’re a little young for that.  That requires a bit more effort, and I’m not sure anyone would call the experience positive,” I tell her.

Selene says, “Maybe you should do it earlier and more frequently, Lord.  It might reduce the stress on you, and it would likely be less traumatic for the subject.  It was like a religious experience when you did it to me, but the smell of the piss and shit that came out afterward were noxious.”

“I’ll say,” growls Cholley.  “It smelled like something crawled upside me and died, slowly festering until it all worked its way out.”

“Ew!” from all the rest of us.

I laugh as I stand up.  I look down at Eileen, “We have a lot to discuss, Eileen.  Right now we’re going to enjoy this sunset.  My family deserves it.  So do you.  I invite you to stay with us, take a swim, get out of your travel clothes and put on a beach wrap, and enjoy this moment with us.”

Sherrine walks up and presses her naked glory against me and with a right arm around my shoulders and stage whispers, “Can I ride out the sunset now, Master?”

We all laugh.  I feel my sarong disappear as she waves it in the air.  Little Jack jumps to attention.

Selene guides me to a prime spot where I can have my knees hang over the edge of the dock facing the sun.  I sit down, Grace leans me flat on my back and kisses me.  Sherrine takes a turn with kissing me too before mounting Little Jack reverse cowgirl, leaning on my knees.

She slides up and down me twice, before Georgia gasps, “Jessica and Marigold!”  We all look at her, knowing her ability.  About ten seconds later, we hear an explosion, followed immediately by another.


4 - Triage

Sherrine dives off me into the water.  Then she launches up to press herself up onto the dock beside me as I scramble up.

“Now what?” I murmur while looking toward where the explosions seem to originate.  I see plumes of smoke rising from the direction of the airport.

Tiphanae launches into the air as weapons reappear among my family.  I call out, “Be careful, Tiffy!”

“I will, Lord,” she calls back as she gains altitude and circles around toward the rising columns of black smoke.

Eileen observes, “Isn’t that were the airfield is?” 

We all nod.  “Yes.  Jessica and Marigold were over there,” I say. 

Sherrine hands my sarong to me.  I look to Georgia. “You okay, Kitten?”  I ask as I absentmindedly pull the sarong on, then my shoulder rig and baldric. 

“I’m worried about Jessie and Merry,” she whimpers.

I call out, “Eileen and Lili with me.  Everyone else, make your way to the compound and secure it.  Check on the staff and care for wounded.  Damn!  We need radios!  Regardless, check-in at the main house in 30 minutes.”  I reach for Eileen and then blink to the jungle edge.  L’liana follows me one jump back. 

I make three rapid blinks around the perimeter of the jungle, roughly retracing the path we took coming out.  Three more blinks put us in front of the main house in the compound.   Eileen is woozy from the rapid changes in equilibrium.  

I call to Louis and Trinity, “Jack inbound.” 

I hear Louis growl, “Come on in.”

I blink to the main house to find Louis standing on the porch holding an assault shotgun like it’s a toy pistol.  He is watching toward the airfield.  “More inbound,” he murmurs. 

I look to see what looks like someone blinking closer quickly.  Suddenly, Jessica is hanging off my neck holding Marigold tenderly in her left hand.  “Help,” she gasps.

I lay her down gently and then cup Marigold in my hands.  She’s unconscious, breathing but battered.  Her wings are crushed and her organs are damaged.  I gently run a stream of healing energy into her brain and organs.  Slowly she blinks her eyes.  I ask gently, “You okay, Baby?”

“Hmmm.  Je-je-jess-i-jessi-ca.  Sa-sa-saved. Me,” she murmurs.

“Rest, sweetie.  I will talk to you when you’ve recovered.“  I hand her to Louis, “Water.  A couple of nuts if she can get them down.  Don’t rush her.  I still need to heal her wings, but they’re not critical at the moment.  Let Acorn and Persimmon know when they get here.” 

Louis growls, “Yes, Lord.”

I scoop Jessica up into a bridal carry and gently sit her on the couch.  I unzip her body suit and gently pull it from her shoulders down to her waist.  After that I lay her face down on the couch to assess her wounds.  I remove her thin shoes and complete the removal of her suit.  Darker splotches on her dark grey skin make it look like she’s been severely beaten over most of her head, shoulders, and torso.  I stop any internal bleeding I can find,  ‘remove’ several pieces of shrapnel, and close the wounds before pumping her full of generic healing energy to strengthen her organs. 

Jessica stirs slightly and mutters to me, “Case.  By path.  At air.  Field.  Clutch.  With.”

I stroke her back and tell her, “Don’t worry, Beloved.  We’ll find it.  The important thing is you are safe, and you saved Marigold.  Everything else will wait until you recover a bit.”

Trinity sets a glass of water on the table next to her.  “Water here when you’re ready, Jessie.”  Jessica nods in response.

“Trinity, brief Corrina and Trina when they arrive.  Lili, Eileen, and I are going to look around,” I tell her.

“Yes, Lord,” she says with a bow.

“Thanks, Beautiful,” I tell her. 

Trinity gives me a smile as I walk back out to the porch.  I point to one of the golf carts by the house.  “No need to hurry now that our people are safe.  Let’s take the cart.”

I see Arista standing by the staff quarters.  I blink to her.  She gasps before I ask, “Arista, is everyone safe?”

“Mostly, Lord,” she responds quietly.  “We’re just missing Tiberius.  He was on duty at the customs shack.  Janelle, Samuel, Arieste and Celeste are all here safe.  The flight crew is all in their quarters, too.”

I kiss her cheek briefly, “Thank you, Arista.  You’re a godsend!”  Then I blink back to the golf cart.  I hear her gasp again.

L’liana drives us slowly as I scan right with my pistol drawn.  Eileen scans the left.  About ten minutes later we make it to the airfield. 

Both planes are burning.  Wreckage is strewn in all directions.  The customs shack-slash-terminal is a wreck, but hasn’t been completely leveled.  The aircraft were kept far enough away to minimize the impact.  I scan the area next to the path and see a spot that looks like something fell through the trees to the ground.  That’s where I find Jessica’s clutch.  I dismount and dig around and find the pilot’s flight case, too.  I put them both in the back of the cart.  Eileen is dismounted and squatting next to the clearing, scanning the area.

“I don’t see anything, Jack.  With all the smoke and debris, there could be a rifle team hiding out there and I would miss it,” she tells me.

“Looking at how the tarmac is buckled and melted, and how the wreckage is strewn around, they would have just arrived, too.  Short of amphibious insertion I don’t see that happening as we haven’t heard any aircraft since,” I say.

I see Tiphanae circling lower, and then she flies behind us and lands gently on the path behind the cart.

She reports, “Nothing out there, Lord.  I see no living creatures in the clearing at all.”  She places a hand on my shoulder for comfort.  I’m not sure whether it’s for hers or mine.

“Well,” I sigh.  “Tiberius is supposed to be in the shack.  Let’s go see if we can find him.  Hopefully he’s still alive.”

We all mount back up in the cart, and L’liana drives us around the wreckage to the customs shack.  I see the radio antenna is bent but still standing.  There don’t appear to be any severed cables, so we can call for help if the electronics survived.  L’liana stops the cart in front of the collapsed door, and we dismount.

“Lili.  Eileen.  Guard please,” I request.

I stick my head under the collapsed doorframe.  I see rubble everywhere, but no Tiberius.  I call out, “Tiberius.  Where are you?  Are you in here?”  I hear a murmured response.

I tell Tiphanae, “Find the electrical circuit box.  Turn off the master power to the shack.  Holler to me when you’re done.”

“Yes, Lord,” she says with a curt nod before disappearing.  I look around trying to find a path back to where Tiberius normally sits behind the counter.  There are broken and split 2x4s, bent sheet metal, broken doors and cabinets, and no clear way back to that corner.  I back out of the wreck, and Tiphanae hollers ‘done’ about the time I walk around the corner where she’s standing.

We both chuckle at that.  Everything looks like it’s leaning towards the back.  I hear another cart pull up followed by a growled, “Where are you, Lord?”

I call out, “Around back.  Meet me at the front door.”

Tiphanae and I walk back around to the front of the building to find Cholley, Louis, Frannie, and Karla.  A third cart shows up at the edge of the clearing with Sherrine, Grace, Trina, and Daphne.

I guide Louis and Cholley to look in the door.  “Cholley, if you can get in there and push that 2x4 up and Louis can do the same with that one, then maybe I can get in there and pull Tiberius out.  He’s making noise, so he’s still alive.”

I hear a growled, “Husband, you will NOT go in there!” 

I’m shocked at the words and even more so when I see Grace, the most retiring of all my wives, giving the emphatic order.

She continues, “I know you’re a ‘lead from the front type,’ Beloved, but you have people to do this.  Stand there and look lordly, or we will pin you to the ground and lay on you while your people get Tiberius out of there!” 

I’ve never seen Grace angry before.  It’s an awesome sight to behold.  I quietly say the only thing a sane man would when confronted by emphatic demands from his powerful Goblin wife, “Yes, dear.”

She gives me a glorious smile in response, “Good.  Get over here, Lord Husband.”  She holds her arms open for me, and I slide into them.

Eileen chuckles, “I never thought I’d see the day.”  I wink back at her as I cup Grace’s firm, tight ass in my hand.  She still hasn’t deigned to put on any clothes.  I can’t say I mind.

I hear groans and growls inside the shack, and shortly thereafter Frannie and Sherrine, the two smallest of my Goblin ladies, crawl into the gaps created by the boys.  Before long they return dragging Tiberius out into the sunshine.  Louis extricates himself, and then Cholley follows him out.

The ladies lay Tiberius on the ground.  Grace lets me go to assess his injuries, and I find he has a concussion, two broken collarbones, a broken arm, and a dislocated knee.  I mute all his nerves and align his leg.  Then I dig into one collarbone and align it the best I can manually before I start to push healing energy into him and direct the bones to knit.  I repeat this procedure on the other side.  Afterwards I push the joints to heal and strengthen the damaged connective tissue.  I focus on helping the concussion to slowly heal.

He slowly comes around as I let his nerves do their job.  “Wha…?”

“Hey Tiberius.  Tell me what happened,” I prompt.

“The-the dark-eyes jumped on me.  I wa-wa-was just co-coming around.  Then.  Boom!”  He closes his eyes for a moment and then looks at me.  “They gave me money.”

“Who gave you money, Tiberius?” I ask.  He passes out.  I think he’s faking it at this point, but maybe not.

I ask Sherrine and Frannie, “Please take him back to the staff quarters.”

“Yes, Lord”  Karla says as she joins them.

Tiphanae volunteers, “I’ll fly to the cabins, Lord.  I’ll see you there.”  She pushes through the crowd for a kiss and then launches into the air.

Grace takes a seat in my cart. 

Trina and Daphne each give me a kiss and join Louis and Cholley in theirs.  After everyone else has taken off, I drop my gaze to the case with curiosity.  I shrug and Eileen, L’liana, and I all mount up and head back to the cabins.

I ask Eileen over the back of the seat, “Any idea what happened?”

She shakes her head.  “No, this was supposed to be a simple fly in, recruit you, and fly out to go find Abu bin Hassan.  Stop in DC for a mission brief and then off to Germany.  This is an absolute ‘Charlie Foxtrot’ if there’s ever been one.”

I chew on that for a minute.  I think, ‘Definitely a cluster fuck.’  Then I say, “Well let’s see if Jessica and Marigold have any light to shine on this.”


5 - What the F…

We get back to the compound, and L’liana parks the cart back where we got it.  I grab the case and clutch and follow Grace inside.  Jessica is sitting on the couch with her legs tucked under her, drinking a glass of water.  She sets it down and blinks to arrive with her arms and legs around my torso with her face buried in my neck.

Grace takes the bag from me.  She places it on the floor in front of the couch as I wrap Jessica in my arms.  I tell Jessica, “You are safe, Baby.  Marigold is safe, too.  You did good, Sweetie.”  I slide a hand under her to hold her up by her naked bum.

She looks at me, “I was afraid you were going to have to resurrect me again, Boyfriend.”

I kiss her and say, “I’ll do it as often as required, Sweetheart.” 

Eileen’s gasp indicates she heard that.

She smiles, “Good, Boyfriend.  I’m your Darkness.  I go into the darkness to shine your light.”

I chuckle, “Darkness, huh?  And Boyfriend, too?”

“Yeah,” she says with a gentle smile.  “You ready to hear what I learned, my Lord?

“Yeah,” I repeat back to her.  “Let me check on Marigold first.  Any chance that thing could be booby-trapped?” I ask as I nod to the bag.

She unwinds from me and gets her feet under her.  “Not much.  It was open when I grabbed it.  I stuffed a laptop in there prior to blinking out.  Go check on Little Sister, and then we can talk.”

I give her a lingering kiss, and then I look around to find Marigold.  Jessica says, “Kitchen counter.”

I walk over and see Marigold lying face down on a pillow.  Acorn and Persimmon are holding her hands.  Christie is stroking her head gently.  I kiss Christie’s cheek before I murmur, “Hello, Merry.  How are you doing, Sweetie?”

She squeaks, “I’m okay, I guess.  Can you give me wings back, Jack?”

“I don’t know, Merry.  I’m going to try, once I check to ensure that your organs and brain are healed,” I tell her.  “I need to be careful because you’re so tiny.  Let’s see how you’re doing.”  I assess her health, and it looks like she might still have a minor concussion.  I trickle some healing energy to heal any residual bruising and shock effects.   Her organs are clearing up nicely.  I look at Christie and raise my eyebrows at her.  She grimaces at me.

“Well Merry,” I say.  “It looks like your organs are in good shape.  Your brain is still pretty tender.  I gave you a little boost there.  I’m tempted to leave your wings until tomorrow.  I’m concerned about you jolting your brain if you fly.”

“I promise I won’t fly crazy, Jack!” she cries.  “My wings are an integral part of who I am.  I need to know if I’ll be able to fly again!”

Christie shrugs, “I don’t know, Jack.  I would say we don’t want her flying at all for a while, but I can’t see how her brain is progressing.”

I chew on the inside of my cheek for a moment.  “Okay, Sweetie.  Let’s give it a try.  If I see you flitting about, I’m going to put you to sleep.  Clear?”

“Yes, Jack,” she answers.  Persimmon and Acorn cheer. 

I extend my will into Marigold’s back and tell her wings to grow.  They slowly extend until they reach the full size they were before.  I stop, but apparently I overpowered them because they’re 25% bigger by the time they stop growing.

“Oops,” I whisper.  Acorn’s and Persimmon’s eyes ogle Marigold’s new, larger wings.

I tell Marigold, “Honey, I messed up.  I grew them too big.  You’re going to have to get used to them.  Or I can take them off and start again.” 

Marigold looks over her shoulders and her eyes snap wide open.  She exclaims, “Oh!  This might be kinda cool.”  She buzzes her wings and gets some lift.

“I will put you to sleep, Merry!” I scold her. 

She lands with a pout, “Yes, Jack.” 

I bend down and kiss her head.  “Get some rest, Sweetie.”

Marigold lays down obediently on her stomach and waves her wings gently back and forth while gently kicking her heels up and down.

I twine my fingers into Christie’s.  She calls, “Be back in a bit, Littles.”  A chorus of ‘bye, Christie’ follows us into the main room.

I sit down on a pillow facing Jessica.  Christie sits in my lap.  “Okay, Love.  You have my full attention.  What happened?”

Jessica relates her story, “After a quick stop to ensure that Marigold got some water and almonds prior to heading back out, we blinked down the path to the customs shed.  I put on full cover and transmitted a mind fog to encourage everyone to ignore us.  Merry rode along.  As I peeked in the windows, I came across one of the flight crew from the government plane.  I think he was the pilot - four stripes on each shoulder.  He had a watch band like the one on the shooter we found in the forest.  Merry and I listened in.” 

She takes a moment to order her thoughts.  “He said someone named Branford grabbed his rifle kit, that he had a silencer, and the pilot was expecting him to show back up to report on a mission.  The pilot said he, or the crew, loaded explosives on our plane as a contingency.  I inferred it was in case the rifle mission went wrong.   He also confirmed with his contact that he and his first officer were prepared to parachute out of their plane and detonate it.”

Jessica directs her attention to Eileen,  “They seemed confused about Eileen’s surname.  They couldn’t decide if it was Pennyworth or Brock.  Their tone of voice didn’t seem very respectful of you, Eileen.  They were willing to write you off as collateral damage of the plane explosion.”

Eileen studiously ignores me as she says, “It’s Brock.  Lowell and I divorced.  He gave me the divorce summons for Christmas a year ago out of the blue.” 

All the ladies gasp.  I agree.  Honestly, that’s just rude.  Ex-fiancé or not, I may have to pay Lowell a visit to teach him some manners.

Jessica says, “I’m sorry, Eileen.  I’m a very good assassin despite my lack of success trying to kill Jack.  I’ll take care of him for you as a personal favor.”  Then she turns back to me.  “The only other thing of interest was he addressed the person on the phone as ‘Lieutenant.’  He left.  I took off my hood, and Merry flew into the rafters.  I put on a glamour to look like Trina and opened my suit to just below my navel.”  She shrugs as she says, “I thought I’d see what I could get him to reveal while I messed with his attention.”  Jessica looks at Trina with a lascivious grin and adds, “Apparently he found Trina quite distracting.”

Everyone busts out laughing.

“So,” she continues.  “He was forthcoming that they were US Government, the plane was registered to Carribean Import-Export, and that they paid the agent…”

“Tiberius,” I interject.

“...Tiberius?  Really?  He’s not nearly impressive enough for a name that grand,” Jessica laughs.

“Right?” Daphne adds.

“So, Tiberius eventually revealed under duress that he took money from the pilot to take a look at our plane.  Neither Tiberius (giggle) nor the pilot saw fit to ask or inform our crew.”  Jessica pauses for a moment.  “Uh, Jack.  I broke both of his collarbones and showed him my true form when Trina was no longer enough distraction.”

That got another round of chuckles.

“So,” she continues.  “I tranq’d him, got back into uniform, and then Merry and I blinked to the bottom of the steps.  I followed the pilot up the steps.  He sat down with his FO and walked through options A, B, and C.  Apparently option C was to blow themselves up after vectoring towards the Lieutenant’s boat.  I suspect the Lieutenant would fail to pick them up or run them over if they executed plan C.  Also based on what they said, the boys apparently had a high opinion of Branford based upon his stories - I’m assuming of missions.  They called him a ‘fucking animal’ as though it was high praise.” 

She takes a big breath, “The FO also had one of those distinctive watch bands.  I decided to tranq them, so we could search in a leisurely manner.  I figured we could root around in the plane.  The pilot’s bag, a computer, and the pilot’s sat-fone were all sitting right there.  I gave a tranquilizer pen to Merry, and she took the FO.  I got the pilot just before she got her target.  We started to pick up any papers, the computer, and the phone when the pilot’s wristband started making a noise and blinking in a pattern that was working its way around his wrist.  The FO’s started a couple seconds later.  I screamed at Merry to go.  She whizzed out the door, I took a quick look around as the whine started to get louder.  I blinked out the door with the case in my hand.  I spotted Merry and blinked to catch her.  Unfortunately, the plane exploded before I blinked back down to the ground.  I was close enough to the blast that I barely caught Merry before the blast wave hit me.  I tried to hold her to my abdomen and tuck as I flew through the air.  I wasn’t able to completely protect her from the initial blast, but it protected her from the fall.”  Tears run down her face as she suffers her guilt.

Marigold flies to Jessica, plants a kiss on her face, and then settles gently on her shoulder.

Jessica says, “Thanks, Sweetie.  I’m very happy you’re safe.”

Marigold caresses her neck, “Thank you for saving me, Jessica.  I wouldn’t have survived without you.”

Jessica smiles gently for a moment before her expression turns icy cold.  “That fuck with the rifle knows more about what’s going on.”

Chelsea growls, “Let’s get him to talk.”

“Yes,” I agree.  “Let’s.”


6 - Things go sideways

Sowie and Liesl drag the rifleman to the porch of the main house.  The paralytic is still working on him, and he’s stiff as a board.  The ladies are very upset with him.  They took it into their minds to drag him by his feet, face down letting his arm and his stump drag in the dirt.  As they approach Louis picks him up by the scruff and holds him in place while Trinity ties him to a post.

Once he’s secure, Acorn pokes him with a different compound.  It supposedly relieves the symptoms of the paralytic.  Kristina and Geri hand out bottled water to everyone as we lounge around waiting for him to loosen up.  ‘I crack myself up!’

I feel the anklets vibrate gently in laughter.  Apparently Bobo and Pally appreciate my sense of humor.

Eliana shares her opinion, *Very droll, Lord!*

L’liana chimes in, *Don’t egg him on!*

I fire back with a mental chuckle, *Whatever drove me to marry someone that can read my mind?*

L’liana responds, *Maybe it’s because your first thought was that I look like a little girl with big ears?*

*Oh, you are so getting punished for that one!*

*Oo!  That thing where you tie me up and spank me?  Maybe this time tied to a tree in the yard!  With an audience!*

*Yes, dear!* I send back to L’liana.

Eliana pleads, *Please, Lili!  Remember I have no body to follow through on the lustful thoughts you’re creating.  All I can do is whisper them to Durec, and then we’re both frustrated.*

*None of that, please!  That’s the hardest thing about this existence,* Durec chips in.

*Sorry!  I hadn’t known I could eavesdrop on your conversations with our Lord.  Once I did, it was too much fun not to play with you!  Sorry guys!  Are you getting stronger?* L’liana asks.

I’m just sitting on a bench chuckling like an idiot as this all goes on in my head.  I sip my water as I listen in and wait for ‘fuck-stick’ to come around.

Eliana responds, *No.  I’m full up for energy reserves from all the loving you all have been giving Jack.  I think we’re just getting better connected mentally.  Honestly, no one else has ever talked to me like this other than my family here in the set of relics and our host Lord.  We’ll have to see if we can talk without bringing everyone else into it...just us girls.*

L’liana says, *I’d like that!  Bye for now, Ellie!*

I laugh, *I guess it’s official that you’re part of the family, Eliana.  You now have a pet name.*

*I’m honored by you both.  Durec has always called me Ellie in private moments,*  Eliana says warmly. 

About that time, the rifleman sags against his restraints.  Sherrine holds a bottle of water up.  I nod, so she cracks it and holds it up for him to drink from.

I call out, *Lili!  Listen to his thoughts as we question him.  Don’t talk to him.  Just listen and report out.*

*Yes, Lord Husband,* she answers.

Turning to Eileen I say, “Let me prep him, then you do the interrogation.  I recall you were quite good at that.”

She smiles at me gently and nods.

I walk up and smack him enough to give his face a little sting and call clearly, “Markus Branford!”  He looks up at me with hatred in his eyes.  “Listen and obey!”  I flood his brain with a cocktail of neurochemicals.  I’ve read enough since November to know dopamine and serotonin are in it - reward and stress reduction - but I still haven’t figured out what else I’m creating in there.  Regardless, I can feel the tight lock I have on his will. 

I tell him, “You will answer all questions completely and truthfully.  You will voluntarily expand on your answers to please us.  Repeat your instructions.”

Markus says, “I will answer all questions completely and truthfully.  I will voluntarily expand on my answers to please you.”

I nod to Eileen.

Eileen starts the questioning, “Who were you planning to shoot and why?”

“Jack Jerome.  Orders were to get back from Paris, so you would pick me from the available pool.  Lowell was pretty certain you would as I worked with you as an active field agent.”

She then asks, “Who gave you the order to kill Jack Jerome?”

“Lowell Pennyworth.  He has been planning this hit for about six weeks.  He didn’t want to send me after Hassan, but when Hassan killed the last three shooters Lowell sent, he decided to send his best.  The idea was he would tell you that you needed to qualify on your weapon to be prepared to go to the field.  He knew you’d cream your panties to get back out in the field.  Then he’d supposedly pull me back from Paris just in time for you to pick me to go along to recruit your old boyfriend Jack on a Carribean island.  We would split up to supposedly cover the island faster, then I would set up, and put two rounds in his brainpan.  Then I was to kill you and feed you to the fish.”

Eileen’s eyes flash.  I’ve seen that look before - when she thought I’d betrayed her.   She makes a ‘keep talking motion.’

“It all went like clockwork other than I had to chase Hassan across Europe.  I got a shot at him in Düsseldorf, but only one.  Rather than having me put the poor rag-head out of his misery, he’s probably dying slowly somewhere.”  I frown at that.  I have had several Arabic friends and colleagues.  Some I’m still in contact with.  That racist shit doesn’t sit well with me. 

Bransford continues, “Then Lowell called and I had to didi mau back to get picked just as he predicted.  Then Lowell gave me the real mission brief while you thought I was taking care of my apartment.”

Eileen asks, “What caused the planes to explode?”

“I don’t know.  I went back to get my gear after we split up.  Steve and Roger asked for a hand loading the explosives in Jack’s plane in case I couldn’t get a clean shot.  Over planning, you know.  There is no way I won’t kill Jack Jerome.  I’m the best.  They call me the Animal.  It’s not just how good I am in bed.”

I see Acorn buzzing angrily as he takes off.  I make a patting motion at him, and he goes back to his perch on the windowsill.

Eileen says, “In your dreams, Markus.  You forget that I’ve experienced your fumbling attempts.  Not impressive other than how unimpressive you were for such a young stud.  Why do you think I hooked up with Jack in the first place?”  She  lets that mess with his confidence.  “So why did both planes blow up?”

“I don’t know.  I wasn’t supposed to know their plane was rigged to blow, too.  But I did.  I even had a chute tucked away, so I could follow the pilots out if they bailed.”

Eileen tries a different track, “What other pieces are there in the operation?”

“Uh” he hesitates.  I hit him again with the brain cocktail.  “Well, there is an LCS, Corvette class ship, anchored over the horizon.  There’s a SEAL unit on it prepared to make an amphibious assault landing - just a squad.  They’re to ‘subdue any resistance’ they may encounter.  I guess that’s all the babes hanging around.” 

I interrupt, “Which direction?”

“Not sure, but I think northwest.” 

I turn to Tiphanae, “I’m sorry Sweetheart,  I need you to do an air recon again.  High enough you’ll look like a bird.  Start Northwest.   Once you find them, complete a circuit around the island at that distance.  Then come back in to report.”

Tiphanae wraps me in a hug with her arms, wings, and tail as she kisses me passionately.  “I love being needed, my Lord.”  Then she checks her clearance and leaps into the air.

I watch her ascend for a moment - it’s too spectacular to miss.  Then I look at Markus, ensure I still have a firm hold on him, and tell him, “Continue.”

“I told Lowell I’d just handle it, but supposedly he thinks these babes are dangerous.  They just need a real man to tame them.”

Trinity leans her face into his and growls at him.  Apparently he hadn’t looked above any of the ladies‘ boobs because it looks like he just noticed her tusks.  He looks up, thinking back on Tiphanae’s figure and then looks around taking in the tusks, dark eyes, pointed ears, and green skin.  I bet he’d shit himself if Chelsea changed forms.

“Keep talking, Markus,” Eileen prompts.  “What else do you know or suspect about the operation?”

“Uh, apparently the SEAL Lieutenant, about half his team, and Lowell are all part of the Dread Chain.  The pilots are, or were.  I-I-I…” His eyes roll up in his head, and he passes out.  A thin stream of blood runs out his nose.

I reach out my will to wake him, but he’s dead.  I get a sense nearby of laughing and then suddenly screaming in fear.  Then it’s gone.

I look to L’liana.  She says, “Nothing in his brain indicated he was holding anything back.  He visualized retrieving the ghillie suit and the case he was carrying when we found him.  He remembered helping to plant the explosives under the cockpit and in the access panel for the tail assembly in our plane.  He remembered putting the rifle together.  Honestly, I thought his setup was sloppy.  He seemed to have plenty of time.  When he said ‘dread chain,’ he pictured the watch bands they were all wearing and a pasty white guy with a receding chin and thinning hair.  Then a voice with an accent screamed ‘No’ in his mind, and he died.”

“The pasty white guy was probably Lowell.  Can you share a mental image with Eileen?” I ask.

Eileen asks, “Did he have a little mole next to his left eye?” 

L’liana ponders before nodding, “He did.  That’s your ex?” 

Eileen grimaces, “Sounds like it.”

L’liana gasps, “You left Jack for that?”

“Hey!” I scold L’liana as Eileen wails “No!  I tried to kill him!”  She starts sobbing.

Jessica wraps her in a hug, “Don’t feel bad, Honey!  I did, too.  It was the best thing that ever happened to me.  I’m sure it will work out for you, too.”  Eileen hangs on the dark girl and sobs. 

I start to walk over to comfort her when Georgia exclaims, “Master!  We need to leave now.  Death is coming.”  I stop and look at Georgia’s haunted face.

I give the command, “Pack everything.  Now!  Leave nothing.”

I look at L’liana, “Check with Arista.  Tell her we all need to get out of here yesterday.  Have her people and our flight crew grab valuables.  Find out if there is a boat we can use.”

I turn to Christie, “Do you see anything, Beloved?”

She shakes her head, “No, Jack.  I sense there are battles coming soon.   You will face the Dread Lord soon.  That’s all I can tell, Jack.  They’ve been getting harder to read since I’ve become a part of your story.  Trust Georgia.  Her gift works differently than mine.”

She kisses me quickly and runs inside.

Louis shows up with his and Trinity’s bags.  Cholley drops off two as well.  I am assuming the second is Selene’s.  All three Goblins run back out toward the perimeter.  I run in, grab my toilette kit, and throw it in my bag. 

Georgia runs up wearing a beach coverup and a shoulder holster, holding her bag in one hand.  She grabs my electronics, puts them in the portfolio and gives me a kiss before running out the door.  I grab my bag and Myra’s as she finishes zipping it up.  I kiss her quickly and lead the way back outdoors.

L’liana is standing on the porch with her clutch and a small backpack.  “Jack, there is a cabin cruiser for supplies.  They’re out of Cockburn Town, on Grand Turks.  It’s just pulled up to the dock for resupply about 30 minutes before the explosions.  They had planned to overnight, but I convinced them to go now.  It can carry us all, but it will overload them.  In calm seas it wouldn’t be a problem, but there’s rough weather coming in from the southeast.  We will travel through that to get to Nassau.  The boat may wallow loaded that heavy.  Plus, they have the carburetor in pieces.  They say they should be able to get underway in 30 minutes.”

I nod and then wave Corrina to me.  “The Elves, Goblins minus Grace, and Tiffy stay with me.  Get the staff, the rest of the wives, and mothers on the boat with the crew and as many more as you can without overloading the boat.  I’m taking my team hunting for a bigger boat and to buy some time.  I hear there’s a Corvette out there,” I say with a grin.

Corrina gives me an impassioned kiss and squeezes my ass as I squeeze hers.  She whispers, “I love you, Lord and Master,” as she slides away out of my arms with a grin.

Grace is standing before me with her hands on her hips, “Explain, husband.”  That’s twice I’ve seen ‘angry Grace’ today. 

I step up and hold her face in both hands.  Brooking no argument, “You are the one and only true Queen of the Goblins.  I can’t risk you in what I’m about to do.  Only the Elves and I have a good chance of surviving this.  The rest of the team’s odds will depend on how well we use our abilities.  I will not risk you or our child for our people!”

“You know!” she gasps. 

I smile, “Yes!  And I couldn’t be happier, Beloved.  I’ve seen you stroking your stomach.  I was curious, so I compared you to our other mothers.  Very small still, but there.  Take care of our baby, Grace.  I will be with you soon.  You have my promise.”

“Goblins wives fight with their mates,” she argues.

“Only to defend their home or homeland.  This is neither, Grace.”  I give her the stink eye.

Finally she sobs and wraps me in a crushing hug.

“Come back to us, Husband.  All of us.  We need you more than you know.  I’ll take care of Merry and everyone.  Do you want Acorn and Persimmon with you?” she asks.

“No,” I shake my head.  “There’s too much danger of losing them in the ocean.  Gotta run, Love.  I love you,” I say as Tiphanae lands.  I brush a kiss across Grace’s lips before running off to get a report from my Valkyrie.

Tiphanae reports, “I found the ship, Jack.  It looks like they are motoring towards our sunset dock.  Since we only have a little twilight left, I suspect the timing isn’t a coincidence.  There’s a team of seven armed men on the aft deck.  It took me a while to get back because the crew were putting up a drone.  I had to catch it and break its wings off.”

I nod, “Thanks, Sweetheart.  We need to deal with that team on the ship before it docks.”

Louis, Cholley, Frannie, Karla, Sherrine, Trinity, and Eileen all run up as L’liana and Jessica blink to either side of Tiphanae.  “Tiffy, you can’t carry anyone, so I want you with one of the FS assault rifles.  If we need air support, that is you with the assault rifle and pinfeather darts.  Come in over the water or straight down.”

“Yes, Lord,” she acknowledges. 

“Cholley, can you use that sniper rifle?”  He shrugs and shakes his hand side to side. 

Frannie and Sherrine both raise their hands. Sherrine says, “US Army Sniper school.”

Frannie sticks her tongue at her as I say, “Sherrine is the sniper.  You, Trinity, and Louis cover the dock from the jungle.  Trinity has the other FS.  Louis has the assault shotgun with slugs.  If anyone not in our family steps on that dock, make sure they can’t leave it.”

I pause for a moment looking at Eileen.  I lock eyes with her.  “Eileen is family from this moment forward.”

They acknowledge the new member and their orders with, “Yes, Lord.”

“Karla, Cholley, Eileen, and Frannie will ride in with Lili, Jessie, and myself as we blink onboard.  Knives and swords primary.  If you see one of those watch bands or bracelets, cut it off and throw it in the ocean.  Just cut off the arm above the band and somewhere below the shoulder. If they keep fighting, tranq them or kill them.  If they have no bracelets, tranq them.   Do not under any circumstances tranq anyone with a watch band until the arm is gone.  Clear?”

“Yes, Lord,” they respond.

Jessica says, “I’ve got ten tranqs left.  One for each.  Holler if you need another, and I’ll blink to you as fast as I can.”  She looks to me, “I need a resupply after this.”

L’liana says, “Remind me after the mission.  I’ll hook you up.”

Jessica smiles ruefully, “I keep forgetting I can’t just march down to the quartermaster any more.”

“Yes,” L’liana agrees with a grin, “but you have the entire High Elven global supply chain backing you now.”

“Okay,” I say.  “Give Eileen two.  She still thinks like an American, I want her to be able to go nonlethal if it’s an issue.”

Eileen growls, “These are the fuckers that considered me expendable fish food.  I doubt it will be an issue.”  Her tone softens, “Thanks for thinking of me, Jack.”

“You’re family now, Eileen.  You are mine.  I am yours,” I tell her.

“I never thought I’d hear that again,” she says with a smile as she wipes her eyes.

“Buck up, soldier,” I tell her with a grin.  “Okay, Eileen and Cholley with me.  Frannie with Jessie.   Karla with Lili.  One last thing…” I pause for effect.  “...Red Cap if you got ‘em.”  Louis and Cholley roar as they pull their Red Caps from somewhere and put them on their heads.  “Meet at the dock as fast as you can.  Go.”

Tiphanae says, “You should be able to see the boat’s outline from the dock.  I don’t know if you can see your objective or not.”

“We’ll have to jump into place.  See you soon, Tiffy-love.”

Then I blink.


7 - Boat shopping

After a couple of jumps around the forest, I blink to the end of Sunset Dock.  I fix my eye on my target.  “Just past the railing in front of the superstructure, my right side.  I’ll blink to the limit of sight within the rail around to my right.  As soon as I can see around the superstructure, we will blink again into the middle of them.  Jessie, same on the left with your mind fog.  Lili follow Jessi in.”  I wave my passengers forward, grasping their arms as I say, “Hold on kiddies.  This train is leaving the station.”  I take a deep breath and blink.

We arrive on target.  I see the end of the catwalk.  I murmur, “Blinking.”  We jump to the end of the catwalk, and I spot seven men in tactical gear armed with pistols, knives, and M4s.  I see five watch bands. 

I murmur, “Tranq the two without watchbands.”  The one guy facing the other six sees us.  The others turn as he looks up and stops talking.  I murmur, “Blink.” 

I blink us next to one of those that doesn’t appear to have a watch band.  Then I notice he has one on his right arm.  I call out, “This one has a right arm band.”  Then I will all seven to sleep.  They all stagger, but they don’t fall.  Stones on their watch bands glow, and a sickly greenish-black smoke rolls up their arms.

Cholley calls, “Mine!”  He snags the guy’s right arm and whips an Elven blade up and through the guy’s arm before flinging it into the ocean in one smooth move.  Eileen tranqs him as I blink behind the guy with the Lieutenant’s bars.  I whip Morningstar out and down through his arm just below his shoulder.  I put him to sleep again before I pick up the stump and blink to a SEAL groggily raising his M4 at Eileen.  He fires as I brain him with the Lieutenant’s severed limb before I give him a stump of his own.  I put him to sleep, as L’liana and Jessica arrive with their charges.  Eileen slides under another SEAL and hamstrings him as Frannie grabs his arm and cuts the wrist just above his watch band.  Then it’s done. 

I work my way around ensuring that the stumps are all sealed and not bleeding.  I heal the hamstrung guy, too.  Karla has one poor guy’s arm impaled on her tusks, but the tranquilizer has already taken him.  I help her pry his arm from her mouth without doing more damage.  She spits his blood out of her mouth.  “I don’t want to get any of that tranquilizer in me.”

L’liana say, “Let me deactivate and keep as many bracelets as we can for evidence and research.”  She deactivates each watch band.  Then using a Sharpie she pulled from a pouch, she writes a number on the excised hand, and then she writes the corresponding number on each maimed SEAL’s face.

Eileen took a bullet graze each to her face and shoulder.  I lay a hand on each and heal them.  Cholley got two in the leg and four in the abdomen.  “Lay down,” I tell him.  He does, and I ‘remove’ the six bullets.  Then I wrap him in an envelope of loving, healing energy.  No major organs were injured, but I close the wounds in his intestines and then ‘remove’ any of the fluids that seeped out of the wounds.  Finally I close and heal the leg wounds.

“There you go, Big Man,” I tell him.

Cholley launches to his feet as I hear “Freeze!” 

Three Marines are pointing rifles at us from the upper catwalk on the superstructure.  I blink to stand among them and put them to sleep.  Jessica joins me, and we manage to keep them from falling off.  I grab two and blink down to lay them out near the SEALS.  Jessica follows me in with the other, and L’liana blinks in with their rifles. 

“Okay,” I tell them.  “Karla, Cholley, and Lili stay here to guard.  Frannie, Eileen, Jessie, and I are going to go visit the bridge,” I command.

L’liana says, “Jack, I’m going to try a create a psychic jammer for the Dread Lord for when we interrogate the SEALs.  I’ll use Prudence’s or Trevor’s.  They’re the simplest ones we’ve found so far.”

“Okay, Lili.  Just be careful.  These guys have been working for the Dread Lord, which is dangerous enough.  Add to that they’re some of the most dangerous men on the planet irrespective of who they work for - I want you all to be VERY nervous with my wife’s safety,” I lecture.

“Yes, Lord,” they exclaim.

I kneel down and shake the Marine Corporal awake.  He responds with a “Huh?”

I look down at him and tell him, “This is why they told us not to pick on jarheads when I was in airborne school.  It gets boring fast.”

He frowns at me.  I tell him, “Corporal.  You’re going to escort us to the bridge.”

“No sir, I will not,” the Marine demurs.  I hold a hand out, and Frannie grasps it.  The marine gasps as he ogles her standing in her beach coverup and shoulder holster.    I’m not sure which has him more flabbergasted -  her nearly naked state, the grey-green skin, or her tusks.  I grab him by the scruff of his uniform blouse and blink back to the catwalk where I found him.

I give him a moment to get his bearings and let his eyeballs sink back into their sockets.  Really!  It looked like they were going to pop straight out.

He looks at me and says, “That was so cool!”

“Right?”  I tell him, “Corporal, my sincere wish is to avoid hurting anyone that isn’t actively trying to hurt me or mine.  Those SEALs down there were mostly engaged in a plot to kill me and my family from within a faction of the US Government allied with a foreign power.  I need to convince the Captain of this ship to rescue my family.  Will you help or not?”

He looks sorrowful as he says, “Sir, I can’t.  You seem sincere, but you’ve been identified as a threat to the crew.  I can’t take you on the bridge.”

“I understand,” I say as I pat him on the shoulder.  “Your help will be involuntary.”

I step away from him and lift him with my mind.  I tell him, “Hold your arms out to your side.”  Then I ‘fly’ him around the front of the superstructure as I follow the catwalk around.  Frannie follows me.  There is a stairway down to the lower deck and a door, or portal since it’s a ship, that is labeled ‘Bridge.’

The young Marine hoots and hollers as he flies through the air.  I look up to find Tiphanae.  She dives down and hovers in front of me, “Yes, Lord?”

“Leave the rifle here.  Fly around front and act like you’re playing tag with the Marine,” I tell her. 

She unslings the rifle and hands it to me with a grin.  Then she flies up and over the superstructure.  I sling the rifle as I hear the Marine Corporal yell, “This is so cool!”

I laugh.  Frannie says, “You’re gonna have a terrible headache, my Lord!”

She’s right, but it’s fun at the moment.  Then a sailor barges out the door and leans forward over the railing yelling, “Mancjiec!  What the hell are you doing?  Get in here!”  I fly Corporal Mancjiec towards the officer.  Once he gets his hands on the rail, I let him go with my mind.  I smile despite the headache.  I can feel Eliana feeding energy to me to minimize it.

I clap a hand on the officer’s shoulder as I watch the Corporal climb over the railing.  “You have to admit, uh...Commander.  That did look like fun.”  Frannie, Eileen, and Jessica all step inside the bridge on either side of the portal. 

Just inside the bridge a large Marine Sergeant is standing guard.  Before he moves, Frannie grins and wraps the big Marine Sergeant in a hug.  She says in her best ‘Golum’ voice, “Don’t move, my Precious,” as she leans in with her tusks right under the poor Marine’s eye.

“Ye-ye-yes ma’am,” he says as he stays locked in the position of attention.  Jessie slinks onto the bridge behind Frannie.

I think the very pretty young female ensign at the chart table mouths the word “Drow” before she snaps her mouth shut.

I guide the Commander, I’m assuming the XO, back onto the bridge.  I tell the Corporal, “Go back down to the main deck and report to the male goblin with the red hat.”  He snaps a salute at me, and I reflexively answer it.  He looks at me funny, and runs down the stairs outside.

I look at the tough Asian matron wearing what I know as Colonel’s rank.  I take in her name tag and translate her rank to Navy, “Hello Captain Wei, I’m Jack Jerome.  My family and I were vacationing on that island you’re steaming towards.  A US Government assassin tried to shoot me, his flight crew blew up my plane, and then he divulged under interrogation there is a Navy SEAL Team on this ship coming to finish off my family and the staff of the resort.  As you might expect, as an old soldier and US taxpayer, I’m rather upset.  Do you understand my position?”

She says with steely regard and a gravelly voice, “I believe I do, Mr. Jerome.”

I introduce the ladies, “My team, Captain.  Jessica, Frannie, and Tiphanae Jerome and Eileen Brock.”

Eileen pulls a credential and shows it to the Captain, “DoD, Captain Wei.  I’ll be happy to debrief you once we have Mr. Jerome’s family and staff cared for.”

“Thank you, Agent Brock,” the Captain says icily.

I continue, “Captain, I recommend full stop until we have agreement on what to do next.  I have an armed security team, including a former army sniper and bigger versions of my friend Frannie with orders that anyone other than family that gets on the dock doesn’t leave.  I left the permanency of their solutions to their discretion.  They are rather pissed about being attacked.  Would you agree to anchor here while we chat?”

Captain Wei calls out “Helm, full stop.  Drop anchor.”

A skinny male helmsman responds, “Full stop, aye.  Drop anchor, aye.”

A Lieutenant Commander with a familiar watch band says, “Ma’am.  With respect, our orders are very clear.”

I murmur to Jessica, “Get Lili in here, please.”

She answers, “Yes, Lord,” before disappearing as Captain Wei turns her steely gaze to the Lieutenant Commander, “Three, I am well aware of our orders.  I also know that the other two missions that person sent us on were nothing but trouble, and the last one nearly landed us all in the brig.  Sending SEALS after US Citizens is not a lawful order.  I will listen to Mr. Jerome.”  She looks at me.  “Lord of what?”

“My own little insignificant fiefdom, Captain Wei.  Here’s what I think is important.  I have thirty-two family members, six of the resort’s staff, and the crew of our aircraft all stranded on this island due to lack of aircraft and a usable runway.  The supply boat is docked here, but the carburetor is in pieces at the moment and it couldn’t carry everyone on it through the coming weather regardless.  I need to get everyone out of here.  I’m hesitant to go to Miami because I suspect the Lieutenant’s friend has more resources there.  Can you get us to Nassau?”

Tiphanae pulls the door open and L’liana and Jessica come in.  Each hooks one of my arms.  I look at L’liana, “See it?” 

“Yes, husband,” she murmurs.

I look at each of them.  “Take it.”  Both blink.  L’liana appears in front of ‘Three’ as he exclaims “ouch” and throws his left arm forward.  L’liana grabs it and arm bars him to the ground.  A blade flashes out of thin air and his wrist separates.  He screams.  I blink over, and grab his stump and will it to stop bleeding and heal over.  Then I blink back to my original position.

The pretty ensign asks in awe, “What are you?”

I wink at her before answering, “I’m the Green Lord.  Husband to not only Lili, but the Queen of the Fae.”  Then I demonstrate the little trick that Myra and Christie have been working with me to perfect.  It’s nothing special. 

I call dappled light into a dancing winged fae in my left palm and twister of shadows in my right.  “The Queen wields the powers of Winter and Summer.  I have those, plus my own.”  I let my eyes flame green, “The powers of creation.”

The Ensign gasps.   Interestingly enough, so does a short bosun’s mate in the corner.  No one else gets it.  L’liana puts her little Elf-tech device away and nods to me to indicate the watchband is deactivated.

The Captain asks, “So what the hell does that mean?”  Jessica picks up the watch, still attached to the wrist, and tosses it to me.

“It means the man that is handing these out,” I wave the grisly trophy, “is damned scared of me.  It means that he has suborned officials within our government to hunt me down and kill me.  It means he’s hired foreign assassins to do the job.  He has infiltrated organizations around the world to sow dissent, fear, and to kill as many people as he can.”

“Nooo,” gasps the maimed Lieutenant.

I tell him, “Stop.  You need to know that the last person that told me about the Dread Chain was killed by your lord.  Don’t say anything until I can get some protection for you.”

He sobs, “You can’t save me.  If he comes for me, I’m lost.” 

“Buck up, Commander.  He’s going down.  You have my commitment,” I tell him.

L’liana says, “Lord, I have the jammer ready.”

“Not yet, Sweetheart.  Let’s get everyone to safety.  Secure this,” I reply.  I hand her the severed hand.  “Jessica, please check with the other group.  Ensure the SEALS are secured.  Turn the Marines back over to their Corporal.  Tell them to stack arms.  They’ll know what that means.”

I look to the Captain, “Will you help me get everyone off the island?”

She nods, “Helm, ahead slow.  Take us in to dock.”

The helmsman responds, “Ahead slow, aye.  Take us in, aye.”

She calls out, “XO prepare to dock.”

I tell Tiphanae, “Let Louis, Sherrine, and Trinity know to hold their fire.  We’re going to dock.  Then let Myra and Arista know, the US Navy is going to take us all to Nassau.  They’ll need to cart everyone over to the Sunset dock.  Check to ensure we don’t need to leave guards for the supply boat.”

“Yes, Lord,” she acknowledges her mission with a quick kiss.  She slides the rifle off my shoulder before stepping out the door.  We see her flying low over the water to land on the beach just off the dock.  She circles her arm in the air, and the three Goblins run forward to meet her.  She gives them their orders and takes off in the dwindling twilight.  Louis talks to the ladies for a moment.  Sherrine points to the edge of the forest twice before she and Trinity run off to resume overwatch positions at the forest’s edge.

Jessica blinks in, “Jack!  Come quick.  We have a complication.”

Captain Wei calls out, “Ensign Miller, turn the floods on the landing deck. XO has the bridge.”  She comes to stand in front of me.  “I’m coming with you.”

“Okay,” I tell her as I step outside.  There is a commotion on the back deck.  I wave her to me and grasp her upper left arm.  I look down at her, “We’re essentially jumping into a hot drop zone.  In or out?”

She frowns at me, “In. Don’t be…” I blink.


8 - Meeting the opposition

“...a moron.  Ah Jesus!” she exclaims as we blink in.

Cholley says, “I’ve got him, Lord.” 

The SEAL Lieutenant is struggling against his ropes.  I can see Cholley already dislocated his knee, but the guy is still going.  I know SEALs are crazy tough, but something doesn’t seem right.

“At ease, Lieutenant!” The Captain barks.

The Lieutenant stops struggling and stands on his good leg looking a the short Captain.  His eyes are roiling black like when the Dread Lord took over Selene.  His lips are flecked with foam.  He sneers at the Captain.

I call out, “As-Salaam-Alaikum, Alrahbat Alrabu.”  (Peace upon you, Dread Lord.)  I switch back to English, “What trouble are you making today, Dread Lord?”

He answers in Arabic, “I am slowly picking away at you, Green Lord.  I will slowly destroy you and all those misguided fools aligned with you.  I would likely have killed them all anyway, but this is more entertaining.”  I look at L’liana as he talks.  I give her a single nod.  “I will kill your women one at a time, raping...wha…” I wave goodbye to him as the darkness fades from the possessed sailor.

L’liana is grinning as she watches her Rube Goldberg construction work. 

Corporal Mancjiec barks, “Jeez!  What the hell got into the Lieutenant?”  He turns to look at me.  “How many women do you have, sir?”

I laugh as I clap him on the back, “You understood him, and that’s what you latched onto?”

The Marine Corporal gives me a rueful smile, “No, sir.  He made it sound like he’d be killing and raping a lot of women.  I’m glad he stopped talking...was the Lieutenant possessed, sir?”

I nod my affirmation as the SEAL Lieutenant falls to his knees and face plants.  He rolls over using his good leg and looks up at the Captain and I.  “Jesus!” he exclaims.  “What was that?” 

I kneel down next to him and grin, “That, Lieutenant, is what you pledged your loyalty to when you put on that watch band.”

He looks down horrified at his stump.  He says, “So it really wasn’t a bad dream.  You did cut off my arm.”  He looks around at my team.  Looking at Cholley he says, “Damn, you’re just as ugly as I dreamed.”  Then he looks at Karla, “Somehow it works on you, though.”  Then he looks at Frannie, “But green skin - no.  Just no.”

“That’s okay,” Frannie says.  “My Master loves me just the way I am, and he fucks me way better than you could ever do with that tiny little cock.”  He smirks until she says, “And yes, my kind can see through clothing.” 

He frowns at that, but I interrupt the games.  “I take it your introduction to your master was not to your liking?”

I laughs, “Master? I don’t have a master.”

“Oh really?  Hey, Lili!  Turn that thing off,” I tell her.

“Whoa, hold on there!” he cries out, “Let’s don’t get hasty.”

I hold a hand up to L’liana, and she winks as she pulls her hands back.

I reach down and straighten his leg, then I trickle in healing energy into it as curious sailors run to the stern to throw ropes to the dock.

“Ah!”  the Lieutenant says.  “That’s much better.”

“No spinning kicks, or American Ninja competitions for a couple of weeks.  After that you should be able to strengthen it back to full health,” I tell him.  “I’m going to leave you with a stump for now.”

“You can fix this?” he asks extending the 4-inch upper arm.

“Oh yeah!  Easy peasy.  Takes about ten minutes,” I tell him dismissively as I get up and put him to sleep.  I turn to the Captain.  “I suppose on a ship this size you don’t have a brig.”

She shakes her head, “Nope.  But we have plenty of rope and chains.  Also, we do have a small wardroom we can use for interviews.  Through that portal, on the left,” she indicates a door in the center of the superstructure on the same level as this deck.

I ask, “How about we tie each one of them to a chair?  Torso, arms, and feet.  We can interview them separately in your wardroom.”

“Works,” Captain Wei says emphatically as we step away from the group on the deck.  Then she turns to the Marines, “Corporal Mancjiec, take your detail to bring seven sturdy chairs from the mess and enough rope to tie these guys up.”

He snaps to attention, “Aye, Captain.”  He turns to the other two Marines, “Sling arms, and follow me.”  They snatch their rifles up, run the slings across their bodies, and dash off in the direction the Captain indicated earlier.

At that point, the small ship is gliding up to the dock, and I see Louis appear in human guise.  He stumbles as he catches the rope but manages to keep his feet.  I yell at him, “Louis, go Goblin.  I don’t want an accident as you adjust your balance.” 

Everyone turns to see the generic looking, slightly muscular, 6’4” human morph into a 7’ tall hulking Goblin that makes Conan look like a child.  He deftly ties off the rope around a cleat on the dock.

He snaps to attention and roars, “Permission to come aboard, Captain.”

Captain Wei looks at him like he’s a piece of candy for a five count before she gets her act together, “Permission granted!”

Louis bounds aboard, and the sailors scramble back.  Louis smiles, which the sailors probably find terrifying.  He sticks out his ham-sized hand and says, “Hi!  I’m Louis!”  They shake.  He makes small talk for a moment before they break away to return to their stations.  I notice the short Bosun’s Mate stays to chat a bit longer.  Louis gently shakes his hand again, and the short sailor runs off to join his crew.

The Captain asks me, “Do you change to look like that, too?”  I think I hear a note of yearning in her voice. 

I chuckle quietly, “Afraid not, Captain.  What you see is what you get with me.”

She scrutinizes my face for a moment and then gives me a frank appraisal from head to toe with a hungry gleam in her eye.  She ends with a shrug, “You’ll do.”

I laugh and ask quietly, “Long cruise, Sailor?”

She laughs before murmering her response, “You have no idea.”  She extends her hand, “I’m Jane.”

I shake and reply, “Jack.”  Then it hits me, “Captain Jane Wei?” 

She grimaces and then points a finger up into my face, “If you make a Star Trek joke, I WILL have you keelhauled.”

I snap to attention, “Aye, Captain.”  We both laugh.

The Marines return with a different bosun’s mate, seven chairs, and rope.

L’liana joins us, “Jack, that power supply is going to be good for about four hours.  If it’s going to take us longer than that to interrogate them, I should get it connected to another power supply.  I’d hate for your alter-ego to reach out and scramble their brains before we get everyone’s story.”

“Can we do anything to protect them longer term?” I ask. 

She wraps her arms around me and looks up at my face as she considers her answer.  She starts with, “Remember what Chelsea said, Husband.  You can’t save them all.”

I nod, “I know.  But I can make the effort.  I suspect if I can’t save them it’s from a lack of will on their part, or they are too far gone.”

My Elven wife nods, “Or, they’re just naturally inclined towards evil.  Most of us are mix.  There are some that aren’t.  If any of the amputees will denounce their Lord and take a blood oath to you, that would probably do the job just like it did for the Ravens and the Winter Queen.  It would be even better if you can find the connection to the Dread Lord and remove it.  Then you won’t have to deal with them afterward.”

I nod as I caress her svelte torso and tight bum.  “I guess I better figure out how to find that psychic link.”

She adds, “With time I could probably make a talisman they could wear, but I would need to spend some time in my lab working with a couple of subjects.  It could take a month or two to figure out.”

“Okay, Baby.  I love you,” I tell her.

“Hmmmm,” she glows.  “I love you too, my Lord Husband.”  She turns her regard to Captain Wei, who is unsuccessfully trying to ignore us.  “Captain, may I work with your crew to get my jammer connected to power?  It will draw five volts DC at 3.7 amps.”

Captain Wei ponders for a moment before answering, “Talk to the XO.  He’s on the bridge.  The XO will likely refer you to the Bosun or our Communications officer.  Is that interfering with any of our communications?”

“No, Ma’am,” L’liana responds.  “It’s generating psychic waves.  That’s a completely different spectrum than communications, avionics, nav, etcetera.  Humans have nothing operating in that range.  If you have a strong psychic on your crew, they might get a headache.”   Jane nods as L’liana looks up at me.  “We need to ensure Georgia doesn’t have any issues.  I’m less concerned about Christie, but we should check.  Maybe Arista, too.”

I didn’t know about Arista, but I respond, “Okay, Lili.  Maybe see if Karla will intercept them before they get to the dock to warn them.  I don’t know what we can do if they have issues though.  We can’t let the jammer down until we have them interviewed and protected.”

“Oh!  That’s easy,” she says.  “We wrap aluminum foil around their head like a balaclava.”

“You’re kidding,” Jane and I say at the same time. 

I wink at Jane as L’liana responds, “Nope.  All those so called ‘kooks’ and conspiracy theorists were actually onto something.  Unfortunately, setting a hat on top of the head doesn’t shield enough.  And before you ask - I can see your wheels churning, Mr. Jerome - my people learn to filter this out as an early part of our psychic training.  I’ll get tired after a few days, but I can be refreshed the same way you recharge your batteries, husband!”  She gives me a lascivious wink and a kiss, before blinking out of my arms.


9 - Sea cruise

I turn to Jane, “Wardroom, Captain?  Or would you prefer the bridge?”

She gives me the hairy eyeball before answering, “I will walk to the bridge, talk to my XO, and then meet you in the Wardroom, Mr. Jerome.”

“Yes, ma’am,” I respond with a cheesy grin.

She steps a little closer and says, “I don’t suppose you are going to kiss me and fondle my ass before I walk away.”

I respond with a smirk, “Captain, I have six wives, twenty-four concubines, and five other lovers of indeterminate status.  I would happily provide the service you‘re asking about, but I’d likely have to add you to one of the first two tallies.”

She gives me a scrutinizing look as she taps her lips, “Hmmmm.”  Then she walks off like we hadn’t been talking at all.

I think to myself, ‘That woman has some serious need.’

I step off the deck onto the dock and walk to the beach in time to meet Tiphanae landing in the sand.  I wrap her in a hug, and she wraps her arms, wings, and tail around me.  She whispers as she wiggles to get closer, “Lord if you’re not careful, I’ll have you taking me in the sand again before we go.”

I chuckle as I murmur in her ear, “Wouldn’t that be a tragedy!”  Then I get back on topic, “So, Tiffy.  Do you have a report for me?”

Tiphanae nods, “Yes, Lord.  Everyone is on their way.  Samuel is bringing Arista, Arieste, and Celeste in the carts.  Samuel and Janelle are staying here.  The weather reports sound like a heavy storm, but it’s not something that will be dangerous to them here on land.  Tiberius is already asleep on the boat, and they got it started just before I landed there.  I expect they already are underway with the aircraft crew, too.  Everyone else is jogging over here - they’re taking their time because of the bags.

“Do you know which way they’re coming, Tiffy?”

She answers, “They should be coming just like they would for a sunset party, Jack.”  Then she burrows her face into my neck and nibbles on me.

I hear light steps walking up the dock.  Without looking I ask, “What’s up, Eileen?”

I hear the smile in her response, “Still know my tread that well, Jack?”

“Apparently,” I say.  I slide into a one-arm hug with Tiphanae as I turn to look at her.

Eileen says, “We have everyone secured and queued up.  Do you want to start with the Lieutenant?”

I say, “It’s not my call.  They are all on Captain Wei’s ship.  She gets to make the call.  If she asks, then let's start with the one that doesn’t have a stump.”

I give Tiphanae a wet kiss as I squeeze her bum, then I stroke her tail.  That nearly makes her collapse.  She spanks my ass, and I walk off with Eileen, “Let’s go see what she says.”

* * *

Captain Wei wanted to start with the Lieutenant as soon as we were underway.  Then we had a chat with the Lieutenant Commander, ‘Three,’ from the bridge.  Then we worked our way down the ranks of the SEALs.  Trina used the Sidhe influence ability on them.  L’liana listened into their minds as we questioned them.  If she picked up anything, she sent a telepathic message to me, and I would ask a question to address it.  Otherwise, Captain Wei asked most of the questions, and she proved to be a very thorough and intuitive interrogator.  I could tell Eileen was impressed.  By the time we were done questioning them we had learned quite a bit.

Apparently, Lowell Pennyworth is the mastermind for the Dread Lord in the west, both North and South America.  This is what Markus Bransford referred to as the ‘Dread Chain.’  Apparently the goal is to spread discontent and make people admire them.  It’s kind of a weird goal that smacks of insanity.  Shortly before Eileen tried to kill me four years ago, the Dread Lord recruited Lowell by leveraging his inflated sense of self-worth and dissatisfaction that he didn’t have more influence in either the DoD intelligence apparatus or the CIA.  The Operations Officer was a recent recruit of Lowell’s during the previous mission.  He almost seemed brainwashed.  Despite our best attempts to find the lever Lowell used, it appears that he was just gullible. 

Lowell recruited the Lieutenant before he went to BUD/S school to become a SEAL.  The Lieutenant had proven in civilian life and prior military life to be highly intelligent, charismatic, sociopathic, larcenous, sadistic, and adept at not getting caught.  In short, he was perfect for the Dread Lord’s purposes.  The Lieutenant recruited almost his entire platoon - both of the squads and the headquarters element.  The new guy was ‘auditioning’ to become a member.  There were no real innocents in the squad.  Four of them bought into it as a means to be a more effective team.  They are all pretty much patriots and probably less evil than average.  The new guy was just trying to belong.  The Senior Chief who was second in command would have fallen into the same category as the others except he had a couple of statutory rape incidents with very young girls.  L’liana was tripping all his triggers.   We also learned that the watch bands gave them limited psychic communication ability like L’liana’s, only at a very short range.  Lowell also has a way to track them, which means that he likely knew something was wrong as soon as the pilot blew up.  Apparently the bands helped the Dread Lord create a psychic connection, too.

I gave the four patriots their arms back.  Additionally I gave them and the new guy very specific instructions about what they would remember.  Primarily they were to forget anything about pointed ears, grey skin, green skin, or tusks.  They were to remember that their Lieutenant was trying to leverage them for a rogue mission, and that he cut off the Senior Chief’s arm when he objected.

The Senior Chief got the same instructions with an addendum that he is overcome with feelings of remorse for his actions with the teen girls.  Before we land, he would approach the Captain with a request to unburden his soul by confessing to all his underage conquests.  The more senior of the two Chief Petty Officers took over command of the squad.

L’liana completely gutted the Lieutenant’s watch band, and then I grew him a new arm.  In less than ten minutes after I started, we put the watch band on him.  Then we gave him very specific instructions that he had to silently escape the ship when we arrived in Bermuda without harming anyone or taking any hostages.  He would contact Lowell Pennyworth and only agree to debrief him off campus.  Upon seeing Lowell, he would wrap him in a hug and stab him with the tranquilizer pen.  He would then hold onto Lowell until he received more instructions.  I told him that only I am authorized to change his orders.  The lieutenant acknowledged my orders.

By the time we finished, everyone in my family and the island staff were either in the mess, the bridge, or one of two open births in the crew quarters.  The XO had taken us back out to sea enroute to Nassau, Bahamas.

I escorted the Captain back to the bridge.   When were were there, I noticed Trina, Daphne, and Kristina talking to the pretty ensign and the short bosun’s mate.  After that I made a point of sitting down with each of my people to talk for a bit.  Merry kept flitting about on her new wings.  I had to make good on my threat to put her to sleep.  Persimmon sat with her while Acorn was ‘on duty.’  He  hadn‘t been able to calm down since we found the rifleman.

My family and I talked through plans, and we agreed that I would fly from Nassau to London on commercial jet.  L’liana, Jessica, Trina, and Eileen would accompany me.  Once in London, we would continue on to Düsseldorf.  Then I would look to see what we could learn about Abu bin Hassan’s whereabouts.

Despite the rough seas, we made it to Nassau in about three hours.  We caught up with the supply boat enroute and escorted them back.  Once we docked in Nassau, the Lieutenant was gone within about five minutes. 

Trina gave Eileen one of our special ‘pocket dimension’ clutches and a relatively chaste kiss to welcome her to the family.  As a long-time spook, she was thoroughly impressed with the clutch.  She didn’t know what to think about the kiss - or the other twenty-five she got from the rest of us.  We grabbed our bags and headed to the airport.  We learned there were no direct flights to London until later, so Christoff booked us a charter.  He had everything lined up by the time we arrived at the charter terminal.  Even with the refueling stops, it would be shorter than waiting two days for a direct flight out.  I called an old friend in Düsseldorf and made a dinner date for  the following night...er tonight.  We made some quick arrangements, and then it was time to take off.  We left Nassau at 10:52 pm on a Cessna Citation X on a flight plan to Halifax, Nova Scotia continuing on to Dublin, Ireland, and finally to Düsseldorf, Germany.


10 - Travel to Germany

We got settled into the cabin for the 11 hour journey.  It’s a little over 1500 miles to Halifax.  It’s about another 2500 miles to Dublin.  After that, it’s just a short 570 miles to Düsseldorf.

The prim and proper flight attendant, Miranda, is rather shocked as my ladies start disrobing as soon as she gives us the clear release seatbelts.  “Oh my goodness,” she says in a rather posh English accent.  She is a pretty brunette with sapphire blue eyes, lush lips, flared hips, a decent tushy, long shapely legs, and large breasts.  She has crows feet, but she is a perfectly lovely MILF. 

I tell her, “Miranda, we are all in a relationship.  You are not expected to join in.  Just ensure that we’re comfortable and keep the flight crew on the flight deck.”  At that point Trina reaches under my sarong and starts fondling Little Jack.  “My ladies and I have had a difficult day, and we all could use a little comfort.”

I think I lost her when Trina’s hand dove for my cock.  “Miranda?”

“Yes, sir,” she responds.  Her eyes never leave the growing bulge of Little Jack under the sarong.

Trina murmurs, “Definitely bigger, Jack.”  As much as I’ve fought the idea, I’m starting to agree.  I need to do something about that soon.

Jessica and L’liana are both naked and kissing each other cuddled up in one of the seats next to the window.

Even Eileen has stripped off.  She waves at me with a mischievous smile I haven’t seen in over five years.  She snags a blanket and wraps it around herself.

“Miranda, look at my eyes.”  Eileen walks up and kisses my cheek before sashaying in a very uncharacteristic manner to the seat across from the Elven ladies.

“Yes, sir,” Miranda says again.  She steps a little closer but doesn’t look up.  I reach out and hook my right index finger under her chin and turn her face my direction as Trina withdraws her hand. 

Miranda struggles to tear her eyes away from the tent below my waistline, but finally her eyes lock on mine.  A lovely rose shade flushes her cheeks, down her neck, and into her décolletage. 

Eileen starts to caress herself watching the two elves in their natural form making love to each other.

I try again now that Miranda is looking at me.  “Miranda, we are going to be intimate with each other.  We do not expect you to join us.  We ask that you ensure that we’re comfortable and keep the flight crew on the flight deck.  Nothing more.”  I release her chin.

She closes her eyes momentarily and says, “I’m sorry, sir.  Usually I have to fight passengers to keep their hands off me.  To have you all strip and start in on each other without touching me was...novel.”  She points below my waistline murmuring, “That looks like a bit I could use.” 

She pauses, and then her eyes snap open wide in surprise.  “Sorry, sir.  I’ll pull the curtain across the front of the cabin to shield you from the flight crew.  Just call me if you need anything.”

L’liana and Jessica continue to hug and kiss passionately as they bury hands between each others legs and moan their arousal.  Eileen looks at me and smiles before turning back to the show.  Trina whips off my sarong and pushes me back into a blanket-covered seat.  She kneels between my knees and stuffs Little Jack into her mouth.

“Thank you, Miranda,” I tell her quietly.  Speaking is getting more difficult as Trina works her magic on my cock.

Miranda bows gently, stares at my cock in Trina’s mouth, and then goes to execute her plan.

I look down to into Trina’s eyes as she works her throat to swallow my cock.  She fondles my balls and caresses my torso for a couple of minutes.  Finally, she winks at me, and I lose it - pumping my seed down her throat.  She hums as she swallows multiple times and then backs off my shaft to suck the last dribbles from the head of my cock as I lean against the seatback.  I reach down and twine my fingers in her hair and pull her face up to my mouth.  We kiss wildly, passionately, with abandon. 

Like Myra, Trina caught my heart so quickly it made my head spin.  Three months later, I still get lost in her at the least provocation.  Having my cock explode down her throat definitely qualifies as provocation. 

“Floor,” I murmur.

We throw a blanket on the deck in the small gap in the cramped quarters.  Then I lay Trina down on the deck and crawl between her legs.  I slot Little Jack into Trina’s sopping entrance and slam my hips home.  Trina screams and immediately starts her first orgasm, flooding my cock and hips with her fluid.  I kiss her as I give her a couple more strokes until she seizes again.  Then again.  And again.  As she starts her fifth  orgasm, I join her.

After Trina and I calm down, our Elven ladies join us on the floor.  I push back to kneel between Trina’s legs.  Then I turn to Eileen, “How you doing there, Darling?”

“Jack, watching you all together is intoxicating!” she enthuses as I stand and throw a blanket on the seat next to her.

I take a seat as Jessica dives between Trina’s legs, and L’liana sits on her face.

Eileen gets a thoughtful look on her face.  Slowly she stands and steps in front of me.  She drops her blanket and crawls onto my lap.  I hold her familiar weight in my arms as she tucks her face into my neck.  She may have been a desk jockey for the last four years, but she’s still lean and firm.

L’liana’s voice floats up, “Tell him how you feel, Leenie.”

She looks at me as though she’s afraid and about to run away.  Slowly she shakes her head.

I guess I have to man up.  “Eileen, I never stopped loving you.  I pushed you away because of my fear and my pain from your lack of trust.  I never want to go through that pain and feeling of betrayal again.”

“It was always you, Jack.  Always.  I…,” I put a finger to her lips.

“Think carefully, Leenie.  You know how important honesty is to me.  Be honest with yourself.  Be honest with me.  I don’t get to be angry if I don’t like the truth you speak, so long as it’s the truth.”

She buries her face in my neck for a moment.  I pull her blanket out of her seat to my left, and I wrap it around her and hug her to me.

Gasps, groans, and shrieks from my ladies on the floor draw my attention.  I see Jessica switched to tribbing Trina at some point.  Apparently all three of them orgasm at the same time.  Then they collapse into a ball of succulent female flesh.

At that point Eileen raises her head to look in my eyes.  “Jack, I was so angry at you.  First I was angry thinking you were cheating on me.  After you broke me into little pieces, I was angry because I thought you didn’t trust me or respect me enough to bring me in to help you.  I felt betrayed both times, but for different reasons.  You broke my body when you attacked me, but you broke my soul when you left.  I never had a connection with another person like we had.  I haven’t since.  I went with Lowell’s proposal after you left because he made me feel needed and important.  He never made me feel loved - more like a valued possession.”

She leans her head into my lips and I kiss her forehead.  “I never loved him, Jack.  I never told him I loved him.  I’m thirty-two years old, and the only person I have ever loved - that I’ve ever told ‘I love you’ - is you.”  Tears stream down her face.

The ladies get up off the floor and cuddle around the two of us.

L’liana says,  “We are holding number seven for you, Eileen.  We, his wives and concubines, see how much you still love him.  We know how much he still loves you.”

Trina sits next to me and says, “Eileen, Jack has declared you in the family.  I will not dishonor your love and your previous engagement by asking you to become a concubine.  When you are ready, we will announce you as ‘fiancé,’ and you will be wife number seven.  We will all love you and hold you close when you have jealousy, fears, or doubts.  We will caress you and kiss you while the husband of our hearts makes love to you and breeds you.  We will help you raise your children by surrounding them with love.  I know we said it on the beach, but welcome to the family, sister.”

Jessica says, “Eileen.  You are his.  He is yours.  You are ours.  We are yours.  Welcome to the family, sister.”

Eileen breaks into sobs, “Dammit, you’ll have turned me into weepy old woman.”

L’liana chuckles, “Yeah, right up to the point you think your family is in danger.  Then I bet you turn into a hellcat.”

I chuckle as Eileen and I both say, “Damned straight.”

That gets all the ladies laughing, and a twinkle of joy lights in Eileen’s eyes.

Trina says, “No pressure to love on any of the ladies, Eileen.  We will be very affectionate to you.  Many of us do or will want to make love to you.  You decide and draw the line where you are comfortable.  Experimentation and changing your mind is allowed.  We tend to be against labels.  ‘Bi,’ ‘straight,’ ‘lesbian,’ ‘gay,’ etcetera have no meaning in our family.  The only things that matter are love in all its permutations, relationships, and family.  If you forget or get lost, we will find you.”

“You are family,” L’liana says.  Then she adds, “But remember, I definitely want to fuck you!”  Eileen looks a little shocked, which causes the other ladies to bust out laughing.  L’liana says with a saucy wink, “Welcome to the family, sister.”

Eileen turns to look at me.  “Hugs or more, Leenie?” I ask.

She looks deep into my eyes for almost a full minute as I patiently wait.  She whispers, “More.”

I smile and lean forward to devour my last, lost love’s lips.  She has both arms wrapped around my neck.  “Well, my last, lost love...floor or creative?”

Eileen’s smile lights the night.  She says, “Let’s see what passes for ‘creative,’ Jack.”

Whipping the blanket off her and across Trina’s lap.  I tell her, “Stand up, Eileen.”

Eileen buries her tongue in my mouth and holds my face in her hands as she gets her feet on the ground.  I squeeze her breasts as three other pairs of hands caress her arms, shoulders, back, and legs.  I scoot forward until I have only about four inches of cushion under my ass.  I raise the arms of my seat.  Then I slide my hands around behind Eileen to grab both of her thighs and lift her into the air.  Her legs splay as I guide one to each side.  Then I hook an elbow under each of her knees and grab a handful of each asscheek.  Finally, I open my eyes and break the kiss as I lift her again to suckle her left breast.  I suck the whole, firm breast into my mouth and suck hard until just the areola is left in my mouth.  I nab her nipple in my teeth as I tease her rosebud with my finger tips.  She moans and holds my head against her breast.  I keep the pressure on the nipple as I lash it with my tongue.  I start to lower her, and I feel a hand holding Little Jack.  I feel Eileen’s moist channel welcome my cockhead. 

Eileen has always been slow to moisten, and I remember it requiring a while before she would relax enough to accommodate my modest girth.  Not today.  Moaning into my mouth, she slowly slides down my shaft until I’m about half-way inside her. 

She leans against my forehead.  “Damn, Jack.  It’s not just your shoulders that have grown!”

Trina and L’liana both say, ‘told you.’ 

I tell them, “I’ll punish you both shortly” as I lift Eileen up just a bit, and then let gravity have its way with her.  Then I do it again.  She’s relaxing a bit to allow me to progress, so I do it again.

Eileen is looking into my eyes when I raise them from her pretty, tight pussy.  I lean forward until my nose is touching her.  “I love you, Eileen.  Welcome home.”  Then I kiss her wildly as I raise her up and drive her down on my cock by the two handfuls of ass.  I keep kissing her as I put my hands around her waist and repeat.  I release her mouth.

“Mine, Eileen.  You. Are. Mine!” I exclaim as I’m finally hilted in her.

She gasps. “Yes, Jack.  Yours.  Only ever yours,” she murmurs as tears run down her face.  I kiss them away as they fall, letting her adjust to my girth.

I drop my hands back to hold her asscheeks.  “Hold on to my neck, Leenie.” 

She does, then she starts to move.  She presses her legs down against my arms that are cradling her knees to lift herself up.  Then I pull her hard back to the hilt.  Trina moves to stand behind Eileen.  I think she’s pressing herself into Eileen to create a substitute for a wall.  She murmurs into Eileen’s ear. 

Eileen responds by whipping her head around to look in Trina’s eyes as I continue to steadily fuck her tight pussy.  She makes a very tentative nod.  Trina leans in to kiss her - gently, chastely.  Eileen releases her right hand from my neck and reaches back to gently cradle Trina’s head as she gasps out, “What about spa-ghet-ti?”

Trina gives a deep chuckle as the Elvish ladies’ laughter tinkles off the walls of the cabin.  Trina’s arms wrap around Eileen - I can feel her thighs against my hands.  Trina says, “You’re like spaghetti.  Spaghetti is straight, until it’s wet enough.”  Her eyes never leave Eileen’s.

Eileen says, “I may be wet enough.” 

Trina gives her a deeper kiss, and I bury my face in the opposite side of Eileen’s neck.

I hear Trina murmur, “My sisters are going to join us, Eileen.  They are going to suckle your flesh to mark you as ours, just as our Lord is doing to you now.  We are going to stimulate your breasts with our hands and our mouths.   Your clitty, taint, and even your asshole are all going to get pleasured.  You are a beautiful, strong, sexy woman.  It’s no wonder our Lord couldn’t let you go forever.  You are Jack’s.  You are Jessie’s.  You are Lili’s.  You are mine.  Equally important, we are yours.  We are going to make love to you until you melt into a weeping puddle of cum.  Then we are going to clean you with our tongues, and do it again and again as long as you live.”

Eileen releases my neck completely to wrap her arms around Trina.  Jessica squeezes between me and Eileen to fasten her mouth on Eileen’s left nipple, while L’liana dashes around to do the same on her right.

I release Eileen’s neck from my mouth to give my ladies room to work.  Trina presses forward enough to get her fingers on Eileen’s clit while kissing her.

In scant second’s after my other ladies start loving on Eileen, she starts to spasm around my cock.  Thankfully, her channel floods with lubricant.  I can remember times when I couldn’t move during her orgasms.

I tell her, “Eileen, here you are not only valued, but you are loved.  Without reserve.  Without condition.  Without limit.  You are loved.” 

We all stop moving as though we had planned it.  Then we say in near unison, “Welcome home, Eileen.”  Then we return to our various forms of pleasuring her.  She immediately starts to orgasm again, strong spasms grasp Little Jack as Eileen creates more thick, viscous lubricant. 

Eileen releases her grip on Trina’s neck and wraps her arms around Jessica and L’liana.  I reach an index finger in and tickle her little rosebud, which causes her to jump and squirm.  I give her about a knuckle inside her butthole, and she starts to wail.  I start pumping into and out of her faster as she pumps her legs against my elbows to keep pace.

Then she screams.  For a moment I flash back to her last attack before we broke up, but that vision disappears quickly in favor of my beautiful, fiery red-headed former-fiancé surrendering herself to the overload of pleasure.  Trina, Jessie, and Lili don’t stop, and Eileen spirals higher.  My release is getting close.

I tell her, “Get ready, Eileen.  I’m going to breed you, my Love.”

Her eyes pop open, and she nods vigorously.  “Ye-ye-ssssss.  Pu-pu-pu-leeeeeeeze!” she moans as I start to blow my seed into her.  I drive most of my index finger into her ass and squeeze her hard against my body - hilting my sex in hers.  Trina pushes her up to me.  The Elves back off and Eileen wraps her arms around my neck.  We kiss deeply until our bliss runs its course. 

Afterwards, Eileen leans her head against mine and looks at me cross-eyed across the small distance.  She murmurs, “I never told you often enough before, Jack.  I plan to make it up to you for the rest of my life.  I love you, Jack Jerome.  I love you.  I love you.  I love you.  There are not words enough in existence to describe how much I love you.  I am yours.  I was yours before I met you.  My heart has only been yours ever since.  I felt hollow when you left.  Now I feel whole.  Thank you for taking me back, Jack.  I love you.”

She kisses me languidly.  I hear sobs from all my lovers.  I’m just filled with joy.

It’s hard to explain.  As betrayed as I felt when she attacked me, I felt an emptiness in my heart where she lived.  Now I feel very similar to how I felt when Christy came back.  Now that we’re together again, the world feels right.  I feel like I can do anything.

“I love you too, Eileen.  Thank you for coming home.”

I know it’s sappy.  I blame the whole ‘love as a superpower thing.’

All five of us cuddle and caress each other.  We take turns loving on each other in a variety of permutations.  Eileen is generous with caresses and cuddles, but she is clearly not comfortable crossing over that line. 

I can see that L’liana really does want to make love to her, but she is more astute than the Elven community gives her credit for.  She gets deeply sexual with the rest of us, but with effort she limits herself to cuddles and caresses with Eileen.  Jessie and Trina seem to take Eileen’s reticence in stride.  They’re all used to it as Charli, Solange, Georgia, Sowie, Selene, Sera, Chelsea, and the Goblins rarely make love to any of the ladies in the family despite their deep love for their sisters.

About an hour before we’re scheduled to land, Jessica is sitting on my lap with Little Jack slowly deflating inside her as we catch our breath.  L’liana is in the chair next to me, Trina is across from her, and Eileen is across from Jessica and myself.  Eileen is giving me a smoldering look.

She says, “Lili.  I’m going to suck Jack off.  What are you going to do?”  I go on alert because it sounds like Eileen is trying to convince herself she wants L’liana to make love to her while she goes down on me.

L’liana gets up and kneels in front of Eileen.  She says, “I’m going to hold you, Honey.  You’re not ready for what I want to give you.  I want to make love you, but I don’t want to push you.  You’ll end up distrusting me later.  If you truly get comfortable with the idea of making love to me, or ladies in general, I will be there to blow your mind.  Take your time, Leenie.  I will be around for another millenium unless I do something truly stupid.  I will be here for you.”

Eileen drops and wraps L’liana in a tight hug.  “Thank you, Lili.  I want to.  It’s just new.  And quite honestly, it’s a little scary to me.”

“Then don’t,” L’liana says.  “You shouldn’t make love to a woman unless you feel called to do it by your very soul.  If that doesn’t happen in this lifetime, none of us...none of us...will think less of you.  We will hold you, caress you, and kiss you like the beloved sister you are.  Don’t you dare do anything you are not 100% committed to.  It would cheapen you and cheapen the love of the woman that shares herself with you.”  L’liana kisses Eileen chastely.  “I love you, Sweetie.  I will hold you, while you love our man.”  They hug each other’s naked bodies tightly and caress each other’s back.

I ponder this for a moment.  Jessica gets off my lap, and Trina steps in to clean Little Jack.  When she steps away to clean Jessica, I call softly.  “Eileen, we generally refer to what you are doing with Lili as ‘Sidhe comfort.’  Sidhe families hug and caress each other because the skin-on-skin contact is healing emotionally.  Honestly, it probably works the same way with humans.”

Eileen looks over L’liana’s shoulder for a moment.  After a moment she nods.  “Jack, you can give me to all of your women, even all of your men.  I don’t care.  Just keep me with you.” 

“You’re not getting it, Eileen.”  I join them on the floor and wrap my arms around my them both.

“Everything that happens between any of the ladies, or the gentlemen, is completely consensual.  I don’t give someone to anyone.  Honestly, I’m quite comfortable being a selfish fuck.  I would just work my way through all my ladies as often and frequently as I can.  They have built relationships between themselves that in some cases have led to sexual intimacy.  Even when I’m bedding two or more ladies, I don’t push them to do anything with each other.  It’s not my place.  It would devalue my love for each of them.”

Eileen says, “The gentlemen, too?”  

I chuckle, “I don’t do the gentlemen.  I love them, but I’m afraid bromance is as far as I go.  Louis recently made a connection with Trinity.  They asked my permission to be a couple because Trinity was one of my lovers.  I gave them my blessing.  I suspect that Selene is going to turn to Cholley.  If she does, I will still love her, but I will also give them my blessing.”

Trina says, “I don’t think you’re reading Selene right, Jack.”

I shrug, “It doesn’t matter.  The point is she gets to choose.  Bottom line is you are with me as long as you wish to be.  If you choose to love one of your sisters, that’s between you and your lover.  I’m not in the business of trying to convert anyone.”

Eileen kisses L’liana’s cheek before she stands.  She walks over to the first seat she sat in and retrieves her clutch.  She pulls a golden chain from it before dropping the clutch back on her original seat.  She sits on the seat next to where L’liana and I are kneeling.  She opens the clasp of the necklace and slides a golden ring off of it with a diamond embedded in the band.  She holds the ring in her mouth as she puts the necklace on, secures it around her neck, and ensures the small gold cross hangs straight. 

Eileen gently takes the ring between her fingers and holds it out to me.  “You once gave this to me and asked me to marry you.  I have kept it with me ever since.  When I married Lowell I tucked it into my bra as a good luck charm, hoping it would bring me a love like the one I had with you.  I’ve worn it around my neck, kept it in my pocket, and I’ve even put it back on my finger late at night.  Take it.  Please.”

I ask, “Why, Leenie?”

Her eyes moisten visibly, “So you can give it to me again.  Please, Jack.  Help me.”

I take the ring as L’liana moves to the seat next to Eileen.  I get up on one knee and grasp her left hand.  “Eileen, despite the pain of your attack, I haven’t been able to chase you out of my heart.   Now you are again part of my family, but there is one thing I need to do before we will be truly right.  Please marry me, Eileen.  It won’t be the life we planned before, but I’m building a wonderful life with my unconventional family.  I want you in it.  Not as extended family.  Not as a concubine.  As my wife.  Will you marry me?”

Tears run down her face as she nods her head vigorously.  “Yes, Jack.  Please.”  She extends her fingers, and I slide the ring on her finger.  Then she launches to wrap her arms and legs around me and devours my lips.

“Make love to me, Jack.”

So, I do.


11 - First stop

I wake to Miranda shaking my shoulder.  “Mister Jerome, we’re landing in Düsseldorf in an hour.  You might want to get dressed.  It’s three degrees centigrade.”  She grins at me.  “I don’t think you’ll find your current attire sufficient.”

I chuckle, “You’re probably right, Miranda.  Our bags are in the back?”

Miranda answers breathily, “Yes, sir.”

Eileen and L’liana raise their heads from my shoulder.  L’liana says, “Miranda, you are lovely, but our Lord is ours today.  If you are interested in joining us another time, talk to Trina.”  Trina waves as Miranda looks around.  L’liana says, “She’s in charge of finding new women for our lord to bed.  I saw the way he looked at you.  He will rock your world, Miranda.  Just not today.”

L’liana gets up and kisses Miranda’s cheek.  “If he doesn’t, maybe I will.” 

Eileen gets up and kisses Miranda’s cheek.  “I won’t, but once we’re married I might watch if that’s okay.  I’m turning into quite the voyeur.”

Miranda is flushing red from her décolletage to her cheeks.

I get up and kiss her cheek.  Funnily enough her hand ends up on my cock.  “Not today, sweetie.  You’re beautiful, and I’m honored at your interest.  Just not today.”  I kiss her lips quickly and move to the back to dig out some clothes.

I hear Trina say, “Patience, sweetheart.  Make sure I have your contact information.”  I pull out the bags and lay them in seats.  I see Miranda whispering to Trina.  Trina has a hand over her mouth laughing quietly.  Jessica has an arm wrapped around each of them.

I pull on flannel boxers, black jeans, t-shirt, flannel shirt, socks, and boots.  I pull out my car coat and pack my sarong before I close my bag.  Eliana morphs to create a fine mesh that weaves into my hair to make her virtually invisible. 

Eileen is back in her clothes from the beach.  We’re going to need to get her clean and warm clothes.  L’liana is in a bodysuit, ankle boots, and a blazer-style jacket.  I ask her, “Is that going to be warm enough, honey?”

L’liana replies with a smile, “Yes, Lord Husband.  The jumpsuit is a tech fabric that both insulates and breathes.  Jessie’s is similar.  We’ll both be warm enough at three degrees centigrade in our jumpsuits.  Especially with a jacket.”

I ask, “Lili, do you have easy access to a coat that Eillen could wear through your portal?  She’s only about an inch taller than you, and that silk blouse and light blazer aren’t going to be enough.”

She shakes her head.  “Not without traveling back through to Cherry.  I could do that in the terminal.  Or we could buy one enroute.  That way she wouldn’t have to slum through my clothes.  I honestly don’t have much that isn’t sundresses and workout attire.”

“Okay,” I agree.  “That’s what we’ll do.  There’s bound to be a store enroute to the Derendorfer Allee”

Jessica and Trina come back to pull their bags out.  Trina tells me, “She’s got it bad for you, Master.  She’s almost another Georgia.  By the way, she said they have security cameras in the cabin.  The pilot and first officer are both female and want in, too.  With Erica, we have enough crew for an airliner.” 

“It’s a thought, but we need to get a feel for our demand for flights.  I’m not sure if going with one of these rental services might be more cost effective.  We may be well off, but we also have a lot of work to do.  Let’s work it through with Megan and Gerry when we get home.”

Trina nods and says, “Makes sense, Jack.  Once we get closer to marketing security services, that may also change the demand.”

“I agree,” I respond.  “Also, let’s not consider inviting anyone into the Seraglio until we get to know them.”

Trina pouts at me prettily.  “But Master, I need to find new talent for you.”

“No you don’t, Pet.  I have plenty of beautiful, loving women in our family to keep me well entertained.  I enjoy the distraction of beautiful women as much as the next guy, but I am awash in beautiful women.  I don’t want anyone in my bed that I’m not in love with.”

Trina wraps me up in a hug and gives me a cheesy grin.  “So based on history so far, they need to hang out with you for about two days.  Is that about right, Jack?”

I smack Trina’s perfect ass, and she doesn’t even flinch.  “Remember Flora, Darling.  Hmmm, I think you’re getting desensitized to spankings, Pet.”

She murmurs, “Never, Master.  It’s just that they make me wet!   Please take me again, Master.”

With regret I tell her, “I’d love to, Pet.  However, we’re running out of time to get ready.  Get dressed, Beloved.”

“Yes, Master.”  Trina pulls out her duffle and pulls out two of her ‘Brownie Bags.’  Soon she’s dressed in olive rip-stop tactical pants that look better on her than any uniform has a right to.  She pulls on a black tank, and covers that in a lightweight burnt umber cowl-neck sweater.  She finishes off with warm socks, tac-boots, a scarf, and her ubiquitous biker jacket.

Jessica pulls her assassin jumpsuit back on.  It’s looking kind of worn.  We’ll have to get her some new clothes, too.  I think she’s been borrowing from L’liana.  Jessica pulls a lightweight jacket out of her small duffle.  She tries it on.  It’s cut like a 70s vintage US Army field jacket, but it’s the same charcoal as her jumpsuit.  She winks at me when she notices I’m watching her.

I pack the bags back into the rack as they hand them to me.  Then we take a seat.

Miranda hands out sandwiches, coffee, and water.  We devour our meal quickly as she does her pre-landing checks.  She appears very competent.  She blushes prettily when she notices my regard.  I smile in return.

We have a smooth landing, and we all grab our various bags and deplane.  It does feel rather cool.  We make our way into the Executive Terminal, which is actually run by JetAir, a General Dynamics company that has the contract to provide general aviation services.  Inside we find the immigration and customs, or Zollamt, desk.  We all get through without a problem and meet our driver at the curb.  We load up the bags and all pile in.  It’s a tight fit, but our trip to the hotel is relatively short.

We trundle our luggage into the reception at the Hotel Asahi.  As the name implies, this particular hotel caters to Japanese clientele.  Düsseldorf has the third largest Japanese population in Europe.  The Asahi is also one of the few hotels in Düsseldorf that offers multiple-bed suites.  It must be true because Christoff told us.  He has us booked in the Penthouse suite.  It has one king bed, and two ‘large twin’ beds, and a sofabed.  We check in.

The clerk at the counter takes my information and credit card for an imprint.   In return I get six magnetic keys, an envelope with two sets of car keys, and directions to where the cars are parked. 

Trina takes the keys and directions.  “I’m going to inspect the vehicles.  I sent the Littles back to Springfield while we were on the boat.  I wish we had Acorn and Persimmon here.  Maybe I’ll bring them through to guard.  Regardless, Jessie and I will be waiting for you in the parking lot..”

I say, “Sounds good, beautiful.  Why don’t you take Leenie with you?  I think she’d like to see the tech you use.”

“Great idea, Jack.”  She kisses me.  “Hey Leenie, why don’t you join Jessie and I?”

Eileen gives me a kiss before saying, “Sure, Trina.”

Jessica brushes her lips across mine and hooks Eileen’s arm.  They both saunter off in-step with a little extra ‘loco’ in their motion.  They look back over their linked arms to wink at me.

Eileen actually giggles as I laugh and I grab Jessica’s bag, which I find lying at my feet.  L’liana and I head up to the twelfth floor.

The suite is basically a large apartment.  There is a decent-sized kitchen, dining room, sun-room with a treadmill and ‘living room’ furniture, balcony with hot-tub, the master bedroom - with the king, and a second bedroom - with the ‘large twins’, and a single bathroom.  It’s definitely designed for comfort and a long stay for a group of four-to-six people.  It’s not designed to have five people in a bed, but we’ll figure out the logistics shortly.

The whole ‘large twin bed’ concept is new to me.  When I see them, I understand they are what most Germans would call a ‘Doppelbett.’  It’s essentially two mattresses that are slightly wider and longer than a standard American twin mattress, tucked into a frame to create a bed that is slightly larger than a standard King.  The downside is the frame separating the two mattresses.  I can tell you, having lain in that crevice during bedroom acrobatics in my soldiering days, it’s not a great place to rest. 

I put the bags in the armoire, or Schrank, as the Germans call it.   L’liana comes out of the bathroom, I tag in to walk Little Jack.  Then I put our electronics in the safe.  I pull Eventide from my portfolio and clip her into my front right pocket and ensure the rest of my weapons are readily available in the portfolio.  L’liana’s doing the same with her clutch.  Then we head to the parking lot.

I look around for my family as we step out of the lift and walk out the front doors, but I don’t see them.  I step out into the parking lot and look around, and suddenly Eileen is standing in front of me.  “Jessie said she’s doing some kind of mind fog thing, so people won’t notice Trina twirling things in the air.  We’re over here, Jack.”

Eileen leads us to a pair of dark Ford Kuga SUVs.  The Kuga is basically the European version of the Ford Escape.  “Trina is still processing the second one,” she says as she points to the dark blue model on the other side.  I consciously sense two beings moving around it, which allows my brain to register my ladies moving around the SUV.  Trina is still spinning the Elf-tech above her head. 

Eileen says, “Jeez, I could have used that tech in my past life.”

“Right?” I say as I pull Eileen to me and wrap my coat around her.

She burrows in.   “Thanks, Jack.  I am getting chilly.  I want to stop and get a coat if we find anything open.  There’s a Marc O'Polo store enroute.  That should work.”

“Sounds good, Darlin’.  In the meantime, stay close.  I’m happy to hold you,” I tell her.  Then I kiss her forehead.

She murmurs, “I can’t believe I got you back.”

“I can’t believe I got YOU back,” I respond.  “I didn’t think you would ever trust me again.  I thought you hated me while I was stuck loving you.”

She chuckles.  “If I had known you’d have six wives and...how many concubines?”

I grimace, “Seventeen if you don’t count Selene and Trinity.  Trinity is in a relationship with Louis now, so we have to subtract her.  Selene - I’m not sure where she stands.  We’ve made love a couple times, but I get the feeling she’s got a thing with Cholley.”

Eileen says, “Selene is the quiet one of the two olive-skinned, dark-haired cheerleaders?  The one with the melons for boobs?”

“Yes.  That’s her.  Her sire did her even fewer favors than he did for Sera.  She was an emotional wreck when I met her,” I explain.

Eileen looks up at me, “She’s all about you, Jack.  I can see it in her eyes.  Four years ago, I would have killed her for looking at you like that.”

I cock an eyebrow at her.  “And now?”

She points a finger between my eyes.  “I may have to adapt, but I will not be a concubine!  Fiancé and wife number seven will be just fine, Mr. Green Lord Fiancé.”  Then she grins.

I chuckle, “Yes ma’am.”  Trina and Jessica head our way.  I tuck my head close to hers and murmur, “Sometimes I feel I’ve gotten way above my raisin’.”

“Nope,” Eileen says.  “I know enough about how you grew up to know that your ‘raisin’’ set you up to do great things without limits.  You keep running forward, Jack.  I’ve got your six.”

She kisses me lightly as the other ladies all pile into a group hug.

I review the plan.  “Trina, Jessie, and Lili in one car.  You are the overwatch.  Trina drives.  Eileen and myself are in the other.  Eileen drives.  We’re going to stop on the way at Marc O'Polo, so Eileen can get a coat and maybe a change of clothes.  Jessie, let’s get you a couple outfits, too.  We need to be at the restaurant at 8pm, so we will have to hurry.   Questions?”

Everyone breaks off for their cars.  Trina gives a key fob to Eileen, and we get in the navy blue SUV.  Eileen takes the lead and has us parking to the side of Marc O'Polo in about five minutes.  L’liana and I stay with the vehicles and the ladies run in quickly.  Eileen’s German is decent, so I’m not concerned about communication problems.  Trina speaks relatively well, too. 

As the trio heads in for a quick shopping expedition, L’liana opens the passenger door and places an elf-tech device on the ground between the two vehicles and pulls up a monitoring app on a tablet.  Apparently the Elves like Samsung better than Apple.  I’ll stick with my iPads, thank you very much.  I run over to the ATM at the corner of the building to pick up some Euros.  Then I hustle back to my vehicle.  Upon my return, L’liana and I both watch our surroundings and talk to each other quietly as we scan 360 degrees.

The ladies return a little less than thirty minutes later.  Each has a shopping bag, and Eileen has a quilted coat that covers to about mid-thigh.  L’liana recovers her device, and we’re off down Ulmenstraße.  We turn left on Jülicherstraße and stay on it until it crosses the Brehmstraße shortly after it becomes Grunerstraße.  We park as near the Grunerstraße U-bahn, or subway, station as we can.  Eileen and I head into Restaurant SABO. 

I inform the Maitre D’ that we’re here to meet Herr Çakmak.  We hang our coats on the Garderobe, or coat rack, as he beckons a waiter who escorts us to the table.  As we head across the room, L’liana informs me mentally, *Jessie made it through the door with you.  She says she’s tucked into a corner in overwatch.*

*Okay.  Thanks for keeping me in the loop, Beloved.*  I feel her happiness for my gratitude in return.

We walk to meet my old friend, Aslan Çakmak.  Aslan is one of the best connected people in the Muslim quarter of Düsseldorf.  He’s a very successful businessman that owns several Kebap stands and restaurants, a couple of dry cleaners, a trucking firm, a grocery wholesaler, and a nebulous but profitable ‘import-export’ firm - apparently it’s legal.  As the  Derendorf district is primarily Turkish, Aslan is well respected and well connected.  He knows the movements of people in the quarter, especially non-Turks.  If I had shown up without calling ahead, I would have bumped into him or gotten a call within ten minutes of entering Derendorf.  He’s the person most likely to know where Abu bin Hassan is if he’s still in town.

Aslan stands and says “Selamün aleyküm.” I translate the Turkish in my head, ‘peace be unto you.’  Then I respond appropriately, “Aleyküm selam,” or ‘And unto you peace.’  At that point Aslan switches to German, knowing how difficult Turkish is for me.

He laughs, “Your pronunciation is still horrible, Jack.”

“Ja, I know it.  I need to go to Istanbul for a few weeks to polish my language skills.  Aslan, do you remember Eileen Brock?”

Aslan looks at her, “I thought it would be Eileen Jerome by now.  Willkommen back in Düsseldorf, Eileen.”

She grimaces, “We had a falling out over four years ago.”  Then she smiles, “We just recently reconciled, so I will be Eileen Jerome before too long.”  She turns to me. “Won’t I, Jack?” she asks as she arches an eyebrow at me.

“Yes, ma’am!” I reply vehemently.  We share a laugh over that.

A pretty young lady comes to the table with a bowl of water.  We take turns washing our hands in the bowl and drying them on the towel hanging from her arm.  Personally, I think she looks more Persian than Turkish, but I’m definitely no expert.  She’s pretty, slim, and curvy.  She has prominent cheekbones, a strong chin, and golden eyes.  For a moment, I thought her eyes spun.  I blinked and looked again, but she looks back at me with eyes that are remarkable only for the pretty golden brown color of them.  They’re similar to Solange’s.  She smiles faintly as she steps back from the table.  A male server follows her immediately with tea service and mineral water.  Aslan speaks to the server in Turkish.  The server bows and backs away.

Aslan says, “I have taken care of the ordering.”

I smile as I tell him, “I believe I invited you, Aslan.  Do we agree?  I believe it’s my obligation to pay.”

Aslan, “Oh that wouldn’t be appropriate as I ran the bill up.”

“Old friend, I popped this on you in with very little notice and disrupted your plans.  I would be honored if you would allow me to treat you.  It’s been too long since I have seen you, and it’s unfortunately not just a social call,” I tell him.

“I wondered,” he says.  “We’ve had a bit of excitement over the last week, and suddenly my friend ‘Jack the Hunter’ is in town.  Okay, let’s eat on your dime, and then discuss business.”


12 - Dinner with a friend

The servers brings a cold appetizer sampler platter called ‘Soğuk Meze Tabağı’ and a warm appetizer sampler platter called ‘Sıcak Meze Tabağı.’  We demolished those while Aslan talks about his daughter, Malia, going to university and his son, Burak, getting hired by Volkswagen in their purchasing department.  His wife, Aliya, is still managing Aslan’s accounts.  Aslan himself had a heart attack about a year ago, which resulted in him getting three stents.  He claims he’s doing okay for now.

The young lady clears the dishes and returns with dinner plates and clean flatware.  Two male servers carry out three platters.  There is a dish of pan-fried vegetables with yoghurt garlic sauce called ‘Sebze Tava,’ ‘Soslu Kuzu Dolma’ - a rack of lamb fileted and filled with pistachios, pine nuts and currants sitting on a bed of potatoes and vegetables and covered with demi-glace sauce, and finally ‘Izgara Derleme’ - a mixed grilled platter with king prawns, tuna steak, lamb chop and chicken breast with zucchini fritters and rice.

We dig in and demolish all three dishes while I tell Aslan about my IT businesses, Data Bridge and Insurance Ecosystems.  Aslan finally wheedles the story of our break-up out of us.  I let Eileen tell it.  I set my utensils down and caress her thigh as she relates the story.  As she finishes, I hug her and kiss her cheek.  Then I finish eating and push the plate back.

The young lady clears the dishes.  We all sip water as we visit and the server cleans the tablecloth with a waiter’s crumber.  Then another male server brings out three pieces of walnut baklava.  The first waiter lays out coffee service.  The young lady places a tray holding a burner with the cezve on top.  The coffee is already boiling and has a nice froth on it.  She serves the coffee into the small cups and replaces the cezve on the fire before backing away from the table.

I try the coffee.  It’s got enough caffeine and sugar to keep me going all night.  The baklava is mild by comparison - perfect.  We all quietly savor the wonderful flavors.  Once the coffee has started to boil again, the young lady pours again.

Finally, I’ve had enough.  I sit back in my chair with a sigh.  Aslan has small grin on his face.

I tell him, “Well, Aslan.  I commend your choice of restaurants.  I wonder if I could  talk them into moving to Arizona.”

Aslan shrugs, “I can ask.  I know the owner and the chef.”

“You’re the owner?” Eileen asks.

“Sadly, no,” Aslan says with a gentle shake of his head.  “I’ve offered to buy it twice.  Kerem still refuses.  Unfortunately, he’s a very competent business man.  The only money I can make off him is selling him groceries.”

The young lady comes and fills our glasses with mineral water before removing the coffee service.  When she steps back, Aslan breaks the silence.  “So, old friends.  Why have you come to my city?”

I point to Eileen as I watch the young lady back away and walk off.  Eileen lays it out, “Abu bin Hassan approached us - the US government.  I can see you recognize Mr. Hassan’s name.  He told us he discovered that he had been duped into killing innocents.  He is bitter about losing his whole family in his vendetta against Jack when Jack was just trying to defend innocents.  He wants to come in out of the cold and give us the mastermind - someone called the Dread Lord.  He is only willing to talk to Jack.  I told him that Jack is no longer with the government.  He said it didn’t matter because he can only tell the Dread Lord’s archrival, the Green Lord.  Mr. Hassan is convinced that Jack is this Green Lord.”

Aslan looks at me.  “So, Jack.  Are you this Green Lord?”

I cock an eyebrow at him as Eileen says, “We tried to bring him in against his will.  He disappeared into the Muslim quarter of Paris.  We got a sniff on him, then he just disappeared.  We picked up a rumor that he came up here.”

Aslan is just watching me.  Eileen continues, “I was given the mission to get Jack, bring him here, and debrief Mr. Hassan.  Unfortunately, a group in the government decided that maybe the Dread Lord might help their careers, so they sent an assassin to kill Jack.  We caught the assassin, who claimed he actually wounded Mr. Hassan here in Düsseldorf.  We’re here to find Mr. Hassan, heal him, and learn what he knows.”

Aslan says, “He disappeared.  Someone took Hassan in after he was shot and has been very careful.  I’ve been asked by an Arab to find him.  His people took my daughter to ensure I do what they ask.”  He pauses, “Jack, I don’t know if you are the Green Lord.  I don’t need a Green Lord.  I need the Hunter.  I need my friend ‘Jack the Hunter’ to find my daughter and get her safely home.”

I let my eyes glow with the green fire.  “Aslan, my friend.  You have both.”  Aslan gasps.  I ask,  “Do you know where they are holding Malia?”

He shakes his head as he slumps forward,  “No, Jack.  They called me to a suite in the Maratim hotel to see that Malia was okay.  They said I had two weeks to find Abu bin Hassan.  After that, I would receive a body part every day until I did.   It has been seven days.”

“Is the young lady part of your new Arabic friends?”  I ask.

He looks up surprised.  “No, Jack.  Zandra’s family are from eastern Turkey.  She’s a friend of the family.  I helped her get a job here.”

“Give me just a minute, Aslan.  Let me contact a reinforcement.  What room was it?” I ask him. 

He says, “814.”  I pull out my phone, turn on the ‘Hide my ass’ app, and then WhatsApp Yuri Kolenko.  He says he’s free to talk, so I initiate a call.

“Hey Yuri, I need to contract with you.” 

“Is very abrupt, Jack,” he teases.

I respond, “This is how I would behave if I were searching for your abducted child.”

Suddenly, Yuri is all business, “Sure, Jack.  What you need?”

“I need to find out who rented suite 814 in the Maritim hotel in Düsseldorf seven days ago.  I need a current location,” I tell him.

He says, “I am at home.  Give me thirty minutes to see what I find.”

“Sounds good, Yuri.  I’ll be standing by,” I tell him before I sign off.

Aslan says, “Your Yuri sounds like a good man to know.”

“Friend of the family, Aslan.  Like you,” I tell him.

Aslan says, “Your eyes have stayed bright green since you heard about Malia.  No more flames, but almost glowing.”

Then I hear L’liana’s voice in my mind, *Jack, there are three tall guys walking toward the door.  They have murder in mind.  One in particular has a mind full of hate, wrath, and destruction.  It’s hard to tell, but I think at least one of them is from Aslan’s memory.*

I murmur to Eileen, “Weapons.”

Eileen pulls my folded portfolio from her clutch, and I open it to pull out two collapsible police batons.  I tell Aslan as I point to my chest, “Keep your eyes right here.”

He looks up into my eyes, and I put a slight touch  ‘influence’ into the command.

I hear the door open.  I hear a commanding voice call out in first Turkish, then Arabic, and finally a different voice calls out in German.  The message is the same, “Everyone get up and leave.”

Aslan looks up at that.  I ask him, “Which one is in charge?” 

I look over my shoulder to assess them as Aslan replies.  “The tall one with the long beard is a mouthpiece.  I think the one in the back looking like a 1920s Hollywood actor is in charge.”

I murmur to Eileen, “Taser the two lackey’s up front.”  The three goons make their way towards our table. 

I stand and the mouthpiece launches towards me, “You!  Don’t…”  I blink behind his boss …”move?”

Holding a folded baton in my fist, I punch the guy at the base of the skull, and he drops like a sack of bricks.  I see Mouthpiece drop to the floor and twitch, so I put the other guy to sleep.

I think, *Lili, let me know if you see any more of them.*

*Of course, Beloved,* she responds.

A guy in kitchen whites comes out of the kitchen.  Aslan waves him over and whispers into his ear.  I’m guessing that’s Kerem.  I look for jewelry particular to the Dread Lord.  All three have the communication bracelet variety like Prudence and Trevor had.  I cut them all off.

I ask, *Lili, anything special about these communication bracelets?*

*They’re pretty safe,* she responds.  *Cut them off and gather them in a plastic bag.  You can hold them in your portfolio.*

Kerem calls out something I don’t catch in Turkish.  Four guys in kitchen whites join him in the dining room as well as the two male servers.  He gives them directions that I translate to ‘take them out back and bind them.’  They drag all three of the intruders through the kitchen.

Trina walks in and speaks to the Maitre ‘D.  I hear her say with a reasonable accent, “Zum mitnehmen, bitte. Ich bin Frau Laughlin.”  He holds up a finger and hurries back to the kitchen. 

I turn to Aslan, “I’d like to bring my wife in for the interrogation.”

Aslan is shocked.  “Are you not going to marry Eileen?”

I look at him seriously.  “I am, my friend.”

Eileen chips in, “Aslan, I will not be Jack’s only wife.  Yet I have no doubt that he will love me and cherish me as if I were his one and only.  I know that because I have seen how he treats this wife, her name is Lili.  I am already part of Jack’s family.  It’s not a typical marriage, but it is beautiful and it works.  I’m very happy to be accepted into it - especially after I chased Jack away.  This is my chance at redemption.”

The Maitre D' hustles out the kitchen door with a bag.  I watch as he processes Trina’s payment, and she hustle’s out.

I call, *Lili, I’m sorry to interrupt your dinner, but I need your help.  Please join us inside.*

*On my way, husband.  Don’t worry.  I won’t starve.  I’ll eat when we’re done.  Thanks for worrying about me, Beloved.*

*Always, Lili.  Always.*

I tell Aslan, “She’s on her way.” 

L’liana send, *Jessie is going to be Trina’s back-up.  She’s going to slip out as I come in.*

About that time, the door opens, and my beautiful Elven wife walks in the door.  She’s got a glamour running, which essentially just hides her ears.  Apparently Trina got her a sweater at Marc O’Polo, because she has an olive sweater over her jumpsuit and under her blazer.  She walks up kisses me and hugs Eileen with a kiss on the cheek.

I introduce L’liana to Aslan.  Then he leads us through the kitchen and out the back door.  We exit the building into an alley.  I see the three intruders all wrapped in duct tape around wrists, upper arms and chest, thighs, ankles, and mouths.

Aslan introduces us to Kerem in Turkish.

I ask, “Kerem, do you have any earplugs or hearing protectors.  I’d like to ensure these guys can’t hear what we discuss with the others.”

He ponders for a moment.  “No, Jack.  But I have paraffin wax for sealing canning jars.  That could make ear plugs easily enough.”

I look at Eileen and she translates for me.  She’s probably the best Turkish linguist I know.  My Arabic is almost on par with her Turkish, but my Turkish is rudimentary at best.

I nod, and Kerem trots off to get the wax.  He’s back in a minute, and we fit ‘Movie Star’ and ‘Mouthpiece’ with earplugs.

We start questioning the quiet guy.  I start with smacking his face gently and asking in German, “Do you understand me?”

“A little,” he says.

I switch to Turkish, “How about now?”

“Of course I speak civilized languages.  You accent sucks, by the way,” he smirks.

I smile, then I slap his face a little harder.  I exert my will as I say in Turkish, “Listen and obey.”  His eyes glass over.  “You will answer all questions completely, regardless of who asks them.  You will answer as completely as you are able and volunteer information that might be helpful to us.  Convince me you understand.”

He uses different words than I did, so I have to confirm with Eileen, Aslan, and Kerem.  They all nod.

I let Eileen ask the questions, and L’liana is monitoring his thoughts.

Eileen starts, “Where is Malia Çakmak?”

He says, “She is being held on a cargo barge in the Düsselfdorf-Hafen.  The barge is called the ‘Lorelei Zwei.’  Slip 23.”

Eileen asks, “How many guards are there, and where are they stationed?”

He responds, “There are two people at the gangway and one inside watching over the girl.”  He looks behind me, and his eyes pop open wide.

I see sickly green, smoky, tendrils reaching past my left shoulder toward our interrogation subject and Eileen.  L’liana gasps as I launch back towards my 7:30 direction, target ‘Mr. Moviestar,’ and hammer a fist towards his temple.  He manages to effectively block my strike but the immediate kick to the inside of his leading left leg connects.  The popping sound of the joint dislocating is enough to induce nausea.  Apparently it’s also enough to stop the miasma from spewing from his mouth.  I push him as he falls, so he lands face down.  I land with a knee between his shoulder blades and grasp the back of his neck with my left hand. 

He reaches back to grab my hand, and I start to feel a burning sensation that rapidly gets more intense.  I yank my hand back out of his grasp to find it looking like rare hamburger.

I send to the artifacts, *Jacob!  Full coverage!*  The cord around my right hand rapidly expands into a gauntlet that covers the hand and half-way up my arm.  Then I punch Mr. Moviestar at the base of the skull with my gauntleted fist.  Twice.  He’s out again for the moment.

Eileen is gasping from the effects of the miasma this joker was generating.  I call out, “Lili, if he moves, hit him with a taser.”  Then I get off him and will my hand to heal.  It’s difficult.  Like a third degree burn.  I think he was either cooking or burning my flesh off!

I launch over to Eileen and wrap her in my arms as my hand starts to cross a threshold to rapidly heal.  Then I assess the damage to Eileen.  Her sinuses, throat, and lungs have a similar effect to my hand.  Fortunately, using the vapors of what I’m calling his ‘miasma’ didn’t affect her as quickly.  Unfortunately, some remains in her lungs and sinuses.

I ‘remove’ the miasma with my will.  Then I start with healing her lungs, then her throat, then her sinuses and nasal cavity, and finally her mouth.

I kiss her lips gently.  Stepping back and leaning down, I look into her eyes.  “Are you okay, Love?”

She gazes up at me with a look of horror in her eyes.  “It felt like that shit was eating me alive.  I rapidly lost all hope.  I nearly forgot who I am.”  Slowly her expression changes to anger followed shortly thereafter to what I always called her ‘patented someone is going to die look.’

I tell her, “I gather from your expression, you’d like to solve the problem when the time comes.”

She starts to agree, but she stops and looks at me pensively before answering.  “I think I’ll stand here and watch.  I think that in a way, he’s like you, Sara, and Selene.”

I say seriously, “Oh!  You do know her name.  I thought you only knew her as the ‘cheerleader with big tits.’  I’m impressed, Leenie.”

She responds by crossing her eyes and sticking her tongue out at me.  “I said ‘melons for boobs.’  Quote me correctly, Jack.”

I chuckle, “Yes, ma’am.”  I hear an electronic sizzle and a scream.  We both turn in time to see L’liana removing the taser prongs from the inside of the guy’s thigh.

Jessica blinks in ten feet on the other side of the guy.  Her balaclava is off, but she doesn’t have a glamour up.  She dumps Mr. Mouthpiece at her feet.  She asks, “Everyone, okay?”

“So far, sweetie,” I answer.  “Where’d you find him?”

“Trina and I were eating some of that delicious food, when numb nuts here came running around the corner towards the subway stop.  I blinked over and gave him a love tap with the taser.  Then I figured you might want him back.  Easy-peasey.  I’m going to go finish my lovely food if that’s okay, Boyfriend.”

I chuckle, “Sure, girlfriend.  Just be careful.  You’re important to me.”   She blinks out and I notice that Kerem is on the ground.  He’s farther along than Eileen was, but with some focus I’m able to get him healed and conscious.  I help him to his feet.

“Danke, Jack,” he tells me once he’s steady on his feet.

“Nichts zu danken,” I respond.  “Kerem, if I can’t help a friend in need, I don’t deserve the good fortune I’ve had.  Really, there is no reason to thank me.”

Kerem says, “I was dying, Jack.”

I nod, “Yes, you were.  We are all dying every day, but you were definitely racing to the finish line.  Let’s focus on living every day, neh?”

Kerem chuckles gently, “Ruhrpott?  I didn’t expect to hear that dialect out of your mouth.  Next you’ll claim to be a Schalke 04 fan.”

“No way,” I gasp.  “I’m a Borussia Dortmund guy to the core!”

He laughs at that.

Eileen and Aslan are talking quietly as he pulls out his phone.  Aslan steps away to make a call.  Kerem sticks his head in the door of the restaurant and rapid fires off a command in Turkish that I once again don’t catch.

I walk over to Mr. Moviestar’s prone body.  I kick his legs open wide, and then I unload a kick into his balls.  He squeals as loudly and shrilly as you might imagine.  I grab him by the scruff of his jacket and drag him to the garbage dumpster and lean him against it.  I squat down in front of him. 

I hold out my hand to L’liana, and she hands me the taser.  She says, “Still has one shot and over 400 jolts left.”  I stick it in the back of my belt.  We use the Taser X2 Professional Series weapon because it gives you two shots without reloading, plus you can use it as a contact stun weapon without expending your ranged weapons.  L’liana just informed me I have one ranged shot if I need it.

Eventually he gasps out.  “I will strip the flesh from your bones, infidel.  You have no idea who you are messing with.”

Without rising, I slap him hard.  One of the advantages of squatting like this is I can still use my legs for leverage.  His face bounces off the dumpster and recoils nearly 180 degrees before he brings it back to center.  When he raises his eyes, I dump the full power of the Summer Court into him while he’s still shocked.  “Listen and obey,” I say in Arabic.  I feel him trying to shake it off, but I have him for the moment.  “You will refrain from using your powers for now, because you don’t need them.  You want to tell me everything to show me how superior you are.  Speak English.  What is your name?”

He doesn’t have the glazed look the influence ability sometimes creates on its subjects.  I have a suspicion that Eileen is correct - he’s one of my race.  I hope the instructions I gave him play to his pride enough to make him want to do it.

He glares at me for a moment before speaking.  “I am Hakim bin Farouk Al-Jaber Al-Sabah.  I am the fourth son of Farouk bin Jaber Al-Sabah.”

I think to myself *Kuwaiti royal family?  Interesting.  I think ‘Bin Jaber’ means he’s well over a hundred years old.*

He continues, “I will soon be my father’s successor.  My powers are growing rapidly, and he gives me all the important assignments.  Then you all will truly know dread!”

“Yes, I reckon so,” I respond.  “I’ve met your father, and he is a top-grade asshole.  Sounds like you aspire to be an even bigger asshole.”

“We will clear your kind from the gene pool!  You are an abomination!” he shouts.

I slap him again hard and push more ‘influence’ into him to reinforce my commands.

He stutters, “H-h-h-how can you do that?” Then he rolls to the side and kicks toward my head.  I get an arm up, but the kick rocks my world.

I roll to my feet as he stands.  He starts doing some flashy flying spin kicks to close the distance.  I gotta admit the kid is fast.  He’s gotta be strong to get that high off the ground, too.  Fortunately for me, I’ve played this game before.  Also, I don’t have any qualms about cheating.

He’s only about six feet away as he launches his third flying, spinning, hooking kick.  I duck and launch under him and snag the kicking leg with my left hand as my right brings the taser around and jolts his family jewels.  This guy is going to be impotent by the time I’m done with him.  It’s probably for the best.

The guy is good!  He gets a foot under him as he lands despite having his balls on fire.  I pivot in place and sweep the foot out with a reverse bow maneuver.  He face plants, but tries to push up off the ground anyway.  I tuck the taser back into my belt.

Since I’m still holding onto his right pant leg, I grab the heel with my right hand and the toe of his shoe with my left.  Once I have his foot secure, I turn it slightly clockwise and hold it against my torso.  Then I get diabolical. 

Imagine a clock where my face is always pointing towards 12:00.  I step through with my left foot over his right leg towards my 2:30.  Then I step with my right foot towards my new 2:30, and there is a loud pop out of his knee and a scream from his mouth.  I start to use the circle walk that Taiji and Pagua practitioners know so well to line up my 12:00 towards his head.  At this point, I figure he’s too distracted to do anything to combat my abilities, so I tell the tissues in his knee to separate as I step on his sacrum.  Then I step between his shoulders and off his body towards my 10:30, bringing his severed lower leg with me.

I turn to face him.  His mouth is making motions like a guppy trying to eat.  I squat down in front of him again and lay the bloody stump down pointing towards his face.

“Hakim, tell me where I can find your father.”

“Don’t worry, infidel.  I will give him your head when he returns home,” he gasps.

“Jack…”  I look up at L’liana.  She’s pointing at his stump.  The miasma is flowing out of his leg in streams.  It looks like it’s trying to form a leg.

I squat down in front of my victim but ask L’liana, “Is it just me, or does that look like some kind of nano-tech construct?  Maybe I’ve seen too much sci-fi.”

She shakes her head, “Nope.  I think you’re right.  Taser.”  She holds out her hand.  I pull it and toss it to her.  She tucks it under her arm before pulling something that looks like a metallic test tube.  She squats next to the miasmatic leg that is trying to grow.  Then she shocks it three times with the Taser.  Hakim jumps each time.  Then L’liana tucks the taser back under her arm and scrapes some of the ‘miasma matter’ into the test tube and plugs it.  She secures that in her clutch. 

The new leg that was growing now lies like a pile of dust, but a new one starts shortly thereafter.  I watch what Hakim’s brain is doing.  His frontal cortex is still working, so he’s trying to think of a way out of this.  But his limbic system is going crazy.  Apparently the miasma for healing is controlled there.  Based on how he used it earlier on Eileen, Kerem, myself, and his guys, I surmise he can use it as a weapon, too.  That means conscious control.

I call out, “Eileen, if you cough anything out of your lungs or blow anything out of your nose, give samples of it to Lili, too.  I would like to know if the destructive miasma is different from the healing one.  You and Kerem are most likely to have some in you still.”

“Okay, Jack.  So far, nothing,” she responds.

L’liana says, “I suspect you ‘removed’ the ‘miasma,’ as you called it first before healing.  There’s probably nothing left.

I keep watching his brain.  It seems to dim over time.

“Lili, shock the regrowing leg again.”

She does until it’s all laying there as a powder.  The activity in Hakim’s limbic center is diminishing slowly - like he’s running out of energy.

L’liana says, “I have his home address.  It’s the Kuwaiti Tower Hotel in Kuwait City.  His father rules from the top four floors.  I got images of semitic-looking people that were very pretty.  I’m guessing Sidhe.  I also got an image of some rustic, nomadic-looking gents held in glass tubes.  Robes and all that.”

I hear a gasp behind me to the right.  I see Zandra standing there.

Zandra asks, “How many?”  She’s got a beautiful alto voice.

L’liana replies, “It looked like three, but I got the impression there were ranks of tubes behind them.”  Then she looks back to me. “I also learned his father is in eastern Turkey right now.  If I understood correctly, he's looking for more of the nomads and dragons.”

Hakim whimpers as I stand up and step away from him.  I ask, “Dragons?” 

L’liana nods, “He imagined hundreds of flying dragons.  More like the Chinese style than the western.”

Zandra says, “There are probably fewer than twelve left in the world.” 

We all turn to look at her.  I just realized she’s speaking English, and her words are a bigger shock.

I ask Zandra, “Dragons exist?”

She nods slowly, “Yes.  As do the Djinn.”

“Djinn?” I ask like a moron.

She doesn’t say anything, but her eyes begin to glow and swirl.  Then she explodes into a puff of air that blows past me before she materializes equidistant between myself, L’liana, and Hakim.  Then she says, “Yes.  Djinn.”

Zandra turns to L’liana, “Can you show me the ‘nomadic men’ you mentioned?  I think they may be my people.”

L’liana nods, and shortly thereafter Zandra falls to the ground sobbing.

I decide to see what my abilities do to Hakim now.  I reach down and grasp his right hand.  I identify the nerve paths for pain, touch, pressure, and heat.  I light up the ones for heat and pain.  Hakim screams with renewed vigor until I stop stimulating them.

Conversationally, I say, “Hakim.  I would like to know about the Djinn in your glass tubes.  How many do you have in captivity?”

He gasps, “Bugger off, infidel!”

I light up the nerves again for a five count.  “Hakim, I think you underestimate how much I want to know this information.  Tell me, please.”

He shakes his head and clamps his lips tight.  I place my right hand on his head and light up the heat and pain nerves in his whole body while I count to ten.

I remove my hand from his head.  “Please, Hakim.  Please tell me.  Unlike your father, I don’t enjoy torturing people.  I would rather forgive you and set you free to become a better man than him.  Please tell me.”

He sobs, “Twenty-seven.  We have twenty-seven males.  We killed four of them trying to capture them, and one suffocated before we figured out how to ensure they got sufficient oxygen without giving them an avenue of escape.  We have not yet found any females.  That’s what father is looking for.”

I lay my hand on his head again as he lays his forehead on the cobblestones.  “Hakim, somewhere inside your mind is a little boy who just wants the love and approval of his father.  I’m sorry you chose evil and dread as the method to get that love and approval.  Your father will never love you.  I doubt he loves anyone other than himself.  I’m going to show you what you are missing out on.”

I let warm loving energy flow into him from the contact point of my hand.  He gasps and looks up to me with tears streaming down his face.  He wails.  At that point I tell him, “I forgive you for the evil you have done, Hakim.  Now I will set you free.”  I send my will into his cranium and vertebrae.  Then I make them grow lightening fast - each of his vertebra grows a sharp shelf in the hole that severs the spinal column, and the cranium grows long spikes that pierce his brain.  He’s dead in an instant.

I reach out to his spirit with my will and wrap it in a warm loving embrace.  I call out into the night, “Hakim, you are free, and you are forgiven.  I hope the powers of the afterlife will pull you towards a more loving existence.  I will name a child after you in the hope he will balance the wrong you have done in this life.  Go forth and be a force for good, Hakim.  I will remember you.”

I release my will and I feel him slowly move away from me.


13 - Djinn

I look at Aslan.  “Did your people get Malia?  If not, I’ll go get her now,” I say in German.

“The security staff from my import-export business have gone to get her,” he says.  “I would like to go meet her at the port.” 

I nod my agreement.  “Yes.” 

Aslan says, “I need to pee first.  Meet out front in five minutes.”

“Sounds good,” I respond.

Zandra walks up and grasps my hand.  I turn to look at her, and she genuflects.  “Lord, on behalf of my people, I pledge our service to you.  I am one of seven remaining Djinn females on this earth.  Only six of us are still of child-bearing age.  There were only thirty-two males left - now twenty-seven.  We are becoming extinct.  We were here before your people arrived on this planet.  I am the last child born, and I am forty-three years old.  I offer my people to your service.  In return, I beg that you don’t let us all die.”

I kneel on the ground in front of her.  “Zandra, I need to know more about you and your people.  However, I accept your pledge.  I pull Eventide and cut her hand and mine, then I grip her hand so our blood mingles.  “For your service, I offer my service.  For your people, I offer you my own.  Your family now includes my family.  Welcome.”  I heal the wounds in our hands and lean forward to gently kiss her lips. 

I say to everyone present.  “Let’s go rescue Malia.”

I help Zandra up, and L’liana wraps an arm around Zandra.  She tells the Djinn, “Come with us sweetheart.  I’m a Jack’s sixth wife.  I speak for the women of the family here - wives, concubines, and all other females in the family.  You are welcome.”

Eileen hugs them both.  “Zandra, I am Eileen.  I am Jack’s fiancé, and I will be his seventh wife.  Welcome to the family.”  Each of the ladies kiss her cheek, and Zandra blushes. 

I hear Eileen say, “You’re riding with us, Zandra.  I’m sure Jack will want to learn more about your people.  The harbor isn’t far, but you can give him a good start.”

While the ladies are getting acquainted, I check out the first guy we interrogated.  He’s dead and cold.

Then I check ‘Mr. Mouthpiece.’  One of Berek’s guys taped him up while I was playing with Hakim.  They went a little overboard.  I think Berek must have been seriously pissed off.  There are multiple wraps around his eyes and mouth.  His nose is barely clear to breath.  His long beard is caught in the tape they wrapped around his arms and chest.   Below his neck he is nearly wrapped up like a mummy.  I bet they used a whole roll of duct tape on him.

I ‘remove’ the tape from his eyes.  I ask him in Arabic, “Can you understand me?”

He tries to nod his affirmation.

“Do you know who the Dread Lord is?”  I monitor his brain and look for a connection to see if my buddy Farouk tries to scramble his brain.

Mr. Mouth nods again.  I don’t sense anything.  Maybe he was connected to Hakim.

“Were you serving Hakim?”  He nods.

“Could the Dread Lord talk to you in his head since you began serving Hakim?”  I get a slight shake.

“Before?”  A slight shake.  Maybe the communicators don’t embed that connection like the watchbands do.

“Do you believe in the Dread Lord’s cause?”  He nods tentatively.  I nod in return as I step back from him.  Then I use my mind to slowly lift his supine body straight into the air.  I keep his body parallel to the ground and roll him over so he can look in my eyes.

His eyes are so round I’m afraid they might pop.  I cross my arms.  “What am I going to do with you?”  I nod once and begin to slowly ‘influence’ in the manner of the Winter Court. 

I tell him, “You will no longer serve anyone in the Al-Sabah family from this moment forward.  You will remember all of the mean and evil things Farouk bin Jaber Al-Sabah and his direct family did to you, your family, his family, his servants and their families, and legions of people that had done nothing to him.  This will only reinforce the idea that you want nothing to do with his line.  You feel remorse for kidnapping Malia Çakmak, and you decide that you will serve Aslan Çakmak for the rest of your days to atone for the sins you committed upon him.  You will perform charitable works in the community in the Çakmak family’s name.  You will be an example for all Muslim people of the prophet’s guidance to be charitable.  You will be kind.  You will use love as your primary tool for solving problems.  Is that clear?”

I hear Aslan behind me, “What if I don’t want him?”

I answer Aslan as I slowly set Mouthpiece on his feet, “Then find a family that needs manpower, and instruct him to serve you by helping them.” 

I ‘remove’ the tape from his body, but the hair still sticks to it.  I touch his head, and I will his body to release all hair from its follicles.  The tape all falls in a pile around him.

I ask him, “What is your name?”

He drops to his feet and kisses my boots.  “I am Ali bin Hamadi, Lord.”

“Rise, Ali.  From this moment forward you serve me by serving and protecting my friend, Aslan.  You may grow your beard, but you must keep it trimmed short.  Anything else is just a display of pride and false humility.  You will be neat and clean at all times.  You will work hard.  You will atone for your sins.  I forgive you for trying to harm my friends and family.  May Allah have mercy on your soul.” 

I tell Ali, “Start by disposing of your colleague’s body.  Hakim killed him.  Ensure his body is properly cared for according to the law of Islam.”

Aslan says, “Kerem will wrap the body and put it on ice until your return, Ali.”

I turn and walk past Aslan.  I tell him, “I’ll meet you out front.  I’ve got at least a liter of piss to get rid of.”

He chuckles as I walk past.

* * *

L’liana and Jessica are finishing up their meals when I get out to the trucks.   Aslan’s staff are waiting out front by a pair of Mitsubishi Pajero’s, the European equivalent of the US Montero.

I get a WhatsApp text message from Yuri that the bill was paid by a Visa registered to Hakim bin Farouk Al-Jaber Al-Sabah.  Last known location was the Penthouse suite of the Maratim hotel.  I send a note back thanking him and tell him to send me the bill.

I stand in the open door of my SUV and pull on my shoulder rig.  I put the suppressor on the Sig automatic, function check it, load it, and chamber a round before I decock, safe, and holster it.  Eventide goes into the scabbard of the shoulder rig.  I pull my car coat back on.  Eileen roots around in her shopping bag and pulls out a neck scarf in thin grey fleece.  She tosses it to me saying, “Put that on, Jack.  It will help fight off the cold and protect your throat in case of a garotte.”

I chuckle and say “Yes, dear” as I think that Durec is probably much more utilitarian than the scarf.

*Probably not warmer, Lord,* I hear him whisper in my mind.

*I don’t know, Durec.  I remember you being quite good at keeping me warm,* Eliana whispers back.   I don’t know how a soul in a magical mail shirt of armor manages to convey a blush, but I definitely sense it as Eliana giggles.

I wrap the scarf around my neck and fold it into a loose knot.

I give Trina a wet kiss and slide my hand inside her pants to squeeze her firm tushy.  I hold her close.  “Are you okay, Pet?”

“Yes, Master.  I was concerned about your safety and Eileen’s.   Otherwise, I just missed being near you.”  She finishes by kissing me again.  I pull my hand out of her pants. 

I give L’liana and Jessica deep passionate kisses before we all mount up.   Zandra snags a hug from me before I hold her door open and get her settled.  Then I hustle around and mount up.  Eileen takes off before I get the door closed to catch Aslan’s party. 

I look over the seat to catch Zandra’s eyes.  “Aslan told me you were a friend of the family.  Your story earlier seemed to contradict that.  Tell me your story.”

She nods at me, and her eyes hold mine as she marshals her thoughts.  “My name is Zandra Sadik.  It means ‘true protector of humanity.’  I was born in Eastern Anatolia a little over forty-three years ago in an area that my parents knew as “Western Armenia” near the city of Erzurum.  My father is Sadik Sadik and my mother is Zahra Sadik.  At the time of my conception both were over three hundred years old.  We are Djinn, or the ‘People of the Wind.’  As I said, I am the last child born to the People of the Wind.  Our homeland is a valley in the Armenian Highlands.  It’s a very dry place - most of the moisture we get is from the winter snows.”

She pauses for just a moment.  “My people are not Muslims, but we publicly live according to Turkish Islamic custom to blend in.  We worship the Four Winds and the Earth Mother.  It makes sense when you consider we are spirits of air embodied in human form.  Because of my father’s reputation as a devout man, he was favored by a merchant in the city.  He gained greater favor because the People helped protect the merchant’s convoys through the mountains.  Banditry is a constant problem.  As a result, the merchant helped my father arrange for me to come to Germany for an education.  I was twenty years old, but looked much younger.  I presented myself as an orphaned 14-year old girl related to a Turkish resident of Düsseldorf.  The merchant connected me with appropriate officials at the German Consulate in Izmir.  That allowed me to emigrate to Germany.  A family in Düsseldorf with the same surname took me in.   My foster father works for Aslan Çakmak.  My father worked with Aslan to smuggle gold bars to my foster family to offset the costs of raising me.  I graduated with a degree from the University in Köln in business and horticulture.  ‘Uncle Aslan’ got me a job with Berek while I work part-time as a horticulturist in a local hydroponics garden.”

She holds up her finger, “Education is important, but the main reason I was sent west was to find indications of the People or your people elsewhere in the world.  We have only six women of an age to still conceive and bear children.  There are only twenty-seven males to breed us, and apparently the Grey have them.  Even if we were together, we are all related to each other.  We’ve had children born that didn’t survive due to birth defects.  We need new genetic material in our gene pool.  The situation is made more difficult in that we can breed with Humans, Dwarves, Sidhe, and Elves, but none of those pairings will result in a Djinn.  We can’t procreate with Dragons.  The times we’ve bred our women with Greys created something similar to a Djinn, but darker, evil.  We had to hunt them down and kill them.  Every one.  There are none left.  I need to find another enclave of Djinn or a Green.  Someone like you.”  Her eyes remain locked on mine.

I ask, “What happens when a Djinn male breeds a woman of the Grey or the Green?”

Zandra answer is, “We have no stories of that ever happening.”

I have another question.  “What kind of signs are you looking for that would indicate another enclave of Djinn?”

She says, “Frequent thermals.  In the US you sometimes call them ‘dust devils.’  Not tornados, but small cyclones that rise from the ground.  Dry climate is typical, especially with mountains surrounding an open dry plain.  The central states in the US between the Mississippi River and the Rocky Mountains, the American Southwest, the Pampas of Argentina, the Xinjiang province of China, the south of Mongolia and the plains of Inner Mongolia in China, and a few other parts of the Eurasian Steppe from Kazakhstan, through Turkmenistan, and Uzbekistan to the Altai range.  We’ve looked in Xinjiang and Uzbekistan with no luck.  Kazakhstan and Turkmenistan haven’t yielded any leads, but we haven’t done a very thorough survey.  Our Dragon contact discourages us from going into it.  We thought we had a lead in Mongolia when I was ten years old, but we never actually found anyone.”

“We get a lot of thermals in Arizona,” I tell her.  “That’s where we live.”

Eileen says, “I currently live in Maryland, but I anticipate moving to Arizona soon.”  She reaches for me, and I clasp her hand and kiss it.

I look back at Zandra, “You said that Dragons exist.  What can you tell me about them?”

She looks at me, “You don’t know?”

I tell her, “Until November, I never heard of Greens, Greys, Elves, Sidhe - any of it.”

She looks puzzled, “I thought you have powers like the Green Lords of old.  How have you done that in two months?”

I shrug, “I don’t know.  I met a young Sidhe woman in mid-September.  She was the Crystal of the Summer Court.  We worked ourselves into a passionate fog, and before I knew what was happening I was eating a huge mouthful of her flesh.  Then she ‘influenced’ me to forget.  I now have six wives and twenty concubines.  All have given me at least one bite of flesh, which seems to help strengthen my abilities.  I train as often as I can.  I began to manifest powers in mid-November.  By mid-December I had pretty good control on healing and putting people to sleep, moving anything organic, and I also inherited the Elven ability to blink - or teleport.  I already knew how to fight from my time as a soldier and as a lifelong student of martial arts.  Putting that all together makes me pretty formidable.  The love and support of my family makes me very formidable.”

“Hmm,” Zandra exclaims.  “So you weren’t raised by a Green community?”

“No.  As far as I know, there are no Green communities.  The last Green Lord died over 4,000 years ago.  I’m a fluke,” I tell her.

She frowns, “Well, the Greys have been a consistent force in the Arabian peninsula and Turkey for centuries.”  She looks at me frankly, “The People have a very strong tradition of oral history.  Let me share it with you.”  She pauses for a moment.  “I can only do this in Persian or Turkish.”

“Turkish,” I say.  “I’m assuming you mean Farsi, when you say Persian.   I don’t speak Farsi at all.”  I look at Eileen.  “You?”

Eileen says, “About enough to ask for directions and order dinner.  Let’s go for Turkish.  I’ll help with translations, Jack.”

“Turkish it is,” I say.

Zandra says, “Okay…” then she switches to Turkish.  “Listen well and you will hear...the story of how from the sky the Grey people came here.”


14 - The Ballad of the Grey People from the Sky

Long ago when humans barely walked on two feet, the People and the small hairy beings were plentiful in all the lands.  The People were the guardians of humanity, game was plentiful, the Earth Mother was generous, and the Four Winds blessed all of us.

One cycle during this golden period, in the last moon of the snows, a large, burning rock fell from the sky into the mountains between the hunting grounds of the People and the great sea of black water.  The People saw the rock burn into the mountains and sent a hunting party to investigate.

The hunting party rode the winds into the foothills, but then they had to climb.  The mountains of the black water sea were steep and rugged.  The party climbed.  They slipped.  They struggled.  As the People do, they helped each other, and so the party slowly made its way to the burning rock. 

After two days of struggle, the party achieved its goal to find the burning rock.  It was bigger than the two largest villages of the People combined.  The hunting party broke into four teams and surrounded the sky rock from the directions of the Four Winds.  They watched throughout the day.  They watched throughout the night.  They ate trail foods.  They drank sparingly from their water bags.  They went downwind and downhill to relieve themselves.  They took turns sleeping. 

On the second day, in the time of the rising sun, the sky rock split open.  Three beings came out of the sky rock.  They were not like the people.  They stood on clawed feet.  They had clawed hands.  They stood on their feet like the People, but they were covered in scales like a snake.  They had short snouts, somewhat like beasts with sharp teeth.  They had tails like lizards.  One had horns on its head.  One had pointed ears.  The last had a tail hanging from its chin like a chicken, or a man’s beard. 

The one with the pointed ears raised its snout to the east and sniffed.  It smelled the trail foods.  It growled.  The others growled in response.  They launched up the slope to hunt the eastern team of the People.  As the beasts approached, the hunters prepared to defend themselves.  They raised their spears. 

The beasts sprang up the slopes.  As the beasts closed on the party, the vapor of their breathe hit the faces of the team.  Then our brave hunters rode the wind.  The beasts landed in the team’s site, but the hunters were riding the wind.  They were not there.

And then our hunters rode the wind among the beasts.  They appeared, driving their spears into the beasts.  The beasts whirled on the team.   The team rode the wind.  The team appeared and poked their spears into the beasts before disappearing into a whirlwind.  The beasts chased the whirlwinds. 

The beast with the beard was wounded badly.  It roared its pain to the Four Winds.  It leaped off the side of the mountain.  As it fell towards the ground, it grew.  It grew wings.  The winds carried it into the sky. 

The beast with the pointed ears was wily.  It acted more grievously wounded than it was.  It listened to the winds.  It sniffed the air.  It smelled a hunter coming at his side.  As the hunter arrived on a gust of wind, the beast grew and snapped its large jaws and caught the hunter in his teeth.  The beast jumped into the air and glided down to the sky rock.  The beast with horns leapt into the air to join it.

As the beasts landed, the hunters of the team gathered.  The other teams of the hunting party  saw their comrade in the maw of the beast.  The other beast reached in to tear off a limb.  The party was aghast.

Each of the teams of the party leapt as one into the wind.  They rode the winds to the landing spot of the sky rock.  Some hunters rode the winds to the flanks of the beasts.  Other hunters rode the winds to the backs of the beasts.  Some jumped off the wind above the backs of the beasts and rode their spears into the flesh of the beasts.  Spears repeatedly pierced the flesh of the beasts.  Their roars of pain echoed across the mountainside.

The Party grabbed the broken body of their brother.  They carried his body into the wind.

Two teams stayed downwind from the sky rock.  They never saw the bearded beast return.  They did see beings come out of the sky rock.  They looked like the People.  There were two varieties of beings.  There were some that were tall and broad of shoulder.  They looked like mighty hunters with fierce expressions.  The others were also well-formed.  They looked like the people, but they were beautiful.  The males and females of these beings both possessed beauty to take the air from your lungs.  Other beast people joined them.

The headman of the fierce ones went to the wounded beasts and killed them.  Then they butchered them.  All the people of the sky rock ate the flesh of their friends.

Our hunting party was sick from the sight.  The people of the sky rock ate their own people!  These would not be our friends.  The hunting party returned home to report to the villages.

Three moons later, the beast with the beard landed outside one of the People’s villages.  It brought a yak to the village.  It brought another every day for a whole moon.  It continued to come back to visit the People regularly.  Over many seasons the beast learned our language.

Over many seasons, the People watched for the Skyrock People.  They would appear sometimes to hunting parties.  The People avoided them.  Sometimes our hunters would get attacked by the fierce hunters of the Skyrock People.  The fierce ones would blow grey smoke from their eyes and mouths on our hunters.  The smoke would steal the air of our hunters.  It would burn our hunters’ skin.  The fierce hunters of the Skyrock People came to be known as the Grey People.

After many seasons, a group of the beautiful Skyrock People came to the People.  They asked for help to escape the Grey People.  They bred our women.  We bred their women.  No Djinn were born.  All babies were of the beautiful people.  The People guided them to the west.  They settled at the isthmus between the sea of black water and the sea of warm water.

Over many seasons the beast with the beard began to bring others of its kind.  We came to call them Dracha.  They became our allies.

Over many, many seasons the humans came to resemble the People more.  They bred with the beautiful ones.  They bred with the Grey People.  Sometimes the People bred with humans, but no Djinn were born. 

Over many seasons, one of the fierce ones was born without the grey smoke.  This fierce one began to hunt the others with a green fire.  The Green Man hunted the Grey People.  He killed them and burned their bodies.  He took many wives among the beautiful Skyrock people.  He befriended the short hairy people.  He bred women of the People.  Djinn were born!

The Djinn, Brownies, Sidhe, and Dracha all came to live and work together to hunt down the Grey People.  Over many seasons, the Grey People disappeared.

It was a golden time when game was plentiful, the Earth Mother was generous, and the Four Winds blessed all of us.

* * *

“Hmmm.” I scratch my chin as we park at the harbor.  “So I’m a mutation, and the Dread Lord is the norm?”

Zandra says, “Well...yes.  And it gives some credence to the whole ‘ancient aliens’ conspiracies thing.”

Eileen laughs.  I’m not sure what to think about this.  Oh well.

“Let’s talk more about this later,” I say.  “It’s time to rescue Malia.”

I look at Zandra, “By the way, do you know where Abu bin Hassan is?

She chuckles, “Of course, my lord.  He is at my apartment.  Seriously.  I stumbled across him when I was walking home from work.  He’s stable for now.  I have an admirer from Syria that is a doctor.  He gave Abu the same treatment he would have received in the Emergency Room.”

I shake my head and get out of the car.  That was easy.

I’m feeling ready for battle despite the whole ‘lift the bad guy with your mind’ thing earlier.  Either I’m getting stronger, or the love of my ladies has really filled my reservoir well.

*Both, I think,* Eliana whispers in my mind.

Trina, Eileen, and Zandra stay with the cars.  I and my Elven ladies walk over to Aslan’s car and watch from there as Ali walks up to the guards on the gangplank.


15 - Two rescues in one hour

The two goons on the gangplank don’t recognize Ali at first due to the loss of all his hair.  Once he starts yelling at them, they get the picture.  Interestingly enough, they don’t take any shit off him.  There’s much waving of hands and pointing of the submachine guns the goons have slung on their shoulders.

I have a diabolical thought.  I grin and look at L’liana. 

She says, “Husband?  What are you going to do?”

I tell her, “I just thought of a new use for blinking.  Let’s find out if it works.”

She gasps, “No…” as I look back towards the goons and blink.

I blink right behind them on the gangplank and grab them by the scruff of their jackets, and blink to the bow of the barge.  Then I look up and try to blink about 100 feet straight up.

I think I misjudged because the barge looks about the size of my thumbnail, but I release my captives anyway.  Then I blink back behind Aslan’s SUV.

Fortunately, I hadn’t fallen very far before I blinked, but even so I rolled as I landed.  I got back to my feet and joined my ladies. 

I wrap an arm around each and murmur, “This should be interesting.”

About that time the two goons scream into the bow of the barge and buckle the deck.  There is a red mist hanging over the prow.  Ali runs to the cabin of the barge and starts calling out.  A guy comes out of the cabin; Ali gestures wildly towards the gangplank and the bow.  I can make out occasional words but they are talking really fast and screaming a lot.  The guy from the cabin runs toward the bow as Ali ducks inside the cabin.  One of Aslan’s guys from the second vehicle circles around us with a silencer-clad rifle.  He leans on the hood and sights in.  As the third guard stands up from inspecting his colleagues to vomit, there’s dull pop, and then the guy drops.

“Nice shooting,” I tell the shooter in Turkish.  He stands and nods to me as he heads to the back vehicle.

I blink to the cabin of the barge.  L’liana and Jessica blink in right after me with weapons drawn.

I call out in Arabic, “Ali?  Where are you?”

I hear his muffled reply, “In the captain’s quarters with the prisoner.”

I step past the con and take the stairs down into the sleeping quarters.  I spot Malia tied up on the bed trying to kick Ali every time he reaches for her.

I chuckle.  In German I tell her, “Malia, Schätzchen!  He’s trying to free you!”

She gasps in joyous surprise when she looks at me.  “Uncle Jack!”

I walk to her, touch the ropes around her legs, and ‘remove’ them.  They pool around her feet in a loose coil.  I tell her, “Your papa is outside.  I promised him I would find you.  Ali is helping me.” 

I reach behind her and ‘remove’ the ropes around her wrists.  She wraps her arms around me and squeezes me tightly as I lift her off the bed and set her on her feet.   I try to step away, but she holds onto my shoulders as she looks at me. 

Malia says in nearly accentless English, “Damn, Uncle Jack.  When did you go get all hot?” 

L’liana says, “Right?”  She and Jessica chuckle as Malia takes them in.  She stares at Jessica’s pointed ears and nearly dark grey skin.

I tell Ali in Arabic, “Good job, Ali.  Please let Aslan know that Malia is safe and that I’m bringing her out.”

He nods and gently brushes past my two ladies in the doorway.

Malia says to my ladies, “Hello.”  She asks Jessica, “Are you an Elf?”

L’liana says, “We both are.”  She drops her glamour so Malia can see her ears.

I say, “Malia, this is my wife L’liana and my girlfriend Jessica.”  They each wave when I mention their names.

L’liana asks, “Jack can we keep her?  She’s absolutely stunning.  She would fit into the seraglio easily.”

Malia says, “I could be second wife!  No problem at all.  Is he great in bed?”

Both of my ladies say “Yes!” as I say “Whoa!”

L’liana says, “I’m actually wife number six.”

Malia says, “Okay.  I’ll be number seven.”  I palm my face.

Jessica says, “Number seven is spoken for, and I am certain you don’t want to get between Eileen and her ‘number seven’ slot.”

Malia responds, “Oh!  I figured she was already number one.  She came with Uncle Jack to visit a couple of times.”

I tell Malia, “You are going back to your family who has been pulling their hair out.  Clear, Schätzchen?”

“Uncle Jack!  I want to stay with you!”

“No, honey.  I’ve got some dangerous stuff to do.  I don’t want you anywhere near that.”

“But you brought your wife and girlfriend,” she reasons.  “It can’t be that dangerous.”

I laugh and scoop her up into a bridal carry, “Schätzchen, you have no idea what you’re saying.  They are both highly trained and dangerous.  They’re here to pull me out of trouble if I get in over my head.”

She wraps her arms around my neck and leans on my shoulder.  I start up the stairs as she huffs, “As if.  Papa always called you ‘Jack the Hunter.’  He said of all the dangerous people on the planet, you are the LAST one he would want to piss off.”

“Here, here!” exclaims Jessica.  L’liana just giggles.

I call over my shoulder, “Glamours, ladies!”

There’s a short moment of quiet and then I hear them in unison, “Yes, my Lord.”  I know they have cheesy grins on their faces without even looking.  Malia is watching them over my shoulder.  Suddenly all three ladies start giggling shrilly.

I shake my head as I carefully maneuver Malia through the corridors and portals to the deck of the barge.  I tread my way gently across the gangplank and tell Malia, “You will behave Schätzchen, or I will pitch you into the harbor.”

She murmurs into my neck, “Yes, Uncle Jack.”

As soon as I step off the gangplank the little minx starts nibbling on my neck with way too much expertise for me to accept from my ‘little niece.’  I swat her ass, and she lurches in my arms.

“Get ready to get down, brat!”

“Yes, Uncle Jack,” she says innocently.  I set her down on her feet, and she runs to her Papa’s SUV.

As Aslan steps out to catch his flying daughter, L’liana and Jessica hook their arms through mine.  L’liana says, “She wasn’t joking, Jack.  That girl is in love with you.  She actually said in her mind, ‘I can’t wait for him to make me a real woman.’  She is going to keep pressuring you.”

Jessica adds, “I don’t need to be a mind reader to see that.  She’ll be on our doorstep about the time we move into the new house.”

I laugh, “No way.  Her father has her passport locked away for just such an eventuality.  He raised it as an issue when she was fourteen.   That was how I told him to control it.”

Jessica says with surety, “She will be there.  If she does, I’m proposing to you.  I want to be in line before that child wears you out.”  Both ladies chuckle some more.

“And our new Djinn friend wants the same,” L’liana says as she pokes my ribs.

“Yeah, I picked up on that.  I think for her it’s more of a matter of survival for her people,” I say.

“Nope,” says Jessica.  “She’s in for the long haul.  I think she would abandon her people to their fate if you asked her to.”

I stop by Aslan and Malia.  “My friend, I am going to drop off Zandra and head back to our hotel.  I need some sleep before I go on a hunt.”

“Good night, my friend,” Aslan says.  “Thank you for finding her and bringing her back to me.”

I pat his shoulder and say, “Increase security around all your family until I have dealt with the boss of these guys.  Be safe, my friend.”  I caress the Malia’s back and kiss her cheek.  “Stay safe, Schätzchen!”

We hustle off to our respective vehicles and mount up.  Zandra gives Eileen directions and we head to her apartment.

I hear L’liana’s voice in my head, *Malia was imagining what it would be like to suck your cock when you kissed her cheek, my Lord Husband.*

I shrug and decide to play along, *Did it seem like she knew what she was doing?*

I hear her giggle in my mind, *Actually, she seemed quite expert.  Maybe that’s how she’s been scratching her itch while she dreams of you, Jack!*

I respond, *I bet it made you wet thinking of her sucking my cock while you watched.  Maybe you were thinking about me fingering your pussy while she did it?*

*(Gasp) Oh yes, Lord Husband!  Play with me while you fuck all your women!*

*And then take you last, Lili?*

*(Moan) Ye-e-e-essss, Lord Husband!*

I grin in the darkness and caress Eileen’s leg.  *Maybe me fucking you while you eat Eileen’s pussy!*

*(Whining moan) Oh yes, please!  Oh shit, I said that out loud, too.  Now Trina is going to want all the details!*

*Go ahead.  If Eileen won’t play, you know Trina will.*

*True, Husband.  Tonight before we go to sleep, I’m going to need a little orgasmic activity to help me drop off! (purr)*

*Deal, beloved Lili.*

*(Sigh)  I love you so much, Jack!  It shouldn’t get stronger every day, but it does.*

*As does my love for you, Lili.  Bye for now, Beloved.*

Zandra guides us to reverse our route to drive back towards SABO restaurant from the harbor.  We turn right on Kühlwetterstraße and follow it down to Brehmstraße and use it to circle around the Nördliche Düssel park in the median of Kühlwetterstraße’s northbound lane.  About half-way back to Grünerstraße we find parking spots along the street.

Zandra leads Eileen and myself into the residence‘s entrance.

I tell her, “Tell Abu bin Hassan, that you’ve brought a healer.”

Zandra stops on the sidewalk and looks at me.  “I won’t lie to him, Jack.  Not even for you.”

Eileen wraps an arm around her.  “It’s not a lie, Zandra.  Jack healed me.  I understand he has healed most of the girls and Goblins at one point or another.  It’s a power of the Green Lord.”

I smile, “Look at you getting all informed, Leenie.”

Eileen grins.  Then she asks, “Jessica said you resurrected her.  That was a joke, right, Jack?”

I shake my head slowly.  “No, Leenie.  That is probably the most awesome feat I’ve managed to date.”  Her surprise shows on her face.

Zandra appears awed.  She says, “That will be hard to top, Jack.”  She starts walking again towards the front door of her building.

I mutter behind her, “I would be very happy if I never have to do that again.”

Zandra leads us up three flights of stairs to the back door on the right.  She pulls a key and leads us inside.  She calls out in Arabic, “Abu, it’s Zandra.  I brought a healer.”

I hear a gruff voice call out in the same language, “I don’t need a doctor.  I need a cigarette and the Green Lord.”  Zandra walks down a hall and into a bedroom.  Eileen follows, and I trail behind.

I recognize Abu bin Hassan from surveillance photos and the one time I had him in a sniper scope for about one second.  He’s focused on Eileen, and he looks like he’s looking for a weapon.

I speak in Arabic to draw his attention, “Peace be unto you, Mr. Hassan.  I believe you wanted to speak to me.”

He stares at me for a moment before he responds.  “And unto you peace, Mr. Jerome.”

I tell him, “It seems strange to finally meet you with no intent to kill you after all the years I hunted you.  I understand you were injured by the US government.  Will you allow me to heal you?”

He says dismissively, “The doctor took the bullet out.  It will heal over time.”

I shrug, “True, but you will not heal completely.  You will likely have pain from the wound.  I can heal you as though you were never injured.  Will you let me?  I barely have to touch you.”

I can see he is struggling to accept this from me.  I try a different tact.

I walk over slowly, kneel down in front of him, and bow in the Japanese fashion.  Then I put my left foot on the ground and extend my right hand.  “Mr. Hassan, please forgive my poor manners.  My name is Jacques Guillaume Jerome.  Please call me Jack.”

He warily leans forward to clasp my hand.  His hand feels like it’s on fire.  I assess him and find that he has an infection in the wound and a relatively high fever.  That’s not all. 

He says, “Jack, my name is Abu bin Hassan.  Please call me Abu.”

“I am honored, Abu.  I want you to know that your bullet wound is infected and has given you a relatively high fever.  There are still fragments of the bullet in the wound.  If you just hold my hand like this, I will have you healed and healthy in ten minutes.  Will you allow me?”

He nods.  I tell him, “Remove the bandage.”  Zandra darts in with scissors, cuts the gauze bandages, and pulls them all away from the wound.  The wound is an angry red with striations running away from the stitched bullet hole.

I start by ‘removing’ the stitches.  Pus runs out of the wound.  I ‘remove’ it and drop it on a magazine on the bedside table.  Then I ‘remove’ the remaining three bullet fragments.  Afterward I try to call all of the bacteria in the actual wound into the remaining pus from the wound before ‘removing’ that pus as well.  I follow up by reminding the tissues how they were meant to be, and I start to pour healing energy into his body.  I energize his lymph nodes to release more white blood cells to attack the bacteria.  My eyes cast a pale green light despite the lamps in the room.

“Zandra, please bring a big glass of water for Abu.”

Zandra hurries out of the room.  I monitor the progress of his healing and continue to pour a trickle of healing energy into Abu. The wound is closing rapidly as Zandra returns.

I look into my patient’s eyes.  I can see the green glow reflecting off his face. “Abu, drink all of this water quickly, and then Zandra is going to bring you another.  You will also drink that one as fast as you can.  The wound is better now, but I need to monitor the infection.  I got most of the infection out of the actual wound, but there’s still bacteria in your bloodstream.  I’m causing your body to release all of the white blood cells from your lymph nodes to attack the bacteria in your body.  I’m tempted to energize your bone marrow to create more white blood cells, but I’m not sure if you need more or not.  So, I think we keep pushing the water and monitor your temperature.  Does that work for you?”

Abu asks, “Did you know I’m a doctor?”

“Yes, Abu.  I read that in your file when I was hunting you,” I tell him.

He continues, “I am equally amazed and appalled at what you are doing.”

I’m confused. “Why’s that?”

He shakes his head ruefully, “I’m a doctor, but I have killed and maimed well over 200 people.  I sent my family to kill you.  You are a hunter of men, an assassin, and soldier.  Yet here you are healing me and treating me with kindness.  It’s humbling, Jack.”

I snort.  “Well Abu, in November I was riding with two of my ladies when we were followed by a pair of suspicious bikers.  I immediately blamed you and vowed to hunt you down and kill your whole line.  I subsequently was humbled to learn that you had nothing to do with it.”  Then I shrug, “On the positive side, I didn’t have to wait to kill the asshats trying to hurt my ladies.”

Abu chuckles at that.  “I can appreciate that.”  Then he looks me in the eye.  “I’ve wanted to kill you for so long that I’m at a loss about how to deal with you now.  It was bad enough before I sent my cousin and my nephew on those two teams to kill you.  We never did find the bodies.”

“You never will,” I tell him.  “I didn’t desecrate their bodies despite the temptation, and I made sure they were dead, clean, and blessed before they went into the wood chipper.  I treated them with more respect than I wanted to given our history.

“I suspected you did something like that to dispose of them.  An investigation wouldn’t help you blend in as a ‘standard, boring, IT guy,’ would it?”

I hold his eyes and slowly shake my head.  “You gotta understand, that I was sick of the killing long before I left the service.  I didn’t want to kill them, but they didn’t leave me much choice unless I was willing to lie down and die.”  I scrunch my face into a frown.  “You wanted to talk to me.”

He nods as Zandra brings the refill of water.  Abu takes a big drink before he speaks.  “The Americans hurt so many of my people over the years since I left medical school that I begged for vengeance.  I lost several uncles, my mother, my grandparents, numerous cousins, family all across Syria, Lebanon, and Palestine.   One day a recruiter approached me to go train at a special guerilla school in Libya.  I went.  I excelled.  I returned and went on missions throughout the middle-east.  When the Americans moved into Saudi Arabia and Kuwait, I killed many.  I killed sailors on their ships.  I killed contractors building infrastructure and providing security.  I killed airmen as they played ball-games between missions.  I recruited a cell of fighters and trained them on the streets of Ramadi, Haditha, Hit, Qaim and Kubaisa.  Then I trained another.  And another.  We took out convoys and patrols.  We even managed to take down a medical helicopter and an Apache.  And then over the course of a month, all of my cells were wiped out in brutally efficient raids while they rested between missions.  Only my cell was left.  Then over the course of six weeks, my lieutenant and two more trusted comrades were killed.  One was shot by a sniper.  Two were killed in their beds with a knife.  A source in the Iraqi defense forces told us it was you.  Then you and I played our game of cat-and-mouse.  I always thought I was the cat.  Apparently you did, too.”

I nod, “Yes.  I thought I had you in Syria.  I had you in my rifle’s sight, but didn’t get a window long enough for a clean shot.  There were too many women and children around you.”

“Ah!  I know the day you’re talking about.  Thank you for not risking my family.  It was risky to go home, but I wanted to say goodbye to my family before I went to Europe,” he says.

I snort, “I wondered if that wasn’t where you went.  I got out of the army shortly after that, and you ceased being my problem until your cousin showed up.  And then I had a couple more quiet years before your nephew showed up.  By the way, your nephew was a cunning little fellow.  That trick of getting Anglo and Hispanic kids to do his surveillance and tracking almost got by me.  They had been tracking me for at least three weeks before I picked up that I had a team on me.  Then I had to get serious fast.”

Eileen adds in her halting Arabic, “That cost me my marriage to Jack.  I was sure he was fooling around on me.  Confidence in my sexual allure was a bit of a problem.”

I tell her with a grin in English, “I hope we have addressed that sufficiently now.”

She grins back and answers in the same language.  “I don’t know, Fiancé.  Maybe a little more reinforcement wouldn’t hurt.”

Abu continues in Arabic, “My nephew was supposed to have a support team from my anonymous sponsor.  They never showed.  This is the same anonymous person that recruited me for the guerilla warfare school all those years ago.  I felt betrayed, so I refused to do any more missions for the last four years.  He would send envoys with orders.  I would listen, and then I would kill them.  Six weeks ago, he had my wife, Zana, and my youngest daughter, Alia, abducted.  My wife has a medical condition that requires her to take regular medication.  I fear she’s not getting it.  My daughter is only sixteen.  He had me transported to his home in Kuwait where I finally met him.  He gave me a choice, to either kill a bunch of Saudis to make it look like the Americans did it, or bring you to him.  If I did not choose, he would kill my wife and rape my daughter.  If I failed to do the selected mission, the same punishment.”

I nod as I think to myself, ‘He’s about to spring the trap.’  I tell him, “Show me a picture of your wife and daughter, so I can save them when I find them.  I think I know where they are.”

Abu looks surprised.  He pulls out his wallet and shows me a picture of a pretty Arabic woman and beautiful Arabic girl.  I burn them into my brain as he says, “This picture is about a year old.”

“I’ll be able to find them from that.  So, how are you supposed to deliver me to him?”  I ask.

“So you have it figured out?” he asks with a wry grimace.

Shaking my head, “Not all of it, but I think I understand the desired outcome.  I’m confused by Hakim having Aslan looking for you and the Dread Lord’s government stooges trying to kill you.”

Abu picks up one of his shoes and removes the heel.  From inside the heal he pulls a single bronzed cuff.  “The Dread Lord said he wanted me properly motivated.  He claimed I would get a three day headstart before he sent people after me.  I didn’t think he did, but I suppose it doesn’t matter.   He said if I died before accomplishing my mission, he would rape my daughter in front of my wife, then rape her, and then sell them into slavery.”

He shakes his head and breathes deeply.  Then he says, “I am to clamp this on your wrist.  It is supposed to teleport you to him.”

Zandra gasps, “Abu!  How could you?”


16 - I love it when a plan comes together

“Really!  That’s actually kind of cool,” is my response.  I call out, “Jessica, I’m assuming you’re here somewhere.  Take this to Lili and have her analyze it quickly.  I want to know everything it’s supposed to do before Abu clamps it on my wrist.” 

Eileen and Zandra gasp at my words as Jessica appears beside me.  She says, “Sure thing, Boyfriend.  You know Trina and Lili are going to fucking explode, right?”

I nod, “Yes, but I think it is unavoidable.  I’ll ensure Eileen knows the plan before I go.”

“Okay, Jack.  You’ve been warned,” she says.  Turning to Abu, “Put it back into the heel of your shoe.  I don’t want to touch it in case it’s been tuned to you.  This is Elf-tech.  Anything is possible.”

Abu follows her instructions and replaces the heel on the shoe before giving it to Jessica, muttering the whole time about ‘Elves,’ ‘Sidhe,’ and ‘Grey Breathers.’  Jessica takes it with a gentle bow, kisses me, and blinks out.

I sit on the floor and pull Eileen into my lap.  She wraps her arms around me as she shakes her head and murmurs, “No, Jack.  Don’t do it.  This is the height of arrogance to have yourself whisked to wherever he is.”

“No, Honey.  It’s not.  It’s a calculated risk.  We know he’s in Eastern Turkey hunting Djinn and Dragons.”  Abu is surprised by that news.  “I’m guessing he has three or four henchmen with him.”  I ask Abu, “Does that sound about right?”

“I think he will have either Malik, his heir, or his third son, Ibrahim, with him.  His fourth son is the most dangerous and ambitious, so he won’t leave him alone at his home.  He killed the second son.  Probably two minions and a Sidhe will be with them.”

“Hakim has gone to stand before Allah.  I assume from his claim that he would soon succeed his father that the other brothers are dead, too.  However, that could just have been his hubris.”

“Maybe,” Abu says with a shrug.  “What is this plan?”

I grin at him as Eileen squeezes me and looks at me from my lap.  “You’re going to guide the assault force to their base.  I understand, the Dread Lord is Farouk bin Jaber Al-Sabah.  Is that correct?”

“Yes,” Abu agrees.

“Can you get back there to his headquarters?  Where is it?”

Abu says, “He lives in the top floor of the Kuwaiti Tower Hotel in Kuwait City.  He showed me where my family are being held three floors down, so his headquarters is at least the top four floors.”

“That lines up with what L’liana learned from Hakim.  Okay, there are twenty-seven Djinn held in glass tubes.  Did you see them?  They look kind of like bedouin wrapped in robes.”

Abu nods, “Yes.  They are on the same floor as my family.  The Lord showed them to me and boasted how he holds the whole race of Djinn in the palm of his hand.”

“You’ll need to lead a force in to rescue them, too.  If you release them, they will likely help, but it’s not assured,” I say.  I turn to our hostess as she leads Trina and L’liana on the warpath.  I’m assuming Jessica is now out with the vehicles.  I tell our host, “Zandra, I need you to go with them to get your men on board.”

L’liana stands in front of me with her hands on her hips.  I’ve never seen her this angry.  “Husband!  You will not do this!  It’s insane!”

I brook no argument, “Lili, I love you and respect you.  I expect the same in return.”  She gasps as though I had slapped her.  “Beloved wife, I’m doing this.  As I explained to Eileen, it’s a calculated risk.  This guy has a history of going off on his own.  Abu thinks four people with him max, but I’m pretty sure two of them are dead by their own brother’s hand.”

Eileen crawls out of my lap, and L’liana crawls on.  “I can’t lose you, Jack.  I will live for a thousand more years.  I cannot bear the thought of grieving for you that long.  I cannot lose you!” 

I kiss her passionately.  When she buries her head in my neck I tell her.  “That is why I will be back.  I have you and all my loves counting on me to be here for them.  I love you, Lili.  I won’t let you down.  This is the most direct way, my Love.  He’s expecting me to be surprised.  Abu has shared the plan to trap me.  I have you to tell me what to expect.  I’m expected to show up surprised and disoriented.  I’ll have the relics, my weapons, maybe your taser along with my taser flashlight, my wits, and my experience in battle.  Plus, all those skills you’ve been teaching me will be a surprise for them.  What did you learn?”

“It is a paired device.  These are an older design.  The current design is one of my own.  I’d really like to know who’s selling him this stuff.  This one looks like it has been modified to render you unconscious upon arrival.  They’ll strip you of all your weapons.”

“Ok,” I agree.  “How do we defeat that?”

Trina waves a smaller version of the clutch.  “Maybe this way, Master.  Put your weapons into the portfolio, then roll it tightly and stuff it in this little pocket dimension.  Put a few coins in the outside and put it in your front pants pocket as a coin purse.

I nod.  “Okay, I need to put the Elven blade and a different pistol in my shoulder rig.”  I pull my pistol, clear the round from the chamber, and remove the silencer.  I put the weapon and silencer in my portfolio in their standard slots.  I put Eventide in as well before sheathing the Elven blade into my shoulder rig. 

Trina pulls another 9mm pistol from her clutch.  “Use this one, Master.  It’s the same model.  I’ll get another one before we leave for Kuwait.  I’m sure Aslan can get me one.”

I clear it and function check it.  I use my handkerchief to wipe it down thoroughly to remove any skin oil or hair from Trina.  Not knowing what to expect on the other side, I figure being cautious is probably a good move.  Then I load the weapon, chamber a round, decock and safe it before sliding it into my holster.

Trina leans in and kisses me passionately.  She backs off and wraps an arm around L’liana and caresses my face.  “Be safe, my Love.  I too would be lost without you.  No other man could have claimed me.  If you die, I will have to work out my grief by killing everyone that has ever met Farouk.  It will be easy as all your family and all your subjects will be swinging a sword next to me.”

“I’m sure, my Pet.  I love you too much to let you suffer, so I will have to send Farouk to meet his sons.  I love you, Trina.”  I kiss her again quickly.  “Now, speaking about subjects and family...here’s what I think.  Have Chelsea see if we can get a squad of wolves to join you.  Call Salt and tell him I need a dozen Red Hats to help you.  See if Myra can arrange a squad of Shadows or a squad of Summer knights, too.  Hit his headquarters hard within four hours of my departure.  Anyone whose eyes turn dark with the miasma, or who breathes it out, or has it leak from a wound - bullet in the head or decapitate them.  No regard for age, race, or gender.  They need to be irrevocably dead.”

I pause to let that sink in.  “Trina, call Supreet to see if we can get Cernunnos to send the Wild Hunt after Farouk bin Jaber Al-Sabah.  Let’s see how he handles being the prey.”

I chew on my lip for a moment.  “Lili, see what help you can get from the Elven community to get everyone in the right place at the right time.  Eileen, call in to Lowell’s deputy and let him know that we have a lead that puts the Dread Lord in Los Angeles, and Abu bin Hassan is chasing him there.  Tell him we’re following, and ask him to book us on a commercial flight out of Frankfurt tomorrow.  Use HMA to put your location in Frankfurt and call from WhatsApp.  You guys use that, right?”  Eileen nods.  “If the SEAL Lieutenant hasn’t killed Lowell, it will potentially sow some confusion in the enemy camp.”

The ladies all pull out their phones and start making calls.  I go take a leak and then grab a glass of water.   I sit down in the dark living room and drink the water.  Setting the glass down, I close my eyes and start deep breathing.  To make this work, I need to be calm, centered, and ready to react.  I work on calming myself with each breath.  I push away thoughts of different scenarios.  I just focus on finding my center and relaxing.

I am still meditating when I feel a tap on my shoulder.   I take a couple of exceptionally deep breaths, inhaling the scent of cinnamon and chilis.  It’s similar to Supreet’s but without the ‘silkiness.’  I open my eyes to see Zandra’s face about six inches from mine moving forward.  She stops with a guilty look.  I reach up and cup her beautiful face.

“Hello Zandra.  Do you need something, dear?”

She asks, “When are you planning to leave, Jack?”

“I was thinking within thirty minutes to give the ladies time to arrange things.  The other option is about day-break in eastern Turkey.  That’s one hour earlier than here, right?” I ask.

She nods, “I think that would be better than now.  You can get some rest, and you will still be as likely or more so to catch them unaware.  It will make the attack in Kuwait easier to coordinate, too.”

As she is speaking, Zandra stands and hikes up her skirt before straddling my lap.  I notice her legs are trim and fit, but they’re covered in tights.  I wrap my arms around her and pull her close as she looks into my eyes.

Zandra says, “Jack, please make love to me.  Give me a child, so my people will survive.” 

Again I cup her face and gently kiss her chastely on the lips.  “Zandra honey, I have a wife, a fiancé, and two concubines here with me that already have to share me.  Add to that I barely know you, and I arrive at the conclusion that making love to you right now is probably not the wisest thing I could do.  I think you are exotically beautiful, and I am definitely attracted to you.  I just don’t think I can put you ahead of them tonight.  Stay with our family.  We will find a way to save your people.  If we get to know each other better and decide we love one another, then I will give you not one but many children.”

Tears run down her cheeks.  She murmurs, “Jack, you are going to arrive unconscious next to a sworn enemy who will likely not let you wake up.  This same man has managed to capture all of the males of my people.  He is cunning and dangerous.  I would like to have a child in my womb as insurance in case he defeats you.”

Trina speaks from the darkness, “Jack, her heart is already yours.  She’s in yours already, too.  You can give her this.” 

I look at the silhouette of my blond love.  “Should I breed all of you just in case, Pet?”

Trina’s shadow nods slowly, “Probably a good idea, Master.”

“You and Jessie will have a problem if I have to go in the field again.  You know how I am about protecting the mothers of our children.”

“Jack, this isn’t funny,” she says as she storms to stand behind Zandra.

“I’m not laughing, Pet.  Not at all.  I ….” I think ‘Oh!’

I call out, “Lili!” 

She blinks into the room a moment later.  “Oh Zandra!  You’re in for a treat!”

“Darling wife,” I start with a frown for her.  Trina turns on a table lamp with a frown still on her face.  I ask my wife, “How does the bracelet enforce sleep?”

She shrugs, “It emulates the Sidhe ability to influence.”

“Thank you, Beloved.  That’s what I needed to know,” I tell her.  Trina cocks an eyebrow at me.  Slowly she smiles.

“Great!” L’liana enthuses.  “Now fuck Zandra, so we can go back to the hotel and have a romp before you go off and get yourself grievously wounded.”

I wave her to me and beckon Trina.  I squeeze Zandra to me before wrapping an arm around each of the two ladies in my family.  “Dear Beloved Wife, our beloved Chief Concubine has indicated that Zandra is already family and that I’m being distracted from that by my desire to wipe evil from the planet.  What are your thoughts, Beloved Wife?”

L’liana looks at me seriously, “I told you, Husband.  You need to fuck her until she’s bow-legged.  We can do a wedding ceremony later.  If she would rather be a concubine, it’s even simpler.”

Zandra is looking over her shoulder at L’liana, then she pivots to me, then to Trina and back to me before I catch her chin in my hands.  “Sweetie, be careful.  You’ll give yourself whiplash if you keep doing that.  We are not joking.  All sexual implications aside, I am trying to determine if we take you back to the hotel with us.  We will take Abu with us, but as a guest.  If you go, it will be because you are family.  What do you think, Zandra?”

Zandra stares deep into my eyes for what feels like an hour.  She nods once and cups my face between her hands.  Then she kisses me.  The kiss is not chaste, but still tentative.  Her lips are warm and moist.  I slide my right arm up to run my fingers into her coarse, silky hair to cup her head to me.  I press the kiss back to her, and her lips part at about the same time mine do.  I suck her lower lip into my mouth.  I release it when her tongue licks my upper lip.  I open my mouth again to meet her tongue with mine.  Zandra’s hands slide down to my shoulders and pull me closer as she chases my tongue with her own.

My other hand releases L’liana and slides down to cup Zandra’s tushy.  I find a lovely curve and firm flesh.  Zandra moans into my mouth as I squeeze her firm tushy.  L’liana leans in and kisses her cheek, but Zandra doesn’t even react.  Trina wraps her arms around her Zandra and whispers, “Welcome to the family, Zandra.  We’ll give the complete orientation of who is who and who does what as we do this mission and immediately thereafter.  We’re lucky to have you, Sweetie.”

Trina calls out as my left hand slides under Zandra’s taint to caress her treasures through her tights.  “Leenie!  Help get Abu packed up.  We’re going back to the hotel.  Abu, put your shoe on.  You can spring your trap early in the morning.”

Zandra breaks the kiss and leans her forehead on mine.  “Where have you been all my life, Jack?”

I slowly trace the fingertips of my right hand down her neck, down her decollétage to press into her sternum and left breast.  “Right here, Zandra.  Right here.  I was an idea in your heart.  Now I am your man in your arms.  You have my pledge - I will give you many children.”   Then I cup her breast in my hand and she gasps.  I squeeze it firmly, and then slide my arm behind her.  I tell her, “I also have an idea how to create more Djinn children that doesn’t involve me fucking the rest of your women.”

She caresses my face with her right hand as she holds on with her left.  “You probably should breed them all, Jack.  We’re in a dangerous situation.  I wouldn’t mind it.”

“Well, maybe we can do artificial insemination with them.  I have a connection with you, not with them.  Only the ladies of my family get the real deal.  How does that sound?”

She smiles brightly, “If I am one of your ladies, then it sounds great, Jack.”

“You are, Zandra.”  I kiss her quickly.  “Grab a couple of changes of clothes, sweetie.  Be quick.  We need to move.”

Zandra gets off me and dashes down the hall to her bedroom.

“Lili, please let Jessie know we’ll be there in ten minutes or less,” I request of my wife.

She sighs dramatically.  “Already done, Jack.  You are so SLOW, Beloved Husband!”  Then she winks at me.

“I am so going to spank you, Lili.”

“Please, Lord Husband.  By the way, Abu doesn’t have much in the way of possessions with him.  About one full change of clothes and a handful of dirty laundry.  I checked for tracking or surveillance devices and explosives.  Everything’s clean.  I put it all in a garbage bag.  I’ll dump his valise in the dumpster as we leave.”

Zandra rushes up with a small roll-on bag and an attaché case.  “Ready, Jack.”  I wink at her.

Abu is standing ready with his belongings in a white trash bag.  I ask, “Abu, you’re with us until this is done.  We’ll talk about what ‘after’ looks like once we have your family safe.  We’ve got a sofa sleeper in our hotel with your name on it.”

He nods, “Sounds good, Jack.”

Trina leads us out the door followed by Eileen and L’liana with Abu sandwiched between them.  I stay next to Zandra as she locks her apartment.  Once she’s satisfied, she follows Abu, and I take the trail position.

Zandra, Eileen, and I get in our SUV.  Trina, L’liana, Abu, and Jessica are in the other.  We mount up and get to the hotel in under fifteen minutes. 

As we get out of the vehicles I ask Jessica, “Hey Girlfriend, can you take Abu and Zandra into your mind fog?  We’ll make a noisy entrance to create a distraction.”

“Sure thing, Boyfriend,” she says with a grin.  “I want to ride your cock before you disappear, Jack.”

“Yes, I think I’m getting a queue built up.”  I wink at her, and we chuckle.

As we walk into the lobby Trina calls out, “But Master, I don’t want a spanking!  I want you to fuck me!”  The two clerks and three people checking in all turn to look at her.

L’liana pipes up, “I want a spanking, Master.  I’ve been a very bad girl!  I’m not the least bit repentant either!”

I respond, “I am 100% certain that if I want you spanked, you will get spanked.  If I want you fucked, you’re gonna get fucked.”

Eileen purrs as the elevator door opens, “Master, if you want to handle the fucking, I’ll take charge of the spanking.”

I spank Trina’s ass as Jessica leads her charges into the elevator.  Trina yelps, and then we all load into the lift.  Eileen pushes the button to close the door.  Trina wraps her arms around me and murmurs, “I love you so much, Master.  With you and my wife, I am complete.”

Abu and Zandra both act a little surprised to hear that, but we don’t talk until we get to our suite.  Eileen points to the couch, and Abu goes and pulls it out to make a bed.  L’liana calls house-keeping for additional linens and blankets.  Trina sets up a guard rota on Abu.  He doesn’t pay any attention; although, I’m sure he can hear the discussion.  Trina, L’liana, Jessica, and Eileen will all pull a shift.

I give Trina the combination for the safe, and she gets out my iPad.  We set it up on the dining table, connect to the wifi, and connect to VPN via HMA.  I set the location to Frankfurt, and then we Facetime Myra.  Kristina, Supreet, Chelsea, and Grace are all there, too.  I see Christie, Georgia, Tiphanae, and most of the Ravens and other Goblins in the background.

I let them all yell at me for about five solid minutes.  At that point I think I’ve been more than fair about letting them voice their concerns, so I hold up my hand.

“My loves, I hear you, and I appreciate your concern.  This is the best way to resolve this quickly, and I’m committed to this course of action.  Has Christie had any insights that this could be catastrophic?” They all look around at Christie, who shakes her head with her eyes wide in fear.  “How about Georgia?”

Georgia calls out, “No, Master.  Not a peep.  However, I generally don’t know anything until right before it happens.”

“I know, Georgia.  We’ll check with you again before I jump.  My point is there is no indication that this won’t work.  I’m confident it will.”

“I still don’t like it, Jack.  I can’t be the Faerie Queen without my Lord by my side,” says Myra.

Grace adds, “I am no Queen of the Goblins without my King, Jack.  We talked about this.  You have people!  Use them!”

Christie chips in, “Grace, that won’t work.  Jack has to do this.  I don’t like it any more than you do, Love.   His special blend of gifts is required to make this work.  He is the catalyst.  He is the weapon.  We could send a combined Fae army, and it is massively less likely to succeed than having Jack do it himself.”

Supreet says, “It will be interesting to hear what the Wild Hunt reports back.  They’re chasing him tonight.  Ralph was happy for new prey.  He ate Georgie Porgie right after the wedding.  He was getting bored.”

“That will be interesting,” I say.  “My plan is to activate Abu’s trap about 4:30 am our time.  That will be 5:30 am in eastern Turkey.  Best case is I get pulled into their camp, which would mean it would be over before you all jump to Kuwait.   Unfortunately, I don’t know what I’ll find or how long it will take to deal with him.  Myra, please let MILF-in-Law know that I may call on her for an extraction if needed.”

Myra nods, “Already arranged, Beloved.  Mommy-dearest is ready to help.  Sissi wants to take my place, and Esmi will take Grace’s spot with the team going to Kuwait.  Everybody is lined up to support, even Titania.  She wasn’t happy about it, but I didn’t have to harass her too much to get her to play.  She does still hold a bit of a grudge over Laurel.  Zelwyn asked to lead their squad, and Titania agreed.”

“Understood.  I will have to personally thank her when this is over,” I acknowledge. 

Myra continues, “Jason is leading the Shadows.  We will have two squads of wolves staged in Springfield by the time we leave.  Chelsea is in charge of them.  Salt is sending two squads of Red Hats - they will arrive just in time to run through the portal.  Cholley is in charge of them.  Louis and Maddock are both going, too.  Tr’niel is watching over Kellianne and Johnny while Maddock wets his hat.”

I nod.  “Okay, Myra.  It sounds like you have this under control.  All my loves, I need to get some rest before it’s time to leave.  I love you all, and I am eager to be buried in your loving arms...and to take my ass-chewing from my queens.”

They all chuckle at that among a chorus of ‘I love you’ variations.  We disconnect.


17 - Rest Before Battle

Immediately my mind turns to sex…lots of sex.  I don’t know how I can avoid it given there are five women all looking at me like I am their next meal.

Eileen wraps her arms around my neck and tries to stick her tongue down my throat.  I squeeze her ass and lift her up into my lap.  I cup her crotch in my hand, pressing the fabric of her slacks into her pussy.  I can feel the heat through her panties and slacks. 

She pushes back gasping.  “Jack, apparently I’m at a disadvantage as a human, so I pull first watch.  I get to make love after my watch, then sleep until an hour before LD.”

Zandra asks, “What’s LD?”

“Line of Departure,” Eileen and I say in unison.

I explain further.  “In the army, when you have a mission where you are moving towards the enemy, there is a line on the ground that represents ‘leaving our secured position’ or leaving the safety of controlled territory.  That’s called the ‘Line of Departure’ or ‘LD’ for short.  ‘LD’ is also used for the time you cross that line.”

Trina says, “I’m glad you asked, Zandra.  I didn’t know that one.”

“Me either,” says Jessica.

L’liana says, “I had heard once before now that you mention it, but I had forgotten.”  She strikes a pose, “Advanced years and all that.”

I laugh, “I thought you were just 26 years old, Darling Wife.”

She sticks her tongue out as Jessica and Trina call out, “FIVE TIMES!”

I kiss Eileen again.  “Stay alert, soldier.  Do a good job, and I’ll reward you profusely.”

“I can hardly wait,” she murmurs.  She gives me one last quick peck on the lips before dismounting my lap.

I start making my way to the master bedroom.  I call, “Goodnight, Abu.  I’ll wake you in about four hours.”

“Goodnight, Jack.  Try to get some rest.  I fear you will need it.”

I smirk and wave with my right hand as L’liana drags me into the Master bedroom.  I ask as we close the door, “Are you running your Dread Lord Jammer?”

She nods as she starts stripping off her boots.  “I activated it when we walked into Zandra’s apartment.  I wasn’t very confident in it as I pulled it together very quickly on the boat.  I probably should have taken the original prototype and given Captain Wei this one.  I know the other one works.  All the systems checks are showing green, so I’m hoping for the best.”

“I’m sure it’s working great,” I tell her as I pull off my tac boots.

She smirks at me, “Well that’s why I chose to go first.  I have an idea for a miasma detector.  The particles look and act like nanobots.  If I can figure out how they communicate, I can detect traffic on that channel and use it as an early warning.  I don’t have the equipment here to do that kind of testing, but I can work through the theories to come up with a design.  I have a small portal to my lab at Cherry.  I’ll send the samples through, and one of the kids can run the tests.”

“One of the kids I met?” I ask unbuttoning my shirt.

She giggles, “Yes, Jack.  The youngest one is 29 years old.”

“They all looked 8-12 years old,” I comment as I whip off my shirt and the t-shirt underneath.  I unbuckle my pants and freeze as L’liana’s breasts pop up as she pushes the body suit down her svelte torso.  I’m struck dumb by the beauty of her face and body.  Knowing she’s an equally beautiful soul is humbling.  I can’t believe she asked to marry me.

I get moving and kick out of my boxers and jeans in one move.  I toss them in the chair, throw my shirts in it, and pull off my socks.  I turn to find L’liana freeing her foot from the last of her suit.  I pick her up and toss her on the bed.  She squeals as she flies through the air and giggles as she lands on the mattress.  I toss her jumpsuit to the chair with my clothes.

L’liana extends her legs and holds them in a V position pointed toward the ceiling.  She grabs her thighs and pulls them back more towards her head as she looks hungrily at me from between her legs.  She says in a little girl voice, “Daddy, I’m all wet between my legs.  Whatever should we do?”

I chuckle.  “Hold that position while Daddy cleans you up, Baby.”

“Okay, Daddy,” she answers breathily.  I crawl onto the mattress and position my face above her glistening pussy.  Damn!  I have six sexy wives, and they are all wanton in one way or another.  L’liana’s petals slowly open.  She says, “Lick my pretty pussy, Daddy.”

So I do.

Then I add a finger while I continue to lick.  Then I add a second.  Then a third.  Then a fourth.  Then I tuck my thumb inside.

On our honeymoon, I learned one of the amazing things about Elven anatomy is that they have very resilient, elastic flesh.  L’liana can take my fist one minute, and then I can fuck her to multiple orgasms with my cock the next.  It’s supposedly a relatively common High-Elven mutation.  She told me there are tales of Ogres raping experienced High-Elven ladies with cocks the size of my upper arm, only to have the Elven lady have multiple orgasms and wear the Ogre out.  I didn’t even know Ogres existed, but they are one of the Goblin races.  Ogres, Trolls, and Orcs in addition to standard Goblins.  That’s me - Jack Jerome, King of the Goblins, Ogres, Trolls, and Orcs.

Jessica’s not as elastic as L’liana, but she is a Drow.  It’s not a common Drow trait.

Once my whole hand is inside L’liana, I flip her over onto her knees with her face on the mattress.  I make a fist and start pumping it inside her.  She moans and immediately starts flooding her channel with fluid.  I wrap my left hand around to pinch her nipple hard.  She screams another orgasm into the comforter.  I whisper, “Are you ready for my cock, Lili my Love?”

She moans, “Please husband.  Fuck me with that magnificent cock.  Treat me like the slut that I am, My Lord!”

I pull my hand out of her with a pop and she screams again into the comforter.  I grab her hips, point Little Jack at her rapidly closing, gaping pussy, and drive in.  More comforter screaming ensues, and her hot, wet pussy starts spasming around me.  I hold her with my left hand as I slowly slide a glistening finger in her ass.  She moans and her whole body quakes.  She pushes herself up on her hands and looks back over her shoulder.

“Do it, Jack!  Gi-give me the whole fist in my ass.  Fill me up husband!”  I give her a second finger.

I chuckle, “Baby-girl, you are not prepped for that.  I’d never forgive myself if I impacted you.  You’ll have to be satisfied with finger deep only, Beloved.”  I give her a third one as I brutally fuck her mysteriously tight pussy.

“Yes, Daddy!  Whatever you think best, Daddy...oh Goddess!  Jack!  Oh yes!”  I twist my right hand back and forth as she shakes and falls back down flat on the mattress.  Little Jack pops out.  I pull my fingers out of her ass to grab her hips again as she lays shaking on the bed.  I pull her back up onto her shaking knees and enter her pussy again.

L’liana moans, “Jack, I’m in heat.  If you give me your seed, I will have your baby.”

“In fifteen months?” I ask.  I think that’s how long she said High Elves gestate.  She nods.  “Are you ready to have a baby, Beloved?”  She nods and opens her eyes. 

She twists to ensure I can see her face.  She’s as serious as I’ve ever seen her.  She’s shaking as she murmurs, “Yes, Jack.  I am your wife, and I want to have your baby.  Please breed me, Beloved Husband.”

I set a steady pace of long deep strokes.  She starts to come again immediately, but not as strongly.  Eventually, I start picking up the pace.  My beloved Lili lies there looking at me with a warm, gentle smile on her face.  She squeezes her eyes shut as another wave of bliss takes her.  When she opens her eyes, she is milking me strongly with her inner muscles.  “Breed me, Jack.  Give me a beautiful little Green Elven baby.” 

I’m getting closer with each stroke as she continues to milk me.  I reach up with my right hand and stroke the sensitive tips of her ear, causing her to explode into a violent orgasm.  I can’t hold back any longer and explode into L’liana.  She collapses as another strong wave takes her.  I roll her up on a hip so I can stay deep inside her as I keep spurting into her.  I lay across her right leg as I collapse onto my little Elven wife as we ride through multiple aftershocks and I continue to caress her ears.  I don’t know how long we lay there.  I eventually become aware of Trina wiping down my back with a warm, wet towel.  I pull out of L’liana, and pick her up.  I lay her gently on the right half of the bed and wipe her down with the towel Trina offers.

I murmur, “I love you, Lili.  Thank you for being my wife and all the love you give me.”

I sit back and take in the vision of Trina.  She’s kneeling on the mattress wearing nothing but a familiar blue plaid flannel shirt.  Nary a button is fastened on the shirt, and her hair glistens like she just finished brushing it for hours.

I pull her to me for a kiss.  She squeezes up to me as I cup her perfect ass in one hand and a beautiful, pert breast in the other. 

Trina breaks the kiss with a gasp.  “Zandra is next, Master.  Then Leenie.  Jessie and I will share you last.  I want you to get a couple hours of sleep.”

I kiss her again.  “Okay, Beloved.  Here or the other bedroom?”

“The other bedroom.  I’ve got a glass of water waiting on the bedside table over there.  Drink, pee, and go claim your Djinn princess,” Trina tells me.

“Princess?” 

Trina shrugs, “She speaks for her people and she has the servant-leader attitude of a true princess.  If she isn’t, she will be once you make her yours.  You are a king, after all.”

I frown, “Good thing I genuinely like the Goblins.  I still think they should have a Goblin as their king.”

“One of them would have to kill you for them to view it as legitimate.  We already tried the other approach.  This is better,” she assures me.

I have to agree with her logic.


18 - Saving the Djinn

Just as I get to the door my phone rings.

I go back and pick up my phone.  It’s Selene.  I sit down on top of the clothes on the chair.

I answer quietly, “Hello, sweetheart.  How are you doing?”

“Jack!  I’m so glad I caught you!  I …  I…”  Selene pauses for a moment and sighs.  “Jack, I’m worried about you.  I’m worried you’ll be hurt or die without me telling you that I love you.  I love you so much!  You’ve been so patient with me, and I treasure that.  I treasure the two times we’ve made love and the hours you’ve spent holding me.  I want a lifetime of that, Jack.  I have been holding back, trying to figure out who I am.  Please, when you return, take a bite and make me yours.”

I relish the love she is sending to me.  “Selene, I love you too!  If you’re ready to take a bite, I will give you one, too.” 

She gasps.  “Jack, I thought you would take me as a concubine.”

I ask the question, “What about Cholley?  Is he going to be okay?”

She giggles, “Jack, Cholley has been like a father to me.  I never had a father.  He has a daughter that’s only a couple of years younger than me.  If we do the walk-down-the-aisle thing, Cholley will be the one to give me away.  I love him like a father.  You’re the one that makes me moist when I think of you and wet when you look at me.”

I chuckle, “Honey, I will be happy to have you as my wife.  I proposed to Eileen on the plane here, so you will be wife eight.  Is that okay?”

She sighs, “Jack, marry everyone else first.  I don’t care.  The mere thought of being one of your wives is enough for me.  It’s more than I ever dreamed of.”

“I will propose to you in front of the entire family when we all get together,” I tell her.

“Thank you, Jack!  I love you so much!” she exclaims.

“I love you too, sweetie!  I need to go, Selene.  I need to go save the Djinn race!”

Selene laughs.  I stay on the line to listen.  Even though she has been much happier since she joined the family, it’s still relatively rare.  I revel in her joy. 

Eventually Selene says, “Make me number nine, Jack.  I really don’t mind.  Bring them all home, so we can get married and make lots of babies!”

I tell her, “I love your laughter, Selene.  I love you!”

She laughs some more.  “I never had a reason to laugh until I met you, Jack.  I’ll see you soon, Fiancé!  I love you, too!”  She disconnects with a chuckle.

Trina wraps me in a hug as I put my phone on the chest of drawers.  I capture her in my embrace.  Trina says, “I can’t believe how she’s changed.  You and Cholley have changed her worldview.  I’m happy she worked up the courage to tell you.  She’s been seriously afraid you would reject her.”

“I’m sorry she was going through that.  Why didn’t you tell me?” I ask.

“She needed to work through it on her own, Master.  We’ve all been talking through it with her and encouraging her.”

“I told Leenie I thought she was going to go with Cholley.  Eileen responded that Selene is all about me.  You wouldn’t believe how happy that made me,” I tell Trina.  “She didn’t know Selene’s name, so she called her the ‘cheerleader with the melon boobs.’  I about pissed on the floor when she said that.”

We share a laugh and hug.  Then Trina tells me, “Get down the hall, Master.  Those little Djinn babies aren’t going to conceive themselves!”

“Yes, Chief Concubine!  Moving, ma’am!”  I hustle my naked ass to the loo to drain Little Jack. 

Feeling relieved, I find my way to the second bedroom.  It’s dark.  I see a bedside lamp in the glow from the hallway, so I carefully make my way there.  I turn the lamp on.  I see Zandra’s clothes hanging in the open armoire and a pile of folded undergarments sitting on top of her bag.  Zandra is in the nearer half of the  bed with the duvet tucked under her chin.  

“Hello, Zandra.  How are you, sweetheart?”

Zandra has a slight ‘deer in the headlights’ look going on.  She answers in Turkish, “I’m okay, Jack.”

My Turkish isn’t up to the task.  I respond in German, “Are you a little nervous, little treasure?  This is a complete change in demeanor from the lady that hiked her skirts and sat on my lap to kiss and cuddle.”

Her response is in the same language.  “I’m sorry, Jack.  I was braver in the darkness with my clothes on.”

“That’s alright, love.  We are rushing things considerably.  I’m going to share your covers, is that okay?  You can lie on my shoulder and we can get used to each other a bit.  If the sex doesn’t happen until another time, that’s okay.”

She scoots toward the center of the bed and raises the duvet to let me in.  I catch a glimpse of smooth tawny skin, pert breasts, and dark areola as I slide in next to her.  I lie down on the pillow and wrap an arm around her.  I arrange the duvet to ensure she’s covered as she lays her head on my shoulder and drapes an arm across my chest.  Her breasts and legs are barely touching me. 

“Zandra darling, talk to me.  Why the rapid change from ‘breed me now’ to this reticence?  This isn’t your first time, is it?”

“No, Jack.  I’ve had sex with two other partners.  Both times were men who claimed they were sons born to a Djinn father and a human mother.  As I learned about how genetics worked, I figured any sons we created would be Djinn.  Even monitoring my ovulation cycles I wasn’t able to conceive with either partner.”

I caress the skin of her arm and back as we get to know each other better.  “I’m sure this isn’t news to you, but two fertile partners may still take months of diligent effort to conceive.”  I assess her health while we’re lying there.

“I know, Jack.”  She spanks my chest lightly to emphasize that she has a brain.  “It’s just that I had high hopes, and they were dashed.  I’m worried about the same thing.”

“I doubt fertility was the issue, and your logic was sound.  Did you at least find them attractive?  Did you have a good time?  Sex is meant to be pleasurable, darling.”

She gives a wry huff.  “They were okay.  Both were in decent shape.  They were both older.  The first one was sixty-two, and the second was fifty-seven.  They were not comfortable in their bodies, and neither was very accomplished.”  She looks me in the eye.  “Neither was confident enough to walk around a hotel room naked servicing multiple ladies.  Neither was as physically impressive as you either.”

I ask her, “Did you enjoy it?”

She buries her face in my neck.  “No.  I was nowhere close to screaming pleasure like I heard from Lili.”

“Lili is very vocal.  She also likes to be used harshly.  The more brutally I fuck her, the happier she is.  Others like different things.  The thing for you to remember is that everyone is different in their behaviors, their likes, and their dislikes.  We will need to find out what your likes and dislikes are, and we can only do that by spending time with each other experimenting.”

She squeezes me and cuddles closer while pressing her firm, pert breasts into my chest.  I feel a slight tickle of silky hair on my leg.  “I like this,” she says.

“Cuddling is very important.  Before, during, after, and sometimes instead of fucking.  Cuddling is an essential part of making love, and it allows us to take loving out of the bedroom.  That’s a wonderful thing.”

Zandra sits up and looks down at me.  “Jack, I am pretty certain I can’t conceive tonight.  I just finished my menses three days ago.”

“Is it important to you that you conceive tonight?” I ask.  “We have hundreds of years together to look forward to.”

“I think it is important,” she says.  “I feel like I’m failing my people by not creating more Djinn.  Doing that with a beautiful Green man like you will invigorate our bloodlines for generations.  I want to be able to share my children with my family.”

I kiss her forehead.  “Okay, darling Zandra.  Tonight we will make a baby.”  I reach out with my will to ripen an egg in her ovaries and send it down the fallopian tubes to be ready for fertilization.  “I’m creating a lot of Verdic babies.  There will be plenty of Verdic people for your people to breed with.”

That gets me another hug.  I pepper Zandra’s face with gentle kisses until she turns her mouth to mine.  I caress her leg as it slides up onto mine as she pressed her crotch into my leg.  I roll towards her as she breaks the kiss.  I look in her eyes as I let my hand glide up her leg, gently squeeze her tushy, and then continue to caress up her back, over her shoulder and up her neck to cup her cheek.

“Zandra, you are mine.  I am yours.  I would like you to be my wife.  We will make many baby Djinn together.”

“Yes, Jack.  All of it!” she whispers insistently.  “Make love to me, my Lord!”

I kiss her again and then track kisses down her jaw line.  I palm her left breast as I gently suckle the tender flesh of her neck.  I don’t mark her now as I don’t want her to be embarrassed in the Muslim community.  There’s plenty of time for that later.

Zandra’s nipple pebbles in the palm of my hand, so I gently squeeze it between my thumb and forefinger.  I kiss down Zandra’s chest and suckle her breast, giving her just a tease of teeth.  She gasps and pulls my wet, loving mouth to her breast.  “Oh!  Jack, that feels divine.”

Suddenly Zandra is pulling my face up for a very passionate, wet kiss.  I feel moisture collecting on my left leg where she is nearly straddling it.

She releases my lips and stares into my eyes.  “Jack, your mouth is heavenly on my body.  I’m sure you plan to take hours loving me with your mouth and hands, but you need to rest, my love.  Put that large serpent inside of me, and make me yours.”  She switches from German to English.  “Fuck me, Jack.  Make me yours!”

I kiss her gently, then I maneuver to sit on my knees, pushing the covers behind me..  I pull Zandra around so she is centered on our half of the bed with her legs on either side of me.  This is the first time I’ve seen her body without clothing. 

I remember a nice, modestly curved tushy from the restaurant, and that she is easily as tall as Trina.  Lying here before me, I drink in the sight of her dusky skin.  She has long, slender limbs with just enough definition to keep them from looking soft.  Her stomach is flat, her neck is long, and her prominent cheekbones and collarbones are sexy as can be.  Her breasts are probably B-cups, but maybe C’s. - they look about the size of large navel oranges with dark brown areola and paler nipples.  She has a slight cut along her lower abdomen that points to her mons, which is dressed with sparse, dark hair that is very silky to the touch.  Her vulva is full, slightly puffy, and darkens as the flesh nears her inner labia.  Those petals are dark brown like her areola, puffy, and glistening with moisture in the dim light of the bedside table.  The tip of her clitoris is barely visible at the apex of her petals.

“Zandra, you are so beautiful.  It seems a shame to cover you in clothing.  When we get home, perhaps you will indulge me.”

She smiles as I walk my knees closer to her pretty pussy.  I slot little Jack into the warm moisture of her opening.  “Are you ready, Love?”

She nods.  “Please, Jack.  I need you inside of me.”

I walk my hands forward to suspend my torso over my Turkish princess as Little Jack makes his way slowly inside the palace of Zandra’s delights.  She gasps as I settle my hips down and press forward to fill her.  I stop at about the half-way point, and back out again, which drives Zandra to grasp my arms.  She starts to shake her head at the same time I move forward, but changes to prod me on with nods as she senses my change of direction.  I make a couple of shallow thrusts as she gets used to me and relaxes more.  She’s getting wetter with each stroke.  After about the fourth or fifth stroke, I finally am able to push all the way inside to hilt myself into her.  She closes her eyes and moans as I drive in the last inch, and she starts to quake.

I stay put, buried in Zandra’s welcoming heat as I watch her experience her first moment of bliss for the night.  I lean down to put my mouth next to her ear and whisper “MINE!” as she gently quakes, which sets off another round of quaking.

“Surrender, Zandra.  Give all your love and all your bliss to me.  You are mine, and I want all of you, my darling!”

Zandra starts to grind on Little Jack and squeeze him with intent.  When she relaxes her squeeze, I pull back a full stroke, and then quickly return to hilt in her again.  She releases a plaintive moan.  I do it again.  She opens her eyes and cups my face.  Zandra exclaims, “MINE!”  I nod and she continues.  “I may have to share you, but you are MINE!” she gasps out the last word as I slam forward with more force.

Zandra’s eyes open wide and round as she makes a soundless gasp while I steadily drive into her faster and stronger.  Suddenly she throws her head back.  “GAAAH!”  She whips her head back and forth as she digs her nails into the flesh of my back.  I can feel her milking me as one of her orgasms spiral into the next.  Each time she starts a new one, she gets wetter to allow me to continue plowing her tight, grasping channel. 

Our skin smacks as I thrust in and out.  Zandra is keening a high, nasal sound as I feel the tension build in her body.  I’m about to explode inside of her when she looses a wordless scream.  I slam into her tight wet channel and squirt my seed deep inside her waiting womb.  She milks me as I continue thrusting until I lock up and collapse onto my elbows over her.  She wraps her arms and legs tightly around me to squeeze me as closely to her as possible.

We lie there with me gently pressing my body into hers as we both shake and quiver riding out the aftershocks of our shared bliss.  I gently kiss her lips, cheeks, eyelids, forehead, ear, neck, and hair.  I can’t get enough of kissing her.  I stay there for quite a while.  Eventually, I figure I better give my arms a rest. 

I tell Zandra, “Hold on tight, Beloved.”  I slide a hand under her back and post with my left hand and twist.   Zandra opens her legs as I lie down on the mattress and then squeezes herself to me.  I caress her back gently and revel in the closeness of my newest lady.

Zandra raises her head, “I heard it could be like that, Jack.  I never believed it.  I thought it was all romance novel fantasies.  Oh my!  I want you to love me every day, Jack.”  I think she’s teasing because of the mischievous twinkle in her eye, but I suspect she’s more than half serious, too.

“As often as I can, darling Zandra.  You are mine.  I am yours,” I assure her.

“Lots of love making.  Lots of babies.  It sounds like the Hashashin version of heaven, but for women,” she says.  I chuckle at that.

There is a knock at the door.  We both look to see Eileen standing there with a yawn as she unbuttons her blouse.  She says, “Sorry to interrupt Zandra, but I think it’s my turn.  Honestly, I’m too tired right now, but I’d love to cuddle up with the two of you as I fall asleep if you don’t mind.”  She hangs the blouse next to Zandra’s clothing and removes her bra and loops it over the hanger.

Zandra says, “I guess that’s okay.”   She chuckles as she says, “There’s not much of a crack on this bed, so we can probably talk Jack into lying in the center.” 

Eileen kicks off her shoes and yawns again.  “Sounds good to me.”  She unbuckles her slacks and pushes them down with her panties in one motion.  “By the way, some of the ladies love on each other, too.  I’m not real comfortable with that.  However, I’m fine with cuddles regardless of what we’re wearing.”

Zandra nods, “I’m probably even more uptight than you are.  It’s not something I’ve ever thought about, so I will be slow to adapt.  However, it’s not unusual in Turkish culture for women to hold each other’s hands or loop an arm through that of their female companions.  I’ve never had a friend like that, but I think I can do that without mental discomfort.”

Eileen hangs her trousers and sits on the bed to pull off her socks.  She looks over her shoulder.  “Sounds good, Zandra.  Which side do you want?  I used to sleep to Jack’s left, but I think it doesn’t really matter.”

Zandra shrugs as I watch her talk to Eileen.  “I can take his right.  I had the left side for a little while earlier,” she says with a grin.  Eileen grins back at her.

Eileen crawls over the footboard of the bed and I scoot towards the center as I maintain my spectator role in this conversation.  Zadra’s right.  It’s like squeezing two twins into a King frame.  Not bad at all!  Zandra stays mounted on me while I get settled.  Eileen draws the comforter over the top of us and cuddles up to rest her head on my left shoulder.  Zandra wraps an arm around Eileen and lays her head on my right shoulder.  Eileen pulls the other comforter over herself and up onto Zandra.  She kisses me, kisses Zandra’s shoulder, closes her eyes, and promptly drops off to sleep. 

I spy a naked Jessica sneaking quietly into the room.  She crawls in on my right side.  She kisses Zandra chastely, kisses me nearly as chastely, and also rapidly drops off to sleep. 

* * *

I’m awakened by L’liana gently tugging on my ear.  “Wake up husband.  It’s time for you to go to battle.”

“Hmmm?”

“Jack!  Wake up, my Love!  If you’re going to deliver on your plan, you need to get up, Jack!”

“Hmm...okay.  Thanks, Lili.  What happened to Trina, Jessi, and Leenie?”  I ask.

She chuckles, “Beloved, they were tired and well sexed from the plane ride.  I suspect we were all tired because we spent so much time loving on each other on the plane rather than sleeping.  Poor Miranda and the flight crew were feeling left out.”

“Silly Elf.  Kiss me, woman,” I tell her. 

As L’liana devours my mouth Jessica murmurs, “Okay.  Lemme at him, Lili!”

L’liana and I laugh as we break out kiss.  Zandra sits up as L’liana backs up off of her.

Zandra asks, “Wha...?”

“It’s okay, Zandra.  I need to get up to make my appointment with the Dread Lord,” I explain.

Eileen kisses my cheek and looks up at Zandra.  “Damn, you’re hot,” Eileen blurts at our newest family member.

Zandra caresses Eileen’s cheek, “That’s very kind of you, Eileen.  All of you are so pretty that it makes me wonder if I can keep our Lord’s attention.  Especially with Sidhe and Elves in the mix.”

Jessica kisses me while L’liana assures her, “Not at all, Zandra.  Leenie’s right.  You are absolutely beautiful.  And you’re right, Leenie is too.  We’re very lucky to have both of you in our family.  I understand neither of you is into loving the ladies, but I am available if you just need a shoulder to lean on.”

Jessica kisses tells me, “I am sorry, Boyfriend.  I was very tired.  I still want you, but I needed to sleep.  My pussy needed a break after the pounding you gave me on the plane.”  She kisses me again.  “Now get up, Boyfriend!”

“Yes, my Drow princess.”  Jessica jumps off the bed and I watch her tight little dark ass strut away.

I sit up and wrap Zandra in a hug and kiss her.  I tell her, “That was lovely, darling.  There’s a lot more of that in your future if you want it.” 

Zandra says, “Yes please, my Lord.”

“As you wish,” I assure her.

Trina groans from the living room while L’liana, Jessica, and Eileen all groan in the bedroom.  Trina calls, “I heard a Princess Bride quote back there!”  They all chuckle as Zandra tries to figure out what the joke is. 

L’liana helps Zandra off me, and I launch to the foot of the bed and onto the floor.  I dress quickly.  Eileen and Zandra pull on their clothes.  I pull the small ‘coin purse’ out of my pocket to ensure that my portfolio is still there.  I check the pistol inside and ensure that Eventide, Gisela, and Morningstar are in good order. 

L’liana hands me a plastic liter-bottle of water.  “Emergency rations, Husband.”  I put the bottle in the portfolio’s pocket dimension before I roll it tight.  Then I slide it into the tiny pocket dimension of the coin purse.

I pull on my shoulder rig, check my pistol, and ensure the Elven blade is secure but pulls easily.  I nod and pull on my car coat.  I look in the mirror and see my hair is a mess.  I leave it because it fits the rather thin story I will tell if I’m captured and questioned. 

We all traipse into the living room.  Jessica joins us in a pair of cargo pants and a sweater.

I kiss each of my ladies and tell each of them that I love them.  I run to the loo for a last-minute tinkle.  Then I drain a bottle of water.

I return to the living room and sprawl on the couch next to Abu.  I recline as he holds out the pieces of the ‘bracelet,’ for lack of a better description.  I take note of the half-inch spikes on the inside of the circle.  I think to myself, ‘Those are going to hurt.’

Trina says, “Remember to call the MILF-in-law if you need an escape, Master.”

I nod to her.  “I remember, Pet.  You need to be walking in the door of the Kuwaiti Tower Hotel in Kuwait City in four hours.  Is everything ready?”

“Yes, Master.  Myra has everything arranged.  We’re ready.  We’re leaving as soon as you do.  Miranda’s crew are taking us to Kuwait City.  We’ll be there two hours before your deadline.  The current plan is Lili will open a portal to Springfield from the hotel elevator, and I smooth the way with ‘influence.’  Abu comes with us to guide the way.”

I get one more round of kisses before I go.  “Goodbye, my loves.  I’ll see you soon.”

I nod to Abu.  “Let’s do this, Abu.”  I lean back on the couch and hold out my arm.  I grimace and say, “This is going to suck.”

Abu agrees, “Yes.  Best of luck, Hunter.  I pray Allah looks over you and protects you.”

“Thank you, Abu.  I pray Allah looks over you and my family in this difficult time.  Do it,” I tell him.

Abu inspects the pieces and lines them up around my wrist.  I take a big breath and nod to Abu as I blow it out.  He pushes the pieces together and the needles painfully pierce my skin and there is a click as the joints mesh.   Then the room fades away.


19 - Leaps of Faith

Light fades in and I find myself reclining in the air with my wrist bent to fit my hand inside a second bracelet on top of the one Abu snapped on me.  Then gravity kicks in and I drop to hang from my wrist - stretching my shoulder joint painfully.

I look down to see I’m hanging in the air with my feet about three feet off the ground.  I hear a beep and look up to see a light blink on the top bracelet.  I think to myself, ‘Oh shit!’

I draw the Elven blade from my shoulder rig when I hear a voice.  “Of course he caught you.  That sob story about his wife and daughter was too much for you.  You probably offered him your wrist.  Didn’t you, you stupid bugger!”  Interestingly enough, he’s speaking British-flavored English.

I look over my shoulder and see a slightly semitic looking male model chained to a tall stake on the ground.  “What are you, my fucking conscience?”

I look up, and there are now two flashing lights.  If this works like the pilot’s watch bands, I don’t have long.  I call over my shoulder as I prepare myself for what comes next.  “You draw the short straw?”

“Something like that.  The Lord discovered that his favorite little Sidhe toy is carrying my baby.  He gutted Dalia and left me here to either die of dehydration and exposure or by getting blown up when you arrive.”

I dampen the nerves in my left arm and reach up as high as I can.  Then I will the bones to thin and the connective tissue to part about four inches below where my wrist is hanging.  I think, ‘This is going to suck!’  Then I hack through my forearm at the point I’ve been directing my body to change.

I drop to the ground, absorbing the shock of the landing in my knees.  I concentrate on stemming the blood flow.  The arterial spray stops first, and the seeping out of the veins and capillaries follows shortly thereafter.  Yoren dropped off my wrist and is lying at my feet as a large round shield.

I walk over to the poor bastard on the stake as I will my arm to regrow - directing a gentle flow of healing energy from my mind to my severed limb.  I see a case of water sitting at his feet.  Saving my mental energy, I jamb the Elven blade into the hasp of the padlock and wrench it through the metal.  I put the blade in my teeth and work the lock out of the chains with my right hand.  My left has already grown down to the knob of my wrist.  I manage to loosen the chain, and he starts to wiggle to loosen them. 

I observe, “Looks like you can handle it from there.”  I step back and jam my blade in the ground to clean the blood off it.  Then I wipe the blade on the cuff of my jeans before I sheath it.  Then I pick up Yoren and slide him back onto my left arm. 

“Yeah, I got it.”  The Sidhe adds conversationally, “You might want to run.  Those are going to blow up spectacularly.  The lights will get faster over time.  He was chortling about how we would get more frantic and maybe die of a heart attack before the explosion.”

*Sorry about that, Yoren.  Please resume the ‘wristwatch’ form.*

I sense a chuff similar to what Rottie does, but he does acquiesce.

I send, *Perfect, Yoren.*  I feel a sense of him grinning at me.

I ask the Sidhe, “Is the water poisoned, too?”

“No.  He pulled it out of the back of the truck.  He pulled one out and drank most of it, and then spit the last of it into my face.”

“Lovely,” I reply.  “Everything I hear about this jack-off convinces me I need to kill him.  I’m Jack, by the way.  Who are you?”

“Ismael.  Ismael bin Ibrahim al Qamar Alsahra,” he introduces himself as loosens the chains and pushes them off his legs.  “You were supposed to show up unconscious.  How are you still awake?”  He steps out of the chains.

I tell him, “I’m special.”  He picks up the water and starts trotting.

“Is that the direction Farouk went?” 

He stops.  “He went that way.”  He points to the horizon roughly 180 degrees from the direction he was going.  “Run, you bloody moron!”  Then he takes off again. 

I blink to him, grab his collar, and blink in the direction he pointed in three long consecutive jumps.  Ismael collapses after the first one, is halfway to his knees after the second one, and falls to the ground after the final jump as the vertigo hits him.

I pull the case of water out of his way before he pukes on the ground between his hands.

“Goddess!  What in the four hells was that?” Ismael exclaims as he catches his breath.

I explain, “Shortly after my Green Lord abilities began to manifest, I gained an ability from my Elven heritage, too.  I can blink.”

Ismael slowly gets to his feet, “Jeez!  No wonder the Lord wants to kill all the Elves after he deals with you.”

“I won’t give him the chance.  Let’s take a couple more jumps before we stop and talk.  The exploding bracelets that destroyed my plane were worthy of respect.  Are you ready?” I ask.  I notice my hand is nearly full size and has the nubs of fingers growing out of it.

“Go ahead, Jack.  I’ll catch up with you in a minute,” he responds.

“Nope.  Let’s go, Ismael.”  I figure he’ll run the other way as soon as I let him.

“I can’t move that fast carrying the water, Jack.  Go on.  Save yourself,” he says shaking his head.

“Ismael, look at me.”  He looks up as my eyes flare in green light.  “I’ve come to kill him.  I could use your help to find him.”

He hooks the water case and stands up.  “You’re bloody daft!  He’s...oh shit, you’re another one like him.”

I shake my head slowly.  “Nope.  Similar genetics, but there’s a difference between him and me.  That greyish miasma Hakim spewed is one of the differences.  Attitude and life philosophies are different, too.  Did Dalia die, or did he take her with him after a field abortion?”

I see anger take over the fear on his face.  “He took her.”

“Wouldn’t you like to make him pay for hurting her?” I ask. 

He stares at me, and I can see the passion of his anger rising.  “Alright.  Let’s go.”  I extend my left hand to him.  He grimaces and grabs it above the wrist.  Then I take in the horizon, fix my focus, and blink. 

Ismael stumbles upon landing, but manages to keep his feet and not drop the water.  Then there is an explosion in the distance.  I see a dust cloud and a wall of dust racing this way from the shockwave.  I look at the ridge rising up in front of us.  Ismael is looking back over his shoulder at the explosion when I tell him, “Hold on.”  Then I blink to what looks like a small crest.  As we land, I see that it’s actually the lip of a deep wadi, or wash, with water visible in the bottom.  I grab Ismael’s arm and blink us to the bottom.

“JEEZ!” he barks as he stumbles again.   I prop him up as we scan our new location for threats.  I’m not seeing anything obvious. 

I tell him, “One more, then we can take a break.  I don’t think we want to be here under the edge when the shockwave arrives.  That pile of boulders across the stream looks like it might provide good cover and concealment.”  His chin barely moves into a nod when I blink to the pile of boulders.  Ismael doesn’t stumble, and I release him to investigate the pile of boulders.  They seem stable.  I scan for living beings, but I don’t get anything. 

Ismael follows me behind the boulders, and we sit on a small boulders and rest against the pile of rock.  The wadi inclines up toward the other side to a sharp uplifting ridge, similar to the Mogollon Rim back in Arizona.  It’s got enough incline to climb, but I’m disinclined to do it.  ‘I crack myself up.’

Ismael breaks open a bottle of water and offers me another.  My left hand is almost grown back entirely.  I have enough strength in it to twist off the top.  I take a sip as the shock wave flies over the wadi.  Dirt and gravel impact the wall of the wadi, and I hear the pile of boulders at our back take some impacts, too.  It’s not as bad as I feared.  I hear some bigger impacts as stones roll down the far wall of the wadi. 

“I’m glad we didn’t stay over there,” I say as I take a sip.

“Yeah.  Me too.  I escaped a death by stoning by getting left in the desert,” Ismael adds.  “It would have been a shame to get stoned to death after escaping.”

I chuckle as I take another sip.  “At least it wasn’t a nuclear blast.”

“Yes, the Lord doesn’t want that kind of scrutiny right now.  He is still trying to build his power base,” Ismael explains.

I ask, “Do you still have a connection to him?”  Ismael lifts his pants leg to show one of the multi-stranded communications bracelets around his ankle. 

“Those are easy to defeat unless it’s a new version,” I say. 

Ismael gives an evil chuckle.  “The Lord doesn’t like new versions.  He’s trying to take everyone back to the stone age, so he can lord over all humanity.”

“Mind if I remove it?”

He shakes his head.  I grab it, slide the Elven blade under it, and cut through the strands.  I hand him the pieces.

Ismael stands and walks out from behind our shelter.  He throws it on the ground, pulls out his little friend, and pisses on it.  He zips up with a sigh and comes back to our shelter.  He says, “I knew I kept from pissing myself for a good reason.”

I ask, “Any idea of where we are?”

Ismael nods as he finishes his water bottle.  “We’re in Eastern Anatolia, Eruzum province.  We’re about fifty kilometers northeast of Eruzum proper.  We were only about ten kilometers outside of Olur when you arrived.  We’re probably about twenty-five away now.  The Lord is heading toward Güles to pick up the road towards the sea, then pick up the highway and follow the sea northeast into Georgia.  His goal is to get to a border town called Camili.  It’s a remote village high in the mountains.  He has intel that there is a female dragon nesting nearby.  He plans to capture her, breed her repeatedly, and then use the offspring to destroy the world.”

“How does he plan to capture her?”  I can’t imagine capturing a dragon.  “Does he have a large party with him?”

“Four other Sidhe males, and two females.  He has a Djinn woman, but he has her in one of the glass tubes.  He brought four tubes, but he only found one Djinn,” he responds.

“Yeah, there are only seven known to be in existence.  I know the Sidhe can be formidable, but are they enough to capture a dragon?” I ask.

Ismael shrugs.  “Dragons are susceptible to ‘influence’ abilities.  You just have to be careful to get their attention prior to them eating you and be careful not to scramble their brains once you have them.  The Lord...”

“Farouk,” I interject.

“...Farouk is convinced that he can still do it with the six remaining Sidhe,” Ismael finishes.

“Can Farouk use ‘influence’ abilities?”

“No!”  Ismael exclaims.  “Only the Sidhe can do that!”

I look at him intently for a moment.  “I can, Ismael.”  I drain my bottle of water and squish it.  I stuff the remnant back inside the plastic of the case.  “I told you my name is Jack - Jack Jerome to be exact.  I am what is known as the Green Lord.”  I wave my left hand at him.  “I have the ability to use powers of creation to heal, influence, and control people of many races.  I am essentially the same race as Farouk, but I also have a very small bit of Elven heritage, too.  Additionally, I am also the reigning king of the Goblins.”  I take a deep breath and release it.

“I’ve come to end the Dread Lord and all his line.  I killed Hakim.”  Ismael’s eyes get big at that.  “Now I am hunting his father.  I need to get to this dragon before Farouk does.  How do we do that?”

Ismael is incredulous. “You killed Hakim?  He was nearly as deadly as his father and maybe more vicious.  He killed all three of his older brothers and all his younger ones above the age of sixteen.”  He wipes a hand across his face.  “I have a map, but I don’t think we can beat him on the roads.  We can’t beat him by going cross country.”

“We’re going to have to.  First stop Camili?”

Ismael nods.  “Okay we need to get to the top of the ridge.”

“Okay.  Let’s do that.” 

Ismael crushes his bottle and stuffs it inside the plastic wrapper.

I stand and tell him, “Hold the case tightly to you.  We’re going to do two blinks in quick succession.”

“Bloody hell,” Ismael mutters.

I focus on the apex of the ridge where there appears to be a bit of an incline up to the top.  I aim about ten feet above that, grab Ismael’s collar, and blink.  I look down from the air, and find a nice flat spot several hundred meters forward.  I blink again just before we reach the ground. 

I release Ismael, and he doesn’t move.  I look at him, and his eyes are squeezed shut.  He mutters, “Bloody Elves.  They are the bane of all existence.”

I chuckle, and he opens his eyes to frown at me.  I tell him, “Don’t judge one until you get one into your bed.  I think you will find that Elven ladies are quite worth keeping around.”

He cocks an eyebrow at me.  I tell him, “One of my wives is a High Elf, and one of my concubines is a Drow.  Very worth getting to know!”

*Thank you, husband!*

*Lili?*

*Yes, husband.  Just checking you’re okay.  We are in the air on our way to Kuwait.*

*Thanks, Lili.  I’m trailing the Dread Lord.  Stay safe, my Darling wife. (smile)*

*Yes, my Lord Husband.  Love from all your ladies plus Miranda, Adele, and Victoria - our flight crew. (smooches)*  I feel her disconnect from my mind.

“Let’s see that map, Ismael.”

He pulls the map out of his cargo pocket and hands it to me.  “Do you have a compass?” I ask.

“Nope.  I have a calibrated eyeball,” he answers.

I orient the map to the terrain based on what I know of my starting position.  Something doesn’t look right.

“Ismael, where are we going again?”

He points up the mountain to our left.  He points up the mountain.

“Hey Ismael, that is Peynirli.  Güles is about eight miles due east over that ridge,” I say as I point in the direction of Güles while I watch Ismael.

He turns to look me in the eye and says, “Listen and obey, Jack.  You will go where I tell you to go.”

He’s strong!  Fortunately, he will need a lot more power than what he has at his disposal to take me.  Let’s see what his defense is like.

“Okay, Ismael.  Listen and obey!”  I push my brain into his.  His expression goes slack.  I think, ‘That was way too easy.’  “Ismael, tell me why you are leading me to Peynirli.”

Ismael responds, “The Lord is waiting there.  The dragon was seen there and in Camili.  He’s setting up in Peynirli first.  If I survive to deliver you to him, he will give me Dalia.”

“How much of what you told me before was lies?” I ask.

“None.  He planned to refuel in Güles.  Dalia is carrying my baby.  I love her.  She loves me.  I have to win her freedom!”  Tears run down his face.

“Ismael, the Dread Lord will not give her to you.  From what I know of him he is much more likely to gut her, bury your face in her viscera, cut your throat, and ass-fuck you until you’re dead.  Which of those two futures seems more likely, Ismael?”

He drops to his knees on the ground and covers his head in his hands.  “Please, Jack.  Kill me.  You are right.  There is no hope for Dalia and me.  If you kill me at least she will still survive.”

I put a hand on top of his hands and wrap his soul in warm, unconditional love.  “Ismael, as long as you both draw breath, there is hope.  If you had told me this up front, I would have gone with you.  Tell me the name of the Dread Lord.”

He looks up at me, “Farouk bin Jaber Al-Sabah.  He’s nearly 150 years old and barely looks a day older than you.”

I nod at Ismael.  “We will still go to Peynirli.  Now we don’t go as victims, but as hunters.  We will find Farouk, and I will kill him.”

A wind blows in a small cyclone and resolves itself into a person in desert camouflage robes.


20 - On the trail

The figure standing before us has features that remind me of Zandra.

I say in my terrible Turkish, “Would you be Zahra Sadik?”  She nods slowly and carefully.  “I am Jack Jerome, the Green Lord.  I ask permission to marry your daughter.”

She gives me a brilliant smile and again nods slowly and carefully.

“I am hunting the Dread Lord.  You call him the Grey.  He is traveling with six others.  Do you know where they are?”

She points up the mountain and speaks a single word.  “Peynirli.”

I tell her, “He is hunting a female dragon.  Is he likely to find one there?”

“No,” she says.  “The old man of the mountain is there - the original bearded dragon from our stories.  He is watching for the Grey.”

“I would like to ensure the old man doesn’t get troubled by the Grey.  Can you lead me to the Grey?”

“No,” she answers with a gentle shake of her head.  “Ask the Rock People.”

“Rock People?” I ask to demonstrate how with it I am.

She nods, “Tall like a mountain tree, skin like gravel, long teeth.”  She points into a shallow valley to the north.  “Rock People.”

“Do they speak my language?” I ask.

She shakes her head slowly.  “Persian.”

I look to Ismael.  “Do you speak Farsi?” I ask in English

He shrugs, “A little.  Not much worse than your Turkish,” he replies in broken Turkish.

I mutter in English, “Asshole.”

“Cheeky Yank,” he responds with a grin.  I roll my eyes. 

I turn to my soon-to-be mother-in-law.  I tell her in Turkish, “Many thanks for your assistance, Zahra.  I hope to see you at the wedding.” 

She grins at me before she responds in flawless English, “I look forward to it, Jack.  Take care of my daughter.”

I laugh out loud, “Yes ma’am.”

She winks at me and spins into the wind.

Ismael chuckles, “I don’t think Turkish is her native language either.”

I shake my head. “I’m pretty sure it’s Farsi or one of its earlier forms.  From what my regent told me, the Rock People are probably Rock Trolls.  They are one of the Goblin races, but they pretty much keep to themselves.  I expect them to be underwhelmed by my ascension to the Goblin throne.  Let’s go find out.”

It’s damned cold.  I think, ‘I’m happy for my coat’ as I reach out and grab Ismael’s collar.  Then I blink as close to the valley as I can get in one jump.  We’re about fifty meters away, so we start walking warily forward.  As we pass between two large rocks in the dry grass, one of them moves.  It stretches out and pushes off the ground on arms that are nearly five feet long.  Suddenly it launches toward me with a reaching hand.

I blink between his legs.  Yes, it’s obviously a him.  Then I punch upward into his balls before blinking next to Ismael, and blinking him out from between the two Rock Trolls.   The second one is squatting on the ground watching.  The first one is probably eight feet tall or taller.  I’m guessing the second one will be about the same, but I can’t tell how big it is as it is keeping fairly compact in it’s posture.  They have long, sharp tusks like a Goblin, but the rough texture of their skin makes them look otherworldly.  I imagine that if you bred the Ents from the Lord of the Rings movie with skinny Goblins the result would look like Rock Trolls.  The one I punched is holding onto his package and moaning on the ground.  I blink back in and touch his arm.  Then I numb the nerves in his groin and give him a trickle of healing energy.

Then I blink away.  I ask my helm, *Eliana, how am I doing on power reserves?*

She replies, *One hundred percent, Lord.  You’ve done this all on your own.  I haven’t helped you at all.  You’re getting stronger, Jack.*

I respond, *Good.  I’m going to need it.*

I ask the Trolls in English, “Do you understand me?”  Both Trolls look at me quizzically. 

I try in Turkish, “Do you understand me now?”  The first one still doesn’t get it, but the other one holds a large hand up with fingers slightly apart.

It responds, “Little.”

Ismael asks in Farsi, “Do you understand me?”  Both Trolls look at him and nod.

I tell Ismael, “Ask them if they have seen Farouk’s party.”

They talk back and forth, and the Trolls gesture and point up the mountain. 

Ismael turns to me.  “They will lead us to him.  They want to take the entire tribe.”

I shrug.  “Okay.  Tell them not to look into the eyes of the pretty ones.”

Ismael translates and then chuckles at their response.  “They think Sidhe are ugly because of their horrible smooth skin and lack of tusks.”

I smile. 

He nods and speaks to the Trolls.  They nod and then launch into the small valley running on all four limbs.  They are FAST!

Ismael sighs heavily.  “Okay, you cheeky Yank.  Let’s follow along.”  He puts a hand on my left shoulder and hugs the water to him with his other hand.”

I blink right behind the Trolls.  I wait a minute, and then I do it again.  I stop there as we’re right inside the mouth of the valley surrounded by the pines, cedar, and juniper trees that are native to this land.  In the shadows, I see four more large figures.  They wave us forward.  The largest one that sits in the back of the valley reaches a hand out slowly.  I reach out and shake his hand.  He withdraws it and points a long finger at me.  He says one of the words that Turkish and Farsi share.  “Şah.”  I nod as he recognizes me as his king.  He bows his head with restraint and respect.  I return the gesture.  Then he shows me the scariest smile I think I’ve ever seen.

Ismael tosses me a water, and I drain it.  Then I grab a spare and put it in the pocket of my coat.  Ismael gives each of the Trolls a bottle.  They each twist the tops of the bottles off carefully.  One by one, they tilt back their heads and squeeze the water into their open mouths.  We leave the empties in the plastic of the case.

Then we head up a trail out the back of the valley.  It’s nearly mid-morning.  I’m guessing it’s roughly 9am.  Surprise isn’t going to be in our favor.  The Trolls bolt up the trail, and I blink along behind them with Ismael in tow.  I keep the jumps short and assess the terrain at each stop.

After we go about a mile up the trail, the Trolls all stand on the side of the trail.  The males point their hoses down the mountainside to the right of the trail.  The females squat and tilt their hips forward and pee in the same direction.  I shrug and add my stream to the deluge.  I put Little Jack away as they all turn and head uphill to the left of the trail. 

We climb slowly and carefully.  We work our way up the hill slowly.  Eventually we come upon some fields and pass them without disturbing them, staying inside the edge of the forest of squat trees to the east and north of them.   We move slowly as we circle the open fields, watching for farmers tending the fields. 

About two hours after we left the trail, we are all sitting inside the fringes of the forest to the north of Peynirli.  There is an open, rocky pasture between our position and the nearest buildings, which are about two hundred meters away.  There are some sheep in the pasture, but no sign of shepherds or dogs.  The Trolls all sniff the air, but shake their heads.  They’re not finding anything.  There is a sparse stand of trees that follows another trail into town from the north.  I slink in that direction.  Ismael follows along.  Two of the Trolls move quickly and quietly behind us.  They are freaky in how they make no noise as they move on all fours like huge lizards.  The leader stays with one of the females near the back of the pasture.  Another pair circles around the pasture to the south.

The treeline takes us right up to a small house built of stone and a matching barn.  I watch and listen.  I don’t see anything that is disturbing, but I expected to see people out and about.  At 9AM in a farm community, I expect people to be out working.  Apparently not so much in winter.  No one is about.  Suddenly one of the Trolls hoots softly.  It points to the barn.  I make my way slowly to the barn door facing the pasture.  I check with the Troll, and she bobs her head up and down.  Her partner nods, too. 

I walk up and slowly open the barn door and slip inside.  Farther back, sitting in a ray of sunshine on a pile of loose hay is an old man with a long grey beard.  He smiles at me with a feral grin and his eyes glow gold.

He says, “It’s about time you showed up, Jack.”  He spoke in English.


21 - Old Man on the Mountain

I look at the old guy.  He appears ancient, yet strong and vibrant.

“I suppose you are the one the Djinn call the ‘Old Man of the Mountain.’  How do you know who I am?”

Ismael asks, “You okay, Jack?

I nod at him and return my attention to the old guy.

He grins.  “My granddaughter called a local that I visit frequently.  She said she met the Green Lord, and his name is Jack Jerome.  She hopes to reveal herself to you the next time she meets you.  She would like you to give me a great grandchild.  I will let her make her case when you next see her.”  He takes a big breath and releases it.  “So Jack, why are you here?”

“I’m hunting the Dread Lord.  The Djinn refer to him as a Grey.  Essentially, he’s the same race of being that I am, but he chose a different path than I did.”  The old man nods at my explanation. 

I say, “I keep thinking of you as ‘old man,’ and I find the term lacking in respect.  Do you have a name?”

He nods, “My given name is Xerxes.  The Persian kings of that name are likely named after me.  My surname translates ‘Sharp Claw of Fate,’ but it’s a horrible mouthful in my original language.  I usually use the Persian words ‘Klô’ and ‘fāt,’ which loosely translates to ‘claw of fate.’  Most people call me ‘Father,’ or ‘Grandfather.’  I’ll let you pick.”

I nod, “Xerxes, it an honor to meet you.  My name is Jacques Guillaume Jerome.  Please call me Jack.”  I walk closer so he doesn’t have to get up to shake my hand.

Xerxes grips my hand firmly and gives it a gentle shake.  He chuckles.  Then he asks, “What do you know about your race, Jack?”

“The Elves told me that genetically Green and Grey are essentially the same.  We have powers.  Those powers require a bite of Sidhe flesh to activate.  The Greys make a choice to focus on hate rather than love.  It mutates their powers.  I don’t know exactly what their abilities are.  Mine are what Elves call ‘powers of creation’ - growth, healing, manipulation of living matter - all derived from using love as a superpower.  The powers of the Greys appear to be the opposite.  Based on what I saw from Hakim, their powers are destructive and delivered by nanobots.  Assuming the Djinn story is correct, my people, the Sidhe, and the Dragons came from space.  The Djinn claim the ‘small hairy people’ were plentiful when we arrived - I’m assuming that means Brownies were here.  The Elves said we arrived before humans were human, and that they came afterward.  Essentially, I don’t know much - just a bunch of bits and pieces.”

He nods as he looks at me.  “Generally accurate; however, they are not the mutation, Jack.  You are.”

I was hoping to hear the Djinn had it wrong.

Xerxes continues, “I suspect you are in a hurry, so I will give you the short version of our history.”

“Okay,” I respond.  “My friend is Ismael.”  I sit in an open handcart in the shadows.  Ismael shakes Xerxes hand and sits beside me.

I grin as Xerxes readies himself.  He starts, “Long ago, in a galaxy far, far, away…”

I groan, and he laughs.  I tell him, “The direct path please, Obi-wan.”

All three of us laugh.  Then he starts again.

“Our people actually do come from a different galaxy.  There were four races that together became a space-faring power.  The Dragons were the warriors.  The Sidhe were the psionics.  The Elves were the technomancers and navigators.  The Kraatchok, or as the Djinn called them - the ‘Greys’, were the warlords.  They subjugated the Sidhe and the Elves in nearby systems within thirty-five standard years of becoming a space-faring world, about forty of our years here in this system.  They used the Sidhe to control the Dragons, and another twenty standard years later the Dragons were subjugated.  The Elves created technologies that made the Kraatchok’ ships nearly invincible to the civilizations in that galaxy.  The Kraatchok bred with the Sidhe and the Elves, and over time they both developed longer lifespans that were nearly half of the Elven lifespan of roughly 1,000 standard years, or 1,200 of ours here.  The dragons don’t have a defined lifespan.  Most died in battle or through murder; very few aged and decided they no longer wished to live.”

He tilts his head for a moment before continuing.  “The Elves’ technomancy is basically the ability to use their will to understand science, have scientific insights, and manipulate matter at the subatomic level.  They used it to create a biologic nano-lifeform that could communicate with the Kraatchok and take direction from them.  The goal was to enable faster healing.  It worked fantastically for the Kraatchok.  Over generations, enzymes in Sidhe flesh ingested from taking tokens from a spouse or concubine caused the nano-lifeforms to grow more powerful.  The Kraatchok eventually learned to use them as weapons by leveraging the small electrical pulses and the ability to eat organic material.  So, you were right that their powers are delivered via nanobots.” 

Xerxes pauses for a moment to collect his thoughts.  “For thousands of standard years, the Grey fought across the galaxy to subjugate all populated worlds and mine resources from the richest planets, moons, and asteroids.  Approximately 50,000 standard years ago, the Elves were working on finding more efficient ways to travel faster than light, when they discovered the ability to travel to different dimensions.  Think of it as quantum leaps across the universe or to different universes.  They tried to keep it a secret, and I understand that they managed to succeed for roughly 10,000 standard years.  The Elves found other dimensions with Elves and other Elven peoples - the ‘Wild Elves’ and the ‘Drow.’  They worked with the Elven peoples in this other dimension, and eventually settled a world for the Elven Diaspora.  That’s when the secret got out.”

Xerxes nods to himself for a moment.  Then he continues, “The Kraatchok were always rather oblivious to the rest of us.  As long as there were Sidhe and Elves to breed, Elves to keep their ships running, and Dragons to fight for them, they didn’t pay attention.  The Elves messed up by trying to save too many of their people.  ‘Diaspora’ or ‘Exodus’ are appropriate words for how they left.  Suddenly, the Kraatchok began to notice that there were only old, Elven men on their ships.  They killed half of those in rages because, let’s face it - Elven women are a treat, and the Kraatchok wanted some.  Eventually, one of the Kraatchok figured out that honey is better bait than vinegar - they found one of the youngest Elves remaining, K’lar, and gave him wealth, sex slaves of all races, and praise.  Then they convinced him to lead them to where the Elves had gone.  The poor bastard didn’t know.  He did understand the basics of dimension traveling, but he didn’t have the coordinates to get there.  So, he did the next best thing - he led the Grey fleets on a merry chase across multiple dimensions, hopping to different galaxies within each, and the Kraatchok were distracted for millenia raping and pillaging across the dimensions and galaxies of the universe, or universes.  K’lar trained his progeny to dimension travel, and they grew very powerful politically over this time.”

Xerxes lifts a canteen and takes a sip before continuing.  “Eventually, one of K’lar’s sons stumbled onto the correct dimension.  An Elven patrol found them and destroyed them.  The High Elven understanding of dimension traveling had progressed much farther than what K’lar knew during those intervening millenia.  They were able to hazard a couple of guesses where the Kraatchok ship came from, so they sent out a fleet to hunt down the Kraatchok and kill them.  That turned into a multi-dimensional war between the Elves and the Kraatchok.”

“The Kraatchok decided that K’lar’s family was sufficient to their needs for allies, and set about trying to kill off all the Elven people across all dimensions.  Unfortunately for the Kraatchok, the Elven ships by this time were vastly superior in speed, maneuverability, and firepower.  Fortunately for the Kraatchok, there were not very many of them.  They had not given up their taste for Elven women, and started capturing them as sex slaves whenever the opportunity arose.  Over time it became typical for there to be two to five Elven women kept on a ship.  Eventually the Kraatchok started to win a war of attrition.”

“As this was happening, the Kraatchok sent out small exploratory vessels to see if they could find the new Elven home world.  My father was assigned to one of those ships as a young Kraatchok.  His name was Yordak, and he was twenty when he left his home port essentially as a lowest-grade enlisted man.  He was uncharacteristically quiet compared to the normally boisterous Kraatchok.  He was also unusual in that he treated all the other races with courtesy and respect.  He trained with the Dragons to learn fighting.  He trained with the Sidhe to hone his minor psionic abilities and defend against theirs.  He had numerous affairs with the Kraatchok wives and daughters of his superiors.  On the rare occasions he was allowed a night with an Elven lady, he would cuddle them and shower them with affection never asking for anything else in return.  Eventually, each of them would welcome him for his kindness and become his lover.  When he had served for five standard years, he was up for his promotion ceremony.”

“The tradition of the Kraatchok promotion ceremony was barbaric.  The candidate would spend the week before the ceremony in drunken debauchery.  The actual ceremony required the candidate to be stripped by his friends and then publicly mount a representative female of each race.  The Kraatchok viewed women as only good for bearing children and keeping a home.  The ceremony would start with a Kraatchok woman.  They would never volunteer, so the result was always a rape.   Then it would be an Elf from the slaves - also a rape.  Then a Dragon - this usually led to a fight, but the Dragon was usually a young one to ensure the Grey’s victory.  So, assuming the Grey won, that was followed by the rape of the young Dragon.  Finally there would be the Sidhe.  Sometimes a Sidhe would volunteer if she thought it would curry favor with a powerful Kraatchok.  Otherwise...another rape.  After ejaculating into the Sidhe, the candidate would take a bite of flesh from his Sidhe victim.  Then one or more officers would spit a cloud of nanobots onto the promotion candidate to test his powers.  The higher you rose in the ranks, the higher the number of officers spit their powers on the candidate.  If the candidate survived the cloud, he was promoted.”

Xerxes takes another sip before he continues.  “Yordak told me he prepared for his promotion ceremony by meditating and fasting for the three days prior to his ceremony.  Two of his colleagues gave him grief about it right before he sequestered himself.  He beat them severely.  One of them died.  When the time came for the ceremony, Yordak stripped and walked to the shuttle bay, where the ceremony is held.  Everyone was surprised.  The Commander called for a Grey woman to be brought.  Ten of them stepped forward to volunteer.  Yordak chose a woman of middle years and rare beauty among the Kraatchok, the Commander’s wife, Jadara.  He slowly stripped her, kissing her and caressing her until she stood proudly nude before the assembled crowd.  Yordak arranged her garments to pillow her knees, kissed her passionately, and then helped her kneel.  He knelt behind her and cupped her treasures, which caused her to moan passionately.  Father told me you could have heard a mouse breathing it was so quiet.  Yordak entered her and pleasured her roughly.  She screamed her pleasure, her fluids painted the floor, and Yordak finally came with her as both screamed their releases.  Afterward, Yordak stood before Jadara.  She took him in her mouth and gently cleaned him.  Once she released his semi-erect organ from her mouth, Yordak helped her stand, picked up her clothes, and handed them to her.  Jadara rolled her clothes into a tight ball, kissed Yordak again with passion, and then regally walked out of the shuttle bay.”

“The commander ordered the eldest of the Elven ladies, the 700 year old E’lora, be brought forward.  As the Dragon guards escorted E’lora before the crowd, Yordak walked forward and greeted her with a kiss.  He escorted her to the center of the bay and turned her to face the crowd, hugging her tight against himself.  E’lora reached back to cup Yordak’s face and kissed him with blatant love and desire.  He released her, and she bent forward at the waist to lay her palms on the floor.  She spread her legs and pushed her treasures to Yordak, who promptly entered her wet folds.  Her screams of pleasure made Jadara’s sound like the whimpering of a child.  Yordack held her pelvis so her legs flapped in the air as he fucked her.  She screamed her pleasure almost constantly, peaking four times.  The last one took Yordak with her.  Eventually, he gently set her down onto her hands and feet.  She gracefully spun and popped his member into her mouth to clean him.  And then, like Jadara before her, she stood, and her Dragon guards escorted her away.”

Xerxes smiles widely as he thinks through the story.  “No sooner had E’lora left the stage than my mother, Aradne, ran out in her ‘human guise’ to wrap her arms around Yordak.  They kissed passionately until the crowd grew restless.  He quickly stripped off her dress and like he did for Jadara, Yordak made a pillow for her knees.  He mounted her, taking her maidenhead, brought her to two orgasms, and conceived me.  Mother followed the same cleaning and kissing departure.  Then four Sidhe ladies ran to Yordak.  He selected Shawna after kissing the other three and thanking them.   He stripped her, mounted her, pleasured her, bred her, and took a huge chunk of flesh from her shoulder.  She didn’t even wait for the bleeding to heal before she turned to clean him.  Yordak finally finished chewing and swallowed.  Then he raised Shawna to her feet and kissed her.  She grabbed her dress and was escorted out by a Dragon guard.”

“The commander was livid.  He stormed up to Yordak and spewed out all the nanobots he had in him to the point that it made him weak.  The cloud coated Yordak from head to toe.  He skin turned raw and bled from the corrosives spit by the nanobots.  He stood there until the nanobots cleared from his eyelids.  He opened his eyes to find the commander standing five feet in front of him in a rage, weaving on his feet.  Yordak launched forward and punched the commander in the chest, rupturing his heart.  Since the commander had spit out all of his nanobots, his ability to heal himself was severely compromised.  The commander of the ship slowly bled out into his own chest as Yordak stepped back to stand erect.  He called out, ‘XO, the ship is yours.’  That didn’t necessarily cause a lot of joy.  I don’t know if it was because the XO wasn’t revered or because everyone was distracted by the nanobots visibly absorbing into the raw skin.  Once there were none left, Yordak’s skin healed in less than sixty seconds.”

Xerxes sips from his canteen again, “The XO stepped up to Yordak.  Yordak saluted him and exclaimed, ‘Commander, by your leave.’  The new commander dismissed him, and Yordak disappeared.  From that point on, he never returned to the Grey crew quarters.  He lived among the Dragons with his four sworn ladies, appearing only for his duty shifts.  Despite concerted searches by the Kraatchok and the Sidhe, none ever found his residence.  That’s quite a feat on a relatively small spaceship.  Yordak was expected to be strong with the nanobot abilities, but they never manifested.  Whereas the Kraatchok would manifest smoky grey eyes, Yordak’s eyes would turn green.  Rather than being rude and brash, he treated everyone with courtesy, respect, and even affection.  When attacked in battle, instead of directing a cloud of nanobots to harm his enemies, they would just fall to the ground - usually to recover completely while being confounded by what had happened.  That was the first and only mutation of the sort documented by the Kraatchok.  They reported it.  They analyzed Yordak’s blood.  The Elves did all sorts of technology and genetic tests.  They found nothing other than there was a slight difference in his DNA - a common chromosome pair thought to govern intelligence had an unusual configuration.  He was the first of the Greens.  And he was my father.  We continued to hunt for the Elves for about a hundred years before we crashed here.”

“Our crash on this planet was caused by the new commander killing our Elven navigator in a rage.  Then he killed the remaining two Elven ladies when they proved inept at navigation.  E’lora was actually a trained navigator and dimension traveler.  Yordak asked her to leave with their son rather than be caught and victimized by the Kraatchok.  She created a dimensional portal from the ship to her home planet in her home dimension.  Yordak kissed her and their son, and then E’lora and the boy stepped through.  When the portal closed, the ship became unstable.  The pilot fought the controls as we came out of faster-than-light flight in this solar system.  The bridge crew desperately searched for a habitable planet in the system, and eventually found this one.  The pilot managed not to kill us as we crashed.  The Kraatchok raged at one another and killed the commander.  The XO took over, and then someone killed him.  The Dragons and Sidhe stayed hidden in their quarters, Yordak ventured out for his duty shifts and then returned.  After days of infighting, a new commander eventually took control, and he sent out a patrol of Dragons.  I was among them.  We immediately met the Djinn.  We attacked per our standard orders, and they killed one of us and wounded the other two.  I took wing and headed far away to nurse my wounds.  I knew wounded Dragons were fed to the crew, and I wasn’t interested in that fate.”

“Years later, I met other Dragons.  They told me how Yordak got fed up with the destructive behavior of the Kraatchok.  Some of the Sidhe and Dragons escaped.  The Kraatchok punished the others.  One of the Grey’s beat Shawna nearly to death.  She was pregnant at the time and miscarried due to the beating.  That was it.  Yordak roused the Dragons and Sidhe, and they killed all the Grey males.  Then the survivors packed everything and left the crash site behind.  They eventually grew in numbers, and the reign of the Green Lords began.  The Dragons took to the mountains shortly thereafter.  Periodically one of your people would manifest as a Grey.”

I just look at Xerxes.  “Damn.”  After a bit, I have a question.  “So how are there still Greys around?”

Xerxes shrugs.  “I don’t know.  I’m assuming the Kraatchak females had normal DNA.  After generations of inbreeding and culling, it became a recessive trait.  That’s about as much genetics as I remember.  Maybe ask the Elves.”

I nod.  “Wow.  Okay, I need to finish the job Yordak started.  Where do I find the Dread Lord?”

Xerxes says, “He already left for Camili with one of the female Sidhe.  He is expecting you to show up so his remaining Sidhe can kill you.  They are set up in that house in the crotch of the fork in the road.  I broke open the glass tube that Zahra was in, and she escaped.  They’re going to be rather upset at losing their prisoner.  I expect they will want to impress their Lord.”

I nod for a moment.  I turn to Ismael near the door.  “From what you told me, that leaves five of them.”

Ismael is wonderstruck at Xerxes’s story, but he nods.  “Yes.  That sounds about right.”

Xerxes says, “The remaining female is wounded pretty badly.  I doubt she will survive long.”

“Dalia!” Ismael whispers.

I tell him sternly, “We’ll get her.  I’ll heal her, and the two of you can figure out what you want from life after that.  Okay?”

Ismael agrees intently, “Certainly, Jack.”

I turn to the old Dragon and walk over to shake his hand in parting.  “Thank you for the information, Xerxes.  I hope to see you again.”

He responds, “I look forward to it, Jack.  Good hunting.”


22 - Dalia

Ismael and I slip back outside and meet our two Rock Troll escorts.

When we meet them, Ismael explains the plan to the Trolls.  They are to backtrack in the trees and cross the road where there are trees on both sides.  They are to catch anyone that comes out the back of the house and hold them face-down in the dirt.  Ismael and I will walk around the barn and follow the dirt street towards the main road and walk in the front of the house.

We put our plan in action.  I think about waiting for a couple of minutes to give the Trolls a head start, but then I remember how quickly they move.  Ismael and I slip between the houses towards the road.  An older woman comes out of the house next to the barn carrying a basket draped with a kitchen towel.  We manage to avoid detection, and she knocks on the door of the neighboring house.  Once she has gone inside, we walk confidently toward the dirt street and make our way to the main road through town.  I clasp my hands behind my back and Ismael places his right hand at the base of my neck as though he is guiding me. 

About thirty meters to our right along the road there is a fork in the road.  As Xerxes described, there is a small house in the crotch of the fork.  It’s actually a little larger than many of the houses in the village.  I reach in that direction with my abilities to detect living beings.  It’s more difficult given all the vibrant living trees, but the three Sidhe crouched under the trees are readily apparent.  I quietly call out their location to Ismael.

As we get about ten meters away, Ismael calls to the closest in Arabic.  “Hey!  Yeshua!  Do you have any rope?  I had to bind this guy’s stump with his belt and then tie his other wrist up to it.  The poor bastard had to hold his pants up with his remaining hand.  It made getting up the mountain quite a labor.”

Yeshua steps forward.  I see a glittering watchband on his wrist.  The other two don’t appear to have one. 

Ismael says, “Yeshua, I get that you’re in charge, but do you think you could not stand there like a stone and maybe do something useful for a change?”  At that point we are inside two meters away.  Ismael pushes me towards Yeshua, and I put him to sleep as I place both hands on his torso.  Then I snag his left hand and sever the arm between the watchband and the elbow with the Elven blade.  I have to take a second cut due to having bad form, but that second cut finishes the separation of the radius as well as the soft tissues.  Then I deaden the nerves in his arm and heal it to a stump.  Finally, I reinforce my command for him to sleep.  He won’t wake anytime soon.

I turn to see Ismael choking out one of the Sidhe, and the other one is moaning on the ground holding his package.   I will him to sleep and heal the injury done to him.  Ismael’s opponent of the moment has a hand inside the sleeper hold Ismael is trying to put on him.  I walk up, and he tries to kick me.  I evade his attack and touch the middle of his forehead as I will him to sleep.  He goes limp in Ismael’s arm.  Ismael gently lowers him to the ground.

I find the communicator bracelet on each of them and cut the bracelets off their wrists. 

Ismael goes inside, and I retrieve Yeshua and his severed hand.  I drag him inside the house and drop him on the living room floor.  I go back out to drag ‘groin kick guy’ inside.   As I return outside to grab ‘choke hold guy,’ I hear a hoot from around the back of the house.  I do my best to imitate it and then drag the ‘choke hold guy’ inside and close the door.  Ismael is duct taping Yeshua’s arms to his body. 

He tells me, “Bloody Azeem!  Always has to be a tough guy.  I thought I might have to kill him.”  He tears off the roll of tape and tosses it to me.  “Tape him first.  Hands and feet.” 

I point at ‘choke hold guy,’ and Ismael nods.  I roll Azeem over and tape his wrists behind his back and his ankles and knees together.  Ismael walks toward the back of the house, and I tape up the remaining guy.  I get about one wrap around his wrist when I hear a moan of despair from Ismael.  I finish my taping job and follow Ismael. 

I find him by the back door kneeling over the figure of an exceptionally beautiful Sidhe with bloody bandages wrapped around her torso.  She has a watch band wrapped around each wrist and each ankle.  ‘SHIT!’ I think to myself.  I run outside and retrieve the fourth member.  He is struggling, so I put him to sleep and tape him up.  I cut off his communicator bracelet.  The Troll picks him up and places him over my shoulder.  I beckon them to follow.  One of them follows inside, stopping just inside the door.  The large Troll barely fits inside the kitchen.  She hoots quietly as she watches over Ismael and Dalia.  The other takes up a watch facing away from the back door.

I drop the last Sidhe with the other three and return to the kitchen.

“Ismael?” I inquire in Arabic.  “I’m assuming I can’t just take those bracelets off.”

He shakes his head, and the woman responds quietly in the same language.  “The Lord said that if any are removed, all four will blow up.”

Ismael looks up at me with tears in his eyes.  “Jack, he cut out all her reproductive organs and then used his shadows to cauterize the wounds.  She will be horribly scarred if she survives.”

I kneel down next to him and hug him to me as I address the woman.  “Peace upon you, Dalia.  My name is Jack.”

She responds, “Upon you peace, Jack.  I asked Ismael to end my suffering.  He can’t do it because he loves me too much.  Will you?”

I nod and reach out to deaden all her pain receptors.  She sighs in relief.  I ask, “Is that better?”

“Yes.  It’s not the permanent solution I was hoping for, but it is much better.  I feel no pain now,” she responds with a weak smile.

Ismael slips out of my hug and kisses her.  When he sits back on his heels, Dalia continues.  “The Lord said that all the bracelets would explode if I moved my arms or legs.  He put one on the man and woman of the house.  They are in their bedroom.”

“Can they move?” I ask.

Dalia answers, “I think so.”

I share my plan.  “Dalia, I don’t think my healing abilities will work with the bracelets on, so I’m going to need to keep all of your pain receptors off and cut off your arms and legs.  My large friend will toss the bracelets into the valley and we’ll pray no one is there when they blow up.  Then I will heal the wounds and regrow your limbs.  Can you tolerate that?”

Tears flow down her face.  “Jack, he left a dread cloud where my womb should be.  If you try to heal me, they will attack.  I’m surprised they didn’t when you numbed my wounds.”

I sit back on my ass and lay my hands on Dalia’s eviscerated torso.  I reach with my mind, looking for living organisms that are ‘not Dalia.’  There is a dark presence there.  Not many different ones - just one, though it feels like it is flowing.  It’s like hive mind.  I breathe deeply to center my mind and then direct warm, loving energy into the presence.

I sense a response.  It’s not like E’liana or Durec.  It’s more like what I get from the other relics.  A sense of awareness, emotion, and hunger.  It’s similar to what I recall from the Living Shadows when Jena Elm showed them to me.  Thinking back to the story from Xerxes, I try an experiment.  I take off my coat and push up the sleeve of my left arm.  I call the presence to me and offer to let them feed from my arm. 

Slowly at first they peek out of Dalia’s bandages, and then they flow out of her in a rush.  I push them to feed above Yoren, and they accept my offer.  I feel a sharp burning in my flesh as I continue to send them the warm loving energy.  They move all around the section of my arm that I offered, but eventually their movement and the burning both subside.  They arrange themselves into a band around my upper forearm that resolves into geometric shapes interlinked.  Then the burning stops altogether.  I feel them move a little bit, but it’s more like a gentle twitch.  I now have a tattoo of Living Shadows.

I think to myself, ‘Well that solves the mystery of where Living Shadows come from.”

Dalia and Ismael look at me as though I had grown another head.

Dalia exclaims, “Your eyes!  They burned with green fire.”

I wave at her with my right hand.  “Green Lord,” I say with a wink.  Then I pull my coat back on.

I pat Ismael on the shoulder and tell him, “Please explain the plan to our large friends.  I’m going to release our hosts and get a pillow case from them.”

I walk around the house until I find the bedroom.  An old man and women are wrapped in duct tape and cuddled into each as best they can on the bed.

“Peace be upon you.  My name is Jack, and I have come to release you.”  I thought I had that right.  Maybe my Turkish is worse than I think because they look at me funny.  I ‘remove’ the tape from their faces and cut the tape around their wrists and ankles.  I remove the tape from their wrists.

They both say, “Unto you peace.  Thank you.”

I hold up the man’s wrist to look at the bracelet.  I ask my new little friends if they can do anything about the bracelets.  I feel them spin around my arm, and then I sense a negative response.

I ask, “Can you move your arms?”  Both indicate they can as they hold up their bracelets.  I see no lights or other change to the bracelets.

I put the old Turkish couple to sleep.  Starting with the man, I cause the bones and tissues to thin where I plan to cut and pull the Elven blade.   I cut through the arm at that spot and set the severed hand, wrist, and bracelet on the bed as I staunch the bleeding and give his body the command to rebuild his damaged arm and hand.  Then I do the same to his wife.  The old man’s arm has regrown to the wrist by the time the blood flow has stopped on his wife.  I grab a pillow from the bed and remove the pillow case.  I drop my two grisly trophies into the pillow case and check to ensure the wife’s hand is regrowing.  It looks good.  I send them a gentle ‘wake up’ command and then hurry out of the room.  I detour to the living room to retrieve Yeshua’s hand and his teams’ bracelets, and then I hustle back to the kitchen. 

I lay the pillow case on the floor next to Dalia.  Then I dig out my ‘coin purse,’ and I dig my rolled up portfolio from it.  I open that and pull out Gisela with Morningstar attached.  I hang her over my neck and shoulder as a baldric with Morningstar’s hilt rising between my shoulder blades.  I wipe the Elven blade on the pillow case as the old man and woman come to the kitchen.  I hand the blade to Ismael, and then I tuck Eventide into the scabbard on my shoulder rig.  I roll the portfolio and tuck it into the inside pocket of my coat.

I look around and find a large cutting board on the counter, so I retrieve it and gently slide it under Dalia’s legs.  Luckily, there are no signs that we’ve moved her enough to cause an explosion.  I numb all of Dalia’s body, but I don’t put her to sleep - I remember what happened when Jessica tranq’d the pilots.  I raise a circular bruise on each wrist. 

“Okay, Ismael.  I will cut off her ankles with my sword as you cut off her arm at the wrist.   Put the blade on the circle and press down on it with all your weight.  As soon as I finish the ankles, I’ll take off the far wrist while you put all the bracelets into the bag.  Hand it to our Troll friend, and let them dispose of it.  I’ll immediately heal the stumps, then work on cleaning and repairing her abdomen.  I’ll get her to the point where nascent organs are growing, and then she will grow them over time.  I need to ensure there is no damage to her intestines.  Once we have everything closed up and any infection excised, I’ll get her limbs to start regenerating.  Again, I will start them, and then her body will build them over time.  Ready?” I ask as I pull Morningstar.

I ask Morningstar to reconfigure to a three-foot long butcher knife.  Ismael calls out to the Troll.  I hear ‘mom and pop’ from the bedroom gasp as they walk into the kitchen.

I turn and wink to them.  Then I look Ismael in the eye.  He places the blade on the circle on Dalia’s right arm.  Dalia closes her eyes.  I nod and swing Morningstar.  Her ankles separate cleanly.  I quickly lift her left arm as I thread Morningstar under my left arm and cut through her left arm.  Ismael has the other three in the bag, and the one I’m holding starts to glow.  He ties a quick knot in the pillowcase and hands it to the waiting Troll.

Per the plan, I start shutting down the blood flow of Dalia’s stumps.  I tell her in Arabic, “They are gone.”  As the last of her arterial blood flow stops I hear a loud explosion.  Windows shatter, but I manage to get over Dalia’s open wounds to protect her from the flying debris.  Shortly thereafter,  I hear a long mournful hoot from one of the Trolls.  Ismael sticks his head back into the kitchen. 

He says, “It blew up in the air about two seconds after it left his hand.  He’s hurt.”

“Shit!” I exclaim.  I finally get the rest of the blood flow stemmed and push some general healing energy into Dalia’s abdomen.  She is looking at me.

“Go, Jack.  I’ll live,” she pleads.

“Thanks, Dalia.”  I bolt out the door. 

The Troll on watch is bouncing up and down by the body of her comrade as I race over to them.  Apparently they handed the bundle off as it’s the male that is wounded.  I cradle the wounded Troll’s head in my lap and assess him.  He is barely alive.  His soul has a tenuous connection to his body.  I start by pushing healing energy into his head, lungs, and heart as I assess the rest of his wounds.  A broken rib punctured his heart.  I push the rib back to where it belongs and focus on healing the heart.  Both lungs are punctured, but the wounds are not particularly deep.  I find a bleeder in the brain, which I stop and ‘remove’ the blood to keep the pressure down.  Then I work on healing the blunt trauma to the brain.  Then I pull all the ribs back into place and tack them together.  Then I heal the punctures in the lungs.  Ah!  A broken collarbone!  I align it with my hands and tack it together.  His internal organs also took a beating.  The spleen is okay, but the liver is pulp.  Pancreas, gallbladder, and all of his gastrointestinal system are bruised, but they don’t appear to be in danger of bleeding out.  His kidneys are fine, but his bladder is bruised.  All of the flesh on the front of his body is bruised.  I wash him in healing energy, and then I wake him up.  That’s when I notice he has a ruptured eye and the other one is a bruised mess.  I heal the bruised one first, and then I focus on rebuilding the ruptured one.  It’s a white orb in the socket when I finish, but I can feel it evolving in the required direction.

I call Ismael over to translate.  He runs out of the kitchen and joins us.  I talk to the injured Troll.  “You will be fine in time.  I have healed all the damage that would kill you and any damaged organs.  They will need some time to get stronger.  Eat lots of meat and drink lots of water.  Do not move faster than a walk.  Stay awake until the sun comes up tomorrow.  After that sleep, eat, and drink water as much as you can for at least three days.  After that you will get stronger quickly.”  Ismael wraps up the translation and the huge man grins up at me from my lap.

The injured Troll quietly says, “Yessh, shah.”  I wink at him and then help him sit up.  He says, “Me.  Gresh.”

Ismael says, “His name is Gresh.”

I tell him, “Gresh, I owe you a debt.  Your bravery and quick action saved many souls today.  I thank you.”  Ismael translates and Gresh’s eyes grow as round as dinner plates.  I grin.  I know that he just gained a favor from his king.  I pat his shoulder and wink again. 

Then I trot back to treat Dalia.

I start with checking inside her for infection and bleeding.  Apparently I have all the bleeding stopped, but I sense infection in her. 

Ismael talks to our hosts and brings over a glass of water for Dalia while I consult my new tattoo.  *Can you guys hunt down infection?  Viruses and bacteria?*  I get an affirmative response.  *You’ll have to stay with her until I can collect you back.  Is that okay?*  Again I get an affirmative response.

“Dalia, I’m going to ask the Living Shadows to go back inside you and eat any bacteria and viruses to eliminate infection.  I think they will be inside you for a while, but they will eventually come up to the surface of your skin when their work is done.  Once they surface, we’ll need to feed you a lot of yogurt and fermented vegetables to build up your stomach flora.  Okay?”

She nods weakly.  I release the Living Shadows into her abdomen.  They swarm down my arm and into the still open wounds in her abdomen.  I check to see how much I need to do to her small intestines.  Those were a huge pain in the ass when I saved my general in the Goblin court.  Fortunately, Farouk managed to only sever the intestines in about four spots.  I am able to encourage them to connect and heal them.  I look lower into her abdomen, and there is an empty cavity where her uterus, ovaries, and bladder rested before.  I don’t know enough about how those are arranged without pulling up an anatomy book, so I just close the abdomen wall.  Then I focus on extending the severed tubes from the kidneys until they join and create a new bladder.  Then I connect that to the remaining bit of her urethra.  After that, I push a ton of healing energy into her vulva with instructions to rebuild per her original blueprint in the same manner as I did from her kidneys.  I just don’t know if it’s enough.  Then I close the wounds in her abdomen.

I update Dalia as I help her sit up, and Ismael helps her drink from the glass.  “That’s all I can do for now.  Your gastrointestinal tract is healed.  We just need the Living Shadows to purge any infection they find.  I built you a new urinary bladder and it’s connected appropriately, so you can drink and pee, etcetera without any issue.   Your reproductive system is another matter.  He left your external opening without any damage, but you have no ovaries or uterus.  I poured a ton of healing energy into that area and gave your body instructions to ‘regrow per the original blueprint.’  That’s the best I can do for now.  It may be enough.  I will check with you later after I’ve consulted an anatomy book to ensure that if I have to create each organ individually I get it right.  We’ll get it all figured out over the next month or two, and then you will be able to have children again.  Okay?”

She hugs me with her stumps. 

I touch each stump and tell them to start rebuilding.  Then I address Dalia and Ismael together.  “Same instructions as for Gresh.  Lots of meat.  Lots of water.  Lots of rest.  Don’t exert yourself.  Ideally you stay here in bed for a couple of days.  I can probably get back here pretty easily once I’m done with Farouk.  Then I will arrange transport out of here.  If our hosts are not open to taking care of you, then go with the Trolls.  It won’t be luxurious, but it will be healthy.”

I ask our hostess for a glass of water.  She hands it to me as she waves her nearly re-grown hand at me.  I smile and drain the water.

I think, ‘Oh!  That might work.’  I tell Dalia and Ismael, “I just had another idea.  Stand by.”

I have one more feat to do, then I will need to take a rest.  I hand the glass back to my hostess and walk out to the living room.

Yeshua is sitting there looking down at his stump.  He shakes his head vigorously as he murmurs, “No!  No!  Get out of my head!  No!”

I reach for him and feel the connection to Farouk.  I ‘remove’ the connection and all of the hooks in Jeshua’s mind.  That was easier than I expected.  I give his arm instructions to regrow his hand.

I squat in front of him.  “Peace be upon you, Yeshua.  My name is Jack.  I am the Green Lord.  You have much to atone for.”

He responds, “Upon you peace, Green Lord.  I know I do.  I think you removed the Lord from my head.  I am forever grateful.”  I cut the tape from his arms and legs.

“Good,” I tell him.  “I am going to send you to stay with my Mother-in-Law for a time.  You will ensure that they treat her with respect and courtesy.  Clear?”

He responds, “Yes, Lord.”

“Good.  Get your fellows ready to travel,” I instruct him.

I return to the kitchen.  Dalia is sitting in a chair as Ismael cleans the blood from the floor.

I tell them, “I am going to see if my Mother-in-Law will host you all until this is done.”

Ismael looks up.  “I’m going with you, Jack.”  His expression brooks no argument.

“Okay.”  I nod and step outside.  It’s bright daylight outside.  Not an ideal place for what I have in mind.

I send a thought to L’liana.  *Lili, my Love?  How are things going?*

I hear back in my mind, *Jack!  We’re doing okay.  We’re on approach to Kuwait City.  We should be on the ground in about thirty minutes.*

*Okay, my Love.  I missed Farouk here, but I know where he is going.  I’m going to take a short break, and then rejoin the hunt.  I had to rescue his Sidhe.*

*Okay, Lord Husband.  I’ll ping you when we go in.*

*Thanks, Darling Wife.  I can’t wait to see you.  Bye for now!*

*Bye, Jack.  I love you!*  Then I feel her leave my mind.

I go back inside the kitchen to find my water glass refilled and a pitcher of water and a pitcher of grape juice on the table next to it.

I drain the glass again.  Then I ask our hostess, “Where is the darkest corner of your house?”

She looks at me with curiosity.  “If you open the closet in the hall, it will cast a shadow.  That is the best choice I think.”

I thank her and walk towards the bedroom.  I see the closet she’s talking about, so I open the door.  Behind the open door, there is a very dark shadow cast toward the bedroom.  This should work.

I call out in a clear voice, “Ariana!  Queen of Winter, Queen of Air and Darkness, MILF-in-Law, may I have an audience?”  The shadows begin to swirl into a spiraling portal.  Suddenly, I get a glimpse into Ariana’s bedroom to see Lorraine reclining in bed while Ariana stands naked before me as she pulls on her robe.


23 - Ariana

Ariana teases me, “So formal, Jack.  And here I am underdressed.”

I chuckle at her humor.  “Hello, Ariana.  I’d like to send five Sidhe to you.  They were enthralled by the Dread Lord.  I’ve got them all disconnected from him, but I need a place to keep them safe.  One needs to convalesce, and the four males just need hospitality with overwatch.  Would you take this on for me?”

“What do I get in return, Jack?” she asks.  She is a consummate politician - of course she wants some quid pro quo.

“How does a weekend in the Seraglio with me sound?”

“Done,” she agrees quickly.  “I’ll probably have to drag the ball and chain with me though.”  Lorraine casually flips Ariana the bird, and I chuckle.

“It would be my pleasure to entertain you both,” I assure them.  I see Lorraine nodding vigorously with a big smile on her face.

Ariana says as she smiles over her shoulder at Lorraine, “We can work out the details later, Jack.”  She blows a kiss to Lorraine and turns back to me.  Then she steps through the portal to stand next to me in Turkey.  The portal closes.

She wraps her arms around me and kisses me soundly while wrapping a leg around mine to grind her pelvis into my hip.  “I’ve missed you, Jack,” she says with a purr in her voice.

I tell her, “You can’t be missing me too badly.  Your lips taste like Lorraine’s pussy.”

Ariana pouts at me prettily, “A girl has to entertain herself.”  She gets a serious expression on her face without stopping the grind.  “Are you okay, Jack?  This is some dangerous shit.”

I nod, “I know.  But I have been very lucky, and the love of my family makes me strong.”

“Who do you have topping you off as needed?” she asks.

“No one.  I’m on my own.  I topped off quite well between the Bahamas and my arrival in Turkey.  I have been using some abilities, but E’liana tells me I’m doing well on using energy sparingly and that I’m getting stronger.”

I hear E’liana in my head, *You could use a top-off, Jack!*

Ariana smiles at me seductively.  “I bet your crown just told you to fuck your favorite MILF-in-Law to be ready for the next battle.”

“I swear you two are in cahoots,” I answer with a chuckle.  I try to distract her.  “Have you ever seen eastern Turkey?  It’s actually quite beautiful.”  I look down at her feet to see a black feathered slipper.  I’m assuming the one behind my thigh is shod similarly.

“Hmmmm,” she responds.  “I have never been fucked against a tree.  Do they have trees?” She sets her foot down and pulls her hair back into a ponytail.  A tie slides off her wrist to hold it in place.  It’s efficient and sexy at the same time.  I swear, women are magical.

She grins at my expression.  “Let’s go meet these Sidhe, Lord Jack.”  She loops her hand through my arm, and I lead her to the living room.

I point out the individuals.  “Yeshua.  Azeem. Uh…”

‘Mr. kicked in the nuts’ answers, “Faisal.”

“Faisal,” I repeat.  “And finally,...”

‘Backyard guard’ identifies himself as “Ali.”

I explain to them, “...and Ali.  Gentlemen, this is my Mother-In-Law.  She is Queen Ariana ab Selwyn Mac Nessus, Queen of the Winter Court of Faerie.”

They all gasp and prostrate themselves.  In flawless Gulf States Arabic Ariana tells them, “Please rise.  I understand you are not of either court, but you are welcome to stay as my guests until the Green Lord…”  she indicates me “...comes for you.  Please rest until I return.”  She looks at me.  “Next, Jack?”

I lead her into the kitchen.  I introduce her to our hosts, Emin Yavuz and his wife Emele.  Ariana thanks them for taking care of ‘her people’ in flawless Turkish.  Then I introduce Dalia and Ismael.  Ariana takes in Dalia’s bandages and growing stumps.

She says to me sotto voce, “Well shit.  I suppose I better get them back to the Sith.  She needs to be in a bed.”

I lean in to her ear and whisper, “Sorry, Ariana.  I was really getting behind the idea of fucking you against a tree.”

She chuckles.   Then she goes and helps Dalia to her feet.  “Some other time, Jack.  Maybe one of the Hamadryads will lend her support.  It’s probably better this way.  Lorraine would chase me around the room with a riding crop if I showed up smelling like you.”

I kiss her chastely.  I murmur into her hair, “Give my love to Lorraine, too.”

She purrs, “I will.”

“Ismael?  Do we know how Farouk is traveling to Camili?”

Ismael looks to Dalia.  She shakes her head.  Ismael says, “Let me check with the lads, Jack.”  He steps into the other room.

I kneel next to Dalia and look up into her eyes.  I tell her in Arabic, “I’ll take care of him, Dalia.” 

She answers in British-flavored English.  “I know, Jack.  Please do.  He’s all that kept me going when I would have given up.  I would have just stopped breathing without him.  I’ve never told him, but I love him, Jack.”

“I love you too, Dalia.”  We both look to the door to see Ismael standing in the kitchen doorway with a stupid grin on hs face.

I tell him, “About time, loverboy.” 

“The cheeky yank has a point,” Ismael says as he devours Dalia with his eyes.

“Hey, loverboy.  What did you learn?” I ask him.

“Huh?  Oh,” he responds.  “They are driving the military truck they used to get here.  Their plan is to drive north via forest trails until they reach the D10, then take it to Artvin and then north to the coast.  From there they head northeast up the coast into Georgia up to Batumi, then east on highway 81 about fifteen kilometers, then south up into the mountains to Camili.”

“Okay,” I say.  “How do we get there before them?”

“I don’t think we can.  They will get to the highway in about an hour.  Then it’s only about 100 kilometers to the turn-off.  That’s about an hour to an hour-and-a-half to the turn-off.”

“What about getting through customs at the Georgian border?” I counter.

“Add another thirty minutes,” Ismael responds.

“I wonder if we can cause them a delay at the border,” I think out loud.

Ariana says, “I could possibly arrange something.  Let me borrow your phone.”

I pull my portfolio from my coat pocket and pull out my phone.  I hold up my phone.  “Uh.  No signal.”

“Okay,” Ariana says.  “I’ll call them as soon as I get back.  Do we have names and descriptions?” 

Yeshua sticks his head past Ismael’s.  “I’ve got the details, Your Highness.”

“Good,” Ariana acknowledges.  She asks, “Dalia, do you need someone to carry you?”

Dalia stands gingerly leaning on the kitchen table.  She says, “I think I will be okay as long as we don’t have any running or jumping.”

Ismael looks at Yeshua.  “Take care of her, brother.”

Yeshua nods and grips Ismael’s shoulder.  “I will, brother.’

I have a last minute thought.  “Uh, Ariana.  Would you let Cernunnos know that I would be up for a ride with the hunt tonight?”

Ariana grins and lets loose an evil laugh.  “Oh, Jack!  That’s diabolical.  They’ve been on a slow time since Christmas.  Nick had to take a break for the holidays.  They planned to go out last night, but didn’t get word until too late to recall everyone.  I’m sure they would be up for a run tonight.  Shall I have him pick you up here?”

“Perfect,” I say.  I give her a quick kiss.  “Give my best to the family.”

Ariana leads Dalia slowly down the hall, and the boys follow.  She calls goodbye to the Yavuz family who are bewildered about where she is leading everyone.  When Ariana has everyone into the bedroom, she opens the closet in the corridor and opens a Shadow Portal.  Then she guides Dalia through.  All the boys follow them through the portal.  I see the portal close, and then I close the closet door.

Emin asks, “Where did they go?”

I explain, “Ariana is a queen of faerie.  She does magic.  She took them all to her palace.”

“Magic?” Emele asks. 

“Yes.  Like this.”  I take her hand gently into mine and assess her health.  She has a small mass in her lung, which I remove.  Then I clear narrowed spots in her arteries - heart, brain, and carotid.  I finish by strengthening her immune system.

Emele gasps.  I grasp Emin’s hand.  I reverse his arthritis and heal the two compressed disks in his spine.  I correct the poorly healed break in his left foot, and strengthen his immune system.  He gasps in surprise.

“I have used my magic to give you the gift of better health in gratitude for your kindness despite being attacked.  Be blessed.” 

The old woman hugs me and the man shakes my hand vigorously.  Eventually they release me.

I ask, “May Ismael and I stay here until evening.  I’m expecting someone to come here and pick us up around sundown.  Is that okay?”

“Of course,” Emele says.  “Our sons’ room is available, and there are two beds.  Rest.  I will feed you shortly before sundown.”

“That sounds good, Mrs. Yavus,” I agree.

“Emele.  And Emin,” she says while emphasizing her point with sharp jabs of her finger into my chest.

“Okay, Emele.  I’m Jack.  My friend is Ismael.  Thank you for sharing your hospitality.”

Ismael asks the Rock Trolls to watch the house while we rest.  They hoot and disappear into the woods. 

Emin shows us the room, and I strip off my coat and weapons.  Then I lay down, and I’m out within a matter of minutes.


24 - Recon

(Kuwaiti Tower Hotel, Kuwait City)

About the time Jack is laying down, the team from Germany are walking into the lobby of the Kuwaiti Tower Hotel. 

Myra has been marshalling the troops in Springfield.  Each squad has its own radio network with encrypted tactical radios.  Squad leaders are linked onto the command net via a sat-phone link.  The plan is Myra will man the command net with Grace and Charli backing her up.  Kristina, Christie, Annette, and Erica are on stand-by as messengers to the various courts.  Georgia and Megan are the primary security for the command cell.  Tiphanae and Sera will be reserves with Azeem, Yeshua, Faisal, and Ali to jump in if needed under Tiphanae’s command.  They will also provide additional security for the command cell with backup from Charli and Grace.  Myra’s convinced that it’s overkill, but she wants the entire family involved in supporting her Lord Husband.

When Trina, the commander on the ground, checks with Myra by phone, she learns the individual units are checking their equipment, warming their muscles, and preparing to jump in.

Myra reports, “Jason, leading a squad of twelve Shadows, will accompany you to take the top floor with Zelwyn, leading a squad of eight Summer Knights.  Corrina will accompany Lili with the combined forces of Jack’s guard detail plus Supreet as one squad and the Ravens supplemented by Morgan and Esmerelda as a second squad.  They will clear the second floor from the top.  Eileen, with Chelsea leading two squads of ten wolves, will clear the third floor from the top.  Zandra and Abu will have Maddock and one squad of twelve Red Hats to secure the fourth floor down.  Jessie will screen the garage and lobby with the Demi-fey to stop escapes with Cholley and the second squad of Red Hats.  The Sidhe from Turkey are in reserve with Tiphanae and Sera.  I have our half of the portal from the Elves erected.”

“Okay,” says Trina as she stands in the shade of the entrance.  “Lili has her half, too.  Let’s do this.  I love you, Myra.”  She disconnects and joins the remainder of the team inside. 

Trina explains the plan to L’liana, Jessica, Eileen, Zandra, and Abu.  All five ladies are dressed in olive green cargo pants that are both functional and flattering with snug fitting, black, light-weight sweaters.  The whole outfit is actually a one-generation old body armor product from the Elves.  Each is wearing the pocket dimension clutches on lanyards across their bodies.  Trina’s boots hide that the legs are about three inches too short for her.  Abu is wearing black jeans, the same sweater, and a Egyptian army field jacket.

L’liana says, “Jessie already scouted the lifts.  The normal ones are there, but there is a pair of guards across from them that seem to be protecting a third lift.  I scanned their minds, but didn’t learn much.  They are exceedingly dull and bored.  One is Sidhe, and one is human.  The Sidhe keeps daydreaming about getting transferred to the second floor from the top thinking he can make some time with the Sidhe women.  The other one is daydreaming about opening a little coffee shop in the souk.  They apparently stay in a barracks on the third floor down.” 

Jessica says, “The young lady at the concierge desk is watching them like a hawk.  Even if she has a customer, she keeps checking on them.  Also, I wouldn’t be surprised if the front desk staff and bell captain’s staff are working for them, too.  We should assume they are.  I can tranq the concierge, and take her place until you get upstairs.  I think she’s Sidhe.”

“Yes,” confirms L’liana.  “She thinks the ‘transfer guy’ is a slime ball.  He’s groped her three times.  She’s not watching them.  She’s plotting his death.”

Trina says, “Okay.  Jessie’s with me.  The rest of you stay here for a minute.”

Trina sashays up to the concierge desk and smiles at the young woman at the desk.  Her name tag says ‘Ilara’ on it.   “Hello, Ilara.  That’s a lovely name.  Did I pronounce it correctly?”

“Yes,” the concierge responds with a surprised smile.  “You would be surprised at the number of Americans that pronounce it ‘eye-lara’ instead of ‘ee-lara.’  You would not think it so difficult.  How may I help you, miss?”

Trina gently caresses Ilara’s hand with her fingertips, “Well, Ilara.  You can listen and obey.”  Trina’s eyes glow with the light of the moon.  “Don’t struggle, sweetie.  I mean you no harm.  I need information from you, and you are such an intelligent and observant woman, that I’m sure you can help me out.”  Ilara seems pleased at Trina’s comment.  “Ilara, you are my friend.”

Ilara nods and smiles.

“How many floors does the Dread Lord hold in this hotel, Ilara?” Trina asks as she gently strokes Ilara’s hand.

Ilara answers, “The top six; although, I think he owns the whole thing.”

“Oh!  How nice.  I understood he only had four,” Trina says.

Ilara clarifies, “He recently expanded.  There are twenty-seven floors, and the barracks are moving to floor twenty-two from floor twenty-five.  Half of floor twenty-three will also be barracks and married family quarters.  He has his dungeon on floor twenty-four with some apartments for lower-level staff.  Twenty-five will be made available for upper-level staff apartments.”

Trina caresses Ilara’s hand gently.  “That’s lovely.  What is on the top three floors, Ilara?”

Ilara says, “Twenty-five is currently the barracks.  Floors twenty-two and twenty-three are under construction.  There are only workers and guards there.  Twenty-six is the seraglio.  Twenty-seven is the Lord’s court and private quarters.”

“Thank you, sweetie.  How many people are there?” Trina asks as she gently squeezes Ilara’s hand.

Ilara smiles and leans toward Trina conspiratorially.  “I don’t know for sure.  The Lord’s court contains his bedroom and those of his four adult sons.  Only Hakim is still alive.  In addition to them there are normally eight to twelve guards and at least one of the wives in Lord Farouk’s chambers.  Hakim will generally have one or two bedmates.  Then the Chamberlain is always there.  He has a small apartment on twenty-five, but he usually sleeps on the chaise in his office.  The CFO is there off and on, but he is usually in the ‘Assistant Manager’ office on the lobby level.  The seraglio has four wives and twelve Sidhe concubines plus there are sixteen children - the eldest is fourteen.  There are normally four to six guards there.  There are forty-eight guards total who live in the barracks on twenty-five.  They are about half-and-half humans to Sidhe.  The Lord frequently goes down to the barracks and chains a guard to the whipping post and sodomizes him just to ensure they stay afraid of him.  The twenty-fourth floor is the dungeon.  I don’t know what’s there.  I’ve seen guards get off there on my way to work.”

“I’m assuming the guarded elevator goes to the basement, too.  Is that right, Ilara?

The concierge nods.  “There is a sub-basement where the Lord’s limos and chase vehicles are.  I’ve heard there is another sub-basement below that, but no one seems to know what is going on there.”

“Okay, honey.  That’s very helpful.  Is anyone here immune to Sidhe influence?” Trina asks.

Ilara’s eyes grow large.  “The Lord can resist, but even he’s not immune.  No one is immune.”

Trina looks around and then whispers conspiratorially, “My Lord is completely immune to it.  I think the Elves are, too.  Do you live in the seraglio, honey?”

Ilara looks embarrassed.  “I do.  I hate it.  The Lord has bitten me frequently.  He smells.  He’s mean.  I think he likes sodomizing all of us more than trying to breed us.  It’s like he revels in hurting and terrorizing people - especially the people that are closest to him.  I think his wives hate him, and we’re all afraid of him.  He keeps threatening to give me to Kazeem.  He’s the one person that smells worse than the Lord.”

Trina asks, “Is he the guy you keep staring daggers at?”

Ilara’s eyes flare.  “Yes.  He keeps groping me and licking his lips.”

Trina squeezes her hand.  “Ilara, I like you.  I will kill him for you.”   Ilara gasps in surprise.  Trina calls with her mind, *Lili!  Join us quickly!*

L’liana blinks in next to Trina.  Ilara starts at L’liana’s arrival, but Trina holds onto her hand.  Trina assures her, “Ilara!  It’s okay, honey.  I am the Chief Concubine for the Green Lord.  Lili is his sixth wife.  She is psychic.  If you need to tell me anything, call ‘Lili’ in your mind.  She will be able to talk to you.  Try it, honey.”

Ilara thinks, *Lili?  Are you there?*

Ilara hears the response in her mind, *Yes, Ilara.  I can hear you clearly.  My name is L’liana, but my friends call me Lili.  If you like, we can just maim Kazeem and then feed him to Goblins.  It sounds like he has earned it.*

Ilara covers her smile with her hand.  *Dead is good enough.*

The ladies all laugh.  Trina asks, “Who is watching the guards?”

Ilara grasps L’liana’s hand too.  “There is a sergeant of the guard that comes by every 45 to 60 minutes.  He’s due.  I was hoping he would rotate Kazeem off the lobby detail, so I wouldn’t have to look at him.  My customers are not getting the service they deserve from me because I’m so obsessed with killing him.”  She squints past Trina’s shoulder.  “There he is.  Oh crap!  The desk manager is watching me.”

“If you had to trust your life to one person on that desk, who would it be?” Tina asks.

“Armani,” she responds immediately.  “She’s my sister.  She knows how to do everything, is probably the most competent person there.  She is definitely the most caring person in the Lord’s court.”

L’liana says, “The one on the far right?”  Ilara nods.

L’liana says,“Okay, we need to bolt, Tee.”  Both ladies lean in to kiss Ilara’s cheek.  Then they walk toward the elevators.  They turn around and wave to Ilara about half-way across the lobby.

Trina wraps an arm around Jessica as they all huddle, bringing her out of her mind fog.  “Tranq them all except the young lady on the far right and the concierge.  There are manager and assistant manager offices.   Tranq whomever you find there.  We’re going to go upstairs and send the elevator back down for you to get you to the sub basement.”

“Got it, Tee.  Kiss for luck!”  Trina kisses her quickly on the lips, and then Jessica steps behind Trina and throws her mind fog back up. 

Trina looks at the three men at the elevator who are all staring at her. 


25 - Cleaning House

(Kuwaiti Tower Hotel, Kuwait City)

Trina prowls toward the three guards with as much raw sexuality as she can muster.  L’liana falls in step with her putting all the loco she has into her motion.  Zandra gets in on the game by trailing her fingers down between her breasts to just below her belt line as she struts toward the guards.  Abu and Eileen fall in behind them.

Trina calls to the two guards and their sergeant in English, “Hello gentlemen.  I hope you can help me.  I think I’m lost.  Ilara said you could help me.”  They all lock onto her face.  Then she exerts her will and says in passable Arabic, “Listen and obey.”

Their faces are rapt as she pushes on their emotions, “You adore me, and will do anything I ask.  Yes?”

All three of them rush to assure her of their adoration.

She smiles as she locks her hold on them.  She says in English, “Most excellent, my lovelies.  Can you understand me in English?”  They all assure her they can. 

She points to the two guards and smiles at them as though they each hung the moon. “You two stay here and meet my friend Jessica when she arrives - you saw me kiss her goodbye a moment ago, correct?”

All three assure Trina they saw the kiss.   Trina says, “When the lift comes back, you…” she points to Kazeem “...will escort Jessica to the sub-basement and stop anyone from the Lord’s court.  If they breath grey smoke, kill them.  Otherwise, send them to the twenty-second floor.” 

Kazeem sighs, “Yes, Princess.”

Trina points at the human guard, “You will collect any of the Lord’s court that come onto this floor.  Please work with the concierge.  Anyone that breathes grey smoke you will tell that the Lord is waiting for them in the sub-basement.  You will send the rest to the twenty-second floor.”

Trina addresses the sergeant.  “You, sir.  You will escort me and my friends to the Lord’s court.  Takes us now.”

The sergeant opens the lift door.  Trina, Eileen, L’liana, Zandra, and Abu join him.

Trina asks the sergeant, “What is your name, sergeant?”

“Karim,” he says.  “My name is Karim, Princess.”

Trina smiles at him.  “Thank you for taking such good care of us, Karim.  Now when we get to the top floor, I will need you to help protect us.  Be on the watch for anyone showing the ability to breathe grey smoke, and shoot them in the head immediately.  I need to ensure that Lili has some privacy, and then we will need to round everyone up from the court.”

Karim answers with a bow, “Yes, Princess.”

The door opens. Karim draws a pistol from a shoulder rig under his jacket and jacks a round into the chamber.   Trina and team exit the lift.  Trina and Eileen draw their weapons as L’liana pulls out a black cloth.  She unfolds the cloth and holds it up against a four foot wide stretch of wall just to the right of the lift.  Trina and Abu raise the cloth as high as they can reach, and L’liana activates the portal.

Jason leads the Shadows through the portal.  Jason and the first two knights form a perimeter with Karim, the fourth and fifth knights take over holding the cloth from Abu and Trina.   Trina tells the sergeant, “Karim.  Take your orders from L’liana as if they were my own.”  Then she leads the knights off to clear the floor as the sergeant acknowledges his orders.

After the knights come through, Cholley comes through with Maddock and the Red Hats.   L’liana introduces Maddock to Zandra and Abu, then she sends them down to the twenty-fourth floor to secure Abu’s family and the Djinn. 

Cholley and the second squad of Goblins plus Acorn, Persimmon, Marigold, and Periwinkle secure the lift and the portal.  Two of this squad are in their human guises.

Chelsea appears with two squads of wolf shifters, each organized into two-person teams of one person heavily armed and armored like a SWAT officer and the other in wolf form.  Four of the armored fighters are females cut from the same mold as Chelsea, Trina, and the Ravens - lean, sinewy, and a no-nonsense attitude.  When the lift returns, Eileen leads the first squad down to the twenty-fifth floor.  The two Goblins in human guise ride along and continue to the lobby to assist with escapees.  Periwinkle and Persimmon go with them. 

In between the deployment of the wolf squads, Corrina leads the combined reinforced guards of the Green Lord’s court through the portal. 

Chelsea leads the second squad down to the barracks when the lift returns. 

As Corrina marshals her troops, L’liana sends a message to Trina, *I’m taking Sergeant Karim down to the seraglio, Tee.*

Trina responds, *Okay, Lili.  Oh shit!*  A single gunshot echoes through the top floor of the building. *I gotta go, Lili.*

L’liana grabs Karim’s arm, “Sergeant, can you get us to the seraglio via the stairs?”

Karim bows slightly, “Most assuredly, Princess.  This way.”  L’liana pulls two tasers from her clutch.  L’liana nods to Cholley, who loads the remainder of his squad into the lift to deploy to the basement and sub-basement.

Karim leads L’liana to a hidden door around the corner from the elevators.  Corrina and her team follow as L’liana and her escort descend.  As they round the bend in the staircase, they see two young men run out the door from the twenty-sixth floor and start down the stairs.   L’liana blinks in front of them and pops each of them with a separate taser and lights them up.

When they stop jerking she tells them, “My name is L’liana.  My Lord has given instructions that if anyone shows any of that grey smoke or roiling eyes that the Dread Lord and his sons have that I am to put a bullet in their heads immediately.  I recommend that if you have that ability, you keep it to yourself until I or the Lord tells you differently.  Do you understand?”

Both of the youths nod erratically as they try to get their bodies under control.

“Good,” L’liana says.  Then she looks at Corrina, “Corrina, two escorts to help get these two gentlemen back upstairs, please.  Sergeant, please lead Corrina into the residence and secure the door for me.” 

Corinna calls out, “Frannie and Karla - help Lili, please.”  Then she leads the team following Karim.

L’liana explains to the youths as Frannie and Karla help them to their feet.  “My Lord’s instructions were to kill a smoke breather if I saw the least sign of the ability.   As long as I don’t see any signs of it, I don’t have to kill you.  I’m assuming both of you have the ability.”

The younger boy nods while the other shakes his head.  L’liana looks at the youth that gave the negative response.  “Just so you know, I am a psychic.  Despite your negative response, I know you do have the ability.  If you lie to me again, I will interpret my Lord’s guidance as ‘kill any with the ability that lie to you.’  Do I make myself clear?”

The older youth nods, “Yes, Lady.”

She smiles at him and says, “Let’s go” as she leads them to the twenty-sixth floor.

* * *

Trina is leading the knights of Faerie to clear the headquarters on the top floor when L’liana updates her that she’s taking Karim downstairs.  

Trina responds, *Okay, Lili* when she sees a young man extending his hand and breathing smoke out of his mouth.  The miasma swarms toward her and Justin.  Trina sends, *Oh shit!* to L’liana as she fires a single shot from her pistol.  The bullet enters the youth’s skull perfectly in the middle of his forehead, causing the back of his skull to splatter the wall behind him.   The gunshot echoes through the top floor of the building as the cloud falters and drops.  Trina sends, *I gotta go, Lili.*  She feels L’liana leave her mind.

A woman in a diaphanous gown rushes out to cradle the dead boy to her bosom and wails to Heaven.  Trina rushes over and grabs the woman’s face.  She pinches her chin harshly and ‘influences’ her.  “Be quiet.  I will grant you your grief, but if you don’t want other young boys to die today, you need to help me.  Understand?”

The woman nods and Trina releases her face.  She offers her a hand to help rise to her feet.

Trina tells the sobbing woman, “My Lord has given instructions that if anyone shows any of that grey smoke or roiling eyes that the Dread Lord and his sons have that I am to put a bullet in their heads immediately.  If you don’t want me shooting the rest of the Dread Lord’s sons, I recommend you get their mothers to convince them to surrender and not show any powers.  If I see any of that smoke coming from their eyes, mouth, nose, seeping out of their skin, or out of a wound, I will kill them just like I did your son.  I would rather not have to do that.  Will you help me?”

The sobbing woman nods.

Trina instructs her, “Tell all of the mothers to convince everyone to surrender and not show any powers.  Tell them to sit and close their eyes if they must.  Any show of powers will bring death.  Am I clear?”

“Yes, mistress,” the woman sobs gently.

Trina tells her, “I will hold my team in place.  You bring everyone out here and have them sit along that wall.”  She points to the corridor wall opposite the dead boy.  The woman nods.  Trina asks her, “What is your name, mother?”

The sobbing woman replies, “Najila.”

Trina hugs the woman with her left arm while holding her pistol along her thigh.  “Najila, my name is Trina.  I’m sorry I had to kill your son.  No mercy will be given to any that attack.  Please help me avoid killing any more people in your family.”

Rapid gunfire echoes up the stairwell.  Trina sends, *Lili?  Is that you?*

L’liana responds, *No that’s Eileen.  They took out the desk guards quietly, but there were a group armed and ready to go on duty.  They are resisting, but I understand the wolves have it under control.  I have some of the mothers pulling everyone together quietly.  So far, so good.*

Trina tells Najila, “That was from the barracks.  The oncoming guard shift decided to die.  I hope you had no sons there.”  The gunfire tapers off.

Najila responds, “No.  Those are all violent, brutal men.  Many of us Sidhe have been raped by them with the Lord’s permission.  They will not be mourned.”

Trina hugs her again, “Lili has some of the mothers pulling everyone together downstairs to avoid any more killing.  Please.  Help me avoid it here.”

Najila hugs Trina, “Thank you, Lady.  I will go now.”  She releases Trina, dries her eyes, and calls out in Arabic as she hurries down the corridor.

* * *

Zandra walks onto the twenty-fourth floor.  There is a guard desk with two bored-looking guards.  They look up as Zandra steps onto the floor.  She whips into a whirlwind and appears behind the two guards as they startle and turn towards her, Maddock leads the Red Hats onto the floor.  Abu trails behind.

The guards are startled and freeze as the two lead Red Hats reach the guards and hoist them out of their chairs.   Abu tells them, “Open the doors to the dungeons if you want to live.”

One of the Red Hats releases a guard’s right arm, but the guard decides to go for his weapon instead of his keys.   The Goblin slams the guy to the floor, puts a foot in the middle of his back and pulls his left arm out of its socket.  The Goblin proceeds to beat the guard to death with his own arm.  After that Maddock growls, and three other goblins rip limbs from the corpse and start chewing on them as they look hungrily at the remaining guard. 

The remaining guard, hanging by his right arm and throat from his capture’s grip, pees himself as he watches the demise of his partner.

Maddock growls again and marches over to the double doors behind the guard post.  Zandra spins out of view and appears again in a corner.  Maddock kicks the middle of the right-hand, metal door with his heavy boot.  It dents slightly.  He does it again and the door buckles.  Then Maddock grasps the door’s handle and rips it from the hinges.

The other guard screams as four Goblins tear him apart while Maddock rushes in with eight Red Hats and chases down any guards in the dungeon.  There are only four guards scattered throughout the cells.  They are armed with tasers, pistols, and truncheons.  One of the Goblins drops as two guards hit him with tasers at the same time, but he slowly gets back up when they stop feeding current into him.  Two other Goblins attack the guards who shot their comrade with tasers.  One guard receives a punch to his heart, which causes blood to erupt from his mouth before he falls dead.  The other guard dies as a Red Hat shoves the guard’s neck into his mouth - tusks pierce the guard’s spine as the Goblin bites down hard.

Another guard hits Maddock with his taser, but Maddock just pulls out the leads and drops them to the floor.  He marches up to the guard, picks him up by the throat, and squeezes until there is a ‘snap-crackle-pop’ from the guard’s neck as he hangs limply in Maddock’s grip.

They find the fourth guard huddled under the desk in the back of the cell block, calling for help on the radio.  Abu and Maddock disarm him and grab his radio.  Then they start looking for Abu’s family.

The cell block has cells down either side.  In the center stand columns of glass tubes with angry Djinn trapped inside.  Some are swirling around inside the tubes.  Others are standing still either observing the invading force or beating on their glass cells.  Zandra whirls from tube to tube and shouts the same thing in Persian to each one of her family.  “We have come to rescue you.  Be patient.  We will release you momentarily.”

One of the Goblins is perusing the control panel for the atmosphere controls of the tubes.  He purses his lips and presses a button.  He looks up to see one of the Djinn frantically beating on the glass.  Another Goblin pulls a falchion from its sheath and beats on the glass repeatedly with the hilt.  The glass cracks and then breaks as the vacuum inside the tube pulls the glass shards inward.    The Goblin at the board hits the same button and the vacuum stops.  The Djinn that was gasping relaxes, and then he spins into a whirlwind and arrives at the control panel next to the Goblin.  Zandra joins him as the other Goblin joins his comrade.

The male Djinn presses a button at the bottom of the bank for each cylinder.  There is a series of air releases as the tubes raise about three feet off their bases.  The Djinn all spin into whirlwinds and then stand on the floor among the Goblins.

Abu wails as he holds his wife to him.  She is dying from lack of medical care and repeated rapes.  Maddock releases Abu’s daughter and escorts her to her parents.  She is naked and has blood stains on her legs.  Abu wraps his coat around her as she weeps in his arms.  They both wrap Abu’s wife in hugs.

Suddenly there is a flurry of gunfire from the floor above.  The Djinn spin into the air and disappear up the stairs.

* * *

Chelsea and Eileen’s wolf squads were sweeping through the barracks when they found the ready room for the next shift.  Wolves in both human and wolf form rush into the ready room, but the twelve guards in the room are all armed and ready for duty.  Bullets fly from both sides as wolves rush in attacking anyone that raises a weapon.  In mere moments the shooting is done.  All twelve guards are dead, two wolves and one armored squad member are severely wounded.

Chelsea is about to ask for status, when suddenly the Djinn arrive with Zandra. 

Zandra tells Chelsea and Eileen, “The Djinn want to help.  What can they do?”

Eileen says, “This is a barracks.  We hit the ready room first, so we don’t know how many other combatants are left.  Can they scout them out without putting themselves into danger?”

Zandra nods and relays instructions to her men in Persian.  They spin into whirlwinds and disappear down the corridors.

The wolves form up with a squad in each corridor and start making their way down the halls, clearing each room.  They find only empty bunks, corpses, or groaning and incapacitated guards.  They secure the living by wrapping ankles and wrists in zip-ties.  Then they drag both the living and the dead to the vestibule up front.  Eileen asks Zandra to hold this floor, and then she leads Chelsea and the wolves down to the clear floors twenty-three and twenty-two.  Most of the workers and guards left when the gunfire started, so it was only the work of minutes to clear those two floors.

* * *

Upon arriving in the sub-basement, Jessica and Kazeem secure the mechanics and guards with zip ties.  They stand guard waiting for new arrivals.  Kazeem makes lewd remarks and touches her repeatedly, barely keeping his behavior within the bounds of propriety.  Some guards and construction workers from floors twenty-two and twenty-three arrive, and Jessica ensures they are also secured.  When L’liana sends the all clear, Jessica shoots Kazeem in the knees and invites the Goblins to snack.  Then she sends L’liana a status before going to the basement and lobby levels to check on people there.  Once she confirms that they have detained the last of the guards and construction workers, she has the Goblins start ferrying folks up to the twenty-second floor for debriefing and disposition.


26 - Debrief

(Peynirli, Eastern Turkey - home of Emin and Emele Yavuz)

Emele shakes my shoulder and says something I don’t understand.  Slowly my brain figures out she’s talking in Turkish.  Something about...get up...food… ‘Oh shit!’ 

I sit up and respond in the same language.  “Thank you, Emele.”

“We have indoor plumbing.  Next door between the bedrooms,” she explains.

“Thank you, Emele.”

I get up and hurry down the hall.  Little Jack drains for what feels like hours.  I wash my hands and my face.  I step out, and Ismael squeezes past me with a gasped “Allah be praised.”

I chuckle and pick up my weapons and put them on.  The Elven blade, Eventide, and Morningstar clear their scabbards easily.  I clear, swab, function check, and load both pistols.  I screw the silencer onto my pistol and put Trina’s into the belt holster on my left hip.  The Elven blade goes on my right hip.  Once my weapons are in order.  I nearly run over Ismael on my way to the kitchen. 

As we sit at the places Emele designates, I ask Ismael, “Would you like a pistol and a knife?  I thought you might like to be armed to meet Farouk.”

“Definitely,” Ismael agrees.  I pull the holster from my hip and the Elven blade from my other hip, placing each on the table next to Ismael.

He clips on the blade first, then the holster.  He says, “Excuse me” in Turkish as he rises from the table and walks outside.  I hear him working the action of the pistol, and then he returns to the table with empty hands.

Emele pulls a sheet from the stove and fills four plates with lahmacun, an Armenian crispy, flatbread, covered in minced meat and vegetables.  The food smells delicious, and it tastes even better.  I’ve run into variants of this dish all over the Middle East, but few tasted as good as Emele’s offering.

After we eat, Emele serves coffee.  As I take my first taste, L’liana speaks in my mind.

*Hello, Beloved Husband.  I thought you might like to know how things went in Kuwait.*

*Yes, please!* I respond.

She reports, *We captured the entire compound.  Three wolves were hurt, but are recovering with assists from Selene and Sera.  We only killed one of the boys for breathing the grey smoke.  There are five others with the ability or that are starting to show the ability - surprisingly one is female.  Since they never used it within anyone’s site, we kept them alive.  We’ll figure out how to neutralize it later.  For now we are treating them with kindness.  It seems to be a novel experience to them.*

*Lili, I wanted them dead,* I admonish her.

*I know you, Husband.  I know you would regret killing children that did no harm.  Trina is almost inconsolable for killing the one that attacked her.  He was only fourteen.  I told them we wouldn’t kill them as long as they didn’t show their powers.  We’ll discuss that later, Husband.* 

It’s amazing she can convey a tone of voice that brooks no argument via telepathy. 

She continues, *Abu’s wife was nearly dead from her medical condition compounded by repeated rape and torture.  Christie came through the portal and assessed her health with Sera and Selene.  Those lovely Verdic ladies of yours pumped her full of healing energy.  Selene actually thinks she found the root cause of her illness, but wants to wait to address it until she can consult with you and Christie at the same time.  Abu’s daughter is an emotional mess after being raped in every possible way since she arrived.*

L’liana pauses a moment to collect her thoughts as I say, *Jeez!  Those bastards.*

She adds, *Although Farouk and Hakim brutalized her, most of her abusers were Sidhe and Human.  Most of the male Sidhe were guards and were either killed or wounded.  Selene and Sera gave the wounded a little boost to help them heal.  We’ll figure out which were rapists once we get everyone settled.  They will be culled.*

*Sounds reasonable,* I respond.

She continues, *We also found a little boy in the cells.  He’s ten years old and appears completely Verdic - no ‘grey breather’ influence as far as we can tell.  His mother was very happy to see him again.  We’re taking blood samples from all of Farouk’s children to see if we can find a genetic link to the ‘grey breathing’ in the hopes of being able to neutralize it.*

*I suspect that it may be more of an issue of raising.  When I accepted the nanobots into my body, they eventually changed into Living Shadows,* I tell her.

*Oh wow!  Okay, I’ll pass that on to my people in the lab.  The last bit of news is from Ariana.  The Dread Lord got quite upset about being delayed.  He laid waste to the customs station at the Georgian border.  She asked that you heal the wounded guards as you chase Farouk.  Cernunnos is bringing Sera and Selene along on the Hunt, so you don’t drain yourself doing too much healing.  They both want to watch their sire die.  It’s funny because they’re so loving, yet they both turn completely cold whenever we mention Farouk.  The change is especially dramatic in Sera as she’s such a bubbly girl most of the time.*

*I think she needs closure, just like the rest of his children,* I opine.

*You’re probably right, Jack.  Anyway, we’re staying here to occupy the hotel.  We are helping man the desk as we aren’t sure that some of the staff weren’t more involved than we think.  We have two Sidhe females from the seraglio coaching Georgia, Charli, and Sowie on desk procedures.  We rescued the concierge on duty as well.  We have the Verdic females sitting with the Djinn males.  We told the Djinn your plan, but told them it was a secret and not to share it.  It’s fun to watch them flirt with the Verdic women - they are so starved for attention that they are likely all going to take a Djinn lover as long as you don’t sweep them off their feet. (Giggles)*

*Thank you for the update, my darling Lili.   I love you.  I can’t wait to hold all of you in my arms again,*   I tell her in parting.

*I love you too, Jack.  Love from all the girls here.  They’re all jealous of Sera and Solange getting to hunt with you.  Bye, my Lord Husband!*  Then I feel her leave my mind.


27 - The Wild Hunt

I update Ismael on what I learn.

Afterward I ask him, “Did you ever rape that girl?”

Ismael looks at me angrily.  “No, Jack.  I would never rape a woman.”  His expression softens as he says, “Dalia has had my heart since we were in school together.  I’m not sure my organ would work with anyone else.”

I nod.  Then I ask, “Anyone from the rest of the crew?”

Ismael shrugs.  “I think Ali took a turn.  Azeem spent time with her, but everyone has been teasing him about getting soft around her.  I think he tried to comfort her rather than rape her.  I know he beat the shit out of Kazeem for brutalizing her.  Kazeem is his older brother.”

I tell him, “Kazeem will die if he isn‘t dead already.”

“No loss,” responds Ismael.  “He is scum of the earth.”

We hear a hoot from outside, and so we thank our hosts, grab our gear, and walk out the back door to meet our Rock Troll sentry.

The huge Rock Troll beckons us around the corner of the house and through the woods to the main road.  Across the road I see an incredible menagerie. 

It’s hard to get a count as everyone is milling about, but there are roughly twenty large dog-like creatures that look like a wooly hybrid between a hyena and a bear.  I learned these are what are called ‘Hellhounds.’  There are an equivalent number of large hounds that look like green-furred Irish Wolfhounds.  I’m guessing these are ‘Cu-Sith’ - faerie hounds.  There are also eight creatures which are covered in tentacles and are about the size of a horse.  I see six Naga, one of which is my father-in-law.  He waves.  There are a dozen Night Hags - Esmi, Penny, Mara, and Flora are all there with their tags to help me identify them.  There are roughly twenty thin stick-like humanoids carrying bear spears or boar spears like they weigh nothing at all.   I see nine...no ten...uh...make that fourteen large boars about the same size as the tentacled creatures.  The boars have long tusks and hands like a monkey on their front feet with ‘normal’ spayed back feet.  The boars also have tails that are about four-to-five feet long ending in a spiked nob like a morningstar mace.  Then there are the ‘horses.’  

All are solid black and difficult to focus on.  They look to be built like a cross between a Clydesdale and a Fresian - tall, strong limbs, strong torso, and luxurious manes and tails.  Some have visible tusks or fangs.  All have swirling red eyes.  Smoke blows from their nostrils and rises where their feet strike the ground.  They carry a variety of riders - three with deer horns on their heads, four with wolf ears and muzzles, two with rabbit ears and light fur, and two beauties from my harem.

I smile at Selene and Sera as I hear the large gent riding a ‘horse’ at the front of the pack call, “Hello, Jack!”

I call back, “Hello, Harald!  I’m glad I’m able to take you up on your offer!”  I look both ways and cross the street.

I look up at Harald.  Harald is a hulking human-like man in quilted leathers and draped in a leather cape.  I know from meeting him previously, that he is easily 6’6” tall, but he also has an impressive rack of antlers sprouting from his head, which extends at least another 18” above that.  He’s managed to get a jaunty ‘Robin Hood’ cap on his head, and the antlers protrude from it. 

Harald sees me scrutinizing the cap and laughs loudly, as he is wont to do.  He chuckles, “Velcro, Jack.  It’s a wonder of the modern world.”

I join in his laughter before I introduce my companion. “Harald, please allow me to introduce Ismael, formerly of the Dread Lord’s court.  Ismael, this is Harald, Lord Cernunnos, Lord of the Wild Hunt.”

Ismael gasps before he collects himself.  “It is my honor to meet you, Lord Cernunnos.”

I tell Harald.  “I think he’s impressed.  He calls me ‘cheeky Yank.’  Hey Ismael, don’t ever play poker with Harald or Ralph.  They take ‘poker face’ to a whole new level.”

Harald laughs while Ismael responds, “Noted, you cheeky Yank.”

One of the Hellhounds sits next to Haralds ‘horse’ and growls, “Sounds like-a good name-for-you, Jack!”

I walk up and take the dog’s hand in a shake.  I say with a chuckle, “Careful, Ralph.  I might have to find a cute puppy name for you.”  He grins back at me.

As I release Ralph’s paw, Selene flies into my arms and devours my face.  She gasps for breath before saying.  “Hello, Fiancé.”

I grin and peck her lips one more time before responding.  “Hello, Fiancé.  It’s lovely to see you.”

Sera pushes in for a kiss, too.  She says, “Jack, can I be a Fiancé too?”

I tell her, “Of course, Sweetheart.  If you’re ready.”

She winks at Selene and then flashes me a brilliant smile.  “I’ve been ready since you cut my hand off, Jack.”

I brush my lips against hers, “I think Lili started something.”

“Thank the Goddess,” says Selene.

The Night Hags all rush over for hugs and kisses.  Flora even manages to not get clingy.

I look up to Harald.  “We need to get moving to Camili.  I would rather deal with him before he has a Dragon enthralled.  There is supposed to be one Sidhe woman with him who is to influence the Dragon that supposedly nests there.”

Harald says, “We’ll keep them entertained.  You need to take your ladies to the border station.  Farouk hurt the guards stationed at the border crossing when they tried to detain him.  They may be closer to his destination than you wish.  I’ve got Nightmares for you and Ismael to ride.  Ralph and two of his cousins are going with you.  They’ll help you find us.  We’re going to go directly to Camili to interdict Farouk.  See you there.”

“Sounds good,” I respond as I watch Sera and Selene’s firm tushies run back to their mounts.  The Nightmares don’t shy at the quick approach.  Esmi gives me a wet kiss and a wink before taking to the air with her sisters.

One of the ‘Thinmen’ leads two mounts to Ismael and myself.  I mount up, and the Thinman adjusts my stirrups.  I see Ismael adjusting his own before he mounts.  Apparently he rides enough to know what to do.  The Thinman steps back with a small bow, which I return as I take my reins.

I look to Ralph, “Do you know where we’re going?””

He growls, “You betcha, Jack.” 

Then Ralph lets loose an unearthly howl and dashes off down the main road.  I give my mount a gentle tap in the ribs and a “tchk-tchk,” and we’re off.  Ismael, Sera, and Selene all join us.  Ralph and his cousins suddenly start to run up into the air and my mount follows smoothly.  As I watch Ralph running ahead of us, I notice a glowing, wispy path that seems to appear below my mount’s hooves and runs off in the direction of the Georgian border crossing at Sarpi. 

I think to myself, *Hmm.  It’s like the path to the prey is lit.*

I hear an unfamiliar voice in my mind.  *Exactly.  Since our prey is the border station, the trail leads us there.  When our prey becomes Farouk, the trail will lead us there.  Ralph helps to make the trail visible, but all of us can follow the trail even without his help.  By the way, I am ‘Flash’*

*Hello, Flash.  I’m assuming you are who is carrying me.*

*Right in one, Jack.*

*I appreciate the ride and the information, Flash.*

Flash snorts audibly and picks up the pace.  We’re running a little above the treetops at an amazing pace.  Sarpi is just about fifty kilometers or thirty miles from Peynirli if you don’t have to take the roads.  We don’t.

When the path turns to valleys, I notice we don’t contour very much.  The longer we ride, the faster we go, and the flatter the path stays.  The ride is shorter than the ride to the airport from my condo in Phoenix.  I see the smoking ruin of the border station as we start to descend to the ground.

A wounded soldier is tending to eight wounded comrades.  He has them laid out on the ground near the ruin where an emergency light is casting light on them.  The soldier startles and raises a weapon toward Ralph.  Ralph stops in front of him and sits with his tongue lolled out like a wolf after a hard run.  I pull up my mount about ten meters away from the soldier and dismount.

I walk toward the soldier, and he raises his weapon - I make him sleep with my will.

Sera, Selene, and I triage the wounded.  One has died from fluid in his lungs, and another is close.  The dead one is a Sidhe.  All of them have burns and scarring on their skin, in their lungs, and a couple have their eyes burned out.  I start with the one close to death and ‘remove’ the fluid from his lungs as I heal his lungs.  I don’t sense any nanobots.  When he is breathing easier, I restore his eyes and start his burned sinuses and skin to repair.  His left arm is broken, so I set and knit it together.

Sera, Selene, and I work our way through the wounded rapidly.  The ladies do most of the healing of injuries after that first one.  I confirm their diagnoses and give a little boost to those that could use it.  The ladies do a great job, but they are just coming into their abilities.  They were healing in Kuwait earlier today and haven’t had any rest.  They are probably getting close to having headaches.  I coach them to just start the healing and let the patient’s bodies do the rest of the work.  I check on the guy who was nursing them.  I restore his missing left eye and heal his sprained knee.  He didn’t get many burns, but his jaw is cracked.  I ensure it’s properly aligned and give him enough energy to knit the crack closed and dull the pain.  Then I wake them all up. 

The ‘nurse’ speaks Turkish, so we tell him what we have done.  I tell him to report that they were attacked by Farouk bin Jaber Al-Sabah, and some travelers coming through the checkpoint rendered first aid.  I tell him to ensure that all of the injured will rest for two weeks before resuming normal duties.  He agrees to pass on the instructions. 

Then we all mount up and pick up the trail to Camili.

Based upon my map recon earlier, I think the ride to Camili should be about half of the ride to the Sarpi border station from Peynrili.  Ralph leads us over the foothills and into a river valley as we barrel towards our prey.  We stay at a pretty low altitude and rush over the river running about ten feet below our mounts‘ feet.  After about a fifteen minute ride past Camili, we run up to the side of a mountain which appears to be the second highest peak in the area.  We slow as we reach the summit to find the hunt surrounding a beautiful woman, a Dragon in its hybrid form, and a tall thin semitic man spewing miasma into a cloud that he directs into the hunt. 

The various beasts of the Hunt circle Farouk and nip at him.  A Thinman stabs him with a boar spear and lets it hang from his flesh.  Farouk forms the nanobot miasma into a longsword and cuts through the haft of the spear and into the shoulder of one of the Hellhounds as one of the Tentacled beasts smacks him with a tentacle.  Farouk whips his blade around and severs the tip of the tentacle.  It appears he knows how to use a blade.

The woman has the Dragon’s attention, so I pull Morningstar and direct my mount to rush her.  I try to make her sleep but I see a bracelet on her wrist glow and smoke wisps circle around her head.  I direct Flash to run behind her as she faces the Dragon.  The Dragon roars and launches into the air just before I reach the Sidhe woman.  She turns to face me and raises her hands in front of her face.  I lean down and cut off her head in passing.

I hear a voice scream, “Yasmine!”

My mount wheels to face the Dragon who hovers, but it lands again and raises its hands into a namaste posture, bowing from the waist.  I dismount and rush over to the crowd surrounding Farouk. 

The Dread Lord is wielding the nanobot miasma as a sword in his right hand and a whip in his left.  I think to myself ‘That fucker is ambidextrous!’  I’m pretty adept with both hands in combat, but I’m nowhere near as facile as Farouk is.  ‘This will be fun.’

It’s time to face the Dread Lord.


28 - Battle with the Dread Lord

I pull my taser flashlight and a fully charged taser from the portfolio.  I clip the taser to my left hip and hold the flashlight in my left.  I draw Morningstar in my right hand and summon Durec, Jacob, Eliana, and Yoren as I walk up toward the battle. 

I yell, “Back off!  I’ve got this.” 

The Hunt backs off and makes a large circle around our prey.

I ask Eliana, *Are you all going to be able to withstand the nanobots?*

*I think we’ll be okay.  The magic used to build us uses a similar energy as what I’m feeling from the nanobots.  We fought a Grey Lord, or Dread Lord, a couple of times.  It is painful, but with a little skill on our Lord’s part, it is survivable.  We’ll be fine, Jack.  Let’s end this!*

I address my foe, “Hello, Farouk.  Since we’ve not met face-to-face, I’ll introduce myself.  I’m Jack Jerome.  I am supposed to give you Hakim’s regards.”

“How are you still alive?  Hakim’s strength was close to my own!” he exclaims incredulously.

I tilt my head as I consider that question.  I slide Morningstar back into his scabbard.  “I’ll show you.”

Farouk throws a cloud of nanobots at me.  They surround me and burn what little skin I have exposed.  I ask Durec to shorten the sleeves on the mail as I flood the cloud in loving energy.  I offer the nanobots to feed off my flesh.  Slowly they take up my offer as the cloud dissipates.

I resume walking toward Farouk, and he throws his blade and whip into a new cloud - directly penetrating my sinuses and lungs.

Farouk sneers, “Fight that, Green Lord!” 

I take a step back as I use the same tactic on this second cloud.  It seems to accept, but the effort takes me out of time as the nanobots work their way through my system to my arms. 

Farouk takes advantage by pulling a long dagger.

I am rapidly converting the nanobots to Living Shadows, but there are a lot of them!  My lungs and sinuses are recovering slowly.  I need a new tactic!

Farouk presses his advantage by running towards me and stabbing at me with the blade.  I stand and look at him with what Solange calls my ‘patented Dumb Lord’ look.  As he approaches I turn slightly to pull the taser from my left hip, blocking Farouk’s stab with Yoren, my shield.  I turn the flashlight on pointed at Farouk’s face, which causes him to turn his face away.  Then I trigger the taser.

I turn off the flashlight as I hear a gunshot.  There is a bullet wound in the center of Farouk’s forehead, but the grey miasma pushes the bullet back out and and flows out of his forehead until the wound closes.

Farouk laughs evilly as he slowly gets back up.  “I can create infinite amounts of the Grey Dread, and I can do it indefinitely.  I can have it shield my body like that while wielding it as two weapons and throwing multiple clouds.  You are not nearly powerful enough to be a worthy opponent for me!”

I say conversationally as I turn off the flashlight and tuck the taser in its holster, “I must say Farouk.  I was surprised at the emotion when I killed your minion.  I thought you gave up on love.”  The burning stops as the Living Shadows settle.

My comment stops Farouk more thoroughly than the taser did.

He growls, “I’m going to make you all pay with hours of pain and suffering for her loss.”  He throws a cloud at Ismael and three more around the circle of the Hunt.

I ask my Living Shadows, *Can you destroy his ability to create or deploy nanobots?*  I get a negative response.  I tell Yoren, *Sorry big fella, but I need my hands.   Back to wristwatch, please.*  My heart is warmed by his concern.

Then I blink to the far side of the circle and then immediately behind Farouk.  Upon my arrival I press the taser flashlight into the base of his skull and activate it.  All the clouds falter, but they don’t drop like they did with Hakim.  I release the actuator and touch his skull with the knuckles of my left hand.  Through that contact I will his skull to grow stalactites into his brain.  I feel them start to grow, and Farouk stumbles away from me slashing blindly with his dagger as he pivots.  I barely get Jacob up in time to deflect it, but Farouk is powerful.  The blade overpowers my block and still cuts my right cheekbone.  More nanobots flow from the blade into my flesh.

I have an idea. *Since the nanobots become Living Shadows, they must be alive.  Let’s see what I can do with them once he releases them.*  I step back and ‘remove’ them from the wound - throwing them back at Farouk’s face.

That works!  They strike his face and start to burn his flesh!  I reach for the cloud around Ismael, and pull them to me before throwing them at Farouk.  He screams in pain and vomits more nanobots out to deal with the ones attacking him.

I reach for each of the other three clouds of nanobots Farouk threw at the Hunt.  As each coalesces in front of me, I throw them at Farouk.  Blood is running from his raw flesh after the second one.  The third cloud results in Farouk’s cheekbones and jawbone appearing through holes in his facial flesh.  Despite the pain he’s suffering, Farouk doesn’t stop whipping around wildly and spewing the miasma from his mouth and flesh. 

I decide to give him some additional distractions.  I pull my silenced pistol from my shoulder rig.  I alternate between hitting him in the head and in critical joints - forehead, left knee, right eye, right shoulder, point of his jaw, right hip, etcetera.  He spins with each strike and eventually drops to his knees, but more miasma leaks from each wound.  He may not have been boasting when he said he could do this indefinitely.

I stop at twelve shots and decock and holster my pistol.  I pull the latest cloud of nanobots from his mouth and throw them back at his eyes.  Then I pull Morningstar and blink.

I blink in behind Farouk and swing Morningstar, focusing on technique and speed.  As the blade bites into Farouk’s neck, flames blossom, cauterizing the wound.  Farouk’s head drops to the ground.  Then I circle the blade and execute a downward cut that bisects his toppling body - again cauterized with flames.  I sheath Morningstar as he absorbs Farouk’s blood. 

I pick up Farouk’s skull.  Miasma is flowing out of his mouth and nose reaching for his body and trying to repair the burnt flesh of his decapitation.

I look down the mountain to Camili.  I blink to the intersection just outside of town.    From this location I can see there is a large, sharply pointed stone at the base of the mountain.  I blink to the point of the stone and then immediately blink up into the sky in a series of short jumps until I’m higher than the mountaintop we were fighting on.  Then I jump down one jump and slam Farouk's head downward.

I blink back to the intersection, but I have to do a roll when I arrive due to the downward momentum.  I catch sight of Farouk’s skull and bump it gently to keep it on target with the point of the stone.  Then it hits.

Farouk’s head explodes as it impacts the point of the stone.  A cloud of nanobots swarm over the point of impact, but there are no pieces big enough for them to work with. 

I reach out with my mind in an attempt to find Farouk’s soul.  I suspect it was in his skull before it exploded.  I search around, but all I sense are the nanobots.  I call them to me, wrap them in loving energy.  That’s where I find Farouk - his soul seems to be distributed among the nanobots.  His soul is very angry.  I remove Farouk’s soul from the nanobots, and then I direct them to my arm like I did the earlier batches.

Farouk’s soul rages at me in front of my face.  I wrap him in a blanket of loving energy, ignoring his hate.  Then I blink back to the mountaintop.  The halves of Farouk’s body are slowly dissolving in the swarm of nanobots.  I call them to me and give them the same treatment as all the others while Farouk’s soul quietly radiates hate through the blanket of love I have him wrapped in.

Remembering Farouk’s shout when I killed the Sidhe, I call out for Yasmine’s soul as he rages.  I feel another presence join us, and Farouk stops raging.  I feel warm loving energy radiate from the other soul and wrap around him. 

I say out loud in Arabic, “Yasmine, I’m sorry I couldn’t find a better way to stop you from enthralling the Dragon.  I wish you happiness in whatever comes next.  Hopefully, you and Farouk can find joy, love, and happiness together.  Please help him release his hate and learn the joy of love.”

I feel a positive response from her, and then the two of them slowly fade away.

I call out, “Harald, does anyone need healing?”  I walk over to him.

He nods, “If you could help Mick and Sean.  Mick lost several tentacles, but the burns are making it difficult for him to regenerate them.  Sean is having difficulty breathing.”

I check out Sean, one of the Thinmen.  He has severe burns in his lungs.  I don’t find any nanobots, so I just heal the damage.  Selene and Sera join me to watch what I’m doing.

Mick is one of the tentacled beings.  Four of his tentacles have been severed, but the stumps are nearly cauterized.  I numb the nerves and excise the crisped flesh on a tentacle before closing the wound.  Then I give it a shot of healing energy.  Sera and Selene help on other tentacles as I talk them through it.

After their immediate needs are cared for, I check Ismael.  I give him a dose of healing for burnt skin, sinuses, and lungs.  Afterwards, the ladies and I make a round of the hunters of the Hunt sealing cuts, healing burns, and meeting them all.

Eventually I find myself standing before the Dragon.  Again she is pressing her palms together.  She says, “Namasté.  Thank you for rescuing me from that Sidhe.  She had me well and thoroughly enthralled.  Fortunately, she was trying to actively control me rather than plant commands.”

“Hello.  I’m Jack.  It’s my pleasure to help.  I just regret how I ended her control.  I had to do a fair amount of killing when I was in the army.  I’d rather not do any more,” I tell her.

She smiles, “My name is Aurora.  I can see why my daughter is so enamored with you.”

Sera hugs my arm.  “She has to get in line, Aurora.  I’m Sera.  This is my sister, Selene.”

I smile back, “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Aurora.  I’m sure your daughter is a lovely girl.  It’s too bad I don’t know her.”

Aurora laughs, “You know her.  She looks much like me, which is why I’m not going to show you my human form.”

I shake my head.  “Okay, Aurora.  I’ll pass on your regards when she reveals herself to me.  I’ve got to go.  Are you going to be okay here?”

She grins, “I’ll be fine, Jack.  I live here.  This is my home.”

I nod, “It’s a lovely place.  I think eastern Turkey is gorgeous.  I wonder if maybe I should build a residence out here.“

Aurora smiles, “I think you should.  Goodbye, Jack!”

“Goodbye, Aurora.”  I wave and walk away.


29 - Consolidation

Selene hugs my arm and says, “I like it here.  We should definitely build a residence here.  Lili could make a portal to connect it to Cottonwood.”

I shrug, “Actually, I like the sound of that.  We can discuss it when we get home.”

I walk up to Cernunnos.  “Well Harald, are we riding back?” 

“Kind of,” he says with a grin.  “Mount up.”

We mount up and take off behind Ralph and Harald.  We ride hard and fast for about ten minutes, climbing higher and higher.  Suddenly, a portal opens in front of Ralph, and he dives through it.  Harald and the Hunt follow him through.  We arrive in a huge cavern.  The Hunt slows gradually and circles around the cavern until we are all stopped standing in a circle facing towards Harald.

The Lord of the Hunt addresses the hunters.  “It was a good hunt.  I saw that everyone contributed despite facing the most dangerous and capable prey we have chased in recent history.  It was definitely one of the most important hunts that I’ve ever heard of.  Take care of your equipment and meet in the hall for the tapping of the beer kegs.  See you there!  Go forth!”

Harald turns to me as the hunters cheer.  “Jack, I appreciate you including us.  My hunters will be telling stories of this hunt for centuries.”

I shake his hand.  “I couldn’t have done it without the Hunt, Harald.  I owe you one.”

Harald laughs, “I’ll take it out of your pocket the next time we play poker.  We’ll take care of your mounts.”  He points to a different corridor than the one everyone else ran into.  “That corridor takes you to the portal to the Winter Court.  Give my best to your family.”

“I will Harald.  See you soon.”  I wave as I march off to the Winter Court.  Sera and Selene flank me and Ismael falls in behind just before I step into the permanent portal between the home of the Sluagh and the court of the Winter Queen of Faerie.

All the portals into the Winter Court have a guard station except two.  One connects to the Schattenburg, the old European Winter Court in Germany.  The other one connects to the cavernous home of the Host of the Sluagh.

The lack of a guard station doesn’t mean we aren’t met as we walk up the corridor to the main audience hall.  Grace, Christie, and Megan gasp and rush forward to wrap Selene, Sera, and myself in hugs and kisses.

I introduce my ladies to Ismael, and then Grace takes over.  “I’m taking you to the Faerie Queen, my King.  This way.”

My Goblin Queen spins gracefully and leads us into the audience chamber.   We walk back to the throne, but rather than going to the right towards the Chamberlain’s office and Ariana’s quarters, we veer to the left.  As we pass behind the throne, Grace steps to a door guarded by Tiphanae and Charli.  Grace ‘Vana-waves’ us through the door.  I stop to kiss her and my other two lovers before stepping into the room.  Inside, a conference room extends to my left and looks like it could easily hold twelve people around the table with another eight lined up in chairs along the wall. 

Myra is posted to my left at the head of the table, leaning on the table and talking on the radio.  Georgia is taking notes on a laptop to Myra’s left.  Erica is on another radio and Annette is logging for her.  Kristina rushes around the foot of the table past the open portal and throws herself into my arms.  “Welcome back, Lord Husband.” 

I pick up my most diminutive wife and kiss her soundly.  All talking stops, and everyone stares at me as I release Kristina.  I make my way to Myra.  Just before I reach her I announce, “The Dread Lord is dead.”

“Praise the Goddess,” Myra exclaims as she throws herself into my arms.  We kiss as the rest of the ladies reservedly applaud my announcement.  I know they’re all happy that I’m back and the threat is gone.  However, we’ve all evolved to the point that celebrating a death, even of a dangerous enemy, is not really a cause for joy.  I get it because I am slightly melancholy despite my relief that Farouk no longer walks the earth.

I introduce Ismael to everyone.  Christie tells him, “Dalia is recovering nicely.  She’s sleeping, but we’re due to wake her in about an hour to eat something.  Queen Ariana is hosting her.  I can take you there.”

I interrupt, “I would like to get to Kuwait quickly and address all the rapists.”

Myra says, “All those there are dead.  Lili marched all the males past Abu’s daughter, Alia, and allowed her to point out her abusers.  Lili scanned the memories of all of them as they marched by.  Those that failed the test were dismembered by the Goblins.”

I turn to Ismael, “Let’s take all of your boys to Kuwait.  They need to pass the test.”

He nods.  “I agree, Jack.  Where are they?  I’ll get them.”

Tiphanae calls from the door.  “They’re in the dining hall.  I’ll have them here in about five minutes.”

“Is that enough time for me to see Dalia?” Ismael asks.

Christie says, “If we don’t linger.  I’ll take you.  Let’s go.”  She looks at me inquiringly, and I nod.  She smiles and hurries out the door with Ismael and Megan in tow.

“Master, I need you to touch me!” Georgia calls.  I laugh and walk behind Myra, giving her lovely bum a caress as I continue to kiss Georgia, Erica, and then Annette.  Then I pick Georgia up out of her chair, which elicits a delightful squeal. 

I sit in her chair, seat her in my lap, and cup her breasts in my hands as I pull her back into my chest.  I murmur in her ear, “Is this better, Kitten?”

“Much better, Master!” she replies.  “I was so worried about you.  I’ve only been yours for a short time, and I was so worried I would lose you.”

“I had to do it, Georgia.”

She spins in my lap to look at me.  “I know, Jack.  There was a time when I saw a vision of the Dread Lord attacking you with the grey smoke, and your flesh was burning.  How did you escape that?”

I grin, “I didn’t escape it.  I survived it by embracing it.”  I look at the burnt off left sleeve of my coat and shirt to the intricate geometric pattern pulsing in my skin.  “They all converted to Living Shadows when I embraced them.  I had them join me on my arm, but I expected a band around my bicep.  Instead, I have a full sleeve, and I feel them on my chest, too.” 

Georgia traces my face.  “You have them here too, and running down your neck.”

I’m surprised.  “Really?  I don’t feel them there.”

There is a chorus of confirmation from my ladies.

Myra says, “Merriam will be glad to take them off your hands.  Maybe when we move into the Cottonwood house, and you claim her and Cassandra as your own.”

“Sounds like a plan, Myra.”  I hear feet approaching the conference room.  “Let me up, Kitten.”

Georgia jumps off my lap, and her unbound, full breasts bounce delightfully.  I stand and wrap her in a hug.  “Back to work, Kitten.  I’ll reward you later for being such a good girl.”

She kisses me quickly and takes her seat.  She looks up at me, “I can’t wait, Master.”

Yeshua, Ali, Faisal, and Azeem all troop into the conference room.  Tiphanae takes up her post at the door. 

I greet the men as Ismael walks back in with a loopy grin on his face.  Christie and Megan sneak in and sit next to Kristina in the wall seats.

I stand behind Annette as I lay a hand on hers and Erica’s shoulders.  Then I address the men. 

“We’re all going to Kuwait through that portal.  We will put things in order there, and then decide who wants to do what.  I’m sure Ariana probably told you, there is a shortage of Sidhe males in the Winter Court, so any of you that wish to return will likely find a warm welcome - especially if you know how to treat a lady right.”  I see Ali smirk, and Faisel doesn’t look particularly comfortable.  “Yeshua, follow me.  Ismael take up the trail position.”  They nod at their instructions.

I kiss each of my ladies, including the two at the door, and then lead the men through the portal.  Sera and Selene follow me through.  I am immediately jumped by Chelsea as I walk through the portal, and she devours my mouth.

“I’ve missed you, Husband.  I and all my sisters were worried about you,” she says.

Trina walks up and slides into our hug.  She kisses me.  When she breaks the kiss I look down and see the tears streaming down her face. 

Trina sobs, “He was just a boy, Jack.  Fourteen years old and the ‘man of the house.’  Farouk told him to guard his mother and brother while he was gone.  He attacked immediately upon spotting us.  I didn’t have a choice.  Even if you hadn’t ordered it, I would have had to kill him.”

I kiss her tears dry as Chelsea releases me and wraps her arms around Trina, too.  Selene joins in comforting her.

I tell Trina, “I understand you and Lili came upon a better strategy.  Hopefully, we don’t have to kill anyone else.”

I hear L’liana’s voice, “I hope so, Jack.  Did you bring the remainder of the Dread Court for testing?”

I nod, “Yes, Lili.  I did.  These are Yeshua, Ali, Faisal, Azeem, and Ismael.”

Ismael calls out, “I’ll take the test first.”

My Elven wife joins our group hug.  “Let’s get them all downstairs.  I’ve got Abu and his family in one of the apartments for high-ranking staff.  I sent the Goblins back, and Salt sent a team of Orcs to clean up the barracks and dungeon.  They’re down there working now.  Frannie says it would increase their morale to be greeted by their king.”

I nod.  “I’ll make a point of it.  Let’s go.”

We all take the lift down two floors and walk out into the barracks floor.  I see four Orcs in coveralls chopping up corpses, bagging them, and mopping up blood.  I think they are all male.  One has a top-knot of dark greenish-black hair.  Two have thin hair combed over their pates, and the last one is completely bald.  They range in height from about 5’7” to 5’11.”  They all look fit, but are all also submissive and deferential.  They might taller if they stood proud.  They shy away from eye contact to the point they will turn and hunker away.

I stop and address them. “Hello my Orcan friends.  Please allow me to address you.  They turn towards me with sidelong glances.  It’s like I’m talking to four, green ‘Igors’ from the ‘Bride of Frankenstein’ movie.

I beckon them.  “Come closer.  I’m not here to harm you.  Stand proud and look me in the eye.  You have no reason to be shy.”

They look at each other and then step closer.  I hear boots on stairs before the door flies open and Frannie throws herself into my arms.  I carefully kiss her through her tusks.

“Hello, beautiful.  How are you?” I ask her.

“Much better that you’re back, my Lord.  Captain Corrina asked me to inform you that she is still performing her mission, but she will have a guard force for you shortly.  She is much more relaxed since we got word of your return.”

I squeeze her lovely strong ass and kiss her again.  “Thank you for delivering that message, Beloved.”

I turn to the four Orcan males in front of me, and I’m suddenly afraid their eyes will explode.  Their look of surprise is nearly comical.

I address them.  “Gentlemen.  I am Jack Jerome.  I regret that I have not taken a tour to meet the Orcan people since I ascended the throne.  Other duties have called me.  I am very happy that you are here to contribute to our effort to rid the world of the Dread Lord’s influence.  I can report to you that I have successfully destroyed him.  Now we must clean up his mess and cleanse his influence.  Unfortunately, that is a global effort.  I would be happy to have the Orcan people stand by my side as we do this.”

The Orcs nod and hoot softly, reminiscent of the Rock Trolls in Turkey.

“I will meet with all of you here before we head home.  Please tell your brothers and sisters here to expect that of me.”

The one with the top-knot asks, “Lord, may I speak with my sister?  We’ve heard nothing of her since she was taken by Saureg as a slave.”

I turn to Frannie, and she looks at the Orc with surprise.  “Koren?  Is that you?” 

Koren nods proudly,  “Yes, it is me.  I’m fourteen now.  I get to work with the men.  I volunteered for this job hoping I might see you, Frances.”

Frannie looks at me, and I smile with a nod in return.  She launches to the young Orc and wraps him in a hug.  Holding him at arm's length, she says, “Look at you, Koren.  You were four years old when I left to join the King’s service.  Look how big you are!  Your tusks are starting to show!   And you’re so strong!  I’m so proud of you, Koren!”  The young Orc looks sheepish, but the other males grin at him with approval.

“I missed you Sissi,” he murmurs. 

“I missed you too, Koren.”  She hugs him again before dragging him to stand in front of me.  She says, “This is my Lord, Jack Jerome.  He is the King of the Goblins, but he is also my Master.  He doesn’t like it when I call him that because he freed me and absolved Papa’s debt.  I serve him as his concubine and as his bodyguard.  I love him, and he loves me.  As much as I hated leaving you and being Saureg’s plaything, it was worth it to be with Jack.  If I am really lucky, I may one day be his wife.”

I interject, “There is no maybe about it, Frannie.  If you want to be my wife, you will.  The next wedding will be shortly.  If you want to be part of it, let me know.  I will propose to you formally.”

She looks at me in wonder.  Happy tears stream down her face as she nods and whispers, “Please, Lord.”

I kiss her lips gently.  “It shall be done, Beloved Frannie.”  I look to Koren.  “How do you feel about being my brother-in-law, Koren.”  His eyes are big as he nods.  I think I left him speechless. 

I clap his shoulder gently, “I have other duties to attend.  We’ll talk more later, Koren.  I will expect you and your family at the wedding.”

I shake his hand.  Then I turn to the bald guy and shake his.  He says, “I’m Krall.  I’m the team leader of this detail.  These two are Jut and Rispo.” 

I tell him, “I’m pleased to see the boss is in the middle of the work.  That’s good leadership, Krall.  Keep up the good work.” 

He stands straighter.  “I will, my King.”

I shake hands with Jut and Rispo, too.  Then L’liana leads us to the apartment where Abu bin Hassan’s family are resting.

I knock on the apartment door that L’liana indicates.   The door cracks open, and I see Abu’s eye in the crack.  Then he opens the door wide when he recognizes me.  “Jack!  You’re back!”

“It is done, Abu.  The world is free of Farouk.  Now we just need to clean his influence from the world.  That’s going to be much more difficult.”

He points to my face, “I see you weren’t unscathed.”

I shrug, “A minor inconvenience.  They are staying with me until I find them a new home.  I have the surviving members of Farouk’s party, other than Dalia with me.  Farouk gutted her, so she’s resting with my Mother-In-Law to recover.

I hear from inside the room, “Dalia is hurt?  Oh, Allah have mercy on her and grant her a speedy recovery.”

“Amen,” I respond as Abu opens the door.  A sickly, middle-aged woman and a young woman are sitting on the bed wrapped in bathrobes with towels around their hair.

Abu makes the introductions, “Jack, this is my wife, Zana, and my youngest daughter, Alia.”

I step forward, and Zana offers her hand.  It’s hard to recognize her as the pretty women in the photo.  She says, “It’s an honor to meet you, Jack.  Thank you for sending a rescue party for us.”

I shake my head.  “You have nothing to thank me for Zana.  I regret that I couldn’t rescue you sooner.”

I offer my hand to Alia.  She shakes it and says, “It was Allah’s will that we suffer this trial.”

I kneel before her.  “Alia, it is my firm belief that Allah doesn’t wish suffering upon his faithful or any of us.  That is the work of mankind.  The more time I spend as a Lord and King, the more I understand that to really rule effectively, you have to love your people.  I do.  I’m sure Allah does too.  He didn’t will this for you.  The Dread Lord did.  We can honor Allah by bringing your abusers to justice as humanely as possible.”

I turn to the door.  “Yeshua, bring your men in here and kneel on the floor.”

Ismael walks in first and falls at Alia’s feet.  He bows low to the floor.  He sits back on his heels and addresses Alia.  “Alia, I am Ismael.  I am sorry for not having done more for you.  I was focused on protecting Dalia.  I should have done more for you.  Please forgive me.”

Alia shakes her head.  “No, Ismael.  There is nothing to forgive.  Dalia was a friend to me during my time here.  I am glad you were watching out for me and for her.  I also saw you discourage others from taking a turn.  I heard your Lord punished you for it multiple times.  I am grateful for your care and consideration.” 

Then she points at Ali who just barely takes his eyes off the floor.  Alia says, “Lili.  That one.  His name is Ali.  He was second only to Kazeem in how he abused me.”

Ali starts to get up, but I freeze him in place.  L’liana looks at him for a moment.  Then she looks at me and nods.  I turn off his brain.

Alia looks at Yeshua and Faisel before crying out, “Azeem!”   Alia launches out of bed and wraps him in a hug.  “I was so afraid you died in the rescue!”

“No, beloved Alia.  I had to survive, so I could return to protect you again,” he murmurs into her neck.

Alia wraps her arms and legs around him and buries her face in his neck.  Slowly, Azeem wraps his arms around her.

Abu stands, indignant.  “What are you doing to my daughter?”

Azeem looks up to him with tears in his eyes.  “What I have always done, Mr. Hassan.  Comfort her.   Let her know that hope is not lost.  Let her know that what these men were doing to her was not her fault.  And dissuade the other men from raping her by beating them to the point of death - including my own brother.”  He closes his eyes and caresses Alia’s robed back.  He looks up at Abu, “My brother forgot that our sister was once this age, and how helpless we felt when the Lord raped her.  I did not.  I vowed to protect your daughter the best I could.  Unfortunately, it was not enough.  Lord Jack should kill me, too.”

“NO!” exclaims Alia as she looks up at me.  She struggles to her feet and grabs my hands.  “Please, Jack.  Please don’t kill him.”

I turn to the pretty, weeping girl.  “Alia.  I would never punish someone for trying to protect a victim.  Azeem will be around for a long time.  Did Yeshua or Faisal ever rape you?”

She shakes her head.  “No.  They would sometimes be on guard duty, but each of them turned men away who came to take a turn with me.  Every time that I know of.”

“Okay,” I say with a nod.  Then I turn to Yeshua.  “Please drag Ali’s body into the hallway and let Krall know there is another body here.”

Then I turn back to Zana.  “Zana, may I assess your health.”

She says, “It’s some kind of lung consumption.  It’s not tuberculosis, but I regularly get pneumonia.  I take a drug that helps keep whatever it is in check, but I’ve been told I’ll be like this the rest of my life.”

I sense her lungs are inflamed and there are tons of small organisms alive in her lungs and bloodstream.

Selene says, “I tried to remove them, Jack.  I just couldn’t get a firm handle on them.”

Abu says, “It’s a fungal infection she picked up while we were in Jordan.  It’s fairly common there.”

I nod, “We have something similar in Arizona.  I think the best thing to do is to give you some of my new little friends.  They will chase all the fungal spores down and eat them.  You may have them floating around your body for the rest of you life, but you should be healthy.”

I send a request to my Living Shadows and extend my left index finger.   It slowly turns black.  “These are what we call Living Shadows.  They are the remnants of Farouk’s Dread Cloud, which I accepted into my body and essentially removed the machine part of them and gave them an attitude adjustment.  They are living organic creatures.  My friend Jena had a similar infection, and we were able to give her Living Shadows to treat it.  Her treatment has been very successful.  I will touch you with my finger, and transfer a group of Living Shadows to your skin.  They will absorb and go after the fungi in your bloodstream and lungs.  They will eat it all up.  When it is gone, they will continue to patrol your body for foreign substances, cancers, etcetera.  When they run out of food to eat they will create a small circle on your wrist.  You can either keep them, or ask them to leave your body.  If you ask them to leave, put them in a bottle with a mushroom, and then send them to me.”

Zana is looking at the moving darkness on my finger.  She looks at me, “Is it safe?” 

I nod.  “Yes.”

“Okay,” Zana says as she extends her right finger to touch mine.  The Living Shadows transfer to Zana with a ‘goodbye for now.’  Interesting.

When the dose has transferred to Zana, I pull my finger away and watch as the Living Shadows absorb into her flesh.

I tell her, “I’m not sure how long until you feel the effects, but I suspect you should feel stronger within a week.  I’m told they will replicate and grow based on the amount of room and food available.”

“What are yours eating?” she asks.

“My flesh,” I answer.  “I don’t feel anything, so I don’t think they are eating much.  Plus, I suspect I am also directly feeding them energy that helps sustain them.”  I feel an affirmative response from my little friends.

Zana says, “They disappeared from your face and neck.” 

I nod and feel for them.  They’re still on my chest and my entire left arm.  Farouk created a shit-ton of the little bugs.

I turn to my former ‘archenemy.’  “So, Abu.  Now that we’re not actively trying to kill each other.  What do you want to do?  Where do you want to go?”

He shakes his head.  “I don’t know, Jack.”

“You still have family in Syria?” I ask.

He nods, “I had built up a small clinic to provide healthcare to the poor.  It’s a dangerous area, but I’ve managed to build a life there.  With Daesh running around, I really hate to take my family there.”

I tell him, “I recently returned from eastern Turkey.  It’s beautiful country, sparsely populated and poor.  There are a number of communities that could use a doctor.  I’m thinking about building a residence there, so I could provide financial and security support.  If you want to, I will help you move your family and supply your clinic.  If you want to travel back and forth to Syria, I’m open to discussing support for that.  Think about what you want.  Discuss it with your family.  You can stay here in between, or another hotel, or you can stay with me.  Either way, you don’t need to worry about the finances.”

Alia asks, “Abba, can Azeem come with us?  He makes me feel safe.”

Azeem stands and takes her hands.  “Alia.  I’m not human.  I am eighty-seven years old, and I haven’t spent any time with my people, the Sidhe, since I turned eighteen.  I think I would like to spend some time with my people now that you are safe.  I’ll make sure your father has my phone number, so you can call me and talk.  Will you permit this, Alia?”

She pulls Azeem into a hug.  “I’ll you miss you, Azeem.  I know I shouldn’t say this, but I love you.  I know I’m young, but my love for you is true.  I can’t deny you.  Go forth and be happy, Azeem.  I will carry you in my heart and ask Allah to watch over you.”

Azeem kisses her forehead chastely.  “I love you too, Little One.  May both Allah and the Goddess watch over you and keep you safe.”

I tell the Hassan family, “I need to spend time with these gentlemen, the Djinn, and the remainder of Farouk’s court.  Think about what you want to do.  I’ll be back before I leave.”  I look at the now standing Sidhe men.  “Let’s go chat, gentlemen.”

We file out and gather around the security desk in front of the elevator.  The similarity to what I’m planning in my new home isn’t lost on me. 

I say, “Okay, gentlemen.  My intent is to turn the whole top of the hotel back to hotel suites to maximize profitability and have the profits go to Farouk’s wives and concubines.  I’ll pay for the renovation, but I want it to be a top tier hotel when we’re done with it.”

Faisal says, “It may not be that easy.  Farouk is, or was, a member of the Royal family.  The Royal Historian told me Farouk was born of a concubine from a poor family to Jaber al-Abdullah al-Sabah.  Apparently, she had the grey genetics.  When he was twelve, Farouk bit the son of another concubine.  The concubine and the child were Sidhe.  By the time he turned fourteen, he had killed four of his father’s enemies with his abilities.  He became his father’s enforcer.”

Faisal rubs the back of his head before continuing.  “When his father died, Farouk travelled Europe, Asia, and eventually the US.  He returned periodically to visit his family, but he was essentially a wanderer.  He would walk the Haj at least every ten years.  After traveling for one hundred years, he returned to Kuwait City in 1959.  He hung around the court and started building hotels and office buildings in the sixties.  He began getting involved with Muslim extremists in the late sixties.  Members of the court may not know how involved he has been in terrorism.  He recruited and trained most of the notorious terrorists.  For example, he took a young Osama bin Laden under his wing.  The Royal Historian insinuated that he would make an example of a beloved young prince about once each generation to keep the family out of his private affairs.  As a result, the royal family have kept their distance and called him ‘elder uncle’ for generations.  However, I am sure the family have a legal claim on the property as Farouk owned it outright.”

I nod.  “Let’s find out for certain.  Do you know who his lawyer is?”

Yeshua says, “The Chamberlain handled the legal affairs for Farouk.  He’ll know for sure.  Part of the risk involved is that the royal family may claim it regardless.  It’s less likely here than in Saudi Arabia, but if you take ownership the odds rise.”

I ask, “Azeem, you’re going to the Winter Court for now?”  He nods.  “Yeshua?”

Yeshua answers, “I will accept Queen Ariana’s hospitality.”

Ismael says, “I’d like to serve in your court, Jack.  Dalia and I both.  Especially if you build a residence in East Anatolia.”  I nod.

Faisal says, “I don’t know what to do, Jack.  I have a friend that I don’t wish to be parted from.  He’s human.”

I purse my lips as Faisal watches my reaction.  “If he’s willing to leave with you, you could work for me.  The Winter Court doesn’t stigmatize same-sex couples, but I don’t think they generally allow humans to live there.  Ask one of the Ravens, Trina, or Queen Myra to be certain.  I can ensure you have a place to live and security work - or other work if you have other skills.  Same for your partner.  I will have to manufacture ID for you in the US, but I’m willing to do that.  Eileen might even be able to make it official.  It will be less of an issue for the Turkish residence once we have it established.  What do you think?”

Faisal responds, “We both are practicing Muslims.”

“I don’t care what faith you practice, so long as it doesn’t promote harming others.  You will definitely find it easier to practice your faith and love each other working for me.  The offer is there.  Let me know what you want to do,” I tell him.

He nods, “I appreciate your offer, Jack.  I will consult with Abdul and get back with you.”

“Okay,” I say. “I need to get the Djinn, the Seraglio, and the rest sorted.”

We head upstairs to the audience chamber of the Dread Lord.


30 - Next Steps

I find the two squads of Faerie knights along the perimeter.  I don’t see any of the wolves in sight, and only the Goblins from the family.  The Ravens are arrayed around a dais with a throne on it.  I walk to Maddock and whisper into his ear, “Hey buddy, see if you can find a simple chair or stool or something.  I’m not going to sit on that asshole’s throne.”

Maddock rumbles, “Right, boss.”  He walks behind the throne and comes out with a stacking chair.

I take it from him and sit it in front of the dais facing the room.  I sit down and look at the assembled remainder of the Dread Lord’s court.  Nearly all of the ladies are dressed like harem slaves from 1001 Arabian Nights.  The bell for the lift rings.  Louis and Trinity are stationed on either side of the doors as they open.  An Arabic-looking Sidhe male and two females walk out of the elevator and report to Trina.

Trina says, “Thank you, Karim.”  She pats the male on the shoulder before he bows and moves to the back of the assembled Sidhe.  Trina hugs one of the females.  “Welcome to the family, Ilara.  Quickly introduce me to your sister.”

Ilara pulls the other Sidhe women into their hug.  “Sure, Trina.  This is my younger sister, Armani.  Armani, this is Princess Trina Laughlin.”

Armani’s eye’s bug, “You’re that Trina?  Oh my!  I’m honored to meet you, Princess.”

Trina shakes her head.  “Not a princess, Beautiful.  I’m Queen Myra’s wife and Jack’s Chief Concubine.  I see my master looking at me impatiently.  Let’s join the group.”

I cock an eyebrow at that last bit as my family chuckles.  I thought I was smiling to see her charming the natives rather than ‘looking impatiently.’   At that time, the Queen of all Faerie walks through the portal followed by the rest of my family.  Maddock runs out and hurries back in with a stack of chairs.  Grace shakes her head and pats his arm with a smile.

Myra calls out softly, “Wives up front please.”  She leads the way, and I stand to kiss my beautiful Queen.  I offer her my chair, but she shakes her head.  She releases me, and Kristina jumps into my arms and wraps her legs around me for her kiss.  I’m sure her short skirt is flashing the audience, but I just can’t manage to care.  Supreet is in her hybrid form, and she wraps all six arms around me for her kiss.  Then Chelsea takes her place and leans in with a low growl of ‘mine’ before devouring my lips.  Grace is gently affectionate in her kiss.  L’liana follows Kristina’s example.

I sit back on the chair.  Myra, Grace, and Kristina all touch my neck and shoulders.

“Hello everyone.  I am Jack Jerome.  I have titles that I suppose I should share with you.  You have probably heard Farouk curse me because of my title of Green Lord.”  That elicits a gasp from the assembled crowd.  “I am also King of the Goblin people.  Behind me is Myra Jerome, neé Moira ab Liam Mac Nessus, former Winter Lady, and now the Faerie Queen.” 

I pause when I feel a hand leave my neck.  When the hand returns, I continue.  “Also behind me is Grace Jerome, Queen of the Goblin people...”  I give a pause to allow Grace to wave to the crowd.  “...and Kristina Jerome, neé Kristina Unterberg from the Miner Clan of the dwarves, Queen of my Hearth.  Kristina runs the family.”  Again I pause.

“The Dread Lord is dead.  I know this may not be a cause for joy among you as he was the head of your family.  I assure you that it is not a cause for joy among my family either.  It is a cause for relief in my family knowing that all people now have an opportunity to flourish without his Dread hanging over us.  It is also a source of regret for me personally in that I was not able to find a way to stop him without taking his life, as well as Yasmine’s and Hakim’s.”

I pause to let that sink in.  “I have been taught that the Dread Lord is the opposite of myself.  Whereas dread and fear were the source of his power, the source of my power is love.  My powers are the powers of creation.”  I see Abu leading Zana and Alia into the room.  They stand a little apart from the crowd.  “I killed many people before my powers came to me.  I am quite sick of killing.  As a result, I always attempt to find non-lethal ways to deal with enemies.  Unfortunately the powers of Dread didn’t leave me much room.  As a result, Hakim, Yasmine, Farouk, and one of the younger sons of this house now are all dead.  Where is the young man’s mother?”

One of the Sidhe in costume speaks up.  “I am Najila, and I am Mahmoud’s mother.  My son was too much influenced by his father, but I loved him regardless,” she moans.

I get up and kneel before her.  I pull her into a hug.  “As you should.  I regret there was no other way.  I know Trina is haunted by the necessity of killing Mahmoud by my command.  Thank you for getting the other mothers to help control the children so no more had to die.”  I kiss her forehead and return to my seat.

I scan the room.  There are thirteen Sidhe males that look like they are guards, five more dressed in business suits, nine human guards, sixteen Sidhe women - mostly in costume, sixteen children of various ages, and twenty-seven Djinn males.  Remembering Abu’s briefing, four of the Sidhe women must be Verdic, but I’m at a loss as to which ones.  I see one of the ladies smile at one of the Djinn and think, ‘Now I only need to figure out the other three.’ 

I ask the crowd, “Which of you ladies are the same race as Farouk?”  They look confused.  I try a different question.  “Which of you ladies was fathered by Farouk?”  The smiling woman, a dour matron off to the side, and two ladies that look like they are in their thirties raise their hands.  “Have your abilities been activated?”  The smiling woman nods, but the other three shake their heads.

The matron says, “If you will let me run away with these nomads, I will eat the flesh.”

I shrug, “It might be better if you haven’t.  I don’t know.  When men of Farouk’s lineage have bred Djinn women the results were not good.  Either way, you get to choose.  We will have to use flesh from one of the dead Sidhe, but there is plenty.  The Djinn are dying out, so I am eager to introduce new blood into their gene pool.  I call our race ‘Verdic.’  If any of you Verdic ladies wish to leave and start families with the Djinn, you have my blessings.”

The four women go to stand among the Djinn.  I say, “Rest assured that I’m doing my part, too.”   I look over at Zandra to see her smile brilliantly.  “If you ladies can deliver daughters, then the unwed Djinn males can mate with them to create more diversity.  To our Djinn friends, I will also work with the Elves to see if there is some way we can introduce more variety into your gene pool.”  The Djinn all nod, and a few of them smile.

“My goal for the rest of you is to renovate the hotel, turn it into a 5-star property, and the proceeds from that will support the family that remain.  I need confirmation from the Chamberlain that it’s possible.”

A young Sidhe male in a suit says, “Sadly, it is not possible to consult with him as he was one of the rapists killed.  I was his assistant, and I am a lawyer.  Having read the deeds, I think the royal family will swoop in and take ownership.  It’s not worth the effort.”

I nod.  “Thank you for your honesty.  We’ll explore other options.  All of the children, I will foster personally.  Your mothers are welcome to come with you as my guests.  Based on what I have learned, the nanobots in your bloodstream are responsible for affecting your emotions and actions towards becoming a Dread Lord, or as the Djinn say - a ‘Grey breather.’  I think there is something faulty in the nanobots that we can correct, but I’m not certain.  It may be a case of just not having a positive environment.  My wife Lili is going to make that her priority.  In the meantime, I will work with each of you and all of you collectively to give you a better male role model than Farouk did.”

A young man raises his hands.  “How do we know the Lord is dead?”

I stand and remove the remains of my jacket and shirt to show the Living Shadows on my flesh.

“I am marked by his Dread Cloud.  I took them and made them mine.  I tried to exhaust his power, but he claimed he could create infinite amounts of Dread Cloud indefinitely.”  A couple of the boys nod.

“That left me no choice but to remove his head and cut the remaining body in half.  Even then his powers tried to rebuild his body.  In the end, I had to pulverize his head and then separate his soul from the nanobots.  After that, Yasmine’s spirit guided him into the afterlife.  If one of you brave young men will volunteer to attack me with a Dread Cloud, I will demonstrate what I did.  You will not be harmed as I am asking you to do this.”  Two boys raise their hands.  “Whichever is stronger.” 

The older one shrugs and waves to the younger.  He looks barely twelve.

The boy stands and says, “Lord, I am Sabah bin Farouk al-Jaber al-Sabah.  I am the strongest that remains of my father’s children.  My sister Melia is older, but nearly as strong.”

I nod as I remove the remnants of my coat and shirt.  “Thank you for helping me Sabah.  Please send a very large cloud to attack me.”

He does, and it’s as large as any of the clouds Farouk sent at me!  Fortunately, I’ve had practice.  I treat them the same as I have the others - wrap them in loving energy and invite them to take up residence around my right bicep rather than adding to what is on my left.  I breathe deeply as they burn my flesh and then finally settle into a geometric tattoo around my bicep that is about two inches wide.

I say, “Sabah, that cloud was as big as any that your sire threw out in combat, and bigger than what Hakim used.  You are very strong indeed.  Now, see how big of a mark you left on my body?”  I point to the tattoo on my right arm.  “Compare that to my left side, and you’ll know how much of your sire’s cloud I absorbed.”  That creates a lot of surprised looks.  “Farouk hated everything I represented and viewed me as a minor obstacle to his grand plan.  He discovered too late that love is a powerful force.”

I give them a moment to absorb that before pulling on the remnants of my shirt and coat. 

“Sabah, Melia, all of you children and adolescents, I am now your foster father.  You are not the first I fostered.  I hope I will be a good father to you all,” I tell them sincerely.

Melia asks, “Who else did you foster?”

“Me!” exclaims Marigold with Acorn, Persimmon, and Periwinkle joining in shortly thereafter.

The Demi-fey fly up and crowd on my shoulders.  Acorn says, “My father also tried to kill Lord Jack and Lady Trina.  Jack has been like a father to us since.  He has employed us all now.  My older siblings had all left home prior to Father’s death, and they are all quite jealous of how Jack treats us.  We are different than you are, but I am confident he will be a good father to you all.”  He hugs my ear and flies to the back of the room to rest on Trina.  The others follow his example and perch on Daphne, Solange, and Sowie.

I try to wrap up this initial address.  “The remaining Sidhe are all welcome in the Winter Court.  Queen Ariana has extended an invitation to you all.  If you would prefer to go to the Summer Court, I’m sure Queen Titania and Lady Lindel would welcome you, too.  In case you’re wanting to find a mate, the Summer Court is short of females.  The Winter Court is short of males.  No one will be telling you what to do.  You will have to make choices.”

The Sidhe named Ilara says, “We are all from the Qamar Alsahra, or ‘Desert Moon,’ clan of the Sidhe.  Farouk would swoop in to steal our daughters and impress our sons into his service.  We used to be of the Winter Court, but broke off a couple of centuries ago when human population grew denser in the desert.”

Myra says, “It doesn’t matter.  You may visit a court, join a court, or remain autonomous.  Regardless, I would like to meet your clan and ensure we have good relations.”

I say, “I’m looking at building a residence in eastern Turkey, in the Armenian highlands.  If your clan would wish to relocate, you would be welcome to join us there.  Travel to either court will be possible from either of my residences.”

Najila asks, “Where is your other residence?”

I nod.  “It’s in Arizona, in the United States.  Construction finished this week.  I had planned to be moving in today, but Eileen threw a spanner in those plans,” I say with a grin for future wife number seven.  She laughs out loud, and the rest of the family join her.  “I sized it for a family of twenty-eight.  I’ve already outgrown it, so it will be tight.” 

I look at Kristina.  She says, “We’ll just have to repurpose some of the guest suites to housing for our larger family.  Merrill also built a good number of apartments in the Sith.  We can easily house one hundred; although, not everyone will have a separate apartment.”

I agree, “Sounds like a workable solution.”  I stand and clap my hands.  “Okay, that’s the formal presentation.  I want to meet each of you, and then I’ll leave you to figure out what you want to do.  After I meet everyone, I have some Orcs here doing clean-up that I would like to say hello to.  If you’re leaving, pack up.  We’re all going to be gone by four this afternoon.”  I look to Trina.  “We need to do a mind wipe on the construction workers.”

She smiles, “I already have the story worked out, Master.”

I send her smile back.  “I’m lucky to have you, Pet.”  Her smile gets brighter if that’s possible.

Then I make the rounds to greet everyone, so I can go home and start caring for my family and my businesses.


Epilogue

Two weeks later, I’m lying in bed with Myra watching the colors of sunset fade over Oak Creek while we enjoy our post-coital glow.

“A little introspection, my Beloved Husband?”  She asks.

I nod quietly.

“A lot has happened since our wedding ceremony and honeymoon,” she murmurs.

“Um hm,” I respond.

As is often the case with wives, she is right. 

We got everyone out of the hotel by three-thirty the afternoon I killed Farouk.  Trina mind-wiped the construction crew, the human desk crew, and the housekeeping staff.  The Orcs got all the mess cleaned up and skipped back through the portal with my blessing and commitment to visit the Orcan lands.  Ilara and Armani packed up and came with us.  They have been working with Kristina to ensure the concierge desks at our new house are manned properly since we arrived. 

The bulk of the Sidhe women are here with their children.  Interestingly, none of the Verdic women had allowed Farouk to impregnate them.  Matun, the imprisoned boy, has been working with me to help the ‘Grey’ children to control their rages and to become more loving.  L’liana took blood samples from all of the Verdic women and children to compare to mine, Sera’s and Selene’s.  Matun is going to be a powerful force for good - he’s a sweet boy.  Melia is very fond of him, and that may become quite a love story over time.

Abu went to Syria for the time being.  He has been doing important work at his clinic, and he and his family seem happy.  They’ll come out and look at the residence in the Armenian Highlands once it’s complete.  I suspect he won’t join us.  Neither of us wants to be reminded of our old war and the ghosts that still are too close after all this time.  I understand that Alia has been calling Azeem every day since they got home.  I suspect she won’t be happy until she has married him.

All of the remaining Sidhe returned to the Desert Moon clan with the exception of the assistant Chamberlain, Parvaz bin Kabr al Qamar Alsahra.  He is now managing the hotel for the Kuwaiti Royal family.  They seem happy with him, and he keeps me updated.  He got their permission to take on an investor to renovate the hotel, so Megan and Gerry started working with him yesterday on the contract for investment from Green Field Capital Management.  We will have a twenty percent share in the property, which is the maximum the Royal Family would allow.  Myra went to visit the Desert Moon clan four days after our return.  Yeshua and team came back with her.  We expect the clan to join us once we are established in eastern Turkey.

The Verdic ladies have been causing quite a mess among the Djinn males.  They are not willing to settle with any of them, but have been trying to sample them all instead.  The Djinn women are horrified.  I expect the Verdic ladies will settle down once they are pregnant, but maybe I’m overly optimistic.  I’m hopeful they will birth viable Djinn babies.  Zandra explained to the Djinn women that I would be coming to visit with a doctor every three months to artificially inseminate them.  I also plan to rejuvenate the one that is past ‘birthing age.’  Our first visit is scheduled next week.

My family and I moved into our new house the day after we got back.  Peg showed up with Trina’s ‘closet’ in tow.  Peg, Arista, Arieste, Celeste, and Kristina have been busily getting the house in order.  Kristina and Peg have become fast friends.  Trina has been training the ‘concierge staff’ on security procedures with Ilara and Armani conducting the training on the hospitality functions.  Faisal and Abdul arrived at our portal entrance about three days ago and have joined the concierge staff.  Abdul had wanted to open a coffee shop in the souk of Kuwait City, but he claims he is satisfied running the coffee bar on the second floor and being able to live openly with the man he loves.  We discussed that eventually we may have him run a coffee bar in the winery adjacent to the planned restaurant.

The rest of the concierge staff is made up of Yeshua, Azeem, Karim, Ismael, Dalia, Annette, Sowie, Jotha, and three elder Ravens that managed to survive 150 years of service to the Court - Maxine Schatten, Susan Nessus, and Mariane Ombre.

As we were moving into the house, the first visitor we received through the portal was Jotha.  She is the 19 year-old Goblin girl I impregnated after defeating her father’s challenge for the crown of the Goblin court right after Christmas.  Upon her arrival she stated she wanted to be Grace’s lady-in-waiting.  Grace accepted her service, but she insisted Jotha have a productive role, too.  So she works on the concierge team around Grace’s schedule.  Grace essentially treats her like a squire.  She will also be attending classes at Yavapai County Community College in Cottonwood starting in the next term.  Jotha’s younger sister, the 17-year old - now 18-year old - Krena, plans to join us when her current training rotation completes at the end of April.  I recall Krena was quite enthusiastic about me breeding her, too.  I suspect she will become a concubine before long.

We had a ‘family meeting’ the day after Myra returned from visiting the Desert Moon clan.  All the core family - wives, concubines, my close guards, and concierge staff - attended.  I formally proposed to Eileen, Zandra, Selene, Frannie, and Sera.  I also stated to the group that anyone currently a concubine may choose to become a wife, and I encouraged them to accept.  Liesl stood up immediately, got down on one knee and proposed to me right there.  I accepted and she smiled brilliantly at me.  Jessica, Tiphanae, Sherrine, Charli, and Geri followed suit shortly thereafter.  Corrina and Solange looked conflicted, but both decided to hold off for now.  Trina and Georgia both demurred out of hand.  Daphne said ‘no thank you,’ but she looked pretty conflicted, too.  I suspect she will change her mind eventually despite how much she likes being my property.  Sowie, Karla, and Marisol all shake their heads.  Erica says she likes being able to indiscriminately jump into bed with any wife or concubine.  She’s not sure she would feel so free about that if she were married. 

We established rules for adding to the core family.  We agreed that the Chief Concubine, Queen of the Hearth, and myself all have to agree to any additions to the core family.  We also agreed that anyone new becomes a concubine first.  Kristina and Grace presented Jotha to become a concubine.  I took the offered bite, and then kissed her as I healed the wound.  Then we agreed that all the children and their mothers would be part of the core family at least until the children are adults.  Before we adjourned, Marisol ran up and proposed to me, too.  We all laughed lightly until Erica did it too - then we howled with laughter.

After we adjourned, I invited the children and their mothers to join us.   I shared the story of the arrival of the Verdic, Sidhe, and Dragon peoples.  There were a lot of questions and speculation.  Kristina shared the outcome of our family meeting.  Then we all broke into smaller conversations.

After just a couple of weeks working with the kids, they are all acting more open, positive, and affectionate with their mothers, each other, and myself.  They all have connected with Kristina, Peg, Annette, and Geri.  Melia has also befriended Jessica and L’liana, too - if she’s not with her mom or the other children, I can find her with one of the Elves. 

I finally stop my reverie and kiss Myra passionately.  I tell her afterward, “You’re right beloved.  I think we all need to focus on recovery and on family businesses.  I need to go visit Titania, and I’ll need to run to Hartford for the HCI project.  Don and the HCI folks would probably like to see me after this four-week absence.”

Myra chuckles, “I think we blew Don’s mind with the wedding.”

I join her laughter.  “Yeah, but I didn’t want to alienate him by not inviting him either.  We do need to be careful with who we invite to the next ceremony.”  I kiss her and caress her silky flesh some more.  I say, “Thinking about invitations, Serena will probably send an invite to us before too long.”

Myra said, “Probably her spring ball at the Vernal Equinox.  I expect you will meet Cimarron, the Lady of the East, at that event and have an invite from her shortly thereafter.  You definitely need to spend some time with Titania.  As you know, I visited her two days ago.  She is trying, but it’s difficult for her to let her grudge go.  You spending time with her will help.”

“I’ll reach out to Carolyn’s father to schedule some time,” I tell her.

Myra shakes her head, “Call her directly.  It will have a bigger emotional impact.”

I nod, “Good point.  Thanks, Beloved.”

At that point, there is a knock on the door and then Liesl walks in.  She drops her wrap dress at the door and crawls into bed with Myra and myself.  “My Lord and my Queen…” she kisses me passionately. “...there is a guest at the door asking for our Lord.”  She kisses Myra with equal passion.  “She says she is expected, my Lord Fiancé and my Queen.”

I caress Liesl’s firm round tushy as I look at Myra.  “Beloved, I think you should join me.  I think I know who this is.”

Myra nods and says, “Thanks, Liesl.  You can join our Lord after we welcome our guest if you like.”

Liesl grins, “By myself, my Queen?”

Myra kisses her quickly and gets out of bed. “Unless you want to share, Sweetie.”

Liesl says, “Nope!  All mine!”  She wraps her arms around my neck and devours my mouth. 

When she lets me go I tell Liesl, “Hold that thought, my Darling Fiancé.”

I pull on a pair of chinos, a polo shirt, and a pair of slides while Myra picks up Liesl’s discarded dress and puts it on.  She winks at Liesl, “You won’t need it for a while.”  We all laugh as we wave. 

Liesl calls out, “She’s at the portal!”

Myra and I wait on the lift to the second floor to meet the waiting visitor.  As we wait for the elevator door to open, Myra grins at me.  “Bets?”

I shake my head.  “I’m confident.  What do you want to lose?”

She says, “If you’re right, you can have Mommy-Dearest in the Seraglio for a week rather than a weekend.  If you’re wrong, I get to tie you up and make you watch me fuck all your wives.”

“Okay,” I say.

The elevator opens on the second floor.  We walk around the corner, and I grin.

“Hello, Jane.  You’re mother told me to expect you.  Welcome,” I tell our new guest.

Captain Wei gives me a big grin.  “She didn’t tell you who to expect, did she?”

I shake my head, “Nope, but I was pretty certain it was you.  Your ensign was my second choice, but I figured she would want to have her navy career first.”

Jane nods her head, “Excellent logic, Jack.  I put in my retirement papers as soon as I got back to the US.  I’m here to make little Dragons with you.  Are you game?”

“New rules,” I say.  “I only have sex within the family.  You’d have to become a concubine first.  You could become a wife after settling in and getting the agreement from the other wives.  If that works for you, I’m game.”

The tough navy Captain grins, “Works for me.”

I look at Myra.  I wink before I say, “Call your mom.”

* * *

the End


Afterword

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!  I’ll get more exposure to new readers when you do.  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 at the end of this section.

As I stated before, I started writing to get the stories out of my head!   All of the people portrayed in this story are fictional.  Any resemblance to real persons is completely coincidental.  I did work my fictional characters into situations in both real and fictional locations.  I think it makes the story much more interesting to put my characters in locations you can visit yourselves.

I would like to think that it’s obvious that I have fun writing these stories.  As in the two previous Green Lord books, the characters went off and did their own thing on more than a couple of occasions.  Jack and Eileen getting back together?  I didn’t see that one coming until … well, you saw them on the dock and the plane.  I thought for sure the Flight Attendant, Miranda, was going to jump into the middle of that, but Jack showed much more restraint than I expected.  I had planned for a dragon to join the cast of characters, but Captain Jane Wei showed up earlier than I originally expected, and she didn’t show up where I had wanted her to initially.  One of my favorite authors, Marilyn Foxworthy, always says she doesn’t know what her characters will do until they do it.  I always had trouble believing that until I started writing the first book.  My friends in Jack’s world have entertained me very well this time around.

As I got to the final battle scene, I decided that I could wrap the story up in three books after all.  As a result, this is the last book in the Green Lord trilogy.  I have an idea for another story with these characters, but if I pull it together it will be a stand-alone story.  I need to think about it some more.  I expect to put some short stories with this cast on Patreon over time, plus I have ideas for two Green Lord History books, too.  You can probably guess one of them - ‘Arrival.’  I’ve already started the other - ‘True Seeing’ is the working title.  My next book is a supernatural story that actually meshes with the Master of the Road stories I’m writing on Patron.  It is called ‘Ghost Story,’ and I have almost a half of it written.  That reality is a little different from the Green Lord’s, so I am being a little more deliberate with it rather than just laying out a ‘stream of consciousness’ onto empty pages.   I also have wizardry, space adventure, and a different fae story in the queue.  I look forward to putting those stories in your hands in the future.

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 read a lot of the big names in ‘Harem-lit’ - William E. Brown, Daniel Schinhofen, William D. Arand (AKA Randi Darren), Michael-Scott Earle, John Van Stry (AKA Jan Stryvant), Eden Redd / Blue, Marilyn Foxworthy, M. Tefler, and Eric Vall.  I also enjoy the works of Cebelius, Maxx Whittaker, Logan Jacobs, Daniel Pierce, and I’ve recently discovered Rodzil Labraun’s ‘Dystopian Girls’ series.  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.  I started posting teasers from Courting Crazy on Patreon, but now I’m writing a standalone series there - following the example of M. Tefler.  Originally that story, ‘Master of the Road,’ 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 on Patreon 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 a member 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 ‘Ghost Story.’  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

https://smile.amazon.com/JG-Jerome/e/B07TWJJSYL


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.  Lover of Megan Nessus.    Jack’s concubine.  Mother of first child.

○           Titania ab Jorl Mac Cavanaugh - Summer Queen

○           Carolyn ab Mason Mac Printemps - Jack met at The Pointe with Lisette.  Nurse in Columbia, MO.  Daughter of the Chamberlain to the Summer Court.  Allied to Jack but currently remaining in the Summer Court

○           Corwyn ab Jorl Mac Cavanaugh - Titania’s brother, attacker of Myra, killed by Jack

○           Laurel Cavanaugh (Laurel ab Lochlin Mac Cavanaugh) - former Summer Lady.  Killed by Jack at the Winter Court.

○           Linda Cavanaugh (Lindel ab Lochlin Mac Cavanaugh) - Middle daughter of Titania.  Current Summer Lady.

○           Tiphanae Valkyrie - Christie’s Valkyrie guard.    Jack’s concubine and fiancé.

○           Georgia - Psychic.  Friend of Christie in the court.  Jack’s concubine.  AKA “Kitten.” 

○           Lisette ab Norman Mac Blossom - spoiled Summer Court Sidhe woman.  Likes to hunt for males and fuck them to death.  Met Jack with Carolyn.

○           Zelwyn ab Fion Mac Ivy - Guard Captain for Summer Knights. 

○           Sera ab Gary Mac Waterllly - Laurel’s lady in waiting.  Biological daughter of the Dread Lord.  Step Daughter of Gary Owen.

○           Gary ab Donal Mac Waterlilly - Sera’s step father.  Killer of Jack’s family.  Husband of Prudence Waterlilly.

○           Prudence ab Malcolm Waterlilly - Lady-in-waiting to Titania, Queen of the Summer Court of Faerie. Minion of the Dread Lord.  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

○           House Nessa (Mac Nessus)

■           Faerie Queen Myra Nessus (Moira ab Liam Mac Nessus) - Queen of all Fae.  Former, Sidhe crown princess (Winter Lady).  Middle daughter of the queen.  Jack’s wife.  Trina’s long-time lover and wife.

■           Queen Ariana Nessus (Ariana ab Selwyn Mac Nessus) - Winter Queen, Queen of Air &. Darkness

■           Claudette Nessus - Commander of all the Ravens.

■           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.

■           Susan Nessus - retired from Ravens after 150 years of service.  Joined concierge staff for Jack.

○           House Laughlin

■           Katrina ab Koran Mac Laughlin - AKA ‘Trina.’   Jack’s Chief Concubine.  Marries Myra - her first wife.

■           Liesl - Raven on Myra’s security detail.  Sidhe. Tall blond.  House Laughlin.  Jack’s concubine and fiancé.  Trina’s cousin.

■           Lorraine Laughlin - Trina’s mom.  Queen Ariana’s life partner.

■           Peg - Brownie who adopted Trina’s family.  Former lover of the last Green Lord, Yornian, and his Elven concubine, Alora.

○           House Nebel:

■           Charlotte (Charli) -  Raven on Myra’s security detail.  Curly mousy blond hair.  Gifted singer with great ear for harmony.  Jack’s concubine and fiancé.

■           Geraldine (Geri) - Raven on Myra’s security detail.  Sidhe. 5’3” curvy with pale creamy skin and auburn hair and emerald green eyes.    Jack’s concubine.

○           House Ombre:

■           Mariane - retired from Ravens after 150 years of service.  Joined concierge staff for Jack.

■           Marisol (Mari) - Raven on Myra’s security detail.  Sidhe.  Appears Hispanic, but with larger, slanted eyes.  Jack’s concubine and fiancé.

■           Trevor - Former Captain of the Shadows. Sidhe.  Light-skinned with short-cropped brown hair.  Recovering from Jack’s punishment for Trevor’s betrayal.

○           House Schatten:

■           Corrina - Captain of Myra’s detail of the Ravens.  Sidhe. Tall, athletic build.  Straight black hair and a crooked smile.  Jack’s concubine

■           Daphne - Raven.  Sidhe.  Blue-black hair cropped short to jaw line.  Artist.  Sculpture, paints, digital.    Jack’s concubine.

■           Maxine - retired from Ravens after 150 years of service.  Joined concierge staff for Jack.

■           Morgenstern - Advisor to Queen Ariana.

■           Selene - Raven. Verdic.  Sired by the Dread Lord.  Mother was Sidhe-Verdic hybrid.    Jack’s concubine and fiancé.

○           House Storm:

■           Solange -  Sidhe. Raven on Megan’s detail.  Corrina’s Lieutenant.    Jack’s concubine.

○           House Tailiwin:

■           Jason - Captain of the Shadows.  Sidhe  Dark-skinned with buzzed curly hair.  Currently stationed in Sedona.

■           Sowie -  Sidhe. Raven on Megan’s detail.  Jason’s sister.  Jack’s concubine.

○           Cholley Soulcrusher - 474 year old goblin mechanic for Winter Court. 

○           Christoff - Myra’s PA

○           Lorn - Sidhe knight.  Formerly guard in Sedona compound.  Attacked Trina and Daphne.  Recovering from Trina’s punishment for branding her.

○           Wild Hunt

■           Lord Cernunnos - King of Sluagh, horned fae.  Names is actually Harald. ‘Lord Cernunnos’ is a title.

■           Ralph - member of the host.  Hellhound.

■           Esmeralda - 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.  Runt of the litter.

■           Flash - nightmare that gives Jack a ride on the Wild Hunt.

■           Sean - a “Thinman” injured on the Wild Hunt for the Dread Lord.  Healed by Jack, Sera, and Selene.

■           Mick - a tentacled being of the Wild Hunt.  Injured by the Dread Lord.    Healed by Jack, Sera, and Selene.

●           Not of the Courts

○           Desert Moon Clan

■           Ali bin Malik al Qamar Alsahra - on the Dread Lord’s expedition.  Raped Alia Hassan.  Executed for his crimes.

■           Armani bin Omar al Qamar Alsahra - sister to Ilara.  Concubine to the Dread Lord.  Customer Service agent at the Kuwaiti City Tower hotel.

■           Azeem bin Abdul al Qamar Alsahra - on the Dread Lord’s expedition.  Protector of Alia Hassan.  Kazeem’s brother.

■           Dalia bin Sadiq al Qamar Alsahra - concubine to the Dread Lord.  In love with Ismael.

■           Faisal bin Omar al Qamar Alsahra - on the Dread Lord’s expedition.  Lover of Abul bin Sadiq Mubarek (human).

■           Ilara bin Omar al Qamar Alsahra - sister to Armani.  Concubine to the Dread Lord.  Concierge staff at the Kuwaiti City Tower hotel. 

■           Ismael bin Ibrahim al Qamar Alsahra - left to die in the desert by the Dread Lord.  Dalia al Qamar Alsahra’s lover.

■           Karim al Qamar Alsahra - Sergeant of the Guard in the Dread Lord’s Court

■           Kazeem bin Abdul al Qamar Alsahra - Azeem’s brother.  Rapist of Alia Hassan and Sidhe women of the court.  Executed for his crimes.

■           Najila bin Marek al Qamar Alsahra.  Mother of the 14-year old youth, Mahmoud, that Trina shot for spewing the Grey Dread at her team.

■           Parvaz bin Kabr al Qamar Alsahra - assistant Chamberlain for the Dread Lord.

■           Yasmine bin Malik al Qamar Alsahra - concubine of the Dread Lord.  Yasmine is the only person he loves. 

■           Yeshua bin Yusef al Qamar Alsahra - on the Dread Lord’s expedition.  Leader of the Sidhe on the expedition.

○           Miller Clan - formerly of the Summer Court

■           Sedona Miller - Friend of Ariana in her youth. 

■           (Ensign) Veronica Miller - Communications Officer on USS Indomitable Will.  Sidhe.  From the unaligned Missouri Miller Clan.

●           Historical Figures

○           A’lora - Yornian’s chief concubine and Peg’s lover.  High-elf.

○           Aradne - Yordak’s dragon wife.  Mother to Xerxes.

○           E’lora - eldest Elven sex slave on Yordak’s ship.  Yordak’s lover.  Mother to Yordak’s Elven son.  He escape from the ship at Yordak’s urging caused the ship to crash.

○           Jadara - Kraatchok wife of Yordak’s first commander and Yordak’s lover.

○           K’lar - Elven navigator in the Kraatchok navy during the Elven Diaspora

○           Shawna - Sidhe wife of Yordak and provider of his first token.  Lost baby during mutiny after the Kraatchok spaceship wrecked.

○           Yordak - the first Kraatchok to be a “Green” rather than a “Grey.”  The first Green Lord.  Father to Xerxes. 

○           Yornian - last Green Lord from 4,000 years ago

●           Human

○           Abul bin Sadiq Mubarek - human guard for the Dread Lord.  Lover of Faisal bin Omar al Qamar Alsahra.  Want to run a coffee shop in the souk.

○           Adele - pilot on on charter jet.  Wants to be a concubine.

○           Calliope Georgeopoulos - AKA ‘Callie.’  Real estate agent in Cottonwood, KC’s love interest.  Helps Jack with electronic security.

○           Eileen Brock - Jack’s ex-fiancé from before he met the Sidhe.  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.   Divorced Lowell last Christmas.  Becomes Jack’s wife #7.

○           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 as concubine and fiancé 

○           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.  Jack hired him to work for Megan at Green Field Capital Management.

○           Greg - human mechanic in Phoenix

○           Gretchen Peterson - secretary and wife to Tom Peterson.  Officer in Verdic Holdings

○           Kerem - owner of SABO restaurant in Düsseldorf

○           Kory Calhoun (KC) -  Real estate agent in Cottonwood.  Callie’s ‘Master.’

○           Miranda - flight attendant on charter jet.  Wants to be a concubine.

○           Robert Kolchak - Marlene’s husband

○           Tom Peterson - Jack’s original lawyer.  VP COO of Verdic Holdings.  Married to Gretchen

○           Victoria - first officer on charter jet.  Wants to be a concubine.

○           Yuri Kolenko - Ukrainian hacker that is part of the Russia’s Digital Attacks black-ops unit.

○           Bermuda Holiday Island staff

■           Arista - Head Customer Service

■           Arieste - Maid

■           Celeste - Maid

■           Janelle - Cook

■           Samuel - Gardener

■           Tiberius - Customs and Airport Terminal operator.

○           Çakmak Family

■           Ali bin Hamadi - Arabic man working for Hakim, son of the Dread Lord.  Jack ‘influences’ him to serve Aslan Çakmak.  Helps rescue Malia.

■           Aslan Çakmak - Turkish businessman in Düsseldorf.  Old friend of Jack & Eileen

■           Burak Çakmak - Aslan’s son.

■           Malia Çakmak - Aslan’s daughter.  Kidnapped by Hakim.  Rescued by Jack.

○           the Dread Chain

■           ‘Lieutenant’ - Navy SEAL Lieutenant and minion of Lowell Pennyworth.

■           Lowell Pennyworth - Eileen’s former control in DoD Clandestine Services.  Married Eileen after her breakup with Jack.  Divorced her last Christmas.  Minion of the Dread Lord.

■           Markus Branford - assassin working for Lowell Pennyworth

■           Roger - First Officer of the airplane that brought Eileen to the island.  US Gov’t.

■           Steve - Captain of the airplane that brought Eileen to the island.  US Gov’t.

■           “Three” - Operations officer on the USS Indomitable Will.  New recruit of Lowell Pennyworth.

○           Hassan family

■           Abu bin Hassan - Terrorist.  Doctor.  Jack’s archenemy while he was doing anti-terrorist work.  Reconciles with Jack to rescue his wife and youngest daughter.

■           Alia Hassan - Abu and Zana’s 16-year old daughter.

■           Zana Hassan - Abu bin Hassan’s wife.  Has a fungal chronic lung infection.

○           Jerome Family

■           Gerard Jerome - grandpapa

■           Guillaume Jerome - father

■           Maryanne (Conolly) Jerome - mother

■           Scott Jerome - brother

○           Yavuz Family

■           Emin Yavuz - old Turkish farmer in Peynrili who was captured by the Dread Lord.  Husband to Emele.  Saved by Jack.

■           Emele Yavuz - Wife of Emin Yavuz.  Farm wife in Peynirli, Turkey.  Captured by the Dread Lord.  Saved by Jack.  Hostess to Jack and Ismael.

●           USS Indomitable Will - LCS-50.  First ship in the newest LCS class of ships.

○           Captain Jane Wei - commands the ship. Dragon.

○           Corporal Mancjiec - second in command of the Marines squad on the ship’s security force.  Learns to fly.  Arabic linguist.  Human

○           Ensign (Veronica) Miller - Communications Officer.  Sidhe.

○           Three - Operations Officer, 3rd in charge of the ship.  Lieutenant Commander.  Part of the Dread Chain.  Human.

○           XO - Executive Officer, 2nd in charge of the ship.  Lieutenant Commander.  Human.

○           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.

●           Djinn

○           Zahra Sadik - Zandra’s mother.   353 years old when she meets Jack after escaping the Dread Lord.

○           Zandra Sadik - part-time server at SABO restaurant in Düsseldorf when Jack and Eileen meet her.  Last born living Djinn.  Becomes wife #8.

●           Dragons

○           Xerxes Klôfāt - AKA “Old Man of the Mountain”

○           Aurora Wei - daughter of Xerxes Klôfāt.  Mother of Jane Wei.

○           Captain Jane Wei - US Navy.  Helps Jack get the family to Bermuda.  Joins the family after retiring from the Navy.

●           The Dread Lords - AKA “Greys,” AKA “Kraatchok”

○           Farouk bin Jaber Al-Sabah - the Dread Lord

○           Hakim bin Farouk Al-Jaber Al-Sabah - fourth son of the Dread Lord.

○           Ibrahim bin Farouk Al-Jaber Al-Sabah - third son of the Dread Lord.

○           Mahmoud bin Farouk Al-Jaber Al-Sabah - eldest remaining son of the Dread Lord whom Farouk left in charge to protect the family.  Killed by Trina when he spewing the Grey Dread at her team.  Mother is Najila of the Desert Moon clan of the Sidhe.

○           Malik bin Farouk Al-Jaber Al-Sabah. Eldest son of the Dread Lord.

○           Matun bin Farouk al-Jaber al-Sabah - the 10-year old “Verdic” son of the Dread Lord.  Found imprisoned in the cell block.

○           Melia bin Farouk al-Jaber al-Sabah - only daughter of the Dread Lord.  Also has the ability to cast the Dread Cloud.

○           Sabah bin Farouk al-Jaber al-Sabah - strongest of the Dread Lord’s remaining children.  12 years old.  Helps Jack with a demonstration for the survivors of the Dread Lord’s court.

●           Dwarves

○           Merrill Bergarbiter - patriarch of the ‘Miner Clan’ of dwarves

○           Annette Bergarbiter - Daughter of Merrill and Amelia.  Niece and sometimes lover to Kristina.  Concubine of Jack’s.

○           Amelia Bergarbiter - Wife of Merrill, seeress (has ‘knowings’)

○           Kristina Unterberg - Assistant Manager at the Burning Tree.  Niece of Amelia and Merrill.  Jack’s 2nd Wife.

●           Elves

○           High Elves

■           L’liana - elven psychic and magician.  Jack’s 6th wife.  Granddaughter to O’ren.

■           Cimarron - Lady of the East

■           Serena - Lady of the West

■           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

○           Drow (Dark Elves)

■           Nou’ra - Tried to assassinate Jake.  Died.  Jack resurrected her and named her ‘Jessica.’  Jack’s concubine and fiancé. 

■           Sel’dra - Matriarch of the Nameless

■           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 known.

●           Goblins

○           Standard Goblins

■           Saureg - 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.

■           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 behind to protect Kellianne and Johnny

■           Karla - former slave of Saureg.  6’ tall. Jack’s concubine.

■           Sherrine - former slave of Saureg. 5’10” tall. AKA ‘Saucy.’  Jack’s concubine and fiancé

■           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.

■           Jotha - 19-year old daughter of Jack’s challenger when he ascended the Goblin throne.  One of the challenger’s four women Jack bred.  Grace’s lady-in-waiting.  Concubine.

■           Krena - Jotha’s younger sister.  Just turned 18.  Plans to serve her king as a concubine and concierge once she finishes basic defense training with the Goblins.

○           Orcs

■           Francene - former slave of Saureg.  5’10” tall.  Jack’s concubine.  Goes by ‘Frannie’ in the family.

■           Krall - Orc. Team leader of the cleanup detail after the Dread Lord’s headquarters is secured.

■           Jut  - Orc. On the cleanup detail after the Dread Lord’s headquarters is secured.

■           Rispo - Orc. On the cleanup detail after the Dread Lord’s headquarters is secured.

■           Koren - Orc.  14-year old brother of Frannie, Jack’s concubine / wife.  On the cleanup detail after the Dread Lord’s headquarters is secured.

○           Rock Trolls

■           Gresh - Helped Jack and Ismael in Eastern Anatolia, Turkey.   Injured disposing of explosives.  Healed by Jack.  Owed a debt by his king.

●           Shifters

○           Chelsea Jerome - Wife #4 to Jack.  Wolf Shifter.  Née Mansfield.  Former ‘Bitch’ of the Wolf Shifter pack of the Americas.  Daughter of Carl Mansfield.

○           Carl Mansfield - Alpha of the Wolf Shifters of the Americas

○           Supreet Mishra - Wife #3 to Jack.  Serpent shifter  - Greater Naga - six arms and six breasts in Naga and hybrid form.  Former PA to Reddy Shivkumar, IT Applications Exec at HCI.

●           Companies

○           Verdic Holdings

■           Tom Peterson, VP COO

■           Gretchen Peterson, General Secretary

■           Greenleaf Farms & Vinyards - Kristina Unterberg VP COO

■           Green Field Capital Management

●           Megan Nessus, VP COO

●           Gerry Fremont, Acquisitions

■           Verdant Security Services

●           Katrina Laughlin, VP COO

●           Concierge Staff

●           Guard staff

■           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 - Investment for Green Field Capital Management

■           Don Kerrigan, CEO. 

○           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.  See Shifters.


Chronology of Book 1:

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 vol 1 



Chronology of Book 2:

Courting Chaos - The Green Lord vol 2

	Supreet reveals she is of the host 
	Kristina’s visit 
	Wine and roses and Andre Rieu 
	Christie’s return, meet Tiphanae 
	Summer Lady visits - Jack learns the Summer ‘Influence’ ability 
	Kristina puts on a show - Jack proposes 
	Winter Queen visits - Jack plants suggestions 
	Dinner in the sky - Different Pointe of View 
	Winter Queen attacks 
	Ravens in the wind 
	Trina attacked by Lorn - escapes with Daphne and Cholley 
	Rescue Solange, Charli, Marisol, and Marigold 
	Winter Queen scrys for Trina 
	Morgan allies with Myra - Megan released 
	Meet the bitch 
	Recover gear from arena 
	Trina meets the nymphs 
	Recover wolf brother 
	Louis and Maddock attack 
	Jack meets the nymphs 
	Megan returns with Selene 
	Meet the Dread Lord 
	Turn Selene - she’s Verdic 
	Rolls back Selene & Cholley’s age 
	Jack & Solange fly to Hartford 
	Supreet leads the way to the goblin court 
	Jack kills King Saureg, heals Louis 
	Crowns Salt as Goblin King, and gains five goblin ladies 
	Pass through to Winter Court 
	Jack frees Corrina 
	Arianna swears fealty to Myra 
	Jack disarms Sera 
	Laurel attacks and dies 
	Nameless assassin attacks 
	Jack heals himself with Corrina 
	Jack feeds Trevor to Selene and Sera 
	Arianna and Myra address the court 
	Jack heals Morgan and Arianna 
	The family and the ladies of Winter restore Jack 
	Jack meets Nou’ra, the assassin 
	Nameless kill Nou’ra, Jack resurrects her. 
	Jack makes an alliance with the Matriarch of the Nameless 
	Nou’ra becomes Jessica and joins the family 
	Take Laurel’s body to Summer Court 
	Meet Gary Owen 
	Argue with Queen Titania 
	Titania accepts Myra as Faerie Queen 
	Titania and Myra address the Summer Court 
	Laurel laid in state 
	Return to Winter Court for goodbyes 
	Stop to heal King Salt’s challengers 
	Grace’s brother challenges Jack 
	Head back to Hartford 
	Jack connects with his family 
	Marriage to Kristina, Supreet, Chelsea, Grace, and L’liana 
	Honeymoon interrupted by Elaine Pennyworth, Jack’s former Fiancé 
	End Vol 2 
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