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PREFACE


This story is an adult fantasy for mature folks. My twisted mind produced it from my dreams, daydreams, and fantasies before transcribing it onto paper.

This is also the second edition of the story. The narrative is now written in first-person past tense, and the verbiage has better flow.

The story itself hasn’t changed from the first edition, it just better reflects what I see in my mind.

This story still features my own twist and interpretations of myth and legend. There is still violence, sexuality, atypical relationships, and discussion of IT and insurance business mixed into the story. Considering how judgmental society has become, there’s probably something in the story to offend just about everyone.

If you are offended by any of these themes, then kindly close the book, tell Amazon you made a mistake, get your refund, and go forth to enjoy life elsewhere. I wish you the best.

If you’re not dissuaded, then...


Love is at the root of everything. Love or the lack of it.

—Fred Rogers


PROLOGUE


Iwas busking Saturday afternoon in mid-September at a local food festival near my condo. They offered to pay me a little bit to do something I probably would have been doing in my home office anyway, although I’d probably have been more comfortable at my place since early September in Phoenix was still quite warm. So there I was, standing in the minimal shade offered by a friendly vendor’s awning as I wrapped up my rendition of Jimmy Buffett’s “Come Monday.” I was giving out thank-yous to the five people who were clapping. As four of them moved on, the last one approached me, extending her hand.

“Hi! I’m Christie.”

She was tall, maybe 5’9” or a little taller, with a lean and coltish figure. She dressed her long legs and tight tushy in heathered brown tights with slit pockets. She wore black Chuck Taylors, and a tight orange T-shirt caressed her torso and pert breasts. She had an oval-shaped face framed by chestnut hair in a bob that just brushed her shoulders, large, brown eyes, and sun-kissed skin. She was definitely young, maybe seventeen.

“Hello Christie, I’m Jack,” I said, clasping her warm golden hand. “What can I do for you?”

“I know it’s kind of forward, but would you mind if I sat in with you?”

“You sing?” She nodded. “Okay, but I only have one mic. You’ll have to share it with a smelly old man.”

“Oh?” She delivered a deadpan reply. “I was certain I’d have to share a mic with you, Jack!”

I laughed out loud for that one. “Oh, you’re good. Hopefully your voice is as good as your sense of humor.”

She joined in my laughter. “Shall we find out?”

I waved her up to stand by me as I started off the opening riff of Pure Prairie League’s “Amie.” “You know this one?”

She nodded. “I’m familiar with it.”

Christie proved to be an adept backing singer. She had a natural ability to find a complementary harmony quickly, and she made me sound like a better singer than I really was.
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Christie stayed with me for the rest of my scheduled time, and even when she didn’t know a song, she found ways to add to it. She stuck around as I packed up and hauled my gear back to my trusty CR-V. I closed the hatch and pondered how best to ask what had been on my mind without hurting her feelings. Finally, I just went for it.

“So, Christie, shall we go find your parents? We don’t want them to worry about you.”

Her eyes bugged out for a moment before a delightful laugh burst from her lips. “How old do you think I am, Jack?”

I grinned at her. “Best case, you’re seventeen. Worst case, you’re a very poised fourteen.”

“Oh my! You think I’m jailbait!” Christie howled and wiped her eyes before looking right back into mine. “I’m here on my own, Jack. I’m twenty-three—here’s my proof.” She pulled a thin wallet out of her tight front pocket and showed me her Arizona driver’s license, which said she turned twenty-three almost a year ago.

“Three more weeks, and I could have offered to take you out for your birthday. Shall we make it a date?” I teased her.

She looked at me with mischief in her eyes. “I have a much better idea. Why don’t you take me home and absolve me of my virginity?”

I choked on my laughter. “Christie dear, you are much too beautiful to be messing with old men that way. Don’t play with us like that. We’re fragile creatures.”

She shook her head gently. “I’m not joking, Jack. I wanted you the moment I saw you. I knew you would be kind to me, considerate of my lack of experience, and still blow my mind.”

Shit! She’s serious! I thought. I found myself slowly nodding.

“Well Christie, that’s the best offer I’ve had in a very long time. And I accept your offer, under the condition that you let me take you out for dinner first.”

She gave me a hundred-kilowatt smile. “I accept, Jack.” She closed the distance between us and wrapped her arms around my neck before kissing me deeply. The passion of that kiss ramped up quickly and promised an evening of joy and wonder.

I seated her in my CR-V, and then we drove to my place. Christie helped me carry my gear to my condo, and we piled it into the guest room, which also served as my music room. Leaving her in the living room with a kiss and a glass of water after she declined to freshen up before dinner, I showered quickly and put on some clean clothes before rescuing her from being hungry and by herself. We giggled like two horny teens as we dashed off on foot to the Kona Grill for an early dinner.

Christie was a charming dinner partner, and I struggled to reconcile her grace and poise with her young age. Still, I found myself enjoying her company immensely as we chatted throughout the evening. We both ate a light meal, then wandered back to my place hand in hand. As I closed the door to the apartment, she walked straight to my bedroom. She stopped only long enough to look back, framed in the doorway, to crook her finger at me with another one of her mischievous smiles. By the time I was through the bedroom door, she was standing barefoot and topless, pushing her tights to the floor.

“Don’t worry about breaking me, by the way,” Christie told me as I began to strip off my clothing. “I ride horses.”

My immediate thought was that hymens must lose the battle against a vigorous sustained trot. I opened my mouth to ask, but Christie began tracing lines along her torso, matching her light strokes to the seductive licking of her lips—all thoughts ebbed from my mind.

Soon, we were both naked and pressed tightly to each other, kissing and caressing languorously. We slowly made our way to my bed, and I kissed my way down her glorious body, down those pert, firm mounds of breast with diamond-hard nipples and silver-dollar-sized brown areola, down her flat stomach and slightly flared hips to the thin thatch of chestnut hair above her treasure chest.

Despite not having to worry about breaking her, I still wanted to take my time and ensure Christie was blissed out before I pushed Little Jack inside her. I used my mouth and fingers to get her going into a strong orgasm. As Christie came down she begged, “Please, Jack! Now! Please! I want you so much!”

I entered her slowly as there was no other option despite the moisture from her arousal—she was naturally tight and hadn’t released completely from the orgasm. I slowly worked my way in until I was hilted inside her.

God! This girl feels like heaven! I thought, in pure bliss.

I kissed her deeply and then kissed my way to nuzzle her neck as I set up a steady rhythm with my hips. She prodded me to go faster and harder, and my release became imminent as she started another orgasm. Her spasms around my cock, her heels prodding my ass, and her whispered “Breed me, Jack! Make me yours! Breed me!” were my undoing. I grunted and hammered into her with each splash of my seed. She held me tightly as her aftershocks slowly subsided. After we caught our breath she said, “I don’t want to let you go, Jack! Please let me stay!”

“Of course, Christie. You’re mine as long as you wish to be. I have no plans for the weekend, so I’m yours until I have to work on Monday. After that, I’m open to negotiation.” She kissed me deeply in response.

The girl may have been a virgin, but she was athletic and eager. We tried just about every position we could come up with. We napped in between making love, and we actually managed to sleep a solid four or five hours in the early morning. She woke me with an amazing blow job. She sucked my cock eagerly and quickly discovered how best to please me, ending with her nose buried in my bush and my cock buried down her throat, like she was eagerly accepting a snack. Afterward, she sat by me in one of my dress shirts while I made us breakfast, and we made love again before taking a nap.

I woke up with Christie’s mouth around my cock, and it looked like she was cupping her ass cheeks. When she saw my eyes open and my smile, she stopped and sat up, placing her hands on my chest. Both of her index fingers were oily. “Jack, I have a special request. There’s only one place you haven’t had me yet. I want you there too. I want to know you in every way possible.”

I’d always been of the opinion that anal was more about dominance than pleasuring your lady. Having tried it, I really preferred a warm, tight, wet pussy, and Christie’s pussy was a special place indeed. I told her this, but she was adamant. She turned around and pointed her compact, round butt at me, spreading her cheeks to show me how she had already oiled the little rosebud. “I used your coconut oil, Jack. Now please make me feel complete,” she pleaded.

Well, being a fairly dominant guy in the bedroom, I couldn’t say there was zero appeal, and she had quite a pretty little rosebud. “Why do I think you can beg me into doing anything, Christie?”

She looked over her shoulder and said seriously, “I’ll never use my powers to hurt you, Jack. Now take me. Fuck my ass, Jack!”

So I crawled up behind her and placed Little Jack’s now turgid head at her backdoor. I pressed insistently, and finally, her slippery opening yielded to my cock. I let her get used to the feeling. Christie was well-lubed, so I was able to start moving sooner than I anticipated.

I made a mental note. Anal is better with coconut oil!

I made it all the way in and gave her another moment to adapt, reaching around and caressing her clit and nipples. I slowly established an easy, deliberate rhythm as she moaned and told me how good I felt inside her. I pulled her up and nuzzled her neck, then wrapped my arm around her torso, cupping one small, firm breast. The other wrapped around to toy with her pussy. She started to shiver and shake, and I was starting to get close too.

“Bite me, Jack!” Christie cried. “Come in my ass and bite me hard. Take a mouthful of my flesh, chew it, and eat it, Jack! I will always be a part of you!”

I was so consumed by my pleasure that it took me a few seconds to even hear what she was saying. Before I could process it, she grasped the hand that was around her breast and squeezed, moaning with an urgency that made me even more aroused. “Do it, Jack! My flesh will heal, just eat me. Make me YOURS!”

If I had stopped to think about it, I would have freaked out, but her cries were too compelling, and I was too damn horny to do anything other than what she wanted. She tapped on the lean muscle in her trapezius, and as my bliss hit me I placed my teeth on her flesh. I started to come into her tight, hot ass. “Bigger!” she screamed. “Take a big bite, Jack! Go deep!”

Drunk on my release, I bit down hard. Her skin broke, and I tasted her blood as she screamed. The fibers of the muscle fought me a bit, but my teeth cut through it, leaving me with a mouthful of skin and muscle.

“Chew it, Jack, just like a steak,” Christie coaxed. “Chew it to a paste and swallow it; let my flesh and my love nourish you.”

I did. Then I fell forward, driving her to the mattress beneath me as my spasms stopped and my brain started to process what I had just done. Fortunately, I kept enough presence of mind to not land all my weight on her.

I looked at the wound in her flesh in horror, but it was no longer bleeding. I rolled off her and lay next to her, caressing her.

Christie crawled up on my chest and asked, “Jack? What’s your full name?”

I gave her a befuddled look. “Jacques. It’s French. Jacques Guillaume Jerome.”

She looked at me with sorrow in her eyes and spoke in a clear voice that caressed my soul like a warm summer breeze. “Jacques Guillaume Jerome, listen to me and obey.” Her eyes glowed with the blue of a clear summer sky.

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

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

Christie continued speaking, her voice soothing, her caress comforting. “I am yours. You have my heart in yours, just as your body now has my flesh. And I am counting on you. So become, my darling! You are worthy of love despite all the pain you’ve experienced and the lives you’ve taken. Know in the back of your mind that I love you, and you will see me again soon. Now sleep, my darling.”
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I awoke mid-Sunday afternoon with a groggy head and an invigorated body. It was strange.

Damn, I must have taken some damage from the sun yesterday. I don’t remember a thing after that girl sang with me.

I slowly got up, took a piss, and chugged a glass of water. Then I showered, made some food, and started looking through the action items for the next work day.


1


MEETING MYRA


Bradley International was not the worst airport I had ever flown from, but getting through security made me forget the others. The early morning ride to the airport in the November chill wasn’t particularly invigorating. I was trying to stay awake in the TSA PreCheck line at 6:25 a.m. and trying to convince myself that I was lucky to have only a thirty-minute wait ahead of me rather than the hour-plus line that the poor bastards in the general boarding line did. That was when Mr. Wonderful made his appearance.

I heard him excusing himself behind me, rapidly closing in on my position with a litany of directives—mostly “Excuse me” and “Pardon me.” I kept my eyes forward; it wasn’t my business, and at least the guy wasn’t just shoving people aside. At the sound of a very audible “Move your ass,” however, I looked over my shoulder with an eyebrow cocked in the air. I saw a tall, lean twenty-something with a large roller bag about three people behind me.

He was a pretty boy in a contemporary, short-cut navy suit, pink shirt, and electric-blue tie. His hair was dark with frosted highlights, cut like a rat had been chewing on it. At the moment I took notice of him, he was jostling a fairly robust-looking, red-faced, strawberry-blonde businesswoman wearing a shapeless navy dress with a roller bag and a purse that was at least as big as her roller. The purse was hanging from her right elbow, which her coat was draped over, and her cell phone was cradled on her right shoulder while she tried to look at something on her laptop. She was not having a good day, and Mr. Wonderful certainly wasn’t making it better.

“I said move your ass, you fat slob,” he snarled. “I need to get by! I have an 8:30 flight!”

He gave the woman a relatively gentle hip check while pushing on her shoulder to slide his roller bag by her. She immediately started to juggle her laptop, nearly dropping it. Given the anger in his words, I was surprised he hadn’t pushed her harder.

I knew I probably shouldn’t bitch-slap him in front of all those people, but I was definitely thinking about it. I told him, “Hey, Mr. Wonderful. How about you cool your jets? You’ve got plenty of time.”

Apparently, Mr. Wonderful was famous or influential because he gave me a “Do you know who I am?”

“Nope,” I told him, “and I really don’t care. I will, however, let you introduce yourself to the nice officer over there.” Turning to a police officer standing next to the agent at the screening point, I said, “Excuse me officer, that man just assaulted this woman.”

The officer walked over, looking inquisitively at the woman, and she nodded in confirmation.

Apparently the guy felt he really was somebody because he promptly—and loudly—introduced himself to the officer and the entire line as Jerald Charles Fremont III. I had no idea who he was and apparently neither did the officer, but he dutifully called it in. Evidently somebody on the other end confirmed that JC Fremont III really was somebody special after all. Who knew?

The officer scowled at JC, then he apologized to the woman and confirmed that she wasn’t harmed and didn’t want to file charges. Then he escorted my friend JC toward the front of the line.

JC stage-whispered, “Bow down before your betters, asshole.”

I couldn’t resist responding with a chuckle. “It’ll be a cold day in hell before you’re better than anyone in this entire airport, JC.”

“It’s Gerald with a ‘G,’ you prick!”

Oops.

“My apologies, GC,” I laughed. “You’re still not impressing anyone here.” To make it even better, the crowd picked up on our conversation and joined in, laughing at him and also calling him JC.

“You prick,” someone called out.

“Asshat,” someone else shouted. I was particularly fond of that one.

All that attention made the guy turn a pretty shade of purple as the officer tried to corral him through security.

By the time we finished with the drama Mr. Wonderful had set in motion—excuse me, GC—I was only five people from the front of the line. I should have been grateful to him for the distraction, but I wasn’t. The guy had been a complete asshat.

After I captured my gear on the other side of security and put my clothes back on, I walked down to the Dunkin’ to get what passed for coffee in the Hartford airport before heading to the gate.

I found a seat and drank my coffee, scrolling through emails on my cell. The prospective client I had visited the previous afternoon in Hartford liked the proposal I had presented, but they wanted to add some additional scope to it. I was waiting on an email answering some of the questions I had asked them to update my proposal, but it was too early to expect it. On the positive side, I found a request for a new quote from an existing client. I read through that email and skimmed the requirements before I heard the pre-boarding call for first class. I loved rewards for frequent fliers!

I showed my boarding pass to the agent and had entered the jetway when I heard my friend GC. Absolutely lovely. It was too much to hope that he would fly coach, so I resigned myself to having to listen to his self-important chatter the entire route to Philly. I managed to get to the aircraft, show my pass to the lovely young flight attendant, put my roller bag overhead, and plop my butt into seat 2C without hearing anything else from Mr. Wonderful. The pretty flight attendant—Erica, according to her badge—took my drink order with a heart-stopping smile as I pulled out my iPad to make some notes on the new proposal.

As I pulled up the requirements document, I heard that familiar voice again, this time gushing, “I’m rich. I’m important. I’m a very attractive, well-connected man who can provide you with a fabulous life, gorgeous.”

I cringed at GC’s inflated ego and hoped he’d shut up soon, but of course he kept going.

“We were made for each other! I mean, look at you. You’re beautiful; you’d look so damn great on my arm. You’re everything I could ask to compliment me, and I know I’m the man to fulfill your destiny. We’re a match made in heaven, sweetheart.”

Mr. Wonderful’s dream girl? Okay, I had to see that.

Oh my!

I cast my gaze on a brunette beauty. She had a curvy, fit figure with shoulders slightly narrower than her hips, pert breasts, and a narrow waist. A black-on-white print sleeveless dress clung to her figure, the hem ending about two inches above her knees. A black blazer rested over her slender shoulders, and she wore three-inch heels. Her rich, wavy, walnut-brown hair framed her face in a bouncy halo that just brushed her shoulders. I took in her face, from the sharp widow’s peak that pointed down her high forehead between her arched eyebrows and her medium-wide cheekbones, bisected by her fine nose. Her full lips rested in a gentle frown above her squared point of a chin.

I could understand what had GC all excited, but really...the guy had no game at all.

My eyes traveled to the slimy hand that landed on her right shoulder. In truth, I assumed the sliminess based on the fact that it belonged to GC, since his face appeared immediately after the hand. Also, the way the brunette grimaced and rapidly twisted out from under the offending appendage showed that she found his touch unpleasant.

Erica managed to insinuate herself between the two of them, allowing the brunette vision to make her way to her seat. The brunette stepped up next to the seat in front of me and gave me an apologetic look. Her eyes were a mesmerizing, piercing gray. She pointed toward 2D and said in a honeyed voice, “I’m so sorry to inconvenience you, but that’s my seat.”

Damn! I just won the neighbor lottery!

As I rose out of my seat to make room, I replied, “No problem at all. If you leave your roller bag, I’ll put it in the bin for you.” I stepped into the aisle to let her pass, doing my best Vanna White wave toward her seat.

“Ah! Thank you. An old-fashioned gentleman,” she said, looking up into my eyes with the smallest of smiles.

I replied, “I do what I can, ma’am.”

Erica was standing behind the roller bag, looking over her right shoulder at GC. She cut quite a lovely figure as she told him, “Sir, just a little patience please. You won’t get there any faster if you push me over.”

I thought, Man, I am surrounded by loveliness today, as I hoisted my seatmate’s light bag into the bin.

Erica turned and stepped past me, giving me a quick roll of her eyes before pasting a patently fake smile on her face and turning back to GC.

As I lowered into my seat, GC slavered, “You’re in my seat, asshole!”

I looked up at him. Good God, the man was literally slavering like a rabid dog. He was also pointing his finger at me! Seriously?

I looked him in the eye and stood again, handing my boarding pass to Erica. “Nope, I’m in 2C.”

“I don’t care,” he snarled. “You’re sitting next to her, so that’s my seat.” Spittle actually flew out of his mouth—his lips were dripping with it.

I was thinking, Dude! Get yourself under control, when his right hand snaked out to take my boarding pass from Erica. I chose to let him go for the boarding pass and took a short step forward with my left foot while snaking my right hand over his and grabbing firmly onto the edge of his palm. Holding tightly onto the flesh of his hand, I twisted my torso slightly to my right while straightening my wrist and setting my thumb into the back of his hand.

My actions resulted in GC’s hand facing up and curled slightly back toward him. He had so far managed to loosely hold onto my boarding pass, but his other hand was starting to move.

Apparently asshat has had some training, I thought. Careful, home team!

His left hand rose to hammer a fist at me as I placed my left hand behind his right elbow, anchoring my elbows close to my body. As his fist began moving, I twisted my torso back to my left while shifting my weight slightly more forward to my left foot and pressing my thumb down into the center of his hand.

At that point GC gasped, dropped my boarding pass, and rapidly lost his will to hit me. He ended up leaning into seat 1C, with the seat back under his shoulder.

Well, he's making this easier.

Erica, God bless her, bent down to pick up my boarding pass as I addressed GC.

“GC, to be honest...no one cares who you are. Especially when you’re rude to everyone and go around manhandling women like they’re furniture. I don’t know why GC Fremont the Second or First didn’t love you enough to teach you any manners, but you’re going to have to man up and learn it now all on your own.”

“Let go of me, asshole, and go to hell! You are in my seat and you are impinging on my rights!”

I tuned him out, noticing that his hands were getting slimier by the second. Ew!

I gave the wrist lock a little more love—maybe a little more than was strictly necessary to prevent his slimy hands from sliding out of my hold. I judged that there was little risk of me tearing or breaking something based on how GC was propped up and not fighting much—I didn’t expect to hold the lock long enough to do any damage other than to his pride.

I felt a warm hand on the back of my right shoulder.

Whoa, I didn’t even hear her move. You’re losing your shit, home team—getting old and careless. I looked over my shoulder and raised an eyebrow.

The beautiful brunette leaned as close to my ear as she could within the plane’s confined quarters and whispered, “You seem to be acquainted with my admirer. Do you happen to know his full name?”

My brain was momentarily stuck on how damn good she smelled. Twisting as close to her ear as I could without giving GC any relief, I said, “Gerald Charles Fremont the Third.”

She removed that lovely hand from my shoulder, and I turned back to my prisoner. There was another flight attendant in front of the flight deck keeping passengers from boarding. I felt bad for the other passengers and hoped this would be resolved quickly. GC continued to squirm, but between the wrist lock, the seat back, and having all his weight leaning forward in the seat, he really couldn’t go anywhere.

My seatmate placed a hand on either side of GC’s face. “Gerald Charles Fremont the Third,” she commanded in a clear, cool voice.

GC stopped cold, and she spoke to him in a whisper so low that I couldn’t make anything out. His face was shining like reflected moonlight from a window.

At that point, Erica gasped at me. “Your eyes are green!”

“Only when I’m excited,” I responded.

“I’d like to see more of that,” she purred.

I turned my head to meet Erica’s gaze, looking down into her deep, dark eyes. “We’ll have to see what can be arranged,” I teased. She rewarded me with that same heart-stopping smile.

“I’d like that,” she hummed. “For now, I think you’ll have your hands full with that one.” She jutted her chin toward my seatmate with a grin. “But please do call me next time.”

Erica took out her business card, pressing it to my boarding pass and placing them both in my left blazer pocket. Her smile was slaying me. Then I felt that warm hand on my shoulder again.

Heaven, I’m in heaven! Surrounded by beauties, can’t you see! Okay, that song lyric needed a little work.

I heard my seatmate’s clear, cool voice again. “You can let Gerald go now. He’s going to sit quietly in his reserved seat for the rest of the flight.”

“OK. GC, I’m going to slowly unwind your wrist to minimize damage. Please keep your weight suspended from your armpit on the seat back.”

“O-kay,” came his dreamy response.

Erica mouthed a thank-you at me and asked GC, “May I see your boarding pass, Mr. Fremont?”

Another dreamy “O-kay.”

“You’re in seat 1C, Mr. Fremont,” Erica informed him. “Please put all of your baggage in the bin as you’re on the bulkhead.”

GC nodded placidly and situated himself.

I waited until he finished, as I didn’t trust him. I wondered if maybe we could put him in the bin and put his bags in his seat. There was probably some FAA regulation against that.

GC sat down, and I turned to my seatmate to give her what I hoped was an apologetic smile as I took my seat. “I don’t know what you did to him, but he’s as agreeable as can be. I need you to teach me how to do that.”

Her eyes warmly lit up as her lips sketched a mischievous smile. “Sorry, I was just born with these skills.” After a short pause, she extended her right hand, adding, “I’m Myra. Myra Nessus.”

“Jack. Jack Jerome,” I responded with a chuckle, turning in my seat to face her directly. “It’s a pleasure to meet you. Do you get accosted on airplanes often?”

She moaned, throwing her head back and rolling her eyes. “Goddess, no. I get accosted everywhere!”

“Really! How interesting. I don’t suppose it has anything to do with you cutting loose with sexy moans like that in public, does it?”

“Sexy, huh?” Her smirk was doing something to Little Jack. “I figured your sexy radar was attuned to your hot little flight attendant.”

“She is my type,” I responded with a smirk of my own.

“Oh? You have a type?”

“Oh, yeah. Pretty ladies. I’m a sucker for ’em. My new friend Erica is a fine example, but then again, so are you.”

Myra gave me a smile bright enough to replace the cabin lights. She was really getting into this game, and I liked that. “Oh, really? That’s sweet. So, what do you like about your friend Erica? Her pretty, dusky skin? Her gorgeous combination of African, Asian, and Caucasian features?”

“I didn’t pick up on the Asian.”

“Her silky dark hair?” Myra continued. “Or maybe it’s her strong, lean legs or her firm, round bum? Maybe her flat stomach and perky, large breasts?”

Yep, Little Jack is definitely enjoying this dirty talk.

“I must confess...all the above and more. Although, I’m happy her breasts are only grapefruit-sized. I’m firmly in the ‘more than a handful or a mouthful is too much’ camp.”

“Oh, really?”

“Really,” I replied, my voice getting husky. “Did you notice how Erica’s eyes dilated and her nostrils flared when I was close? It was very…enticing.”

Myra’s lips parted, encouraging me to keep going. I decided to switch directions. “She was pointing me in your direction, too. I wonder if she cataloged your assets as thoroughly as you did hers.” For good measure, I added, “I might have to take you with me when I go on the hunt.”

“That might be fun.” She looked over my shoulder, licking her lips. “Well Erica, did you catalog my assets as well as I did yours?”

A slim hand slid down my shoulder to rest on my pec as a pair of firm breasts cradled my head. Erica’s voice flowed down softly from over my head. “No, darling. I was distracted by the drama, although I did rather admire your hindquarters as I walked behind you. I’d be happy to do a more thorough survey given an opportunity.” I could hear the smile in Erica’s voice and see Myra’s, too.

I was having way too much fun.

I leaned back into Erica’s breasts and looked up. “So, she has a fine motor, huh? I’m afraid I didn’t get a very good view. Can you describe it for me?”

“Maybe another time, dear man. We’re clear to let the rest of the passengers board; duty calls. Later, my lovelies.” My head caught a chill as Erica’s breasts moved away.

I sat back into my seat and looked over at Myra. “Well that went somewhere completely unexpected.”

She giggled, and I blinked at the lovely sound made by this beautiful, poised woman. Laughing with her, I noted, “Wow...I would have never figured you for a giggler.”

Her giggles escalated to laughter as the rest of our fellow passengers trooped by. “Well, there’s so much you don’t know about me, Mr. Jerome.”

“With giggles like that, it’s no wonder you get accosted all the time. You really need better security. Maybe get a posse,” I told her.

She chuckled again with that mischievous grin. “Are you offering your services?”

“I’m not really in the market, but I confess I’m tempted nonetheless.”

I saw Erica approaching out of the corner of my eye. She leaned over me to address Myra. “I’m sorry ma’am—in the midst of all the fun I totally forgot your drink order.”

“Oh, please,” Myra replied. “Let’s dispense with the ‘ma’am,’ shall we? After all the fun we’ve had, I think you can call me Myra. Oh, and I’d love a sparkling water or club soda or such. Only one ice cube and a twist of lime, please.”

“Of course, Myra dear. I’ll be back in a flash.” Erica left us with another brilliant smile.

“So, ‘bum,’ huh?” I asked, bringing up Myra’s choice of words earlier—well, a single word. “I don’t hear that frequently on this side of the pond.”

She just smiled mysteriously at me as she settled in.

I did the same, pulling my iPad out of the seat crack where it had landed in the middle of the altercation with GC and placed it in the seat back. Once I was all settled, I sat back, closed my eyes, and took a cleansing breath.

I felt a warm finger touch my hand, which was on the seat rest, and opened my eyes to Myra’s hand resting on mine. She too was sitting back in her seat with her eyes closed, her face turned in my direction. I drank in the sight and scent of her for a long moment.

Myra’s eyes slowly opened. She gazed back at me for another long moment and then closed her eyes again. I rolled my hand over so that her fingers rested in the palm of my hand. A hint of a smile sketched across her lips, but she didn’t move otherwise. I kept my face turned toward her and closed my eyes too, feeling content.

After a while, Erica arrived with our drinks. “Sorry to interrupt your intimate moment dear ones, but I thought you might like these before I have to come around and pick up the service.”

Myra and I squeezed each other’s fingers and withdrew our hands. Erica did the little tray presentation dance to first Myra, and then myself. I noticed there was a phone number on Myra’s napkin, too.

I looked up at Erica, and she said with a chuckle, “Don’t be jealous, darling. I already gave you my card.” She caressed my shoulder, then dashed off.

Myra gave me another of her wicked looks over the rim of her glass as she took a sip of her drink. She cocked her right eyebrow and said, “I think she likes me better.”

Thankfully, I had swallowed the Bloody Mary mix I had just sipped. I cocked my own eyebrow as I looked at her for a moment. “Well, she did let me use her breasts for a pillow,” I said, just as she took another sip.

Myra snorted her drink out her nose and clamped a hand over her mouth as she tried to control her laughter. I sat down my drink and held hers so she could deal with the aftermath of my perfectly timed riposte.

I continued to enjoy my drink as Myra regained her composure. She tapped my arm lightly and let out another one of those lovely giggles. “You are dangerous!”

“Only to myself.”

“I don’t buy that for a minute,” she said, pointing to the seat in front of me. I just shook my head.

“So, does your journey end in Philadelphia?” she asked.

“I certainly hope not. I’m planning to live for a good long time.”

She graced me with a chuckle.

“No, I’ve actually got a connecting flight to Phoenix. I live there for now,” I added.

“What a lovely surprise. I’m flying to Phoenix, too. The 11:52 flight? Which seat?” She asked, reaching for her slim briefcase. I pulled out my phone.

“Yes, that’s the flight. I think I’m one row back.” I pulled up my details and confirmed, “Yes. Seat 3C.”

“I don’t believe it. I’m in 3D,” she replied.

My eyes widened. “That settles it. I’m going to spend a hundred bucks on lottery tickets when we land. With luck like this, one of them is bound to be the jackpot.”

“What if Erica is also our flight attendant on that flight?”

“Well then, I’d only need to buy one,” I said, my face deadpan. For a few seconds, we stared at each other, and then burst into laughter again.

I shut off my phone and put it away while considering my unbelievable luck today meeting Myra and Erica within minutes of each other. I rarely clicked with women easily. I’d gotten better as I’d aged, but it had never been easy. Yet it was only early morning and I had managed to connect well with two beautiful women.

“You said you live in Phoenix for now. Are you planning to move?” Myra asked.

“I’m looking,” I replied. “I work for myself as a consultant, and Phoenix is a great city for road warriors since it has a major hub for two airlines and has mostly great weather for travelers. You know, fewer weather delays. But my clients are getting more expense conscious. As a result, the percentage of days that I work from home is rising. So I’m looking to move to some place that’s more permanent and more wild. Trees, pastures, and hills would be ideal. Where do you live?”

She tilted her head slightly and pursed her lips in thought. “I don’t really have a home, per se. I travel from place to place dealing with problems for the organization I represent. I usually just stay in some of our quarters, adjacent to the offices. I used to have a place outside of Joplin, Missouri,” she told me, “close to KCI. I gave it up when I discovered that I had failed to return to it in over a year, and I hadn’t missed it. For the last three years, I’ve spent more time in Chicago than anywhere else, but that really translates to a week here and there. I’ll probably spend the rest of the year in Sedona.”

“That’s terrible,” I mused. “How do you ever take a moment to unwind?”

She shrugged. “There really hasn’t been much opportunity…” She glanced down at her lap, suddenly shy. “Although, I’m starting to think it might be a good idea.”

I sensed an opportunity for another pithy comment, but in an unusual moment of wisdom, I stayed silent and chose to look at her encouragingly in the hope that she would continue. She shrugged again, her eyes downcast.

I waited patiently, but just as Myra looked like she was about to say something, the flight attendant who had been by the flight deck introduced himself over the intercom as Greg, the cabin manager, and encouraged us to watch the preflight safety briefing.

First-class passengers got the treat of watching Erica doing the safety dance—there was no other way to describe her sensuous movements. I don’t know if swaying her hips or pushing her breasts forward as she slowly pushed the inflation tube in and out of her pursed lips were part of the official presentation, but they certainly kept my attention on the demonstration—or maybe it was just my overactive imagination. Lord knows my libido was running higher than normal with all the flirting and beautiful women this morning. Erica kept her eyes focused toward the floor most of the time, which really woke up my inner dom. I did catch her looking at Myra and myself a couple of times, but mostly at the floor in front of her.

As Erica wrapped up her dance, the plane began moving. We taxied to the end of the runway and waited for the stars and the aircraft to align. Just before the pilot punched the accelerator, Myra reached over to place her fingers gently on my arm. I looked over to see that she was pushed back into her seat, her eyes squeezed closed. She cracked her eyes open and looked at me sideways with a wry grimace. I just held her hand in support and watched her in case she needed anything. About ten minutes later, we were finally jetting toward Philadelphia.

As the plane leveled out, Myra turned to me and placed her hand over mine. “I hate these flying tin cans. They’re just not natural. I can’t say that I like trains or cars much better, either.” She heaved out a sigh. “I’ve gotten better about riding in them, having been in this job for several years, but I’ll never like it.”

“And here I was, thinking you were going to tell me a little more about your impending need to unwind,” I prompted.

Myra looked down again, as though she was marshalling her courage. After a pause, she looked up, into my eyes.

“How do you do this to me?” she asked.

“Do what to you?”

“Make me want to tell you about myself,” she replied.

“Mad skills,” I said jokingly, waggling my eyebrows. “That's what all the young people say, isn't it?”

A little laughter returned to her eyes as her lips sketched another wry grin, but both slowly faded as she began to speak. “The work I do is very political in nature. I work for a private organization that provides a wide variety of benefits to a variety of global concerns. My job is to resolve conflicts between different factions in a manner that keeps, at the very least, the appearance of peaceful coexistence and cooperation without eroding the power and influence of the central organization.

“I go from one conflict to the next between people completely wrapped up in their own interests. They refuse to see how fulfilling their personal agendas will have seriously negative consequences on the other parties or the community in general. I’ve been doing this job ever since I completed my education, and the drain on my soul is making me very weary.”

She paused, and I interjected, “So...you’re the one responsible for making the White House and Congress actually work? Oh God! That is soul-destroying work!”

She barked out a laugh, her eyes lighting.

I’m glad my magical sense of humor is working, I thought. I was starting to really like this woman.

“No,” she chuckled. “As messed up as the current administration is and how completely worthless the modern Congress is, that would be child’s play by comparison. Imagine groups that all consider themselves royalty or gods all working at odds with each other under the so-called claim that they’re working for common goals.”

“Royalty, huh? Like Mr. Wonderful?” I asked, pointing at GC.

Myra grinned. “Exactly.” She leaned forward and whispered, “How did you get ‘GC,’ by the way?”

“Apparently it’s Gerald with a G. It’s quite important to him,” I replied, rolling my eyes. At that point, GC stirred in his seat. Myra stared intently at him, and he promptly fell back into passivity.

That’s an interesting coincidence, I thought.

Instead of pointing it out, I said, “Sounds like you need a vacation.”

“You may be onto something, but I doubt that will be possible for a while. This job in Sedona is likely going to require a bit of back-and-forth travel to arrange a resolution. The parties involved aren’t particularly enthusiastic about traveling just to sit around a table to iron out their differences—they refuse to give up the home field advantage. Some are getting better about leveraging technology for discussions and negotiations, but they’re just starting to build trust in technology. I’m setting up a concord in Sedona as it’s outside the territory of all the parties involved in this current conflict, plus the vortexes make it a desirable place to visit for all parties. If I can pull it off, it should significantly reduce the normal level of stupidity everyone is prone to displaying.”

Spiritualist nuts, I thought. Out loud, I asked, “How did you end up in Hartford?”

“I needed to shake up one of the parties to get them to the table. He was visiting his office outside of Hartford, so I flew in to catch him by surprise and gave him some encouragement. Went from Phoenix, to Philly, to Hartford and then immediately turned around to go back.”

“So that’s why you’re traveling without your posse,” I joked.

“Exa-actly!” she giggled.

We chatted back and forth for the rest of the trip. Myra was adorable when she wrapped her arms around my right arm and buried her face in my shoulder as we made the approach into PHL. Erica saw us like that as she hustled to her jump seat and gave me a small wink as she buckled in.

When the bell rang, I launched up, retrieved Myra’s bag and my own, then stood beside my seat to let her out. Of course Mr. Center of the Universe across the aisle tried to block the walkway before Myra got out. I was patient for about half a minute as he stood stock still in the aisle, having a conversation on the phone, blocking everyone from exiting.

At that point, I decided to drop my left knee into the back of his right knee. I caught his right elbow as he started to fall, and snagged his phone. Into it, I said, “I’m sorry, but he’ll have to call you right back,” and ended the call. I handed the phone to the “gentleman” as I helped him sit on the arm of his seat.

“Gee, are you okay, sir? Why don’t you sit here while I get your bag for you. Which one is it?”

He pointed it out, and I pulled it down—it was nearly as big as GC’s. I helped him to his feet and wished him well on his way. He kept staring at me like I had eaten his dog or something, but he did leave quickly. I pushed Myra’s bag forward, and she wheeled it toward the door. As she passed GC, she told him, “Have a safe trip home, Gerald.”

GC looked up at her with wide eyes and replied, “Thank you. I will,” before returning his gaze to the bulkhead, blinking rapidly.

Myra turned past the galley and sashayed out onto the jet bridge, stopping in front of Erica, who was wishing passengers safe travels. They wrapped each other in a warm hug. I couldn’t hear what Myra said to her, but Erica’s eyes popped for a moment, and then she grinned like a Cheshire cat. She gave Myra a short nod and a quick peck on the cheek before the two separated.

I also stopped in front of Erica, who also gave me a warm hug. “Please call me,” she whispered into my ear.

“I definitely will, beautiful,” I whispered back. As I followed behind Myra, I called back to Erica, “You’re right! She’s got a mighty fine motor!” We shared a laugh as I continued up the jet bridge.

Myra threw a pose halfway up the ramp, looking back with an arched eyebrow. “Only ‘mighty fine?’” she asked with a smirk.

“A man has to be careful singing the praises of one beauty while he holds another in his arms,” I replied, as deadpan as possible. Her answering laugh told me that my career as a comedic straight man might be short-lived.
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INTERRUPTED SCHEDULE


When I exited the gate, Myra was already checking the nearest monitor for our next gate. A nod told me she had found it. She hung her blazer over the handle of her roller bag, then squatted next to it to put her briefcase into the outer pocket. At that point, I immediately upgraded my assessment of her gorgeous behind from mighty fine to completely divine.

I pulled up next to her.

“We’re at F8, and we need to go to B14,” she said, looking up at me.

“March or ride?” I asked.

She stood up and gave me the universal “watchoo talkin’ ’bout, Willis” look as she smoothed the lapels of my blazer. “The tram takes a significant amount of time off the trek, and we have less than an hour,” I clarified.

Myra closed her eyes to marshall her courage. “Another tin can it is.”

I slid my arm around her waist and pulled her into an embrace. She laid her head on my shoulder and pulled me close. “I will keep you as safe as possible, Myra.”

She hugged me tightly, then stepped back, squaring her shoulders. “Okay, let’s do this.” She draped her blazer over her left arm and then grabbed my right arm above the elbow, and I gave her a crook to hold as she snagged her bag. We stepped off in search of the tram.

Once on board, I wrapped one arm around a post and pulled her close with the other. I whispered my upgraded assessment of her ass into her ear to distract her from the small, enclosed space. She gave me a squeeze in return, but I couldn’t tell if my distraction worked.

How did I get lucky enough to have this divine woman attached to me? I wondered as we traveled to our terminal. I had no idea, but I had learned long ago not to question good luck. Over time, my standing operating procedure for good luck had become “go with it, enjoy it, and be ready for it to run out.”

So I just stood there, holding onto her as if her life depended on it, absorbing the vibrant warmth and smell of her. Her scent was amazing. She wore just a hint of lightly floral perfume. The smell of her own unique scent was apparent underneath it, but it wasn’t at all easy to describe. It stirred visions of dark chocolate and cherries, but that was more of a mental picture than the actual smell. Yet I couldn’t describe what she actually smelled like other than sweetness and the comfort of a fire on a cold winter day.

When we arrived at our stop, I led the way through the pressing of the crowd to our gate.

The gate display said we had roughly twenty minutes before boarding began, so we took turns watching each other’s bags and using the restroom. I also picked up a couple of water bottles at the adjacent gift shop.

As I handed one to Myra, I asked, “Will you indulge me for about ten minutes?”

“Sure,” she agreed.

I led her about fifty feet past our gate to an open area between some infrastructure closets and the next gate.

I pulled my bag up to the window and took off my blazer and the quarter-zip sweater I had on underneath. As I disrobed down to the dark T-shirt under my sweater, I explained, “I have a hard time sitting immobile as long as these flights require, and the next one is going to be a bitch. I need to do some stretches.” I then pulled off my boots.

Myra nodded thoughtfully. “That’s a great idea. I wish I were dressed for it.”

I shrugged and said, “Get rid of the blazer and the shoes, back up to the window and do some twists and hip bends, and hold a mountain pose for a while. Only the guys on the tarmac will be able to stare at that gorgeous ass of yours, although I really can’t begrudge them the view.”

She laughed and said, “You’re on,” as she kicked off her shoes and hung her blazer over the handle of her roller bag.

We went through a sunrise salutation together with some twists thrown in for good measure. Myra surprised me by following me into the plank-cobra-downward dog sequence. She performed the moves much better than I had ever done and was obviously adept at yoga.

When I transitioned into some basic animal motion exercises, Myra stopped and watched. I flowed through the bear, frogger, crab, and monkey motions. I usually picked up spectators when I did those in public, so I tried to avoid it unless I expected to be cooped up during a long flight. I figured we were far enough out of the traffic pattern to mostly avoid an audience. Only a couple of folks were obviously gawking when I finished. Feeling much better, we dressed and headed back to the gate, sipping our water.

The energy at the gate was unbelievably negative. The gate display made the reason apparent—we had a two-hour maintenance delay. I pulled out my phone and checked available flights, then stifled a groan—the next flight was scheduled more than two hours later, and the last was one and a half hours after that.

I looked at Myra with raised eyebrows. “Shall we find a campground for a while?” She nodded. “What’s your preference? Bar, food court, restaurant, or gate?”

She looked around the gate area in consideration, finally responding with, “Wait here for just a minute?”

I nodded, and she glided up to the gate to place a hand on the shoulder of a harried, older gate agent. They had a quick discussion, and then Myra gave him a hundred-kilowatt smile and turned back to me.

She was quickly striding back to me, all business-like, when she saw me watching her. She gave a little twist of her head and grinned as her gait transitioned into something more like a panther stalking her prey. Her eyes never left mine, and they appeared to light from within as she slowly stalked right up to me, wrapped her arms around my neck, and whispered, “See something you like, handsome?”

I hesitated for just a moment and then quietly replied, “Like is not nearly a strong enough word to describe what I have going on at the moment.”

Myra pulled me into a hug, burying her face into my neck as she pressed her breasts hard into my rib cage. I wrapped my arms around her and gave back as good as I was getting. She looked up at me and asked, “What are you doing to me?”

“I don’t know. I was going to ask you the same thing. I’ve known you for roughly two hours, and I already have more chemistry with you than I’ve had with any of my former girlfriends or even my ex-fiancée. I haven’t even kissed you.”

She smirked and said, “I recommend you correct that.”

So I did.

Dear God, I marveled. Sweet, warm, honey-flavored lips, and a tongue swimming in ambrosia. Our tongues danced, and our lips devoured each other. I lost track of time as we stood there wrapped up in each other.

“What are you doing to me?” I whispered when we finally came up for air.

“I asked first,” she chuckled quietly back at me.

“Shall we go find some place to kill time?”

“Let’s,” she cooed. “I received several recommendations from that very helpful agent over there.”

With that, we strolled down the concourse, arm in arm.


3


A DELAY TO REMEMBER


Myra hadn’t been kidding about getting accosted everywhere.

Locked in each other’s arms, I was sure we looked like a couple on their honeymoon. Despite that, not one but two guys who fit the “high-powered businessman” stereotype—one with a beer belly under his shirt and the other a 5’6” Arnold Schwarzenegger wannabe—approached her to convince her that she needed to upgrade.

Beer-belly gave up quickly but still handed her his card. “Call me when you’re ready, hon.”

The other guy, however, actually put his hand on my chest to push me away. The arrogant prick probably would have gone for my face if he could have reached it. I quickly had his hand pinned and was moving toward a submission lock when Myra let go of her bag and thrust both of her palms under his chin, walking him back about ten feet before he fell on his ass. Since his face barely cleared her breasts when standing in front of her, I doubt he had any clue what she had done until she stepped on his right arm with the spike of her heel and dropped her right knee into his solar plexus.

She pointed a finger in his face and said in her clear, rich voice, “Do not ever touch my man again, and do not ever speak to me again. If you even try to break these rules, the pain you’ll feel will be unbearable.”

The prick’s face had that same moonlit glow that GC’s had on the airplane. His eyes popped wide open, like she was twisting his scrotum or something. “Y-y-y-yes, ma-a-a-am,” he stuttered as a policeman walked up.

The policeman approached with his hand on his taser, but Myra looked up at him and quickly said, “No longer a problem, Officer. I’d rather go have a quiet drink with my man than waste the time it would take to file charges against this piece of walking excrement.”

The officer also had that strange glow for just an instant before it faded from his face too, but I didn’t take much note of it because I was concentrating on the fact that Myra had called me her man twice in a minute. Heady stuff!

She walked back to me and winked as she grabbed my arm and snagged her bag. “Charles, the gate agent, recommended a nearby bar. Shall we, darling?”

I said what any reasonable man would at that point. “Yes, ma’am.”

We hustled to said bar and angled toward the back corner booth. It was stacked full with about six bags, which apparently belong to the twenty-something road warriors at the next table.

Myra walked up to them and asked, “Would you boys mind moving your bags so my man and I can get off our feet?”

I grinned. Three in two minutes.

They looked up with disdain on their faces, which quickly evaporated into awe when they cast their eyes on Myra and all her glory. As though they had rehearsed it, they responded in unison, “Yes, ma’am.”

Myra asked me while they were clearing the space if I would take the side of the booth that faced the room. “It helps reduce the likelihood of someone accosting me,” she explained.

“Sure. Given my background, I’m more of a back-to-the-corner and facing-the-doors kind of guy anyway,” I replied.

“Given some of the stories you shared during our flight, I’m not surprised,” she responded with a sympathetic smile.

We took our seats, placed our bags down, and perused the menu. I had been in this place a couple of times on previous trips, and table service had always been nonexistent. With Myra, we had just cracked the menus open when a server appeared, standing at Myra’s shoulder. We each ordered a Yuengling draft and a large club soda. The nice young man ran off to get them while we perused the menu.

She said, “Charles recommended the burger and curly fries.”

“Well I don’t see anything else on the menu that’s screaming ‘eat me,’” I commented, “so I guess I’ll go with that.”

Myra licked her lips. “Nothing?”

I went for the deadpan face again. “Not on the menu.”

“Good answer,” she purred.

The server—Billy, his name tag said—returned with our drinks and took our order.

As we waited for our food, we talked about all the places we had traveled. I had spent a fair amount of my time in the army, stationed in Germany, and had traveled to a number of places in the surrounding countries. I had also been to a number of Middle Eastern cities that I wasn’t at liberty to discuss, plus about thirty of the fifty states, a couple of Canadian cities, and a couple of Mexican border towns.

Myra had been in every state of the union, all the Canadian provinces, several cities in Mexico, and most of the capitals of South America. She had also been to most of the major cities in Western and Eastern Europe, Asia, and a couple each in Turkey, Israel, Jordan, and North Africa. And I thought I was well-traveled.

The two of us shared a love of London, Paris, Nürnberg, Strasbourg, and Vienna. We agreed that Venice was charming, but neither of us had the desire to hurry back. She spoke passionately about Padova, Florence, and Rome, and I reciprocated when talking about Münster and Augsburg.

We also agreed that San Francisco was a nice place to visit but we’d never live there. She loved the forest of the upper northeast, whereas I prefer the mountains of Arizona, New Mexico, and Colorado.

“How do you know the wind stopped blowing in Casper, Wyoming?” I interjected. “Everyone falls down.” Myra’s answering laugh convinced me right there she was divine.

Billy delivered our meal, and we tucked in. I had to hand my compliments to Charles—it was pretty good.

We took our time, getting to know each other. We talked about how we liked to spend what little free time we had from work. We both were committed to a variety of activities to stay fit. I enjoyed high intensity interval training AKA HIIT, swimming, and a variety of body-weight exercises. Myra preferred running and body-weight training. We had both trained in martial arts at various times in our lives, but neither of us were really concentrating on it heavily any longer. I still regularly engaged in archery, trained in Taiji, and did some apparatus work with bags and wooden dummies. She fenced. I talked about learning to play guitar a few years back and how I liked to play every so often in front of forgiving audiences.

A little over an hour later, the burgers were gone. I pulled up our flights on my phone to get a status. Apparently, the delay had grown from two to four hours. I called the customer service line and found out that there were no seats available on the next two flights, so we were stuck on the current delayed flight. Instead of getting back into town at 2:30, we would land around 6:30.

“I’m not going to make it back in time to get my car out of the shop,” I told Myra. “I’d better call the garage to arrange to pick it up tomorrow. How are you going to be affected by this delay?”

She waved my concern away. “I had planned to overnight in Phoenix and then ride up to Sedona in the morning. I should contact my driver and let her know about the delay, but I know she’s keeping an eye on the flight status. She won’t expect me for another two hours even if she has missed this delay.”

I rang the dealership and arranged to pick up my car at the dealership in the morning. Myra pulled out her phone but paused to look at me, her expression unreadable.

I smiled at her and asked, “What’s on your mind, Myra?”

“Jack, I’ve had a lovely day today.”

“Me too, honey. I’m really not looking forward to saying goodbye to you at the airport when we get back to Phoenix. Are you struggling with that too?”

She nodded solemnly. “What are you doing to me?”

That seems to be our refrain today, doesn’t it?

“Myra, I’m simply reveling in the light that you’ve brought into my life today,” I said earnestly. “I didn’t know my life was overcast until you first smiled at me. I feel like a fumbling fourteen-year-old boy stuttering in front of the prom queen, and I don’t want it to stop.”

“I have trouble with playing the role of the prom queen,” she said with a slight smile, “but I agree. I’m also not happy about the thought of leaving you this evening.”

“Well, how about we keep doing what we’re doing for now, and watch for opportunities to address this dilemma together in a way that better suits us.” She nodded with a growing smile.

I palmed my neck, a little surprised. “Did I really just say that? I sounded so cultured and wise. Who would’ve thought?”

Myra laughed gently.

“Myra,” I said, taking her hand, “I just watched the laughter return to your eyes. I would do just about anything to keep it there.”

I thought Uh-oh, as she grinned at me mischievously.

“Is that so? Because you’ve just given me power over you, dear Jack,” she teased.

That triggered a laugh of my own. “Love, you’ve owned me since the moment you first spoke to me.”

We smiled at each other like a couple of idiots until Billy came to clear our plates and take our order for another round of drinks.

“Myra, I do need to spend some time on this proposal. Do you have anything that you need to work on for a little while?” I asked.

She grimaced. “I need to catch up on correspondence. I probably have too many emails from our head office that I should address, which I’ve been studiously ignoring in favor of bantering with you. I suppose I’ll get to those if you must spend our limited amount of time together working.” She sketched a smirk on her full lips to accent her arched eyebrow.

I clasped my hands to my heart, exclaiming way too loudly, “The lady casts her dart with accuracy, and with her righteous wrath, grievously wounds the cad masquerading as a gentleman!”

The laughter that bubbled out of her throat was utterly melodic. “I’ll gladly work while we’re sitting here as long as you’re here with me. And I’ll still enjoy your companionship even if I can’t discuss the details of my work with you.”

“Well, if I have anything remotely interesting, I’ll share it with you to alleviate your boredom.”

“Oh, Jack,” Myra replied, shaking her head. “I don’t think I could ever be bored around you.”
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We spent the next couple of hours working through our tasks in companionable silence while occasionally throwing out comments to the other for a short discussion. Myra called her driver in Phoenix to give her a couple of updates throughout the afternoon. I finished my proposal and sent it to my client while Myra caught up on her correspondence.

All throughout the afternoon, we kept an eye on our flight status, took turns using the restroom, kept ourselves relatively well-hydrated, and shared little jokes to keep us in good humor. We tipped Billy generously when he ended his shift, and when we finally left, we left a big tip for his replacement. The delay ended up being nearly six hours, but somehow, the time passed quickly. I suspected being with Myra had a lot to do with that.

We approached the gate in time to hear the boarding call for first class, so we walked directly to the gate agent and boarded the plane. Fortunately, there was no arrogant prick trying to steal my seat or accost Myra. We shared comparisons between that flight’s safety briefing and Erica’s earlier performance, which reminded both of us to put her info into our phones. We exchanged numbers while we were at it. As we began to take off, Myra wrapped her arm under mine. We leaned toward each other so she could rest her head on my shoulder. I swear I heard her mutter something like “cursed tin cans in the air.”

We talked about where we’d like to travel if we had a long weekend free, or even a week. I shared my plans to look for property upon my return, bringing up the features I was looking for, and Myra raised some good considerations, helping me amend my list of requirements.

In the midst of our very engaged discussion, Myra opined, “So essentially, you want a country manor house with the potential to be completely self-sufficient.”

“Wow,” I exclaimed. “I had never thought of it that way, but yeah.”

“Where are you planning to look, Jack?”

“I have a couple properties lined up for tomorrow around midday just north of Cottonwood, and one in Prescott down along Senator Highway. After that, I have a reservation at the Tavern Hotel in Cottonwood tomorrow night. I’ll update my plan based upon what I learn up to that point.

“On Saturday, I’m going to play a couple of sets at the Burning Tree Cellars. Sunday’s plan is dependent upon tomorrow. As I said”—I counted down my line of thinking using my fingers—“I like Prescott because of the climate and flora, but it’s growing like crazy. I like Cottonwood because it feels more pastoral. The outskirts of Flagstaff, Williams, or Seligman are all options. So are Payson, Grier, or Pinetop, but they don’t work as well for connecting to air travel as Prescott, Cottonwood, or Flag.”

“Arizona might not offer what you’re looking for, Jack,” Myra pointed out.

I considered that and nodded. “I know, but I want to exhaust the options there first before I go looking elsewhere. I like Sierra Vista, which has connecting flights to Phoenix and Tucson, which has even better flight connections. I used to live in Sierra Vista when I was a soldier. It’s beautiful down there.”

“It is. I’ve been there a couple of times. If not there, then where?” Myra pressed. “Northern New Mexico? Utah? Would you consider farther east?”

I looked off into the mid-distance. “Maybe. It’s more of a feeling that I’m looking for than a specific place. Certain basic attributes with the right energy or resonance that allow me to build what I want. Does that make sense?” I glanced at her before returning my gaze to a spot in the distance, embarrassed. “I sound like one of those spiritualist nuts in Sedona, don’t I?”

“It sounds absolutely idyllic, Jack. Will I be welcome there?”

I whipped my gaze back to Myra’s. “You’re welcome wherever I am, whenever you can make it to my side.”

We simply held each other’s eyes until a flight attendant interrupted us to pick up our service in preparation for landing. After the attendant left, I reached for Myra’s face, gliding my fingers along her jaw before leaning in to kiss her gently. Her eyes were still closed when I opened mine. I reached forward to kiss her again, confirming everything I recalled from that smoldering kiss in the airport.

We were interrupted again as the wheels touched down.

“Wow,” we exclaimed in unison, startled. We chuckled, leaning our foreheads together.

“Did you lose time, too?”

She shook her head. “No. I stole it so I can cherish it forever,” she said with a warm smile.

“Well! I didn’t know that the lady was such a romantic.”

“Nor did I,” she chuckled.

“Myra, I mean it,” I said, steering us back on topic. “You’ll always be most welcome wherever I am. Oh, and my schedule. I’ll need to talk to my prospective Hartford client on Monday, but Saturday’s amended plan won’t be constrained much by that.” I paused at Myra’s smile. “Am I blathering? I feel like I’m blathering.”

Myra shook her head prettily and leaned in to kiss me again.

We repeated our escape from the aircraft minus a guy having a phone conversation in the aisle and marched out the concourse, toward security. As we left the screening area hand in hand, I noticed a blonde supermodel standing by the escalator. Before I could comment, Myra dragged me off to the right, to the far side of a shoeshine booth. She turned to face me directly, put both of her hands on my lapels, and leaned into me. Looking up into my eyes, she asked, “Wherever you are, whenever I can make it to your side?”

I responded immediately. “Yes.”

She looked into my eyes as if searching for something. Something seemed to click, and she said, “Okay. Then take me home tonight. I don’t know what tomorrow will bring either of us, but tonight I want you to make love to me.”

I nodded. “Okay, then. Let me get a car.”

“My driver is here. She can take us,” Myra said.

“Can she do that?” I asked.

She nodded. “Trina is at my disposal to drive wherever I wish for whatever purpose, professional or personal.”

I smiled at her. “Then I accept.”

Myra gave me her patented hundred-kilowatt smile before turning to wave at the blonde supermodel. The woman slinked toward us, flashing Myra a bright grin.

Upon closer inspection, Trina struck me as a cross between a special forces soldier and a supermodel. Her build was similarly proportioned to Myra’s, but she was leaner, more compact. She was nearly as tall as Myra, but with smaller breasts, a leaner face, slate-blue eyes, and shoulders that almost precisely matched the width of her hips. Her glowing ash-blonde hair reached just past the point of her breasts as it bounced and flew as though it had a life of its own. There was an underlying sense of danger to her, like a coiled spring about to explode. She was wearing black ankle boots with a low heel, a black wraparound dress that only gave her treasures inches of cover, and a heavy, black biker jacket.

It has been a cold November so far, I thought, shrugging off Trina’s outfit. She makes that jacket look chic.

Trina had an undeniable beauty that drew the eye. If Myra weren't here, people would probably continue to gawk at Trina and not notice anyone else. But where Trina was beautiful, Myra was magnetic. They were different kinds of gorgeous.

Trina wrapped Myra in a warm, tight hug and gave her a quick peck on the lips. “Miss me?”

“Oh Trina, more than you know.” Myra sighed, content. “This is Jack,” she added, turning to look at me without moving from Trina’s embrace.

Trina narrowed her eyes at me suspiciously. “Charmed, I’m sure,” she said with dripping sarcasm. Myra smacked her ass. “Hello, Jack,” she corrected herself with a grin.

My inner soliloquy continued. She’s gorgeous and ornery. That’s a deadly combination. Rather than sharing my inner monologue, I said, “Hello, Trina. It’s a pleasure to meet you.” I assumed there was a mischievous twinkle in my eye. She smirked back at me.

Myra disengaged from Trina’s hug and grabbed my arm in a death grip, presumably to prevent my escape from Trina’s fearsome behavior. Myra asked her, “What are the arrangements for this evening? I’ve changed my plans.”

Trina shrugged. “It’s not a big deal. I didn’t make any arrangements for lodging, thinking that we would just run up to the Sedona…” She hesitated, looking at me. “Uh, office with the late arrival.”

Myra slid her other hand down Trina’s arm to grab her hand. “I’m staying with Jack tonight. We’ve had some adventures together today, and I’d like to enjoy his company for a while longer.” Myra gave me a worried look. “Jack, do you have a room for Trina, too?”

“Of course! I can’t have my close personal friend Trina sleeping in the car or on the couch,” I said exaggeratedly, hoping neither of the ladies objected to what passed for humor in my mind. “The guest room is already made up. I’ll just need to tidy up a bit—my bags for tomorrow are on the bed.”

Trina gave Myra an adorable little pout and twisted in place à la Shirley Temple. “I’d rather sleep in your bed.”

“Who wouldn’t,” I quipped, enjoying the picture I was painting in my mind.

“I’m going to be in Jack’s bed tonight, my love. I could probably talk him into letting you join us, but I suspect you wouldn’t be comfortable with that.”

Trina threw a considering look my way and shrugged. “You’re probably right. I’m assuming he has a penis,” she replied tartly.

I snorted a chuckle out my nose, and Trina gave me her own version of a shit-eating grin— seductive, with a hint of danger. “So guest room it is.”

I turned to Myra. “Do you have any checked bags?” She shook her head. “Do you need to go to the loo before we head out?”

She smirked. “‘Loo,’ huh? I don’t hear that frequently on this side of the pond.”

“Oh! She strikes me with my own words! What cruelty, my lady!” I wailed dramatically before continuing in a more reasonable tone. “Seriously, we’re looking at thirty-five to fifty-five minutes, depending on traffic.”

“I’m good, Jack,” Myra said. “Go ahead if you need to.”

“Okay, then—I’ll be right back.” I left my bag with the two lovely ladies and marched off to relieve myself of the last two cups of coffee and the water I had drunk, wondering how I had managed to get three gorgeous women to flirt with me in one day. Then again, I wasn’t completely certain Trina was flirting or just trying to get under my skin.
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A QUICK CHECK-IN


(Myra)

Trina slid in close, wrapping her right arm around my waist as we watched Jack walk away. “Myra my love, this isn’t your normal game,” she murmured. “What’s going on?”

After a moment’s consideration, I replied, “I don’t know, my love. There’s something about him that draws me.”

Trina watched me watching Jack. When he was in the restroom and out of sight, I said, “He’s witty, self-deprecating, and humble compared to all the other men who’ve claimed to be self-made businessmen and important. I’ve met so many of those in my life. Yet, despite his humility, he also appears to be supremely confident in his abilities. He’s unapologetic about using force when it’s required, and he’s courteous and gallant. Plus, he is rather handsome.”

“He’s not as handsome as your normal playthings,” Trina said bluntly. “They usually border on pretty. This guy is more rugged and worn.”

“True, but he’s tall enough I have to look up at him when we stand close, and he has such broad, muscular shoulders. Paired with how caring and kind he is, it makes him devastatingly attractive to me. I’ve been accosted three times today, and he was there each time, supporting me but not acting like he had to protect me or like he owned me. It was perfect, really. He even let me bitch-slap one of them. Also, we talked for hours during our flights and while we waited through the delay.”

“Who talked? Surely not you!” Trina chuckled. “I’ve seen you string guys on for hours and never say a thing about yourself. Wait a minute...what did you tell him about the court?” She quickly surveyed the area to ensure no one was standing within eavesdropping distance.

“Nothing directly,” I assured her. “I told him that I work for a very private organization that provides unspecified benefits to its varied global membership and that I travel around the world resolving issues between factions of the membership.”

“Wow. Completely true, and yet so far from reality,” Trina snorted. “Masterfully done—even though it doesn’t come close to conveying the true horror of it. I would’ve just stayed quiet.” She snorted again. “Actually, I wouldn’t have started up a conversation with him in the first place. I guess that’s why you’re in the role you’ve taken on.”

“I think I also managed to keep my eyes turned away from him as I ran two influence charms,” I said offhandedly.

“You had to influence? I knew I should have gone with you!” Trina gasped.

I stroked her cheek reassuringly. “It worked out fine, my love.”

“How did your business with the Goblin Court go?” Trina’s eyes continued to scan our surroundings.

I grinned. “King Sareg actually shit himself when I walked in...or maybe it was when I killed the two guards he’d sent to attack me. Feces were produced regardless. The smell was undeniable. He assured me he’ll be there at the appointed time.”

Trina looked impressed. “I know you hate the killing, but two red hats with no weapons? Impressive.”

I nodded. “I used the tire iron out of the cab. The driver didn’t even flinch when I asked him for it. It might have had something to do with my paying him to wait for me, or how I adjusted my breasts every time he looked in the mirror. Anyway, I wiped it clean before giving it back to him. Easy peasy.” I fidgeted as I waited for Jack’s return.

Trina turned her attention toward the restroom and asked, “So, my lady, how long are you going to hold onto this mortal?”

“As long as I possibly can,” I whispered intensely.

Trina turned her attention back to me, her eyes sharp. “Myra, are you actually falling for this guy after one day with him?”

I fiercely returned her gaze. “The deed is done, Trina. If he were Sidhe, I would throw him over my shoulder and drag him home to meet my mother.”

Trina grunted, “She would eat him for lunch.”

Turning back to my vigil, I replied, “No, I’m completely certain he would have her eating out of his hand in no time. She would probably try to drag him off to her bed despite him being my chosen.”

“What are you going to do? You can’t tell him about Faerie,” Trina whispered fiercely.

“For now, I’m going to hold onto him as tightly as I can. I’ll deal with what comes next as it arises.” It was the best I could do for the moment.

After a pause, I whispered, “He makes me laugh, Trina. He makes me feel like I’m still alive.”

Jack appeared at that moment, and a smile bloomed from deep in my heart.

“Here he comes.”
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THE CONDO


(Jack)

After the obligatory two shakes and washing up, I headed back to the ladies in the mezzanine.

I saw them standing where I left them, whispering to each other conspiratorially. Not that I minded, but I hoped they hadn’t changed their mind about Trina joining us tonight. She really was gorgeous, and I had a good feeling about her, despite the other, not-so-good feeling that she could be very dangerous. I could only dream of both her and Myra in my bed, but I needed to cement my very strong connection with Myra before we even thought about opening up the bedroom to invitations.

With a wry grin, I thought, Sorry Erica and Trina. Maybe another time.

I addressed the two beauties as I approached. “Well ladies, are we ready to roll?”

Myra winked at Trina and disengaged from her driver’s possessive arm. She planted a quick kiss on my lips, her expression apologetic. “Sorry Jack. I’ve changed my mind. I’ll be right back.”

I gave the obligatory loud, long-suffering sigh. “OK. I guess I’ll be forced to stand here and flirt with this hot blonde.” I made shooing motions. “Take your time.”

Myra giggled as she marched off with a purpose. Trina shot me a perplexed look. “Did she just giggle?”

I gave her a sad shake of my head. “Afraid so. Oh, how the mighty have fallen.”

Trina stared at me blankly. When she asked, “What have you done to her?” Her tone wasn’t exactly kind.

“Funny you should ask,” I said, all humor gone. “She’s asked me the same thing twice already. As far as I know, all I’ve done is flirt with her, treat her with courtesy and respect, and listen.”

Myra’s delectable tushy disappeared into the restroom, and I turned to Trina. “So, Trina. How long have you known our lady?”

She looked at me shrewdly. Maybe she doesn’t like that I consider Myra mine, too, I thought.

“We grew up together. We were playmates as children, and as we grew older we became lovers. Serving her is the only job I’ve ever had. I can’t imagine doing much else,” she said.

I was a little surprised at her language, but I guessed Trina felt pretty strongly about Myra.

“How did you meet?” she asked.

“Some young, self-important prick was accosting her as she boarded the airplane. She was assigned the seat next to mine, and he objected to where I was sitting. When he tried to assault the flight attendant, I took action.” I frowned, suddenly remembering the moonlit glow on GC’s face.

“Myra calmed him down somehow, and then we settled in. She introduced herself, and I found myself flirting with her and telling her my life story.” With a disingenuous smile, I said, “That’s about it.”

Trina allowed a few seconds to pass and then stepped closer, placing—pressing, really—her palm on my left shoulder. Geez, she was strong.

Looking directly into my eyes, she said, “If you ever hurt her, I will never forgive you. In fact, I’ll probably kill you.”

I returned the look. “I couldn’t forgive myself if I did. I’ve never met anyone like her. I don’t imagine there are any others,” I said seriously.

“You have no idea,” Trina responded just as seriously.

“Trina, I’m fifty years old, and I’ve known a fair number of women,” I told her. “I’ve never found one who connects with me like she does. Trust me, I know exactly what you have in her.”

Trina appraised me for a long while before finally rubbing my shoulder gently. She flashed me a wicked grin as she dropped her hand. “An old guy, huh? You really are outside her normal experience. I figured you were ten years younger.”

I narrowed my eyes. “Careful child, or I might have to spank you for disrespecting your elders.” Her eyes flashed wide, and she gave me a considering look.

I noticed Myra coming out of the restroom and extended an arm out. “Record time, my lady,” I quipped.

“There was no line, and I was motivated, kind sir. Shall we?” Myra asked.

Trina pulled her luxurious blonde locks into a ponytail as we took the elevator to the fifth floor garage and made our way to a black Lincoln SUV. Trina hit the remote to open the hatch, and I put the bags into the back next to the medium-sized duffle that was already there. When I closed the hatch, I saw that the ladies were aggressively groping each other while swallowing each other’s faces.

“Kphf. Would you like me to drive, ladies?” I asked sarcastically.

Trina’s moaned “Yes” was countered by Myra’s moaned “No.” Trina frowned as they disengaged from each other. She reset her ponytail, and once settled, opened the driver’s-side passenger door.

Myra crawled in and scooted across and called, “Come here, loverboy.”

“It’s been a damn long time since I was a boy,” I muttered.

Trina quipped, “I’ll say,” as she closed the door behind me and mounted the driver’s seat.

Looking at me through the rearview mirror, Trina asked, “Where to?”

As Myra and I settled into the back, I answered, “Stop at the first convenience store you can find that doesn’t have anyone lurking around. After that, we’ll continue up SR 51 to SR 101, eastbound to 56th Street. Make a left and I’ll guide you in from there.”

Myra looked at me gleefully. “You’re not actually…?”

I grinned. “Damn skippy. With the way my luck is going today, I may win both the Powerball and the Mega Millions.” I added to Trina, “The address is 5417 East High Street, if you want to GPS it.”

“Any recommendations for the convenience store?” she asked.

I nodded. “I seem to recall a couple on 44th Street and Washington, just off the airport property. Circle K, I think. Northeast corner. It’ll be to your right.”

“Okay. Buckle up, kiddies,” she drawled. “The train is leaving the station.”

We arrived at the Circle K five minutes later. Trina combat parked to the right of the entrance, and I hopped out. I quickly grabbed three bottles of water. Then I filled out a ticket for both games, selecting numbers based on the rough date and time I had met Erica and Myra.

I gave them to the clerk and told him, “I also want twenty-five Quick Picks of each.” He looked at me like I was stoned but rang it all up. He gave me the tickets, and I gave him $120 in twenties and told him to keep the change before I hustled out to the SUV with my purchases.

I knocked on the window when I got back to the vehicle, and Trina unlocked the door after confirming it was me. She takes her job seriously, I noted.

Once I was secure in my seat, she pulled out, maneuvered us onto the freeway, and shuttled us all to my place. I shared the water bottles around.

We arrived at City North, and I directed Trina to my parking spot in the garage. She combat parked again and popped the cargo hatch.

I had mixed opinions about the utility of combat parking, opinions I wanted to share. Instead, in another rare moment of wisdom, I opted to just get everyone’s bags. I led the ladies to the elevator, and we headed to the third floor and walked down the short hall to my condo. There were four units on each floor, and mine was the farthest one facing north, down onto High Street.

I unlocked the door and told Myra and Trina to wait outside. After quickly setting the bags inside, I rushed back to scoop Myra up—prompting a cute giggle—and carried her across the threshold, twisting slightly to avoid knocking her head. I set her down, pulling her into a tight embrace. “Welcome home, love.” We kissed tenderly but were interrupted by a kphf and a sniff.

We turned to see Trina standing in the door with her arms folded. She opened her arms to the sides, palm up, and said in a creditable New Jersey accent, “What am I, chopped liver?”

Myra released me with a gentle laugh, and I sketched a bow in Trina’s direction. “My apologies, Lady Liver,” I said as I swooped in to pick her up.

She blew a raspberry at me as I carried her inside and kicked the door closed. Trina looped her arms around my neck as I set her on her feet next to Myra and presented a cheek for me to kiss. I gave her a gentle hug and obliged her with an unrushed brush of my lips against her cheek. She smelled delightful. No perfume, just a warm hint of forest on a fall day and a touch of feminine sweat. It made the hard little body in my arms seem all cuddly.

We released each other, and she stepped back—a bit reluctantly, it seemed—as Myra wrapped her arms around her from behind and kissed Trina’s other cheek. Myra held her and teased in a stage-whisper, “Don’t want you to be unbalanced, my love.” Trina leaned back into Myra’s embrace.

“Well,” I said. “I’ll leave you two beauties alone for a minute while I clear my gear out of the guest room.” I grabbed Trina’s duffle from the handle of Myra’s roller bag and walked back to the guest room.

After putting Trina’s bag on the pillow of the full bed that was pushed into the corner, I grabbed my two medium duffles from the bed and moved them to the living room, dumping them on the floor next to the TV stand behind the door. I went back and retrieved my Taylor T5z case and Roland Cube Street amp, adding them to the pile and arranging it to minimize the clutter on the living room floor. Once the room was cleared for Trina, I placed a fresh hand towel in the guest bath and a set of towels on the guest bed.

“Guest room is ready for you, Trina.” She joined me in the room while Myra lurked in the doorway. I gestured toward the bed. “Towels and washcloth if you’d like to freshen up at some point. You walked past the bath next door. If there’s nothing else immediate, I’ll go lay out a small meal.”

Trina’s eyes fell on the keyboard across the room, then roamed to the guitars on the wall and the small recording desk along the hallway wall. She shot me a questioning look. “I dabble,” I said in response. She nodded thoughtfully and shot a look to Myra.

Myra said with a grin, “He’s got mad skills.”

Trina rolled her eyes. “You’d better hope he has mad skills in the bedroom, lover.”

“Just like a penis, only smaller,” I said, making them both laugh.

I grabbed Myra by the hand and marched out to the kitchen. I pulled a half-loaf of artisan bread, cheese, butter, and cold cuts out of the fridge, then dove back in for a tomato, avocado, english cucumber, and onion.

I asked Myra, “Would you put the cheese and cold cuts on the table, please?”

I heard Trina close the bathroom door just before Myra replied, “Certainly.”

She placed everything on the table while I started cleaning and cutting the fruits and vegetables. “Plates and silverware?” she asked. I pointed at the appropriate locations with my knife and continued cutting. She found glasses too, as I tossed everything into a bowl.

I added some olive oil, balsamic vinegar, salt, pepper, some garlic seasoning from Mrs. Dash, and stirred. I heard the bathroom door open as I peered into the fridge. “Beer or wine?” I asked.

I heard a duet of “Wine,” so I grabbed the bottle of Kim Crawford that had been chilling since last weekend. I had closed the fridge and placed the wine on the counter to open it when movement caught my eye. It was Trina, toweling her hair. Clad in her birthday suit.

Oh my! That is one finely tailored birthday suit.

I told her, “Don’t move,” and went to my closet to retrieve a blue plaid flannel shirt in my size. I returned to the great room and walked up behind Trina. “Right hand please.”

She looked over her shoulder and raised an eyebrow. “What’s wrong, Jack? Can’t handle it?”

“Trina, I would gladly gaze upon your lovely naked body all evening long,” I said earnestly, “but I’d hate for your lovely little ass to stick to the chair for dinner. I don’t have a bathrobe to loan you, so this is the best I can do.”

The gorgeous blonde gave me a blank expression before extending her right arm to the side. I slid the sleeve on.

“Left, please.”

She transferred the towel to her right hand and extended her left. I slid the shirt up onto her shoulder and then rolled the sleeve up to reach the middle of her forearm. “Right, please.” She reversed her maneuver, and I rolled up the right sleeve. “Thank you,” I told her, leaning over to give her shoulders a squeeze.

I returned to the counter to open the wine, and Myra handed me the wine glasses. I filled them generously while Trina took her towel back to the bathroom.

Myra and I carried the wine to the dining table and sat just as Trina rejoined us, her shirt still hanging open. Myra said, “You look precious, Trina.”

Trina stopped before taking her seat and struck a pinup pose with her arms out and an adorable pout on her lips, which provided a lovely view of her firm, pert breasts and denuded womanhood. “Don’t I just?”

We all shared a laugh, and she wrapped the shirt closed, holding onto the lapels and swaying back and forth. The hem of the shirt brushed her thighs. “I could add a belt and wear this as a dress. It wouldn't be very stylish, but I love the feel of the flannel on my skin,” she mused.

Trina sat, and we began our meal. The ladies doled out lavish praise for the simple fare, and we discussed our plans for the next day as we enjoyed our food. I cleaned up while the ladies poured out the rest of the bottle.

“You’re going to make someone a great wife someday,” Myra joked.

“More like a great slave,” Trina rebutted.

“Hmm,” I said. “I doubt it. I don’t submit well.”

“You know, Trina, I think he’s more of a master than a slave.” Myra looked slyly over the rim of her glass at her lover.

Trina looked at me appraisingly.

What’s that about? I wondered.

I refilled everyone’s glasses and said, “Well ladies, the morning will arrive sooner than we’d like, and we all need rest. Plus, I have one more commitment to fulfill before I can surrender to sleep.”

Myra emptied her wine glass, set it down, and said, “Yes you do, my lovely man. Wait here while I tuck Trina in, and then you can carry me into the bedroom.”

“Deal,” I responded as the ladies rose, walked into the guest room, and closed the door. I binned the wine bottle, rinsed the glasses, and placed them in the dishwasher, thinking all the while about what the two could be up to.
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GIRL TALK


(Myra)

Trina waved me into the room and quietly closed the door. She leaned back against it and looked at me thoughtfully. “Are you ready, my lady?” she asked as she stalked toward me.

“For you? Always,” I replied, my answering smile full of the love in my heart.

“That’s not what I meant, Myra. He’s dangerous. His gaze has weight. I can feel it when he looks at me, and he doesn’t look at me the same way he looks at you.” Trina wrapped her arms around my waist, kissed me lightly, and tucked her face into my neck.

I murmured, “I think that weight you feel is pretty close to what he gives me. Do you want him to look at you like he looks at me?”

“I don’t know.” Trina mumbled into my neck. “Just thinking about it makes me feel weird.” She lifted her head and looked into my eyes, uncharacteristically vulnerable. “He scares me. It’s too easy to connect with him. He’s easily as goofy as he is charming, and he’s got my attention. “But…you’re the only lover I’ve ever had or wanted. I’m afraid what will happen if he turns his attention to me. What will it do to my psyche? Will he capture me as easily as he did you?”

I knew Trina was asking that more to herself than to me, and I knew she wasn’t finished.

“But I admit...that talk about Jack being a master rather than submissive tripped my trigger hard.” Trina leaned her forehead against mine. “Bottom line, I really don’t think I want to be taken right now by anyone but you.” She paused. “Besides, he’s your lover.”

“Trina, you know what my mother’s putting me through with all the suitors she’s sending my way,” I replied bitterly. “I can’t give Jack the kind of commitment I want to so long as she’s driving me to fuck every eligible suitor across all the fae realms.” I could hear the genuine sorrow dripping from my voice.

“At least she’s only sending you the Sidhe,” Trina teased.

“She has threatened to send Saureg,” I confessed.

Trina was aghast. “After what you did at the Goblin Court? That might not work out well.”

“Hopefully she’ll see the political situation as a deterrent instead of a lever she can pull to break me.” I held Trina’s face tenderly and kissed her. “Let’s get you tucked in bed.”

Trina’s playful nature returned. “Why, Lady Myra, what are you going to tuck?”

“I was thinking two fingers into that tight wet pussy of yours, but let’s be quick, my darling,” I replied as she pulled back the covers.

Trina grinned, dropped Jack’s shirt to the floor, and slid onto the bed. “Oh, I’ll be quick—you haven’t rubbed one off me in two whole days.”

Sitting on the side of the bed, I leaned in to kiss Trina again, and my right hand glided down her stomach to cup her bare mons. Trina moaned into my mouth and spread her legs as I caressed her labia. She wrapped her right arm around my shoulder and grabbed the headboard with her left. As her lower lips parted, I wet my fingers in my lover’s juices and gently tickled her clit. I did that a few times before I slid my fingers along the outer parts of Trina’s petals and put my thumb to good use on her clit.

“Mmm,” Trina moaned into my mouth, writhing on the bed.

I drew out her pleasure, stacking two fingers and curling them into Trina’s warm, wet channel. My fingers moved in and out of my longtime lover, and then curled up to tickle that spot inside her that I knew so well.

Trina broke our kiss as she raised and spread her knees as wide as she could, shaking her head back and forth, whining through clamped lips.

I used my other hand to twist Trina’s right nipple as I continued to pleasure her two triggers. I pinched and tugged the nipple, knowing how Trina liked it. Trina’s eyes opened, and I captured her moan with my mouth.

“You. Feel. So. Good,” I said, between each thrust of my tongue.

Suddenly, the walls of Trina’s pussy squeezed my fingers. Her eyes closed, and she pressed her knees together while her body spasmed. I closed my eyes, enjoying the melody of her delicious moans.

When her spasms finally subsided, I eased my hand out of her wet channel, and when she opened her eyes, I slowly raised my fingers to my mouth and sucked them, holding her gaze.

Trina watched me savor her sweet taste and suddenly gripped my shoulders, shivering with an aftershock. Once my fingers were clean, I pressed gentle kisses all over her, paying extra attention to her still-hard nipples, as she coasted back to earth.

Eventually, I propped myself on my arm, my body poised above Trina’s, and gazed lovingly at her.

Her eyes eventually focused, and she looked adoringly at me. “I love you so much,” she whispered fiercely.

“I love you too, my darling. You are my best and oldest love,” I told her earnestly.

Trina smirked. “What?” I asked.

“Not for long,” Trina laughed. “Jack’s fifty.”

“Really?” I asked. “I thought he was younger. How did you find out? Did you pick his pocket?”

Trina rolled her eyes. “No, he mentioned it when you were in the airport restroom.” At my inquisitive look, she explained, “We were talking about you, and he mentioned that he’s gotten to know a lot of women in his fifty years. He insinuated that you’re the pinnacle of womanhood,” Trina mocked, not unkindly.

After recovering from my momentary surprise, I stuck my nose in the air. “Of course I am. After all, I’m my mother’s heir. Just don’t tell her I said that; she thinks she’s the pinnacle of womanhood.”

We shared a quiet laugh, and then Trina’s face scrunched, like she was considering something.

My inquiring glance eventually prompted her to continue. “Honestly, Myra. I can see you’re smitten with him, but I can tell that he’s smitten with you, too. Just be careful—that is, if you don’t want to destroy him like all your other playthings.”

Outwardly, I dismissed Trina’s concern despite my own misgivings. “I’m pretty certain he’s made of tougher stuff. I wasn’t kidding about how he would fare with my mother. But you’re right. I need him to survive and thrive for my own sanity. I promise to be careful.”

“Okay then,” Trina said. “You’ve done a thorough job of tucking me in. Go collect your prize.”

“I will,” I replied and stood after planting a quick kiss on Trina’s lips. Noticing the shirt on the floor, I picked it up and buried my face in it, inhaling Jack’s scent. The foreplay that had just taken place had brought my arousal to the next level. I could smell it—the mix of my scent with Jack’s smell and Trina’s musk was doing something to me. I needed to get to Jack, immediately.

I quickly hung the shirt on the back of a desk chair and practically ran to the door. Before I left, I turned back to Trina. “I love you so much, Trina. I’m so glad you’re here with me.”

“I love you too, Myra,” she said with a smile. “Now go, before that old man falls asleep on you.”

We both laughed, and I made to shut the door behind me. Just before she disappeared from my view, Trina reached for the light and whispered to the empty room.

“Be careful, my lady.”
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MYRA AND ME


(Jack)

With Myra and Trina occupied with…whatever they were doing, I decided to put a couple of glasses of water in the bedroom. I didn’t know how athletic Myra was in bed or how much endurance either of us would be able to muster after a day’s travel, but one thing I’d learned about living in the desert was that more water was better than less.

That task accomplished, I laid out my clothes for the next day and replenished my stash of cash for the trip out of my lockbox. I threw the lottery tickets in for safekeeping, figuring that buying them was probably a grand gesture that wouldn’t amount to anything. But why tempt fate?

I considered checking my emails, but I really wanted to take a break from work.

I was far from positive that I would get the Hartford contract. I also wasn’t sure I would enjoy the project if I did win the bid. I paced the room unconsciously, giving it a lot of thought.

The prospective client was Hartford Comprehensive Insurance, one of the declining number of major insurance companies in Hartford. They were a large company with very deliberate processes that made everything painful. But the bottom line was that I couldn’t afford to walk away from a potential half-million-dollar contract. I would need to hire at least one more person to get the job done right, too. Oh the joys of HR! At least the three ladies who worked for me full-time were fairly easy to deal with. Well, at least as long as I managed to keep Marlene in her husband’s bed and out of mine.

On the plus side, the project wouldn’t be as painful as it would be if they were an international firm. I enjoyed getting out of the country well enough, but eighteen months of regular international flights would wear anyone out. Plus, my trip today only emphasized how nice it was to travel with someone you like. That didn’t happen much when traveling for business.

I could definitely get used to traveling with Myra, I mused, then snapped out of it. I knew I shouldn’t get ahead of myself—sex didn’t necessarily translate to long-term commitment.

Just take it slow and easy, I reminded myself.

Moving to my pile of bags, I pulled out my Taylor guitar. I’d rather play the Zager, but I didn’t want to interrupt the girls to get it off the wall. The T5 was great and all, but there was just something special about my Zager OM50CE. I had an immediate emotional connection to it. Music always just flowed out of it.

But the T5 was quieter when I played it unplugged, which would keep me from distracting Myra and Trina, and I’d have a variety of sounds at my gig in Cottonwood with just one guitar.

I sat down and gave it a strum—the tuning was still good. I started off with Jimmy Dillon’s “River Song.” He used it for some of his lesson videos as an étude in addition to recording it in the studio. I followed that with “Dust in the Wind”; if it was a good enough finger exercise for Kerry Livgren, it was good enough for me. I made it through the entire song without too many stumbles. After my warmup, I went through the chord changes for a couple of the more difficult songs I’d planned to play in Cottonwood on Saturday, singing quietly.

When I felt confident enough in my ability to sing and play at the same time, I put the guitar away. I smiled—the music, the wine, and the lovely company had made me very relaxed. I decided to go through the opening and fold postures of a sunrise salutation and moved right into the opening of the Compact Taiji form.

I heard the guest room’s door handle move, but I kept moving through the form, letting Myra adjust. I expected tucking Trina in was considerably more involved than pulling the covers up and telling a story. It was obvious they were longtime lovers who felt deeply for each other, although it was strange that Myra had brought her lover here when she planned to make love to me.

Patience, grasshopper. All will become clear, or she will disappear. That line needed some work too.

As I turned to close the second portion of my form, I saw Myra leaning against the door jamb with her arms crossed and a thoughtful expression on her face.

I closed the form, did another folding stretch, and stood up with what felt like a slight smile.

Myra murmured, “That was very relaxing to watch. I could feel the tension roll off me as you moved.” I just kept drinking in the sight of her. “Mad skills, right?” she teased.

I might have smirked at that.

“The way you’re looking at me makes me feel like a rabbit about to be eaten by a lion,” she murmured.

I couldn’t help myself. “There may well be eating going on,” I said, “since you look like dessert.”

She pushed off the wall and slowly stalked toward me, crooking a finger at me. Come hither, it said. To my credit, I didn’t run to her, but I didn’t waste any time getting my arms around her, either.

She wrapped her arms around my neck and gave me a languorous, delicious kiss. When she released my mouth, I crouched down and swept her into a bridal carry, eliciting a gleeful laugh.

I heard a muffled, “Can you keep it down out there? Some of us are trying to sleep.”

Myra and I laughed in unison, and I called back, “Good luck with that.”

I kicked my bedroom door closed behind us and set Myra on her feet next to the bed. I left my hands on the small of her back and pulled her in for another kiss. Our tongues danced, and we devoured each other’s lips. I let my hands find their way down until they cupped Myra’s fine ass.

Myra moved her kisses to my jaw and started working toward my neck. I hummed, giving her asscheeks a much firmer squeeze. She rewarded me with a moaned gasp.

I slid my hands down farther until they rested at the top of her thighs. I circled my palms gently on the silky material of her dress over those firm thighs. She started suckling my neck, and I pulled the fabric of her dress up one finger at a time on each side. Just as I began pulling it up to reveal Myra’s promised land, she stepped back slightly and slammed her hands down on my wrists.

Was it part of the foreplay? I wondered.

I released the dress and quickly slid my hands up her torso to her armpits. When I pushed my thumbs into her pits, she frowned slightly and raised her elbows to relieve the pressure. Smirking, I slid my hands along her arms and lifted them into the air, capturing her wrists in my hands and her mouth in mine.

“Don’t move,” I murmured into her mouth. Holding onto her wrists, I maneuvered behind her. Slowly, tantalizingly, my hands slid back down her arms as I leaned in to grasp her earlobe with my teeth.

A breathless gasp escaped her as I nibbled her ear, and she slowly reached back to cradle my head. My hands continued to slide from her arms to her chest. Ever so slowly, I glided them over her unbelievably firm breasts, and she responded by pushing them into my hands. I pulled her back into my chest and continued sliding my hands down to her abdomen, then the front of her hips. One hand slowly caressed back up while the other pressed into the cleft of her thighs. She released a wanton moan and pushed her sex into my hand. I let it travel up and across those magnificent abs to slide under her left breast.

I was about as hard as I’d ever been when I pressed my rigid cock between the cheeks of her luscious ass.

I attempted to lift the hem of her dress again, digging each finger firmly into the flesh beneath the fabric. When the hem rose above her womanhood, I pressed the heel of my left hand into her mons before sliding it up to cup her sex. Her resulting whimper and her squirms nearly convinced me to push her facedown on the bed and enter her, but she wasn’t wild enough yet to suit me.

I maintained the pressure down there and slid my other hand over her left breast, letting the forearm massage her right breast. I still held her earlobe firmly in my teeth, and I gave it a light lick as my fingers found her nipple. I flicked the hard little nubbin a couple of times, eliciting more gasps, before I grasped it firmly and gave it an insistent, twisting pull as my forearm continued to press down on her right breast.

An “Oh!” exploded from her lips, and I found myself holding her up while she quivered against me.

“That’s a promising start, Myra.”

“Oh, Jack! Please!”

I released her nipple, leaving my forearm in place as I slid my hand up to palm her throat, giving it a little squeeze before pushing her hair away from her neck. My mouth pounced on the beautiful, milky flesh, kissing, nibbling, suckling.

“Jack, please!” Myra said again, groaning.

I slid both hands to her hips to hold her in place, nibbling on her neck while she clung desperately to mine.

Pulling both of her hands around to cup her breasts, I murmured, “Don’t move, Myra.”

She moaned in acknowledgment, and I found the zipper at the back of her neck. Ever so slowly, I pulled it down until it was open all the way to the top of her exquisite ass.

Sliding both hands to the now-exposed bare flesh, I slowly pushed the fabric off of her shoulders, caressing her silky flesh underneath and admiring her smooth, strong back. “Myra, my love, you should only wear backless dresses. Your back is a work of art,” I said in awe. She seemed to glow at my praise.

“Myra, it would be an understatement to say that spending the day with you has been just fun,” I said. “I really felt like you were my lady. So tonight, I’m going to be your lord. Are you okay with that”

“Yes, my lord,” she whispered.

“Then let it drop, darling,” I commanded her quietly.

She let her arms slowly drop with jagged breath, and the clingy fabric slunk to the floor.

It took me a minute to remember to breathe.

Myra had looked gorgeous in her dress, but seeing her revealed like that was a religious experience. She wasn’t wearing any undergarments—Little Jack strained in my pants.

Gently, I placed a hand on her shoulder to keep her from moving as I tried to get myself back under control. She nestled her cheek against my hand. It would’ve been almost chaste, if she hadn’t also been grinding against me.

After a couple of deep, ragged breaths, I moved to face her, letting my hand glide across the silky flesh of her back. “You know exactly what you do to me, don’t you?” I asked, sliding my hand into hers. I lifted her hand to steady her and admired the view of her stepping out of the dress.

Myra’s collarbones were prominent. Her breasts were about the size of large oranges and slightly conical. Her areola were puffy and almost red—I thought they might be brown when she wasn’t excited. Her nipples—each about the size of my pinky nail—were turgid and pointing at me accusingly for ignoring them. Her abs were slightly cut, not like a washboard but lean, and she had slight dimples above her hips. There was a very sparse landing strip above her pussy, and I thought I could see her clit poking out from where I was standing. Her legs were strong and firm, but not sculpted to the point of being cut.

She was the epitome of female perfection.

Slowly, my eyes slowly traveled up to hers, drinking in her perfection along the way.

“Do I please you, Jack?” she asked quietly, not nearly as confident as she had been all day.

“Myra, you slay me. I never thought anyone could enslave me through enticements or coercion, and yet I’m almost there just by looking at you.” She looked down, shy but also pleased. “Honey,” I continued, “I’m almost afraid to find out what will happen when I touch you. The only thing I’m more afraid of is not finding out.”

That brought out her bright smile, and the world came alive.

“Jack, take off your clothes and get over here. Quickly,” she whispered, placing herself on the edge of the bed.

I blinked once. Twice. The sweater flew off me, the T-shirt disappeared. I unbuckled my belt and nearly tore everything else off—belt, trousers, socks, and boxers.

Ten seconds later, I stood nude before Myra, my erect member standing proudly as I bent forward to devour her lips, pushing her back onto the bed. Our mouths were glued together. We bruised each other's lips with the ferocity of our kisses, and our tongues danced as our hands roamed each other’s bodies.

I kissed my way down her jaw to the left side of her neck, down her collarbone as she reached for my cock. I maneuvered my knees up and bent over some to stay in her flaming hot grasp and then palmed a breast in each hand. I thumbed her nipples and bent down to lick, suck, and nibble first one, and then the other, keeping a steady rhythm going back and forth, taking in her gasps as she whispered a litany of my name. After she gave me a particularly vigorous tug toward her pussy, I felt the moisture of her opening. Abandoning her nipples for her lips, I kissed her passionately, and she wrapped her arms around me as I rested at her entrance.

Myra thrusted her hips as she tried to close the deal, but I was certain I’d blow immediately upon sinking into her.

Do some math! I thought desperately, trying not to finish so damn quickly. Recite the periodic table! For England!

It was all moot. I couldn’t concentrate on anything other than the goddess lying under me. Kissing my way down her body again, I felt her grab a handful of my hair, trying to keep me in place to start fucking her, but she wasn’t as primed as I wanted her, so I cupped her sex. Feeling the torrent of juices running from her channel, I slid two fingers into her gaping wet hole.

Myra cut loose a wordless, primal scream as I felt her walls clamp down on my fingers and even more fluid spring from her depths. Her eyes seemed to glow with an inner light—like moonlight. The grip she had on my hair released slightly as she rode the waves of her bliss.

Before her spasms stopped, I felt Myra’s grip tighten again, and a single finger lifted my chin as she focused on my face. “Please, Jack,” she begged. “No more. I’ve been burning to have you inside me since our first kiss. Please! I want to feel all the pleasures your body is promising me, but tonight, I just need you inside of me with me tightly wrapped around you!”

Her eyes were burning with desire but seemed to hold fear in equal measure. I might have known Myra for only a short time, but I knew I never wanted her to look at me with fear, no matter the reason. I locked my gaze on hers. “As you wish, my darling.”

We kissed again, staring into each other’s eyes. I slid my left knee under hers, and she reached down and guided me to her waiting channel. We became less frantic yet more intense. I breached her entrance, and she closed her eyes as though she was savoring her favorite dish. She quickly opened them again, as if she couldn’t bear to not look at me. I felt the exact same way. I slid my right knee under hers, falling into her eyes.

A quick nod from Myra had me plunging without pause into her tight, wet pussy, all the way to the hilt. She threw her head back and screamed.

As Myra’s scream broke, I felt her heels lock behind my ass. I pulled back and reversed smoothly to hilt myself in her again, which elicited a ragged cry.

I plunged into her again. And again. I started to build a rhythm while her heels prodded me forward. I resisted her insistent prodding to go faster until her cries faded to a whimper. I enjoyed the way that heady sound matched each of my thrusts until I couldn’t take it anymore, and then I picked up the pace.

Myra chanted “Yes, Jack, yes,” in time with my thrusts, getting louder and louder. Before I knew it, I’d managed to get my arms under her, pulled her to my chest, and buried my face into the left side of her neck. Her arms were strapped around my back, and she released a short grunt with each stroke.

Suddenly, Myra’s whole body seized up and her nails dug into my flesh as her channel spasmed around me and a wave of her juices bathed me. Her wordless screaming was like a chant, almost primordial in essence, and the final straw that made me fall over the edge. I slammed into her even harder as I squirted my entire being inside her. As she registered my hot seed bathing her cervix, she cut loose with one long piercing scream that continued until both of us had stopped quaking.

After a couple of ragged breaths, I maneuvered myself to keep my weight off her, but Myra squeezed her heels into my ass. “Stay. Lie on me,” she commanded quietly, her arms wrapping around me as she locked her ankles. Considering the effort required to break free of her arms and legs, I wasn’t about to argue.

We lay there for a while, and Myra continued having aftershocks for quite some time. Eventually, I softened, and one of the aftershocks pushed me out of Myra’s hot wetness.

She whimpered in protest. “I want more Jack.”

I rolled off her to my left side. “Myra, my love...I’m the only Jack you need.”

She giggled sweetly at my bad joke, and I added, “Little Jack needs some recovery time, sweetheart.”

“I want more now,” she pouted, but her smile told me she was teasing.

“Darling, I agree and honor your wish to have me inside you as much as possible. There is one unique thing that I can do that puts part of me in you while I recover, and it’ll actually help me recover faster because giving you pleasure excites me. Will you let me do it?”

Somehow Myra managed to keep that adorable little pout while her face lit with curiosity. She nodded twice, grinning.

“Sit up and have a drink of water, Myra. Your throat has to be raw.”

“A little,” she admitted.

As I sat up on the edge of bed, Myra rolled up and leaned on her right arm. I handed her a glass of water, draining the other myself. She handed me her empty glass, and I leaned over to place it on the bedside table.

As I sat back up, Myra pulled herself up to kneel behind me, digging her luscious breasts into the back of my shoulders. “Jack…”

“Hmm?” I looked over my shoulder into her eyes.

“That was more than I even dreamed, beloved,” she purred, sending my ego into the stratosphere.

“But you want more, right?”

“Oh, yes. Verily, my lord,” she grinned.

“Myra, I couldn’t have dreamed of love that intense,” I murmured. We stared into each other's eyes for a long moment until I asked, “Are you ready to surrender to my tender mercy in the name of a quicker recovery?”

She nodded excitedly. “Yes, beloved.” She laid her head back onto the pillow, laying flat on her back, reaching her arms for me.

I lay on my left side, flush against her right. Myra’s arm was under mine, curled up my back. I stroked her slowly from her throat to her mons—down and up—trying to create a loving, sensual experience with the languid rhythm. As she began to hum her pleasure, I cupped her moist sex and wet my fingers in her slick juices before I began to slowly tickle her clit.

Myra’s breath hitched. I slid my hand up and down her labia with my index and ring fingers on the outside, drawing out a whimper.

“Myra darling, raise your knees until your feet sit flat on the bed,” I purred.

She complied, and I kept rubbing her just like that a few more times before cupping her gates of heaven one more time. We kissed tenderly but passionately before I inserted my middle and ring finger into her. I slid them slowly all the way in, nearly pulling them back out as I curled them up to stroke her pleasure patch. Myra’s gasps continued without pause—the sound was like music to my ears, and I could feel Little Jack stirring. I left my fingers resting inside her to about my second knuckle and quickly started making a come here motion.

Myra had escalated to panting, accompanied by little grunting noises, and was squirming around my fingers. Planting my elbow above her shoulder and lying on her as much as I could, I pinned her in place while continuing to stimulate my lover.

Suddenly, Myra tried to push herself up on her hands. She gasped out short little screams until her whole body clenched. A single moan escaped her, long and unending, as her pussy clamped down on me and started to squirt off the end of the bed.

I had released my pressure on her, and Myra squirmed away. She grabbed my wrists, holding my arms in place, still panting from the stimulation. “Need a minute,” she gasped.

I smirked but waited it out.

Myra eventually lifted a quivering leg onto mine and continued to shake for what seemed like fifteen minutes. I grinned the whole time. I wasn’t going to lie—being able to bring this level of pleasure to a woman certainly did something for my ego.

When her quakes finally subsided, she looked up into my eyes. “Wow,” she whispered.

“Are you glad you let me do that?” She nodded slowly, running a hand down my body.

“You’re hard,” she noted. “It worked! My sacrifice was worth it,” she snickered.

“Apparently,” I laughed in response. “You’re a true giver, Myra.”

She raised her clear, rich voice. “Well then mister, looks like it’s time to put your cock in my pussy!”

“As you wish, my princess,” I smirked.

A shadow crossed Myra’s eyes for a moment, so briefly I figured I must’ve imagined it.

I rolled her completely over me onto my other side and crawled between her legs. Without preamble, I pressed into her, making her gasp.

“Wrap your legs around me again, darling,” I ordered before starting a new rhythm.

She did as requested, and I wrapped my left arm completely behind her to grab her right side. Once I had a good grip on her, I posted on my right arm and left foot to sit up on the edge of the bed, my feet planted firmly on the floor.

Her eyes popped open as we settled into place. “Hold onto my neck, sweetheart.”

Myra quickly did as I asked—her eagerness made me even harder, if that was possible. Weaving my hands under her thighs, I lifted her up by her glorious ass, then let her drop, impaling her on my cock almost as deeply as if I had entered her from behind.

She immediately groaned and fired off another orgasm. I kept the slow, steady rhythm going long enough to take her through three more orgasms before her moans again approached curdling screams.

I was sucking her right nipple as the last crescendo tapered, and as the tremors decreased, I asked, “Do you want to kick it up a notch?” My voice was coarse with need. It was time for my release.

Myra nodded vigorously without hesitation, making incoherent sounds. I checked the floor before leaning her back and standing up. I pulled her back to me as I rose, somehow remaining hilted inside the heaven that was her pussy through the entire maneuver.

She wrapped her arms around my neck and I carried her toward the door, walking until her back was pressed against it. Her eyes widened in surprise, then understanding, and she gave me a huge grin, nodding vigorously. I made sure I had a firm grasp of her ass as I pulled back until the head of my cock was barely seated inside her channel. Placing a finger against her anus, I leaned forward to kiss her passionately and rammed my way home.

It was fast. Brutal. No-holds-barred fucking.

I squeezed her ass cheeks hard and slid a finger in her asshole, hammering her pussy. The door boomed with the concussions. Myra tried to shout encouragement but could only grunt from the force of my assault. She dropped her hands behind my shoulders and pulled me close. The violence of our lovemaking prevented us from pressing our lips together, so we just inhaled each other’s gasps.

Soon after I started my assault, Myra had begun spasming, but I kept going for several more thrusts before I exploded inside her grasping pussy, making sure to give her a handful more thrusts before losing horsepower.

Eventually, I leaned against her to pin her to the wall as we rode out the last of our spasms before slowly sliding to the floor.

[image: ]


My muscles were stiffening up when I became aware again. I eased out of her clench so that I could stand and stretch. When my muscles felt loose and I could move more easily, I knelt down, picked her up, and set her in my armchair.

Quickly, I stripped the wet sheets off the bed and threw some fresh ones on. After that, I picked Myra up and gently laid her on the bed, under the covers, and brushed the hair from her face. She didn’t stir once. Taking a moment to enjoy the view, I watched her for a while, in awe that such an amazing woman wanted me.

Eventually, I stirred, leaning down to kiss her temple before grabbing the water glasses and moving toward the door.

As my hand touched the doorknob, I heard Myra whisper, “What have you done to me, Jack?”

It sounded more like she was talking to herself than addressing me, so I opened the door and refilled the two glasses in the kitchen. I immediately drained one while the second filled. I noticed the smell of female sex and, oddly enough, chamomile, but I didn't see any tea bags out.

I must have forgotten to empty the trash before I left. No question where the smell of female sex is coming from, home team, I thought as I smiled to myself.

Resting my head against the fridge, I revelled at what the day had brought me. Finally, I stood and returned to the bedroom, using my foot to close the door with only the quietest of clicks.

I rested my eyes on Myra’s sleeping outline, smiling.

Time for bed.
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TEA AND WATER


(Trina)

Itried to fall asleep after Myra had left me in a post-orgasmic glow, but I couldn’t manage it before the fucking noises began.

What the fuck? I thought. Myra’s always so quiet.

I thought about it for a while and eventually came to the conclusion that maybe she was letting herself go because there was no one but me to hear her. When the two of us made love, she was always quiet, as though she didn’t want anyone to realize who she really cared for. She was obviously enjoying herself much more than she had with her walking toys, and I suspected that the same applied to all of the suitors her mother sent to breed her, too.

Suddenly, a primal scream pierced the night. I sat up and reached for my bag as I recognized the voice.

That’s Myra!

Soon, a series of choked screams followed, building to a rhythm I recognized. I released my gun, leaving it in my bag, and remained seated on the bed, utterly stunned. As I rested my elbows on my knees and shook my head from side to side, I noticed my hair dangling around my face.

“Shit. I didn’t prep it for bed,” I muttered with a sigh, knowing that it would be completely knotted in the morning if I didn’t fix it immediately. I turned on the light and grabbed my brush and a couple of scrunchies from my bag, then got to work on the knots in my hair.

About a minute in, I heard Myra repeatedly shouting Jack’s name. I closed my eyes, taking in the initial softness of her moans and hearing her building up to the louder, more urgent screams. It was like a symphony, one that I had never drawn out from my lover.

I tore the brush through my hair, fuming. I wanted to be the one making her scream like that.

To distract myself, I focused on brushing out my knots. Fortunately, it wasn’t too tangled, or I would have snatched myself bald; it took a few minutes to get through them all. I pulled my tresses into a loose ponytail in front of my right shoulder. I didn’t want to mess with a braid, so I rolled a scrunchie just below my ear, then a second one just below my collarbone. I gave my ponytail a couple of gentle tugs to make sure any stray hair wouldn’t snag and hurt enough to wake me up.

I reexamined the end of my ponytail, frowning. With a little growl, I inspected my tresses, lifting the end of the tail in front of my face. Staring at it like a mortal enemy didn’t change the fact that I had split ends.

“Ugh, it’s only been two weeks,” I growled, frustrated. “I’ll have to catch up with one of the brownies when I finally get to an office. It’d be nice to go back home to Missouri and have Peg do it.”

Finally, I turned the fucking lamp off and lay down. Of course that would be the exact moment that Myra started screeching again, louder and louder.

“Fuck!”

I gave up. I rolled out of the bed, grabbing my gun holster and elven blade on my way to the door. As I reached for the doorknob, my gaze fell on Jack’s shirt. Setting my weapons on the desk, I pulled the shirt on, closing a few buttons.

A quick sniff of the lapel told me it must have been fresh off the hanger because it smelled more like soap than Jack’s scent. “Strange that I’m so sure I would recognize his scent already,” I muttered.

A long, piercing scream came from across the hall, sparing me from thinking about what that meant.

On second thought, I’d rather stew in my thoughts.

“Fuck me,” I muttered, grabbing my weapons and walking out.

I stopped at Jack’s door, hesitating. Fuck it, I thought, and pressed my ear to it. I heard rhythmic whimpers coming from my lover, and I tensed.

They’re just having sex, I reassured myself. She’s not in danger. I ignored the rational part of me that knew Myra was safe and that I was just jealous that I wasn’t the one making her sing with pleasure.

Still, I hesitated and raised my hand toward the doorknob, leaving it hanging for an instant. Don’t you dare, Trina, I scolded myself, pulling my hand back like it had been burned.

I padded silently on my bare feet into the kitchen. The electric kettle had enough water to run, so I turned it on and started rummaging for a cup and some tea.

“Chamomile—that works,” I muttered, dropping a couple of chamomile and lavender tea bags into a heavy mug. Scanning the great room, I spied an easy chair in the corner between the TV stand and the window on the outside wall. It was tucked in shadows, which made it perfect for my needs.

I was glad that the kettle didn’t whistle when it started to boil—I hated that. I grabbed a towel and placed it over the handle, then poured the water over the bags and made sure the kettle was switched off.

I padded across the room and sank into the chair. It was firm, yet it had considerable padding. Kinda like its owner. I snorted at the thought.

After setting my weapons on the floor within easy reach, I curled my feet to my left, leaned against the wing of the chair, and slowly dunked the tea bags as my thoughts wandered. A quick sip told me it was still too hot to drink, but I held it under my nose to savor the aroma. As the tea misted my face, I heard a quiet groan from Jack’s room.

“Again, really? Don’t you both need some sleep for tomorrow?” I groused.

I sipped my tea and tried to ignore the sounds coming from the only lover I’d known or wanted. Thankfully they stopped soon after, but about a minute later I heard a gentle thud against Jack’s door.

“Oh, no. Not the door. Please, not the door…” I whined. Soon there was a resounding boom and a groan from Myra. And then another. And then another.

Without conscious thought, I set my cup on the floor next to my weapons and shifted, placing my heels on the seat of the chair as far apart as they would fit. Closing my eyes, I let myself go, sliding my hand down the soft flannel until it parted to allow access to my inflamed pussy. One hand plunged right in. The other pinched the hood of my clit back.

I squeezed my eyes shut and began assaulting myself vigorously, imagining my master holding my hands above my head as he brutally fucked me against the door in time with Myra’s groans and the booms thundering from Jack’s room. One finger slid inside my needy cunt to pick up the pounding rhythm, and my thumb picked up the diddling of my little clit, which was growing more and more sensitive.

When I heard Jack release a final, long groan, I let out my own low keen, riding out my climax as the booms slowed and quieted.

It took a moment to occur to me that my fantasies and actual lovemaking always featured Myra dominating me and fucking me like a man—my mistress. That hadn’t changed just now, but I realized that this time, it was Jack’s face in my illicit musings. I shook with the realization.

“Oh, fuck,” I whimpered into the darkness. Despite my angst, I kept caressing myself from my cunt hole to my clit, drenching all of my fingers in the process. Reaching my left hand under the shirt, I discovered that my juices had leaked down to my rear.

Hope I don’t leave any visible evidence, I thought briefly before popping my wet fingers into my mouth to lick my hands clean.

With one last suck of my fingers, I settled back into my seat and retrieved my tea, glad that it was still warm. As I sat back, enjoying the tea, I thought about the implications of my recent fantasy. Some time later, as I was just about finished with my tea and wondering if I should make another, Jack’s door rattled.

I extended my will to pull the shadows around me just before the door opened, and out trotted Jack holding two glasses without a stitch of clothing on. He drank one glassful of water and then filled them both while looking around the kitchen.

I stayed quiet, observing him, cataloguing his attributes.

Jack was leaner than I thought, and taller—I had thought some of it came from his boots, but he looked like a solid 6’2”, maybe 6’4”. His thick, dark hair was full, with some frosting at his temples and some white hairs scattered throughout.

He had hair everywhere, actually. Across his lean chest, down his stomach. I snorted in my head. That’s not a happy trail. More like a happy superfuckinghighway.

My eyes traveled lower. Though I noticed his groomed bush, what held my attention was his dick. I thought he’d be bigger down there. Especially after the way Myra was wailing like a goddamn banshee.

His legs—and ass—looked strong. My eyes traveled back up. So did his lean arms and shoulders, which looked like they came from real work. And also covered in hair, of course. I wondered what Myra liked about that. I barely liked the little bit of hair that she had and couldn’t imagine doing it with a rug like Jack.

His abs were slightly rounded—closer to a six-pack than a beer belly. I noticed some scars from what looked like gunshot wounds, and—oh, my. That’s a wicked knife scar. I’ll have to ask him about that if I ever catch him without a shirt.

Jack leaned against the fridge, and I wondered what he was thinking. He shook his head and then hurried back to the bedroom.

What, is he too tired to walk to the bedroom without a little break? Way to go Myra—bring him to heel!

As the door clicked, my grin faded. “But it sounded like he brought her to heel,” I whispered.

I drained my tea and allowed the shadows to recede. “You are interesting, Jack,” I conceded. I leaned back in the chair, drifting off to sleep.

Later, I woke up as the light from outside began to filter through the window. I picked up the cup and my weapons and walked to the sink to clean up.

I padded back to the guest room and hoped I’d get a couple more hours of sleep.
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CHANGE OF PLANS


(Jack)

The sound of my phone ringing from the living room woke me from a deep slumber. Carefully unwrapping myself from the goddess in my bed, I launched out of the bedroom to grab it.

It was my service adviser. Thankfully, I managed to answer before it went to voicemail. “Hello. This is Jack.”

“Hello, Jack. This is Greg from Honda.”

“Hey, Greg. I should be there in about...what time is it?” I asked.

“I’m sorry, did I get you out of bed? It’s about five after eight,” he replied.

“Yeah. I had an eventful day yesterday. Can you have the shuttle pick me up in a little over an hour?”

“Uh, that’s why I’m calling. We had to order a part. It was supposed to get in about 2:30 yesterday afternoon, but the airline had an issue. They think we’ll have the part this morning, so we should have it ready by closing time if all goes well. If not, it’ll be done by the time they close the shop tomorrow.”

“Thanks for letting me know, Greg. I’m leaving town again today. As I had planned to drive, I’ll need to make other arrangements. If all goes according to plan, I should be in the shop Monday to pick it up.”

“Okay, Jack. That sounds great. I’ll talk to you Monday. Bye.”

“Bye, Greg.”

After disconnecting, I let out a sigh and scratched my scalp with my phone. “Well that’s just fucking great.”

“What’s the matter, Jack?” Expecting to see Myra, I was surprised to see Trina standing there, freshly showered, wearing black yoga pants with cargo pockets, tactical boots, and a knit cowl neck sweater. She had an interesting shoulder holster peeking out under her left arm as her nimble fingers flew through the exercise of braiding her hair.

It finally occurred to me that I was standing fully naked with my dick hanging out, giving Trina a full frontal view.

Way to make an impression, home team, I thought to myself as she looked at Little Jack and then back to my eyes with a smirk.

“Excuse me,” I mumbled, marching with as much dignity as possible into the bedroom. I left my phone on the dresser and entered the bathroom to drain Little Jack and take a quick shower. As I stepped out of the shower, I saw the lovely vision of Myra bent over the sink, brushing her teeth. Who woulda thought that brushing teeth could be so sexy?

I walked up behind her, dropped my towel, and cuddled her as she swished and spit a final time. Straightening, she wrapped her arms back around my neck. My arms slid around her waist, and I dropped my chin onto her shoulder, meeting her warm smile in the mirror. Her left breast might have found its way into my hand as I said, “You’re looking mighty fine this morning, Ms. Nessus.”

“I’m feeling mighty fine, Mr. Jerome,” she gasped as I gave her nipple a little squeeze.

Movement in my periphery made me snap my eyes to the door. Trina was leaning against the doorframe.

“Didn’t you two get enough last night?” she asked, annoyed.

“Never,” we responded in unison. Trina rolled her eyes and left, and I turned my attention back to Myra. She looked up at me over her right shoulder, and we shared a warm kiss.

“Myra, my darling, this is how you’re supposed to start a day,” I murmured into her neck as I nibbled her flesh.

“As many as possible, beloved,” she replied, giving me a meaningful look.

I broke the spell she had cast on me by smacking her ass gently. “I need to get moving, love. I need to arrange new transportation for my weekend trip. I’ll set up breakfast first, though.”

“Okay,” she said as she nudged me and sauntered back to the bedroom. I quickly brushed my teeth and put on the red plaid flannel shirt and jeans I had laid out last night. Once I felt marginally prepared, I raced off to the kitchen.

Myra and Trina were already rooting through the fridge, pulling out bread, cheese, and meats. “Soft-boiled eggs this morning?” I asked. Myra was wearing a light gray wraparound dress, like Trina’s black one from the previous night, and identical ankle boots. Myra’s version of the dress had a hemline that ended about four inches above her knees. Her blazer was on the back of one of the dining chairs.

Trina’s expression looked like she thought eggs were a good idea, but Myra shook her head. “Sounds good, but maybe next time.”

I took a closer look at her and asked, “When did you put on your makeup?”

Myra cocked an eyebrow. “I’m not wearing any, Jack—are you saying I need to?” she pouted.

I snagged her chin and kissed her quickly but deeply. “No, darling. You just look so perfect that I thought you already had. You smell freshly showered, too. How’d you manage that?”

“Good answer,” Trina snickered as she set the table.

Myra set down the cheese in her hands and wrapped me in a full-body press. “I can’t tell you all my secrets, Mr. Jerome.” Then she attacked my mouth with a wet kiss.

“You don’t have time for another round!” Trina exclaimed.

We shrugged and carried the rest of the cheeses and meats to the table. Myra and Trina sat before I could pull their chairs out, so I looked at the table to see what was missing.

“Coffee?” I asked just as I noticed the cup of chamomile in front of Trina’s seat. Myra pointed at it and said, “One of those, please.”

I nodded, but Trina quickly got up, blithely sliding between me and the counter to grab a cup that was already steeping. She wiggled her ass over my package, saying “Watch out, old man. I already have one ready for her.”

She stuck her tongue out over her shoulder as she launched toward the table. I was able to smack her ass sharply as she hurried away without spilling a drop, although it did elicit a surprised yelp. Trina set the cup down at Myra’s seat, cupped her face, and delivered a passionate kiss. Still holding her, Trina turned over her shoulder and shot me a look, daring me to question her. Then she stuck out her tongue and crossed her eyes.

Myra laughed, and I started my coffee. “Jack, I think you might have started something by smacking her ass,” Myra said.

I responded sharply, “Trina sit down, be a good girl, and eat your breakfast.”

The delicious young blonde’s eyes popped, giving me a classic deer-in-headlights look before she quickly followed my instructions.

Oh, yeah. Definitely a sub. Down boy! All kinds of trouble there, home team!

Myra laughed as she took in both of our expressions. “Now this could be fun, my darlings,” she ribbed.

I placed a cup under my coffee machine and checked that there were beans and water in it. I selected the double lungo setting and took out the goat milk from the fridge while I waited for that creamy goodness to be ready. When it was, I took both my coffee and the milk to my seat.

“You ladies are going to think all I ever serve is bread and cold cuts,” I said.

“Fine by me,” Trina said, pointing at the bread. “Can I take some of this bread with me? It’s really good.”

“Of course,” I said. “Take one out of the freezer. I get it from a local cafe.”

Myra chewed thoughtfully, looking at me. “Jack, I may have a solution for your unexpected lack of transportation.”

I put a drop of milk in my cup and nodded for Myra to continue as I closed my eyes to savor that first sip of nectar from the gods.

Myra, however, digressed. “Trina, darling, notice how fickle men are. One night of passion, and then they’re through with you. I’ve been replaced in his affections already, and by a simple cup of coffee no less.”

I looked up, completely gobsmacked. “Huh?”

Myra giggled at my expression, and even Trina cracked a laugh. I was definitely the straight man in this ensemble.

Finally, I pulled myself together enough to respond, “Myra, my dearest, no one in this universe can replace you in my heart.”

“Until he casts you aside for ground beans in water,” Trina quipped.

I handed my cup to Myra and said, “Try this,” as I gave Trina my patented look, guaranteed to make terrorists quail in fear. She cringed, and I had to remind myself, Stop playing with the poor helpless sub!

“We only like Starbucks coffee,” Myra said doubtfully before she took a sip. A surprised, favorable expression landed on her face before she exclaimed, “Oh, that’s good!” She passed it to Trina, who looked at me for permission. I smiled and gave her a short nod.

She tried it and reciprocated Myra’s surprised expression while I started riffing, “Trina won’t like it. She hates everything!”

They both chuckled. “May I have one, sir?” Trina asked.

Okay now, who’s playing with who? To Trina, I said, “Sure.”

I reached out to take my cup from Trina, but she handed it back to Myra, who said, “I like this one. It tastes like my two favorite people,” before taking another sip of my coffee.

I shrugged, getting up to make two more cups. “Leaded or decaf, Trina? I can do either, but half-caff is a bit of a production.”

“Leaded please, sir,” she said. She started with puppy-dog eyes, but gradually, a shit-eating grin bloomed on her face. I rolled my eyes in response and got to work.

“What beans do you use?” Myra asked.

“You’re currently drinking Starbucks decaf,” I replied and immediately received a chorus of “no ways.”

“Yep.” I said decisively. “The lovely commando in black will be getting Dallmayr Prodomo today. I’m always trying different ones. I’ve tried about every Italian and German brand out there—Starbucks, Seattle’s Best, and some local roasters. But I keep coming back to Dallmayr and Starbucks.”

Putting one cup in the machine, I set the controls to leaded and set a second cup next to the machine. Myra and Trina were leaning in toward each other, whispering.

What are they whispering about now? I wondered.

I checked the machine—first cup was done. I swapped the cups and then ran myself a decaf before bringing Trina’s coffee to her. I caught her eye, and she blushed furiously.

That was odd, I thought.

I’d thought it would take a lot to make Trina blush. As I approached, I heard her whisper vehemently to Myra, “But I’m a lesbian.” She looked at me, growing even redder as I set the cup in front her. I patted her sympathetically on the shoulder and headed back to the kitchen. It sounded like the girls needed a moment, so I decided to hang out at the coffee machine.

Myra apparently didn’t feel the need to be as quiet. She was still whispering, but her voice carried as she said, “Oh honestly, Trina. How do you know? How many women have you been with other than me? None. All you know at this point is that you love me, that I love you, and that we’ll always be committed to each other.” She continued more softly, but I could still hear her.

“Look, beloved,” she said, using the same term of endearment she used with me. “The labels don’t mean anything. They’re designed to put people into ridiculous boxes and tell them how to behave. You are much too extraordinary to be contained by something so mundane as a label, so why are you limiting yourself?”

Myra leaned close to Trina’s ear, and I was only able to catch a faint “you...suited...him anyway.”

I leaned inconspicuously on the counter and sipped my coffee, then pulled up my email on my phone, trying to look busy.

Myra launched out of her chair to wrap Trina up in her arms. “Trina, I love you. I’ll always love you, no matter who you love or how many lovers you take. Be happy. Be yourself. That’s all I want for you.”

“Okay,” Trina muttered. Myra gave her a gentle peck on the check and sat back down.

Trina sipped her coffee, seemingly lost in thought. After a moment, she pushed her chair back and brought the milk over, setting it on the counter next to me. She looked up, meeting my gaze—her cheeks were still a little pink.

“Thank you for the coffee, Jack,” she said shyly. She dropped her eyes and added, “And thank you for honoring my privacy. We weren’t exactly being subtle over there.”

I had to admit, after having mainly experienced the snarky, tough-as-nails side to Trina, I’d probably need a little time to get used to this softer, more gentle side. Setting my coffee and phone down, I wrapped her in a hug. “You are most welcome, Trina,” I said earnestly. “Don’t hesitate to ask me to step away if you need it. I don’t care if it is my home.”

She squeezed me back and looked up at me with a smirk. “You’re awfully kind for a dom.”

I grinned. There’s the Trina I know.

“They’re not mutually exclusive,” I said.

“I’m going down to prep the car,” she announced, moving away.

“Trina-a-a,” I scolded, eying her half-eaten sandwich. “Finish your breakfast. Your first slice is only missing a couple of bites.”

Trina paused at the table. “May I take it with me, sir?”

“You may,” I replied as I joined them at the table. “Ensure you chew it thoroughly and be careful if you’re walking. I don’t want to find you choking in the hallway.”

“Yes, sir,” she saluted in jest, finishing her coffee and wrapping the sandwich in a napkin.

“Trina, we haven’t discussed our plan with Jack,” Myra reminded her.

“Oh.” She looked at me with a very matter-of-fact expression. “Jack, you’re coming with us to Sedona.”

I was pretty sure my answering expression looked confused as hell.

Myra laughed, explaining, “Jack, here’s what I was thinking. You ride with us to Sedona. I’m going to be fully occupied for several days there unless something drastic happens, but Trina has no specific duties. If I don’t find something for her to do, she’ll probably end up on guard duty fighting off advances from visiting dignitaries. So...you come with us, she becomes your driver for the next two days, and you save her from indignities at the hands of VIPs. She can stay with you in Cottonwood at the end of today and hang with you tomorrow.”

She clapped her hands together, looking satisfied. “My two favorite people can get to know each other better, and I’ll know they’re taking care of each other while I can’t be with them. With any luck, I’ll be able to take a short break and have my posse take me to hear you play tomorrow.”

“Oh wow! That would be great,” I said. “You okay with this, Trina?”

She nodded, looking genuinely enthusiastic.

“When are we leaving? I can be ready to go pretty quickly,” I said.

“Okay, now I’m going down to prep the car. Stay here until I text you,” Trina said as she pulled on her jacket and stuffed her sandwich in her pocket.

“Yes, darling,” Myra replied, earning a hundred-kilowatt smile from Trina.

“Yes, dear,” I added, which also earned me a bright smile. She grabbed her duffel and my guitar and walked out.

I waited until Trina was out of earshot to ask, “Uh, Myra...what was that when Trina turned the color of pickled beets?”

Myra giggled. “She’s having an identity crisis. I think she’s working through it okay.”

“What’s going on? Is she going to be alright?” I asked as I made myself a sandwich.

“Jack, she’s going to be fabulous,” Myra said to placate me. “I mean, she’s Trina—she’s fabulous by nature. As for what’s going on, that’s not my story to tell. What I can tell you is that you confuse her. Your kindness toward her makes it worse, but she appreciates it nonetheless. I appreciate it too.”

“Okay, that’s both unsettling and comforting at the same time. As there’s nothing for me to fix, I’d better eat something quickly and clean up. Do you want anything else?” I asked.

“You next to me is all I need...and this soon-to-be delicious breakfast” she grinned as she began to fix herself a sandwich.

“How long until she’s ready?” I asked before taking a larger-than-polite bite of my open-faced sandwich.

“Probably twenty to thirty minutes,” Myra replied. “She’ll do a safety inspection, check fluids, and clean out any accumulated garbage. She’ll text me when she’s almost done and finish her breakfast while she waits.”

We ate in leisurely silence, then put everything away and cleaned up. Working in the kitchen with Myra was…comfortable.

I grabbed a half-loaf of bread out of the freezer for Trina and put it in my gear duffle before we each used the bathroom. As Myra zipped her bag closed, I pulled on a beat-up pair of ropers and a leather car coat.

“Uh, Myra?” I inquired. “What plans do you have for that one-and-a-half-hour drive?”

“Hmmm...you, me, and this,” she answered, raising the hem of her dress to show me what she was wearing under it—absolutely nothing.

I grinned. “That’s what I thought. I’m going to grab a couple of towels,” I said, hurrying to the linen closet while Myra laughed. As I closed the closet door, Myra’s phone pinged.

“She’s ready for us,” she said.

I nodded, stuffing the towels in my clothes duffel. I set the bags in the hallway and took the garbage down the hall to drop down the chute before locking my door. Myra led the way to the lift, wheeling her bag, and I grabbed my duffles and amp, following her.
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ADVENTURES AND REVELATIONS


Myra and I arrived in the garage to see Trina popping the last bite of her sandwich into her mouth.

“I’m glad you managed to not choke,” I teased her. She stuck her food-covered tongue out at me and popped the hatch as I rounded the back of the vehicle. My guitar case was across the back of the cargo space, with her duffle pointing outward on the far left. I placed mine and Myra’s things in the space, arranging them neatly. I checked my gear bag to confirm my Sig was accessible and pulled out the bread I had taken out for Trina.

Myra removed her blazer and laid it on her bag with a meaningful look at me.

With a chuckle, I pulled out the towels I had packed and handed them to Myra. “Keep those handy,” I told her with a grin. She gave me a quick kiss and headed to the passenger’s-side rear door, chewing on her lower lip with a smile.

“Hey Trina, didn‘t you forget something?” I asked, peeking around the back on the driver’s side. She was standing inside the open driver’s door. I could see the gears turning as she mentally ran through her checklist. She started to shake her head but then groaned, her eyes wide. “The bread!”

“Who loves you, Trina?” I asked as I held the frozen bread in the air. “Who’s your buddy?”

“You are the best plaything my lady has ever had,” she laughed, teasing me. “Can you hold onto it for now, though? I’m gonna be stuck with you all day, anyway.”

“You got it.” I put it back in my gear bag, making sure it didn’t block access to my pistol in case I needed it. I didn’t expect trouble, but I’d had a couple of ghosts from my army days come back to visit—better to be safe. With my pistol and the tiny blade clipped to my pocket, I expected I’d be good for any eventuality that didn’t resemble a Bruce Willis movie.

After closing the bags and the cargo hatch, I got in the back seat behind Trina and buckled in. Trina looked back to us in the rearview. “The tank’s close to full now, so I think I’ll fill it up in Camp Verde since gas is cheaper than in Sedona and we can avoid the hassle of the crowds.”

Myra nodded seriously, and I said, “Let’s stop by the Starbucks there. My treat.”

Both ladies smiled, and then Trina drove us out of the garage and navigated to the westbound Loop 101. Myra unbuckled her belt and slid in close to me once we were on the freeway.

“Living dangerously, huh?” I quipped.

She grinned from ear to ear and breathed into my ear, making me shiver. “Myra’s hungry.”

Trina snorted and said over her shoulder, “You just had breakfast,” knowing perfectly well that she wasn’t talking about food.

Any doubts I might’ve had about her meaning disappeared as Myra untied the bow that kept her dress closed. She locked eyes with me and somehow managed to gracefully remove the garment and hang it from the coat tree on the back of the seat in front of her.

I unbuckled my seat belt and pulled off my coat, following her example by hanging it on the back of Trina’s seat.

Trina checked on me when she heard the click, but, surprisingly enough, failed to register the naked beauty to my right because she immediately resumed scanning traffic. I suspected Trina had willed herself not to look so that she could focus on driving.

Myra grabbed one of my legs and removed my boots, and then repeated the procedure with the other. I watched her, smiling and feeling Little Jack stirring. She then reached for my belt, sliding it off in one quick motion.

“Goddess!” Trina lamented from the front. “Are you really doing this? From all the noise you two made last night, I figured you’d want a break!”

Goddess? I briefly registered. Before I completely refocused on Myra, I said to Trina, “Sorry for keeping you awake.” I eagerly lifted my hips enough for Myra to remove my jeans and boxers to free Little Jack.

“She’s not,” Myra chuckled as she unbuttoned my shirt, pulling it off me.

Trina muttered a response that I missed completely.

“Now this is what I wanted for breakfast,” Myra purred as she scanned my body, taking in the sight. She backed up to the far side of the bench and pulled my right leg up onto the seat. I made sure the door was locked and then pivoted to give her access.

Myra reached down and cupped my balls to lift my cock. “Hello, Little Jack,” she cooed as she came face-to-face with my little friend. Things started to look up—pun intended—when she gave him a kiss. She gave me a quick grin and then bent down, suckling the helmet into her mouth. She tickled the sensitive underside of my member with her tongue for about a minute as he quickly came out to play.

Myra locked her eyes on mine as she slowly slid her lips down toward the root. She blinked, making a small sound in her throat, and I felt my cock get washed in a deluge of her saliva. She locked her eyes with mine again and slowly slid back, leaving Little Jack wet and cool in the open air. She reversed to set a languid rhythm, gliding her mouth up and down my cock while alternating between suckling me deep in her throat and backing off to lick my little helmet, never breaking the seal of her mouth.

Myra kept going for a while, then shifted her weight and popped Little Jack out of her mouth. “Jack, I want to try something I’ve never tried before,” she murmured, biting her lush bottom lip.

“What? Go an hour without fucking?” Trina sniped.

Myra and I both flipped her the bird, which elicited a loud huff from the front seat.

“Keep your eyes on the road,” Myra said with a sardonic frown. “If only this car had a privacy partition.” Then she looked at me like I was her prey before bending back and popping my wet cock back into her mouth. She continued to bathe it thoroughly before speeding up. I felt the back of her mouth, but she kept pushing it. She backed off and repeated that three times, making a frustrated whine each time.

I realized she was trying to hilt me in her throat. “Tilt your head upward a bit more to straighten your throat and swallow when I touch the back,” I told her.

Myra hummed in acknowledgment. She smiled around my girth, being careful not to lose her prize, then moved forward, pleased that she was making progress. I could feel her lips getting closer to my root. Suddenly, I passed the barrier at the back of her throat, and felt tight flesh wrap around me as she slid down until her nose was buried in the trimmed thatch of hair above my cock.

She squealed around my flesh, which delivered a very interesting sensation. She backed off and did it again. And again. Apparently five was the magic number because she popped Little Jack out of her mouth, giddy with pleasure. “I did it! Oh, Jack, that feels so wonderfully intimate.”

“I couldn’t agree more,” I assured her. “I’m sorry I couldn’t give you a second breakfast just now. I was on the path but not ready to blow yet.”

She gave me her patented “I’m gonna jump your bones” look and said, “That’s okay, beloved. You know where I want your seed.”

Pulling my legs to my chest, I pivoted in concert with Myra pushing my legs forward. I reached for her and scooted a little toward the center of the seat, and Myra crawled over my lap, wrapping her arms around my neck. The long kiss she started kept Little Jack very interested as he felt her warm opening pressed against him. I placed my right hand down to cup her pussy and asked, “Are you sure you wouldn’t like me to give you a little warm-up too?”

“Jack, I’m way past warm and deep into the territory of hot. I just need you inside me.” She reached down to direct me to her opening. “I want your seed in me, Jack,” she whispered throatily.

Pushing my hips forward, I felt her pussy welcome me in, sliding down until our cramped position prevented me from being hilted in her hot, moist depths. I smirked at her, looped my arms under her knees, and grabbed her ass, opening my knees wide.

“This is quickly becoming my favorite position,” she moaned, holding onto me as I slid the rest of the way home.

“Hmmm. Mine, too. I think we should call it the Suspended Cowgirl. Whaddya think, darlin’?” I said in my best country accent.

“I don’t care what you call it as long as you don’t forget it,” she murmured into my lips, kissing me passionately.

I picked up the pace, and Myra grunted each time I hilted myself into her. After a couple handfuls of those, I felt her start to spasm around my cock.

“Oh, goddess, you fuck me so good, Jack,” she yelled out.

Now that was the kind of feedback I liked to hear! I slid my right index finger down her crack to wet her other hole. “Let’s kick it up a notch, shall we?” I asked, tickling the rosebud of her beautiful ass with it.

“Oh. Oh. Oh.” Myra’s moans quickly became a high-pitched whimper. Her spasms caressed me tightly until her inner walls clamped down on me.

“Put it in, my darling! Take all of me!” she gasped.

I collected more moisture from her dripping pussy and then slowly pushed my finger a little past the first knuckle. That was enough stimulation to fire all the nerve endings inside the puckered opening as I circled my digit around in concert with my thrusting into the wet heaven of Myra’s pussy.

Her breath was rasping out her throat as I continued my ministrations. Kissing was difficult as she was shaking her head side to side in the throes of pleasure, so instead, I nipped her ear firmly. She stopped moving her head and tucked her face into my neck as her whimpers crescendoed. I released her ear to suck on her neck for just a moment before whispering to her fiercely, “Now, Myra. Give it to me now! Give it all to me now!”

And she did. I latched my mouth back onto her neck and suckled her for all I was worth while I felt her flood my cock with her juices and grasp me in the vice of her channel. I kept lifting her and slamming her down mercilessly while I squeezed her ass muscles as hard as I could.

“Give it to me, Jack! Breed me, my love!” she urged me in broken gasps.

At that point, I lost control of myself with a groan, pulsing streams of my sperm deep into her as our rhythm fell apart into spastic twitches. I let go of her ass so I could slide my arms up her back to press her to me tightly through the aftershocks.

We continued to hold each other for several miles, content with not speaking. Around the point that we passed New River, she leaned into my shoulder, moaning, “Oh, Jack, where have you been all my life?”

“Looking for you, Myra. Looking for you.”

We heard Trina’s disgruntled voice from the front seat. “Kphf! About time you two calmed down. Do you know how hard it is to concentrate with you two making all that noise? And I swear, my seat was rocking the whole time.”

Myra quickly put a finger on my lips to prevent me from jumping in. I gave her a nod, and then she lay back, keeping her legs locked around me, holding me tight inside her. She slid past the edge of Trina’s seat to lie on the console and reached up to stroke Trina’s cheek with the back of her knuckles. “I’m sorry we distracted you, beloved. I wonder, were you imagining my breasts bouncing as he fucked me?”

Trina tried to squirm away from her caress.

“Were you thinking about how wet my pussy must be as you heard it squelching on his cock?” Myra continued.

Trina whimpered, but Myra was merciless. “Maybe you were thinking about how you wanted me to eat your pussy while he was pounding into mine. Hmmm?”

“Myra, please stop!” Trina whispered fervently. “I can’t concentrate on keeping you safe when you do that.” She raised her voice. “I’ve told you before, no sex in the car while I’m driving! All I want to do is pay attention to you as the damned vehicle barrels down the road with enough energy to destroy you with the simplest mistake. So stop, please!” Trina choked out.

Myra was quiet for a long while. “I’m so sorry for torturing you, Trina,” she said. “I’ve been so selfish since I’ve returned. You deserve so much better from me.”

When Trina spoke, it sounded like she was holding back tears. “I understand why, Myra. I know what you’ve been through, and I don’t begrudge you the pleasure. But my soul will not survive if something happens to you, regardless of whether your body does.” Myra nodded and reached for me to give her a hand up.

I gently pulled her toward me until she was wrapped around my waist. I saw the tears in her eyes and held her tightly to my chest. I was a little bewildered at the turn of events and not sure what the women were talking about, but I wanted them to know that I was there for them.

I reached out and cupped the back of Trina’s head. “I’m sorry, Trina. I know how important Myra’s safety is to you,” I whispered. “I know enough about protection detail to realize our shenanigans back here were making it difficult for you. I set the stage for this before we left. Please accept my apologies.”

Trina wiped her eyes and said, “It wouldn’t have mattered if you had done absolutely nothing to egg her on. Her work life completely sucks. I see it eating her up inside. No matter how much I try, I can’t make it better for her, and I can’t make her forget. I’m too close to it. You can’t make it better either, but at least you’ve helped her forget about it for a little while. And you’ve reminded her that people of character do exist, people who are loving and warm. Right now, that’s invaluable.”

Myra shook with tears, affected by what Trina was saying. “Look, Jack, I should thank you for giving her that,” Trina continued. “But honestly, I’m just not done pouting yet. Plus I’m getting more agitated the closer we get to the...office.” Trina looked at me through the rearview mirror. “It means the world to me that you’ve given her your love and comfort and some respite from the things she’s faced—the things she must still face.”

Trina hung her right hand over her shoulder, and I reached out to give it a squeeze. She quickly slid her fingers out of my grip and firmly grasped the steering wheel at ten and two. “We’re coming down the hill to Cordes Junction,” she announced.

“Myra honey, we should probably start getting dressed.”

She nodded and leaned back, at which point I slipped out of her. In her clear, rich voice, she said, “I don’t deserve either one of you, but thank you both for loving me.” She moved over to the other side of the seat and placed a towel down, giving me a melancholy smile when our eyes met.

Leaning toward her, I gently pulled her face toward mine with both hands and kissed her passionately. She responded immediately, assaulting my tongue with her own. When we parted, she said with a real smile on her face, “Thank you, Jack. I needed that.”

I helped her into her dress, glad that we weren’t in the back of my Honda—it would have been too tight of a fit. We managed to get Myra’s dress in order as well as we could in the tight confines, and then I began putting my clothes on. As I grabbed the waistband of my pants to hoist them up, I felt Myra’s hand on my thigh. I looked at her mischievous grin and wondered what she had in mind after our recent conversation with Trina.

She bent down and popped my cock into her mouth for a quick suck. Then she cupped my balls, holding my package up. “Au revoir, Little Jack. I’ll miss you, and I can’t wait until we meet again.” Myra sat up, and I pulled up my pants.

Trina chuckled, “I should have known you couldn’t hold out for long.”

Myra gave her a mischievous cock of her eyebrow. “Once you fuck him, you’ll understand, Trina.”

That knocked me back for a moment. After pulling on my shirt, I said, “You make that sound like a given, but I can’t help but think that the conversation this morning indicates that’s far from the truth.”

“Trust me, Jack. I know my Trina,” Myra said with a pat on my chest. “I can feel how much you love me, but Trina is a gem of humanity, if she’ll pardon the literary license. I think you two have much more in common than you and I do, and I’m optimistic that soon, she’ll be your Trina, too.”

My confusion—and probably disbelief— must have been evident, because Myra added, “Yes, Jack. I’m okay with it. Better than okay!”

She let out a little sigh at my still-blank look of confusion. “Listen, beloved,” she began seriously, “I would happily take you as my mate for life and never let any other man who tries to touch me live. I’m just not able to make that commitment at this point. Willing? Yes. It’s more of an issue of ability because of my many obligations to my Goddess-cursed job. Plus, even if I could marry you, I wouldn’t be able to give up Trina for you.”

The talk of marriage rocked me, mostly because of my experiences rather than because of the speed with which my relationship with Myra was moving. However, her expression told me that she had misjudged the reaction on my face.

“I wouldn’t ask you to,” I murmured before she could speak again. That stopped Myra, and even Trina gave me a quick glance through the mirror. “If I love you—and, to be clear, I do—how could I ask you to give up your relationship with Trina when you so obviously love her deeply? Plus, being just a dumb guy and all, I assume that loving a woman is different for you than loving a man.”

Myra nodded, surprised by my understanding. “That being the case,” I continued, “I could never physically replace her even if it was possible to replace her in your heart. How do you do that to someone you love?”

“How did I ever find you?” Myra whispered, taking my hand in her face. She began stroking it, and I could see her mood lightening. “Just so I’m clear, Jack, watching you flirt with Erica really turned me on. I’ll want to hear about the women you love when we’re apart, and sometimes I’ll want to join in loving them. And I fully intend for you, Trina, and I to regularly make love together, when Trina is ready.”

I instinctively glanced at Trina's reflection to see her looking at me. She nervously moistened her lips and averted her eyes.

Myra grasped my face in both of her hands and looked me in the eye. “I grew up in a culture where sex and love are treated very differently than Western society’s norms. No permutation of adults loving each other is taboo. For example, pressing flesh against flesh while naked isn’t just done for sex, but for comfort. It’s a weird culture, I know. I can’t change that. But I can love you, beloved.”

She gave me her hundred-kilowatt smile. “And for clarity, I call you my beloved because I am, without reservation, in love with you. I’ve known that bond with Trina for years, but it’s different with you. No one else has touched me the way you have. Nor has anyone else, yourself included, touched me the way she has.”

“Well, I’ll have some mental adjustment to do, but…all that matters is that you just said you love me,” I said, returning her bright smile. “We’ll work the rest out. Now, come over here and cuddle me, woman!”

She did, and we held each other, sharing kisses and caresses—I may have tried to quietly rub one or two more orgasms out of Myra. We arrived at Camp Verde about fifteen minutes later.

Trina pulled into the station and handed me a credit card when I jumped out at the pump. Once the fuel was flowing into the vehicle, I logged on to my Starbucks app to order my favorite beverage and then handed my phone to Myra so that she could order for Trina and herself.

Trina took an inspection tour around the vehicle, stopping next to Myra’s door. I thought I heard her say “Ducati,” but it was very faint. As I finished and replaced the pump, I saw a tall, medium-build guy standing next to a black Ducati by the storefront. His helmet visor was down. I didn’t recognize him, but I would guess he was looking our way. When he saw me note his presence, he turned his head to look two aisles over, where a red Corvette was sitting.

My immediate thought was, Dude, it’s a Chevy. Oh, well. It was like how some guys were easily won over by huge tits and flashy paint jobs. I was more into quality.

Once our lowly Lincoln’s tank was full, I waved the receipt at Trina, and she marched around to the front of the truck, grabbing it from my hand before getting back in.

I matched her pace, finding her sudden urgency odd. As I buckled up, I asked, “A little tense, Trina?”

“Lots of strong emotions today,” she said by way of explanation.

Myra said nothing, but she looked a little tense, too. I reached for her and gave her hand a squeeze.

As we pulled out of the gas station to head to the Starbucks across the street, I noticed the Ducati owner watching us again. “Hey Trina, apparently you have an admirer. The guy on the bike.”

I eyeballed him as Trina pulled up to the coffee shop without actually parking. Taking a cue from her energy, I hustled in to grab our mobile order and quickly returned to the SUV. My door had barely latched before she pulled smoothly out the parking lot and onto SR 260 toward Cottonwood.

“Everything okay?” I asked.

Trina responded with a terse “Yes.”

Trina’s mood was starting to wear on me, and I could feel myself growing anxious. I handed Myra our drinks and leaned forward, placing Trina’s into the console. I buckled up and retrieved my Americano from Myra.

“So, Jack,” Myra chirped, “tell me about that sexy scar on your chest.”

“Oh, which one? The big knife wound?” Trina asked.

Myra nodded.

I didn’t rule out the possibility that Myra had picked up on my nervousness, but if she was trying to distract me, it worked. The story of how I got my scar was long and complicated.

“Well, my former fiancée, Elaine, got it into her mind that I was cheating on her. I had been having some difficulties with some old acquaintances from my army days, which had frequently kept me out late at night. That went on for about six weeks. When she did the math, it equaled ‘Jack is stepping out on me.’ I was exhausted one night and excused myself to go to bed early. I was lying on top of the covers because, well—Phoenix in the summer.”

I paused as my memory took me back to that night. When I spoke again, I wasn’t in the car with Myra and Trina but back in my old bedroom, standing in a corner, watching as the scene unfolded. “I was just about to drop off when I heard the bedroom door open. Something didn’t seem right. I rolled onto my back to investigate as my own fiancée launched onto the bed, swinging a seven-inch chef’s knife at my heart.” My breathing grew uneven as the sense memory flooded me.

“Keep in mind, this is a woman who had at least a couple of confirmed kills with a knife. There was no room for hesitation or questioning. I caught her wrist in a cross block, pushing it up and to the right just as the knife broke my skin. It stopped under my collarbone about two inches into my flesh. I pinned her hands in place with my right hand and her elbow with the left. My right knee was pinned under her, but I was able to twist enough to kick her ribs with the left knee a couple times. The whole time, she was trying to pull the knife out of my chest—for another attempt, I assumed. She had managed to stick the blade in the bone on my top rib.

“She eventually gave up trying to pull it out and was able to free her left hand enough to hook a punch into my temple. Fortunately, she had no more leverage than I did with my knee, but she stunned me enough to free both hands. She kept punching at me, and I couldn’t cover up very well because she was still lying on my leg.

“Then I got lucky again. She lost her patience and tried to disengage so she could maneuver. As she turned away, I snapped a kick with my left shin and got a lucky hit just under the base of her skull. She dropped like a rock. I followed her off the bed to find her lying on her left side, holding her right hand up to ward me away. She was still woozy and completely defenseless. I grabbed her arm, stretched, and levered it to lock it. Then I…I pushed down and out until my hands were six inches off the floor.”

My hands shook as I recalled the destruction of her body. “Her wrist and forearm both shattered in a spiral fracture. That one move also dislocated her shoulder and tore the crap out of her rotator cuff. Her scream haunted my dreams for months afterward,” I shuddered.

“I let her go to call 911 and gave the operator a rundown of the situation. I told him to send an ambulance with the police and waited, cradling my right arm.

“About five minutes later, she started to pull her feet under her and stand. She swayed on her feet, cradling her arm just like I was. She wasn’t done with me. ‘Don’t,’ I pleaded, but she just gave me a look of pure venom and sprinted toward me, screaming. I waited, then launched off the line perfectly and snapped the edge of my left foot into the side of her knee with a sharp crack. That changed her trajectory enough to run her into the door frame headfirst without any assistance from me. She bounced back and landed flat on her back, out cold. I stepped over her and waited for the police. They rang the doorbell about a minute later, and I answered it with the knife still in my chest.”

Unable to continue, I looked out the window for a while. I felt Myra’s hand on my thigh without really seeing it.

From the front seat, Trina said bitterly, “You should have killed her.”

I shook my head morosely. “If only it were that simple, Trina. Despite the knife in my chest, the police assumed I was at fault when they saw her battered body. While it was true that she wasn’t a big woman—only 5’3” with an athletic build and about 8% body fat—I had trained with her and knew how lethal she was. I had actually met her on an op where she killed three terrorists. One of them was a male built like a bodybuilder; she beat the shit out of him until she could get behind him to finish him with a garrote.

“Anyway, I gave my statement. The only things that made them consider that I was telling the truth was the blood in the bed coupled with her handler showing up. She was still active at the time. Apparently, she had told him about her plan to kill me. He claimed she was ‘just venting.’” I snorted. “They’re married now—tied the knot early last year.”

After a big breath, I continued, “After that, I quit training seriously in martial arts. She only got a one-year suspended sentence, based on the damage I had done to her body. I visited her in the hospital. That’s when she accused me of cheating. She didn’t believe me when I told her I had never cheated, that I would never, and she asked where I had been. When I said ‘Abu bin Hassan,’ she wanted to know why I didn’t ask for her help. I admitted that I should have told her about it, but I was trying to protect her. That earned me a bitter laugh from her. I told her that I still loved her, but I couldn’t be with her anymore, let alone live with her. I gave her the keys to the apartment and paid off six months of rent.”

“You’re kidding!” Trina scoffed.

“Trina, how do you stop when you truly love someone? We were engaged. I was going to spend my life with her.” I turned my head to the window and took some deep breaths. “Even now, she crosses my mind often.”

“That’s messed up,” Trina said as we approached the Cottonwood city limits.

“Who’s Abu bin Hassan?” Myra interrupted.

I sipped my coffee, thinking about how to answer that. “A hateful man who kills Westerners in the name of God. I’m not allowed to tell you anything else. Hell, I may tell you anyway, but let’s save that for another time, okay?” I said.

“Yes, beloved,” Myra replied, kissing my cheek to let me know she understood.

When we stopped at the junction of SR 89A, preparing to turn right, I noticed a very familiar-looking motorcyclist and his even more familiar-looking Ducati. He was at the Giant gas station across the street, right by the exit onto 89A.

“Hey Trina, did that guy on the Ducati pass us?”

“Yeah. He zipped off while you were getting the coffee,” she replied.

Telling my story to Myra and Trina had triggered a lot of feelings, but mostly, I was angry—and justifiably paranoid, given bin Hassan’s track record.

“I swear if that guy’s trying to give me a message from bin Hassan, I’m going to reach down his throat and pull out his liver. My gun is in my bag in the back.”

“You have a gun with you?” Trina exclaimed.

“Survival measures,” I growled in response.

“Stay calm, Jack,” Myra urged. “I’m sure it’s a coincidence.”

She had a serious look on her face and was patting my thigh. I sighed and sat back in my seat to do some deep breathing exercises. We turned right at the intersection and continued over the Verde River.

About a mile past the Cornville exit, the Ducati—now with a twin on his tail—passed us. Both gave us the hairy eyeball.

“Damnit,” I said.

Trina shook her head. “They’re not after you, Jack.”

I pivoted my head in every direction, watching the road, the ladies, the sky.

Myra dropped her head. “They’re probably after me.”

“What? Why?” I asked, confused.

Myra explained, “I’m pretty certain they’re a different organization that’s very similar to the one I represent. They’re a competing faction. Best case, they’re just harassing us. But, um, considering…recent events, I suspect they intend to abduct me.”

“What?” I was ready to explode. “They do not get to take you from me!” I was ready to revert to my old life’s code—kill first, ask questions later.

“Jack, you don’t matter to them,” Myra said. “If you get in the way, they’ll kill you without hesitation just to avoid the inconvenience.”

“They can try. I’m not helpless, even without a gun,” I fumed, shaking my head.

“Jack, look at me.”

I turned to face Myra as she grasped my hand. “Jack, I’m so sorry to do this to you, but it’s for your protection. I love you too much to risk losing you.”

I might have been all colors of frustrated and confused, but I still noticed Myra’s gray eyes beginning to glow as she said in her warm, clear voice, “Jack Jerome! No matter what happens, you will sit in the SUV and not engage with any attackers unless I tell you to.”

I watched as the glow faded. Then I said, “Well, that explains the reflected moonglow on everyone’s faces.”

Myra looked like she had been slapped in the face. “It didn’t work!”

“No shit?” Trina asked as she looked at me in the mirror.

“Watch the road, Trina,” I growled. “Myra, maybe you need to use my full given name.”

She shook her head slowly—she looked like she was processing the fact that I was aware of her attempt to…what, brainwash me? “That helps, but it’s really more to get the subject’s attention. Shit, shit, shit! Jack, you have to stay in the car! Promise me.”

I shook my head. “I can’t promise that, Myra.”

“Jack, please. They have no remorse. You don’t know what they’re capable of,” she cried.

“Myra, I might have given you some clues, but you have no idea what I’m capable of either. I will not let them have you.” I faced front, catching Trina’s eye in the rearview mirror. “Have you called the police or your office for a support unit?”

“I have no signal,” Trina said, just as a Cadillac Escalade passed us like a bat out of hell and disappeared over the rise in front of us. “Myra?”

“Me neither,” she groaned

I checked mine. “Nothing.” I turned to look at Myra, trying to understand as much as I could before we got into it with the guys on the bikes. “So, what’s with the glowing eyes?”

She looked miserable. “I’m not supposed to tell you, but…” Myra nodded to herself. “It’s a way to influence someone to subvert their will. I’m good at it. Trina is even better. Unfortunately, the opposition has many people who are much better at it than either of us.”

She sighed heavily. “Jack, if they try to take me, you should let them, then go with Trina to get help in Sedona. They won’t hurt me. They might ransom me, but I’ll be okay.”

“It’s more likely they hold you captive and have every male in their court try to breed you until one of them succeeds,” Trina clarified.

“What?” It was my turn to look like I had gotten slapped in the face.

“You’re not helping, dear!” Myra snapped.

“What kind of sick fucks are these guys?” I asked.

Myra heaved a frustrated sigh. “They paint themselves as the ‘good guys,’ and they have public opinion on their side. It’s crap, but that’s the handicap I live and work under.”

“So other than you being the most desirable woman I know, why do they want to breed you?” I asked.

“I’m the scion of my family. We’re one of the most powerful families in our...group. They think that if they can impregnate me, they can influence our policies and actions.”

“You sound like you’re a royal.” She looked at me but didn’t answer, which was all the confirmation I needed. “You are royal. Your opponents want to impregnate you.” No response. “Your opponents are generally considered the ‘good guys.’ You do magic that affects the mind, and they are better at it than your faction.”

I checked my facts. “When all the possibilities have been eliminated, whatever is left, regardless of how improbable, is the truth.”

I shook my head. Before I could change my mind, I spit out the crazy idea that had bloomed. “Do you mean to tell me you’re the heir to the Winter Court of Faerie?”

Myra’s eyes bugged out. “How in goddess’ name did you come up with that?”

“I read a lot of weird shit. Your explanation set you up as royal and heir fairly easily. The mind magic you’re capable of led me to the fae. Good guys are generally represented as the Summer Court, and if I recall correctly from all the fantasy books I’ve read, ‘light and illusion’ would put this ‘influence magic’ squarely in their wheelhouse. Therefore, you’re Winter Court. Plus the whole porcelain skin and moonglow from the eyes supports that. Although I would have picked Trina as Summer Court by comparison.”

Myra hung her head and nodded. I pulled her close and hugged her tightly. “My dearest love, you and I are going to have a serious talk soon. I think we both have secrets we should share. Mine are hard to swallow, but I think yours are even harder.”

“I agree, Jack,” she sighed.

I cupped Myra’s face and kissed her with all the passion and frustration I was feeling. She gave it all back to me.

Pulling back, she asked, “This isn’t too much for you?”

“I’m yours until they drag my cold, dead corpse away, Myra,” I told her firmly. I kissed her again. “I just found you. I’m not about to let you go.”

“Hopefully it doesn‘t come to that. It would destroy me to lose you,” she said.

“Here we go,” whispered Trina. Myra squeezed my hand in support, and we readied ourselves as the truck slowed.

Two Escalades were parked across the road where there was a sharp drop on the right and a pathway down on the left. I remembered the place; it was a sort of rest area below the sight line with brush along the road.

A couple of men in suits who looked like male models waved us off the road to the left. I noticed that they kept a hand on the butt of their guns, which were in shoulder rigs. Trina followed their instructions and drove across the approaching lane and down the slight incline. The two bikes were parked next to another Escalade, and their riders were standing with another four underwear models in suits. I knew we were about to get into a skirmish, but I still couldn’t help but be a little disgruntled by the sight. Were all of the fae ridiculously good-looking?

The other two Escalades followed Trina into the rest area and parked behind her.

Myra said, “Duck down, Jack. Maybe we can gain an advantage if they don’t see you. Whatever happens, don’t you dare throw your life away. I need you to survive! Worst case, let them take me and get help.”

I sank behind Trina’s seat and met Myra’s eyes, which were full of worry. I sighed and gave her a short nod. “I’ll do all that I can, Myra.”

One of the drivers walked past Trina to stand in front of the truck. He looked in through the windshield and pointed to where Myra was sitting. There was a knock on her window, and then a muffled voice said, “Please exit the vehicle, Lady. You will not be harmed.”

The guy in front of Trina pointed at her and held hand in a motion that clearly communicated she should stay in place. I heard her sigh, and then she nodded while flipping the guy the bird. I couldn’t see her face, but I imagined a small polite smile on her face.

“Look straight ahead until I close the door again, Jack,” Myra instructed. I nodded, and she added, “I love you, Trina.”

Trina replied, “Be careful, my heart.”

Myra popped the latch and smoothly stepped out. She stepped around the door and firmly closed it.

The model-goon motioned her toward a guy with a man bun. His arms were folded across his chest, and he had the most smug expression I’ve ever seen on anyone’s face. He was exuding so much arrogance you would have thought it was oozing out of his pores. I immediately disliked him. Douchebag, I thought.

Myra shook her head and moved into the indicated direction. She had walked about two steps past him when he grabbed her arm to stop her. Only then did she turn to look him in the eye. Douchebag waved the model-goon off toward our SUV.

Once he had some privacy, douchebag spoke to Myra, barely moving his lips. Her expression indicated that his breath smelled like ass.

“Trina, what weapons do you have here in the cab?”

“Myra’s pistol is under the passenger seat. There are two iron clubs under there, too. And I have my pistol and my elven blade.”

“Elves? They exist too? Nevermind, something else to discuss later. Cold iron hurts fae, right?”

“Some more than others,” she replied. “It’s particularly helpful in that it has a good probability of disrupting a temporarily charmed item if you hit said item. It’s useful. Otherwise, it only has a major effect on these guys if you break the skin to cause an allergic reaction. Still works great as a club, though.”

I found the pistol and pulled it out, then looked around and spotted Myra’s clutch. That might hold a pistol. “Is she a good shot?” I asked Trina.

“Deadly,” Trina replied.

I confirmed there was a full mag and a round in the chamber. “If I toss her a pistol, is she likely to catch and start shooting?” I released the safety.

“Depends on the toss,” Trina replied tersely.

“Yeah, that’s a crap idea.” I placed the pistol under the flap of her clutch. Then I reached for the clubs. They were about eighteen inches long. “How many do you think you could hit with the truck?”

“One or two. I’ll lose any surprise as I put it in gear and rev it.”

I slid the bars into my left sleeve and held them in place with my pinkie, ring, and middle finger.

“So if I create a distraction and you aim for the left side of that gaggle, that should drive them into a mass, and maybe you break one or two. Another one or two may get out on your side. Can you cap ’em then?”

“Definitely. Is this the plan?” she asked.

I ensured the pistol was oriented properly to allow Myra to grip it in one move. “I’m open to suggestions.”

“Nah. Let’s kill some creeps before they grope my girlfriend,” Trina growled.

“I’m in. Oh, and in case I never said it, Trina...” I slid to the door Myra used to exit.

“What?”

“You’re an awesome and fucking hot woman. I kinda like the idea Myra put in my head,” I said with a deadpan expression.

“You’re an ass,” she laughed.

I winked at her and took a big breath as I popped the door latch. My feet touched the ground, and I closed the door with my elbow, visibly holding onto Myra’s clutch as though it was the most precious thing on earth. Channeling an enthralled GC, I walked steadily toward Myra.

I called out in a singsong voice, “Mistress! Trina said you need your purse. You forgot your purse, mistress!” As I approached Myra, model-goon stepped toward me, but the douchebag waved him off.

I kept walking. Your funeral, douchebag.

“Mistress, I have it! I have your purse.” I tried to keep a vacant look on my face. Myra looked at me quizzically. “Right here, Mistress!”

I was two steps away when I rotated the clutch just so and extended it with both hands as well as I could while holding clubs in my sleeve.

Myra looked at it, paused, and reached for it with both hands. “Thank you, Jack,” she said, grasping the clutch’s bottom with her left hand. “That was very kind of you.” I took one more step to put myself in the douchebag’s line of sight, in front of Myra. I saw her grasp the pistol’s grip.

First objective complete. Let’s dance.

I pivoted and launched forward to drive a right uppercut into the douchebag’s solar plexus.

Arrogant fuck.

As he began to fold over my fist, I let the clubs slide down into my left hand as my right flowed up and across my torso to put the point of my elbow into his right carotid.

He sagged to the ground as I adjusted the clubs so that I was holding one club in each hand. I stepped back and whipped the short end of the right club into the douchebag’s temple, which caved in nicely. Then his head flipped back as the left club sank into his spine below his skull. I heard quiet pops from Myra’s gun as I slammed the long end of the right club across the top of his head, leaving a nice crease across it. I kneed him in the chest, and he dropped bonelessly.

Stepping across his corpse, I saw a number of other guys, not as big as the one I had just taken care of—I immediately labelled them the douchettes. They were reaching for their guns, while the two bike riders appeared to wield long blades.

I stepped toward the bikers as I heard the truck roar. Trina managed to hit three of the douchettes. Nice. I’d need to circle around to check on them once we dealt with the rest.

The lead biker carried a sword similar to a Marine saber in a sheath at his side. He lifted his visor to reveal glowing blue eyes. His eyes locked on mine, and I felt a compulsion to bow.

Wow, they really are stronger than Myra.

I dropped my weight enough to make him think I was considering it. The man—or magician, I supposed—quick-drew his sword and whipped it toward my neck. I immediately dropped low and slammed a club into his lead knee as the blade whipped over my head. I followed the blade with the other club to smack his elbow. As he twisted and fell, I hit him in the heart with the butt of one club as I circled the other behind him, smacking his helmet and driving him face down. I knelt on his back, but before I could hit him in the back of the neck, the other rider made to plunge an eighteen-inch dagger into my throat. Honestly, he probably would have succeeded if he hadn’t yelled, giving me ample warning.

I stepped forward over the downed rider and thrusted one of the clubs up to deflect the blade, which unfortunately cut off the end of the club into a point.

Damn, that blade is sharp! I thought as I followed up by hammering the other club into his elbow, above a shiny green gauntlet on his right hand, which made him drop the blade. I shifted forward in a bow maneuver and thrusted the sharpened end of the club under his jaw up into his mouth. His right hand dropped.

That couldn’t be fatal, I thought as he froze and sank to the ground.

During my dancing with the bikers, gunshots popped all around me. All of them were curiously quiet compared to my Sig 9mm, still in the car, but I’d no doubt they were equally lethal.

Leaving the club-spear in his head, I grabbed his jacket and maneuvered behind him, using him as a body shield from the trigger-happy douchettes. Ducking down, I assessed what was going on.

My shield’s head snapped back, and I saw Trina scanning away from me back to the pile of corpses lying between us. As I lowered the dead guy to the ground, a green scarf untied itself from his wrist. The scarf wrapped around my left wrist, and then it transformed into a dark green bracer around my forearm.

Before I could freak out, I heard a voice in my head say, *Relax. I am an ally.*

Great, I thought. I have two voices in my head now.

The new voice said, *At least you had one to begin with. The last boor barely had two thoughts to rub together.*

I saw Trina and Myra scanning over their pistols. No one else was moving.

I addressed a thought to the mysterious voice in my head. Quiet for now. We’ll talk later.

I saw the dagger on the ground, by the last biker’s feet, and picked it up. Upon closer inspection, it looked like some kind of antique. Kneeling on the biker’s back, I pulled the helmet off his head and pushed the point of the dagger into the indentation behind his right ear. It went into his skull easily, penetrating it just about the width of my hand. I repeated the procedure with the other biker before I walked over to the three car crash victims, finding them still alive. I slid the dagger into each heart, and did the same to anyone who had survived getting shot.

The ladies were standing in front of our SUV, guns at their sides.

“Are you both okay?”

They nodded, satisfaction in Trina’s eyes and tears in Myra’s.

“Trina, I need a bag to collect all the weapons. Do you have something?”

“Yeah, I’ve got something.” She headed for the back of the SUV.

I kissed Myra on the cheek. “Are you sure you’re okay?”

“The killing has been going on for millennia. The rape, murder, thievery, lies, and slavery...for millennia, with very little variation. When will we ever learn?” she wept. “We’re supposed to complement each other, not destroy each other!”

I hugged her with my left arm and kissed her. “I need to police weapons and ensure there’s nothing in the cars to implicate you or Trina. Will you be okay?”

She nodded, sniffling, and Trina handed me a pair of latex gloves and a cloth laundry bag. I made a quick tour of all the vehicles and all the pockets of the corpses. I wiped down the bikers’ helmets with my handkerchief to ensure I didn’t leave any fingerprints. I took a chance on the leathers—you can lift prints from them, but it’s tricky at best. I put the sword and bag of weapons in the back of our SUV.

Once I was done, I held the dagger up, examining it some more. I heard the voice again. *Tell it what form you are most comfortable with.*

Strange how I don’t seem to care who or what the voice is, I thought. Alright, let’s give it a try. Turn into a four-and-a-half-inch blade lockback knife with a clip and a gravity assist nub. I envisioned what I wanted.

I watched in amazement as the blade transformed. Clip on the other end, I thought and then watched as the clip absorbed into the handle of the blade and then appeared on the other end. Creepy.

That’s when I noticed the wide band around my right wrist.

“Oh, shit. Another one?” I murmured to myself. I envisioned the green gauntlet I had seen on the now-dead biker. It flowed over my hand and up my forearm. I flexed the glove and turned it over. It didn’t feel like I had anything on my hand. I envisioned it in my mind’s eye as a cord around my wrist with three Celtic knots. I watched it transform again.

“Inconceivable!” I murmured again. It was one the best opportunities I would ever get to use that quote from The Princess Bride.

I slid the lockback into my back right pocket, making sure the clip was engaged. After I closed the hatch of our SUV, I approached Trina, who was standing inside the driver’s door, looking out on the field of corpses. I slid my arms around her waist and gave her a gentle hug. “Thank you for your help,” I whispered into her ear.

“You’re welcome,” she replied distantly before putting her hands on mine and squeezing them in return. She pushed back into me, pulling my arms tighter around her. “I never get used to the killing,” she said.

“I hope you never do. Can you get us out of here?” I asked.

She nodded, and I squeezed her gently one more time before releasing her. She mounted up and closed the door.

I walked around the SUV to Myra, who was still staring at the carnage before her. I turned her away from the field of destruction into a hug, I said, “Hello, my beautiful princess,” giving her a kiss on her forehead.

She wrapped her arms around me. I told her, “If you want to leave this all behind, we will. I’ll take you, and we’ll run.”

She shook her head. “It wouldn’t matter. We could be careful, but we are the Winter Court—the Court of Air and Darkness. If I spoke my true name into the air, my people would find me. If I spoke it in the shadows, they would find me. For now, it’s better if I cooperate. My mother incentivizes me with small moments of freedom. In those times, I will belong to you and Trina.”

“As you wish.”

“You and your damned Princess Bride,” she murmured as the beginning of a smile appeared. “I heard you earlier, too, Mr. Inconceivable.”

“I wasn’t sure you were picking up on those,” I chuckled.

Her smile grew slightly. “And don’t think I missed you putting the moves on Trina.”

“Hah! You’ve seen my moves. Did it really look like I was putting them on her?” I asked.

“She’s going to fall for you,” she said seriously.

“For you, I will suffer through it, my love. Now let’s get you safely to your compound,” I told her.

She kissed me desperately in response.

We walked hand in hand back to the SUV. Once we were all buckled in, Trina twisted something in her hands and threw it out the window.

Myra took my hand. “Jack, will you hold me?”

I saw that her eyes were damp again, and the sight tore at something within me. I hated seeing her cry. “As soon as we’re back on the highway, love.”

Trina added, “Just a minute, darling. Be strong for me.”

Myra nodded, shivering in her seat. Trina drove slowly over the unpaved ground until she pulled onto the pavement and edged up to the highway entrance. She looked left and right several times and then pulled out quickly. “Here we go, darlings.”

“Hmmm…Freudian slip?” I asked with a smile, catching Trina’s eyes in the mirror.

“Ass,” she replied with a tight smile.

I reached over and unbuckled Myra’s belt, and she literally jumped into my lap. My left arm wrapped around her back as she settled across my legs. She wrapped her arms around my neck and buried her face into it, sobbing quietly.

I held her tightly and then asked, “What’s the problem, Myra? You’re safe. They can’t hurt you.”

“It was worse than I imagined,” she mumbled into my shoulder. “The man who was talking to me was Prince Corwyn, second in line for the throne of Light and Illusion. In our culture, women typically inherit the throne, not men. His older sister would appoint a new lady before ever recognizing him as heir.

“He had told me his plan, and he was gleeful. They were taking me to a retreat in Ireland where he would bind me permanently to a bed and fuck me repeatedly until I became pregnant. They planned to keep me bound until I delivered, and then murder me, giving the baby to a wet nurse. Corwyn would then tell my mother that I died in childbirth. So long as the baby survived and they killed me before the afterbirth cleared, it wouldn’t strictly be a lie.

“Then he would claim the baby was the legitimate heir to the throne of Air and Darkness. Once the claim was certified, he would murder my mother and rule as regent. It would be tricky to get the timing right because my mother could just declare a new heir at the moment of my death, but he claimed he had enough support in our court to convince her to recognize the child.”

“Thorns and ash, Myra. You have to tell the queen!” Trina exclaimed.

Hearing about Corwyn’s sick plan had me and Trina on edge. She kept scanning for threats as if one would jump in front of us at any moment.

“I know, Trina. I will, but she’ll still punish me for killing Corwyn because of the additional strife his death will cause between the courts. It’s as if she’s become more fixated with maintaining good relations with the golden bitch than building relationships within her own court,” Myra said bitterly.

“I don’t know,” Trina said. “My information says that everyone in Summer hated him anyway. Maybe they’ll put you up for Queen of Light and Illusion.”

Myra smirked as I continued to hold her close. She burrowed deeply into my embrace, and murmured, “I could really use some life-affirming action right now, Jack.”

“I heard that, Myra.” Trina gave us a stern look through the mirror. “Even if I ignored my ‘no sex in the car’ rule, you don’t have enough time for road sex. We’re just about to enter Sedona city limits.”

“You really need some touch, Myra?” I asked.

She looked at me, her eyes pleading. “I really could use something to carry your love with me as my freshest memory instead of all that stuff back there.”

An idea came to me. “Are you up for something familiar paired with something different?” I asked.

“With you? Of course,” she murmured into my neck.

“Hey Trina, there’s a Safeway on the left up ahead. Pull into the parking lot and look for a spot that’s as isolated as possible.” I reached for the tie on Myra’s dress as I heard an “Okay” from the front seat, but I was concentrating on pulling Myra’s dress open and reaching in to caress her lovely breasts.

Myra sighed in pleasure and began nibbling on my neck. Trina pulled into the parking lot and found a perfect spot with some shade and very few cars nearby. She shut off the car and opened her door. “I’ll get some coffee and give you two some alone time.”

“Trina, wait.” I caught her on the edge of the seat. “Please close the door. I need your help.”

She looked surprised but followed my instructions, locking the door then turning around to look over the console.

“Myra, please scoot off my lap for a minute,” I said. She did as I requested while I quickly pulled off my car coat. I rolled it inside out and laid it down on the console. “Okay Myra, this will be a little tight, but I want you to recline on the console facing toward Trina. Leave your dress as it is.”

She threw me a quizzical smile, but Trina seemed to pick up on where I was going. She shoved the steering column all the way up and in, then moved into position.

I thought the space might be a little tight for what I envisioned. “Hmm. We need to adjust a little, ladies.” I didn’t even finish my sentence before Trina pulled Myra into her arms.

“Or not,” I said. “Trina, keep your right arm available, okay?”

“All good,” she replied, gazing into Myra’s eyes.

I gathered the train of Myra’s dress and laid it across her stomach to get it out of the way. I then placed a towel on the back seat in front of where Myra’s tight ass was pointing as it hung in the gap between seats. Her legs were splayed and her heels were on the back of the seat.

Trina kept Myra’s attention with repeated kisses and caresses of her breasts.

“Trina, you’re a natural. Now it’s time for my part,” I said.

Trina looked up at me, confused. “You’ll never get in there to fuck her like that.”

Myra’s expression told me the same thing.

“We don’t have time to do this right, but we can still do it well,” I replied, grinning. “Remember, Trina, her screams are loud…oh, and be careful when she starts bucking.”

I lubed my hand with a gob of spit and began to rub it up and down Myra’s labia. She gasped between her kisses from Trina, who was gently caressing the underside of Myra’s left breast and occasionally tweaking her nipple.

Myra’s dark red petals underneath bloomed and opened. I wet my fingers again, pinching the hood back with my other hand, then stroking her petals. I moved my fingers to her clit, giving it continued attention until Myra’s sounds escalated to spastic whimpers.

I gave her petals a gentle pinch and then rubbed my hand downward until it cupped her entire sex. I slowly pushed the right index finger into her moist channel and began rubbing the left index finger and thumb in circles with her clit hood in the middle. Occasionally, the throbbing, swollen button received a stroke from the right thumb or my tongue, but I kept rubbing and pinching closer to her body, enjoying the sight of her clit getting darker by the moment.

Myra’s hips were starting to squirm. I crossed my right index finger over my ring finger and pressed them into her moist opening. “Myra honey, I think you’re enjoying all the attention,” I murmured.

“Goddess, yes,” she blurted as I hilted the two fingers inside her.

“Myra, do you remember what happened when Little Jack took a break last night?”

“Oh no, no, no!” she cried frantically.

“You have about a minute of consciousness left. Any last words, beloved?” I said before starting the come-hither motion with my fingers and inching them out to get in position.

“NNNnnnnnnnnNNNNNNNNNnnnnnnNNNNNNN……AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAaaaa!”

Trina trapped Myra’s screams with her mouth as I pulled my hand out in front of the gusher. The back seat was immediately soaked. I rapidly rubbed my right hand over her clit, still holding the hood with the left. She erupted again with a loud, keening whine.

“Trina! Pinch her nipple hard!” I commanded.

Trina was mesmerized by the powerful gushes coming from our lover, but she gave a sharp, twisting pull as I kept rubbing Myra’s clit. Our efforts were rewarded with another gush. Myra pulled Trina’s head down so she could scream into her mouth again.

I stuck my index and middle fingers back into Myra’s opening and pumped them in and out twice, which yielded a small stream as a reward. I let my fingers rest inside her, enjoying the feel of her spasming walls around my fingers while Little Jack reminded me how much help he could be in this scenario. Later, I told him.

Myra lay gasping in Trina’s embrace, trying to catch her breath. Her eyes were devouring me. I raised the soaked digits and popped them in my mouth. I slurped them as I pulled them out, keeping my eyes on Myra’s. I dipped my fingers inside her again, then extended them to her. She held my eyes as she sucked them clean.

I penetrated Myra with my fingers again, soaking them the slick juices of her channel before offering them to Trina. Trina sucked them clean, and I had started to withdraw my hand when a viselike grip on my wrist stopped me.

Trina held my wrist as she licked my entire hand, from where she had gripped me to the tips of my fingers. After she had thoroughly cleaned every bit of fluid, she looked at me, releasing my wrist. “Please sir, may I have some more?”

I couldn’t help it—I laughed out loud. I loved seeing this side of her. Trina kept her serious Oliver Twist expression as I loaded another portion of Myra’s juice and served it to her.

Myra and I were both absorbed in watching her relish her second treat. When she finally released my hand, Myra sat up a little more and wrapped Trina in a hug and a big, lascivious kiss.

“Now that’s a Kodak moment,” I murmured, in awe of the sight of the two beauties devouring each other’s mouths. They both turned to look at me.

Myra grinned. “Take it,” she said, so I dug out my phone and caught a perfect photo of the two kissing. After putting the phone down, I wiped the seats and gave my jeans a quick scrub.

Trina and I helped Myra from the tight confines of her position on the console without damaging her dress, and Myra straightened it and began to wrap it closed.

“Not yet, darling,” I told her. “We need one more picture. Trina, would you help me? I’m shit at selfies.”

“Sure,” she shrugged as she took the phone from me.

Pulling Myra close, I ensured that her nipples were framed by her dress, then pressed my face against her shoulder.

As soon as Myra heard the sound of the shutter, she held her hand out, excited. “Lemme see!”

Trina gave me the phone, looking smug. “I think it’s a keeper.” I looked at the photo and agreed wholeheartedly.

Myra said, “It’s only focused on my tits!”

“Perfect!” Trina and I responded simultaneously.

With what I thought was an uncharacteristic giggle, Trina started the SUV.

Myra’s eyes widened. “Trina doesn’t giggle,” she whispered to me in awe.

“I didn’t giggle,” Trina growled defiantly before she giggled again and drove us out of the parking lot and onto the road.

I helped Myra sort her dress and asked her, “Do you think Erica would like that picture of us?”

“I bet she’d love it,” Myra replied. “It’s got enough of my face for her to recognize, despite my protests. Send it to her.”

So, I pulled up Erica’s contact info and attached the photo to a text, adding, Wishing you were here!

Myra laughed when she saw that, and I sent it into the ether.

“Better mood now?” I asked.

“Much,” she replied as she snuggled under my arm. “Gimme,” she demanded, reaching for the phone.

When I handed it over, she pulled up the photo of her and Trina kissing and texted it to a number she keyed in. Jack’s phone, Myra typed. Thank you for being there for me. I love you so much. - M.

She returned the phone to me, and we cuddled some more. I was curious about what that was about, but I shook it off. Myra would tell me if or when she wanted to.

“Okay darlings, for my sanity, please put on your seat belts. We’re about to enter the dark castle,” Trina called over her shoulder.

My head whipped around at that, but Trina didn’t miss a beat. “Just kidding, Jack. There is no dark castle in Arizona.”

I rolled my eyes and buckled up. I was starting to like Trina a lot.
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A QUIET CONVERSATION


If you continued from the Safeway in Sedona northbound on 89A for another mile and took a left at the bank, you would be heading north on Soldier Pass Road. Continue for about another mile, and you would arrive at Moonlight Drive. Just before the end of Moonlight Drive, you’d arrive at street number 151.

At that address, you’d see a long driveway, and depending on where the sun was and how committed you were, you might see glimpses of a large concrete building among the trees.

That was the compound of the Winter Court of the fae in Arizona, AKA the dark castle.

As if she knew what I was thinking, Trina glanced at me from the rearview mirror, smirking as she pulled into the property’s driveway.

“You know, I would have thought the Winter Court would be in Flagstaff or the White Mountains,” I mused.

Myra said, “We have properties near the winter resorts in both areas, plus another small lodge like this near Patagonia. This is all confidential, of course.” She looked at me sternly. I made a locking motion in front of my lips and mimed throwing away the key.

She nodded, looking satisfied. “We tried to establish ourselves in the White Mountains back when Western civilization tried to move out here, but we discovered the same thing the human government did. Namely, don’t fuck with the Apache on their home turf. We learned about guerrilla warfare from them the hard way. Later, Sedona Miller married T. C. Schnebly and moved out here to Oak Creek. That’s important because the Miller family was Sidhe.”

“No, shit! Sedona Schnebly is Arizona royalty!” I marveled at this discovery that the fae were a part of our history. “Sidhe is the correct term, not fae?” I asked.

“I’ll explain the technical stuff in more detail later,” Myra said as we slowly traveled about one-third of a mile before turning off to the right and halting in front of a four-car garage. One of the bay doors opened, and Trina backed into the two-vehicle-deep bay.

“Look at old photos,” Myra continued. “You can see it in Sedona’s eyes. Regardless, the Millers were fed up with the constant juvenile shit that we always do, so they pretty much ignored both Faerie courts. You could get away with that in Missouri in the 1800s. As a result, the Millers formed friendships with the Sidhe and lesser-fae from both courts. Sedona joined T. C. and built a home in Arizona.

“My mother was the Winter Lady, the heir to the court at the time, and she was exhausted from playing politics and taking it in the ass—sorry, not literally—from the Apache and from the other ongoing issues at the time. So she took a holiday for a couple of weeks to visit her old friend Sedona. One night, Sedona looked at my mother and said, ‘Why don’t you give up the White Mountains? Why not build your court’s western manse here? Don’t even grow a sith, just build a big ranch house here and blend in.’ So that’s what we did.”

“Sith?” I interrupted, curious at the word that Myra had pronounced “sit.”

“Many internet sources will say it’s a Scottish Gaelic term that refers to a variety of supernatural beings—the Sidhe. We use the term to refer to the underground forts we used instead of aboveground castles,” Myra answered distractedly. She grabbed my hand. “I have to go, Jack. I’m going to be arranging meetings, brokering agreements, and…the list is endless. Quite honestly, I’ll get the same treatment Corwyn intended for me from as many of our own court as my mother can convince. I need you to believe that I don’t choose this.”

I shook my head. “Myra, I firmly believe that I don’t get a say in what you do with your body or who you give it to. But in this case, it sounds like you’re being treated like a mindless broodmare, and I don’t like it. I also don’t like that you choose to tolerate it. But you get to choose. That said, I know that you and I have something special, just like you and Trina do. And I know that you pushing me to her is a sign of your love for me and for her.

“I don’t like leaving you here, but I’ll go because you’re asking me to. And I’ll leave in the hope that I can hold you in my arms again soon,” I told her.

“Eyes are watching, Jack. Know I want one more embrace, but it might put you in danger. I’m trying to keep you off their radar. Bye for now, beloved,” she replied. She squeezed my hand tightly before exiting the vehicle.

Trina looked back at me. “Stay in the car if you can, Jack. If it becomes unbearable, do that enthralled minion act you pulled on those asshats earlier. It’ll probably take an hour to get her set and for us to report on the incident. Don’t call anyone because they’ll listen. Hopefully, this won’t fuck up your plans even worse.”

“Yes, ma’am. Don’t worry, I’ll be fine,” I reassured her. She nodded and exited the vehicle too.

I sat back in my seat and dropped my hands to my lap, straightening my spine and holding my head in a neutral position. Breathing deeply, I meditated for one hundred breaths.

Feeling much calmer, I decided to put the time to good use. I wondered how the fae might be listening in on my calls but not with my conversation with Trina. More to learn, I guess, I thought.

I decided to have a conversation with the odd voice that had popped up earlier and get to the bottom of whatever was going on.

Okay, voice number two, let’s have a chat while we have a few moments alone, I sent as my opening salvo.

*Yes, Lord. What would you like to discuss?* the voice responded.

Let’s start with…what do I call you? Do you have a name?

*You can call me whatever you like, Lord. The last to possess me just called me Armor.*

Yeah, well, I agree with Trina; he was an asshat. Okay, let’s start with my name, Jack. Please address me as such and drop the ‘Lord’ crap. I’m going to get tired of my own head calling me Lord really quickly.

*Yes, Lord.*

Oh! So that’s how you want to play it? Do you want to talk or not? I asked, slightly miffed.

*Sorry, Jack. I haven’t had a possessor of the blood for a long time. I suspect it has given me an excuse to become...difficult,* it replied.

I think the modern word is “snarky,” I said.

*Snarky. Yes. As for my appellation, it might be easier for us to come to accord if you understood my nature. I am the chainmail byrnie of the complete set of armor of the Green Lord. As such, I am the binding element of the enchantments for the armor and armament of the set.*

I tried to put that into terms that I could digest. So…you’re fae armor? With cerebral interface technology? And you’re the command interface for all the pieces? I asked.

*That is partially correct, Lord...er, Jack,* it responded. *We are not fae or Sidhe armor. In fact, no part of the set has any true Sidhe influence at all. We were actually created to defend your ancestors against the Sidhe. Additionally, the command interface, as you called it, is not technological but rather spiritual and psychic. We communicate via psychic connection.*

Uh...okay. I think that I’m still missing a lot of the frame of reference required to understand everything that you’re saying. Who or what is the Green Lord? I said.

*A good question, Jack. Back when creatures began to manifest on Earth, the fae races, early humans, and similar human-like creatures began to appear—though, of course, humans came much later. The Green Lords are not really fae beings. They are human in appearance, like the Sidhe, but their powers are more similar to the brownies’ and elves’ powers. In other words, they are more powers of wild magic and creation.*

That left me speechless. Hold on a moment. So to be clear, fae and elves both exist and are not the same?

*Yes, Jack. Shall I continue?*

Uh...yeah. I may come back to that again later, I replied, trying to focus.

*Certainly, Jack. So as the Green Lord exercised his powers to shape creation, he gained many allies, followers, and enemies. Among his followers were the elves, Dryads, and brownies, almost without exception. Dwarves, shapeshifters, demi-fey, and goblins in all their varieties tend to be more independent spirits, but there were many allies and even some followers among them because the nurturing leadership of the Green Lord appealed to them.

“Chief among his enemies were the Sidhe. They were jealous of the love his followers gave him and that he in return gave to them. They also viewed him as a threat to the supremacy of the courts. The Sidhe by their very nature crave intimacy, but they tend to be venal creatures. Their greed for power frequently leads them to destroy the very intimacy they crave.*

I took a second to process that. Sidhe seem like humans with superpowers. Personality-wise, we sound similar.

*Well Jack, humans are more driven by fear and feelings of inadequacy, but there are similarities. The Green Lords knew that there are exceptions to every rule. They tended to be very practical, and they also tended to gain wisdom quickly. They were also ruthless with those who would hurt their own. The wrath of creation is awesome to behold.*

The voice in my head paused. I got the sense that it felt a little abashed, if that were possible. *I digress, Jack. Over the generations, the enemies of the Green Lords grew more adept and more powerful. Finally, we, his followers, decided to create a set of armor and arms that would serve the line of the Green Lord for eternity to help protect the standing lord against the powers of the Sidhe. It was imbued with the physical, spiritual, and magical essences of all of his allies and followers. Competitions were held to select who would have the honor of participating in the creation of the armor. The armor was forged by the best elven and dwarven smiths—the sacrifices were made, and the essences and powers were imbued in the pieces.*

What do you mean, sacrifices? I interjected. The pregnant pause that followed made me nervous.

Spill it! I commanded. What do you mean by sacrifices?

*Just that, Jack. The volunteers gave their lives so their souls could power the various pieces of the set.*

"WHAT!?!” I exclaimed out loud. I got myself under control and went back to the mental dialog. You gotta be kidding me! I thought these Green Lords were these benevolent powers of creation. How. The. Fuck. Does a benevolent, wise leader sacrifice his people and trap their souls for eternity?

*Ah, well…*

Well, what?

*The Green Lord did not know that we did this. It was done through agreements by his people behind his back, as they feared he would never agree. The competitions were quietly arranged between people in the know to find his most fanatic, loving followers. We did not execute it flawlessly,* the voice said.

*The volunteer for the gauntlet on your right hand was a fierce goblin warrior. He died in an attack on the Green Lord by the Sidhe the day before he was to sacrifice himself. We had already forged the gauntlet as a match to the shield meant for the left side to the point that the metal was ready to accept the soul of the sacrifice. But the sacrifice was absent. We were at a loss for what to do because the materials needed to create it were in short supply. If we didn’t imbue at the right time, we would lose the gauntlet. The smith was pulling his hair in frustration when Jordan walked in.*

Jordan?

*Jordan was a ten-year-old squire for the Green Lord himself. He was a human orphan who was mute, so he would never be fully capable as a knight because he couldn’t communicate on the battlefield. Additionally, he had no family to help him get a trade. But the Lord saw his devotion, took him under his wing, and taught him as he would any other young squire, with one exception. Instead of turning his tutelage over to the weapons master, the Green Lord taught the boy himself.

*He loved that boy like a son. His sons treated him like a little brother. Everyone but the lord always forgot Jordan was around. Consequently, he heard and noticed things going on in the court. He knew of our plans, and our panic. He walked in to where we were deliberating and banged the table to get our attention. He pointed at the gauntlet, and then he pointed at his own breast. Very slowly, he nodded. He handed the smith two folded pieces of paper one addressed to the smith and one to the lord. The one to the smith said, “I will gladly sacrifice my life to protect the precious hand of my lord. He has trained me to serve as his squire, but I can serve him better with my life. I will protect him like no other. Please use the knife he gave me to take my life. Please give the other note to my father when you present him the armor. It will mean everything to me.”

*The smith read the note and asked Jordan if he was sure about his decision. Jordan nodded once with a smile, after which he walked to the gauntlet, pulled out his knife, and held it aloft for his own death. The magicians laid him down in the location designed for the sacrifices. The smith confirmed all was ready, and the magicians began their rituals. At the appropriate time, one of the magicians picked up the boy’s knife and put a hand over his eyes. Jordan pulled the hand away, shaking his head. He looked the magician in his eyes and nodded. With that cue and blessing from Jordan, the magician took his life. The other magicians captured his soul as it left his body and imbued it into the gauntlet. The rituals ended, and the deed was done. Tears ran down all our faces. I…*

Keep going, I prompted. If a mental conversation could convey growling, I was growling.

*After a short time, the smith closed the boy’s eyes. The young maiden apprentices to the magicians took his body away to clean it and prepare his ashes for the final binding ritual for the gauntlet. When we presented the armor to the reigning Green Lord, he went into a fierce rage at all the lives sacrificed for him. He screamed and ranted, “This is the kind of thing they would do.” He was right. If they knew it was possible, they would sacrifice thousands merely to figure out the process.

*“Who?” he yelled. “Who of my loyal people did you kill?” He would not be swayed by the willingness of the sacrifices. Finally, we raised each piece of armor and told him the name of each person who died for him. He screamed and raged at each name, all beloved members of his extended family. With only the gauntlet left, the new master smith handed him the note from Jordan. He looked back and forth between the gauntlet and the written address on the note. “No,” he whispered as he fell to his knees, weeping.

*His eldest son gently took the note from his hands, giving the smith a raging look that portended his death. The son read the note: “Beloved Father, please do not be cross with them or with me. Our love for you knows no bounds. I know that you don’t think of me as a poor orphan boy, but rather as your beloved son. I treasure your love and that of my brothers, sisters, and mothers that I’ve gained because you have welcomed me into your household. I treasure them more than life itself. You have known since I became your squire that I would gladly give my life to protect our family or to ensure that you are never even scratched by an enemy. This sacrifice that I make now is no different. All of us who make this sacrifice do it out of love for you and all you stand for. Know that I will always be with you, on the same strong right hand that taught me love and honor. Your son, Jordan.”

*In his sorrow, the lord fell to the ground and continued to weep. When he finally rose, he picked up the gauntlet and left the room. He never wore any of the armor. It sat in a special chamber in the armory, guarded closely by the lord’s fiercest, most able warriors. However, the lord grew attached to the gauntlet, because of his connection with Jordan. I believe he felt comfort, or at least closer to his adopted son, when he held it. Indeed, when he was particularly troubled, or before battle, he was observed to hold the gauntlet in his hand as he paced.

*As time passed, the lord slowly waned. Although he was still relatively young, the life drained out of him rapidly because of his sorrow. As his health waned, the lord turned over the duties of the Green Lord to his second-eldest son. The eldest supported his father and younger brother in this, although he too had all the qualities of a fine Green Lord. The lord and his two eldest sons walked through the courtyards discussing the succession, and all agreed to the plan.

*One of the guards of the special storage vault overheard them and discussed the plan with his comrades as they stood vigil. Apparently the elder of the two was favored by the younger for the job, but he declined—his rage was too great at the sacrifices made for the armor and at the pain it had caused his father. He supposedly said, “The people will love whoever takes on the mantle. They regard us all highly. I don’t ever want to be in a position for them to sacrifice themselves like that for me.”

*Most Green Lords reigned for over five hundred years; the last reigned for nearly twelve hundred years. Our lord died at only seventy-five years old. One night, he kissed his wife and went to bed. When she later joined him, she found him lying on the covers, flat on his back, holding the gauntlet in both hands.*

The voice ended its story and fell silent, allowing me to process all that I had just learned. I realized I had been holding my breath.

After a few minutes, the voice spoke again. *So Jack, I ask you not to judge your ancestor harshly. He was as appalled by our creation as you are. It took three more generations of subsequent Green Lords to set aside their horror to put the armor to use as it was intended. Later generations were less inclined to let the sacrifice go to waste. In cases where the later generations had no male heir with a suitable temperament, a Green Lady reigned rather than a Green Lord, wearing the armor if they desired. It wasn’t a problem, as we, the pieces of the set, adjust to the person in the role. Other times the lady might not have a warrior’s spirit, so she might appoint a Green Knight and give the armor to him to wear.

*About four thousand years ago, the last Green Lord was slain in battle without a designated heir. That is another sad tale. The end result was that the Seelie, or Summer Court Sidhe, captured his armor as a trophy after the battle. Initially, the Summer Queen gave the armor to her Summer Knight, but after several generations, it became the fashion to create a Green Knight in the Seelie court in addition to the Summer Knight. I never understood the rationale. Maybe they were trying to use the legendary reputation and fear of the Green Lord and Green Knight among the Sidhe. Over time, they forgot where the title came from. I doubt the Sidhe retain any history of the Green Lords. They likely believe that Green Knights are legends that originated in the Summer Court.*

My mind reeled. I think you covered tons of important information that I should better understand, and we’re going to need to revisit some of this later, I replied. But I have the gist well enough for now. Let’s move on.

I felt the voice nodding in my head, which was strange, to say the least.

So...based on the few verbal stumbles you made earlier and your mention of the new master smith presenting to the lord, I’m assuming you were the smith who came up with the whole idea.

*Yes, my lord. I still think it was a great idea, but I didn’t know at the time that magically embedding souls into the items was the only way to put the...to use your word, control interface into them. I suspect there might have been another way to do it, but my level of magical knowledge was and is insufficient to argue the topic. I’ll probably never know for certain. Since I came up with the idea, I volunteered to be one of the sacrifices.*

Well, I’m certainly not going to refer to you as a piece of armor or even by your former profession. You have a name. What is it? I asked.

*Please, Lord. Let my name disappear, as it should.*

Nope. You chose to capture all these souls for eternity. Each of those souls deserves to be remembered, including yours, I said stubbornly. What is your name?

*My name is Durec, Lord. I was a half-dwarven and half-elven master smith in the court of the Green Lord. Hybrids between those two particular races were rare, not because the races were not willing to copulate, but rather because it’s difficult for the biology to work itself properly to create a viable being. I could not father children, so I was looking for another way to leave a legacy. My pride wrought the death of nine loyal, loving servants of our lord. One of them was my beloved wife Eliana.*

Durec, you’ve made mistakes. Everyone has. I can’t imagine doing what you did to create the armor, but I can understand the level of devotion that would make you give your life for another. It is my honor to meet you. My name is Jacques Guillaume Jerome. I ask you again to call me Jack, I replied.

*Thank you, Jack.*

As Durec had woven his tale, something had nagged at me, and I thought I knew what. But I needed Durec to confirm.

Durec, I’ve been wondering why you’re giving such a detailed history lesson. Don’t get me wrong, but that was a lot of backstory for the fact that you’re one piece of a set of sentient armor. Why?

*I have already indicated the answer, Jack.*

Somehow, I find myself dreading this...you mentioned my ancestor. Are you telling me I’m a descendant of the Green Lords? I asked incredulously.

*Yes, Lord Jack. After the last lord was killed in battle, both courts of the Sidhe hunted the descendants of the Green Lords, believing them to be abominations. I have heard of no descendents of any significant percentage of Green Lord genetics in over three thousand years. The elves probably have more accurate records. Regardless, as you can imagine, I’m limited to what I overhear or what is related to me by others. I do know the last Green Knight of the Seelie went on a hunt for a rumored abomination about eighty years ago, but he didn’t find anyone. I sense you have a Green Lord, or “Verdic,” heritage. I don’t know how much of it you have, but it was enough for your blood to call to Jordan, from the body of the previous Green Knight, whom you fought today, and call to myself, when he fought you…*

Stop. So what does that even mean? I’m human, Durec. No superpowers here, especially powers of creation. I can’t even conceive what you’re implying.

*Not implying, Jack. Please tell me how you came into contact with the Green Knight today.*

I exhaled. The short version is that I met a woman named Myra yesterday who rocked my world on every possible level. We connected and became lovers, and when I ran into some inconvenience this morning, she offered to take me along and loan me her driver, Trina, to help me deal with my business for the next couple of days. While we were on the road, we spied the Green Douchebag following us. That’s when I learned Myra is the crown princess of the Winter Court.

We were approaching Sedona when the Green Douchebag and some other guys—douchettes, I called them—forced us off the road to capture her. Despite her attempts to downplay the danger, I refused to let them take her or hurt her. I used subterfuge to arm her while she was talking to a prince of the Summer Court. Then, I killed him, the sword-swinging douchette, and the Green Douchebag. I used the dagger he dropped to finish off any survivors.

*Her name is Eventide.*

Okay. I killed them all with Eventide.

*Okay Jack, here’s what I heard. You attacked enemies that significantly outnumbered you, risking your safety to save those you love...to the point of intentionally putting yourself in a very vulnerable position so that your loved one could improve her survival odds. Then you ferociously attacked better-armed opponents with improvised weapons. Lord Jack, that level of love and sacrifice is characteristic of a Green Lord.*

Well, when you put it that way…

I noticed someone approaching the SUV and immediately pointed my face to the front, schooling my face to look enthralled. Hold that thought, Durec.

*With your permission Jack, I would like to move from your forearm to your torso to improve your protection.*

Do it, and then go quiet.

I saw a male model in my peripheral vision tapping on the window. He flung the door wide open and gave me a once-over. “What are you doing here, mortal?” he sneered.

I kept my eyes forward and rapidly blinked my eyes. In a singsong voice, I answered, “I’m waiting for Princess Myra. She told me to stay here,” and put a dazed smile on my face.

He was aghast. “Goddess, she’s toasted your brain, you pathetic beast. I think I should just put you out of your misery.”

A familiar voice laid on a thick layer of sarcasm in response. “Lorn, thinking has never been your strong point. Don’t hurt yourself. Shouldn’t you be leaning on a pillar somewhere, looking pretty?”

“You know I’m in charge here, Trina,” Lorn said, sounding rather put out.

“Gee, Lorn. The knights trust you enough to give you authority over parking in the garage? You’re really moving up, huh?”

She appeared in my periphery, within arm’s reach of Lorn.

“Yeah well, I didn’t grow up with the princess, so I didn’t get the same access as you, cunt!”

At that, I almost broke character, thinking I might have to kill the prat. That was when Trina spoke again.

“Sure, Lorn. Next you’ll say I’m sleeping with her. Tell you what, you don’t mess with the lady’s latest toy, and I won’t rip your head off and shit down your throat.”

Okay, it’s official. I’m in love with her after all.

“I-I…you…umm,” Lorn stuttered.

Trina cut him off like she was talking to an annoying child. “Lorn, you’re boring me.” Her hand moved toward his head, and then I saw him drop as he squealed in pain.

I had to counsel myself not to look to maintain my cover.

“Go powder your nose, Lorn.” I watched Trina out of the corner of my eye as she led him away, gripping his scalp firmly. When she returned, she murmured, “Hello, Jack. Have you been waiting for the princess like you were told?”

I assumed we were still playing the brain-dead game. “Yes, Trina.”

“Did Princess Myra tell you to obey me?”

“Yes, Trina.”

“Good boy, Jack.”

“Woof,” I whispered as she patted my cheek.

She chuckled and said, “Stay here, Jack.”

“Yes, Trina.” She went away, and then I heard a cart rattling. “Jack, come back here and help me load the cart.”

I replied, “Yes Trina,” and forced myself to move deliberately to the back of the SUV. I loaded up the guitar and amp on the bottom of a standard office cart. “Are we clear of observers?” I murmured.

“Make it quick,” I barely heard her say back.

I pulled my holster from my bag, clipped it on my belt under my coat, and rezipped the duffle. We loaded the bags on the top shelf of the cart, and I raised an eyebrow at the missing bag full of weapons.

“I had to turn them in.” Her lips barely moved. She spoke again, this time louder. “That’s a wrap, Jack. Follow me and be careful not to spill anything. The princess would be upset with you.”

“Yes, Trina,” I sang in response as we walked toward the back of the garage to a cargo elevator. Trina called the lift, and we entered when it arrived. I was surprised to see we were going down three levels.

Trina stayed in character, so I did too. I figured it was safer to assume there were always eyes and ears on us until she told me otherwise.

We exited the lift into a wide corridor. Trina marched ahead rapidly. I kept my senses on high alert, and after about a ten-minute walk, we arrived at a door. Trina opened it and looked out. She waved at someone and ran ahead to embrace an old, gray-skinned guy standing next to a worn, brown GMC Yukon.

As I approached, still in character, I heard him say, “You’re too kind to an old man, Lady Laughlin.”

She shook her head. “No, Cholley. You’re the only person I can trust. I could never be too kind to you, you gnarly old goblin.” She hugged him again as he grinned back at her.

Cholley said, “The keys are in it. Be careful, sweet lady.” He watched her with a wistful look. I noticed he had small pointed ears and worn tusks sticking up from his bottom lip.

“Thanks for taking care of it for me, Cholley. I planned to take the lady’s ride, but apparently it has to go in for a recall service. So I’m taking my baby.” She caressed the old goblin’s back and called to me without turning toward me.

“Jack, please load everything in the back.”

“Yes, Trina,” I sang. I moved deliberately but rapidly to secure everything in the cargo area, then closed the hatch.

“Good job, Jack. Get into the princess’ seat.”

“Yes, Trina,” I replied as Trina got in and started the vehicle. We were soon pulling out of a standard three-car garage. She turned right on Dark Shadow Road, navigated her way back down Soldier Pass Road, and turned right down 89A southbound. As we headed out of town, she turned her head slightly and held a finger to her lips, then pulled a folded piece of paper from somewhere and held it out to me. I took it and read it silently.

Dearest Jack,

I miss you terribly already, and I just got upstairs to my office. The thought of what lies in front of me is daunting, but I know I can do it because I have your love and support. Please be more cautious with your safety and protect Trina. I couldn’t bear for either of you to not be in this world with me. Between the both of you, you have all my love.

- Myra

I gave the paper a quick kiss and tucked it into the inside pocket of my car coat.

About a half-mile past the last of the buildings of Sedona, Trina crossed the highway and drove onto a dirt road. She stopped suddenly behind a stand of low trees. As we waited for the dust to clear, Trina looked me in the eye and raised her hand. She pointed at both of her eyes before pointing behind me.

I nodded and unbuckled. As the last of the dust settled, I checked that my pistol was easy to draw before I popped the door open at the same time Trina exited.

I kept an eye out behind the vehicle while exiting and moved about fifteen feet behind the SUV, taking cover behind a tree.

Trina opened the back hatch, removed something from her duffle, then stepped back and dropped an item that was on some sort of string. She spun the device over her head as she walked around the vehicle, scanning the surface and the interior. The thing made a high-pitched whistle as she spun it, and the whistle dropped in pitch several times during the three circuits she made around the vehicle.

She then placed the device on her seat before she began rooting around in the interior and under the chassis. When she was satisfied, she picked up the spinner again and repeated the circuit in the same direction before reversing direction for another circuit. The last circuit elicited a basso hum from the device as she walked past the hatch.

“Fuck!”

That didn’t sound good.

Trina crawled into the back and rooted around the cabin, then jumped out. She pulled a small cloth bag out of her duffle and placed the items she had retrieved into it. After that, she pulled another small device out of a cargo pocket. She slammed it hard against a rock, then she shook it.

The small device started flashing a bright, fiery red. Leaving the device on the rock, Trina lunged for her duffle and rooted through it, muttering, “Come on, come on, come on…”

Finally, she found the object of her search and jumped back next to the flashing object, touching it with the new object. Next, she twisted the new object hard with both hands and tossed it under the truck. She picked up the red flasher and held it firmly in both hands. She started breathing deeply, and her eyes began to glow.

Whoa, I thought.

Shadows grew out from under the truck to create a dark halo about five feet around the wheelbase. Trina sharply twisted the flashing red object, which then began blinking bright blue. Trina’s eyes grew brighter, and the shadows rolled back under the SUV like a wave receding into the ocean. Her eyes faded just before I heard a far-off rumble. The device stayed blue but stopped blinking.

Trina laid the small bag with the objects she had found on a large flat rock on the ground. She picked up a brick-sized rock and vigorously pulverized the bag with her brick.

When she was satisfied, Trina walked over to me and handed me the bag. “That was damned close. Please find a rock and use it to dig a hole and bury the contents of the bag. The hole needs to be about six inches deep. Save the bag,” she commanded.

“Yes Trina,” I responded, still in character.

She stopped cold and caressed my cheek with the back of her fingers. “You can drop that now, Jack.”

“Great. I was afraid it was turning permanent,” I quipped.

She chuckled and walked back to her duffle bag. “Don’t cover up the hole until I’m done. I might have more to add.”

“Sure thing.” I found a suitable rock to dig with, and five minutes later, I had a hole that was deeper than my hand was long, about the same diameter.

“Anything else?” I asked.

“Do you know how to disable a GPS?” she asked.

“Sure. Easy-peasy. I can even do it so it can be put back together again,” I replied.

“That won’t be necessary. It’s just better than wasting a bullet,” she said.

I pulled my multitool out of my pocket and disabled the mounted dash device in five minutes. After putting the spare parts in the glovebox, I called out, “All done.”

When Trina didn’t respond, I turned around to look for her. She was kneeling in front of my hole, covering it up.

Damn, that girl has a fine ass!

“Are you staring at my ass?” Trina asked without turning around.

“Busted. But in fairness, an ass that fine on display creates an imperative to worship,” I quipped.

“Flowery talk from a mere mortal,” she grinned. “Just one thing. If you can, go pee on your hole. It might throw off any sniffers they send to investigate, and if not, I’ll get a perverse pleasure thinking of them digging through your piss.”

I shrugged and said, “Easy enough.” That mission only took a minute. I zipped up and headed back to the truck.

Trina was leaning against the now-closed hatch, looking my way. I asked, “Were you staring at my ass?” She just grinned at me, so I added, “I feel so objectified.”

She rolled her eyes and moved to the front of the car. “Get in,” she called over her shoulder.

I sent a message to Durec. Can you transition into a knotted cord like Jordan’s current form and hang around my neck? I’m overheating with the full mail. He transformed into a metallic cord around my neck with three Celtic knots in the front.

“You want me up front, Trina?” I asked as I approached the passenger’s side of the vehicle.

“Not while I’m working. It throws me off my game,” she replied.

“Really? Okay.” I jumped back into Myra’s customary seat. She twisted to look back at me, asking, “Where to?”

“Back to Cottonwood,” I replied. “I’ll vector you in when we get close.”

Trina pulled out, and I checked the time. “Oh, shit,” I said.

It was almost 1:00 p.m., and I was supposed to meet the realtor at 10:30 a.m. I called him, feeling relieved when he picked up. “Hey KC, it’s Jack. Sorry to flake out on you. It’s been one adventure after another today.”

“Hey, Jack! Good to hear from you. Sorry you’ve had a crappy day. Where you at?” my realtor asked.

“We’re about halfway between Sedona and Cornville Road,” I replied.

“Both of the places I wanted to show you are vacant, so we can head over as soon as you get there. Why don’t we meet at Cornville Road, and you can follow me in?” he proposed.

“Sounds good. I’m in an older, brown Yukon. We’ll pull up on the roadside if we don’t see you there upon arrival,” I answered.

“Good plan. See you soon,” KC said before he disconnected.

“Hey, Trina, did you get all of that?” I asked.

“Crystal clear, sir,” she emphasized.

I wrote that off as Trina being snarky about being assigned to drive me around and sat quietly as she performed her duties. She was an utter professional. We ended up getting to our destination first and parked to wait.

Trina turned around. “I’m sorry for fucking up your day, Jack. I should have dropped you at the realtor when we went through the first time.”

I shook my head. “If you had done that, then I wouldn’t have been there to help with Prince Douchebag and the douchettes. We would have lost our lover, and I might have lost you, too. That would have been a very bad bargain. We’ll get through the impacts of the delay with little or no drama,” I replied. “By the way...what was that shit on the roadside on the way here?”

“Magical eavesdropping devices, technical eavesdropping devices, and high explosives. Somebody got to Cholley. If they hurt his family, I’m gonna make them pay for it. If he just sold me out, then I’ll have to figure out how best to resolve it. He really has been a good friend to me,” she said sadly.

“I’m sorry for the loss of your friend. Good ones are hard to find and worth fighting for,” I said. “What was the shadow thing and the boom?”

“I used the shadows and a couple of the devices to move the explosives before they exploded. My dump site is in a cavern below the mountains around Sedona,” she said, as though it were normal. “The explosions shouldn’t have been audible, but I guess there are pathways for the sound to travel out—or maybe the mountain fell from this last one. We were closer than I’d ever expected to be. I figured I’d be sending stuff from farther away—like back east or even the west coast—and only about the size of a pipe bomb.”

After a moment, she shared more of her thoughts. “That was a big bomb. Sedona is supposed to be a safe zone. I could have written off the Seelie attack because it was outside Sedona proper. But placing explosives in my private vehicle in our compound? That’s inconceivable.”

I smiled at the Princess Bride quote.

“Crap, I didn’t even request Cholley have it ready until we were in Myra’s office,” she exclaimed.

She fell silent after that, and I let her ponder the recent events for a while.

“Are you okay, Trina?” I finally asked.

She turned to look at me. “Yeah, Jack. You?”

“Hungry, could use some coffee, and missing Myra. Otherwise perfect,” I replied.

“Oh, yeah. That. Good answer. I’m revising my status to copy yours,” she said with a wry smile.

The corners of my mouth tugged up a bit just as KC pulled up next to us in a new Ford F-150 and honked. I waved, and he pulled out. I said, “I wonder if we’ll need to pry my realtor’s jaw off the ground by the time we’re done? After all, you make quite an impact.”

She grinned and blew a raspberry at me.

“Very ladylike,” I chuckled.

She pulled out of our spot, and I leaned back in my seat. For the first time since we had left the compound, I was finally starting to feel a little at ease.
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HOME HUNTING


We continued down Cornville Road and turned left onto Page Springs Road, passing the small town of Cornville on our way to look at the acreage. We pulled into a driveway to the right, and I joined KC, who was leaning on the hood of his truck while Trina turned the SUV around.

KC and I shook hands and exchanged greetings. He was a big guy; his 6’5” height meant I needed to look up at him when he stood. Fortunately for my neck, he preferred slouching, leaning, and sitting. I didn’t know how heavy he was, but when we had discussed his health on the phone a couple weeks prior to our meeting, he mentioned that he was moving up from 325.

KC’s largesse wasn’t limited to his belly; he was just big. Carrying all that weight would wear a body down due to all the stress on the heart muscle, regardless of what his body composition was. He always seemed worn out. I gave him some resources to help, but I didn’t think he ever did anything with them.

As Trina walked up to join us, KC’s eyes followed her every move. His attention was definitely not on me.

“Hey KC, let me introduce this vision before you go blind. This is Trina. Trina, this is KC,” I said.

KC stood tall and extended a hand to shake. “Kory Calhoun, ma’am. My pleasure to meet you. Please call me KC. All my friends do.”

Trina turned on the charm as she slid her slender hand into his paw. “Katrina Laughlin. I’m honored you consider me a friend, KC. Please call me Trina.”

KC had a slightly dumbfounded expression as he stared at his empty hand after Trina dropped hers. She glided up next to me and slid her right hand up my back, leaning her head on my left shoulder. She rubbed her cheek up and down on it, looking at KC. “I belong to Jack,” she said with a little purr in her voice before looking up at me with a wink and a smirk.

I dropped my hand down and spanked her firm ass, smirking back at her. “You’ve just been looking for an excuse, haven’t you.” She just purred at me, so I rolled my eyes. “Behave,” I told her.

She stood up and said demurely, “Yes, sir.”

Little Jack twitched. Later! I reminded him.

KC watched our interaction, enthralled. “Lucky sonofabitch,” he murmured.

I laughed, “You got that right, buddy.”

KC started pointing out the features of the property. I liked being on the front side of the slope and close to the waters of Oak Creek. There was an old white barn, which was appealing, but I would have bet that Trina would push it over if she leaned on it. The property was only five acres, half of which was mountainside. I walked through the property, cataloging pros and cons, but it only took me about ten minutes to return to the truck where KC and Trina were leaning on the hood, chatting amiably with each other.

KC looked up as I approached. “Nope,” I said. “What’s next?”

“Well, the other one is about another mile up the road,” he replied slowly, as though he weren’t convinced I’d be interested. “It butts up to the winery. They’re interested in it, so I don’t think it will be available long, and it might turn into a bidding war if you decide you like it.”

“Trying to engage my competitive nature, KC?” I asked.

He guffawed at my question. “That would be hopeless. I don’t think you have a competitive bone in your body. You don’t even like to watch sports!”

I laughed with him. “I don’t watch sports because I have a life,” I quipped, revisiting an old familiar conversation. “I’m plenty competitive when it counts.”

Trina turned serious and nodded her head in response. “I’ll say.” Then she shined a bright smile on KC. “Lead the way, KC.”

I turned back toward the SUV, and Trina jogged ahead to start the car. I grinned to myself as I slid into my seat and thought, Damn, that’s a fine strong ass! No wonder Myra doesn’t want to let her go.

Once I was buckled in, Trina pulled out to follow KC, seemingly completely focused on driving. Once we were back on the road, she asked, “Did you enjoy the show, sir?”

I managed not to laugh and opted for acting dumb. “What show, Trina?”

“Oh, sir! Did you miss the show of my ass as I ran past you?” I could just make out a little pout on her profile as she kept her eyes on the road.

“Oh, that! Sorry, Trina. I saw your ass run by in those snug pants, and it caused my brain to reboot, making me completely lose that glorious vision. My apologies,” I teased.

“So you did notice me, sir?”

“Most definitely,” I replied, making her smile. “The show was glorious to behold.”

KC’s turn signal indicated that he was going right, and Trina slowed the Yukon down.

“I’m really not convinced this is how I should be spending my day today,” I confessed to my gorgeous blonde driver. “I want to find a property, but it seems so trivial after all the day has revealed so far. And I feel like I should be doing more to help Myra.”

Trina sighed. “Jack, the courts were here long before you knew about it, doing the same fucked up shit they’re doing now. You’re not going to change that today, or even within this decade. You shouldn’t even be aware of it. As far as you’re concerned, Myra and I should just be your kinky girlfriend and her female lover who both work for some anonymous benefits organization.”

I nodded as I stared out the window, not knowing if she could see me or not via the rearview.

“The thing that you and I can do right now to make the world a better place, and to make Myra happy, is to live your life as close to what you had planned as possible.”

“When did you get so wise?” I asked quietly.

“Always have been. I’m the ancient sage of the Winter Court, didn’t you know?” She grinned over her shoulder as she put the vehicle in park.

I laughed, “At this point, it wouldn’t surprise me.”

“Seriously, Myra and I spend a lot of time talking each other off the ledge,” she said solemnly as I opened the door and stepped out.

Trina had managed to combat park us right next to KC’s truck, so the two vehicles were nose to ass. I leaned across KC’s hood, matching his posture. Trina cuddled up to my left side as I looked out over the property.

“KC, this one is worse. The equipment shed is in good condition, but it’s right in the floodplain for the creek. The banks of the creek are low to the waterline, so it’s gonna flood. The one positive thing I see is the hillsides remind me of the vineyards I used to run through in Germany’s Frankenland. I think they’re facing in a good direction for growing grapes. Sell it to the vineyard.”

“You’re not even going to walk it?” he asked.

I shook my head with a frown. “Thanks anyway, KC. I have another property to look at this afternoon, south of Prescott, down Senator Highway. I’ll check it out. I’ve given you detailed requirements. You know what I’m looking for.”

“You may have to buy someone out to get it,” he said.

“If we find the right place, you know my budget. Otherwise, we’ll figure it out when the time comes,” I replied.

He nodded once. “Okay. Safe travels, buddy,” he said with a short wave.

Trina ran around the hood of the truck and gave KC a warm hug. She looked up at him and the huge arm he had wrapped around her. “Take care of yourself, KC,” she said with a slight smile. “I don’t have many friends. So I need you to stick around. Okay?” She jumped up and planted a kiss on his cheek.

As she untangled herself from his large limbs and quickly marched away, he said, “You’d better leave quickly, sweetheart, or I’m gonna fall in love.”

I chuckled, “Get in line, brother. Talk to you soon.”

I slid into my seat and closed the door. As the buckle clicked, Trina pulled out and said, “He’s not well.”

“No, he’s not,” I agreed. “But he’s not doing anything to make himself better. I’ve tried, but your little pep talk may do him more good than anything I’ve done so far.”

She grinned as she waited at the road. “Reverse course, Captain?” she asked in a pirate accent.

“Aye, matey,” was the only appropriate response I could come up with.

“Argh,” she said as she turned left on the road and headed back out.

“How do chicken kabobs sound for lunch?” I asked.

“Sounds great, sir,” she replied.

I pulled out my phone and looked up the number for the Fireside Bistro and ordered two servings of chicken kabobs and some bottled water. I’d never placed a to-go order from them, but they had great Persian food. I liked to indulge whenever I was in town. I gave Trina directions as she drove, and soon she was making the tricky left-hand turn across SR 260 into the parking lot. Upon arrival, I launched out to grab our lunch as she backed the SUV into a parking space.

While I was in the restaurant, my phone chimed with a text, but I stayed focused on my task. I was back outside in about three minutes with a bag that smelled like heaven. I jumped in and gave Trina directions. “Okay, take a right and then an immediate left onto 89A. Once we’re out of town, there’s a little rest area about two-thirds the distance to Jerome. We can pull in and eat there.”

“Yes, sir.”

I checked my phone and saw that the text was from Erica. She had sent a selfie from an airplane lavatory. I was sure her uniform was not in compliance because her jacket was completely open. Plus, her blouse was open to her navel and her bra was completely under her plump breasts, pushing them into the air. Her nipples had popped, and her left hand was pulling the left one hard enough that it looked twice as long as the other.

Little Jack didn’t stir so much as attempt to jump out of my pants. Now? he seemed to say. I mentally shushed him and told him to go to sleep.

The text read, Wish I could be there with you. I would bring these to the party!

I fired off a quick reply. We’re both ready to see you again! Be safe! Love, J & M.

After that I sat back and watched Cottonwood slide by as Trina managed the hard stuff. I had always loved Old Town Cottonwood. It was a wonderful blend of historic small town, boho chic, artsy, haute cuisine, and bars all rolled into one glorious locale. Cottonwood and our next destination, Prescott, both called to my soul in different ways.

Prescott had been heavily influenced by a huge influx of folks from California, with all the good and bad that implied. It still had the old town charm going around Courthouse Square and Whiskey Row, with a mix of the elements similar to those I loved about Old Town Cottonwood, but there were more stores, restaurants, and conveniences that catered to people with money to spend. Prescott was also cooler temperature-wise, with elevation ranging from forty-two hundred to six thousand feet, making it fifteen degrees cooler than Phoenix on average.

Both places drew weekend tourists in the summer to escape Phoenix’s heat. Cottonwood drew a lot of Canadian snowbirds in the winter, too. If I were just looking for a house, Prescott would have been my immediate choice. However, since I was looking for more of a country manor setup, as Myra called it, Cottonwood’s draw was stronger for me. If I found what I was looking for in either town, I would have been ecstatic.

We’d been driving less than fifteen minutes when Trina pointed ahead. “Is that it, Jack?”

“That’s it, Trina—thank you.”

“You got it, sir,” she exaggerated. Seeing the big grin on her face, I had to chuckle.

She pulled into the rest area, which was really just an extra-wide shoulder looking down the mountainside. Trina smoothly executed her normal parking maneuver, which was impressive as there was no rail behind us. I got out as she set the emergency brake.

“Too bad we didn’t have a footbrake in the Safeway lot,” she said offhandedly. “Myra would have been more comfortable.”

I looked up to catch her eye as I leaned in to grab our lunch. “I think you did an extraordinary job of making her comfortable, Trina. I doubt she has any complaints.” She shrugged and closed her door.

“I miss her too,” I told her. “Shall we sit inside the hatch to eat?”

“Sure,” she answered as I headed to the back of the vehicle. I popped the hatch, and she froze. “Hold on a minute. I heard something.”

She pushed the duffles so that they were horizontal across the back of the cargo hatch and then levered up the floor. Holding it open just a crack, she peered in with squinted eyes.

“Jack, can you reach the torch in my right cargo pocket?”

“You don’t want to just shine your eyes in there?” I teased as I set the bag of food on top of the flooring and pulled a short, fat, LED flashlight from the small pocket.

“I can’t generate enough light to go more than just in front of my face. It doesn’t work that way,” she replied a bit curtly.

A bit chagrined, I told myself, Focus, Jack.

I shined the light into the gap. “Uh, Trina...something just moved,” I murmured.

“Shit,” she exclaimed as she dropped the fiberboard floor. “Move the bags.”

I handed her the torch, which she held in her left hand as she pulled a beautiful curved blade from her shoulder rig.

I carried the three duffles off to the side, then went back for the guitar and amp.

“Okay, now what?” I asked as I dusted off my hands and reached for my new clip knife in my pocket.

“Pull it out when I give the word,” she instructed.

I thought, Jordan, I think a full-forearm gauntlet would be useful right about now. I felt a mental impression of agreement brush across my mind. Durec, how about mock neck T-shirt coverage? I thought, envisioning what I desired.

*Certainly, Lord Jack.*

The two knotted cords quickly unravelled to the desired configuration as I pried the floorboard up enough to slide my gauntleted fingers under it and grab it.

“Trina, how about I lift it and try to get it in position to provide a shield between us and whatever’s in there?” I suggested. She nodded, so I expounded on what I was thinking. “Okay. So out and down, then up. Once the floorboard is in place, we can look over to see what we have.”

She nodded again and said, “Do it now.”

After a quick check to ensure I knew how far I was from the edge, I pulled the floorboard hard as I performed what martial artists refer to as a catting maneuver. Leaving the back edge on the bumper, I did the opposite, referred to as a forward bow, and pushed the board into a vertical position.

Trina looked at the gauntlet and then at me, lifting an eyebrow. “Spoils of battle. I’ll tell you about it later,” I said.

“Fine,” she said, all business. She peered through the four-inch gap at the top. “Fuck,” she drawled. “A fucking demi-fey assassin.”

I responded with something pithy. “What the fuck does that mean?”

Keeping her eyes on the gap, she answered, “A flying Barbie doll with a poisoned blade.” Keeping that in mind, I reached behind me with my bare hand, trying to reach the magical blade. Eventide, is there any way for you to move to my left?

Durec responded in the blade’s stead. *Lord Jack, let your arm hang and get ready to grab her when she slaps into your palm.*

I did as requested, and one breath later, I felt the handle in my palm. I flicked the blade open and held it in a point-down grip with my lower three fingers. Steadying the edge of the board with my index finger and looking over the edge, I just barely saw a flying Ken doll in black with shoulder-length dark hair and dragonfly wings try to poke me in the eye with a five inch saber.

Jesus!

Trina stabbed at him but was too late, as he buzzed back out of range and then followed Trina’s blade back toward the gap in our shield. Since he was ignoring me, I channeled my inner bar brawler by pulling the board down about another inch and firing a right cross with my gauntleted hand, hitting the tiny assassin’s center of mass. The concussion interrupted his flight as he bounced off the window in front of Trina.

She caught him with her blade on the bounce, cutting the little winged man in half. She shined her light over the cargo area, looking for more surprises. “Remove the board,” she murmured, so I set it on the ground, leaning it on the bumper.

“I was expecting a rattlesnake, which would’ve been much easier to avoid sending suspicion on the Winter Court,” she explained.

“Could he be Summer Court?” I asked.

“No,” she said, solemnly. “He’s one of ours. His name is...was Silk. I worked with him a couple of times. Little dude was deadly. He had over one hundred kills. We’re lucky to be alive. As far as I know, this is his only failure. Can you lift the tire the same way?”

“Sure.” I tilted the full-sized spare up with my gauntlet as requested. Trina fully checked the tire and indicated I could put it back. She grabbed two rubber wedges from the well and put them on each side of the back driver’s-side wheel. I admired how thorough she was. I always found it great to work with a professional, and Trina’s meticulous and deliberate thoroughness definitely fit the bill.

Once the wheel was chock-blocked, she took out a small, whisk broom from a small cargo net in the contours of the sidewall. She carefully brushed the corpse and blade onto the ground and then wiped up the blood with a shop towel from the wheel well.

Eventide changed back to the closed clip-knife configuration on her own, and I clipped her to my pocket. I asked Durec and Jordan to return to their knotted configurations, and they transitioned as I placed the floorboard back. I replaced the guitar and amp back in the cargo bay, then our lunch bag. Finally, I placed the duffles back and checked mine to ensure no surprises had found their way in there, but everything appeared in order.

Trina blew out a sigh as she zipped hers closed too. “Can we have lunch now? The smell from that bag is driving me into a frenzy,” she said.

“Sure, Trina.”

Pointing at the pieces of Silk’s corpse laying at our feet, I asked, “Shall I kick him over the edge?”

“Yeah. Something will eat the remains,” she said quietly.

I gave the pieces of the tiny corpse a good scooping kick with the sole of my boot and then sat down on the cargo bay floor with my legs hanging over the bumper. Trina sat next to me, and I placed the bag between us. We pulled out two bottles of still water, another two of sparkling, two styrofoam boxes of chicken kabob, a ziplock bag with a stack of foil-wrapped pitas, two containers of yogurt garlic sauce, and two of chili sauce. I opened the pita package and handed a box of kabobs to Trina. The smell was heavenly.

She watched me tear some bread and grab some chicken, then dip it in the yogurt sauce and the chili. My sigh conveyed my pleasure at the mélange of flavors in my mouth from the huge bite.

Trina smiled slightly and copied my procedure. She took her first bite, chewing it slowly and completely. I watched her eyes droop and a beatific smile grow on her face. After she swallowed, a blissful groan escaped her mouth.

I cracked open a bottle of sparkling water and smiled at her. “First time you’ve had kabobs?” I joked.

Surprisingly, she nodded and reached for another. I supposed it shouldn’t have been surprising. I had no idea what her life had been like before I met her yesterday.

“Enjoy, Trina. It’s been a long day.”

She nodded and took another bite. We devoured our lunch without speaking again. Spending time like this with Trina…it was nice. We made all kinds of appreciative noises over the food and shared smiles. When it was all gone, I put the empty wrappers and cartons back into the bag and tossed it into the back. There were three waters left, so I held one of each up to Trina. She grabbed the sparkling, and I cracked the other.

“Feel better?” I asked her.

“Much. Kabobs was such a good idea! I like the locale, too. This would’ve been perfect if not for our uninvited guest.” She peered over the edge and flipped the bird to the tiny corpse.

“I hate to break the mood⁠—”

“Then don’t,” she interrupted.

“C’mon, Trina. This is important.” She huffed out a disgruntled breath, and I added quietly, “Do the math, Trina. You didn’t order the truck until you were in the office. It’s a truck that only you use, right?”

She nodded, confirming my suspicion. “It belongs to me.”

“They loaded it with surveillance devices and explosives, when only you and some no-account mortal were going to be in it,” I pointed out. “They could have loaded them in the vehicle you were taking to pick up Myra, but they didn’t want to put the princess at risk.”

“Officially, she’s the Winter Lady,” Trina interrupted again.

”Okay, the Winter Lady. This bit is based only on my observations over less than twenty-four hours, but you appear brutally competent to me. You have a presence that I’ve only seen in top-level operators. I’m assuming they know that.”

She shrugged in response.

“So, they infiltrate an assassin to finish the job in case you cleared the explosives,” I continued. He probably didn’t know about the explosives. He also knew you, so if he failed, you would still get the message that someone really wants you dead.”

She turned her face away from me.

“Trina, what are they trying to accomplish?” I asked.

That did it.

Trina covered her mouth and sobbed. I stood and stepped in front of her, gently taking the bottle from her and setting it down. I caressed her shoulder before I took her hand and pulled her into my arms. She lay her head on my left shoulder but turned away from me.

Gently, I massaged her back as she cried her frustration and hurt away. When her sobs subsided, she wrapped her arms around my neck and buried her face in it. I kept holding her and rubbing her back in what I hoped was a comforting motion.

“Thank you, Jack. I’m sorry to put you through all that,” she sniffled, her warm breath caressing my neck.

“Tell me about it, Trina. Let me help you talk it out.” I felt her nod.

“Sit down, Jack,” she sighed.

I released her and sat in the middle of the cargo floor. She emptied her water and then crawled into my lap, positioning her legs off to my right. She nuzzled into my neck again, rubbing her face on my shirt.

“I understand that’s a fae thing—caressing, rubbing, touching,” I murmured.

She nodded, too distraught to ask how I came to understand that. Then she touched the metallic band with the Celtic knots on my throat. “That’s nice,” she said. “I don’t recall that being there before.”

“It wasn’t. I have quite a story to share with you when we finally stop running around today.”

She nodded absentmindedly. “Jack, this situation smells like a multifaceted campaign. If they kill me, then Myra is without the support of her oldest, closest friend, and most devoted bodyguard.”

“Not to mention hottest and strongest,” I interrupted, glad to hear her resulting snort. “I mean it, Trina. You’re one of the best I’ve seen out there, and you’re so modest about it.”

Trina waved my praise away. “If I survive all their attempts, then it becomes a psychological campaign, as I’ll have to tell her, which would make her more anxious than she already is, and…what the hell would that accomplish?”

“Would it make Myra button up and stay at the compound? You know her better than anyone. How would she react?” I asked.

“If I told her, she would button up. My security would become her primary concern, and...and all the work on the accord becomes second priority.” Trina sat up. “Getting all the people around the table to agree to the accord has taken all her attention for over a year. All the participants have been trying to wiggle out of it at every turn. If she loses focus on it for even a couple of days, the whole thing could fall apart.”

“Is it possible that our adventure with the douchebags and that prince earlier today was part of a deal between one of the accord stakeholders?”

“Prince Corwyn,” she said, and then paused as she considered where I was taking the conversation. Her mouth dropped open to form a perfect O. “Oh shit, Jack. That’s diabolical!” She thought for a minute. “At least two of the Sidhe families we want at the table have relatively cordial relations with the Summer Court. The Schatten family actually has business interests with Prince Corwyn and a couple of his partners. Shit, shit, shit!”

“Okay. That’s sound deductive reasoning,” I encouraged her. “Who’s near her and who can she trust to help her find evidence?”

“Normally, I’d say the queen’s Ravens—her elite guards, all female. There’s a contingent of them in Sedona, but I think four of the seven are from Clan Schatten. She can’t ask the Goblin King for help because she just had to bitch-slap him on her Hartford trip. The only one who’s…ah, crap, I don’t know. Myra does this shit all the time and makes it look easy.”

She stewed in her thoughts for another moment. “I should just present my—our—concerns as a potential scenario and let her do her magic.”

“Okay. What are the impacts if we don’t tell her about the attempt on you?”

“She’ll be pissed as hell when she finds out. Pissed at me. Pissed at you. Cholley will die in minutes. Otherwise, she might withhold sex from us for about four hours,” she said with a touch of humor.

Four hours? I thought. How specific.

“Okay. How about this? We contact her with the following messages. First, you finally got rid of her thrall.”

She nodded. “That gets you off anyone’s radar in the unlikely event someone might have taken note of you. We couldn’t fully keep you out of our reports on the attack since we had to account for you getting out of the car. I told them I sent you to her with the gun in the purse.”

I nodded. “Great, that sets me up to attack from the shadows if I have to get back in the game. Hopefully, it won’t come to that. Continuing on. Second, you had a weird ‘what-if’ collusion scenario pop into your head as you were driving the vegetable to drop him off in Prescott. Third, you stopped in Cottonwood for a late lunch and met a new friend in a restaurant, and you’d like to take a couple of days off to catch your friend performing in Cottonwood tomorrow. Fourth, you had a blowout with Lorn in the garage, and you’re not sure if you’re done torturing him yet. Does she mind if you kill him? Finally, ask if she heard about your car problems.”

“That’s good, Jack. It’s all true but still filled with a lot of misdirection. It’s a work of art worthy of a Sidhe. Still, it’s a lot to unravel. I follow the logic on most of it, but why point three?”

“It gives her an excuse to come out and meet her best friend’s potentially new mortal lover. If she takes the opportunity, then we get the chance to talk face-to-face. She’ll know you’re talking about me, so you mentioning it will probably make her think that we need to chat...it’s a calculated risk, but reasonable. It also gives you a plausible reason to be gone this weekend, maybe into Monday.”

“Okay, but why mention the debacle with Lorn?” she replied. “Ah, right. So she doesn’t bring the asshat with her on the security team. She’ll definitely bring Ravens, but she may have to bring some of the boys just so they don’t make noise about not getting the respect due their station.”

“Right. Only Lorn and Cholley have seen my face in any detail, assuming the guys on security surveillance in the compound weren’t paying much attention to the brain-dead mortal. So, how should we play this?”

She thought it over. “If she hasn’t heard anything about our car problems, she’ll ask me to get into detail about it. I’ll respond ‘No big deal. I’ll tell you about it over a drink next time I see you.’ That tells her that, so far, no one is trying to use me against her, and it’s simply a case of me having pissed off someone powerful who wants me out of the way. But if she has heard about it, I’ll reassure her and tell her it wasn’t a big deal and recycle the ‘tell you about it later’ statement to close it down. Hopefully that puts her mind at ease.”

I nodded in support. After all, she knew Myra best. “You’ve got this, Trina. No wonder she loves you. You’re beautiful, smart, witty, and wickedly good at your job,” I told her.

She smiled at me, but the smile faded into something serious. Trina blinked back and forth between my lips and my eyes, hesitating. Then, ever so slowly, she leaned in and pressed a light kiss to my lips.

I met her pressure and her pace, but didn’t press.

She broke the kiss and looked me in the eye. She leaned in again, progressing to nibbling on my lips.

Again, I matched her but didn’t push her.

She broke the kiss again, a slow grin lighting her face. “I’ve got to give you credit, Jack. The whole time you’ve held me, I’ve never once felt you press your rampant cock into me.”

“Rampant?” I asked. She nodded with a grin. “Where’d you pick that up? You read romance novels in your down time?” She chuckled, looking more carefree than she had a minute ago.

“I’ll have you know, young lady, the only reason I haven’t been sporting wood throughout our whole conversation is that I’ve been envisioning the effect a meat grinder would have on my cock,” I told her. “It’s amazingly effective at preventing unwanted rampantness.”

Trina giggled and leaned in to give me another kiss.

“Trina, if you keep that up, no amount of meat grinders are going to prevent a rampant breakout.”

She laughed, “I figured you were just too old to get it up after a long, hard day, Jack.”

“Ow, that hurts. I’d spank your ass for that, but I know you’d consider it a reward.”

She hugged me, letting out another precious giggle. “I’m beginning to see what she likes about you.”

Holding Tina tightly, I asked, “How do you recommend contacting her? Would a phone call be better than texting?”

“Texting is fine. We’re safe enough here that I can use dictation instead of typing all that out. I’ll do that now while it’s fresh in my mind and send it at our next stop,” she said decisively. “By the way...I know he’s dead and all, but I’m pissed at Silk for taking this job. I liked him, Jack. He was great at his job and a joy to work with. He knew when to be serious and when to crack jokes. I hate that I had to kill him.”

After a short pause, she exclaimed, “Goddess! I know his wife. She’s always been really nice to me. That’s not a given with demi-fey. I really should take his body back to his family.”

“Shit, Trina. He’s quite a ways down the slope. Are you planning to rappel down?” I asked.

“Nope. Don’t worry, I’ve got this,” she answered confidently.

“Of course I’m going to worry. Myra told me to keep myself safe, and then she said the only thing that could possibly equal that mission in importance is keeping you safe. So by royal decree, I have my mission. Besides, I’d worry about you regardless because I’d be bored without you.”

“You ass,” she laughed. “Let go of me, you brute.”

She gave me a wink and jumped to the ground. “Stand over there, Jack.”

I moved to the location she indicated. She had me adjust where I was standing a bit as she looked down on Silk’s body parts. “Hmmm,” she said to herself. She rooted around for the garbage from our lunch and pulled out the ziplock bag. I had thrown it deep into the cargo hold, so I was forced to admire her fine backside while she dug around back there.

A grin lit my face as I thought about the sacrifices I was forced to make.

Trina checked to ensure we didn’t have any obvious observers, then she looked back down at Silk’s body, and her eyes glowed brightly. The shadow my body threw over his body parts coalesced into an impenetrable black cloud. Holding the ziplock open in the shadow thrown by the SUV, she nodded her head in a slow, rhythmic motion. The black cloud down the hillside moved up toward the drop-off, then it floated up and into the bag. Her glowing eyes faded as she poked and adjusted the parts so that they fully fit inside, and she zipped it closed.

Trina then rooted around in her duffle and pulled a black cloth bag of it. She placed the ziplock inside it before returning the cloth bag to the duffle and zipping it closed. She dusted her hands off, and looked at me. “All done. Mount up, sir.”

“Double entendre much, Trina?”

Her laugh chased the somberness from her face. “Get in the truck, boss.”

So I did.
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SHOPPING FOR A HOME IN PRESCOTT


Trina quickly had us back on the road and handled the tricky drive through Jerome and over Mingus Mountain as though she had done it hundreds of times in her sleep. I always hated riding over that route. Honestly, it would have probably been better if I were driving or in the front seat. Unfortunately, I was in the back, and I was about to crawl out of my skin.

If Trina noticed my discomfort, she had the grace not to make fun of me. I suspected she did notice because it didn’t seem like she missed much.

We found the Mingus Summit rest area shortly after cresting the mountain. “Now this would have made a great lunch stop,” she observed, indicating wistfully at the idyllic scene.

There were two Jeeps and a minivan, with families running around.

“It’s good we didn’t stop here. Explaining the Silky mess in the back would have been difficult.”

She shrugged noncommittally and kept driving. We were down the mountain in about fifteen minutes and were soon looking for a parking place close to the realtor’s office on the corner of Cortez and Gurley.

I called the realtor, Laura, to give her a heads-up while we searched. We lucked into a spot across the street on Cortez about a block away. We got out of the SUV and I pulled my jacket closer around me. I was running warm in the car and in Cottonwood, but the heavy leather car coat felt good in Prescott’s cooler temp, plus it covered my holster—not that anyone in Prescott would care.

We dashed between cars to cross the street, and Trina pulled her jacket closer. This had the delightful side effect of highlighting her firm ass. We should probably have given her ass credit for our safe crossing because the view caused several cars to slow as they passed.

Laura was waiting for us at the desk when we entered. She was a tall and willowy blonde in her mid-fifties, with ponderous breasts. She was wearing a slate-blue tie-dye dress with southwestern motifs highlighted throughout. A pair of fringed suede ankle boots completed her outfit.

“Hello!” she greeted us. “Are you Jack?”

“I am. Laura, I presume,” I replied. “It’s a pleasure to meet you in person. This lovely lady with me is Trina.”

The ladies immediately exchanged signals. I saw the slightest hint of a grimace from Laura before her professional smile returned. Trina sidled up to wrap both arms around mine possessively.

I thought, Why do I feel like the rope in a tug-of-war? Immediately after, I imagined something else of Trina’s wrapped around a certain body part of mine.

Fortunately, Durec didn‘t respond. He had pretty good radar for knowing when he was needed.

Laura recovered quickly. “How delightful to meet you too, Trina.” She gave us a little Vana White wave to indicate where we were going. “I’ve set up the conference room to walk through the property you asked about and a few others that might meet your needs. We’ll take a look at the ones you like. Please take a seat and have a bottle of water if you’d like. Would either of you like some coffee?”

We both declined as we plopped ourselves down at the conference table, facing the door. Well, Trina plopped. I was a bit more dignified.

“Let’s get started then,” Laura said brightly, beginning the presentation.

She displayed pictures and details of three properties, and after discussing them, I decided that only the property on Senator Highway interested me. Honestly, I wasn’t particularly optimistic about it either, but I tried not to look too disappointed.

Laura said, “Well, why don’t we all hop into my truck and ride down to take a look?”

Trina squeezed my arm, and I noticed a barely discernible shake of her head.

“Laura, I think we would rather just follow you down there. We still have a lot of miles to travel today. This way, we can leave directly from the property,” I told her.

“Sure thing, Jack.” She smiled at me but I could see the disappointment in her face. “My truck is the red Raptor sitting right out front.”

“OK, we’re just north on Cortez in a brown Yukon. I’ll text when we’re turned around and in position to follow.”

“Sure thing, Jack,” she said brightly, and Trina and I left for our vehicle.

As we walked out of the office, Trina looped her arm through mine and whispered, “Sure thing, Jack,” in a creditable impersonation of Laura’s voice.

I laughed and let her steer me to our SUV. “Please sit up front, Jack,” she said. “I don’t want that smarmy bitch to know I’m your chauffeur.”

“Sure, Trina,” I said easily, turning to her. “Just so you and I are clear, you are much more than just my chauffeur.”

I was rewarded with a bright smile. “I know that, Jack. For some reason, it’s important to me that she knows it too.” She gave me a quick kiss on the cheek and slid her hand down to grab mine as she checked the street and led me to the truck.

Trina’s ass wasn’t highlighted by her jacket this time, but cars still slowed or stopped to let us walk across and seemed to take their time getting going again. Someone had to honk in the northbound lane to get them moving.

Trina giggled, allowing me to escort her to her door and hold it for her. I was rewarded with another quick kiss, then quickly hopped into the truck.

After I had closed the door and buckled in, I turned to see Trina looking at me with a big smile. “That was perfectly done. Thank you, Jack.”

“You’re most welcome, Trina,” I replied, typing out a text to Laura as she backed the SUV out. Something occurred to me. “According to everything I’ve ever heard or read about the fae, saying ‘Thank you’ is kind of verboten. Yet you’ve said it a couple of times. I think Myra has too. Is that a thing or not?”

Trina nodded as she waited for the last car to pass at the intersection of Cortez and Willis before she expertly whipped a U-turn in the intersection while at the stop sign. “It’s a thing,” she finally answered.

Once we were out of the intersection, I sent the text, and Trina continued, “It’s very much a thing among several fae races. You do not want to say it to a goblin of any sort, as they’ll assume you owe them something because they’ve done you a favor, whether or not they know what the favor is. Otherwise, why would you thank them?”

The red Raptor backed out after the car in front of us passed.

“Brownies and hobgoblins will both be offended because it insinuates they’re trying to curry favor as they tend to find themselves in domestic service roles. They like to be appreciated, but they demand respect, as they should. They’re amazing. The Sidhe mix with humans more, so we’ve picked it up when dealing with humans and, sometimes, within the nuclear family. We never do it in public among Sidhe or across family lines because of the same reasoning as with goblins.”

Trina continued her explanation as we waited to turn left on Gurley. “I think that originates from the demi-fey. When you contract with them to do something, you pay them up front—generally in food, textiles, appropriately-sized home goods, or weapons. As they haven’t done the agreed work, they would say thank you to acknowledge their commitment to do something that has already been paid for.”

The traffic light changed, and we were off.

Trina added, “Myra and I say it to each other, but only when we’re alone and generally when we’re touched by something thoughtful the other did when there was no obligation to do so.”

“Okay,” I replied slowly, pondering this information. I thought I understood why Trina said it to me. “That was a very comprehensive rundown. Thank you for taking the time to explain it so thoroughly to me,” I said earnestly. She rewarded me with another big smile.

Laura led us east on Gurley and then turned right onto Senator Highway. We traveled for about five minutes to Sweet Acres Drive, then followed her to Oak Knoll Drive, and then to East Pine Rock Drive. We turned left onto a dirt road and continued about a hundred yards into the forest before we arrived at a small clearing with a road cutting through it.

The mountainside angled up in front of us, but I was underwhelmed as soon as I saw the site. Trina pulled over close to the Raptor and backed the Yukon into the tree line.

I hopped out, remembering Trina’s desire to sell Laura the impression of a close relationship. I walked around the hood to her door as she was opening it.

Trina smiled at me, picking up on what I was doing. “Oh Jack, you’re the sweetest, most gallant man ever!”

I snorted—softly, so that Laura couldn’t hear—at how thick she was laying it on, but I also kind of loved it.

She grabbed my hand, and we walked over to Laura, who immediately pointed out the property lines and the little creek that ran through one edge of the property. That creek had less water in it than my last piss. The property was about five acres, but two-thirds of it was on the steep mountainside. I could make it work for a scaled-down version of what I was looking for if I dug into the mountain, but the open land for grazing and gardening was lacking.

I tried not to look as disappointed as I felt. Maybe I needed to reassess, either change what I was looking for or where I was looking.

Laura bounced on the balls of her feet. “So Jack, what do you think? You ready to put in an offer? This property will move quickly.”

“Uh...no. I’m not going to definitively say no right now, but it doesn’t look as promising in person as it did in your presentation. Having the road run through it is an issue aesthetically, but it also doesn’t work if this is a public thoroughfare. I also don’t see any grass growing here”—I waved my hand toward the dirt road that ran through the property—“which tells me the neighbors are using it. I’d need to have assurances that wouldn’t be a problem before I even considered an offer.”

“Oh, gosh, no!” Laura said. “No one’s traipsing around this road here, I can assure you that.” At my disbelieving look, she shrugged and said, “Okay. You all want to follow me out?”

Trina shook her head and spoke for me. “No, we want to talk about all the properties we’ve toured before we get back on the road. Thanks for showing this one to us.”

Laura wished us well. “Okay, you guys have a great day.” Then she hopped, literally, up into her truck and proceeded to imprint tire marks on the road that “no one used.”

I shook my head. City girl from California.
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CONNECTING


Trina grabbed my hand, walked over to the SUV, and leaned back against the hood on the driver’s side. “Do you think she bought it?” she asked.

“What was she supposed to buy, Trina?”

She looked at me somewhat shyly, rocking my hand back and forth by her side. “That we’re a couple.”

With a gentle chuckle, I replied, “I don’t think it was much of a stretch. We have better chemistry than a lot of longtime couples I know, even without being lovers. I didn’t have to put any effort into being convincing. We might still be getting to know each other, but we definitely have a relationship.”

She looked at me appraisingly. “You’re attracted to me, but you’re being careful with me. I appreciate it, Jack.”

“Of course, Trina. You’re worth any amount of effort required. It’s easy to see why Myra loves you so much.” I wrapped her into a gentle hug.

“I do feel a growing connection with you,” she said, leaning her head on my shoulder. “When Myra introduced me to you, I just knew I was going to be jealous of you. And yet, I haven’t been—at least not jealous of you as a person. More so the time she spent with you.” I gave her a light squeeze in response and caressed her back. “I didn’t expect to enjoy your company so much.”

She looked up at me, inching closer, and left a lingering kiss on my lips.

I opened my mouth to capture her bottom lip, sucking gently on it. I released it and she pulled back just slightly, keeping her wonderful body pressed into mine. We stayed like that for a while, and I marveled at how quickly Trina was becoming one of the most important people in my life.

She tilted her head up at me. “Jack, did you know your eyes turn green?” she asked in wonder.

“I have received that feedback before. Apparently having hazel eyes makes them changeable. Sometimes blue shows more in the mirror. Sometimes gray. I’ve only seen them green in the mirror once. But they’ve turned green on several occasions, as told to me by other people. In each case, my emotions were running high, whether I was fighting, angry, or being amorous.” I shrugged. “I have no awareness of it when it happens.”

Trina grew thoughtful. “When we were battling earlier, I saw from the distance that your eyes were green, almost glowing. I was focused on Silk when he attacked, but I swear I saw a flash of green when you punched, and they were definitely green after.”

A smile grew on her face as she continued. “They were also green when we made love to Myra in the Safeway lot. They also turn green whenever I call you ‘sir.’” Her expression grew smug. “And they’ve turned green every time I’ve kissed you.”

“Really?”

She nodded and pressed another kiss to my lips. “Ready to go?” she asked.

“I confess, if you keep kissing me I’m going to keep standing right here.”

“Last one,” she said. She brushed my lips with hers and patted my cheek before pulling away. “Let’s go, sir.” She opened her door and got in.

I asked, “Front or back?” as I walked around to the passenger side.

Trina grinned. “I bet she’s lurking, watching us. You’d better sit up front,” she said as she closed her door and started the vehicle.

I jumped in the front passenger seat. Trina smiled as she put the Yukon in gear and reversed our route back to downtown Prescott.

“Hey Trina, let’s take the other route back to Cottonwood. Do you mind?”

“Nope, I’m good for fuel. I’ll be at about half-tank when we get to Cottonwood. I don’t suppose I could talk you into using that wonderful app to get me a coffee.”

“I was about to suggest it,” I confessed. “There’s one on the way out of town on SR 69.”

“On my way, sir,” she purred.

I submitted the mobile order once we reached Gurley; ten minutes later, we had coffee in hand. Trina drove us to the outskirts of Dewey-Humboldt. We took our time, sipping our coffees and watching the other traffic on the road until we reached the junction with SR 169. Turning left onto it, we continued on a northern route to I-17 instead of staying on SR 69.

About halfway down the road between Dewey-Humboldt and I-17, we passed the turnoff for Cherry Creek Road on the left.

“Hey Trina, pull over please.”

She checked the rearview and then glided to the shoulder, scanning the surrounding terrain. “What’s the matter, Jack? This isn’t a great place for a picnic and a grope,” she said.

With a smile, I replied, “Don’t put ideas into my head.”

She scoffed, “As if, you dirty old perv.” She smirked at me, and I laughed.

Trina 1, Jack 0.

Once I could form sentences again, I replied, “No, it’s that road sign back there. The road runs over the mountains, and it’s possible to drive through a pass over them. I’ve seen it on SR 260, too. Terrain-wise, there might be something there that fits what I’m looking for. Do you mind making a detour? I know it’s getting late, but we still have enough time that we can be leisurely about it and not run out of daylight.”

Trina pursed her lips. “I suppose it’s okay. Do you know what’s in there?”

“Not really,” I replied. “According to my Google Maps survey of the area over the last few months, there’s a small community called Cherry back there with a couple of stores and campgrounds, a B&B, and what looked like some nice homes from the satellite footage. Maybe a forestry substation and some farms, too? I don’t know for sure, but my gut tells me to check it out.”

Trina looked at me with a deadpan stare. “Well I know you old guys have great instincts and wisdom and everything.”

She laughed, enjoying her own joke, and I had to chuckle too. I told her, “Okay child, I'm going to spank that fine, tight ass whether you like it or not.”

Her laugh hitched as her breath caught and eyes grew big. She looked at me like a rabbit cornered by a wolf. “Jack, your eyes are glowing.”

“Trina, if you don’t like them turning green, don’t keep stoking the fires.”

She looked disappointed. “You’ve been trying not to be too flirty, but you seemed to be enjoying it so far. Are you telling me you don’t like my flirting?”

I reached across the console to cup her cheek. “Trina, I love your flirting. I’m just saying it’s up to you whether my eyes turn green.”

She nodded, mesmerized. “I swear they’re glowing right now.”

I smirked at her. “So stop turning me on,” I quipped, dropping my hand to the console.

She scoffed as her smile returned with a vengeance. “As if I have any control over your innate pervy-ness. Besides, I kind of like it when you look at me like that with those eyes. It’s like a billboard on your face saying ‘Trina, I think you’re hot!’ What girl wouldn’t love that?”

“I don’t think there’s any secret about how hot I think you are.”

“Stop it! You’re making me squirm in my seat!” she exclaimed, pointing a finger at me. “This is why I like my passengers in the back!”

“Okay, I’ll move to the back,” I said, but she grabbed my hand with both of hers, “Don’t you dare!” We both laughed. “So, I’m turning the ship, Captain. Course set for Cherry Creek. All ahead, aye!”

“All ahead, aye!” I repeated. Then we looked at each other with a grin before shouting in unison, “ARGH!”

We were both wracked with giggles. Trina eventually composed herself to check for oncoming traffic. She executed a U-turn, followed by an immediate right onto the dirt road. She was all business now, but a smile lingered.

I liked this. It was easy being with Trina—we fit well together.

Before I lost my signal, I googled Cherry to discover that it was an old mining ghost town; the surrounding community consisted of homes for retired folks. Well, it didn’t sound Iike it would be the small vibrant community my fantasy home bordered on, but was still worth a look.

We drove past a sign for Cherry Creek Bed & Breakfast and turned left onto Cherry Hill Road, which seemed to follow the curve of the hillside.

“This has more promise than anything else we’ve seen today,” I murmured.

“What exactly are you looking for, Jack?”

“Honestly Trina, it feels like a pipe dream,” I replied absently as I watched the countryside pass by.

“Well, today you discovered that the fae exist. You probably picked up that goblins and elves do, too,” she said, and I nodded. “So dream big, Jack. There’s more in the realm of the possible than you can ever know. You never know what you’ll find!”

I grinned. Trina’s words actually made me feel better, and I really enjoyed seeing this silly, happy, optimistic side to her.

I pointed to an elderly gent poking a shovel into the ground near his mailbox. We pulled up to him, and I got out. Trina pulled the SUV forward and then backed onto a forest road about thirty yards past the mailbox.

“Hello, sir.” I called to the older guy as I approached. He was skinny to the point of looking emaciated, with an angular face and shoulder-length white hair tucked under a wide-brimmed garden hat. It looked like he was turning the ground for a flower bed. “My name is Jack. May I ask you a few questions about the locale?”

He rested his hands on the shovel handle and leaned into it. “Okay.”

“I’m looking for a country retreat. Cherry has a lot to recommend it from a location and terrain perspective,” I said.

The old gentleman nodded, but maintained attentive silence.

“This is a small community like the one I grew up in. I imagine you know the people here pretty well. What can you tell me about the community here?” I asked.

He nodded again and answered, “Well, we tend to all stay out of each other’s business for the most part, but I think we’re all pretty well acquainted.” He looked over at Trina as she approached. His eyes bugged, and he whipped the shovel blade up to point at her as he stepped forward with his right foot into a spearman’s stance to my 11:00. I started moving an instant after he did by stepping toward my 9:00 with my left foot and snagging the shovel’s haft as I stepped through with my right to 10:00 from the new direction I was facing. Then I pivoted to face the old man, dragging my rear foot forward, circling the handle overhead and continuing down as I stepped to put my right foot outside his right, going for a sweep.

He launched straight back about eight feet to his 6:00, raising his hands in a defensive posture. I held my position, thinking, He’s damned agile for an old guy! He looked at me like I had a horn growing out of my head. “Sir, I will defend my own like you can’t even imagine,” I told him.

Trina walked about a step past me on the right, and the man pointed at her. “Her kind are not welcome here! We’ve been running and hiding from the Unseelie for thousands of years!”

“You have nothing to worry about from her unless you attack her. You’ll have a world of hurt to worry about from me if you don’t stand down.”

Trina addressed the old man in a language I had never heard, kneeling to a seiza in the dirt and bowing to the old man with her forehead touching the ground.

I felt like I could almost recognize her words, but the meaning slipped away.

Trina sat back on her heels with her hands on her thighs and continued in the same language. He responded to her, pointing in my direction. She seemed to be explaining something to him. He gave her a curt nod, adding something else that didn’t sound threatening, and I felt my body relax.

Trina looked up at me with a ghost of a smile, pointed to her eyes with two fingers, and then pointed her index finger at me. I suspected I looked as confused as I felt because I had no idea what she meant by her gestures.

Finally, she said, “Calm down, Jack. You’re well past green and deep into glowing—there’s no longer any doubt that they do glow.”

I blinked, trying to make my eyes change back to their usual hazel.

“He has extended guest rights to us both,” Trina continued. “He won’t hurt me.” I gave her a hand, and she rose, brushing off her knees. She took the shovel from my hand, sitting the blade on the ground in front of the old guy and presenting the handle to him.

He looked at me with a grim smile. “You would have had me if you had tried to sweep me with the blade instead of the handle, Green Lord.”

“I was trying not to hurt you...what did you just call me?” I asked.

“Green Lord. Are you familiar with the term?” he asked.

I nodded. “I first heard it earlier today and got a short history lesson about it.”

Trina’s inquisitive look led me to explain further. “Remember when I told you I have quite a story to tell you tonight?” She nodded, and I looked back at the old guy. “I think you’re mistaken to apply the term to me, though.”

He shook his head and told me, “I am completely certain I’m not. Please come to the house, and I will explain.” He looked at Trina. “You may park your vehicle by the house.”

She nodded and trotted down the road to retrieve the SUV. I was mesmerized by the action of her ass as she moved.

The old guy said, “The Sidhe are indeed lovely to look at, but be sure you know them before you trust them.”

I looked at him. “That’s a lesson I also learned earlier today. It’s been a hell of a day—feels like I stepped through the looking glass. I trust her and one other with all that I am. Others, only about as far as I can throw them.”

His laugh reminded me of Scooby-Doo for some reason. “My name is L’ric. It’s an honor to meet you, Green Lord.” He bowed from the waist, holding the shovel across his body. “My neighbors struggle with correct pronunciation of my name, and generally opt for ‘Elric.’ I won’t be offended if you do the same.” He waved a hand toward the house and started walking along the driveway.

I joined him and said, “No, I’ll learn it correctly, but you may need to coach me, L’ric. Please call me Jack.”

“That is fair, Lord Jack. Your pronunciation is not bad. I would spell it in English characters as L-apostrophe-r-i-c. Think of the apostrophe as an instruction to pause or make a slight swallow without ceasing to speak, depending on the word and dialect.”

I tried again. “L’ric.”

“Well done, Lord Jack.”

“L’ric, I think you’re doing that to mess with me, aren’t you. My new friend Durec does that too.”

He stopped suddenly and placed a palm on my shoulder. “Durec? You have one of the relics?”

“Yes,” I replied as I tapped the three-knotted cord around my throat. Trina drove past us. “I take it you know the name.”

L’ric nodded and resumed walking. I asked him as I followed, “Then I suppose you also know Jordan and Eventide, right?”

He stopped again and looked at me, utterly dumbfounded. “Yes. How did you obtain them?”

“I took them off the body of a fighter from the Summer Court. Durec indicated he might have been a Green Knight.”

“Did you get Morningstar, Bobo, and Pauly as well?” he asked.

“No. I didn’t see any other armor or arms on him.”

“That’s a shame,” L’ric replied. “The Unseelie have the rest of the set. They knocked the helm and shield loose in a battle years ago. It appears they don’t know their origin or significance.”

We approached the front door, and he said, “Please wait until I send someone for you, Jack. I need to tell everyone to stand down. It should be just a moment.”

L’ric yelled something in the other language as he cracked open the door, pausing for a few seconds before walking inside. I got the impression he said something like, “Don’t shoot,” and “Y’all ain’t gonna believe this shit.”

Trina walked up behind me and wrapped her arms under mine and around my chest, laying her chin on my shoulder. “Everything okay, sir?” She looked at me innocently, with her bottom lip tucked into her teeth.

“I think I told you this once already, Trina, but when I see you bite your lip like that it makes me want to bite it.”

She laughed, “You know, I read Fifty Shades, too.”

I spun around to face her, meeting her startled expression. I wrapped my arms around her and grabbed an asscheek in each hand, hoisting her up to my waist.

Trina accommodated me by wrapping her legs around my waist and her arms around my neck, freeing me to give her ass a sharp smack with my right hand. That elicited a nice squeal.

Putting my nose on hers, I looked into her eyes. “That doesn’t make it any less true, my pet.” I bit down gently on that delectable lip.

Trina moaned and pushed her tongue into my mouth. I slurped it in, and we chased each other’s tongues around and moaned into each other while I kneaded and caressed her ass. I forgot all about the rest of the world for a moment until I heard a squeak behind me at the door.

We both stopped to look over my shoulder at the person holding the door open. I squeezed that world-class ass again as I looked into her eyes. “To be continued, my pet.”

“You got that right,” she whispered, her expression fervent.

I let her slide down my body—of course she managed to press her pussy across my cock. When her feet were on the ground, she leaned her forehead against my chest while not-so-gently hammering her fists several times on my pecs.

My hands slid up to rest under her elbows, but she turned away from me. For a moment, she stood there with her hands steepled against her lips. I heard her whisper, “I am so confused.”

I wasn’t sure a hug would help, but knowing that touch was comforting for Sidhe, I placed my palms on her shoulders. “Trina, I won’t take you anywhere you don’t want to go,” I assured her. “I haven’t forgotten your declaration this morning. I’m trying to walk a fine line between providing you comfort, reciprocating your flirting, and respecting your boundaries. Don’t hesitate to tell me to back off or to be very explicit about what you want or need at any time. You won’t hurt or offend me.”

“Thank you, Jack,” she whispered before turning to look at me, clasping her hands in front of her. “I appreciate how careful you’re being with me. I’d like to talk about this, though, maybe this evening. Is that okay?”

“Of course.” I motioned to the door behind me. “Shall we?”

She nodded, and I turned to face the newcomer.
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MAKING NEW FRIENDS


The waif at the door was slight enough to look like a child. She was about 5’2” and slightly built with narrow shoulders and hips. Her small breasts created little tents in the light fabric of the yellow sundress she wore, and slender but strong legs peeked out of the hem about two inches above her knees. Her face was narrow and angular, but it made her look elegantly pretty rather than severe. Her eyes were noticeably larger than average, but not to the extent of looking like an anime character. Noticeable points extended from her ears about the length of my thumb, longer than a standard human ear.

I guess I’ve just met my first elf. She’s going to be deadly beautiful when she grows to adulthood.

She tilted her head and a light, pleasant voice tickled my mind. *Thank you, Lord, but I’m already twenty-six. By the laws of the land I am adult enough for you to love, although I have a few more years before elven law would allow me to marry. It pleases me that you appreciate my form. Also, I am the second elf you have met.*

I was astounded by this new voice in my mind. L’ric? I asked mentally. She nodded. Just so you know, I already have way too many voices in my head. It might work best if you speak with your voice.

“Just so, Lord. Lord and Lady, this way please.” Her verbal voice was identical to the one in my head, I noted. Then I heard a giggle in my head.

“Just so” means that you agree, you little minx.

Trina whispered into my ear, “Appreciate her form, do you?”

“Not like I appreciate yours, dear. I thoroughly enjoyed squeezing that lovely bottom of yours,” I replied. “She spoke in your mind, too?”

“Yes,” she said with a prim smile and wrapped her arm around my waist with a squeeze. We walked into a large room. At the entrance from the corridor, L’ric stood in a semicircle with two other elder males, four elder females, a couple of adult males, and five younger ones who may or may not have been children.

I heard the giggle in my head again as the minx listened to my assessment. She stood next to the adult males, then all of them fell to their knees and bowed, similar to how Trina had done to L’ric. The difference was that the elves didn’t sit back up.

I mimicked the form of Trina’s first bow to L’ric, and she followed my lead a heartbeat later. As I sat back, I told them, “Please rise, honored hosts. I am not worthy of such consideration.”

After a brief pause, the elves sat back on their heels. L’ric said, “On behalf of the household, I offer you guest rights, Green Lord. Please accept some refreshment and stay the evening with us.” He looked at the elder ladies and children, and they scattered. The ladies disappeared, and the children returned with large pillows for the remaining adults to sit upon. L’ric said something in the other language that made them bow to me before leaving the room.

“I can’t stay for the evening L’ric, but I am honored to share some refreshments with you and get to know you all for an hour or so.”

“So short a time, Lord? We cannot get to know you in such a short visit,” he objected.

Trina caught my eye. “Lord, please allow me to clarify.” I nodded, and she faced the elves. “Honored hosts, please remember that the lord has lived as a human for the fifty years of his lifetime. He has just learned of your people and all the people of Faerie today. He has shouldered this knowledge well, but it has honestly been overwhelming for him. He doesn’t know your customs or the customs of any of these people we’ve introduced him to. This was not a planned visit; he merely made an impromptu decision to come here upon seeing the sign for Cherry Creek Road. He has other plans and commitments for this evening. If we could spend the available time getting acquainted, I am certain my master⁠—”

At that, I raised an eyebrow, but Trina recovered quickly. “What I mean to say is, I am certain the lord will make time to return for a longer visit.”

I jumped in. “Trina is right, L’ric; I think we have much to discuss. You have my commitment that I will come back.”

He nodded his acceptance. “Let me introduce you to the group, Lord.”

I made a sound in the back of my throat. “L’ric, please call me Jack. You might be convinced I’m the Green Lord, but I’m struggling to think of myself as anything other than human.”

Sorrow painted the face of every elf in the room, and I froze, startled. Damn! What did I do wrong?

“As you wish, Jack. I will circle back to the evidence in a moment,” L’ric said. “Allow me to introduce everyone. We are essentially a retirement community for the elven. People mostly join our community to withdraw from active duties in the last few decades of their life, or they visit to learn from those who live here before moving on to an assignment in another community. Let’s start with O’ren.”

The oldest-looking of the bunch sketched a head bow from his pillow, and L’ric explained, “He is our loremaster. He keeps the histories of our people. Each settlement has a loremaster—O’ren trained most of them. J’ory and E’lian are here to apprentice with O’ren in his dotage.” The two younger men bowed. It struck me that their manner of bowing and conducting themselves was very similar to what little I knew of Japanese traditions.

The other elder gent had a stern face, and his eyes were locked on Trina. I turned to see that she was looking at him with tears in her eyes. L’ric said, “Next is Tr’niel.”

The stern-faced man finally turned away from Trina to bow toward me. “Tr’niel is a weapons master. Until quite recently he was enslaved by the Unseelie court to train the Sidhe children. He escaped six years ago and made his way here from Missouri.”

Tr’niel spoke with a contralto voice that caught me by surprise. “Lord Jack, I pray you see the truth of your destiny quickly. This planet desperately needs the influence of a Green Lord.” He bowed again.

Suddenly Trina shifted. She rose slowly and walked over to stand in front of Tr’niel, tears streaming down her face. After a pause, she collapsed to the ground into a supine bow. His stern visage softened, and he reached out and caressed her hair, speaking quietly to her in the other language.

Trina raised her head, still supine, and spoke rapidly. The old elf hooked a finger under her chin and pulled her into a hug with tears in his own eyes. He held her as she wept while everyone watched quietly. My throat constricted at the sight of Trina’s tears, and I found myself leaning slightly forward, wanting to comfort her.

Suddenly, the waif who had greeted us at the door gasped loudly, making everyone look up to see what had caused it. Apparently, it was me, because everyone else, except for Trina, also gasped as soon as they looked at me.

Trina released Tr’niel and looked at me over her shoulder. “You’re glowing again, Jack,” she said, returning to sit on the pillow beside me. She kissed my cheek, and I pulled her close. When I released my embrace, she continued to hold onto me and said something to the elves in that other language again—the Elven language, I assumed.

Trina turned to me and explained what just happened. “I’m overcome at seeing Tr’niel again. I haven’t heard from him since he escaped, and I thought he was dead. I asked them all for a moment’s indulgence so that my man could comfort me.”

“I’m your man?” I whispered, trying to ignore the stuttering of my heart.

She leaned close and breathed into my ear, “Without a doubt, Jack. You’re the only man I’ll ever claim. I don’t know if I’ll ever be able to be your lover, but I do love you.” She laid a gentle kiss on my cheek and sat on her pillow, leaving a hand resting on my knee.

Tr’niel explained, “Your lady is among the rarest of Sidhe. She is full of compassion. If not for her kind heart and generosity, I would likely still be enslaved, or even dead. Instead, I am surrounded by friends and family as I recover from the privations of my servitude. She arranged my escape and my transportation, and gave me cash to get away. All of this after I spent years literally and mercilessly beating discipline and fighting skills into her. She was my star student, but she is much more than a fighter. She is a true warrior who follows her heart. I am very proud of you, Tr’ina.” Trina beamed at him.

“She is more special than most people will ever realize,” I agreed. “I am honored to be hers.”

L’ric resumed his introductions. “The final introduction is of L’liana.” The waif bowed to me. “L’liana is my great-great-granddaughter. She is here because she cannot seem to control herself enough to not abuse her powers. If she cannot exercise control, she will never be able to leave this community.”

L’liana dropped her head in shame, her answering bright red blush traveling up her neck, face, and the tips of her ears. I looked at L’liana as I spoke. “My initial impression is that she is precocious and witty. I suspect that she will meet expectations when she decides it is important to her and not a moment before. Once she makes that decision, I’m certain she will amaze you all.”

L’liana continued to look toward the floor, but her blush was replaced by a shy smile.

“L’ric, you haven’t introduced yourself. Would you, please? You appear to be the leader here.”

L’ric replied, “Certainly, Lord Jack. I am the leader here by default, as I’ve been here for the longest. Before I retired, I was the champion for the Lady of the West. The Lady of the West is the elven equivalent of the queen of the planet’s entire western hemisphere. There is also a Lady of the East who holds dominion over Europe, Asia, and Oceania.”

“Thank you, L’ric.”

L’ric inclined his head. “Jack, would you please tell me about your family, who you are, and how you came to be here?”

I smiled, happy that he seemed to be growing accustomed to calling me Jack. “It would be my pleasure. To the best of my knowledge, I come from a mix of French, German, and Irish heritage. I grew up in eastern Kansas. My parents both worked in Topeka, the capital city, but we lived on a little five-acre place in the country outside a small town. My grandpapa Jerome lived on the old family farm nearby, so I grew up working on a farm, caring for animals, gardening, and, as I grew older, putting up hay, fixing fence, and slaughtering animals.

“I used to love to go hunting with my grandpapa. Even when I was too young to carry a weapon, he showed me how to look for signs of the animals, how to stalk, how to sit still patiently for as long as needed, and how to listen to nature to know what was happening nearby. He taught me to care for what is mine, both people and property. He taught me to have uncompromising standards for behavior for myself and for those around me. My parents were openly affectionate toward each other, and they taught me to love. I learned from my dad that you treat ladies like the rare treasures they are. My mother gave me a love of music, and I learned the basics of music from her.”

I gave my audience an apologetic smile. “I’ve lived a long life—by human standards, anyway—and there’s a lot to sort through.”

“You need never to apologize, Jack,” L’ric said. “We genuinely wish to hear as much of your story as you are willing to share with us.” He gave me an encouraging smile and motioned for me to continue.

“I played sports in high school. I tried them all—my school offered football, basketball, wrestling, and track. I wasn’t particularly great at any of them, but I had decent basic athletic ability. I also explored a variety of different interests in school, like martial arts, music, photography, debate, and drama. The first three stuck long-term. I got along well with pretty much all the different cliques but kind of coasted along the boundaries rather than truly feeling like I was part of a group.

“I went to the closest state university, which was in Manhattan, Kansas, studying liberal arts. I went to army ROTC summer camps for the second and third summers of my college years, and graduated with a history degree, a handful of computer classes, some basic foreign language skills, and a second lieutenant’s commission in the US Army.

“I had almost every tactical artillery job that a junior officer could have, but I also got involved in some antiterrorist work as a captain. I earned a master’s degree in information systems while I was in the army, so when I left active service, I began working in IT for an insurance company in Phoenix. I’ve since worked for a number of insurance companies across the country, focusing on a mix of technical and project management roles. About seven years ago, I got a call from a former employer to help them out on a contract. That was the opportunity that led to me to start my own company. I liked Arizona when I got out of the army here, so I made my base of operations in Phoenix to fly around the country.”

At that point, L’ric looked like he was about to speak, but I held up a palm to forestall him as I prepared myself to talk about the painful parts. “I had a younger brother. His name was Scotty. He was five years younger than me, so we didn’t attend high school or college together. He worshipped me as only a younger brother can, and I adored him.

“It became obvious early on that he was brilliant. He aced every test and was a savant in math and science. He went to MIT on an academic scholarship for physics. His sophomore year, Scotty was in Cambridge, walking back to his dorm from a convenience store one Friday evening. Visibility was terrible as it was raining heavily, and the usual Friday parties had been ongoing for hours at that point. Another student was inebriated and driving back to his frat house. Scotty crossed at the crosswalk, complying with the signal, but the car didn’t stop for the red light. He hit Scotty at almost sixty miles per hour. The car crushed his body; he was dead on impact.”

I closed my eyes at the sounds of sympathy that everyone made. If I broke now, I wouldn’t be able to continue, and I needed to continue. For Scotty. And…

“My army unit was preparing to redeploy back home at the end of the first Iraq war when I got the news. My commander wouldn’t release me to go on leave to make funeral arrangements, but my parents said they wanted to do it. They flew to Boston with the intent to claim Scotty’s body and make the arrangements. They called headquarters and left information about flights and hotels before they left.

“We loaded my unit up the day my parents landed, then flew back to Germany. When we got to HQ, there were no messages for me, so I called my parents’ hotel. They hadn’t checked in. I called the morgue only to discover they had never showed up to collect Scotty’s body. I finally convinced my commander to let me take leave. I was able to catch a military hop back to Hanscom Air Force Base in Massachusetts and took several buses and taxis to the Cambridge police department. There…”

Next to me, Trina let out a small gasp and instinctively squeezed my knee. Had her keen sense of intuition told her what came next? “I learned that my parents’ rental car was T-boned by a cement truck. Dad had died immediately. Mom had survived and had been taken to the hospital, but she never woke up. I made the arrangements to fly my family back to Kansas so that all our friends and family could be there for their funerals.” I realized my hands were clenched and released them slowly. “It took me years to properly process all that grief. It’s still difficult to talk about.

“I stayed a soldier for several years, and I think it was the antiterrorist work that finally made me care enough to have relationships again. Seeing other people suffer tragic loss resonated with me. In some cases, I got vengeance for them. In other cases, I chased down monsters and kept them from hurting others. I caught many of those monsters, but one managed to get away. That failure still haunts me.

“After I got out of the army, I found that normal work seemed sleepy in comparison. After about six months into my first civilian job, I got a lucky assignment to work on some technically difficult problems. The challenge of being heads-down, digging through computer logic, kept me engaged, and eventually my experience leading people made me transition naturally to project management. As I already mentioned, my experiences led to me starting my own company. I now have three employees, and if I get these contracts I’m working on, I’ll have to bring at least one more on.” I added unnecessarily, “Maybe two.”

Wrap it up, Jack, I thought.

“I was in Hartford meeting with a prospective client when I met Myra Nessus on the plane home. We immediately struck up a friendship, and she subsequently introduced me to Trina. As we were driving Myra to Sedona, we were attacked by the Green Knight of the Summer Court and several confederates, one of which was Prince Corwyn of the Summer Court. We killed them all, and that’s how I managed to pick up the three relics. Eventually, we delivered Myra to her office, and Trina has kindly been driving me around in my search for a property where I can build my home. That’s how I came to be at your door.”

Trina spoke up. “Honored hosts, may I interject?”

L’ric indicated his assent with a broad hand motion. “When I met Jack, I noticed he had green eyes. He had just been kissing Myra at the time. Later, when we were getting into the car, I noticed he had hazel eyes. Several times today I’ve seen his eyes turn green, and they began to glow in a few cases, such as when he made love to Myra, when we battled with the Summer Court knights, and when L’ric targeted me. I’ve heard that mortals’ eyes sometimes appear to change color based on lighting and emotion, but I’ve never heard of a mortal with glowing eyes. Can you explain that?”

L’ric turned his gaze toward O’ren, who nodded, picking up the lead. “Your assumption is correct. Mortals’ eyes don’t glow. Among pure humans, changing eye colors in the way you described is also extremely rare, even only the instances of shades changing from blue to green to gray, etcetera. The truth is there are very few pure humans on the planet, if any. Over the millennia since our people arrived in this dimension, we and the fae have interbred with them frequently. However, our communities are fairly insular, and therefore, there is very little human genetic code among fae or elf populations.”

O’ren shook his head. “I apologize—I digress. More to the question you are asking, I can explain what you are observing. The reason Lord Jack’s eyes glow is that he isn’t really a mortal. We have known of and followed his family for many generations. They are the last remaining significant bloodline of the Green Lords. All other known families have been more heavily diluted. The only reason they exist at all is that the elven dynasties regularly have socially engineered relationships that create offspring with higher concentrations of Green Lord genetic material.

“Rather than use the rather lengthy term ‘the Green Lords’ genetic code’ all the time, we coined the term ‘Verdic genetics.’ Our goal was to try to create several families of offspring with at least twenty-five percent Verdic genetics. The closest we reached was during the reign of Charlemagne. In his court were a variety of families that had Verdic genetics in excess of ten percent, but there was one family in which the father had roughly eighteen percent and the mother had sixteen percent. They had two children, a son and a daughter. The daughter was sold into a political marriage, and her line dwindled to the point where our abilities were unable to detect significant Verdic contributions.

“However, for the son, the genetic dice rolled a winning combination, delivering all of the Verdic potential from both parents. That young boy with forty-three percent Verdic genetics became a squire, a knight, a leader, and a husband. He was the knight upon whom Roland, as in La Chanson de Roland, was based. His actual name in Frankish was Railand. Incidentally, the tale written by the Norman bard, Turold, mentions the faerie queen Morgan le Fay giving Hector’s armor to Roland. The Summer Lady at the time was named Morgan, and she did give Railand some of the armor relics after about two weeks of bedroom…acrobatics. She gave him the shield, helmet, sword, and dagger. Her knights recovered it all upon his death. Additionally, Turold was named T’rold at his birth; he was elven.”

O’ren smiled apologetically. “Please forgive an old man for diverging from the topic at hand again. Where were we? Oh, yes. Railand had forty-three percent Verdic genetic contribution. He was really the last Green Lord, although he had no benefit of coaching from his predecessors or any apparent powers. My people were also unable to make him understand what being a Green Knight truly entailed.

“He remained fixated on being a ‘holy knight’ until his death, with one exception. His friend Ol’veria, another of our people, would regularly bring young married ladies of high Verdic content to his bed for breeding. They would go back to their husbands, who were none the wiser that there was a Green Lord’s child in his wife’s womb.” O’ren inclined his head. “One of my people’s more manipulative and less illustrious moments in history. However, as a result, Railand did accomplish one of the goals of a Green Lord quite well. He eventually married a young woman with nineteen percent Verdic genetics. They had eleven children, all of whom had over twenty percent Verdic genetics.

“Your grandfather Gerard was one of our biggest hopes when he moved to the US from Brittany just before the Nazis invaded France. He had twelve percent Verdic heritage. We were despondent about his decision to leave, but it turned out for the best. He was the only Verdic survivor from Europe after the war.

“We managed to engineer a situation for him to meet a lovely young Irish girl in Chicago with eight percent Verdic heritage. Your father and your mother had ten percent and twelve percent, respectively. Your mother also brought elven heritage with her. Your younger brother was our great hope after your grandfather. Scott was another Railand. He had inherited all the Verdic genetic code from each of your parents, and all of your mother’s elven code.

“You, on the other hand, Jack, appear to have inherited about half of what Scott did. We measured you at eleven percent Verdic and five percent elven when you were born. We gave up hope that you would advance the line as you showed little interest in anything other than working. Then you were engaged, but to a woman who was as close to purely human as any around. And now, here you show up, demonstrating indicators of powers. Inconceivable, really.”

Gobsmacked wasn’t a strong enough word to describe how I felt at that moment. Everyone seemed to be waiting for me to say something, but I couldn’t think. I couldn’t move. And when I finally was able to rub two thoughts together, all I could think was, Did O’ren ever watch The Princess Bride?

The silence stretched on until Trina broke it. “So Jack’s green eyes mean he’s this ‘Green Lord?’ What does that mean?” she asked.

Everyone’s eyes flickered to her. “Well,” O’ren responded, “the Green Lords were here when the elven diaspora arrived. Humans were here too, but think more Neanderthal and Homo erectus types of humans. The Green Lords looked essentially like modern humans because they most frequently bred with Sidhe, and their breeding experiments with early proto-humans is why humans look more like Sidhe than like apes.

“However,” O’ren clarified, “the glowing green eyes only happen if the individual has the ability to wield the powers—the powers of creation, as well as healing, fertility, genetic manipulation, and accelerated growth, which are all powers we have documented. And the powers of physical manipulation of creation. Binding, sleep, moving limbs, and such. They tend to draw people to them.

“Speaking of being drawn, women are drawn to Verdic males. Verdic females also draw males, but not if they are bonded to a Verdic male. If they are not bonded, they will find a mate with an optimal mix of strength, nurturance, intelligence, wisdom, and virility. It’s as though they have a genetic predisposition to nurture their broods to healthy adulthood. Traditionally, ‘brood’ is the correct term as most ancient Verdic females had ten or more children, almost without fail. Their bodies healed and recovered quickly from childbirth, so there were no long term side effects for Verdic mothers.

“The wear from raising so many children was also mitigated by the common practice of Green Lords having multiple wives in a family, and even more concubines. An average person of fifty percent or greater Verdic genetic heritage would live for 500 to 1,500 years. The last lord of the Verdic dynasty ruled for 1,200 years, and he was 700 when he took over from his father. He was exceptional.”

“You make them sound like gods,” Trina observed.

O’ren shook his head emphatically. “No. Just like the elves and Sidhe, they are very long-lived compared to humans, but they are not immortal. I suspect many of the gods of myth are based on individuals who were Verdic beings who were not directly in the Green Lord’s court. As you can imagine, they created many children of many different mixes of races, resulting in many hybrids. The only reason they aren’t the predominant race is that the Sidhe, the Seelie in particular, were rabid about killing them for a several millennia.”

I finally managed to speak. “Durec said the Green Lords were powers of wild magic and powers of creation, more akin to elven or brownie powers than Sidhe.”

O’ren nodded. “That may well be. As a sentient relic, Durec may know more about it than I do. Any of the elven who ever stayed in a Verdic court for any appreciable amount of time would always swear loyalty to the lord and refuse to add to our histories. Every single one. The elven community has always declared its loyalty to the Green Lord, but we maintained separate courts, much like the goblins do with the Unseelie.” He indicated Trina with a casual wave in her direction.

“The Verdic power to inspire loyalty is very strong. Everything we have learned, we have learned by observing from the outside or from short visits to the Verdic courts. Do you know how Durec was created, Lord?”

I reminded him, “Jack. My name is Jack.”

“Certainly, Jack,” O’ren replied apologetically. “Do you know?”

“I do.”

“Will you share that knowledge? I have suspicions, but it is pure speculation.”

“No, I will not share that knowledge, O’ren. Furthermore, I encourage you to keep your speculation to yourself. The truth is too dangerous to share with anyone. I would forbid you to speak of it if I had that power.”

My eyes and words pierced him. Trina squeezed my knee hard, and L’liana looked as though she had seen a ghost.

O’ren nodded. “Jack, I think you do have the power to forbid it. If my speculation is correct, the answer is too horrible to contemplate. I have not spoken of it to anyone else and will honor your request for the rest of my days,” he said with a bow.

He whipped his head toward his two apprentices, demanding, “Your vow to never mention this topic again—on your souls!”

They jumped, startled, then collected themselves. Looking at each other and then at me, they vowed, “We swear to O’ren and the Green Lord as O’ren asked it. Thus mote it be forever.” Their eyes flashed purple as they said the last part, and I felt a basso pulse through my body. I sagged on my pillow and heard Trina gasp. She leaned over me, wrapping her arms around my shoulders, her knees pressed into my leg as she squeezed me.

“What have you done to him?” she cried. “Undo it, or I will slay you all!”

I grabbed her arms and quickly sat up, trying to ignore my wooziness. “Shhhh, Trina. I’m okay. They did nothing to harm me. Please apologize to our hosts.”

She ducked her head but wouldn’t release me. “I apologize for confirming your poor opinion of my people. I don’t know what came over me. I can’t bear the thought of you harming him. He has very quickly become precious to me.”

I wrapped my arm around her and gently pulled her into my lap. She settled in, wrapping her arms around my shoulders and burying her face in my neck. I whispered to her, “I love you too, darling.” She rewarded me with a little squeeze.

I told my audience, “My apologies for acting so wimpy. Today has been one shit Twinkie of a surprise after another, and I feel like I’ve eaten a whole box. I let it get me down, which had a much more powerful impact on my dear Trina than I anticipated. I’m sorry.”

They smiled indulgently at my Twinkie metaphor, so I guessed they got it. “So Oren,” I said, “we were discussing Green Lords. How do you explain the glowing eyes when I have such a low percentage of Verdic heritage?”

“I don’t, Jack. Based on everything I know, you should not have that ability. When did it first manifest?”

“I don’t know, O’ren. I think I’ve only seen my eyes turn color one time in the mirror. No one ever mentioned glowing until today.”

O’ren thought for a minute and then asked, “So since you became intimate with Moira ab Liam mac Nessus?”

That confused me even more. “You mean Myra?” He nodded. “Well, no. I’ve been told they turned green even before I met Myra. However, Trina said she first saw my eyes glowing on the battlefield earlier today. That’s the first I heard of that, and Myra and I were…intimate last night.”

“I’ll say,” Trina murmured with a grin and added loud enough for everyone to hear, “She was screaming her orgasms loud enough to wake the dead through half the night.”

I heard a familiar feminine voice in my head. *I want some of that, Lord.*

I thought back, L’liana? I heard no response but saw her nod slightly. Minx! I mentally exclaimed to her.

The waif flashed me a beautiful smile full of promise. *If you only knew, Lord! I can’t wait to show you!*

I rolled my eyes at her. Learn to respect boundaries before I’m willing to discuss it.

O’ren drew my attention back. “Maybe the timing is coincidental. Verdic children matured differently than humans. Young Verdic children were trained in magic from an early age, but the earliest recorded age I recall for when their powers fully manifested was in the thirties. Most were around age fifty. That is your age, right Jack?” I nodded. “Then I’m going to assume it is a happy coincidence. That still doesn’t explain it, though. Have you had any other powers manifest?”

My immediate reaction was to shake my head, but I paused, frowning. “I was lucky to survive that battle this morning. Despite getting the drop on Prince Corwyn, I faced two trained opponents with blades and was surrounded by other warriors who had firearms. I should have at least been hit. Is luck a power?”

O’ren shook his head. “Not that we’re aware of. Well, unless you’re a leprechaun. There have only been eleven of those documented throughout history.”

“Really?” I asked. “Why so few?”

“Leprechauns are the result of a very specific genetic case. A dwarf, which is a fae subspecies, breeds with an elf, which is not. The resulting hybrids are generally sterile; we think the genome map of the two species does not work out quite right,” O’ren explained. “However, in some rare cases they have been able to have children with someone of one of the parent races or a Verdic. In those cases where the other parent is Verdic, a leprechaun may be born. We don’t have Leprechaun DNA to map, so the mechanics of it are a mystery.”

“Interesting. Okay, then.” I rocked back and forth for a minute, and Trina watched me carefully.

“So what does this really mean?” I asked. “You think I’m the Green Lord, but so what! What does this change? I still need to make a living. I still have the body of a fifty-year-old human man. What good does that do for me or anyone else?”

L’ric responded first. “First of all, you shouldn’t share this with anyone you don’t trust implicitly. The Sidhe are historic enemies. I don’t know how the others will react.”

O’ren jumped in. “There were cases where the primary wife of a Green Lord was Sidhe. Always of the Seelie, but I don’t know that the court matters. They were always times of peace and prosperity. In those cases, the queen of each of the courts bowed to the wife as the true queen of the fae—another instance in which T’rold based his fiction on a grain of truth. Regardless, L’ric is probably right. You should be very careful about revealing your burgeoning powers until you are better informed and prepared to deal with fallout. There will be some.”

Trina snorted, and all eyes flickered to her again. “Sorry,” she said. “It’s just that some is a bit of an understatement.”

“Makes sense,” I responded. “Okay. Anything else you can impart that won’t blow my mind any more?”

O’ren looked at me seriously. “Only this. We are at a time when all the peoples on this planet are at each other’s throats for the most minor of provocations. Where the earth is wailing from the damage we have done to it. Where once renewable resources and species of life are disappearing. If there were ever a time when we needed a Green Lord, it is now, Jack. I don’t know if you have the power or not. I suspect as is the case with all beings, a great deal of what determines your ability to make a difference is about deciding to make a difference. The rest is simply work.” He smiled indulgently at L’liana. “Similar to what you said about L’liania.”

Tr’niel said, “Enough of this serious talk. We promised refreshments. Let’s relax a bit before our guests have to leave.”

L’ric and O’ren both nodded. L’ric called out, and the ladies and children returned with low tables laden with a variety of food. I saw a variety of flatbreads, fruit, olives, cheeses, hummus, meat skewers, and what appeared to be small sandwiches. Pitchers of water, iced tea, wine, and juice were also laid out on trays with ceramic tumblers. The ladies set the tables, and the kids brought in more pillows for the larger group.

We chatted about the community of Cherry and my business, and the younger-looking elves—I found out that they were, in fact, kids—accosted me and asked me questions about growing up in Kansas. Apparently they had somehow been eavesdropping. Trina went to sit with Tr’niel for a while; they held each other’s hands and whispered to each other as they caught up.

I actually began to relax and have a good time with these people whom I had become to think of as friends. After we slowed down a bit on the snacking, L’liana came over to kneel behind me and knead my shoulders and neck.

Okay, that’s a good way to win favor, I thought.

*You know what I would like for a reward, Lord.*

I smirked but tried to keep my thoughts schooled.

Trina gave Tr’niel a warm hug, then returned to kneel next to L’liana. She leaned toward the elven girl, then I heard someone’s firm bottom getting a swat, followed by Trina’s whispered, “Me first, girlfriend, but be patient. I’m sure you’ll get a turn.”

L’liana giggled as I felt her hands leave my shoulders, and I stood up to see the two girls on their knees, hugging each other.

I stomped my feet to get some circulation. “Well, we need to get going,” I told the group. “You have spoiled me wonderfully. You are fantastic hosts.”

The elder ladies beamed at my praise.

I looked at L’ric. “May I have phone numbers to reach you?”

He responded, “L’liana will give you all of our contact information.”

The ladies began to bow again, and I said, “Whoa, stop.”

They all looked up in surprise. “Everyone on your feet. If we’re going to be good friends, then we will part with hugs rather than bows. Deal?”

Of course, the kids were the first ones to collect hugs, gleefully running up to me, then the adults. I hugged them all and tried to send them all a blessing as we said our goodbyes. If I had powers of creation, I definitely wanted to bless these wonderful people.

L’liana walked me and Trina out the door and to the SUV. I saw she was holding a phone in her hand. I gave her my number, and she texted me back. I texted my email back to her. “Send me an email, and I’ll send you a full contact card, okay?”

She nodded and took a step toward me. She tilted her head at me, seemingly considering something, and then wrapped her arms around my neck. Another pause, and then she kissed me warmly. As I returned her fervor, she jumped up and wrapped her legs around me, grinding into me. I caught her legs and slid my hands back under her sundress to grab her firm, round, naked bum, and she moaned her appreciation.

“Okay, you old perv. Stop molesting the child!”

We broke the kiss and looked at Trina. “She’s twenty-six, Trina,” I replied.

L’liana added, “I want him to molest me, Trina.”

We all broke out in laughter at that. L’liana unwrapped her legs, and I adjusted my grip to grasp her waist and set her gently on her feet.

I told her with a smile, “Patience, you minx!”

“Yes, Lord!” she replied and then collected a hug from Trina.

“Congratulations,” Trina teased, “his eyes turned green!”

L’liana made a whining sound. “I know, you first.”

Trina looked smug. “Damn right,” she said. They laughed, and then L’liana kissed Trina with the same passion as she had for me.

Trina blinked as L’liana pulled away and said, “I would happily be your lover too, Trina.”

Trina gave L’liana a soft stroke of her cheek. “We’ll see what happens, beautiful. It would definitely be my honor. It’s just that having another lover hadn’t occurred to me. It’ll take a moment to wrap my head around the idea.”

They smiled at each other, and then Trina said, “Let’s go, old man. We’re burning daylight.”

“Yes ma’am,” I replied as I walked around to the front passenger seat and got in. Looking at my phone, I noticed we had spent a little over an hour and half with L’ric’s community. It seemed like a woefully inadequate amount of time for “Green Lord Orientation,” but it was about all I could handle.

“Hey Trina, let’s save going over the mountain for another day. Can you reverse us back out to the highway and get to I-17?”

“Of course, Jack.”

Something had changed. She said my name like a prayer—like Myra did.
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DONE FOR THE DAY


After Trina pulled onto I-17 she asked, “What did you think about the coincidence of you making love to Myra and your eyes glowing?“

“I don’t know. O’ren mentioned how one Verdic power is inspiring loyalty. Durec had mentioned a couple of things to make me think maybe love is a critical part of the Verdic power. He mentioned something one Verdic heir said to one of his brothers: ‘They will love whomever takes on the mantle.’ He also mentioned that fighting for those we love is a characteristic of being a Green Lord.”

I got the impression of Durec agreeing with me. “I know that I can build relationships without too much trouble, but my experience with Myra was a whole different thing. The connection came so fast, and it was so profound. It almost seems like magic.”

I thought for a moment, then said, “She kept asking me, ‘What are you doing to me, Jack?’ We talked about it at the airport, remember? You asked me what I had done to her. I recall saying that I just treated her with courtesy and respect, flirted with her, and listened to her. Is that magic? I don’t know. I hate the thought that I somehow coerced her into loving me. Maybe I’m doing it to you too! You don’t even like guys! Am I that awful to drive you to me like that?”

“NO!” Trina shouted. If we hadn’t been traveling down the road in a vehicle, I was certain she would have jumped in my lap. After a short pause, she said, “Look Jack, just chill for a bit, and listen to me. First of all, how about some coffee? We’re coming to Camp Verde quickly.”

“Not after the last time,” I replied with a shake of my head. “Maybe the Summer Court has a standard observation post there. I’d rather not chance it after this morning.”

She agreed. “Good point. Okay, listen up, because I’ve got a lot to say and I’m only going to say it once. I can tell you that my preferences are still well-intact. I think it’s your dominant personality that’s messing with me more than any magic. Is it normal for me to grow to love someone in a day? No fucking way. But here’s what you’re not taking into account. You’re an unusual person. Not just an unusual guy, but an unusual person regardless of gender.

“You’re action-oriented,” she continued. “You don’t complain—I can’t recall hearing you complain once through all the shit we’ve experienced today. You’re compassionate. Top that off with your courtesy, respect, listening, and yes, flirting. That makes you damned impressive to other people, and women in particular.

“Here’s another thing to consider. Myra has been all over the world. She has met all kinds of people. She doesn’t connect with anyone quickly and there have been very few she’s connected with at all: me, Corrina, Liesl, Marisol, and Daphne from the Ravens, Hob, Christoff, and her youngest sister, Megan. That’s about it. She quit trusting her father since he beat the shit out of her mother and left. She quit trusting her mother, interestingly enough, not when her mom killed her father but when the queen started pimping her out.

“She never trusted her elder sister, Morgan, because she’s homicidally batshit crazy. She never trusted Selene from the Ravens; I don’t know why. She doesn’t trust Charli, the newest Raven, but that may be because she’s new and Myra’s opinion might change over time. None of the knights of the court. Obviously no one from the Summer Court.”

Trina took a refueling breath and kept going. “And yet, she gave her heart to you in less than one day. That isn’t magic, that’s the way you make her feel—respected, loved, safe.

“Myra and I grew up together. We met when we were five years old and bonded as only two young girls can. I came to realize I was in love with her and desired her above all others when I was fourteen. We became lovers on my sixteenth birthday, a couple of months after hers, when I declared my desire by kissing her as my birthday gift. We’re thirty-four now. In the eighteen years we’ve been lovers, stealing moments between our duties, I’ve never once heard her scream her passion like she does with you. She and I knew we were rarely in an environment safe enough to allow our passions to run wild. You’re the only one to give that to her. I think that’s why she fell for you so fast. You make her feel safe.”

I sat and pondered all of that while Trina drove. Eventually, she whispered, “It’s making me fall for you too, and it’s confusing the shit out of me.”

I reached over and caressed her shoulder before dropping my hand to rest on her thigh. We rode peacefully like that through all the traffic circles, past the Out of Africa Wildlife Park, and into Cottonwood proper.

“Left?” she asked.

“Yep.”

We slowly made our way to Old Town, and she pulled into the parking lot in front of the hotel. We hit the jackpot. There was exactly one spot right in front of the reception door, and it was big enough to easily accommodate the SUV.

Trina pulled in, much to the chagrin of the two cars that had pulled in behind us. We got out, and I met Trina by the tailgate. We clasped each other’s hands with a grin and walked up the short flight of stairs to check in. The reception clerk asked if we had been there before, and I let him know it was our first time. He gave us the full spiel on amenities, how to get to the room, and checkout times.

We decided to check out the room, which was actually above the Tavern Grille, before getting our bags. It was a lovely room with a king bed, a desk, a chaise, and a bench in the main room, plus a good-sized bath with the shower in a separate room from the vanities. It was all decorated in stylish finishes. I needed to make a note to request this room if I came back.

We then went down to the car and got our gear and trash out of the cargo bay. Trina grabbed her duffle and my guitar while I dumped the trash in an outdoor bin before grabbing the two duffles in one hand and the amp in the other. We shuffled ourselves back to the room, smiling the whole way.
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DINNER AND DANCING


Once we had all our gear situated, I kicked off my boots. I asked Trina if she wanted to shower first, and she accepted gratefully. I went to the open space by the window to do some yoga and martial arts stretches. I stood there, breathing deeply, looking into the middle distance, trying to process all of my experiences from the day.

Trina’s boots hit the floor one at a time as I began a fold posture. When I stood after a few breaths I caught a glimpse of her naked back. I folded a second time and finished just in time to see her perfect, naked ass walk into the bathroom.

“You missed the show, old man!” she called.

“I wouldn’t count on it, young lady. I have excellent peripheral vision!”

“Perv!”

I worked my way through the rest of the sunrise salutation, some kick stretches, and some twists. Then I monkeyed around with some animal movements and handstands for a minute. After that I laid out a set of clean clothes on the bed before I stripped down to my boxers and started the Compact Taiji routine. I heard the water turn off before I finished, and I decided to close the form, taking one final deep breath.

I turned around, and there was Trina in all her glory, leaning against the bathroom doorway, toweling her hair dry. “Shower’s free.”

I nodded as I stepped out of my shorts and walked over. She watched me carefully as I approached and slowly moved out of the way when I was just about in arm’s reach.

“Show-off,” she said.

“Just following the precedent set by the lady. Besides, it’s not like you haven’t already seen it today,” I teased.

“Hurry up, I’m hungry!” she exclaimed, ignoring my teasing.

“Patience, grasshopper. Oh—” I turned around to catch her watching my ass—“don’t get dressed if you’d like me to massage you.”

Then I stepped into the shower and scrubbed myself vigorously, enjoying the way the water massaged my sore muscles. I was finished in about ten minutes, and walked into the bedroom to find Trina lying naked, face down on the bed.

Pulling my toilet kit out of the duffle, I retrieved a small bottle of grapeseed oil.

“Towel?” I asked.

She pointed toward the chaise. I laid her towel over her luscious bum and then sat on it, suspending most of my weight from my quads to keep from squishing her. I warmed a generous squirt of oil in my hands, trailing it over her back to lube her up before beginning long strokes along her toned muscles. I stretched out the top of her traps after working them top to bottom. I progressed to the back of her shoulders, and I quickly loosened her arms. Then I knelt beside her and removed the towel to work the pressure points where the glutes hooked into the lower back and sacrum, digging into the muscles that made her ass so fine and strong. I finished that up by pushing into the pressure points on the sides, top, and underside of her bum. Finally, I gave each leg several deep, penetrating, long strokes and activated the pressure points on the bottom of the feet before grabbing the towel and rubbing her down to remove any residual oil so it wouldn’t stain her clothes.

I kissed her between her shoulder blades and said, “All done, sweet lady,” before putting the oil away.

I applied deodorant and got dressed in a gray plaid flannel shirt, blue jeans, and boots. I ran a brush through my hair as a finishing touch and checked on Trina. She looked radiant in a deep red version of the wraparound dress and the short black ankle boots. Her hair was brushed and gathered over her right shoulder. She had a matching black clutch much like the one Myra had in the car earlier today.

“You look glorious, Trina,” I told her. “I could walk down the street naked beside you, and no one would notice. Everyone would only be watching you.”

She gave me a small, shy smile. “Thank you, Jack. You always make me feel special.”

I walked over and wrapped her in a hug. “That’s easy. You are special.” She gave me a squeeze.

“Gun?” she asked.

I lifted the hem of my shirt to show her my clip holster. “You?”

She opened her clutch to show me a deep cavity inside with both her gun and knife holstered so that the handles were just inside the clutch.

I lifted my eyebrows. “Wow. How does that work?”

“Brownie magic,” she said. “I can clip yours here if you want, so you don’t have to carry it. I don’t think we’ll have any trouble tonight.”

“Cool. If I bark ‘now’ at you, give it to me, okay?” She nodded seriously. I grabbed her motorcycle jacket and held it up for her. She gave me a quizzical look before she slid her right and then left arms into the sleeves.

I wrapped the lapels around her and held them firmly while giving her a kiss on the cheek. After I pulled on my car coat, I opened the door for her and laid out my plan for the evening.

“Here’s what I’m thinking. Drinks and appetizers at Three Kings Kasbar, dinner at Nics, and then music and drinks at Kactus Kate’s.”

“Might there be dancing with that music?” she asked.

“I think it depends on the band. It’s supposed to be one I like. They’re called the Desert Hot Tub Club. I’ve heard them play a variety of music, and I’m sure they’ll play something we can dance to.”

She grinned at me. “Sounds like a great plan, Captain. Full speed ahead?”

She grabbed my left arm, and I responded, “Full speed ahead, aye.” Then we looked at each other and hollered “Aargh” in unison as we descended the stairs, laughing all the way to Pima Street. As we waited to cross, Trina linked her arm again through my left. I smiled at her, and we leisurely walked the three blocks and opted for a patio seat under a heater.

The server brought menus and reviewed our options. After a few minutes of discussion, we ordered stuffed avocado and African lamb bruschetta with a bottle of Matua and two of the largest glasses of water they could find.

As we ate, Trina told me what training with Tr’niel had been like and all the drama associated with arranging his escape.

I talked about how I came to be in band in high school by hearing the Fender Rhodes piano during a jazz band rehearsal and then sneaking in to play it. They didn’t have a dedicated player; the band teacher was playing it instead of conducting. He had me playing hand percussion in the marching and concert bands so I could qualify for jazz ensemble. Trina about fell out of her chair when I described how I would join the marching band in my burgundy-and-gold football uniform at halftime, holding a triangle. I also told her how the hot senior who played clarinet in concert band and keyboard bass in jazz band became my first lover.

Trina demanded to hear all of the explicit details of my fumbling first attempts at sex, sex on a band bus, etcetera, and in return, she shared how she loved going to school with humans and how she fell in love with science in high school. She and Myra went to all the high school dances with the same gay couple as their boyfriends until the boys came out in the middle of their senior prom. She talked about how she went to college to study chemistry and loved all the sciences, as well as computers, and how she discovered a love of playing piano to balance all of the mental work associated with her studies. She shared how she and Myra lived as a loving couple for the six years they were in college and revelled in their ability to live and love without fear from the court. She was very proud of her master’s degree in biochemistry and the fact that major pharma companies and research firms had actively recruited her before she disappeared back to the Winter Court.

I was surprised to learn that every year, she took a break from her guard duties so she could work in a research facility owned by the court for two weeks of vacation. She glowed with joy as she described how she loved every minute despite doing only very basic work in the lab.

When we finished the tapas and wine, I paid and led Trina back to Main Street and down the half a block to Nic’s.

The hostess at the station, Jenny, recognized me and greeted me by name. “Hello, Jack! Who is this lovely vision holding onto your arm, you lucky man?”

I introduced Trina, and then Jenny took us to a booth toward the front of the house. Trina went with the six-ounce filet with the crabby mac ‘n’ cheese, while I had the steak kabobs with spaghetti marinara. We split an additional side of sautéed veggies. We also decided to buck tradition and stick with sauvignon blanc and a liter of sparkling water.

The conversation rolled easily all throughout dinner and as we leisurely finished the bottle at about 9:30. We were the last customers—the restaurant had already closed, but Jenny was kind enough to let us stay until we had finished our wine.

Trina asked me about how I had met my fiancée, so I explained how I had worked with Elaine on an antiterrorist unit operation.

“We got along well, but we were all business. I ran into her again several years later, about a year after I started my company when I was in Virginia. We went out to dinner, struck up a friendship, fell into bed, and she moved to Phoenix so we could live together. Soon, we started planning our marriage. You already know how that ended.”

I asked Trina if she had ever taken an extended vacation anywhere and was shocked to discover she hadn’t other than going to college in Kearney, Nebraska.

We laughed at how she spent six years in the cultural center of the Midwest whereas I went to college in Manhattan...er...Kansas.

As I waved for the check, I asked, “Would you go on a trip with me? I’d love to take you somewhere for fun.”

I was surprised to see tears in her eyes. “Yes, Jack,” she said. “I would love to. I sincerely doubt I’ll ever be able to break free to do it, but yes. Definitely.”

I paid the bill and helped her into her coat. She stared out into the distance while I pulled mine on. Then I grabbed her hand, and we walked to the door. Jenny let us out, and we started toward Kate’s, which was further down Main Street.

I stopped after a few steps and pulled Trina into a tight hug, wrapping an arm around her to place my hand on the small of her back and capturing her face in the palm of my other hand. “Dearest Trina, the last thing I ever want to do is hurt you. I mean it. If you want to go, I will find a way to take you.”

She looked up at me and tenderly kissed my lips gently before answering. “Jack, I’m not hurt. I do have tears in my eyes, and you did put them there. Your offer gives me great joy. I’m sad that I don’t think the odds of me escaping for a vacation are high, but you are making me very happy.”

She kissed me again and released my hand to slide her right arm around my waist. “Shall we go see the Hot Tub Club?” she asked, waving her right arm down the street towards Kate‘s.

“Full speed ahead,” I replied.

“Aye, full speed ahead, Captain,” she responded with a twinkle in her eye. She cocked an eyebrow, and then—yeah, we weren’t predictable at all—we sounded off together with another “Aargh!” We laughed our way down the street and marched into Kate’s in good humor to hear the band.

The Desert Hot Tub Club was a kind of retro, old-time string band setup, playing swing tunes from across the generations with a variety of other music mixed in. They had put on a great show the other time I’d seen them and much of it was very danceable.

We found a small table deep in the back corner, next to the shuffleboard table. The band was playing a jump swing number. Trina and I looked at each other and dropped our coats on some chairs. She pulled a strap out of her bag and connected it to her purse, looping it over her head as we sauntered toward the dance floor. No one else was dancing, so we stormed the floor and made it our bitch.

I had learned different forms of dancing over the years, but swing had been one of my favorites from the beginning. It didn’t matter if it was western, Lindy Hop, or a mix of them with some jitterbug thrown in.

I spun Trina out on the floor, and we flew. We finished that song, and the band jumped into another swing tune immediately. We danced to that song and stayed on the floor to finish the set three songs later. Trina absolutely glowed, and she flowed with grace. It didn’t matter what steps or variations I led her through; she stayed with me, making it look like she knew where I was going before I did.

When we returned to the table, she sat while I got us four club sodas. The sharks were already circling Trina before I got back, but she ignored them. One of them sat down in my chair. I was close enough to see her put a finger on the guy’s lips and tell him, “If you’re not behind the billiards table before my man returns, I will personally rip your head off and shit down your throat.”

Her eyes glowed just enough to make him believe she’d do it as she added, “He’s right behind you.”

The asshat launched out of the chair and ran back, actually jumping over the pool table and messing up a player’s shot in the process. An argument ensued behind the pooltable as I set the drinks on the table, righted my chair, and settled my coat back on it. Trina looked utterly angelic with her chin on her palm as I chuckled at her performance. “The eyes were a nice touch,” I murmured as I took a seat and we each grabbed a glass. “Prosit,” I offered, raising my glass.

You would think it was impossible to slam back club soda, but we each managed it—twice.

Trina burped and then giggled. “Jack, can I ask a favor?”

“Of course, Trina.”

“Take me back to the hotel.”

“As you wish,” I replied, earning a stern look.

“Now, Jack,” she teased, “you know you’re only supposed to say that to a princess!”

We both laughed as I stood. “Let’s go, Trina.” I helped her into her coat and grabbed mine, and we headed to the door. I swung by the stage to drop a twenty in the tip jar, and we waved to the band as we left. I pulled my coat on as we passed out the door. Trina looped her arm through mine, and we walked leisurely to our hotel.

When we returned to our room, I hung our coats just before Trina beamed at me and wrapped me in a full-body press. “I had a wonderful evening, Jack.”

She pressed a lingering kiss to my cheek. After we parted, I replied, “Me too, love.”

“I could really get used to hearing you use those terms of endearment on me,” she said with a flirtatious smile.

“Back at you, darling,” I replied. “And I must say, I’m really enjoying the tight hugs, too.”

She nestled her head into my neck and muttered, “Perv.”

“Whose perv, Trina?” I felt her lips curl against my neck.

“Mine!” After a moment, she added with a pout, “I suppose Myra’s, too.”

I shook my head. “Nope. Myra doesn’t view me as a pervert, so all my perviness belongs to you.”

That comment triggered a squeeze that might actually have caused her nipples to pierce my chest.

What a way to go! I thought as she smiled up into my eyes.

“Jack, I still don’t know what I’m going to do with all that perviness, but I value that it’s all mine,” she murmured.

“Noted.” I brushed her lips with a kiss and patted her finest asset. “I think I should hop in the shower. We only have one bed, and I suspect you don’t want to lie next to a smelly man all night.”

She shrugged, but the smile never wavered. “I like your smell, but it might get a little ripe before morning. I don’t know you well enough to know. You sweat a lot on the dance floor.”

“Yeah, guilty,” I chuckled. “I tend to get a little lost when I’m dancing. I should probably be more aware of keeping the moisture to a certain level so that a lady might be willing to touch me.”

“Did you notice me hesitating to hold you?” she asked, and I shook my head with a big grin on my face. “Exactly.” She continued, “I still haven’t sent Myra that text. This late in the evening, she’s either being abused by one of her suitors or will want to talk face-to-face.” At my expression, she pointed a finger up at my face. “Don’t ask. If it becomes necessary you’ll see what’s involved, but it’s one of the many things we’re not supposed to show outsiders. Go take your shower, my perv.” She patted my ass, then went to sit on the chaise with her phone, presumably to contact Myra.

I stripped off, hanging the jeans to dry. They were the only ones left as the others were a mess after the fighting earlier. I wore the one additional shirt that I had packed as a contingency, but I still had enough socks and underwear to carry me through. I always packed spares; it must have come from being an old soldier. Sadly, the jeans had already been called into action for dancing, but should work for another day. I had worn a T-shirt under the flannel, so I hoped to recycle it after it hung overnight. I turned on the water and went back to grab my body wash out of my kit in case I depleted the provided set before I was done.

I checked the water temp and walked in; the hot water felt great! I let the water cascade down onto my neck and back. A slight noise made me open my eyes—I saw Trina barefoot, leaning against the doorframe in that smashing red dress. Her hair was loose and draped across both shoulders to hang over her breasts. She watched me enjoying the light massage from the shower, like she was doing a survey of my face and body.

In all honesty, she did seem to focus mostly on my face. I rubbed a small amount of shampoo into my scalp and leaned back to rinse it out. As I wiped the water from my face, she straightened and reached slowly for the tie of her dress.

For a moment, I almost thought she was going to do a strip tease, but her face was tranquil, serious—not a hint of teasing in her expression.

This is important to her, I realized as I watched her slowly draw the tie until it was loose. Her hands slid over her breasts to grip the lapels of her dress and draw them slowly back and down to reveal the beauty of her form; she eventually dropped the dress to let it pool around her bare feet. She brushed her hair back with both hands, and then with a tilt of her head to the right, captured it all into a loose tail hanging over her right shoulder, hiding one perfect breast.

Trina walked toward me timidly, kind of like a newborn calf or a young kitten. She stepped into the shower, and her eyes locked on mine as she raised her hands to clasp my neck to pull me into a tender kiss.

Leaning back slightly, she said, “Jack, it’s not going to happen tonight. It might not happen tomorrow night, either. But know that I’m sure that before I leave you in your condo, I want you to make love to me and make you mine. I’m scared by the whole ‘loving a man’ idea, but I won’t leave without belonging to you. I already am yours here.” She pointed to her heart, then placed her hand back around my neck. “But I couldn’t bear to separate from you without knowing you passionately, intimately. It’s just that the whole idea is new to me. Is that okay?”

I’d been nodding since she had begun speaking, and I now cupped her face in my damp hands. “Trina, love, you are precious to me. That wouldn’t change even if we were never physically intimate. I’ll love you regardless. Forever. You’re mine in all ways that matter.” She started to speak, but I put my thumb over her lips. “If or when you’re ready, I will be there for you and make it the most amazing experience I’m capable of. Whether it’s tomorrow, Monday, next weekend, or whenever. You have my pledge, my commitment. I won’t break it.”

Her face glowed, not with magic or whatever the Sidhe do, but with pure unadulterated joy. “Thank you, Jack.”

We shared a kiss that started off warm and heated up. I hummed in pleasure, tasting the sweetness of her lips. Little Jack was making his presence known, reaching out to say hello to Trina.

When we came up for air, she looked down to smile at him.

“Trina, say hello to Little Jack. Little Jack, this is Trina. You damned well better treat her right when the blood leaves my brain.”

Trina laughed. “Little Jack is bigger than I thought from seeing him hanging loose. Didn’t you say ‘like a penis, only smaller?’ You might’ve done our little friend a bit of a disservice, Jack.”

I shrugged and resumed my shower. “I’m happy as long as you’re happy.”

Grabbing my body wash from me, Trina soaped me up and used the washcloth to give me a quick scrub. Then she used her hands to rinse me off. There was nothing sexy about it, but Little Jack still enjoyed her thoroughness.

We switched places, and I noticed she was trying to keep her hair out of the spray. “Hair?” I confirmed.

She shook her head. I held up both the hotel’s and my body wash, and she chose mine. “You want to smell like me?” I asked.

Trina nodded with big eyes. “Yes, sir.”

I made sure I was as thorough with Trina as she had been with me, and when I had completely rinsed her, I wrapped her in my arm to pull her out of the spray and turn off the water. I reached outside the shower for her towel and took my time rubbing her dry from her neck to her ankles before she stepped out onto the bath mat.

When I was done, I handed her the towel, and she beckoned me out onto the mat to dry me off. I grabbed my towel and gave my hair a vigorous rub before we walked to the bedroom hand in hand, leaving the towels on the sink for the moment. We each picked up our dirty clothes, emptying pockets and putting them away.

Trina retrieved her dress from the bathroom while I put my dirties into a plastic bag. I set them aside and pulled on a pair of boxers and a T-shirt. I remembered Trina’s bread and took it out, setting it on the foot of the bed before retrieving my iPad from my gear bag and sitting on the chaise to check my email.

Apparently Laura had something else for me to look at. She wanted to discuss it before sending it over, so she could explain what she was thinking. I responded to her that I could call midmorning tomorrow but I had commitments for the afternoon. If it looked promising, I could swing by on my way home Sunday around noon.

I had another email of note from someone named Supreet Mishra from Hartford Comprehensive Insurance, AKA HCI. She was the admin assistant for Reddy Shivkumar, the director of application development and support at HCI. Despite being an IT guy myself, I preferred to deal with the actual business users.

IT folks generally thought they could filter the conversation between contractors and their business customers. Unfortunately, they tended to shorthand details they shouldn’t and mistranslate business speak into IT speak. I’d discovered that my chances of delighting the IT customer were proportional to my direct contact with the business customer. Go figure.

Anyway, Supreet had answers for my technology questions, but there were no updates on the business rules questions. I decided to call Monday morning to see if I could arrange a meeting with the two primary business stakeholders toward the end of the week or early the following week. If I could get through my business questions, then I’d be good to go once their lawyers stopped fucking with me.

I marked the email for follow-up but didn’t respond as Supreet didn’t ask any questions. There was a pro forma email from Marlene telling me how much she needed to meet face-to-face. I received one of those every two to four weeks, and I’d learned they meant her husband would be out of town and she wanted me to come fuck her in her marriage bed. I couldn’t ignore them because, well, HR shit. As soon as I ignored her, she really would need to talk.

I fired off a quick response telling her that I couldn’t do an in-person meeting but I could do a video meeting Monday or Tuesday, otherwise I’d catch up with her during our weekly one-on-one on Friday.

Finally, I found an email from L’liana. She had included the snail mail address and phone number for L’ric’s house, and mobile numbers and emails for herself, L’ric, O’ren, and Tr’niel, the last with a request to pass on to Trina. She mentioned how much she enjoyed meeting Trina and myself and hoped that we could soon all spend some quality time together, including plenty of details about some very naughty things that she’d like to do.

I enjoyed meeting you too, L’liana, my response said. I’ll call over the next week to arrange a visit for a couple of days in Cherry.

I edited out a lot of her detailed desires and copied L’ric, although I suspected he had L’liana print his emails out to read.

I called out, “Hey, Trina! What’s your email? I have something from L’liana to forward to you, love.”

“Trina dot Laughlin, like the town in Nevada, at WinterGroup.org,” she said. “Am I going to need a cold shower after I read it?” she chuckled.

“M-a-a-y-b-e-e-e-e,” I conceded as I forwarded the message to her and added her email onto her contact record. Then I deleted all the commercial crap in my box.

“Done!” I exclaimed—feeling true joy at being finished with that task—only to look up to see Trina sitting on the corner of the bed with her legs crossed, reading something on her phone. She still hadn’t put on a stitch of clothing.

“I must say, I approve of the view.”

She looked up and gave me a brilliant smile. “I’m glad you’re pleased, sir.” Her eyes locked on mine she sucked her lower lip under her teeth.

Setting my iPad down, I stalked closer until I could lift her chin, and she watched me use my thumb to pull her lip out of her mouth. I bent over and sucked her lip into my own mouth. She gasped as I bit down gently.

She quickly set her phone down, wrapped her hands around me, and dragged me forward as I held onto that lip. Falling down on her, I released her lip as she opened her mouth to draw me into a deeper kiss. She pressed against my shoulder, so I grabbed her and rolled onto my back, bringing her with me.

We nibbled on each other’s lips and played tongue tag while I caressed her strong, lean back and firm, round tushy.

She stopped the kisses and leaned up to run her fingers through my hair. She said, “The last time we did this, we were interrupted.”

“Not until you tell me you’re ready, beloved,” I told her, and she nodded with a gentle smile on her face while doing a detailed survey of mine with her eyes and fingers.

“Earlier in Cherry, you said you wanted to discuss our attraction this evening. I think I got the main message loud and clear in the shower. Do you want to talk more?” I asked.

After another kiss, she responded, “After the shower…I don’t know where to start. I love talking with you. You make every moment we’re together fun...assuming we’re not in combat.” We both chuckled at that. “I could never imagine going on a dinner and dancing date at all, let alone with a man.” Her eyes and fingers continued surveying my face.

“Let me try it this way,” she said. “Myra loves me unconditionally, respects me, and values my opinions. Talking to Myra is safe, but we’re always careful about who sees us together, what behaviors we display publicly, what we talk about around others—it’s exhausting. Being with you is so, so different. You treat me like a friend or buddy, but with this safe flirtatious vibe as a bonus.”

I smiled at that. “I’m glad you feel good about the nature of our relationship, Trina, really.”

“Yeah well, then suddenly you give me one of those smouldering looks that make me clench and weep between my legs. At that point, all I want you to do is tie me up, dominate me, and take your pleasure from me without asking for permission. Then I think of this big, strong man touching me sexually, and I get very afraid simply because of your overall size and the fact that you have a penis.”

She paused for a moment while I continued stroking her back. “When I first met you, I was only worried about you hurting Myra. It became clear very quickly that you were one of the few people I could trust with her. She picked up on it too. I’ve made love to Myra hundreds of times. I’ve been nearby when her suitors come to call or she’s entertaining a toy. I’ve rarely heard her moan out loud, and never have I heard her scream her passion. Actually, she’s never heard me, either. Regardless, what I mean to say is, we always have to be on guard to ensure no one knows how close we really are so they don’t try to use me against her. Even when we were in college, we were careful about not being too loud or obvious.”

I kissed her chin and waited for her to continue. “Then we went to your home, and I finally heard my lover let herself go. I was flabbergasted. If it had been the one time, I would’ve shrugged it off and gone to sleep. But that didn’t happen. Over and over she screamed out her passion as though she had been holding it in throughout all the years we were together.

“I finally got out of bed and made a cup of tea. I was able to relax, just enjoying the warmth and smell of my tea. Then I heard you push her up against the door, and I lost it. The first boom of you driving into her was my undoing. I immediately set the tea down, propped my feet up, and closed my eyes. I felt that pounding of the door in my chest as my hands caressed my pussy. I imagined it was me you had pinned against that door, using me harshly while I couldn’t move, making me surrender to you. I saw you. I smelled you. I rarely masturbate, and when I do, the orgasms don’t leave me satisfied. That shirt you had loaned me caressed my skin, and when I heard Myra scream, I came hard.

“Then your shout took me over the edge again. Both of your moans amplified my orgasm, and I soaked that lovely blue shirt of yours with my juices. It was as strong as the mind-blowing orgasms Myra gave me, and it was just from the thought of you dominating me. As I rode my way down off my bliss, I started to freak out—I realized for the first time in my life it wasn’t Myra fueling my fantasy. It was you.”

I let my caresses travel from her neck to the tops of her thighs. “Well, that explains it,” I said. “I had noticed both the smell of chamomile and sex—that was you?” She nodded. “So this morning wasn’t the first time you saw me naked?” She grinned and shook her head.

“Hmm,” I said. After a pause, I told Trina, “I’ll never wash that shirt again.”

She laughed, “Too late. It should be clean already. I’ll check in a minute when I put my soiled clothes in.” I opened my mouth to ask how that happened, but she put her hand over my lips. “All will be clear soon, Jack. Anyway, when you went all dom in the kitchen this morning, I almost went back to my room to rub another one out. Fortunately, I got myself under control before I went down to start the truck. You might have caught me in the act otherwise,” she said with a little self-deprecating laugh.

“Seriously, Jack, I’ve been confused all day. The entire time, I’ve been drawn to you while being repelled by the idea of being attracted to a man. Had you been female, we would have already made love in the woods outside Prescott.”

She looked down at me with a gentle smile. “Tonight you treated me like your girlfriend. You acted as though I were the only person in the world who mattered. You treated me like a treasured friend and lover. I felt like I belonged to you. I liked it. I crave more of it. I’m Myra’s, but I want to be yours in the same way.”

She kissed me, and I reveled in it until her phone pinged. She gave me one more kiss and rolled off me. “I’m expecting a text from Myra,” she said, checking her phone. “Fifteen minutes,” she confirmed. “Let’s take care of the laundry, and then I’ll need to start spinning up our comms channel. Give me your dirty clothes—I’ll have them ready for you in the morning.”

I slid off the bed and retrieved the bag with my dirty laundry, the hanging shirt, and jeans. Trina took the shirt and inhaled from it deeply. “It smells like you, not stinky. May I wear it tonight?”

“Of course, Trina,” I replied, handing her the bag.

She took it, placing it on the floor to lay a folded black cloth on the bed. She unfolded it to reveal what looked like a twelve-inch-deep wooden drawer in the mattress itself. It was like I was staring into some dimensional portal that had appeared on the bed.

Whoa, I thought. That’s pretty damn cool.

She pulled a stack of folded garments out and put our combined dirties in an orderly stack inside the drawer, then went to the desk and neatly wrote a short note on the provided pad.

“What the…” I started, but Trina held up a finger to stop me.

“Not yet,” she said.

She retrieved the bag of bread, took out one slice, and started munching on it. She then set the rest of the bread and the note on top of the laundry. After knocking on the wooden side of the drawer, she folded the cloth back into the same tight bundle it was originally in, placing it back into her duffel. She then pulled out another rolled black cloth with a different colored ribbon around it and unfolded it. I watched, fascinated, as she took out the stack of garments from that cloth and placed them inside the second one, caressing a familiar blue plaid flannel shirt on top with a fond look.

“Okay, now are you going to tell me how putting our dirty clothes inside a drawer that appeared when you unfolded some piece of cloth made them clean as a whistle?” I asked.

“Brownie magic,” Trina said matter-of-factly.

“Cool,” I said, drawing out the word into several syllables. I nodded at my shirt. “Keep it. It looks better on you. Besides, it’s ruined now that it doesn’t smell like you.”

She offered, “I could christen it for you again,” looking sideways at me with a small, shy grin.

“You could, but I would have to take a cold shower to keep to your schedule.”

She threw her head back and laughed.

“That’s your plan, isn’t it,” I accused. “You’re going to tease and torture me incessantly until I fire off a premie as soon as I finally take you. Oh! You ornery vixen!” I reached out and tickled her.

Trina cackled with laughter, falling onto the bed in a fetal position and trying to roll away. She ended up rolling off the bed onto the floor, managing to curl into a ball while still laughing uproariously. I squatted down and scooped her into a bridal carry.

Taking a seat on the chaise, I folded her into my lap, nuzzling her neck, ears, and cheek while stroking her hair. Feeling Little Jack trying to poke a hole in my boxers to get her, Trina shifted to create a little breathing room for him.

I thought she was being merciful until she reached down to caress him through my boxers. “Patience, Little Jack! Soon I’ll be yours,” she cooed.

I really couldn’t help but chuckle, “You really don’t understand the first thing about the psychology of a penis, do you? Patience is not something the penis understands. The penis’ mentality is kinda like, ‘There’s pussy available. Why aren’t I inside it already?’ It’s like telling a dog to wait for food while you’re eating. Does not compute.”

Her laughter almost dislodged her from my lap. She gave me a kiss and got up. “Maybe I’d better put that shirt on,” she said reluctantly.

“It seems a shame to cover all that perfect feminine form,” I admitted.

“Oh really?” she said, striking a few poses before pulling on one of my flannels, fastening the two buttons just underneath her breasts. Then she struck a few more poses. “That should give you enough peeks to keep you interested without being a total distraction.”

She folded up her little black cloth and put it back in the duffel as I shook my head. “I don’t know. Those little teases might be even more distracting. I’ll be waiting with bated breath for the next little glimpse of heaven.” I turned serious for a moment. “Trina, I assume you’ve heard this many times before, but it bears repeating. You are a gloriously beautiful woman in every sense of the word. You need to hear it.”

She chuckled and crawled back into my lap, smirking. “I bet you said the same thing to Myra.”

“Myra is perfectly beautiful in her own way. Don’t take this wrong, but when I first saw you in the airport I was struck by your beauty. I remember thinking, ‘If Myra weren’t here, no one would notice anything other than that gorgeous blonde.’ Myra’s beauty is very classic and compelling. She has a magnetic, charismatic quality to her that draws the eye and draws people to her. I suspect that’s a large part of why she gets accosted so frequently.”

Trina nodded her understanding and kissed my cheek. “You, however, are a whole different animal,” I added. “Your form is the perfection of a female athlete. You look sleek and dangerous, and you have an almost feral air to you at first approach. I suspect people’s first reaction to you is to be cautious or afraid, maybe even to run. It’s like an armor you wrap around yourself. I only got to see inside it because Myra pried it open to give me a peek. You kept trying to batten down the hatches, and she would pry them open again. In fact, I don’t think you really let me in until we met with KC, which confused me since Myra wasn’t there to keep prying.”

She nodded. “I felt comfortable lightening up after the battle, but we were both focused on Myra’s safety. During our little rest break sexcapade in the parking lot, seeing how you drew me in to comfort her finally convinced me that you weren’t trying to steal her from me and made me think you might care about my feelings, too. Since then it’s just been a slow opening of the kimono, so to speak.”

She hopped up. “I need to prepare. Maybe you should sit on the bed. This is actually elven magic, melded with our abilities. I’m going to explain it to you, but you can’t tell anyone about it.” She mimed a gun with her fingers to emphasize her point.

“On my honor, dear lady,” I said, moving to the bed with my iPad.

“Another thing,” Trina added. She wrote on the notepad again. Stepping close to where I had perched myself against the headboard, she showed me the note. “‘Lady’ is the official title of the crown princess, or heir apparent, of a fae court. This—” she pointed to Winter Lady—“is the title for Myra.”

She wrote Winter Queen and Queen of Air and Darkness on the pad. “These are the titles for Myra’s mother. Don’t speak either of them—ever! You might draw her attention, and I really don’t want that for you. Or me, for that matter,” she said, shuddering.

“So,” I mused, “the other sovereign—you know, the one who rules over the douchebags from earlier today—will react similarly if we mention her?”

Trina nodded. “Yes. If you like fantasy literature, the concise explanation on James Butcher’s fan page is about as accurate of a summary as you can find. Megan’s girlfriend told us about it one evening.”

Trina placed another cloth with yet another different color ribbon on the bed. She pulled a stack of one-foot square tiles out of the cloth and placed them on the floor in a square shape, shiny side up.

“I actually do like fantasy literature,” I replied conversationally as I watched Trina work. “As far as stories of the fae, I think I’m probably behind on the Harry Dresden series by a couple of books; White Knight was the last one I read. I think I’m up-to-date on Laurell K. Hamilton’s Merry Gentry series, but maybe not.”

The tiles appeared to be mirrored, and Trina checked the configuration in which she had laid them out. While she worked, I kept blathering away. “I recently reread Emma Bull’s War for the Oaks. I remember Googling stuff about Faerie a couple of times, but the traditional myths all seemed a little out there. I’m sure there are kernels of truth, but it leaves you wondering how many of the stories were instigated by practical jokers rather than tricksy fae.”

“That’s fair,” she said. “All the talk about ‘ugly fairies’ is a little goofy. The people of Faerie are attracted to beauty. There might’ve been more ‘ugly’ fae thousands of years ago, but breeding with the pretty ones of their kind that are physically agreeable is the norm. Goblins and the Sluagh are the notable exceptions.”

She took another object out of the bag and drew it around the perimeter of the tiles. “Goblins in all their varieties tend to be more attracted to strength and battle prowess. A female goblin is more likely to stay with a blooded warrior who rapes her than a kind, attractive male who tries to woo her. Male goblins are attracted to beauty too, but they look for the most attractive female who will fight to protect her mate and children.”

Trina then depressed a button on the top of the device in her hand and the tiles fused together to form a mirror, wrapped in a frame of light with that moonglow quality I was starting to associate with Trina’s and Myra’s abilities.

“Even so, muscular physiques, balanced and proportional faces, and unblemished skin, other than battle scars, are still considered beautiful. Battle scars and sharp tusks are considered very desirable among all goblins species other than hobgoblins. They’re an exception in almost every way to other goblins. Genetically, they might not be goblins at all.”

Trina checked to ensure the door to the balcony was latched and surveyed the room, her gaze landing on the darkest corner. “The Sluagh are a whole other can of worms. The term ‘Sluagh,’ which, incidentally, has a mainly silent ‘gh’ at the end of it—or swallowed like the elven apostrophe—translates from Celtic language into ‘the host.’”

Trina slid the chaise around until it was a couple feet from the wall in any direction and turned it to face the darkest corner. “The correct name is ‘Sluagh Sidhe’ or ‘Faerie Host,’ and they’re sometimes referred to by their most famous—or notorious, if you prefer—activity, the Wylde, or Wild, Hunt.”

She sat on the chaise and leaned over the mirror. “You know, Jack, I really loved being a teaching assistant in grad school, sharing my knowledge with those eager to learn it. Or alternatively crushing the insipid twits who didn’t pay attention,” she added with a grin.

I shrugged. “I suspect that your students had better retention if you were wearing a lab coat. Otherwise they would have only paid attention to your perky tits and tight ass,” I said, winking at her.

Trina responded by crossing her eyes and sticking her tongue out, and we both laughed at her antics. She looked at the clock. “Okay, perv. School’s out for now. If you’re a good boy, teacher will tutor you later.”

“It’s been a damned long time since I was a boy of any sort,” I groused.

She grinned. “You’re telling me,” she said.

Score: Trina 2, Jack 0!

I gave her my absolute best eye roll. Trina blew me a kiss and leaned forward in the chaise, holding the device over the mirror with both hands. Her eyes started to glow and the shadows in the corner slowly coalesced into a shroud of darkness that sailed across the room and wrapped around her body. All I saw of my beautiful lady was her hands sticking out of the shroud.

I guess that explains why I didn’t see her last night, I thought as I watched her work.

Trina’s hands twisted the device sharply, and the mirror pulsed slightly. Her hands disappeared inside the shroud for a couple of minutes. It was disorienting to see only a huge black shroud where Trina was supposed to be, and I worried that something was going awry. At that point I heard an audible click, and the shroud of darkness faded to show Trina’s frowning face.

She pressed the button on top of the device, causing the frame to disappear and the mirror to transform back to tiles. She looked up at me and explained, “Something must have happened. Hand me my phone please, Jack.”

I picked it up from the corner of the bed and walked around the tiles to give it to her. She checked her messages as I resumed my spot on the bed. She pointed at the tiles. “I bought those at Home Depot.”

“I’m sure the whole package was in a kit next to the tile adhesives, right?”

She laughed at my bad joke. “It’s elven magic.” She held up the device that had fused the tiles. “Notice how this device looks and functions like the one I used to clean the SUV?” I nodded. “I’m not sure exactly how it works, but for this application, the devices come in pairs. The button on top lets you draw a perimeter around any reflective object and then turn it into a perfect mirror. It uses the innate magical energy that fuels my abilities to create the frame and perfect the mirror. Twisting it causes the device to pair with its mate, and once connected, to send my projection through to the mirror on the other side. Myra and I use shadow projections as that’s the innate nature of our energy. Since Myra didn’t trigger her device, mine timed out. If it hadn’t, then my shadow would fall into the front half of the mirror and Myra’s would have risen from the back.”

“That is so cool!” I blurted out.

She grinned back at me. “Right? Without the mirrors and the devices, we could only open a one-way view. So, she’ll probably text me in a few. If not, I’ll send her a goodnight message and we’ll try again in the morning.”

“So, you said this is elven magic? Is that what those rolled cloths are, too?”

Trina shook her head, back in teacher mode. “No, that’s another flavor of cool entirely. Sidhe magic, for lack of a better term, is elemental in nature and, in most cases, mind-based. Are you familiar with Advanced Dungeons and Dragons?”

I laughed out loud. “I was never going to confess that to you! How’d you figure that one out?”

She giggled, delighted. “You’re too much of a fantasy literature geek to not at least have played a couple of times. I somehow doubt you were a Dungeon Master. I can’t see you devoting the time to build those scenarios.”

“Right again, O Psychic Mistress!”

“Actually Jack, that’s kind of where I was going with the question. Most Sidhe magic has a power like AD&D psionics as a source, but it’s focused on influencing behaviour, illusion, or glamour. The Winter Court’s illusions are from shadows and air. The Summer Court uses light. Winter illusions are more subtle than Summer illusions, yet can have a bigger impact on reality. Summer illusions are more complex and can look like reality. It’s innate, and we all have it to some degree. The strongest of us can manipulate physical objects with our illusions. When Sidhe use their powers, their eyes glow with the aspect they’re most closely aligned with. For my court, our eyes glow with the light of the moon—what you refer to as moonglow. The powers of the other court shine with a pale blue, the color of a clear summer sky. The eye colors hold true for almost all creatures of Faerie based on which court they support.

“From what I’ve seen, I suspect elven magic is much more like really advanced science. For the most part, I think their innate powers allow them to communicate and manipulate subatomic particles, electrons, protons, neutrons—you name it. Their eyes glow a violet color when they use their powers. Remember how O’ren casually said ‘when we came to this dimension?’ I think they achieved dimension travel via a blend of scientific understanding and their innate abilities to power it. The elves are gifted at human science. They’re also exceptional at imbuing objects with powers so they can be used as tools. Those two skills are actually the primary sources of income for them, though some races of elf have other sources of income too.”

Her phone pinged, and she checked it. “Guess which princess deigns to speak to me now,” she laughed. She lit up the mirror frame again while wrapping up her latest lesson. “Talk more in a bit, Jack.”

Trina’s eyes lit again and the shroud engulfed her body. She twisted the device and the shroud almost immediately poured into the mirror, leaving a thin layer of shadow hugging Trina’s form. Along the back edge of the mirror from Trina’s perspective, another shroud rose, resolving itself into an image of Myra. It was like looking at a black-and-white movie of a living person. All the details were in a high-contrast, monochrome hologram.

This is WAY COOL! I thought as the ladies started talking to each other in American Sign Language. My mouth fell open.

“Awesome,” I said.

Trina pointed in my direction, and Myra oriented herself in my general direction. She pointed at her heart, made a heart symbol, and then pointed in my direction. I returned the gesture and saw Trina feed it back to Myra in what I kinda recall was the correct ASL translation of “He loves you, too.” Apparently, Myra couldn’t see me. That made sense as we could only see her and not any details of her location.

I suspected that I would need to learn more than one language if I were to be a part of this world.

Leaving them to their conversation, I returned to my email. My existing client accepted my proposal for three hundred hours of labor over three months for an insurance product rollout. I needed to confirm resources and timing on Monday.

I had another message from Supreet asking if I could come to Hartford next week to iron out final details. I typed out a message and double-checked that I had gotten my message across: I could be in the office Wednesday but only if Mr. Randall and Ms. Harper, the project’s two major business customers for IT, were there and could—and would—answer my questions. I was fine with Mr. Shrivkumar joining us and whoever else they wanted to bring. And I wanted to chat with their legal counsel while I was there.

Let’s see, I thought. Ah.

I added to my response, emphasizing that if the meetings couldn’t be arranged, there was no reason for me to fly out there on my own dime. I also included that I was open to talking via video conference if they wanted to meet sooner.

When I finished, Trina and Myra were still going at it. I called down to the desk and asked if they had any bottled water. At their confirmation, I pulled on some sweats and sneakers from my duffel, grabbed my key, mimed drinking to Trina, and pointed out the door. Trina nodded as I headed out.

At the desk, the middle-aged woman asked, “Water?” as she set two half-liter bottles on the desk.

“Yes, please. We’re both very dehydrated. Do you have eight of those? I’m happy to pay for them.”

“Sure. They’re $4.50 each.”

I grimaced but said, “Thank you, I appreciate it. Have a great night.”

Grabbing the bottles, I headed back to our building and up the stairs. Setting the bottles on the floor in front of the door, I knocked quietly, and then I keyed open the door.

Trina was sitting in the chaise where I left her, but without the shroud. I gathered the bottles and placed them on the desk. I turned back to bolt the door, noticing the mirror was gone. “Everything go okay, sweetheart?”

She nodded, and I handed her a bottle, saying, “You’re probably dehydrated, especially after all that wine and dancing. Drink two or three of these before you go to bed, okay?”

She cracked open a bottle and chugged half of it. “You’re so good to me, Jack,” she said as she sidled up to me. I smiled wolfishly as I cracked open my first bottle.

“It’s my job to take care of you, my pet,” I reminded her.

Tossing her empty bottle in the trash, she placed her hands on my chest and purred, “Yes, sir.”

I drained the first bottle and slid my hand down the small of her back to cup her ass and pull her tight against me.

She squeezed my hand into her ass, rubbing her cheek against my chest. She was nearly purring like a big cat.

“Sir, I love how you handle me.”

Her purring grew louder, and I tried very hard to keep thinking with my brain instead of Little Jack.

After crushing my bottle and tossing it in the bin, I lifted Trina’s chin and kissed her. “Drink another, pet.”

“Yes, sir.”

I released her ass, and she grabbed two more bottles, tossing one to me. We chugged those too. I put the empties in the bin and grabbed two more.

“Which side of the bed do you prefer, Trina?”

She shrugged. “Don’t know if I have a preference. Back in college, I slept on the right side as much as the left. It hasn’t been an issue since, as I haven’t ever been able to sleep with Myra for more than an hour or two after infrequent opportunities for lovemaking. Do you have a preference?”

“I find that I prefer the right side. That way, my predominant hand is available for pleasing my bedmate.”

She looked at me with a grin. “Sounds good to me.”

I handed her another bottle. “Set this by your side of the bed. Drain it when you get up, okay?”

“Yes, sir,” she said, giving me a hundred-kilowatt smile. “Let’s get ready for bed. I’ll cuddle up on your shoulder and tell you about my conversation with Myra.”

“Sounds like a plan.” I peeled off my sweats and grabbed my toothbrush, marveling at how the day had turned out.

I started the day with a beautiful, naked woman brushing her teeth and now I’m ending my day with her beautiful lover brushing her teeth wearing nothing but my shirt. I’m liking the symmetry of this.

We danced around each other, brushing, spitting, and rinsing. I drained the main vein and walked out to find Trina wrapping her hair in blue scrunchies. She smiled and brushed past me to sit on the commode. “I don’t mind if you watch,” she said.

I strolled back and leaned against the door jamb, watching as she finished and did some quick paperwork. I offered her a hand and walked her to the sink. We did the sink dance again to wash up and passed the towel back and forth. “You done, my pet?”

“Yes, sir,” she replied, so I scooped her up into a bridal carry and took her to bed, laying her down and then crawling into bed myself. “Come to me, darling,” I murmured.

Trina climbed onto my chest. “Kiss me please, Master.”

Slowly, carefully, playfully, I tried like crazy to keep that kiss to a slow simmer, but Trina started to heat things up. I pulled my face away and placed my fingers on her lips. Our eyes locked as she panted, blowing her sweet breath into my face. “Lie down on my shoulder, pet, or I’m going to make love to you tonight. I’m trying to honor your wishes, but we’re getting close to the ‘too hot to stop’ line.”

She bit her lip and nodded as she adjusted her position to make my chest her pillow. I tried to ignore how luxuriously soft her hair was and how great she smelled.

“Would you like me to catch you up on our conversation, Jack?” she offered.

“That would be great, love.” I caressed her back through the flannel of my shirt.

“Well, my lady ordered that the first thing I was to tell you is that she misses you more than she thought possible. She actually said, ‘It’s almost too much to bear. Tell him that I love him.’ She’s got it bad for you, Jack. If you proposed at a vulnerable time, I think she would say yes.”

I squeezed her, and she continued, “I did cover the basic points you and I discussed. She⁠—”

Trina suddenly sat up. Her eyes began to glow brightly as the shadows coalesced around the bed and swirled in a circle counterclockwise. The spinning wall appeared to be composed of smaller spirals of shadow spinning clockwise.

“That should keep unwanted eavesdroppers at bay,” Trina said. “You can walk through it if you need to use the bathroom in the middle of the night.” She lay back down on my chest.

“Where was I? Oh, yeah. Myra has already begun investigating the Winter Sidhe houses involved in the accord process. She started with Corrina, who Myra says is completely loyal. I do believe it. Corrina is putting out feelers with her family, but many of them shun her as she frequently demonstrates that her loyalty belongs to the royal house. She’ll probably be more effective collecting information on the other houses. Myra told her not to limit her investigation to the unallied houses that are part of the accord talks. There are other houses with formal alliances to the queen that would be quite willing to off the princess if they could turn the situation to their favor.”

I shuddered at that, but nodded to let her know I was following the conversation so far.

“Corrina is going to have Charli and Liesl check out her own families and a few of the others. I told her about Lorn in case she can get away to come for a visit. Also, Corrina had a couple of assets check Lorn out, as well as to see what happened with Cholley and the truck.”

I asked, “Is Myra coming for a visit tomorrow?”

Trina shook her head. “She couldn’t commit. I know she wants to, but our girl is all about her duty.”

I didn‘t bother to hide my disappointment, but I wisely chose to squeeze the beautiful woman who was in my arms rather than bitch about the one who wasn’t. Trina chuckled as she squeezed me back. “As much as she hates what her mother is doing with the suitors, she understands how building relationships with the families is important for the entire realm. She wants to build relationships. She just doesn’t want her pussy to be the door to the conference room.”

I laughed at that mental picture, and Trina kept talking. “I gave her the rundown of what took place at the elves’ retirement home, which reminds me of something. Jack, don’t do any searches for the Green Lord or glowing green eyes or such. There may be bots out there, given the Verdic history with the Sidhe.”

I nodded. “Thanks for the reminder. I hadn’t even considered it—I was catching up on running my company while you were talking to Myra. I keep trying to put all the Verdic stuff out of my mind right now. I may pull it out later during a meditation session to see what my subconscious has been doing with it.”

“You’re welcome, and that’s probably a good approach. Anyway, that was the whole conversation,” Trina said. “My arms are tired from signing that much that fast. We usually only use it in short spurts. I need to train more!”

“Well, then we need to get some sleep,” I said, chuckling. “Tomorrow will be here fast, and apparently we both had short nights last night.”

Trina smiled warmly at me. “Night, Jack. I love you.”

I squeezed her gently and turned out the lights. “I love you too, Trina. Sweet dreams, my pet.”

“Thank you, Master. You too.”

I fell asleep almost immediately, wrapped in her warm embrace.
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THE LADIES CATCH UP


(Trina)

Okay, I thought. Myra’s finally ready. I hope she’s alright. The glow from my eyes reflected in the mirror before the shroud engulfed my body. I twisted the elven actuator device, and the shroud almost immediately poured into the mirror, leaving a thin layer of shadow hugging my body. Along the back edge of the mirror, another shroud arose, resolving itself into a black-and-white shadow image of Myra.

“Hello, beloved,” Myra immediately signed. “I miss you so much! How are you?”

“Myra, you would not believe the day I’ve had,” I signed back, shaking my head but smiling. It’s been alternately horrifying and absolutely wonderful.”

Myra grinned. “Speaking of wonderful, how’s my man doing?”

I scoffed, knowing she could see my expressions even though she couldn’t hear me. “Oh, you mean my man? He’s sitting right over there.”

Myra looked over at the direction I indicated and mimed “I love you,”’ then reverted to ASL. “Tell him being apart from him is almost too much to bear. Tell him that I love him.”

“He’s miming back ‘I love you, too,’” I signed. “Right now I’m glad you’re not here—if you were, the two of you would be unbearable.”

Myra’s teeth gleamed. “Unbearable? You mean adorable. But it sounds like you’ve gotten your share of bonding with Jack since he’s now your man. Have you guys made love yet?”

I shook my head. “Not yet. Lots of cuddles and caresses and even a shower together. And we did dinner and dancing tonight. But, you know me—fighting my way through my issues.”

“Dinner and dancing?” Myra signed, her eyes widening. “Trina, that’s serious shit for you. Don't let him slip through your fingers, beloved.”

“I won't,” I assured her. “I gave him my commitment that he would own me completely before I leave him in Phoenix.”

Myra’s jaw fell open. “Holy Goddess. Does he know what that means?”

“Obviously not from a fae perspective, but he does from a Dom/sub perspective.” I lowered my eyes, a little abashed. “He says these innocent little things, and I just freeze up...and he sees it every time. I find myself calling him ‘master’ and ‘sir’ without thinking about it.”

“Tell me more,” Myra signed fervently.

“He calls me ‘my pet,’ and I melt every time he says it. I’ll talk him through the ownership thing from our perspective over the next couple days, though, but I don’t think he’ll have a problem with it.”

Myra nodded, thinking. “Don't be disappointed if he freaks out a bit, my darling. Humans can be a little weird about something like that.” Her expression turned joyful, and she signed, “Regardless, I wish you the best of luck, beloved!”

I hesitated. How did I tell the woman I loved that I also loved the man she loved? And would Myra make me choose? Before Jack, I would’ve scoffed at the idea, but Jack was different from anyone she had ever met. Hell, he was different from anyone I’d ever met.

Myra saw the emotions on my face. “I know, beloved. I know you love him.”

I blinked back tears. Of course she knows, I thought. She knows me better than anyone else.

“I feel exactly the same way about the two of you, and I wouldn’t put either of you into that position. I don’t know what he’s doing to us, but I feel safe with him. I know you do too.”

I do, I thought.

“Tell me about the horrible parts,” Myra signed, and I was grateful for the change in subject.

“Okay,” I signed, in full storytelling mode. “We got out of the compound without any issue. I was so happy to see Cholley again, but I just got a quick hug since I had to get Jack out of there…I wonder if things would have been different if I had stayed longer to talk with him. Regardless, I pulled over to check out the car once we were out of town. You know how I am with surveillance and safety.”

Myra rolled her eyes, as if to say “Boy, do I ever.”

“I found a truckload of surveillance devices and explosives.” Myra’s eyes widened at that. “Based on the feedback from the screener, they would have blown if I had gone more than a couple of miles farther. I stripped them all off. I swear, that elf tech you keep paying for is worth every penny. You might’ve heard the rumble of the explosives when I banished them.”

“Shit!” she exclaimed.

“It gets worse...We ran through Jack’s appointments in Cottonwood, picked up some lunch, and stopped roadside on the way to Jerome to eat it. When I opened up the back of the truck to pull out some chock blocks, Silk tried to kill me! Fortunately⁠—”

“Silk? Silk tried to kill you?” Myra’s eyes bugged.

I nodded. “All of our gear was on top of the floorboard, and Jack was helping me move stuff. When I lifted the floorboard to get the blocks, I heard something move, and I dropped it immediately. After the explosives, I figured it was a viper of some sort. We regrouped, and Jack lifted the floorboard. Short version is, Silk took a poke at Jack, Jack punched him to stun him, and I…” I paused, remembering what I had done. “I cut him in half,” I said, still feeling guilty.

“I’m sorry, Trina,” Myra signed, her eyes sad. “I know you two got along well. He wouldn’t work for anyone outside our court, so that means it was one of ours who tried to kill you.”

“Probably to throw you off your game. Just like the attack this morning. Was that really an attempt at a coup, or was it to make you off-kilter for the accord talks?”

“Corrina’s checking into it,” Myra responded. “I think her family is the most likely culprit, but she won’t get much out of them considering how she bitch-slapped them the last time they tried to use her to get to me. She’s investigating all the houses, not just the parties to this accord. Charli and Liesl are looking into her house in case they can infiltrate it more easily. You’re right to think someone might be taking advantage outside the accord as well.”

I nodded in agreement—it was what I would’ve done. “Three other things. One, Lorn was harassing Jack when I returned to the garage. He was making noises about mercy-killing him because you ‘fried his brain.’ Don’t bring him for security when you come down to watch Jack play tomorrow.”

“Hah! How did you know about that?”

I rolled my eyes. “As if you would pass up the chance to see him play when he’s that close. Plus, you did mention having your posse bring you down. I bet your pussy is clenching just thinking about it. Hopefully he doesn’t suck.”

At that point, I saw Jack mime that he was going downstairs to get something to drink—probably water. I nodded in acknowledgment and turned back to Myra just in time to see her response.

“You’d better hope I don’t tell him you said that,” Myra teased. “He’d spank you until your ass looks like a cherry.” She grinned like a Chesire cat. “Let’s make a deal: you come on my face while Jack fucks me tomorrow, and your secret will be safe!”

My face turned beet red, and I was very glad Jack wasn’t in the room.

“I look forward to closing that deal. Tell you what, let’s surprise him. When Jack asks about your visit, I’ll tell him you want to, but you can’t commit with all the crap going on.”

“Well, that’s not completely untrue. Something might come up unexpectedly, but I have cleared the afternoon and evening tomorrow. I told Christoff not to schedule anything during that time unless I personally approve it. Also, I’ll ask Corrina to check out Lorn and Cholley discreetly to see if we can find who’s pulling the levers.”

“Good enough,” I responded. “Second thing—we made an unplanned stop in Jack’s search for bucolic bliss and ended up stumbling into a High Elven retirement community. And Jack’s eyes glowed green! We were not imagining that on the battlefield—they actually glowed. And it’s happening more frequently.

“The elves say that it’s a manifestation of his powers, that he’s not really human. That’s too big and complicated of a story to tell in ASL, but his kind have been hidden for most of the last four thousand years. Please don’t ask anyone about it or do a computer search on this. You can’t tell anyone.”

I took a moment to shake out my hands and let Myra process all of that.

“Based on what they said, the Sidhe courts might have bots out there waiting for a query to trigger. I suspect Jack already knows; he works in IT, and he used to do some sort of clandestine antiterrorist work. Either way, I’ll tell him, just to be safe.”

“Wow,” Myra signed. “That…could change a few things in my situation. I’ll need to discuss it with him when we have more than five minutes.”

“You mean more than five minutes that you aren’t using to fuck like bunnies.”

“Someone a little sleep deprived?” Myra teased.

“Oh, fuck off, lover. Last thing: Jack picked up a dagger and two pieces of armor off the battlefield. They are all magical and part of his heritage. The armor apparently changes shape. There might have been a pair of greaves on the last asshat I shot during that skirmish. Jack didn’t notice anything, but he didn’t know to look. Did they find anything?”

“They did. Dark green greaves. I’m pretty certain that they were on Summer’s Green Knight. They looked much like any other standard motocross greaves, but they had a slight, weird, magical aura. They’re sitting on my desk, actually.”

“Did they make it into a report? If not, I’d love to get them to Jack.”

“They emailed me a report, but it just says they collected all available armament. I also have a handwritten inventory. I’ll check if they’re on it. If not, I’ll bring them tomorrow. Don’t get our man’s hopes up, though.”

“I won’t.” With shop talk out of the way, I signed, “I miss being able to cuddle with you as we catch up at the end of the day. I miss your touch and your kisses and the warmth that is uniquely you. Please be here tomorrow.”

“I’ll be there even if I have to move a mountain to do it,” Myra responded. “I would love to have you on my lap while I nuzzle your neck and caress you. I wish you could breed me. I would marry you and be done with all this suitor crap!”

“I know, although that’s probably changed now that you love my man.” I stuck my tongue out at her and asked, “Anything special for me?”

“Just my undying love.”

“Oh, that’s all?” I joked. “I can’t wait to see you and close our deal. Bye for now, slut!”

Myra shook her head, laughing. “Can’t wait to fuck you, cunt. Love you!”

I giggled as I disassembled the mirrors and put them away.

Afterward, I sat on the chaise, collecting my thoughts while waiting impatiently for Jack’s return.
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VACATION DAY


(Jack)

We woke up a little past 8 a.m., which was pretty late for me. In addition to years of practice as a soldier, having clients one to three time zones ahead of me reinforced the habit of waking up early. At least I didn’t have any international clients at the moment.

I felt a pair of sparkling slate-blue eyes watching me and turned to meet them.

I could get used to this, I thought, getting lost in those depths of blue.

Eventually, my speaking circuits started firing enough to croak “Good morning, beautiful” out of my dry throat. Trina leaned over for a quick kiss.

“Good morning to you, handsome. Sorry, morning breath,” she said, putting her hand over her mouth.

“My breath is that bad?” I asked. I could see her going there, but she didn’t go for the easy jab.

“Nope. Mine,” she replied.

“Horseshit,” I exclaimed poetically. “Your breath is just fine as long as it’s coming out of your lungs. Give me a real kiss, woman!”

“Yes. Kiss man. Ugh,” the gorgeous, smartass blonde responded and leaned forward, overly puckering her lips.

My eyeroll was nearly tragic in the early morning, but I just barely managed not to pull a muscle. I wrapped her up in my arms and kissed her warmly. Trina responded by pushing her tongue into my mouth. Apparently, my breath wasn’t too bad.

“That’s much better, pet. I was afraid I would have to resort to corrective action first thing in the morning.”

“Please no, sir,” she whispered. She caressed the stubble on my face and smiled at me.

“Have you been awake long, sweetheart?” She shook her head. “Did you drink your water?”

She shook her head again with a gentle smile. “I didn’t want to disturb you,” she replied softly. “I’ve been lying here watching you for about five minutes, just marveling that you’re mine.”

“I am yours, Trina, just as you are mine. I feel like I was made for you,” I told her.

She nodded and smiled. “Exactly.”

I kissed her again and gave her firm ass an even firmer squeeze. “Well, I need to take Little Jack for a walk. Excuse me, darling.” She smiled, and I went to the bathroom. When Little Jack finished doing his thing, I tucked myself away.

Trina said, “I’ll add to it.” She was standing in the doorway, holding my morning water bottle for me.

“Sure. Thank you, pet.” I found myself growing really fond of calling Trina my pet. We switched places, and I cracked my bottle and drained it while Trina drained her bladder.

Romantic, right?

At that point, I recalled one of my ROTC tac NCOs telling me, “Jerome, you’re not right.” You didn’t know the half of it, Master Sergeant Crawford.

Trina did her paperwork, flushed, and brushed past me to wash up. Afterward, she cracked her water and slugged back about half of it. “So, what’s the plan for this morning?”

I said, “I was thinking we would go for an easy run on the Jail Trail and then grab some brunch and walk old Main Street looking in the shops. Maybe compare the coffee of each café on the street—just taking it easy. I play from two o’clock to five, so I’ll probably head down there a little before one to set up. How’s that sound?”

“Wash each other after the run?” she proposed with a grin.

“As if any other answer would be acceptable,” I scoffed.

“You drive a hard bargain, Mr. Jerome. Okay, I’m in. I am warning you in advance, you may have to do a lot of soapy scrubbing to get me clean after all the sweat from the run,” Trina teased.

“Oh, Ms. Laughlin, you cruel task mistress! I accept the challenge you set before me. Don’t threaten me with a good time!”

We were both pretty giddy at that point.

“Get dressed, you vixen!” I commanded.

“Aye aye, Captain. Getting dressed, aye!” She looked at me for a long moment, and then hollered “Argh!” at the same time I did.

We were both fucking nuts, but we were having so much fun. It was a great start to the morning and a welcome change from the adventures of the previous day.

I pulled on close-fitting running sweats, a tech-fabric, long-sleeved T-shirt, and socks and running shoes. I added a fanny pack holster with my gun inside.

Trina was wearing another set of her cargo tights, tac boots, a tight sports bra to hold her breasts in place, her shoulder rig, and a light, loose sweat jacket over it, zipped up only halfway. She looked good enough that no one would notice the small bump from her shoulder rig under the jacket. Then again, we were in Arizona, so it was unlikely anyone would raise a stink.

She quickly braided her hair, and I put on a cap before sticking the door key in my pocket and checking the lock. Trina led the way out of the room and down the hall. We stretched lightly outside reception, took off at an easy pace across Main Street, and turned left toward the trailhead.
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I suspected Trina had taken it easy on me. We set a steady nine-minute-mile pace and maintained it for the three-and-a quarter-mile course, skipping the leg up to the community center that would have made the distance closer to four miles. We stretched a little more seriously when we returned to the hotel and then went up to the room to drain our last water bottles.

As promised, the shower was long, soapy, and required exorbitant amounts of scrubbing. Trina was very thorough, ensuring Little Jack and his pipes were squeaky clean and grinning at his…excitement.

We dried each other with our lips as much as we did with the towels, which resulted in a much longer drying time. Trina then took out clean clothes from her magic brownie cloth. We dressed quickly, both our stomachs growling.

Trina returned to the red wraparound from last night. I opted for my last unused shirt, a Dress Stewart plaid flannel. We went to Crema for the complimentary continental breakfast, but once seated, we both thought an order of chilaquiles, the Fitness Omelette, and the Seal Beach Omelette sounded like a better fit for our needs. We shared the dishes and ate every morsel.

We sat for about another hour, each with our own coffee and pitcher of water while we talked about everything and nothing at all. Finally, we paid and made it out the door a little before 11:30. We walked hand in hand, checking out the shops along Main Street.

Trina oohed and aahed every time we went into a store, and I figured she probably hadn’t done something like this in a long time. In one shop, she found a handcrafted wooden box with plush velvet lining, which she bought for Silk’s coffin. After that, she was done with shopping, though she still marveled at everything. We headed back to the room not long after, and I spent some time holding her in my lap and rocking her as she grieved the need to kill her friend to survive.

When she was feeling better, I did a quick check to ensure all my gear for the gig was ready, then I placed a fresh battery in the guitar and set everything by the door. Trina put my pistol into her clutch like she did the previous night, and we were ready to go.

Trina kissed me and told me that she loved me. I told her that I loved her too. After holding on to each other for a few minutes, I grabbed my gear, and she let me out the door and made sure it was locked. Then we walked down Main Street toward Burning Tree Cellars.
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We entered the tasting room about ten after one. The bartender, Kristina, recognized me from my previous engagements and met us just inside.

Burning Tree Cellars had been trying afternoon music for about five months on the weekends in addition to their long-standing tradition of live music in the evenings. Several of the other tasting rooms had afternoon music, so this helped them stay competitive.

All the tasting rooms along Main Street, in the wineries, and around town were staffed with great people and had at least a couple offerings that I liked. But honestly, with their patio and the ambiance of their tasting room, Burning Tree was in a class all its own.

“Hello, Kristina. How are things going for you?” I asked the petite woman. Kristina was a cute young thing who I guessed stood right at five feet tall. She had wavy light brown hair over a squarish, exotic face, a lean, athletic runner’s build, and a sweet personality.

“I’m doing pretty well, Jack. I don’t remember you having a supermodel for a roadie,” she said with a grin.

Smiling at Trina, I replied to Kristina, “Well, I figured if I’m going to go to the trouble of having an entourage, I might as well start with the most beautiful ladies I could find. As a first effort, I don’t think I could have done any better.”

Trina offered her hand. “Hi, Kristina. I’m Trina. Please excuse Jack, he’s usually very gallant and courteous. I think he’s got a little stage fright. You should have seen him checking all of his gear before we left. By the way, I’m in charge of entourage recruitment, and I think we can definitely find a spot for you! Just let me know when you’re ready to join us.”

Both ladies laughed as they hugged each other like old friends. Kristina left an arm around Trina’s waist as she faced me. “I approve of your HR exec, Jack. You can set up next to the pillar on the patio. Fortunately, it doesn’t look like we’ll have to bring you inside for rain like we did last time.”

“That’ll be a blessing. I must admit, sitting inside in soaked clothes trying to be upbeat to create a party vibe took Herculean effort.”

Kristina chuckled, “I bet, but you pulled it off with aplomb and grace. Bobbie and Jones are following you at six o’clock, so please tear down before you mingle with the crowd. They can be a bit grumpy if they can’t just show up and set up before they have a couple glasses of lubrication.”

“No problem. I can sympathize with liking to be prepared,” I replied. “Do you have the items we agreed on?”

Kristina nodded as she released Trina and ticked the items off her fingers. “Yep. Mic stand, stool, and tip jar. Stacked in the corner over there,” she said as she pointed to the front right of the room.

“Great. Well, let me get cracking,” I replied, and Kristina returned to her station behind the bar.

Trina kissed my cheek, and I whispered in her ear, “I thought Myra was the diplomat. You were very charming to Kristina.”

She whispered, “As a personal protection specialist, I must practice a wide array of skills. Besides, I like her.” She kissed my cheek again and went out to find a seat on the patio directly across from the aforementioned pillar.

I set my gear at the pillar and grabbed the mic stand and stool. I made a second trip for the tip jar. As it was glass and looked like a crafted item, I didn’t want to risk juggling it with the other gear and breaking it.

I centered the bar stool on the pillar and set up my amp to the right on a small collapsible single-step stool from my duffel. I put my mic on the stand and plugged it into the voice channel on my amp. After attaching my iPad holder to the mic stand, I slid the device in the holder and mounted a short strip of guitar picks on it. I checked the iPad’s power; it still had eighty-eight percent battery left.

I erected my collapsible guitar stand to the left of the bar stool and hung my guitar on it before closing the case and setting it out of the way. Upon using a headstock tuner, I was soon satisfied that my guitar was in tune for a quick sound check. I plugged a wireless guitar rig into the instrument and powered up the amp, setting the levels to where I thought they should be.

Kristina came out to get an order from Trina and then stopped me to ask, “Shall I put her on your tab, Jack?”

I nodded, and she asked, “The same as last time for you?”

I nodded again and replied, “I’m surprised you remember,” as I fiddled with the amp.

“You make an impression, Jack,” she said.

I looked up at her comment, and she smiled before going to fill the orders.

Damn, when did I get mojo? I thought to myself as I walked around the patio, playing at a variety of intensities to ensure I wouldn’t drown out the conversation out there.

With that done, I played and sang through the choruses of a couple of louder songs to set my voice levels on the amp to be heard over the guitar.

Satisfied with my sound check, I muted the amp and switched out the wireless rig for a good reliable cable—I didn’t need the mobility of a wireless for a solo act—and checked the sound through the amp again.

Kristina delivered a glass of red and a glass of water to Trina. I pulled up my set list in OnSong and reviewed it to ensure I wasn’t inspired to make any last minute changes. Satisfied, I hung my guitar and muted the amp again, then sat next to Trina for a few minutes.

“Wanna sip?” she asked.

“Water, please,” I replied. She handed me her glass, and I took a couple of sips before handing it back to her. “Thank you, my love.”

She leaned into my ear and whispered, “Relax, sir. You’ve done this before. It’s just another show.”

I nodded. “True, but I’ve never played in front of you. I’ve never sung for you. It would be easier if I were playing for a bunch of people I don’t know. Not better. Just easier.”

“At least you don’t have to worry about a squad of asshats trying to kill you and run off with your women,” she teased.

I looked at her seriously. “The day is young. Don’t jinx us, my pet.”

She gasped gleefully and spoke loudly enough for people to hear, “Oh, Master. Please say it again!”

I leaned in to nibble her lips before responding in a whisper, “I love you, my pet. I will protect and care for you, my pet. You are beautiful, my pet. You are treasured, my pet. Most importantly, you are mine!”

She whimpered as she leaned her head against me. “Goddess! Jack, I came just listening to you say that!” she whispered.

“Mmmm. That bodes well for the after-party, my pet.” She whimpered again. “Again?” I asked, and she nodded feverishly. “Would you like mercy, my pet?”

She released another whimper. “Please, Master,” she whimpered.

“As you wish, my love.” That earned me a lingering kiss.

I took that as my cue to take the stage, check the tuning again, and power up. I saw a grouped pair of middle-aged couples approaching from the left about halfway from Bocce and a younger couple crossing the street in our direction as I spoke into the microphone.

“Good afternoon, everyone! The clock on my phone says it’s wine-o’clock, so let’s get this party started!”

I opened with the riff for “Brown Eyed Girl” as a posse of mixed male and female supermodels walked down the street from the right, with Myra in the middle. I managed not to drop the song as she flashed me her hundred-kilowatt smile and wiggled her fingers in my direction before crossing in front of Trina to sit in my recently vacated seat.

Myra was wearing a dark-navy version of her “please unwrap me” dress, with musketeer-style riding boots cinched just over her knee to create a cuff that her dress hem just brushed. She leaned in toward Trina, and they shared a quick, relatively chaste kiss on the lips.

The romantic in me changed the lyric to “blue-eyed girl” for Trina. And since Myra had shown up, I threw in a “gray-eyed girl,” too—all without getting too distracted by all the lovely females flooding the patio. Even the ones I’d tagged as human looked pretty good. The two middle-aged ladies with their equally middle-aged men looked like Scottsdale trophy wives who took really good care of themselves. The petite young lady from across the street could fit in with Myra’s entourage without much effort. She was making googly eyes at the kid she was hanging on to; he looked like a dick, and it wouldn’t have surprised me if he beat her.

Myra’s entourage included five beautiful young ladies, all who rated at least an eight on the ten-point scale on a bad day, and two of the prettiest males I’d ever seen. They could have been underwear models. Hell, they probably were underwear models. All seven of them were beautiful beings.

The ladies wore matching mid-thigh, charcoal-gray leather skirts and matching leather blazers with what looked like medium-gray silk camisoles underneath. They all wore tactical boots made by a fashion designer, laced up to about four inches under the knee. I guessed they were the Ravens that Trina had mentioned.

The guys wore charcoal-gray leather pants with matching blazers, black tac boots, and black T-shirts. If this were a movie, they would all be wearing Foster Grants, but not one pair of shades was in evidence. I was sure all the female customers had their eyes on the pretty boys.

I finished the first song and jumped into Bruce Springsteen’s “Light of Day,” made popular by Joan Jett, Michael J. Fox, and now, Jack Jerome! As Kristina came out to take orders, the Raven with straight dark hair and a slight smirk on her face sent the dark-skinned male with tightly cropped curly hair and the female with shoulder-length, mousy-blonde curls and cream-colored skin to take up posts outside the brick wall of the patio to watch the street.

She sent two others, a woman with jaw-length hair that was so black it looked blue and the guy with short but fashionably cut brown hair and a dimple on his chin across to a table on the other side of the patio. The woman faced the inside door and the guy faced the street.

One of the other two was a blonde with hair in a French braid who looked like she could have been Trina's sister. The last Raven was about three to four inches shorter than the other ladies, roughly 5’2” to 5’4”, but she was an auburn-haired beauty with pale, creamy skin and emerald-green eyes. I wondered idly if she was Verdic just before going into a simple guitar solo, the only kind I knew how to play.

After the solo, I noticed that one, the ladies had no visible means of support, nor did they apparently need it, and two, every one of the security staff was wearing a shoulder rig under their jacket. They weren’t obvious, but the telltale bumps were apparent if you were used to looking for them. Unfortunately, hiding the rigs tended to hide most of the lovely perky flesh behind the lapels of their jackets.

Trina’s right! I scolded myself. You are a perv.

However, getting the attention of lovely females was one of the reasons I insisted on playing in public despite being a former operator who was supposedly living a quiet, secluded life as a small business owner. I loved doing it! Playing music that I loved while trying not to butcher the singing too badly and enjoying the scenery and the interactions of the people around me. It was worth every bit of time spent practicing and chasing gigs, and every dime spent on equipment. It was a rush and hugely entertaining.

As I wrapped up “Light of Day,” I noticed even the guards were having a hard time sitting still.

I thought, Okay, stay in the pocket, as I cracked open a water bottle and took a slug. Then I hit ’em with “Long Cool Woman,” nailing the tricky intro and adding a little storytelling riff at the end that I picked up from one of my favorite Phoenix cover bands. Then I went right into “Evil Ways.”

Myra whispered something to the detail chief, the brunette with the crooked smile that apparently never left her face, who nodded. Myra then grabbed Trina’s hand and the two of them did a sensuous dance in the middle of the crowded patio. Not many people were paying attention to much else, allowing the chief to take advantage of the distraction to surreptitiously make the rounds, whispering to her team.

I figured the ladies would sit down when I left the Latin beat in favor of “Blue Monday,” but they just segued into a lascivious bumping-and-grinding dirty dance that also began drawing attention from the passersby.

After that song, I took another sip of water and decided to call an audible and played “Banditos” instead of “City of New Orleans.” Other folks were dancing, and my job was to keep them there, getting good and thirsty. My two ladies did a little bouncing bar dance to the peppy 90s pop song. Then, I thought of one more dance number that I thought would work, and pulled up “I Saw Her Standing There” instead of “Take It Easy.”

After that, I drained my water bottle and did play “Take It Easy.” The girls smiled at me, and they shared a passionate lip lock before laughing and sitting down. Fortunately, I chose to start with the old “My daddy was a handsome devil” schtick the Eagles used back in the 70s. Unfortunately, that wasn’t enough to keep me from getting flustered enough to flub the slides on the intro to the main song. Everyone had a good laugh at my expense, and I had to admit it was funny. Next, I went back for “City of New Orleans,” which got more singalong action than I anticipated, followed by “Can’t You See,” hammering out a simple version of the flute intro on the guitar to get it started.

A female voice joined me on the chorus, harmonizing beautifully, and I looked around trying to find the singer. On the last chorus I caught the Raven who I had assumed was the captain nodding appreciatively in the direction of the curly-haired blonde on perimeter watch. I thought I saw her mouth moving. I wondered if she’d go for the set closer. With a warm memory of a redhead with a coltish figure and a great voice, I started with the acoustic strum and then entered into the starting lick for “Amie” and jumped into the verse.

As I entered the chorus...nothing. I gave an internal shrug and worked my way through the song. As I started the second chorus, I heard her jumping in. I thought, That Raven doesn’t croak. She even joined me on the outro.

The crowd applauded again, and I told them, “Well folks, that wraps the first set. I’ll be back in about ten minutes.” I heard someone shout “Sure you will” in the background, but I ignored it and muted the amp. I didn’t blame the smartass for his opinion. Many musicians generally took twenty- to forty-minute breaks in an hour set. Instead, I tended to bring my day job work ethic with me, so bar owners tended to want to hire me back.

Myra and Trina mobbed me as I stepped out from behind the microphone. I wrapped them both in a group hug and kissed Trina passionately. The detail closed around us, patting me on the back and congratulating me as a cover to close the perimeter around Myra and Trina, protecting our activities from view. We broke our kiss, and I immediately turned to kiss Myra with the same passion.

As we parted, I saw Kristina to my immediate left with a large club soda.

She said, “Here you go, stud. Hey Trina, I guess you weren’t kidding about recruiting. Maybe we should talk,” she said, sending Trina a big wink.

“Thanks, Kristina,” I said. “Trina, Myra, do you or any of your friends need anything?”

“Kristina, can you send another round of water out for everyone?” Trina asked. “I’ll have another wine, too.”

Kristina nodded and made a note, and Myra added, “Another wine for me too, Kristina. By the way, I’m Myra.”

Kristina replied with a big smile, “Certainly Myra. And it’s a pleasure to meet you.”

She leaned in and stage-whispered conspiratorially, “So you’ve heard Trina is recruiting a harem for Jack? Congratulations on getting in early!”

“Right?” Myra giggled. “I heard about it and brought all my girlfriends. I hope the boys won’t be too put out when we all crawl in his bed!”

Kristina groaned, “Oh, I have to get my name on that list!”

She laughed as she hustled to the other tables to take orders.

“Don’t worry Kristina,” Trina shouted to her across the patio. “I already took your name down!” Kristina looked over her shoulder and smiled happily, then ran back inside.

One Raven—I still thought she was the captain—leaned in to Trina and asked, “Did Myra just giggle?”

Trina let out a giggle of her own.

The woman gasped, “You too?” She turned to me, dumbfounded. “Jack, what have you done to these two? I rarely see them crack a smile, yet you have them giggling.” She looked at me like she was plumbing me for secrets.

Leaning toward her, I murmured, “I just treat them like the treasures they are. You wouldn’t think that was magic, but apparently...” I let the comment’s obvious conclusion hang in the air. Trina laid her head on my shoulder, smiling at the woman.

The brunette gave me a sexy, crooked smile. “I’m Corrina,” she said, offering a hand to shake. “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Jack. Someone has been talking about you very frequently. She’s kept me fuzzy on the details of how you met, but apparently you’ve made quite an impact. It looks like you’ve caught this one too.” She rubbed Trina’s back and added wistfully, “Trina, you look beautiful. I’ve never seen you this happy.”

Trina released me and gave Corrina a hug. “Thanks, C.”

I squeezed Myra and excused myself to use the restroom before my break ended. After I drained Little Jack and returned to my post, I waved Corrina over and whispered, “Corrina, is it okay if I talk to the curly-haired blonde? She sings very well. Could I bring her up to sing a couple of songs?”

She nodded, looking over at the Raven. “She does; I was surprised. I’ve never heard Charli sing before, but I thought she was impressive. However, she’s very shy. I don’t want to freak her out. Let me talk to her. She’ll come to you if she’s willing to sing with you.”

“Sure, Corrina. I don’t want to make her uncomfortable, but she is a gifted singer. She picked out a harmony on a song that she didn’t seem to know, and it was good enough to record. I’m very impressed and would consider it an honor to have her sing with me,” I said. “Oh, but we would have to share a mic. That might make a difference if she’s very shy.”

“Clear. Give me a minute. Liesl. Geri.” Corrina beckoned the blonde and redhead. They took over for the guy-and-gal team at the table across the aisle. The duo went inside, and Corrina spoke with Charli and her partner on the perimeter. The guy nodded, and then she whispered into Charli’s ear. Charli looked at her like a rabbit before a wolf. She shook her head.

That doesn’t look promising, I thought sadly as I approached Myra and Trina. “Hello, ladies. I’m about to go back on. Can I get a kiss for luck?”

They grinned at each other, and then they both launched toward me. Myra won the race and sucked my breath away with her kiss. Trina looked momentarily disgruntled as I caught my breath, then flung her arms around my neck and kissed me deeply. She wrapped one leg, and then the other, around my waist, climbing up me. I held on tight to her fine ass to keep her from falling.

Giving her firm cheeks a squeeze as she came up for air, I murmured, “Thank you, my pet.” She whimpered and wrapped herself around me tighter. All the Sidhe turned to stare at her.

“Again, pet?” She nodded. “You’re going to be too worn out for sex tonight, aren’t you?”

Her head popped up, and her eyes narrowed. “I most certainly will not be too worn out.” She grinned at me and added, “Just consider this the warm-up.” Then she slid off me and reached around to squeeze my ass.

I took my seat with a minute to spare and checked the tuning on my guitar as Charli walked up. “Hello, Jack. I’m Charli.”

“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Charli. I’ve got to go on, but I was hoping you would sing a song or two with me.”

She nodded and whispered, “Yes.”

“Do you know Kid Rock’s ‘Picture’?” I asked. She nodded, looking more excited. “Okay, I’ll call you up for that, and if you want to harmonize on the Eagles’ ‘Best of My Love’ afterward, I would appreciate it.”

“That would be great, Jack!” she said shyly.

I took the amp off mute and resumed the show. “Hello, folks! I’m Jack, and it’s time to bring the music back. I’ve got a special treat for you all later this set. In the meantime, sing along if you want. Dance if you want. Anyway, enough talk; let’s party!”

I started the swinging shuffle of “Keep Your Hands to Yourself,” and the crowd joined in with the title phrase. That simple song became a little more complex as I tried to keep the rhythmic strumming while getting some solo licks in too, but it was a good song to get the crowd engaged.

The dark-skinned guard came back, and Trina pulled him to the dance floor. I wrapped up with the crowd shouting out the chorus. I immediately went into John Fogerty’s “Walking in a Hurricane,” which lost some dancers who didn’t know it, but a good amount of people stayed on the floor. It was a good rockin’ song.

I finished that one, took a sip of club soda, and started a campy mash-up of “All Summer Long,” “Sweet Home Alabama,” and “Werewolves of London,” which had folks singing along, laughing and dancing. I took another sip before jumping into “Mony Mony,” followed by “C’est La Vie,” and then “Pride and Joy.”

Stevie Ray Vaughan was generally a hit with the dudes, but I found that getting danceable SRV songs for a solo player was a challenge. “Pride and Joy” and “The House Is Rockin’” both worked with a bit of effort. “Pride and Joy” was actually easier to play, as I just had to keep the sloppy, rhythmic strumming going.

After that, I called an audible to switch “Come Monday” for “I’m a Believer.” That didn’t work as well for dancing as I had hoped, but some stayed on the floor, and there were a few folks singing along. When that ended, I told the audience, “This next song is dedicated to the gorgeous blonde in the red dress sitting right there,” and pointed at Trina.

When I started playing “Come Monday,” she nearly cried, and she mouthed “I love you” to me as I wrapped it up. Then I announced, “Well folks, now you’re in for a treat. I recently heard my new friend Charli sing, and she has a heavenly voice. She has agreed to sit in for the next couple of songs. Please give a big hand for Charli.”

I scooted my stool to the left to make room for Charli and adjusted the mic for her height as she stepped up. I started Kid Rock’s “Picture,” swapping out ‘cocaine’ for ‘junk food,’ making Charli giggle. But she was ready for the Sheryl Crow part when it came around. She mesmerized the audience. When we hit the harmonies, she made us sound like we had been singing together for years. Her teammates looked amazed at how good she was. We wrapped up the song, and the audience roared.

Charli looked down shyly and then wrapped me in a hug. “Thank you,” she whispered into my ear.

I replied, “Stay with me for the next one, please.” She nodded, and I kicked off “Best of My Love” a little slower than the recording, and Charli nodded in time with the beat. When we got to the first chorus, Charli jumped in with a sweet, harmonized line. The Eagles used five voices on the song, but Charli made it sound fabulous by just adding her voice to mine. Again, the crowd went wild as we finished.

Charli blushed furiously and curtsied. That whipped the applause up again. Charli gave me a hug and then went to sit next to Corrina with her face in her hands.

“That was Charli, folks. Let’s make her feel the love!” The crowd cheered, and all her teammates rotated over to give her hugs and clap her on the back while being careful to keep watch on their posts.

“Okay, let’s get our twang thing on,” I said as I grabbed a bottle slide out of my pocket and started Travis Tritt’s “T-R-O-U-B-L-E.” My version was way simpler than the recording, but I had fun putting some slide licks in while delivering the rapid-fire lyrics. Some swing dancers whipped around on the patio and managed to not knock each other down or run into my mic stand. No collisions meant a good time for everyone.

As the crowd wound down after, I rehydrated and announced, “Last song for this set, folks!” I heard a chorus of protests, but jumped right into “Sell a Lot of Beer.” It was a fun country song from the Warren Brothers, but it wasn’t well-known. Despite its relative obscurity, people generally reacted to it pretty well. The patio crowd loved it, and I changed the tag at the end to “sell a lot of wine,” which got a couple of chuckles. After the final chord, I said, “Thanks folks. I’ll be back in ten.”

Trina and Myra were whispering intently to each other, so I had another bathroom break before making my way back toward the patio. Kristina met me at the corner of the bar with another club soda.

“Thanks, Kristina. You’re a gem,” I told her.

She wrapped me in a hug, pressing her small, firm breasts into my body, and whispered, “I wasn’t kidding, Jack. Please make sure Trina puts me on that list.”

“Sure thing, Kristina.” I replied before I kissed her cheek and gave her a quick hug. She let me go with a brilliant smile and then skipped behind the bar.

When I returned to the patio, Charli had rotated to the table, so hers was the first face I saw. Stopping by the table without blocking her view, I thanked her again. “You were fabulous! I’ll make music with you anytime.”

She stood and hugged me again. “Jack, that was the most fun I’ve had in years. Thank you.” She sat back down and indicated the dark-skinned man who was her partner across the table. “This is Jason.”

“Hello, Jason. I’m Jack.”

“So I’ve heard,” he said in a rich baritone voice. “You’ll pardon me if I don’t hug you.”

I teased him back. “No problem at all. I’m not interested in wet kisses or warm showers with you, either.”

He chuckled, “That’s fair.” Then he got serious. “Don’t hurt my people, Jack.”

“I don’t see any reason why your people would have anything to fear from me, Jason. I consider them my people, too,” I replied.

He nodded as Corrina walked up beside me and asked, “You boys figure out who has the bigger dick yet?”

Jason and I pointed at each other, and then we busted out laughing. I nodded to him, bowed to Charli, and left Corrina with a “Ma’am,” making my way to accost Myra and Trina.

“Hello, ladies. Might I interest you in dinner after I finish here?”

Myra looked up at me with a smile. “I asked Corrina to make a reservation at the Tavern Grille at six. Although,” she sighed, “it won’t be particularly intimate as there will be five of us at the one table with the remaining two teams watching over us.”

“No problem at all, Myra. Thank you for arranging it.” I leaned close to whisper to her. “Make sure you eat a light meal—that is, if you can join us in the hotel room afterward.”

Trina nodded sagely, and Myra gave me a sloppy kiss and then pushed me toward Trina.

I whispered in Trina’s ear, “Kristina asked me to ensure you put her on your list.”

“I’ll take care of it. You are going to have the highest quality seraglio in history,” she said before wrapping me in a warm embrace and kissing me passionately. Then she slid away toward the tasting room.

“Where are you headed, pet?” I asked.

She hung on the door frame, placing her weight on one leg in a sexy pose and looking back at me. “Collecting deets!” Then she uncoiled herself and stalked toward the bar.

I laughed and leaned close to Myra. “I’ve missed you, beloved,” I whispered.

She nodded seriously. “As have I—more than I thought possible. Finish this set so we can get on with this evening's festivities.”

After kissing her cheek, I returned to the stage, tuned the guitar again, and addressed the crowd. “Hello, folks. I’m Jack, and I’m going to play one more set for you. Y’all keep having fun, and I’ll keep providing the soundtrack.”

With that, I began the bending licks that started “Authority Song.” I followed that with “Jenny,” and went right into a mash-up of “What I Like About You” and “R-O-C-K in the USA.”

After that, I drained half my club soda and then kicked off “Honky Tonk Women” and followed with “Friends in Low Places.” “Margaritaville” came next, followed by “Midnight Rider” and a slower version of “Fire on the Mountain.” I took another quick sip and said to the crowd, “This next one is an audience participation song. You know what to do.”

At that point, I jumped into “Sweet Caroline” and then added a little more speed to the set with a song called “Drive” from my favorite Phoenix band. I lit up “The House Is Rockin’,” and the dancers whipped around the patio once more. I finished with “Wonderful Tonight,” dedicating it to Charli.

After getting a slight nod from Corrina, Charli got up and joined me at the mic when she heard me start the first verse. I addressed the applauding crowd one more time. “Ladies and gentlemen, thank you so much. You have been very gracious and made this afternoon a blast for me. I look forward to playing for you all again. Please show your love to the staff here at Burning Tree Cellars. They’ve had to avoid drinking all the lovely wine while taking care of you folks, so show them your appreciation for their sacrifice. I’d also like to thank Charli again for making me sound so much better. Next up are Bobbie and Jones for tonight’s show. Please stay and enjoy. My name is Jack Jerome. Goodnight!”

I packed up quickly but meticulously and made sure that all of the cables, mics, and equipment were in the duffel. I returned the mic stand and bar stool back to where I found them, then returned to the patio to move my gear out of the way and put the tip jar back. There were a few bills in there, totaling about eighty bucks. I grabbed the money and went to the bar to wait for Kristina to finish serving the customers there.

When Kristina freed up, she came around the bar and handed me an envelope. “Great job, Jack. Let us know when you can come back. The gracious lady with the supermodel entourage paid your tab and left a hefty gratuity, so put those bills in your pocket.”

“You got it, Kristina,” I laughed. “Take care, dear heart. I look forward to seeing your smiling face again soon.”

“Give my best to Trina!”

“I will. Bye, sweetie,” I called as I left.

As I stepped onto the patio, one of the Scottsdale trophy wives turned to me and wrapped me in a quick hug. “That was a great show, Jack.”

She tucked something into my shirt pocket, whispering, “Call me.”

I caught her elbow before she left my personal space and looked pointedly at Myra and Trina, who were standing arm in arm, talking to Corrina and Jason. “I’m flattered, but I’m completely sure my dance card is full.”

She looked at the ladies and then raised an eyebrow and grinned at me. “I bet, big boy.” She shook her head and whispered in my ear, “My husband really enjoyed your show. I’d like you to play for his birthday party.” She backed up, adding with a wink, “Of course, your dance card is welcome to attend.”

She turned and walked back to her group with a little extra sway to let me know what I was missing. I followed her, noticing a man was watching us approach. I raised a hand. “Hello, folks. I saw you all come in at the beginning of my show and noticed you dancing and singing along. Thank you for making this a great experience for me. I hope I didn’t torture your ears too horribly.”

“Not at all,” the man said. “I thoroughly enjoyed your sets. Good energy. We had a blast.” He extended his hand. “I’m Cliff, by the way.”

“Jack,” I said, taking it. “Pleasure to meet you, Cliff.”

Cliff introduced his wife, Brenda, and their companions, Brian and Karen, with handshakes all around. I wished them all a good evening and thanked them again for their support.

Then, I turned to join my ladies, excited for the night to begin.
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MORE NEW FRIENDS


Trina won the race to kiss me first, which earned her a sharp spank on the ass from Myra, eliciting a slight moan from Trina. She got her revenge when Myra kissed me by raising the hem of Myra’s dress and spanking her bare ass.

I assumed the whole patio saw everything, including Myra’s gorgeous ass. When I opened my eyes from my second passionate kiss in as many minutes, Corrina’s eyes glowed with the light of the moon, as did the eyes of the short-haired, brunette Raven—the only one whose name I hadn’t gotten. I guessed they were throwing some kind of “nothing to see here folks” mojo around, because none of the crowd seemed to be paying any attention.

“Ready to go, ladies?” I asked as I slung my duffle onto my shoulder and picked up the case and amp.

Myra started teasing me as she ran her hands over my chest. “Oooo, Trina, he’s so big and so strong.”

Trina laughed and sang, “Come a little bit closer, you’re my kind of man,” as I left the patio and turned right to walk up the hill to the hotel.

Myra picked up the lyric, singing, “Come a little bit closer, you’re so big and so strong,” and the two women who had snagged my heart so quickly kept riffing over those two lines as we walked up the hill. Charli’s voice picked up a harmony over the top.

One, two, three, and then four female voices weaved their melody and harmony into the a cappella, and Jason’s added baritone a minute later was a lovely companion. Soon, the other guy started doing a beatbox thing, which actually sounded really good with the voices.

We kept the song going all the way to the hotel, but Charli and Jason broke off at the Tavern Grille to give the hostess a heads up that we were arriving.

Trina and I hurried upstairs. She opened the door to our room for me, and I hastily tucked my gear out of the way while she closed the door. She pulled my weapon holster from her magical clutch, and I clipped it to my waist and checked to ensure there was a round in the chamber before returning it to the holster.

As Trina reached for the door, I hollered, “Wait!”

She looked at me cautiously, wondering what was going on. I gently pulled her clutch from her hand, set it on top of her bag, and then backed Trina against the door.

Her eyes grew as big as saucers as I reached for the tie of her dress and tugged it loose with one hand while cupping her face with the other, kissing her deeply.

Trina whimpered into my mouth until I backed away from her enough to slide both hands inside the neckline of her dress, down her torso, and around to her behind. I grabbed a handful of each ass cheek and hoisted her into the air before pinning her firmly against the door with my body.

Trina’s arms and legs wrapped around me to pull me closer as I devoured her sweet lips and massaged her perfect ass. Little Jack tried to push a hole through my jeans to get to his prize, but I only let him rub against Trina’s bare, wet sex through the denim.

With Trina’s legs helping to hold her in place, I released her ass and pinned her hands over her head as I greedily devoured her neck. She whimpered and ground her pussy against my cock as I kissed her again roughly.

“Trina, you have been a very good girl, my pet,” I murmured into her ear as she gasped and continued to rub herself toward a release on my denim-encased manhood. “I thought you needed a quick demonstration of my appreciation.”

“Oh yes, Master!” she moaned.

“Don’t come yet, pet,” I growled. “I’m going to mark you as mine for all to see. Then, I’ll slide my fingers inside you so I can feel you grasp me as bliss runs through your soul.”

“Oh yes, Master!” she groaned.

As I sucked and nibbled on the left side of her neck, my right hand slid down her torso to again fill itself with one of her firm ass cheeks, squeezing the taut flesh. I tickled her rosebud and dug my fingers deeply into the flesh of her ass cheek as she writhed and whined in my unyielding grasp.

Sliding my hand around her hip, I dove underneath from the front to slide my fingers along her already soaking wet pussy. I squeezed each of her swollen petals between my fingers and then quickly rubbed her clit with my wet fingers, eliciting a wail of passion.

As her squirms became more frantic, I again firmly pinched the petals of her wet, heavenly womanhood before stacking my index and middle fingers at her opening.

Raising my head, I surveyed the work my mouth had done. Trina had one solid mark from just below her jaw to her collarbone, about the width of my hand.

“Perfect,” I whispered. “Now everyone will know you’re mine.”

Trina whimpered and thrust her hips back and forth, trying to ease my fingers inside. I kissed her savagely one more time until her whimpers grew into a keening moan. After I released her mouth, I bent forward to capture her diamond-hard nipple in my mouth and slid my fingers home inside her sopping wet channel. I sucked hard on her turgid nubbin, and she screamed as I felt her clench around my fingers and wash them in a tide of her juices.

I captured Trina’s gasps and screams with my mouth and released her hands so I could hold her ass with my left hand as she bucked on my right.

“Trina, as you are mine, I am yours,” I said. “Do not forget, my pet.”

She wrapped her arms around me and sobbed out the last of her gasps. “Oh, Master! Take me! Take me whenever, wherever, I don’t care. Use me as you please! I am yours!”

As her spasms slowed, I turned and gently laid her on the bed to let her catch her breath. I wet a washcloth in hot water and grabbed a hand towel. Then, kneeling between her splayed legs, I put the cloths on the bed beside her and leaned in for my first taste of her.

She’s so sweet! Like a mango, but muskier and richer! I thought as I cleaned her with my tongue. When I thought I had licked away most of her juices, I applied the warm washcloth to her legs, taint, and labia, dabbing the soft, dry towel over all those areas.

Trina watched me with hooded eyes and a smile on her face. “Do you want me clean to fuck me, Master?” she whispered.

“No, my pet. The first time I fuck you will be a special occasion. You will be treated as the perfect lady that you are as well used thoroughly as my adored pet should be. This is just the beginning of the process. If I know you two at all, we will enjoy whatever debauchery you and Myra have planned tonight, and we will resume our courtship after Myra leaves.”

“Courtship?” Trina asked, sitting up. “Jack, you misunderstand. You have to court and marry Myra. It’s the only way we can save her,” she said seriously. “You heard O’ren. You are the Green Lord. If one of the Sidhe Ladies, the designated heir of either court, marries you, she is by tradition the queen of all of Faerie.” She looked at me with a sense of urgency I hadn’t seen in her. “That must be Myra. With her rule over Faerie and you at her side, she can put an end to all this nonsense between the courts, and even within them. I mean, the other court is even more fucked up than ours! We all need a strong queen to rule.”

Is Trina giving me to Myra? I thought.

I thought about her point of view as I sat next to her and pulled her into a hug. “Okay, Trina. I acknowledge that your ideas have merit. You’re thinking of this as a Sidhe lady protecting her princess and her interests. I’m talking to you from my only frame of reference, a man who loves a woman more than life itself. And I do. I love you more than life itself, Katrina Laughlin. I will court you to win your love and to ensure you know just how special you are to me.”

Her eyes glowed with joy. “Jack, darling. You have my love. You have my heart. You own my life. The only thing you haven’t completely claimed is my body. And while hearing that you have a very romantic way to go about this makes my heart melt, I’m ready right now!”

Trina placed a finger over my mouth to stop me from speaking. “Just keep my words in mind. Myra loves you every bit as much as I do. She doesn’t know about this Green Lord tradition, or her politically trained mind would grasp it as the lifeline for our people that it is.

“I don’t think we should tell her until she agrees to marry you. She’ll second-guess her motivations for the rest of her life if we tell her before she accepts you. She might even refuse to marry you if she thinks she’s dragging you into our shit, and she would literally lose her will to live if she felt she had to turn you away. My love wouldn’t be enough to save her.”

“Trina, I would marry you both if I could,” I murmured.

“I know, Jack. And that is just one more reason I love you.” Trina let out a big exhale. “Now, shall we get ready for dinner?”

I stood and offered her a hand. Taking it, Trina stood and fastened her dress closed as she walked to inspect herself in front of the bathroom mirror while I changed into a dry shirt.

Trina gasped as she stared in wonder at her wounded neck. “Goddess, Jack! You’re a fucking animal!”

Initially, I thought she was pissed. Many women might have been, but I was pretty certain I had accurately judged what her reaction would be. When I joined her in front of the mirror, she had an ear-to-ear grin on her face. She planted a quick kiss on my lips, exclaiming, “I love it! It’s perfect!” as she rushed to grab her clutch and returned to the mirror.

Trina extracted her brush from the clutch, as well as two red scrunchies that matched her dress, and then she rapidly whipped the brush through her hair. She gathered all her hair into a loose ponytail that dropped over her right ear and down her shoulder, then secured it with a scrunchie just below her ear. She added another scrunchie about six inches below the second and inspected her work. She glowed as she turned back and forth, admiring my marks.

“Trina, you look like a warrior goddess. Everyone in the restaurant is going to wish those marks were their own.”

Putting her brush back in her clutch and ensuring her pistol and knife were easily accessible inside, she said gleefully, “I know!” She jabbed a finger in my direction. “Don’t say a word! I’ll orgasm right where I’m standing, and then I’ll throw all those beautiful plans you have for my deflowering right out the window.”

“Yes ma’am!” I grinned at her. “Let’s go show you off, my pet.”

Trina’s breath caught and her eyes crossed for just an instant; it was adorable. She scrunched her face and pointed at me again. “Not another word, mister!” I locked my lips and guided her to the door.

As we stepped out, I found the short-haired brunette Raven and the auburn-haired one—Geri—posted on either side of the door.

Geri whispered conspiratorially to Trina, “Myra walked up to hear a body thump against the door and then leaned against the wall to listen for a minute with a smirk on her face. When she heard you scream…” She let out an alarmed gasp. “Trina! Were you attacked?”

Trina spun and preened, showing the Ravens her marks. “Nope,” she said proudly. “My master marked me as his own! I’m the luckiest girl on earth!”

“No fucking way!” Geri exclaimed, while the sexy brunette moaned, “Oh, I need to get a master!”

“Ladies,” I interrupted. “I don’t think I’ve been introduced to either of you. I’m Jack.”

“I’m Daphne,” the dark-haired one said, looking deep into my eyes and offering her hand.

Giving it a gentle squeeze, I said, “Delighted to meet you, Daphne. I’ve always thought that was a pretty name.”

She actually curtsied slightly with a shy look on her face before her expression turned sly. “That was a very gentlemanly handshake, Jack. Apparently you weren’t that gentle with Trina, though.”

“Watch it, you vixen. I will spank your pert little ass,” I replied.

“I’ll vouch for that,” Trina said with a glowing smile.

“I’m Geri, Jack,” the redhead said. “Gentle is just fine with me. No spankings required.” She smiled and offered me her hand.

I gave it a light squeeze and said, “Enchanted, Geri. You’re a very beautiful woman in a crowd of beautiful women. Your hair is gorgeous—I’ve always had a fondness for auburn.”

A pregnant silence hung in the air after my comment, and Geri looked like she might cry.

Concerned, I asked, “I’m sorry, did I say something wrong?”

Trina grabbed my arm and hauled me toward the stairs, with the two ladies following close behind. It was Daphne who answered my question.

“No Jack, you’ve been very polite, even if you are incorrect. The majority of the Ravens joined because we had—have—nowhere else to go. We are the women who are ugly—the deformed, the unwanted.”

I stopped dead in the hallway and turned to Daphne. My brain kept repeating her words, not fully comprehending. Ugly? Deformed? Unwanted?

“If we are fortunate enough to have the aptitude for battle and protection, and can pass the tough training curriculum, we get to join the Ravens,” Daphne continued. “Of the six of us on Corrina’s team, all but Liesl are here because of our physical deformities. Her ‘deformity’ is social. No one will marry any of us, and it’s very unlikely we’ll have any Sidhe of either gender offer even casual liaisons.”

Geri added, “Our families welcome our assignment to the Ravens because there is the chance that we’ll die performing our duties and expunge our deformities from the family bloodlines.”

It was completely inconceivable. I shook my head and whipped my head back and forth between those two stunning women. “You are both undeniable beauties,” I told them sincerely. “You might be rated an eight if you were sleep-deprived and malnourished for a couple weeks; otherwise, you’re both easily solid nines. That applies to all six of you women in Myra’s guard detail here. I don’t know your personalities, but based solely on looks, any man or woman would be honored to have you as a mate.”

Geri’s eyes were leaking tears down her face, so I pulled my handkerchief from my pocket and offered it to her. She accepted it gratefully, dabbing her eyes dry.

Daphne blinked at Trina. “Where did you find him, and are there any more?” She was joking—I think—but her voice was thick.

Trina took my arm, shaking her head. “I didn’t find him. Myra did, but she decided to share him with me.”

An instant later, she covered her mouth in horror. “Shit! I wasn’t supposed to tell you that!”

Geri hugged her. “Trina, if not for Myra, you would have been one of us. I’ve been keeping your secrets since I joined our lady’s protection team. I always will, sweetie.”

Daphne nodded. “Me too, T. You’re a Raven, even if you’re not on the squad. We adopted you long ago. We love you. Besides, Corrina already knows you two are lovers and told us all to mind our tongues.”

The three women group-hugged as I tried to come to grips with the things I’d heard in the last couple of minutes.

Finally, Geri said, “Trina, we do all love you. Well, except that bitch, Selene. I don’t think she loves anyone but herself. We’ve managed to keep her ignorant about some of your extracurriculars, but she’s not stupid. Be careful, love.”

Daphne nodded and Trina took the handkerchief from Geri to dry her own eyes.“Bottom line, sisters, I have appointed myself the recruiter for Jack’s seraglio, and you will be loved as you should be. You have my word.”

Another group hug ensued before Trina disengaged from them and dragged me to the stairs. She murmured, “No, you don’t get a vote, Jack. Now feed me before I do something unseemly and drop to my knees to get some protein.”

Our guards giggled, and Trina looked over her shoulder, aghast. “What? Giggling Ravens? What has the world come to? Tsk, tsk.” She turned back to the front and then all three of them let out a chorus of giggles.

We hustled to the restaurant, and the hostess recognized the Ravens’ uniforms. She took us directly to our table as Corrina was just chasing off a couple of drunk guys.

Myra held court in the big, round corner booth behind the door, and Jason and Charli sat at the booth next to it, which had a view of the front door. I didn’t see the light-skinned guy and the blonde who looked like Trina’s sister—Lisel, I had heard Corrina say.

Jason’s eyes nearly popped from his head when he saw Trina’s neck. Charli launched out of the booth but identified no reason for Jason’s reaction. She looked a little confused until she spied Trina preening, making sure her marks were obvious to everyone.

Charli gasped and bit her lip, sinking back into her seat while waving a hand at her face to cool her blushing cheeks.

Corrina got up so I could slide in next to Myra while the head Raven watched our back.

“Oh, Goddess!” Myra gasped when she saw Trina’s neck, and then Trina slid in next to me. Myra leaned over me and told Trina, “About time.”

Trina shook her head, and Myra frowned. “Not even after that scream?” she asked as Geri slid into the booth on Myra’s other side, followed by Daphne. Corrina sat next to Trina, allowing her to see Jason and Charli’s booth.

Trina leaned over to Myra and whispered, “Stop talking about it, or I’ll come right here in my seat.”

Myra’s mouth fell open and closed a few times, and I chuckled at the sight of the Winter Lady looking very unladylike at the moment. I slid my right hand down Myra’s back to settle around her waist and wrapped an arm around Trina.

“He’s very good at foreplay,” Trina said over the din of the restaurant and bar.

Myra laughed and grinned at me like I was dinner. “Yes, I seem to recall that,” she purred.

I cocked an eyebrow at Myra. “Oh, really. I seem to recall that you weren’t interested in foreplay,” I teased.

Corrina added, “Apparently, he’s a savage animal too! My goodness, Trina! What did he do to you?” Her eyes were huge.

Trina’s answer to Corrina held more than a hint of pride in her voice. “He’s my master. I begged him to use me. He marked me, so everyone will know I’m his.”

Myra wrapped both arms around my neck, pressing her breast into my arm and drawing my attention back. “That’s right, beloved. You gave me just what I asked for, and then you gave me the bonus plan, multiple times. I’m a very happy customer hoping to return for future engagements,” she said breathlessly.

Corrina tried to whisper to Trina but failed. “He bit you?”

“Not yet,” she said breathlessly, “but I’m hopeful that he will soon.”

“Goddess, you three,” Geri muttered. “Get a room! I won’t be able to eat if you get me all hot and bothered.”

Daphne breathed rapidly, watching me, Trina, and Myra. “Excuse me,” she gasped, and bolted toward the restroom.

We ordered drinks and appetizers from the waitress, and Geri ordered for Daphne. I was surprised that everyone ordered an alcoholic drink and water. Geri noted my surprise and looked around, checking for eavesdroppers, before she explained. “It helps us blend in. The uniforms are a tell, but if we’re drinking and singing in the streets, sometimes people think we’re just a singing group out socializing together.”

“Ah,” I said. “So that performance walking up the street was rehearsed?”

Corrina shook her head. “No. It was completely impromptu, but once Charli and Geri started picking it up, we all knew it would help provide a plausible cover. Especially with you dragging the gear along.”

Geri blushed slightly, adding, “As you noted in the hallway, our looks do tend to gather attention by themselves, so we have learned to take advantage of unconventional opportunities to blend in.”

After our drinks arrived, Daphne returned, looking slightly flushed but much more relaxed. She sat and said to Corrina, “Sorry, Captain. I couldn’t handle it. I had to go rub one out or I would have been useless.”

I about choked on my beer but managed to get it all down the right tube.

Corrina seemed understanding and asked Geri if she needed a turn.

After a moment’s thought, the redhead responded, “I think I’m under control, Captain. I’ll let you know if that changes.”

The waitress returned, and, despite my advice to Myra, we all ordered pretty hearty dishes. The appetizers began arriving as we finished ordering. The ladies shared stories of their observations from the afternoon and cutely tried to bring Trina up to speed with euphemisms for all things fae.

As they chatted, I leaned over to murmur to Myra, “How far can we trust any of these folks? The Ravens or the underwear models?”

She turned to breathe her answer into my ear. “The Ravens here you can trust with anything. There are two more in Sedona. You can trust Marisol but not Selene. Marisol just got back today, which is a blessing. Otherwise, Corrina couldn’t have left Selene in Sedona alone. Jason and Trevor are Shadows, the queen’s elite knights. They also do bodyguard duty for the queen and her family.

“They’re both good men for our kind, but they’ll report everything they observe to their commander at the Sith. I was surprised to find them in Sedona when we arrived.”

I held back on the obvious Star Wars joke as my brain kicked in to deduce that Sith was probably an abbreviation for a Sithen, which I had read before was a mound dwelling for the Sidhe.

Actually, I thought I first read the word Sithen in the Merry Gentry series. I couldn’t assume everything I had read in fantasy fiction was true, but I remembered what Trina had said about grains of truth. I dismissed the thought for the moment in favor of just hugging my lovers on either side of me.

Unfortunately, the moment ended soon, as Daphne suddenly gasped and dropped her fork. She whispered in Geri’s ear, and she in turn looked appalled as she saw what Daphne said.

“Captain, a word please,” Daphne said urgently as she slid out of the booth, looking spooked.

“Is everything okay, Geri?” I asked as Corrina followed Daphne out.

Geri shook her head and said, “I’m sorry, Jack. We made a mistake. I hope it doesn’t have terrible consequences for you. You’ve been so good to us all.”

She looked remorseful, but she also looked like she was ready for battle. Corrina and Daphne returned, and Daphne took her seat but wouldn’t look at me.

“Trina, may I borrow your man for a moment?” she said somewhat curtly as she gestured for me to follow.

“Corrina, what’s going on?” Trina asked. “The girls are acting weird.”

“It’s okay, my pet. I think I know what the issue is,” I told her. “I inadvertently did something to upset Daphne. Corrina and I will work it out, and then I’ll make my apologies.”

Trina let me out and followed Corrina’s swaying hips outside and to the left of the entrance, where I caught sight of Liesl and Trevor in a booth on the other side of the door.

Corrina pulled out another one of those generic elven tech controllers and pushed the button. When the device flashed blue, she twisted it and all the street noise disappeared.

“I assume no one can hear us now. Is that correct, Corrina?” Her eyes narrowed at me, and she nodded just once. I asked, “Is this about Daphne mentioning the Sidhe to me?”

“It is,” she nodded. She held up the elven cone-of-silence device. “Do you know what this is?”

“I think it’s elf tech that creates a cone of silence. Based on how you activated it, the button keeps others from hearing us, and the twist eliminates outside noise. I guess that part is a failsafe too as it won’t activate unless the first one works. It’s less conspicuous than how Trina did it with shadows last night.”

She looked astonished that Trina had demonstrated fae secrets in front of me, but I kept going, counting off all the recent revelations on my fingers. “I also know that Myra is the Winter Lady of your court and what that means. I know all of you are Sidhe, which means that you are fae rather than a common human. I know the Ravens are the queen’s elite guard. I’m guessing your team’s mission is to serve as the protection detail for Myra, our lady. I know that Myra’s mom is pimping her out like a street whore. I know why most of the Ravens are selected as potential candidates. I know that Myra trusts you with her secrets, and that Trina thinks the world of you, too.”

Pursing my lips, I considered how much else to tell her. Myra had said that Corrina was trustworthy, so I decided to tell her about the rest of my recent revelations that didn’t relate to me being a Green Lord.

“I know the douchebag I killed roadside yesterday was a prince of the other court, and that I apparently killed or helped to kill one of that court’s knights and the Green Knight himself. I know that I should not have fallen for Myra in a day, nor Trina, but I’ve managed to fall for them both. I know that I consider you and your team my people and will fight to the death to defend you despite just meeting you. I know that I am favorably disposed toward the two Shadows, but only give them limited trust based on Myra’s recommendation. How much more do you want to know about?”

“Ivy and ash!” Corrina sputtered. “I hope to all that is good and right that you can keep a secret.”

I offered her my hand. “Corrina, my ability to keep secrets should be the least of your concerns. If I were you, knowing that I love your lady and your friend, I’d be worried about what I will do when I discover how much shit they really go through on a daily basis trying to help all the peoples of the fae realms.”

She gripped my hand firmly as I added, “Nice job not trying to do the mind-meld on me. I appreciate it.”

“Jack, I thought you were human,” she said. “I no longer think that, but you’re not one of us. What are you?”

Shaking my head, I confessed, “Hell, I don’t know, Corrina. Until yesterday, I would have said I am just another human. Apparently, I have some other things running in my veins as well. I’ll tell you more when I can.”

“Why would you do that?”

I looked around for observers and then snagged her hand in mine and willed my eyes to glow. “Because you’re one of mine,” I growled.

Her eyes bugged out. “I guess that worked,” I said in response to her reaction. “That’s the first time I’ve tried to do it consciously.”

She smiled at me weakly. “Well, if you meant for your eyes to glow with green flames, you were successful.”

“Green flames? That’s new,” I replied. “Trina says they just glow green.”

She shook her head. “No. You had the glow going when you brought up your love for Myra and Trina, and how you consider my team yours. So I’m guessing when you focused on it, that’s when the green flames licked the air around your eyes.”

Dropping my head, I murmured, “What the fuck is happening to me?”

I need to make that appointment to chat to my new friends sooner rather than later, I thought. That conversation is overdue.

Looking back at Corrina, I opened my arms for a hug. “We good?”

Corrina merely stared at me and didn’t move, so I dropped my arms, thinking she wasn’t interested. I was totally surprised when she looked at me accusingly.

“Why do you want to hug me?” she asked. “I am known as the ugliest of all Sidhe because of this muscle tick, deformity, whatever, that leaves me with this constant little smirk. Nobody wants to touch me. Why do you?”

“That’s complete and utter bullshit, Corrina,” I snapped. “You are a beautiful woman. Symmetric and perfectly proportioned facial structure. Clear skin. Beautiful hair. Beautiful golden brown eyes. Strong, athletic female figure with just the perfect amount of curve to make you desirable for cuddling,” I told her.

“Plus, you have that sexy, mysterious smile on your face. It’s like you know something that the rest of us don’t. It gives you that special je ne sais quoi quality that Ellen Barkin had when she was a cinema queen in the 80s and 90s—she had a similar permanent smirk on her face.

“Add to that how we care about the same people, your fierce sense of duty, and that what I’ve seen of your character is impeccable…The question shouldn’t be why I would want to hug you. It should be ‘Why don’t they see your beauty and value?’ Now please come here and give me a hug if you feel up to it, beautiful.”

I opened my arms to her again, and Corrina disengaged the sound barrier before she threw herself onto me. I pulled her close and caressed her back. “It’s been so long,” she whispered before slowly pulling away.

“Corrina, if you ever need to feel special or need someone to hold you for a moment, you come find me. I understand Sidhe need touch to maintain their sanity. You are worthy of being loved, and I would gladly hug you any time. The same applies to all your wounded birds, okay?”

She nodded and said, “I get it. I know what you’ve done to Myra and Trina.”

“Great. Explain it to me. They keep asking me, and I have no idea what to tell them,” I replied.

She shook her head. “It’s simple, really,” she said. “You love them. You open your heart, and you love them unconditionally.”

I looked down and scratched the back of my neck. “Hmm. That was never in my skill set before.”

I heard a voice say, “Not true,” making me look up to see Trina standing beside the door. She walked up to us and hugged us both. She said to me, “I’ve learned too much about your history in the last two days to believe that. I think you were born with it, but maybe you lost it for a while when you lost your brother and parents. I’ve watched you with some of your acquaintances. KC. Kristina. The way you talk about your friends and employees. You’ve been getting it back for some time, Jack. Maybe it just required a flock of wounded birds to bring it all the way home.”

Trina kissed me as we both held Corrina in our embrace. Then she kissed Corrina gently, too.

To Corrina, she murmured, “I caught most of your conversation, but the elf tech worked great. I’m just awesome at lip reading, and I’ve spent as much time as possible watching his lips move.” Trina winked at her. “Appetizers are gone, and the food is on the way. Let’s feed the beasts!”

Corrina touched Trina’s marks and asked quietly, “Jack, do you think those would look good on me?”

“They’d look fucking amazing on you,” Trina said earnestly.

“Agreed,” I said as it started to really register that Trina might want me to take all of the Ravens as lovers. Shaking my head, I followed the two sexy women inside.

Trina leaned into Corrina’s side as she held her arm. “I’m happy to help you find out, if you’re really curious,” she said. “Tell him you want them installed the same way I got ’em. The whole experience was mind blowing!”

As we returned to the table, Daphne moved out of Corrina’s seat and looked nervously at me before jumping back into her own. I kneeled down next to her and wrapped her and Geri in a hug.

As quietly as I could while still being certain they’d hear me, I told them, “Look at me, dear ones.”

They did, their eyes big and wary. I closed my eyes and took a calming breath in the hope I wouldn’t overdo what I was about to say. “I already knew more than I should before your little slip. No harm was done. I will protect your secrets as though they were my own.” Then I willed the glow to appear. “You are mine. Do you understand?”

Both women nodded as tears ran down their faces. Daphne kissed me, quickly darting her tongue inside my mouth to meet mine. She looked at me warily, but I just nodded at her before cupping Geri’s face and pulling her close for a kiss, too.

I looked at them both and said, “Mine.” They nodded again.

I released them and whispered to Corrina’s before sliding back to my seat, “I’ll give you yours when your troops aren’t around.”

She nodded with a shy smile.

Myra grinned at me as I slid close to her. She murmured, “You’re supposed to be Trina’s new boyfriend, but I think we would all fuck you right here on the table if you asked.”

“Myra, you’re such a bad influence on me,” I told her as I looked around and confirmed no one was watching other than the Ravens. As surreptitiously as possible, I slid my left hand inside the neckline of her dress to palm her breast. I pinched the nipple softly and caught her gasp in my mouth. Withdrawing my hand as I heard the server approach, I kissed her again and sat back in my seat with my hands on the table. I leaned in her direction and said just loud enough for the table to hear, “Make sure I can get access to the treasures inside your dress while we’re eating.”

The waitress was an attractive twenty-something-year-old brunette. She was wearing a tight T-shirt and tight jeans and gave off a girl-next-door vibe. Her name tag identified her as Katrina. When she saw us, she exclaimed, “Oh my!”

Fortunately, she had just placed her tray on a folding stand. She bit her knuckle at the same time Myra replied, “Yes, Lord,” and split the flounce of her dress to bare her legs just short of heaven. I winked at the waitress, and said to Trina, “You too, my pet.”

“Yes, Master,” Trina replied breathlessly and arranged her dress similarly to Myra’s. I thought Trina might have shown a quarter-inch more flesh, but it was a close call. The waitress turned away and leaned against Charli’s booth, waving a hand at her face. She looked over her shoulder at us, and then slowly turned around.

“I’m sorry, Katrina,” Trina offered the poor thing. “We didn’t mean to embarrass you. We’re just trying to make up for lost time. By the way, my name’s also Katrina. All my friends and lovers call me Trina. I hope you will too.”

Katrina turned bright red.

“Trina,” I scolded, “if you keep teasing her, I will spank you in the hotel room, with an audience.”

Daphne and Geri picked up the game, raising their hands. “We’re available!” Daphne exclaimed.

“Please, ladies. Give poor Katrina a break,” I said, even as I dropped my hands to the naked thighs on either side of me.

Katrina laid out our plates and chuckled, “Karma’s a bitch, ain’t it? I’m usually flirting with all the middle-aged and older guys, jiggling my goodies, and posing to get better tips. You guys just one-upped my game—about five times.”

We shared a good laugh, and I told her, “Not to worry, Katrina. If anyone asks, we’ll tell ’em you brought your A game.”

“Good,” Katrina said, winking at me. “I’ve got a rep to maintain.” She took her tray to the back, fanning her face the whole way.

We demolished our food quickly, and the conversation dwindled but still continued between bites. The topics of conversation were light, focused primarily on our shared experience at the Burning Tree.

Katrina came back to check on us pretty quickly, but we were well on our way to being finished. “Goodness! Y’all eat like a bunch of soldiers!” she teased as she refilled our water glasses.

“Guilty,” I replied with a smile. “You can bring the check when you’re ready.” She nodded and went to print the bill. Corrina finished her meal and excused herself. That seemed to be some sort of cue, as Daphne then knocked on Charli’s booth. She stuck a hand around the corner, drawing a circle in the air with her finger before holding her index and thumb about an inch apart. I heard another quiet knock from Charli’s side, and I assumed she was acknowledging the command to get ready to depart.

Katrina arrived with the bill and I handed her my card. When she went to run the card, Myra said, “We can pay, Jack. You don’t need to cover this.”

“No paper trail,” I murmured as Katrina returned. I added a twenty-five percent tip and signed the slip before putting my card and the receipt in my pocket. We sat and sipped our water for about ten minutes until the third group, Liesl and Trevor, walked out the door.

We left in formation with Daphne and Geri leading the way, and all ten of us squeezed into my room. It was a little tight, but Corrina wanted everyone together to confirm the plan for the evening.

“Do you want me to step out, Corrina?” I asked. “I’m assuming you don’t want an outsider listening to your briefing of your protection detail.”

“Yes please, Jack,” she said. “It would be great if you could hang out on the patio for a few minutes.”

“Sure. I’ll catch up on my email,” I replied.

As I reached for the door, Trevor asked, “Hey Jack, how do you know what a protection detail looks like?”

I stopped with one foot on the balcony and turned to look him in the eye. “Trevor, I have done things in the service of this country that would blow your mind. I’ve been on protection details a couple of times. Those were some of the more relaxed assignments I was on. It’s nice to meet you, by the way.”

Leaving him with an empty smile, I stepped outside and closed the door. I sat in one of the two chairs and pulled up my email. There were no new emails from clients, but the promised email with details from Laura was waiting on me. She sent some pictures of a lovely home in the Forest Trails development. The views from the lot were fantastic and the models were beautiful. I was tempted to take a look, but the lot sizes were much smaller than what I’d been looking for. I replied to her email, declining her offer to show the properties tomorrow morning and explaining why.

KC had also sent me an email. He said he’d just contracted a listing on a property in the same area we’d looked at the previous day. It was much bigger than I’d been looking for, but it sounded much more promising than anything I’d seen so far. He included a couple of photos, but I didn’t think I’d get the picture—no pun intended—without being on the ground. The list price was twenty-five percent more than my total budget, just for the land. Plus, I’d have to carry the bulk of the fees and figure out how to pay for building a house, too. But the more I looked at the photos, the more I felt something telling me it would be worth a visit.

It was only 7:45 p.m., so I took a chance and called KC.

“KC here. How you doing, Jack?”

“Hey, KC. I’m living large, buddy.”

He chuckled, “Yeah, me too. I’m working on it though. What did you think about that property I emailed to you?”

“Well, it sounds pretty promising, but it’s also a budget stretch. I’m intrigued enough to take a look, though. Can you show it to me tomorrow morning?”

“Sure Jack, but not too early. I’d like to tell you I’m going to church, but honestly I’m heading out to a party in a couple minutes. I suspect I’ll have a slow start tomorrow morning. You want to meet at the office at 10:00?”

“That should work, KC. We’ll see you then.”

“Oh, we? Trina’s coming with you?”

I laughed, “KC, are you stoned? Would you leave her behind if she was with you?”

“I was hoping she dropped you so I could chase her down,” he guffawed.

Chuckling, I told him, “Afraid not, buddy. She’s a keeper. If I were stupid enough to let her go, I would hope I could count on you to bitch-slap me!”

“Oh no, no, no, no, Jack! Something tells me trying to bitch-slap you would be a short road to the grave. No thank you!” KC replied.

“Shit, KC. I’m a teddy bear. You have nothing to worry about from me. I’ll let you get to your party. Be safe, buddy. I’ll see you tomorrow,” I told him.

“Bye, Jack.”

“Bye.” I disconnected the connection with a chuckle and put the iPad to sleep. I sat back and did some deep breathing to relax and focus my mind so I could consider some of the weighty matters on my plate. A possible million-dollar-plus real estate deal, a couple of business deals in the works, a married employee whose primary objective in life seemed to be fucking me, and some growing supernatural abilities, and all I could manage to focus on was the room full of beautiful women who all craved someone to love them.

I couldn’t conceive how I could possibly help them, either personally or by introducing them to decent potential mates. Yet that was exactly what I felt compelled to do. Don’t get ahead of yourself, Jack, I told myself. Breathe in. Breathe out. Repeat.

I focused on that exercise for several minutes before the patio door slid open.

Trina stepped out and closed the door. “They’re still talking, but Corrina should deploy some of them to take up posts any minute now. We should see a team in the parking lot before too long.” After a pause, she asked, “May I sit on your lap, sir?”

“Of course, Trina.” I placed my electronics on the little side table and reached for my beautiful lady.

“Is everything okay, Master?” she asked as she settled onto my lap and wrapped her right arm around my shoulders.

“Yes, pet,” I replied with a slight smile. “I was sitting here thinking about those poor, beautiful, discarded girls. I want to hunt their families down and punish them all. But despite feeling crappy for them, I’ve got a ton of positive stuff washing over me right now. I have you and Myra in my life. I just had a great gig at Burning Tree, and…Oh, by the way, one of the ladies there wants to hire me to play a birthday party.”

“Sure she does,” Trina teased. “She just wants you to sing to her in the shower after you fuck her senseless.“

“Yeah, I called her on that. I specifically pointed to you and Myra and said ‘my dance card is full.’ But she said her husband liked the music and she wanted to hire me to play his birthday party. She also told me to bring my dance card along. As a matter of fact, she put her card in my pocket. Shit, I left it in the other shirt.”

Trina squeezed my shoulder. “Don’t worry, Jack. We’ll get it out before we send it to Peg.” Before I could ask who Peg was, she kissed me, and I let all coherent thoughts fly away. She began making her way down my jaw to nibble behind my ear.

“Hmm,” I purred as I reached for her dress tie. Tugging it loose, I murmured into her fragrant hair, “I think you could use a little fresh air, my pet.”

“Oh, Jack. What have you done to me?” Trina whimpered.

“I don’t know, lover. Corrina has a theory, but it seemed like an overly simple explanation for something so miraculous.” I slid my hand inside her dress and languorously stroked my hand from her ribs to her hip and back up. I kept a steady rhythm, and Trina sighed as she leaned her forehead against mine.

“Jack, I don’t care how you’re doing it. Just don’t stop,” she whispered. She sat up to look into my eyes as she cupped my face. “You’re driving me absolutely fucking crazy. I’m not going to want to leave you in Phoenix.”

“I’m not going to want you to leave,” I confessed.

“Jack, the last thing I want is to find myself in the condition Myra’s in right now. She’s sitting in there trying to be all attentive and royal when all she can think about is being stretched out on your bed with your cock buried in her cunt and her face in mine.”

There’s a picture, I thought. Little Jack twitched in agreement.

“Unfortunately, I suspect it’s unavoidable.”

“Huh?”

“Silly Master. Did you get all distracted by thoughts of a threesome? Hmmmm?”

“Who, me? No way,” I objected, fighting a growing smile.

“Perv!” she giggled.

“Whose perv?” I asked.

“My perv,” she whispered.

I continued to caress Trina’s silky flesh under the fabric of her dress.

“I love it out here in the cool twilight, Jack. You’re winding me up pretty tightly with your touch. I swear if they’re going to be much longer inside, I’m going to mount you right here, right now,” she murmured breathlessly.

“You don’t want to wait any longer?” I asked.

Trina shook her head slowly. “I don’t, Jack. I told you I was ready. I’ve had nearly two solid days of foreplay. It means the world that you want to give me a private, special experience for my first time with a man. But I’m horny as fuck! And I think right here on this balcony with the town walking around us would be pretty damned special!”

“Hmm...okay.” I reached down and grabbed Trina’s hips, lifting her to her feet. “You’re sure?” I asked.

“Yes, Jack. Please,” she replied, no longer playing the sub. She was just a beautiful woman who seriously wanted to be mine.

“Okay, Trina. It doesn’t matter that I was planning something else for you—the bottom line is it’s for you. I’m going to enjoy myself regardless. Last chance. No doubts?”

“No, Jack. All play aside. I have no doubts. I want you inside of me, right now and every day until I no longer draw breath.” A smile bloomed on her beautiful face. “Please make love to me now, Jack.”

“Okay, then,” I replied as I unbuckled my belt and unzipped my jeans, pushing my pants down. “Kneel astride my lap, facing me.” I reached for her the moment my ass touched the chair to help her get in place. The arms on the chair appeared to be just wide enough to allow what I was envisioning.

Trina bit her lip at how I was sitting. “I think maybe feet on the seat might work better than knees,” she said.

“Whatever you think, darling,” I replied as my hands slid inside her open dress. I glided them over her hips and gently forward.

Trina gingerly stepped onto the lawn chair seat. As she knelt with a foot on either side of my ass, I steadied her and pulled her closer until she was sitting on my knees and sliding forward.

My left hand cupped her face as she leaned forward to kiss me ravenously. She wrapped both arms around my neck, and my right hand slid down her back, over my favorite tight ass, and under to slide my fingers on either side of her labia. She moaned into my mouth as my fingers ran back and forth along her engorged petals. My fingers were soon moist, so I pulled my hand from under her and brought the glistening fingers to the apex of her pussy to rub the moisture over her emerging clit.

Trina grabbed my face with both hands and stared in my eyes as she panted in time to my strokes. “M-master,” she moaned. “I n-n-eed—” She broke off, groaning at the pleasure.

“I need you too, my darling pet. More than you realize,” I replied as my fingers dove along her opened petals to collect more moisture before returning to her clit.

With a gentle pinch to her clitoris, hood and all, I rolled it between my fingers like a marble.

Trina gasped explosively, and I reached under her to grab my cock. I dragged my hard tip along her flesh from clit to hole, reversed, and circled it around her entrance to lubricate Little Jack. Finally, he seemed to say.

Trina realized what I was doing and whimpered as she tried to push her hungry pussy down on my meat. I teased her until she was frantic and then lined myself up and let gravity do its job, but that only worked to get me about an inch inside her.

Damn, she’s tight!

At first I thought she was nervous and slowing me down, but I finally felt the spasms around me—she was already coming!

I held her for a bit and pushed up into her with short thrusts, trying to move between the spasms. She was soaking wet but coming hard.

“Open the door, pet. I’m coming in!” I groaned.

“Yeah, yeah, yes! Ple-e-ase!”

Trina captured my mouth in hers and wrapped her arms around me. I hooked her right leg, raising and guiding her foot outside the arm of the chair. Then, cupping her right ass cheek, repeated the maneuver on her left side. Moving her feet wider helped open her up a little more.

I scooted as far forward into the chair as I could without tipping it toward the rail and set a slow, steady rhythm while maintaining the hot lip lock Trina had on me. I wasn’t quite hilting in her, but she was keening in my mouth, continuously spasming and shuddering again. Hilting wasn’t required for her pleasure at that moment, and I felt awesome.

Sliding my right hand up her back and behind her neck, I fisted her hair close to her head and used it to encourage her to arch her back. Trina’s climax became more frantic with the rough handling, and the adjusted position pointed her breasts right at my mouth.

Don’t mind if I do.

Completely abandoning my hold on her ass, my left hand palmed and squeezed her right breast while my mouth caressed her left all the way around, spiraling in until I sucked one diamond-hard nipple into my mouth, repeatedly thumbing her other nipple.

Unbelievably, Trina’s whimpers grew in intensity as I suckled and fucked her.

“Shhhh, my pet. Let’s not have the police called on us yet,” I warned before I sucked hard on her nipple.

Her nearly incoherent response translated to an affirmative as she tried to keep the volume down. I smiled into her breast as I felt her spasm roughly to hold my invading meat still. I pinched her right nipple hard and bit down with a little tooth on the left.

Trina choked down a scream and soaked my cock in her juices, but I showed her no mercy and held her close. In turn, she held onto me like a lifeline as she rode her wave of bliss and a handful of aftershocks.

Several minutes later, as she caught her breath, she murmured, “You were worried about this not being special enough?”

“For you Trina, this is barely adequate. You deserve heaven and roses, my love,” I told her sincerely.

“I got to heaven, Jack. The roses can wait,” she groaned, and I felt her release more juices onto my cock.

“I am madly in love with you, Trina. Now I’m gonna show you,” I said roughly as I slid an arm under each of her legs and grabbed an ass cheek in each hand. I kicked off my boots, jeans, and boxers. “Hold onto my neck, my pet,” I commanded.

“Yes, Master,” she moaned.

I backed her up to the wall next to the door. “I seem to recall you liked this before,” I told her. “Now I need to mark the other side. Don’t make a sound, my pet!” Grabbing her right wrist in my left hand, I told her, “Give me your left too, pet.”

Her ankles locked behind me, and she gave me her left wrist. I lifted them over her head and held them there as I kissed her deeply and set a slow steady rhythm of deep strokes into her dripping pussy.

I picked up the pace and moved my kisses along the right side of her jaw until I got to her ear. “Are you a little slut, Trina?” I asked.

She moaned as I wet my right index finger in the juices leaking out around my cock. “Yes, Master.”

“Who’s my little fairy slut, Trina?” I growled.

She gasped, and I wondered if “fairy” was considered demeaning to the Sidhe, but she didn’t seem to care.

“Oh, Master. I am!” she gasped.

“Let me hear you say it, Trina!” I ordered insistently as I circled my moist finger around her little rosebud. The patio door slid as she whispered, “Oh, Master! Please don’t make me say it!”

Daphne’s head poked out the door and into my peripheral vision as I growled, “Trina! Who’s your master?”

“You! Jack is my master!” she gasped. “You are my Master-r-r!” She started spasming again.

“Don’t make me tell you again, Trina. Say it!” I growled.

“Oh Master! I am. I’m your little fairy slut!”

She climaxed so hard when she said it!

Daphne gasped and disappeared back inside, but she didn’t fully close the door. “He’s fucking her on the balcony!” I heard her exclaim to everyone in the room.

I started slamming my cock into Trina’s channel, pushing her cervix with each stroke. “Keep telling me while I mark you, pet,” I ordered before I started sucking the right side of her neck.

“I’m your fairy slut! I...I’m your f-fairy s-slut!” she gasped as I clamped down on her neck and fucked her hard. “I...I’m your f-fairy slut! I’m your fu-fairy slu-slut!”

I was about to give it up and pump out my happy ending, but there was one more thing I wanted her to have before I gave in. “Give it to me, Trina. Give me all your bliss.”

She threw back her gorgeous, blonde head and bit her lip as she whimpered intensely, desperate to obey my command to be quiet, yet knowing she had been set up to fail. I brought her hands down and guided them to my neck as she rode her wave down.

My legs were soaked with her juices, and I was covered in sweat, fighting for my breath. There was nowhere else in creation that I would rather be. I pulled out in time to prevent my own explosion, and slowly lowered her to the ground as she continued to shake. I held her until she became a little steadier, and she looked up at me, enraptured.

A pout formed on her perfect lips. “Master, did I do something wrong? I don’t think I took care of your needs very well. What can your little fairy slut do to satisfy you, Master?” she asked me shyly.

“Oo...you’re good at this game, pet!” I murmured. She grinned at me and then kissed me deeply, and our mouths battled for dominance.

Little Jack felt like he was going to split, so I looked around to see if we were still undiscovered. We were, except Charli was waving at us from the front seat of an SUV.

“Charli is watching us,” I chuckled. “I guess Corrina deployed her team. I think Jason’s standing at the back of the SUV facing the parking lot.”

Trina said, “Well, I’m sure Charli would like us to entertain her a little longer.”

“I agree,” I said and reached for the balcony, shaking it to confirm it was secure. Satisfied, I guided Trina there. “Put your hands on the railing, pet.”

She followed my instruction and leaned forward, bending at the waist to offer me her treasures. I guided the fabric of her dress up over her waist to expose her dripping pussy. “Spread your feet apart, my love,” I purred, and Trina moved quickly.

“That’s great, pet,” I murmured appreciatively. “Now, lower your body down onto the rail, but keep holding onto it so we can keep you safe.” Circling a hand under her hip to steady her, I added, “Let your breasts hang over the balcony.”

Once I was satisfied she was in position and safe, I guided my painfully hard cock into her dripping pussy and pressed myself forward until I was buried to the hilt. Grabbing a fistful of silky blonde hair, I pulled out and slammed forward as I pulled back on her hip with my left hand and her hair with the right. Setting a fast pace, I slammed into her hot, tight, wet hole over and over.

“Who are you, my pet?” I growled.

“Oh, Master!” she gasped out a continuous litany of requests to be used. “I’m your little fairy slut, Master! I’m your horny, wanton little fairy slut! My cunt needs you to pound it, Master! Please fuck me harder, Master! Fuck my cunt, Master! Please breed your little fairy slut! Make me yours!”

Releasing her scalp, I slid my hand under her, pressing the heel of my hand just above her naked mound and dropping my fingers to press firmly against her clit.

She looked at me over her shoulder, her mouth in a perfectly shaped O. She continued to beg almost incoherently. “Master! Fuck me! Breed me. Take me and use me! Fill me with your seed, Master!” She groaned, gripping the rail tightly. “I’m your little fairy slut! Oh please, Jack! Make me…”

She shuddered and I felt her pussy clench. Then she screamed, “YOURS!” as I looked into her glazed eyes, and she gasped my name until I exploded.

Trina’s juices gushed out, the torrent of fluid from her spasming pussy taking her by surprise. I grabbed her desperately to ensure she didn’t tumble over the balcony as I repeatedly fired off inside her.

She arched her back and pushed back toward me to keep my member inside her, but the physics and biology didn't work out.

I spun Trina around and back into a chair, crashing into the seat and pulling her into my lap.

“Oh, Jack,” she cooed. “Why did I wait so long? You’re too good to me, my precious master.”

“Trina, darlin’, you’re worth waiting for.”

The door opened again. Daphne stuck her head out and said urgently, “Pick up your clothes and get inside. Policemen are quickly walking this way.”

I lifted Trina off my lap. “Go, pet. Daphne, help her.”

I grabbed my things, waved awkwardly at Charli, and hustled in after Trina.

Daphne closed the balcony door and whipped the curtain closed, then posted herself on the wall next to the door that exited to the exterior corridor. Corrina was sitting on the chaise, and Myra was perched on the desk chair. I walked my naked ass to the nightstand, placing my electronics on the nightstand and the holster in the drawer, then proceeded to get dressed.

“Don’t do that on my account,” Myra said. “I’ll just have to take them off you later.”

I couldn’t help but laugh at the situation. “I can live with that.”

“I don’t mind watching your cock hanging loose, covered in Trina’s juices. Do you, Daphne?” Corrina said.

I froze with one leg in my jeans. “What? Corrina has a sense of humor? Well, well!” I teased.

She gave me a warm, genuine smile, and Daphne wrapped her arms under her breasts and said, “Honestly, I’d kinda like to go lick her juices off his cock.”

“Daphne, I’m disappointed in you. I thought for sure you would offer to coat his cock with your own juices,” Myra ribbed.

Daphne looked at me thoughtfully while the other ladies laughed at her expression.

I shook my head as I fastened my jeans and zipped them. “You know, Myra,” I said seriously as I pulled on my flannel shirt. “We’ll all need to cohabitate in order for me to fulfill all the obligations you and Trina are signing me up for.”

“You’re not kidding, are you Jack?” she responded.

I shook my head and finished tucking in my shirt tails. “Nope.” Confirming my gig line was straight, I clarified, “You, Trina, and I will all go nuts if one of us is separated from the other for very long. Plus, my commitment to the Ravens is very real. This only works if we all live together.”

Myra shook her head mournfully. “There’s nothing I want more, beloved. I just can’t see a path to get there.” Tears brimmed her eyes. Trina’s eyes were moist too as she rushed to comfort Myra. Corrina wrapped her arms around Myra’s shoulders from behind her to comfort her beloved lady.

“I know it will be difficult, but it has to happen!” I growled. “I’m working on it, but it will take a little time. All I’m saying now is to keep the faith.” I leaned close to cup her cheek and kiss her. “It will happen, because no other option is survivable.”

There was a quiet knock at the door. Daphne cracked it open, and Trevor whispered a couple of words to her before she closed the door. “The police just entered the front door,” she announced.

Giving Myra my handkerchief, I lounged on my side of the bed. Corrina squeezed and kissed Myra’s shoulder and sat back on the chaise.

Trina quickly tucked her clutch under her armpit and dashed to the bathroom to pull herself together.

Myra walked to my side of the bed and crawled onto my lap. Once she was settled, she whispered, “You’re right, Jack. I won’t survive being away from you or Trina. She can get away, but I can’t.” Her eyes filled with tears. “I can’t bear being away from both of you! The last day has been torturous.”

I kissed my lady desperately, hoping to comfort her. Pulling her close, I cupped her ass as she wrapped her arms around my neck. Our kisses were turning ravenous just as there was a louder knock.

Daphne positioned herself in front of the door and opened it. Myra and I didn’t stop kissing, but we cooled it a little bit. I cracked an eye open to keep watch on the door.

“The police are here, Ms. Nessus,” Trevor announced.

Myra winked at me then turned to the door. “Thank you, Trevor. Daphne, please show them in.”

She leaned against me, watching two Cottonwood City police officers walk in. Both were male. One was young, about 5’9” with soft facial features and a shaved head. The other looked like he was roughly five years older and about my 6’2” height, with short brown hair and square, angular facial features. Both appeared fit, but their body armor made their torsos look heavy. The bigger guy walked up to Corrina.

“Pardon me, Ms. Nessus…”

Corrina held up her palm, shaking her head. The officer gave her a flustered look and she pointed at Myra.

Myra sat up and curled her legs under her to sit up, wiggling her fingers at him. “That would be me, Officer. How may I help you?”

The officer turned red when he spied my fingers resting on the fabric of Myra’s dress, right at the juncture of her legs. I had to give him credit for trying.

“Uh, ma’am…”

I slid my hand up to her waist, to the officer’s obvious relief. He still didn’t look particularly comfortable with the message he had to deliver. “We’ve had reports of a blonde woman in a red dress having sex with a man on your balcony.”

I heard the toilet flush and Trina’s ankle boots padding out. The sink turned on. The bald one looked in Trina’s direction, and his eyes bugged as he got an eyeful.

“Trina,” I called out, “were you fucking some other man on the balcony a little while ago?”

Trina strolled into the main room, wiping her hands on a towel. “Why no, Jack. You know you’re the only man I fuck. Why do you ask?”

“Apparently someone sent these officers to investigate reports of sex on our balcony,” I said dryly.

“Oh Jack, we should do that!” she exclaimed excitedly. “That sounds fun!”

Big guy immediately interjected, “Uh, no ma’am, you should not do that. We would have to arrest you for public indecency.”

Trina put a pout on her face as she walked over and looped an arm around Daphne. “Oh, that’s no fun.” She perked up. “Maybe they saw Daphne and me on the balcony. She has pretty short hair.” Then she went back to that award-winning pout. “Unfortunately, we weren’t fucking. No heavy petting or kissing, even. We even had our clothes on. Honestly, it wasn’t much fun at all!”

Myra pulled me close and buried her face in my neck to keep from laughing, but I couldn’t help myself.

The older officer turned to me. “So, you are the Mr. Jerome renting the room.”

“Yessir.”

“And the blonde…”

“Ms. Laughlin,” I provided.

“Ms. Laughlin is your…?”

He was actually pretty good at asking open-ended questions.

“She is my girlfriend. My lover, if you prefer. I think you’ve probably figured out her favorite pastime at this point.”

“Kphf...yes, uh. And your relationship with Ms. Nessus?”

“She’s my girlfriend too. Honestly, they keep me very busy.”

Myra composed her face and turned to him. “I rather enjoy fucking, too. Jack and Trina are the best. I’m hoping to have them both fuck me at the same time as soon as you’re gone.”

Daphne rolled her eyes and bit her lip while I gave him a deadpan look. “Yeah, work, work, work. I have the life of a dog.”

The officer asked, “So these other two ladies are your girlfriends too?”

I shook my head, “Not yet, Officer. They’re supposed to be, but I’m not sure how I’m going to fit them all into a day given how demanding the first two are.”

The lead officer looked at the bald one before speaking. “Well, I need to take a look at your balcony real quick, and then we can be on our way. May I, Mr. Jerome?”

“Sure. If you don’t mind, I’m going to stay right here.”

He nodded and opened the door. He shined his flashlight over everything, frowning, then shook his head and closed the door. Locking eyes with me, he said, “It looks pretty wet out there, Mr. Jerome.” He was looking at the bottoms of my feet.

I hope the patio was clean! I thought.

“Really, Officer? Did it rain this evening?”

“No, Mr. Jerome. It did not. Look folks, I don’t want to hassle you, and we’re fixing to deal with the evening’s crop of drunks. Please just keep your intimate activities inside and keep the drapes closed. I really don’t want to come back and play through this theater again.”

Our crew all looked appropriately serious. “Yes, Officer,” I replied.

The lead officer nodded to me and headed for the door. As the door closed, I heard him mutter, “What the fuck am I doing wrong?”

We waited for the door to close. As soon as it did, we all burst out laughing.
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FESTIVITIES AND DISCIPLINE


“My god, Trina! What an actress you are!” I exclaimed.

She puckered her lips and said, “What do you mean, Master? I just told the truth.”

“Artfully,” I replied as she kicked off her shoes and removed her dress, completely ignoring the other women in the room.

Daphne’s eyes popped out of her head as Myra also stood and removed her dress, hanging it over the desk chair. Myra cupped her breasts and struck a pose. “Daphne, don’t you like my figure?” she asked.

Daphne’s jaw dropped, and she remained in shocked silence until Corrina shook her out of it. “Daphne, man your post on the balcony,” she ordered.

She snapped to attention. “Yes, Captain.” Daphne looked at me as she passed my side of the bed and said, “Have fun with your fairy sluts.”

Corrina and I both barked “Stop!” at the same time.

“Corrina, will you let me handle this?” I asked, standing. She pursed her lips. I could tell she didn’t want to, but it was also apparent that she wasn’t very excited about having to discipline one of her people in front of her lady. Then again, she might have just been curious if my discipline would be appropriate.

Finally, Corrina relented. “Yes, Jack.”

Turning to the saucy Raven, I used my command voice. “Daphne! Front and center!”

She sprang to stand at attention in front of me. Her expression showed that she knew she had fucked up.

“Do you think that is an appropriate way to address your lady?” I barked.

“You know?”

I nodded, “I do. I told you I know a bit about the fae. Now answer my question, Raven. Is that an appropriate way to address your lady?”

She dropped her eyes to the ground. “No, sir,” she muttered.

“Daphne, I expect you to look me in the eye and take your discipline like an elite guard of the Winter Court should. Do you understand me?”

Her head jerked up. She locked her eyes on mine, straightened, and responded clearly, “Yes, sir.”

“Do you think that is an appropriate way to address Lady Laughlin, a lady of the court, like that?”

“No, sir.”

“Do you have the kind of relationship with either of these ladies that makes it okay for you to publicly use private terms of endearment that you overheard in the course of your duties?”

“No, sir.” She looked mortified as she addressed Trina and Myra. “Lady Myra, Lady Katrina, please accept my most humble apologies. You both deserve better from me.”

Myra didn’t smile, but responded in her clear, rich voice, “Apology accepted, Daphne.”

Trina was equally serious as she added, “I accept your apology as well.”

“Now Daphne, why did I ask your captain for jurisdiction of this offense?” I asked sternly.

She l opened her mouth, then snapped it shut. Her brow furrowed as she thought beyond the easy, immediate “I don’t know” that was on the tip of her tongue. Her face tilted toward the ground and her lip began to quiver.

“Daphne, look at me,” I said firmly but a little more gently.

She raised her eyes to mine with a sniff while tears ran down her cheeks. “What is the answer, Daphne?”

“Because you took me for your own. You told Geri and me ‘you are mine’ and sealed it with that beautiful kiss,” she cried.

“What does it mean to ‘be mine,’ Daphne?” I asked softly.

“It means you own me,” she whispered, evidently thinking I’d somehow taken her for a slave.

I shook my head. “No, dearest. It means that I claim you as one of my own. Not as property. As family. That I love you and will care for you. What else?”

Her lips quivered as she choked out, “It means that when I hurt or disrespect those you love, that I am doing the same to you.”

“Very good, Daphne. I think you’re starting to get what ‘being mine’ entails.” I let that hang in the air for effect, and she stood locked in the position of attention, nodding as tears streamed down her face.

“Daphne, I think between all my wounded little birds, including the Princess and Trina, you are the most broken. The lack of another’s touch is driving you crazy with emotional pain. To hide it, you use humor and cynicism, but that doesn’t ease the pain, does it?” I asked.

She shook her head as her tears cascaded down.

“You have to face this and own it, honey. Why did you call them that?”

She didn’t hesitate. “Because I crave to have you touch me like you do Trina and Myra. Like you were touching and fucking Trina when she called herself that. I want to feel your flesh against mine and inside of mine. Your arms around me, calling me that…” She hesitated. Bowing her head again, she whispered, “I want you to love me.”

I waited until I finally saw the light dawn in her eyes. She looked up at me, smiling through her tears. “You do love me! If not, you would have left me to the captain’s discipline.”

I nodded once emphatically. “Exactly correct, Daphne. Don’t get me wrong. Your captain loves you, too. You would know if she didn’t; it would be readily apparent. However, she is bound in ways by duty that prevent her from helping you fight for your sanity. All she could do is punish your transgressions and give you breaks to relieve yourself as well as you are able.

“Additionally, your captain is nearly as broken as you are. It’s only her iron will that keeps her from being almost as big of a mess as you are right now. So she let me take the lead, because she loves you and doesn’t want to be a hypocrite,” I explained.

Corrina also had tears streaming down her face as she nodded slightly to tell me I got it right.

Turning back to Daphne, I said, “Daphne—precious. If we had more than a couple of hours left I would follow your punishment with loving intense enough to make you whole. I don’t have that luxury. So, I need to punish you in a way that will hopefully start your healing process. Do you have any suggestions as to how I could do that?”

“No, sir. I’m too fixated on making love to you. To fucking you hard,” she whimpered.

“I appreciate your honesty,” I told her as I wrapped her in a hug and she dissolved into my arms. Pressing my lips to her forehead, I said, “Precious Daphne, your punishment will be ten hard strokes of my hand delivered to each of your bare buttocks, administered right now in front of your princess, your friend, and your captain. The reason I choose this punishment is that it‘s using extremely intense touch as the punishment vehicle. I’m giving you what you crave, what you need, but in such a way that makes it clear it is definitely not a reward.”

Daphne tensed in my arms. I released her and observed her slumping posture. “Kphf.”

Daphne snapped to attention again.

“Daphne, Raven of the Winter Lady’s guard. Prepare for your punishment. Remove any undergarments you may have on. Step up to arms length from the bed and bend over to rest your arms on the edge. Pillow your head on your folded arms. Assume the position.”

Corrina stood with her arms crossed under her breasts and her feet about shoulder width apart, head bowed with a slight frown. I gave her shoulder a quick rub as I walked by toward Trina and Myra, who met me in an embrace. I kissed each of them and then indicated the door.

After checking that the lines of sight from the door wouldn’t reveal Daphne, I opened it a crack.

“Hey Trevor, did you get an all clear from Charli and Jason?” He turned his head to see my face through the crack and nodded wordlessly.

“Perfect,” I replied, closing the door and securing the deadbolt. I whispered to Trina, “Darling, is that cone of silence thing something you can maintain with intense distraction?”

She shrugged. “Should be okay. Why not use Corrina’s tech?”

“She’s going to be in the room now, but she’d have to be inside the circle to use it later, when the three of us are together. I don’t want to aggravate her condition, despite her will of iron. It would just be rude.”

“Okay,” she mused. “I can do it. If you see it slip tell me, but I don’t think it will be a problem. Myra tests my concentration with it frequently,” she smirked.

“Really?” I asked. “Why are you both so quiet when you make love? You mentioned it.”

She smiled. “Margin for error.”

“Makes sense. Please start it during Daphne’s punishment. There’s no reason for everyone to hear her.”

To Myra and Trina both, I said, “Ladies, please kneel on the bed in front of Daphne.”

I snagged Myra as she started moving, so I could whisper into her ear, “Beloved, you are damned distracting walking around in just those boots!”

She grinned and whispered back, “Good. I’ll leave them on. Trina’s going barefoot.” She gave me a wink and mounted the bed. I grabbed Corrina’s arm as I returned to Daphne, leaving the captain on Daphne’s right side while I circled to the left. I lay a hand on Daphne’s back. She squirmed into it.

“Precious Daphne, I have had a thought on how to make your punishment more effective. Are you okay if I amend it after having set your expectations?”

Daphne looked up from the pillow of her forearms. “Yes, sir.”

“Will you be able to lie there with your head on the mattress without your forearms supporting your head?”

“Yes, sir,” she confirmed.

“Most excellent. Please stand and remove your blazer.”

Daphne followed my order and stood at attention, facing the bed wearing her camisole, shoulder rig, leather skirt, and boots. She had folded her panties and blazer, leaving them on the foot of the bed. “Well done, Daphne. You’re doing a marvelous job. Now assume the position, but give a hand each to Lady Myra and Lady Katrina. Your captain will slide the back of your camisole up to reveal your back, and she will lay her hands on your lower back as your friends hold your hands. I’m making this change because it’s important for you to know that even though you made a mistake that we don’t want repeated, all of us love you and support you.”

Her eyes watched me closely as I spoke, and her new tears began to flow. I told her, “Keep your gaze on my face, Daphne. Surrender to the experience, so you can learn the lessons from your discipline. Prepare yourself.” She turned her head over her shoulder to look at me as well as she could, twisting her torso slightly to see me better.

I looked at my lovers. “Dear ones,” I said, “hold her hands tightly, but be careful not to raise them up. I don’t want to injure her shoulders.”

Trina and Myra held Daphne’s clasped hands on the mattress. With a warm smile, I said, “Trina, please activate the sound protection and include all five of us in the circle.” The shadows solidified and began to spiral as they grew, like they did last night.

Locking eyes with Corrina, I said, “Captain, please take your position. The goal is not to caress her, but to let her be reassured by your touch.”

Corrina looked at me seriously and replied, “Clear, my lord.”

I paused, startled, but she gave no indication that she meant anything by it other than that it was her habit when taking orders from males of the court.

Resting my hand next to Corrina’s, I looked into Daphne’s eyes. “Daphne, I am now going to expose your buttocks. Prepare yourself.”

I slid my right hand along her right hip, then slid both of my hands down her legs to the hem of her skirt. Pinching the hem, I slowly dragged it up toward her waist, exposing a fine, firm ass that rivaled Trina’s.

This is going to be as hard for me as it is for you, heh heh. You’re an asshole, Jack, I thought to myself.

“Master, the cone of silence is in place,” Trina announced. She smirked, indicating I’d have to learn what it was actually called.

I rolled up Daphne’s skirt and placed my left hand on her lower back and my right on the center of her right buttock. I sketched a light circular caress on it and repeated on the left.

Looking in her moist eyes, I said, “Daphne, for this to work properly, you will need to keep your buttocks pointed up like they are now. I could hold you up with my hand, but I’m not going to. Remember, you need to surrender to this.”

“Yes, sir. I will make you proud.”

I smiled at her. “You already do, my precious. Take a big breath. Good girl. Now let it out.”

As Daphne breathed out, I rapidly raised my right hand and delivered quick, sharp, hard spanks on her buttocks with the flat of my palm, alternating between each cheek. Those firm cheeks barely jiggled. I tried to vary the placement of each strike to spread the heat, but I didn’t relent until each cheek had received its allotment. God love her, the girl didn’t cry out at all. I looked her in the eyes every time I raised my hand. Tears poured down her face and she clenched her lips, but nothing more than a whimper escaped her mouth.

“The punishment itself is done now, Daphne,” I told her. “You were a brave, good girl. I’m very proud of you.”

She basked in the praise despite how her flaming red ass had to be stinging. “Now, there’s something I want to point out to you. You have no need to be jealous of the affection someone else receives. Despite what you’ve been taught, there are plenty of people willing and able to pour affection all over you. Do you understand?”

“Yes, sir,” she breathed.

“I fully expect you to find yourself desperately needing comfort at some point in the future,” I continued. “I need to be sure you know what to do.”

Daphne gasped a couple of deep breaths before answering. “I-I come find you…”

I delivered a sharp spank on each cheek. Her eyes bugged and she cried out.

“Raven Daphne, who should you always check with first?”

She whimpered, “I’m so sorry, Captain. I should know better. Please forgive me.”

I caressed her abused bum, and Corrina bent down to kiss the distraught young lady’s cheek. “Of course, Daphne. I forgive your lapse.”

Daphne bit her lip. After a few sniffles, she again tried to answer my question. “Sir, first I should check with my captain to see if I might be excused to seek comfort or relief.”

I continued caressing her tortured bum. “Excellent, Daphne. Please continue.”

Daphne continued more confidently. “Assuming my captain excuses me, then I review who might be available to help me because my lord and master may not be immediately at hand.”

“Good thinking, darling,” I told her. “What else?” I gently squeezed her bum, making her squirm.

I resumed the caresses, and she added, “Assuming my captain does not feel at liberty to help me directly, then I can turn to my sister Ravens—well, except that bitch Selene. I could also ask my friend Trina.”

I kept caressing Daphne’s delectable ass and cocked an eyebrow at Myra. She nodded and squeezed Daphne’s hand.

“Is there no one else you could ask, sweetheart?”

She looked up at her lady, who smiled and nodded. Daphne’s face glowed with joy, fixing her gaze on Myra’s face. “I could ask my princess if she is not otherwise busy, my lord.”

I asked Trina, “Pet, would you get the massage oil from my shaving kit?”

She hopped off the bed and stepped through the shadows as I kept caressing Daphne. Myra released her other hand. “Daphne, please rest your head on your arms. I don’t want you to irritate your neck.”

Daphne rested her head on her folded arms, looking back at me as her ass squirmed under my caresses.

I asked Corrina, “Has justice been served, Captain?”

She responded, “I am satisfied if you are, Lord,” with a slight bow of her head just before Trina reappeared inside the circle and handed me the oil.

I poured some into my hand and warmed it by rubbing it liberally between my hands. I then firmly rubbed it into Daphne’s abused buttocks. When I finished, Trina handed me a towel, and I rewarded her with a smile as I rolled Daphne’s skirt down over her lovely, red ass. “Daphne, you may stand now.”

The sexy brunette pushed back and stood at attention in front of me as I sat on the edge of the bed.

“Do you have anything to say before I turn you over to your captain?” I asked her.

She bit her lip in consternation, and I spoke without thinking. “Daphne, when you bite your lip like that, it makes me want to bite it too.”

Her eyes fluttered as she moaned, but she stayed locked at attention. After a few ragged breaths, she said, “Excuse me one moment, sir.” Turning to look at Corrina, she said, “Captain, may I have a quick break to have some relief? I almost orgasmed as he caressed me while he was talking.”

Corrina smiled at her and cupped her cheek. “You have five minutes, Raven. Will that be enough?”

Daphne smiled her gratitude. “Yes, Captain.” Then she turned to me, “Sir, would you be available to help me clear my mind?”

I looked at her for a moment before answering. “Not this time, Daphne. I plan to leave you in capable hands. Sex can be very comforting, but at its best, it’s about the relationships it strengthens. This is too good of an opportunity for you to pass up to repair two relationships you damaged. I’m handing you over to my reinforcements,” I said as I indicated Myra and Trina cuddling on the bed.

Daphne’s eyes saucered, and she nodded quickly.

“Okay, Daphne. Everything but your boots off in 5, 4, 3, 2, 1.”

I could have started counting at four. Maybe three. The young warrior was definitely motivated. Her clothing came off instantly and was soon folded neatly, with the shoulder rig in a compact bundle resting on top. Daphne herself stood naked in front of me in the position of attention, though she dissolved her rigid posture to hug me. I wrapped my arms around her in return. “Soon, precious. Soon,” I whispered to her, and she nodded frantically.

Myra and Trina reached for her, and Daphne gave me a brilliant smile before crawling on the bed.

“Hey Corrina, start your clock.”

The captain absentmindedly set a timer as she watched Myra and Trina make love to Daphne.

Sliding behind her, I wrapped my arms around her. “Are you sure you want to watch this?” I whispered.

Corrina turned within my embrace to face me, scrunching her eyes closed and cupping her hands over her ears. I held her close as I caressed her back through her blazer and planted gentle kisses on her temple.

My lovers brought the young Raven to a gentle orgasm, then Myra pressed her back down and continued stimulating her until Daphne’s whole body clenched. The poor girl groaned loud enough to shake the windows, if not for Trina’s cone of silence.

Corrina flinched visibly at Daphne’s vocal pleasure but maintained her protected position in my arms while I continued my gentle, reassuring touches.

Trina caught the tail end of Daphne’s groan in her mouth and then nibbled her lips and neck once she began to recover. Myra covered Daphne’s tight abdomen and breasts with gentle little kisses in concert with Trina’s ministrations.

“I have to go!” Daphne groaned. “I don’t want to leave you, but I must.” Myra and Trina whimpered prettily to let her know they would rather she stayed but didn’t hold her down as Daphne struggled to rise from the mattress.

She dressed quickly and was soon put together and presented herself in the position of attention.

I patted Corrina on the back, and she looked up to give her Raven a proud smile.

“Do you feel better now, Daphne?” I asked as I released Corrina and pulled Daphne into an embrace.

“Yes, Lord.” She smiled at me. “Thank you for making me yours, Jack. I really do feel special.”

I kissed her quickly. “You are special, Daphne. Now you best get moving quickly before your captain decides to beat your ass again!”

She grinned. “Yes, sir,” she said, giving me a salute.

Daphne turned and kissed Trina quickly and then spun to plant a longer one on Myra. She rapidly launched out through the cone of silence, but I managed to snag her arm and pull her back.

“Daphne, one second before you go!”

She looked at me expectantly. “Yes, my lord?”

I pointed at her folded black lace panties sitting on the bed. “Are you out of uniform, Raven Daphne?”

She shook her head seriously. “No, sir. Panties are optional, so I left those for you as a memento of our time together. But you raise a good point. I should probably cover up. I really don’t want to get aroused from the air stimulating my exposed, wet cunt.”

She pulled a pair of pink cotton panties out of a jacket pocket and then pulled them over her boots and hiked them up over her ass before dropping her skirt.

“Thank you for taking care of me, my lord,” she said with a brilliant smile before she disappeared through the wall of shadow.
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CORRINA’S KISS


Ilooked at Corrina and said, “I believe I owe you a kiss to seal the deal.”

She shook her head. “Lord, I am not worthy of the love you offer me.”

“Bullshit! Trina, Myra, could you give us a moment?” I asked.

“Sure, Jack. I get the toilet first!” Trina said.

She launched off the bed, and Myra blew me a kiss before she sauntered after her.

Turning to Corrina, who once again had her arms folded under her breasts, I wrapped my arms around her waist and kissed her right cheek about where her so-called tick started.

She collapsed forward, clinging onto me, and dropped her head to my chest. “Damnit, Jack! You don’t want me! I’m wrapped up in some shit, and you would hate me if you knew.”

It didn’t take a genius to make the leap. “So, you report on the princess to your boss?” I asked quietly.

She pulled at her hair. “She trusts me, and I report on her! And it’s worse than that.”

“Corrina, darling, do you really have a choice?”

She shook her head miserably.

“Do you do what you can to protect the lady?” She nodded as fat tears began leaking from her pretty eyes. “Myra is a very intelligent and politically savvy person,” I said. “Don’t you think she knows, or at least suspects, that you’re required to report up your command chain?”

She blinked her tears away, looking uncertain.

“Who is your chain of command? Do you report to a commander over all the Ravens or directly to the queen?” I asked.

She whispered, “Both,” and immediately screamed, clutching her head. I held her tight to keep her from falling. The apparent pain in her head finally released her, and she held my shoulders for support.

“I guess you weren’t supposed to tell me that. Can you nod or shake to confirm or deny yes-no questions?”

She nodded.

“Okay, so you have a Raven commander?” I asked.

She nodded. When the pain didn’t come back, she straightened but continued to hold on to my shoulders as though her life depended on it.

“You also report directly to the queen?”

She gave a barely visible nod.

“You were hesitant there, so you think we’re getting close to stuff you think you shouldn’t discuss.” She nodded. “Okay. Tilt your head to the side if you think you can’t tell me the answer to this.”

She nodded.

“The queen doesn’t want anyone to know you report to her.”

She hesitated, licked her lips, and tilted her head. No apparent ramification followed.

“If you can’t answer that, I can only think of two options. Does she listen to everything you hear or see?”

She shook her head.

My thoughts immediately turned to topics that I was only familiar with from fantasy literature. “Does she have a geas on you so you hurt yourself if you try to answer questions she doesn’t want you to?”

Corrina hesitated and then tilted her head. Again, she got by without penalty. She smiled gently at me.

I thought about what else I might need to know to manage the information flow outside of my growing group of ladies. “Okay, do you get to choose what to report?” I asked.

Corrina looked uncertain, so I clarified. “Do you report verbally or in writing to your commander?”

“Both. I write up a daily report, and she grills me on details she’s interested in.”

With another nod, I said, “Okay, silent protocol on this one. Do you have anyone else feeding your commander questions?”

She nodded hesitantly.

“Is there frequently an audience for your oral debriefs?”

A shake, a nod, then another shake.

“Sometimes?”

She nodded.

“Depending on the details in the report?”

She nodded.

“At least once per week?”

Another nod.

I cradled her head next to mine, brushing a kiss on her cheek.

“Can you think of any other questions I should ask you?”

Corrina was still for a moment, squeezing me tightly. “There might be, but they’re so far out of your frame of reference that I doubt you’d know to ask. I’m pretty certain I can talk about these without repercussions.”

She tilted her head back to look at me, thinking about how to proceed. “You need some frame of reference. I think you have at least an idea of what it means to be Sidhe. We look like pretty humans, but we live much longer—about 500 years, on average. We’re also appreciably stronger and faster than humans on average, but not so much that it raises issues if we don’t try to compete in public sporting events. But what it really means to be Sidhe is our desire for touch.

“I think you intuited some of this from fantasy novels, but touch is especially important for our emotional health. The most important thing to us is affection conveyed through touch. Skin-on-skin contact is very calming—healing, even—for our emotional state. In families, it’s not uncommon for them to wear nothing but an open robe within their homes to enable loving skin-on-skin connections.

“In most Sidhe families, such contact is innocent, healthy, and beautiful. We grow up and make friendships and share that same intimacy with those close friends. If, as friends, we experiment with sex, it’s again innocent, healthy, and beautiful. As we grow closer to some of our friends and grow to desire a closer connection, then we grow from ‘fucking’ to ‘making love.’ It’s not so much that the actions change but that the emotional connection does.

“The relationship between Myra and Trina is an excellent example of this. As you may have noticed, there’s no stigma associated with being panamorous. Sometimes an individual might get attached to one label or another, but there’s nothing in our culture that drives us to favor one type of attachment over another.”

I listened closely, wanting to take all of it in.

“As fae creatures,” Corrina continued, “Sidhe are attracted to physical beauty. We have, over millennia, developed into very pretty beings. As such, our society only accepts potential mates that are what you would call a minimum of eighty-five percent perfect—perfect eights or better on the ten-point scale. Perfectly formed skeletal and muscular structure, lustrous thick hair, ideal proportions of lean tissue to fat, limbs to torso, etcetera. My defect…is a muscular imperfection in my face. Skin tone is important. Pale porcelain, golden, olive, and the darkest brown are the only skin tones that are ‘acceptable.’ Daphne’s deformity is that her skin has a slight grayish cast to it; humans don’t even notice it. It’s seen as a sign of goblin heritage. It might be, too. Her family, Family Schatten, is known to have had congress with goblins over millennia, both consensual and not—in both directions. It was really until this new craziness with defects set in that they stopped.

“I met our great-grandmother years ago, and I wouldn’t have put it past her to have taken a goblin lover. Skin tone is one discriminator, and hair texture is another. Straight or only slightly wavy is acceptable. Curly hair is only acceptable for those with darkest skin or certain shades of red hair. A Sidhe with loosely curled strawberry blond hair is very desirable for mates, especially in the Summer Court. Charli’s defect is that her hair is tightly curled. Many human women would kill for that hair, but not Sidhe.

“Facial features of other races are taboo too. Marisol—we call her Mari most of the time—has eyes that are a little bigger than normal, and she has slight points on her ears. An elf wouldn’t even notice, but the Sidhe do. She’s sexy as hell, and if she were on someone else’s team, I would try to bed her despite my preference for males.

“Female Sidhe are also expected to be 5’7” or taller, up to about 6’1.” Geri is only 5’3” when she doesn’t have her boots on, but that little girl packs one hell of a punch.”

Corrina took a breath, and I kissed her cheek. She murmured, “Hmmm, that’s nice, Jack. Anyway, Selene and Liesl are both social outcasts. Selene’s mom, Sheila, used to be our team’s captain, and she was an ‘untouchable’ Raven for the same reason as Daphne. She managed to find a human to breed her, and Selene looks perfectly Sidhe, but she carries her mother’s stigma.” Corrina rolled her eyes. “Plus she’s a Class A bitch and lazy as all get out. I’m fairly convinced she wouldn’t have passed training if her mother hadn’t cut a deal. Before the end of the year, I should have enough ammo to drum her out.

“Liesl is a Laughlin. Like Trina, she has some wave in her hair, but on anyone else it would have been judged as meeting minimum standards. The Laughlin clan came to the Winter Court almost a millennium ago, long before we moved our siths to the new world. Several families were fed up with the political crap in the Summer Court. We had a pretty enlightened queen at the time, therefore those disenchanted under the Summer Court picked up and moved here to join the Winter Court. One of their sons married the Winter Lady, and eventually served as consort to the queen, but the original old Winter clans still resent them. They look for every possible fault. In Liesl’s case, it was her hair, but if she were from a different clan she would pass as acceptable and be sought after. Her family fought the rumors and social attacks, but eventually they ran out of options.

“Both Liesl and Trina could probably return to the Summer Court and get married without a problem. Liesl is exuberant, agreeable, fierce in battle, and lovely all around. She’s Trina’s cousin.”

Corrina’s expression grew serious. “With one notable exception, all my ladies deserve much better than they’re getting out of life. I think they all now expect you to give it to them, Jack. Mari will be on board as soon as she hears about you. So don’t hurt them—please.”

“I wouldn’t intentionally harm any of them regardless of what Trina’s trying to set up. As much as it’s my power to prevent it, I will,” I replied as I slid my hands inside her arms, intentionally letting the backs of my hands caress her nipples before I cupped her face. “They are mine. You are mine.” That’s when I gave Corrina her first lover’s kiss.

“I’m sure what I say next has no bearing on the princess, and you will not have to report it.” She nodded. “When I have everything ready, I plan to free you all and take you away. Will you come with me?”

“Oh, Jack! Yes! Yes! A thousand times, yes!” she exclaimed before devouring my mouth as I held her close.

“Well Corrina, I’ve closed our deal with a kiss as promised. You are well and truly mine.”

She released a joyous sound and pressed her entire body into mine. Then she gasped. “Jack! I need to get Liesl and Charli up here for a kiss. It may be just a formality, but they should have the opportunity.”

I nodded, “Okay, darling. I suspect Charli may be reticent. Jason seems to be attached and vice versa.”

Corrina shook her head. “Jason is a good guy for a Shadow, and Charli likes working with him. She used to moon over him, but he has rebuffed her twice. She isn’t going to fall for Shadow games again.”

“Okay, Captain. But it’s completely voluntary. Ensure they both know that.”

She nodded vigorously and grinned at me. “Will do, Jack! Now you best get busy, my lord. My lady is expecting you to fill her with enough love to hold her until she can see you again. Unfortunately, she has to go back to her, and I do quote, ‘limp-dick suitors.’ The Ravens are counting on you to make our princess happy, my lord. Make us proud!”

I kissed her again quickly, took a step back, and snapped to attention. “Yes, ma’am,” I said, snapping her a salute.

Corrina giggled as she stepped through the wall of shadows toward the front door.

I loved hearing all those strong, competent women giggle with joy like young girls. It filled my heart with joy, too.


23


A LINGERING AU REVOIR


Myra and Trina stepped through the shadows and immediately crawled onto the bed.

“How’d that go?” Myra asked.

I ruefully shook my head. “Princess, I’m afraid to report that the captain of your guard detail was giggling.”

She shook her head sadly. “Oh, how the mighty have fallen. I guess she’s beyond rescue.” We all shared a good laugh.

“So, what took so long?” Trina asked.

“I had to convince her of her worth.” I grabbed Trina and devoured her mouth. When the kiss broke, I observed, “Someone tastes like Myra’s pussy!”

“Well, a girl has to keep herself busy,” Trina said, smirking.

After kissing Myra, I confirmed my suspicion. “Yep, you taste like Trina, too.”

“Oh good, I was afraid it might have worn off. I went down first,” Myra explained happily.

Holding them both, I said, “Okay, one minute of serious stuff. Corrina has a geas on her. It makes her report everything to the queen directly.”

Trina tried to bolt, and I barked, “NO, Trina! PET! Calm down!”

She was livid at Corrina and not much better with me, fighting as I pulled her into an embrace. “How could she? Myra is her biggest ally in the entire court!” she fumed.

I spanked her ass as I held her tightly. “Trina, keep the cone up,” I told her. She nodded begrudgingly, and I continued softly, “I don’t think she has a choice. I stumbled onto it from something she said. If she hadn’t been in the cone of silence, you would have heard the most horrific scream as she tried to scramble her own brain as punishment.”

Myra wrapped her arms around our shared lover. “Trina darling, she wouldn’t have a choice. I suspected it the last time we were in Springfield. She was much more reserved after that. Shit! She’s been trying to cope with this for four months with no support.”

When Trina calmed down some more, she looked remorsefully at Myra. “I’m sorry, Myra. I didn’t even think of it that way. I was just worried about protecting you. I’m a shit friend to her.”

“I think we can both make a point of supporting her more now that we know. We’ve been horrible about ignoring the Ravens’ needs for emotional support and comfort. I need to do better,” Myra said.

“Well, just be careful about what you do in front of her that she might have to report,” I said. “Additionally, Myra, you can ask her to put specific things in her report before you say or do them. Or you can ask to see the report before it’s sent out and suggest that there’s no need for her to tell anyone that you’re helping her write it. If you want to elicit a specific response, you can help her craft the report. She’ll get that you’re trying to keep her out of hot water while doing your duty without interference.”

Myra grinned at me. “You’re devious enough to be a Sidhe. Good thing I didn’t tell her about the greaves.”

“You got them?” Trina asked.

“Yep. I just put them under the water bottles in the carton Corrina had supplied earlier. I put them in one of your duffel bags while the two of you were in here and Trina went to pee.”

“Sneaky! I like that!” I said, giving her a sloppy kiss. I moved back to take my shirt off, and Trina took advantage, running her hands up and down my bare chest. “Now, I understand from our beloved captain that we have about one and a quarter hours to wear out our lady.”

“Hold that thought, stud,” Myra said. “Tell me about your powers.”

“Is now really the right time? I groused. Little Jack twitched in agreement.

“The sooner you spill, the sooner you get—” Myra jiggled her breasts—“these.”

“Myra, if the elves understand everything correctly,” I said, “I’m the ancient enemy of the Sidhe. There hasn’t been a Green Lord for over 4,000 years, and no one knows how I managed to develop powers with such a diluted bloodline, but I am now the reigning Green Lord,” I told her, complete with air quotes.

“I don’t know exactly what that means,” I added, “but there’s an insinuation that I have some kind of dominion over creation, fae, elves, humans—all of it. I suspect that love is a critical part of my power, somehow giving me powers over living things.”

Myra chewed cutely on her thumbnail as she pondered my information and considered the implications. “My mother has been acting strangely since about a month before that last trip to Springfield. There was an envoy from the Summer Court that came at that time—the Summer Lady, actually—and she’s been acting erratically ever since. It reminds me of Morgan’s behavior, just not as severe or sadistic. I wonder if you appearing on the scene had anything to do with it. Maybe someone had a credible vision.”

She hummed in thought. “The more likely explanation is that Summer has her enthralled. Do you think that you can break it?” she asked me.

I shrugged. “Maybe? Conceptually, I can think of at least one way to do it that should work if any of my assumptions are remotely accurate, but it might require coercing either your mother or the Summer Lady. Something else might present itself as I learn these powers I’m supposed to be able to command.”

After a moment’s thought and a quick glance at Trina, I asked Myra, “What would happen if you and I would marry? Marry according to human or Sidhe law...or any other for that matter. How would that impact your ability to do the things you need to do?”

Myra flashed me a brilliant smile. “Goddess help me, but after knowing you a grand total of three days, I am ready to marry you!” Her expression turned serious. “My mother might literally explode, but she could no longer use my pussy as a distraction for the nobles. Her insistence on trying to breed me to any noble appears to be more about keeping them shocked at who my mother sends between my legs rather than begetting an heir.”

A beatific smile bloomed across her face. “Regardless, we’ll know for certain in a week if we’ve taken that out of play.”

My curious look probably conveyed my confusion, but Trina shouted, “Really?”

Myra beamed, somehow bouncing her head from side to side and nodding all at the same time. “Pretty sure.”

Trina gushed, “Oh my Goddess, Myra, that’s wonderful!” and launched on top of her, smothering her with kisses. “When?”

Myra shrugged. “I felt it after the time in the car, but the night before is more likely. It would explain why my emotions have been so strong.”

Trina gave her a skeptical look. “You’re positive it wasn’t one of the limp-dick asshats?”

“Yep,” she said, nodding decisively. “You know how effective shadow-driven birth control is. Otherwise, I would probably have children from most of the Kearney State sports teams.”

My ladies laughed wildly as my brain finally caught up. “You’re pregnant?”

“Yes, Jack. With your baby,” Myra told me as she crawled into my lap, pulling my arms around her.

I hugged her tightly, burying my face into her neck. “How do you know?” I asked. “It’s only been a day since the last time.”

“Sidhe women generally feel it shortly after conception as the hormones flood their system, ” Trina explained.

Myra took over. “My mother said it’s like the earth moves, and then everything smells sharper, tastes sharper, sounds more distinct. I feel more alive, Jack. I first felt it in the car. I had this sudden awareness shortly after you left Sedona, and then my world changed. Corrina’s gotta be sick of listening to me gush about you. Shit, that probably means my mother knows too, or soon will.”

“Hmmm,” I said. “Self-preservation may work for you there. Just tell her, ‘Corrina, I don’t think you want to let your commander know that you have a new lord, do you?’ Although, I really need to rescue her before her mind destroys itself.”

Myra nodded. “Given how a geas works, that’s a plausible solution. As for marriage, there would be repercussions. If we married in human law, she would just have it annulled, but if we married by Sidhe or elven traditions, it would be irrevocable. She might try to use Megan the way she’s using me, but Megan has more dominion over her body as she isn’t the Winter Lady—at least for now. She’ll eventually try to replace me.”

“Of course,” I agreed. “But if we do this right, wouldn’t you be in a position to nominate your successor? What’s required to be married under elven law?”

Trina went into teacher mode as she knelt beside us, wrapping us both into her arms. “Elven law requires vows and the exchange of tokens be witnessed and documented by a loremaster. We know where to find three of those. For the Green Lord, they would probably insist the traditional tokens be exchanged, which is flesh.”

“We have to fuck in front of a loremaster?” I asked, appalled.

Myra clarified,“No, darling. We must exchange bites of flesh from each other’s bodies, chew them, and swallow them, ” Myra clarified.

She looked into my eyes, and I was washed in a sense of déjà vu. I asked her, “What happens if only one partner offers up flesh?”

“That, essentially, is an offer of ownership,” Trina said. “The person giving the flesh is offering themselves completely into servitude. The one who eats the flesh becomes the owner of the one providing the flesh. The other is essentially a concubine or slave. That kind of servitude can’t be forced; it must be offered. The deep flesh heals over time and the bite mark is a contract between owner and owned. There is magic to it, but we don’t really understand it; I wonder if the elves do.

“Anyway, it’s pretty much anathema among the Sidhe. Sidhe society frequently shuns those who only take the mark. In fact, Sidhe rarely marry in the traditional manner anymore because they don’t want people to think they might have taken the mark without receiving one. The wedding exchange works the same way, it just goes both directions. It presupposes a deep and abiding love from both partners. There is, however, a legend of an old knight who lived in the mountains who had fifty wives, each of whom he had shared the bites with, and each of whom had shared the bites of the other forty-nine wives.”

We puzzled through the logistics of that for a moment.

Myra said, “Sidhe law is simpler. Vows and exchange of tokens must be witnessed. Eventually the union must be sworn in front of the court to be recognized in the rolls, but it’s the contract of the flesh that makes it binding.” She cupped my face and held my gaze. “Will you eat my flesh and offer me yours, my darling?”

My instant reaction was revulsion, yet I found myself drawn to it as well. Why do I keep feeling like I’ve seen or heard this before? I wondered.

Myra saw my struggle and waited patiently for me to come to a decision. I locked eyes with her and said, “Myra Nessus, I offer you my body, my mind, my soul, and yes, my very flesh. Will you marry me?”

“Yes, Jack. Ask me again with my full Sidhe name. Moira ab Liam mac Nessus,” she replied. She rolled out of my lap to kneel before me on the duvet, grasping both my hands.

I quickly stripped out of my clothes and matched her posture. Trina knelt to my left, Myra’s right.

With a nod and a growing amount of wood below the waistline, I made my pledge. “Moira ab Liam mac Nessus, I, Jacques Guillaume Jerome, offer you my body, my mind, my soul, and my very flesh from this moment forward until time ends, to weather all that life throws at us and all we love together. Will you marry me, beloved?”

Myra’s face glowed as she replied, “Jacques Guillaume Jerome, I, Moira ab Liam mac Nessus, am already yours. I have been yours since I first laid my eyes upon you and heard you speak. I offer you all that I am, including my very flesh. I will know no other man, and I will love all your women as if they are my own. I will stand by you to support you and defend you from this moment forward until time ends.”

Trina kissed Myra’s cheek and then mine. “My beloved darlings, I witness your vows to each other and will have them recorded in the rolls of the Winter Court and the elven loremasters. Thus mote it be. Please exchange your tokens, my darlings.”

I reached for Myra, pulled her into my lap, and kissed her deeply. I slid my hand under her to find her dripping wet. Little Jack twitched happily, ready to celebrate our vows. Myra took hold of him and lined him up, and I slid into her wet furnace, holding her tightly.

Trina steadied our shoulders as we rocked into each other. I picked up speed as I looked into Myra’s eyes. She tapped her left trapezius. I nodded and said, “the same for me.”

My bride gave me an adoring smile right before her eyes rolled back and she spasmed into an orgasm. I was coming quickly upon my own climax, so I kissed her roughly before dropping my mouth to her shoulder and placing my mouth over her flesh.

Another bout of déjà vu washed over me. “Bigger! Take a big bite, Jack! Go deep!’”

Myra screamed her orgasm as mine arrived. I extended my jaw until it popped, filling my mouth with Myra’s flesh. Suddenly, I bit hard, tearing my love’s flesh with my teeth as I felt her teeth tear into mine.

A blissful agony washed through me as I felt my flesh tear away and as I chewed the mouthful of my wife, all while mercilessly pumping my seed into her. Her nails clawed into my back as she pulled me close and drove her bootheels into my ass.

The meat in my mouth turned sweeter with each grind of my jaws until my mouth was full of ambrosia. Finally, I swallowed some and continued to chew until I was able to swallow the rest. As Myra’s flesh reached my stomach, my loins began to fire all over again and my body burned with bliss. Myra’s back arched as I pounded into her again. I licked and nibbled her throat, leaving marks like Trina the ones sported on her neck, as Myra desperately squeezed me inside her channel.

Gradually, we came down from our wave of bliss, staring at each other with a stunned expression. Moonglow was shining from my skin, and a rich, green glow was shining from hers.

“Mine,” we said in unison, and ravenously pressed our lips together again.

Trina hugged us as we mauled each other. “Congratulations, my two greatest loves,” she said joyfully. “You are now husband and wife.” She peppered kisses on our faces and shoulders as Myra and I slowly diminished the intensity of our passionate hunger for each other.

I examined Myra’s shoulder to inspect the damage, but rather than the open wound I expected, there was a healed bite scar over perfect musculature. Myra touched mine, fascinated. “I’ve never heard of that happening before,” she said. “Supposedly the usual way it works is our advanced healing kicks in, and then it heals over a week or two. I bit deep, but there’s just a bite scar—that’s it.”

Trina pulled my lips to hers. “Just the wonders of Jack,” she said between kisses. “Maybe it’s a side benefit of marrying the Green Lord?”

I wrapped an arm around Trina and held my wife and my lover tightly.

“Shit! I’m married!” I said to my ladies. “I’m fifty years old, and I’m finally married. My parents, grandparents, and brother would be so happy for me.”

We fell sideways on the bed, and Myra stretched her legs to lie on my right shoulder. “That’s right. Plus, you have a hot mistress,” she purred.

Trina lay down on my left, so I found myself naked and flat on my back with a beautiful woman tucked under each arm. “Yep, a hot supermodel mistress and the queen of all of Faerie for a wife, with a baby on the way. What more could a newly minted Green Lord ask for.”

“Wouldn’t that solve a bunch of problems if I were the queen of the entire realm?” Myra chuckled.

“Consider it my wedding present to you, darling.” I told her.

Myra laughed until Trina sat up—we both looked at Myra.

“He’s not kidding, Myra.” Trina said. “According to O’ren, an elven loremaster, if the Green Lord marries the lady of a Sidhe court, she becomes the queen of all fae, or the Faerie Queen, if you prefer. I’m guessing part of that magic light show at the end was your investiture; it would seem that coronation is optional.”

Myra blinked back and forth at us a few times before slowly sitting up. “You’re not kidding, are you?” Trina and I both shook our heads. “I don’t know if I should be angry or ecstatic,” she admitted.

“I vote for hopeful and optimistic, my darling wife,” I replied quietly.

“Why didn’t you tell me before?” she asked me.

I caressed her cheek, and she leaned into it. “To ensure you don’t question your own motives for marrying me, knowing there was political advantage.”

“And you know you would have, too,” Trina piped in.

Myra nodded and pulled Trina into a passionate kiss. “You are always taking care of me, my darling. I should have married you years ago.” Looking down at me, she said, “You, my diabolical husband, are going to make my life very interesting, aren’t you?” Then she pounced on me.

“Anything to avoid boredom, my darling wife!” I muttered between kisses as Myra desperately devoured my mouth.

Trina nibbled my neck, and soon, there were four firm breasts pressing into my torso and a very wet pussy grinding into each leg. “I have a commitment to keep to your wife, my love,” Trina whispered into my ear.

She grabbed a handful of Myra’s hair in her fist and pulled Myra’s kiss from me to her. About that time, the veil of shadows faded. Trina pushed against Myra’s shoulder and slid across my body to straddle Myra’s now supine form. She kissed Myra again and said, “I think it’s time for me to pay up, my queen.”

Myra’s eyes opened wide with glee and lust. “Get your cunt on my face, lover!”

Trina grinned back. “With pleasure, my slut queen.”

I noticed Corrina sitting in the desk chair by the door, so I sat up. “I’m sorry Corrina, I was trying to spare you,” I told her, my rampant cock pointing up in the air.

Corrina responded over the murmured moans next to me, “Not to worry, my lord. The shadow silence isn’t meant to be a long-term thing. I suspect it’s impossible to hold for long while aroused. I’ll start the elf-tech equivalent. Geri said Trina can get quite loud.”

I smiled. “She’s got nothing on Myra. Once you check the device for the external sound block, maybe turn it back to only block our sounds from going out. I don’t want to put you at a disadvantage by not being able to hear outside the cone of silence.”

Corrina tried to ignore my entangled lovers and replied, “That’s not quite how it works, but having it only hide our sounds will save some charge. I should have enough left for about three hours. Unfortunately, I can’t undo the ring without turning the whole thing off, but they’re very reliable.” She pressed the button as I moved below Myra’s boot-clad legs. The button glowed blue, and Corrina placed the device under her chair and returned her gaze to the two beauties kissing and caressing.

Myra had Trina’s ass in a clench and was tugging her upward as she pouted, “Want pussy now!”

Trina giggled and crawled up to position herself over Myra’s eager mouth, leaning on the headboard. I couldn’t see any details, but I could see that Myra was dripping. Trina moaned as Myra’s mouth took ownership of her pussy and retaliated by reaching far back to stick her fingers in Myra’s juicy font.

“They’re so beautiful together!” Corrina looked awed. “I’ve never seen them…you know, together before.”

Myra extended a hand in Corrina’s direction and curled her finger. I could hear wet lapping noises and Trina’s quiet moans.

“Apparently you’re invited to the party, Corrina,” I told our captain.

Corrina remained glued to her seat, hugging her arms around herself and squeezing her legs together as I pulled Myra’s knees up and out. The heels of her boots helped her keep her legs where I wanted them despite Trina’s efforts to drive Myra to distraction.

I dove in to deliver a quick couple of licks from the bottom to top of my wife’s pussy, which elicited a squeal from our queen. I looked up, and Corrina was still frozen in the same position. I struggled with the knowledge that we had a limited amount of time to wear Myra out but one of mine was wounded and needed my help.

With a sigh, I slid off the bed and walked to Corrina. She finally took note of Little Jack leading the way and reached out to touch him. She gave him a squeeze and stroked him gingerly.

I gently pulled her hand away and helped her stand. I gave her a quick, chaste kiss on the lips, and guided her to the far side of the bed.

After ensuring the drapes were closed, I led Corrina to the nightstand. I turned her to face my ladies, moved behind her, and nuzzled her neck as I reached around her and pulled the lapels of her blazer back and down.

Trina murmured to Myra, and both smiled lovingly at Corrina and myself.

I slid the blazer off Corrina’s limp arms, folded it, and stepped over to place it on the chaise lounge. Returning to Corrina, I kissed the other side of her neck and I pulled her shoulder rig from her unresisting arms.

My sexy guard captain remained enraptured by the sight of our lovely ladies.

I wrapped the rig neatly so the straps wouldn’t interfere with a draw if she needed the weapon. After a moment’s thought, I moved my electronics into the drawer to clear a spot on the nightstand surface and put my pistol on top of the stack in the drawer.

I wrapped my arms around Corrina while holding her rig in my hands, pressing my body into hers from top to bottom. I kissed her neck again and said, “Look here for a second, my lover.”

She took note of what I was holding and cradled my forearms in hers. I told her, “I’m putting this on the nightstand, so you can reach it if you have to. You’ll be ready to act at all times. You are not neglecting your duty by joining us. You have set a secure perimeter, and you are still watchful. But a good commander has to take some downtime when the situation permits. The present situation permits you to join us and be loved.” I set the holster down with the grip facing the bed. “Is that good, my beloved Corrina?”

She pressed herself against me and nodded before extending her long, lovely neck to rest her head against mine.

My left hand slid to her waist to find her skirt’s fastener, a simple hook and eye arrangement. As soon as I unhooked it, the skirt unwound and dropped as Trina’s moans grew. “I think there is nothing so beautiful as two women who love each other making love,” I whispered. “Aren’t they beautiful, darling?”

Corrina nodded slowly as she stared at the beautiful couple.

“They’ve been lovers since they were sixteen, and you’ve never seen them?”

Corrina shook her head. When she finally spoke, she sounded dazed. “Too many prying eyes,” she whispered. “I took on their guard when they came back from college. I always guarded the door to give them privacy. I tried to always do it myself, so the girls wouldn’t know—the Ravens. I feel like I’ve missed so much by not watching over them directly.”

“Stay, beloved. I’ll be right back,” I told her as I pulled away.

I quickly folded her skirt and put it on the chaise before quickly wrapping my arms around her again. My lips found her neck as my left hand circled around her torso to cup and caress her right breast through her silky camisole. Slowly, my right hand glided down to press against her torso just above her mons, allowing her to feel Little Jack standing erect, insistently pushing into the crack of her firm ass, pressing her panties right into that space between the full globes.

“I need you naked, Corrina,” I whispered. “We all have been denied the sight of your beautiful body for too long.” I kept nibbling on her neck as both of my hands slid down to the hem of her panties. My fingers slid inside the silky garment as my thumbs hooked over the waistband. I caressed her long legs as I squatted, pushing them to the floor.

I moved one hand to her lower abdomen to steady her and kissed each of Corrina’s amazing ass cheeks. “Right foot, sweetheart,” I murmured.

She lifted her foot, and I pulled the panty off it. Next, she bent her left leg so I could pull the brief, black panty over her left boot, too. I gave her lovely bottom a sharp nip with my teeth as I stood.

Corrina turned her head over her shoulder as I pressed myself into her back. “Keep them—please,” she murmured.

“A memento?”

She nodded and said, “Yes. Only for you, my lord. Hold them to your face and sniff them when you remember me while we’re apart or when you’re lonely.”

“For you, darling Corrina,” I said as I folded the garment, grabbed Daphne’s panty from the corner of the bed, and put them both into the drawer. I returned to press Little Jack into the firm, warm embrace of Corrina’s tight butt cheeks, sliding my hands up her sides to lift the camisole upward, removing it from her hard body.

I was distracted by two bullet wound scars on her back. “Who hurt my treasure?” I growled, placing my hands on her shoulder and kissing her neck.

She gently squeezed my hand in response. “Not to worry, my lord. I ensured they died a painful death.”

“That’s my girl!”

She smiled over her shoulder and preened as I folded her camisole and laid it on top of her other garments.

Finally, Corrina was dressed in just her boots, so I crawled on the bed to kneel in front of her and pull her into a gentle kiss. Our passion rapidly increased, but Corrina broke it to speak. “The lady,” she gasped.

“That’s right, Corrina. Our lady needs us. You’re going to help me drive her insane with pleasure. Are you ready?”

She nodded at me seriously.

“Kneel next to Myra on the bed.”

While Corrina moved into position, I dropped between Myra’s legs and patted Trina’s hand out of the way. I licked Myra’s juicy pussy from bottom to top three times before looking at Corrina again. “Watch closely, darling. I need you to caress our lady’s abdomen and thighs. Can you do that while you watch?”

She nodded and began her assigned task as I rapidly increased my pace on Myra’s clit, periodically wetting my tongue in her juices. As my wife began squirming excitedly, I wrapped my left arm around her leg and around her hips. Corrina adjusted for my new position, and then I slid the middle and ring fingers of my right hand into Myra’s weeping pussy.

Myra moaned loudly, and I spoke to Corrina again. “Look how beautiful our lady’s pussy is, Corrina. I adore her pussy. I am now going to worship it.” I pumped my fingers in and out of her pussy as I alternated between sucking all of her lips and licking her clit.

“Jack! I need you!” Myra gasped.

I backed my fingers out to the second knuckle and rapidly curled them back and forth. Ten strokes was all it took. She exploded in a screaming, squirting mess. I clamped my left arm to hold her in place as she bucked. Trina was leaning on the headboard, keeping out of the way, until Myra dropped back to the mattress. Trina slowly lowered herself back to claim Myra’s mouth.

“Pet, did Myra stop licking your beautiful pussy?” I asked Trina.

“Yes, and I was so close,” she groaned. “Selfish cunt goes off and has her own orgasm and leaves me hanging.” She positioned herself over Myra’s face. “Eat me, my queen. Make me come all over that regal face of yours. Nu...uh...yeah, just like that.”

“Myra, there will be a price to be paid for leaving my pet in the lurch like that,” I scolded. She whimpered in response, lapping up Trina’s juices.

“Pay attention to what I’m doing, darling Corrina,” I said. “I need you to do this for my beloved when I can’t be there.” I dropped down and quenched my thirst with Myra’s dripping juices.

“Taste this,” I told Corrina, holding a dripping hand out to her. She dutifully opened her mouth, and I stuck my fingers between her lips. “Suck, darling,” I encouraged her.

Corrina’s eyes rolled as she moaned in pleasure.

“Doesn’t she taste divine?” I prodded her.

“Yes, Lord. Like ambrosia,” she murmured as Trina and Myra moaned and writhed beside us.

“I can agree with ambrosia. I think Trina’s flavor has an additional note of mangoes,” I replied quietly. “With any luck, you’ll get to taste her, too.”

When I withdrew my fingers from her mouth, Corrina bit her lip as she looked at the wanton blonde riding my wife’s face. “Would you like that, C’rina?” I asked huskily. She nodded eagerly. “Say it, C’rina. I want to hear you say ‘I want to taste Trina’s pussy’ while you smile your beautiful smile at me.”

Corrina moaned. “Goddess, it does something to me when you call me C’rina.” She closed her eyes for a moment to collect herself. “My lord, I want to taste Trina’s pussy with my own mouth. I want to taste Princess Myra’s pussy with my own mouth. I—” her breathing grew heavier—“I want to be their lover as I want you to make love to me. Soon, Jack. Soon.”

“C’rina, darling. Are you horny?”

A smile finally broke out on her beautiful face, and I adored how her muscle tick gave her smile an impish look. “What do you think, my lord? You’re doing the same thing to me that you’ve done to Myra, Trina, and Daphne. I don’t want it to ever stop. I’m yours, Jack!”

“Yes you are, C’rina,” I agreed. “Now pay attention. See how I wet my fingers in her juices?” Corrina nodded as Trina’s breath turned ragged. “Sounds like you’re doing good work, Myra. Make her squirt on your face, and maybe I’ll have mercy on you later.”

Returning my attention to the third woman in my bed, I said, “C’rina, have you been with a woman before?”

She shook her head. “No. I’ve been tempted often, but I’ve been on a guard detail since I became an adult, and was soon in a leadership position. The opportunities were few, and I was slow to grasp them.”

“No worries,” I assured her. “Basically, all you need to do is whatever you like when you pleasure yourself. But I’d like to show you a special gift that I give to my loves, if that’s alright with you.”

Corrina nodded eagerly.

“Once the fingers are wet, slide one in, follow it quickly with the second.” I demonstrated and looked up to confirm Corrina’s understanding. She nodded and I continued. “Then I like to slide them in and out deeply just to let my partner know I’m serious.”

Myra groaned, and I chided, “Back to work, Myra. Now C’rina, once she indicates you have her attention, then back them out until you only have about two inches inside her, to roughly the second knuckle from the front of the fingers.” She licked her lips in affirmation, accompanied by a chorus of whimpers from Myra.

“Then, from that position, you rapidly curl your fingers in a ‘come hither’ gesture. It should take a minute or less to elicit an explosion, depending on how aroused she is. It will be faster the second and subsequent times,” I explained as I returned my fingers to fucking Myra, thrusting them deeply in and out twice and I assault her again with the curled strokes. Six strokes later, Myra exploded again, and Trina screamed as Myra bucked.

Myra clamped her arms tightly around Trina’s legs to hold her in place to take her along on her ride. I started lapping Myra’s juices before they stopped squirting. Once they slowed to a drip, I said urgently, “Quick, C’rina. Get in here and lap up her juices until she’s clean. She’s a horny little minx, so if you don’t work quickly you’ll never catch up.”

When Corrina landed between Myra’s legs, her sizable breasts bounced once before she dropped her chest into the puddle of Lake Myra. After only a moment’s hesitation, she murmured, “Sorry, Lady. I’ve never done this before,” but she pushed her face forward and began cleaning Myra with her mouth.

I went to the bathroom to grab a towel, and when I returned to the bed, it looked like Corrina was doing a great job. She had a blissful look on her face as she daintily licked Myra’s tender flesh, and Myra’s voice rose from under Trina’s ass to indicate that our beloved queen was very appreciative of her guard captain’s efforts.

After wiping my face quickly, I positioned Corrina’s legs wide and lay down on top of her, holding my weight on my arms as I kissed her shoulder. “C’rina, you’re a rare treasure, and you’re all mine. I’m proud to have you, darling,” I murmured into her ear, resting my chest lightly on her back.

Corrina whimpered as she kept at her task until I sat back on my heels and gave her awe-inspiring ass a sharp smack. “Up, C’rina. Time for Little Jack to do his duty for our lady.”

She pushed away from Myra’s splayed legs, and I guided her to Trina’s right. “I think there’s enough room for you to kneel there, sweetheart,” I told our poor, broken guard captain, handing her the towel.

Corrina smiled at me as she wiped my face and then her own. I waddled into position, placing Little Jack’s head at the entrance of Myra’s gaping pussy. She released Trina’s legs and raised her arms toward me as I grabbed her hips. She was still too tight from her last orgasm for me to hilt her, but she was wet enough that it didn’t matter for long.

Once I started to well and truly fuck my new wife, Myra screamed and started spasming again. A veritable deluge dripped from her channel and her walls squeezed me tightly.

Trina started bucking again as Myra worked to meet her obligations to our girlfriend. I pulled that lovely head of blonde hair back with one hand as I kept a secure grip on Myra’s hip.

Trina twisted, trying to wrap her arms around my neck and kiss me deeply. I set a steady rhythm inside of Myra while clinging to my blonde vixen, who was in turn bridging off the face of her longtime lover as Myra ate her out.

Corrina sat next to us, frozen in a seiza, her lips quivering with desire. Releasing Myra’s hip while still holding onto Trina, I beckoned Corrina closer to cup her face and draw her into a deep kiss. She attacked my mouth with her tongue, and I fought back valiantly as she wrapped her arms around me.

When Corrina broke for a breath, she leaned her head against mine and returned to sitting back on her heels, enraptured as she watched my cock slide in and out of Myra.

“C’rina, honey?” She looked up at me as I continued to fuck my wife. “Touch whomever you wish. We’re all here for you. We all love you. Share all that love you’ve been holding inside you.” I cupped her pussy in my right hand and gave the gentlest of squeezes, receiving a moist palm in return.

Licking her moisture from my fingers, I said, “Oh, that’s tasty! Your juices are sweet with a delicious herbal flavor.” When I cupped her again, she shuddered. I raised my wet hand, offering it to Trina, who licked the fluids from my fingers with relish before she reached for Corrina. The two ladies embrace awkwardly, which was quite a feat considering how Trina was positioned between Myra’s face and my chest.

The two women shared a passionate kiss, freeing me to reach down and push Myra’s knees forward. Gripping her thighs, I picked up the pace.

Trina began to awkwardly slide down my body because she was extended too far back to maintain position without my hands.

“C’rina, please straddle Myra and hold Trina against your beautiful breasts. Can you do that?”

She looked at me, nodding vigorously, and released the kiss with Trina. Corrina stood up on the bed, holding onto Trina’s shoulder for balance, and then stepped between us and settled onto Myra’s abs. Myra was well and thoroughly pinned, with Corrina’s weight pressing her down while my cock rubbed against her special spot as I plowed her channel.

I whispered to Corrina, “Caress Trina as you nibble on her neck. Pull her back, so she can feel your hard nipples pressed into her flesh. Pinch and pull them to inflame her. Do it how you would like it. If she’s not responding, you’re being too gentle!”

Corrina nodded and her hands caressed their way around Trina’s torso. I gently nipped Corrina’s neck before returning my focus to pleasuring Myra.

“Myra, beloved, I think you’re trying to ignore me,” I growled and started to pound her harder. “I’m going to fuck you until you squirt again, but if you stop pleasuring Trina I’ll be forced to stop.” Her free hand reached for me, but she kept running into delectable female flesh. I reached under Corrina’s and Trina’s left legs to grab her hand. We interlaced fingers, and she gave me a tight squeeze.

“Pet, is Myra doing her job?” I gasped.

Trina moaned, “Yeah, yeah, yes, sir!”

“Okay, Myra. You’re being a good girl, so I’m going to reward you by breeding you, my love.” My wanton wife squeezed my hand tightly. “You like that, huh?” Another desperate squeeze.

I drove myself to a frantic pace, slamming my cock to the hilt with each stroke. Trina was keening. “C’rina, talk to her,” I instructed. “Tell her I want her to come hard. Spank her breasts, and stretch and twist her nipples. Put your own marks over mine. Tell her you’re doing it at my command.”

Trina bucked at my words. “Oh. My. Goddess!”

Corrina twisted to pull my face into a desperate kiss before she executed her orders like the outstanding soldier she was, and I returned to my magnificent wife.

“Myra, beloved. You have a fine hot, wet pussy,” I grunted, keeping up my frantic pace. “Y-you’re driving me to distraction. I…feel…you...coming on…me.” I kept trying to excite her mind as much as I was her juicy pussy, but I was getting real close to my own release. “You…can’t…help…yeh…yourself…you…slut!”

Myra groaned loudly into Trina’s crotch as she flooded my cock again.

“Gonna…breed…you…right….NOW!” I slammed forward against her ass as I swamped her pussy with my seed again. She came even harder, squeezing me hard enough to push me out if I hadn’t had her leg in a death grip. She gripped my hand tightly, nearly cutting off its circulation.

At the same time, Trina screamed her pleasure. “I-I-I’m sk-sk-squirting, M-master-r-r-r-r-r-r-r!” She flailed back and forth to loosen the grip of her lovers before rolling off to her left, spraying Corrina as she dismounted.

After I caught my breath, I murmured into Corrina’s ear. “Kiss Myra, love.”

She slowly stretched over her beloved queen and shimmied her torso as Trina and I watched them. I guessed she was rubbing her wet nipples against Myra’s, both covered in Trina’s emissions.

Myra’s aftershocks still had her spasming on my cock, but she was slowing down. I released Myra’s hand, shivering slightly at the sensory overload running from my cock, up my spine, and to my brain.

After I caught a few breaths, I leaned forward and pulled Corrina’s waist back to me. She let out an “Oh!” and grabbed Myra’s face for a quick kiss before leaning back against my chest.

“Beloved C’rina. You are such a good girl,” I told her. “Obedient. Strong. Fierce. Beautiful.” I wet my hand in the puddle of Myra’s juices and rubbed it over Corrina’s beautiful ass until it glistened. I put the tip of my pinky in the rosebud of her ass, and gently swirled it around as Corrina squirmed. Then, I reached around her to cup her pussy, with my index and middle fingers resting on her clit. It was engorged, and I swore it was as big as the first joint of my pinky finger. I rubbed it, applying a little pressure into it. “Do you want more, my beautiful C’rina?”

“Please, my lord! Use me! I am yours!”

“Really C’rina? Maybe I should put a collar on you and lead you around on a chain.”

Corrina trembled with desire. “Yes, Lord! Whatever you want! Please use me!”

“Captain, who is the most broken of all my wounded birds?” I asked softly as I hugged her and began diddling her clit.

“I am, my lord! I am broken! Please use me! Heal me!” she begged.

Little Jack had figured out there was more work to do, and he hadn’t flagged much at all. “Myra, honey. I’m gonna take Little Jack for a walk. We’ll be back shortly.”

She purred, “Whatever you want, Jack.” I pulled out and firmly gripped Little Jack’s base, then stepped over Myra’s left leg.

I grabbed Corrina by her left hip and pulled her off Myra, and she landed face down with her face resting on Trina’s abs.

Aligning Little Jack’s head at the entry to Corrina’s gates of heaven, I prepared to push straight into her. I was covered in Myra’s juices and Corrina was producing plenty of her own, so I wasn’t too worried about friction. About two inches of Little Jack penetrated as I gave Corrina’s hips a sharp pull back.

Corrina immediately began to struggle, trying to turn around. “Please, my lord,” she begged. “Let me look at you!”

I froze in place and asked, “C’rina, do you want your lord or your man?”

She looked over her shoulder shyly as she pulled off me. Little Jack was not amused, but she calmed his fears. “Jack, you made me yours. That makes you my lord. You love me without reserve. That makes you my beloved. You are both, and I want my first time to be facing you, seeing you as you love me and make my body yours as my heart is yours! Please, Lord Jack! Be my one and only man!” She lay on her back, waiting for my response.

“Darling, how could I refuse such an impassioned plea?” I asked.

Myra wrapped her arms around Corrina and dragged her up, toward the headboard.

Corrina crab-walked backward with her, asking, “Trina, are you alright with this? I’m taking time from you and Myra.”

Trina’s laughter rang with joy. “Of course, dear heart. I haven’t taken good care of you, and I consider you a friend. I fully support you making love to him. He’s much too wonderful to keep for myself. Besides, I’m taking all of next week off to spend with him, right Myra?”

“That’s right, Trina,” Myra laughed. “But you might want to check with Jack. He may have plans.”

I interjected, “I’m good. We’ll figure it out, Trina.”

Myra continued sincerely to Corrina. “Before you ask, C’rina, I’m an insatiable slut who would happily fuck Jack twenty-four seven. I will never get enough of him regardless of whether you get some love from him or not. I’m also guilty about not taking good care of you, my beloved captain. I could never begrudge you a little happiness with him.” She placed her fingers on Corrina’s lips to stop her from speaking.

“Just beware,” Myra said more lightheartedly. “As you and I will be the only ones in Sedona who truly know the wonders of our man, you may be needed in my bed over the next week to...commiserate with me.” She gave Corrina a lewd grin.

Corrina grinned back at Myra. “I live to serve you, Lady.”

All three ladies shared an easy laugh. I let them have their moment, then I crawled forward. Corrina lay back in the middle of the bed, and Trina and Myra reached out to caress her as I crawled between her legs and up her torso, giving her a tender kiss.

“Now C’rina, my darling, where were we?” I purred.

“Dearest Jack, you were about to fuck me until my heart explodes from your love while I get to watch your handsome face as you devour me,” she whispered tentatively.

“Sounds about right, Captain,” I replied, kissing her again before grabbing Little Jack and sliding him around her opening to lube him up again.

Corrina had lost none of her moisture. Her petals were open in full bloom, ready for me to plow her garden.

“C’rina, you are truly a beautiful woman,” I murmured as I pressed my member into her tight, slick opening while kissing her gently. I pulled first one, then the other of her legs up to settle around my waist, and set a steady rhythm. I slowly pistoned in and out of my newest lover with my knees tucked up close against her athletic ass so that I could take my weight on my knees and roam my hands over her lush, athletic body. I traced the obvious cuts in her muscles, fondled her large breasts, and dragged my fingers over her neck and collarbone. As I caressed her, I watched her trademark beautiful, mysterious smile slowly dissolve as her breathing sped up.

Corrina’s eyes opened wide when I licked my thumb and dragged it over her clitoris repeatedly. She gasped, closing her eyes every time I drove into her and opening them as I withdrew.

“Do you want our assistance, my Lord?” Myra piped up.

“Not yet, my darling wife,” I responded. I leaned over, watching Corrina’s face as I dropped my mouth to her right breast and sucked on it. “Are you mine, C’rina?”

“Oh. Yes. Jack!” She shuddered.

“Good, because I want to mark you, but I can’t do it unless you’re mine.” She moaned wordlessly. “You get yours on the underboob, so no one will know you have it but those here to witness it.”

“Thank…you…Jack!” she moaned as I gave her a sizable hickey, covering the entire underside of her bountiful breast. When I was satisfied with my marks that claimed that spectacular specimen of femininity, I kicked the rhythm into overdrive, leaning my weight over her on my elbows, which were planted over her shoulders, and kissed her again.

“C’rina,” I murmured as I kissed her neck.

“Nnnn?” she responded between rasping breaths.

“I see that you accept me. You accept that I love you and that I find you beautiful. But you are not surrendering,” I said and pushed myself onto my hands, increasing the power from my hips. “You’re holding yourself back. Stop it! Give yourself to me. No discipline. No thought. No reserve. SURRENDER!”

She released a long groan, and I finally felt her clenching me.

“That’s a great start C’rina, but you’re still holding back.” Pushing back, I leaned over her right breast again and cupped her left. I grabbed her huge, erect nipple between my thumb and first two fingers and started to roll and pinch them. The little nub quickly grew more pronounced.

“Give it all to me, C’rina,” I demanded. “All your worries, all your doubts, all your fears, all your reservations. Surrender into my love for you. Give me all of your love!” I pinched the nipple hard and sucked the right one into my mouth, pulling it firmly with suction and letting my teeth graze it.

Corrina whimpered frantically and squirmed as though she might try to escape my clutches, but instead, she locked her eyes onto mine and then threw her head back and screamed! Her pussy clenched down on me hard, her heels pulled me into her, and she lifted her hands to her breasts to press my head and hand deep into the firm flesh of her luscious breasts. Her scream turned into shorter, rhythmic screeches as her pussy clamped onto me over and over again.

I knew that I would soon come inside her if I didn’t take a break, so I stopped moving, still hilted within her. Releasing her breasts, I slid up to kiss her, and her response was passionate.

When her spasms slowed, I told her, “C’rina, I am so lucky I got to meet you today. Thank you for finding me.”

She shook her head. “No, my lord. It is my place to thank you. You have saved me. You made me whole. You gave me your love and showed me that I am worthy of love despite my faults and weaknesses. Thank you, Jack. Thank you for making me yours and for rescuing this wounded bird.”

Corrina kissed me deeply before adding, “I love you, Jack. I am hopeful one day I can have some time with you for more than a few stolen moments.”

“You will, beloved,” I replied as Myra nodded.

“I know exactly how you feel, C’rina. I have to let him go, too,” Myra said. “It sucks, but that’s what must come to pass. We both have duties to our people, and neither of us is likely to abandon those no matter how compelling a reason we have. So, we make the most of the time we have and cherish the memories.”

With a mischievous grin, Myra then said, “Okay, enough serious shit! It’s my turn, Jack!”

All three ladies laughed, but I just cocked an eyebrow at her, and Myra went quiet at my expression. I bent down and kissed Corrina once more before I pulled out, accompanied by her disappointed gasp.

I beckoned Trina close as I assumed a seiza on the corner of the bed with my rigid member still pointing to the ceiling. I whispered into her ear. She nodded solemnly, trying desperately to keep the grin off her face as I told her what to do. Then she bounced up and off the bed to pick up the massage oil bottle and pitch it to me. I caught it in midair and pointed to the center of the bed.

“Face down, Myra,” I ordered, being careful not to call Myra my wife in front of Corrina again.

I hope she didn’t hear me the first time, I thought. Don’t need her reporting back to Myra’s mother.

I really didn’t want to think about Myra’s mother right now, so I pushed that thought to the back of my mind and watched Trina retrieve one of her rolled cloths from her bag and return to stand by Corrina as she reclined back on my pillow.

As Myra lay down, I winked at Corrina as I poured a circle of oil into the palm of my hand. I handed Corrina the bottle and told Myra, “On your knees, Lady. Face the bathroom and lay your face on a pillow.”

Myra followed my instructions as I chastised her. “You know, Lady, it’s a shame you didn’t follow instructions earlier. Now I have to punish you.”

Myra squirmed, and the sight of her wriggling, delectable tushy distracted me for a minute. I cleared my throat. “Myra, I’m going to do some things that I haven’t discussed with you before. I’m doing them because I think you’ll enjoy the experience, but if it’s too much or makes you too uncomfortable, you have to tell me. I want you to use the safeword ‘Red’ to stop me if I take you too far. Are you clear?”

She turned excitedly. “You mean like Fifty Shades?”

I nodded in reply, and she grinned. “Jack, honey, I am one hundred percent confident that you will do nothing to me that I won’t enjoy. It’s not your nature. You’re dominant, but not the least bit sadistic. The incident with Daphne made that abundantly clear. So, to quote my two lovely ladies here, ‘Use me, Master.’ I’m yours, Jack!” She lay her head back down, facing away from me.

“Okay, my princess.” I pressed her ass cheeks apart and tilted my right hand so the oil ran toward her rosebud. “Your punishment is that I am going to fuck your ass like a cheap five-dollar whore in front of your guard captain.”

Myra gasped melodramatically, “Oh no, Master! Not that! I’ll be a good little princess. I promise!” She should have been on stage.

As I ran a finger around her rosebud to distribute the oil, I replied, “Oh, yes. You will be a good little princess! However, the punishment must also address the wrong you’ve done by abandoning your lover, Trina, when you were supposed to be licking her to orgasm. So, while I am fucking that fine, firm ass of yours, Trina is going to do what?”

Trina, still standing at the side of the bed to my left, was pulling up a strap-on. As she cinched the belts tight, Corrina exclaimed, “Goddess, Trina! You look incredibly sexy.”

Trina preened and danced sultrily as she stroked her breasts and her phallus. Myra acted frantic, gasping,“Oh no, no, no! Not that!”

When she tried to turn to look at Trina, I pinned her down. She started to turn truly frantic. “Trina! Tell me you did not bring the strap-on!” she shouted.

Trina knelt on the bed, stroking her cock. “But my lady,” she cooed, “I cannot tell a lie!”

Myra groaned, and I reached for the bottle of oil from Corrina. “That’s right, Princess. While I’m fucking your firm, tight, royal ass, my lovely pet is going to fuck your wet pussy because we know you’re already creaming at the the thought of be used so harshly. It turns you on because you’re finally going to be used like the hopelessly wanton, fairy princess slut that you are!”

Myra groaned again in anticipation of the pleasure to come, and her hands dove toward her pussy.

I quickly reprimanded her with a sharp spank to her right butt cheek. “I didn’t tell you to distract yourself, Princess. Get both hands behind your head, NOW!” I gave Little Jack a thick coating of oil and lined myself up. I stage-whispered to Myra, “Open your asshole for me, Princess. Gape that hole open for me like a good fairy princess slut.”

Myra’s sphincter flexed obediently, but she didn’t actually manage to open enough to see a hole. It looked more like her ass was puckering for a kiss.

“That’s it, Myra. Make the way clear, my slutty little princess.” I grabbed her hip and pressed Little Jack’s head into the center of her rosebud. I had to push hard to get past her sphincter. As I popped inside, she squealed and then groaned in a low voice. It didn’t sound like she was experiencing much pain, but definitely some discomfort. I thought the oil was an inspired choice.

Giving Myra some time to adjust to my girth in her asshole, I rubbed my oiled hand onto the red handprint on her ass. “Myra, I’m going to start pushing in,” I murmured.

Myra moaned, “Damn, Jack, I think you got bigger! You’re stretching me like crazy!”

I reached under her and cupped her pussy in my hand. She was again soaking wet. I rubbed her juices onto her clit, and she whimpered and gyrated against my hand. Pressing my cock through her anus into her bowel, I slid my fingers inside her pussy to wet them and resumed finger-frigging her.

“Oh! Aaaaaaah! Ah! Ah! Mmmmmmmmm!” she squealed suddenly. Her body trembled, and I again slid two fingers inside her pussy, hitting resistance at the first knuckle as her inner muscles spasmed.

Grabbing both her hips, I pushed again until I was hilted in her ass. Myra’s squeals changed timbre to a mix of a groaning and a screaming, and I paused, waiting for her to relax.

Corrina knelt next to Myra, gawking at us with a knuckle between her teeth and her other hand cupping her own pussy. I smiled at her while I waited on Myra, nodding my approval. “Go for it, C’rina. Lie back and enjoy the show.”

Corrina leaned back on my pillow and settled in to start rubbing herself with abandon, never taking her eyes off us.

I slowly backed out until just the head of my cock was still inside Myra’s sphincter. As I started to slide back in, I leaned over her and whispered, “How is my bad little fairy princess slut doing? If this isn’t the least bit pleasurable, then tell me so.” I pulled back out, setting a slow rhythm.

Myra shook her head. “Oh, Jack! I’m yours! I’m yours! Fuck me, please!” she moaned. “Fuck my little asshole. Fuck me hard like the little fairy princess slut that I am! Use me! Fuck my little asshole!”

Ever the obedient soldier, I acquiesced to my lady’s demands. I picked up the pace, concentrating on ramming into her harder, using her hips as my handles so that her beautiful, firm ass was free to make its own motion. Each time I pounded into her, each cheek jiggled just once!

Gracious! I love Sidhe women! I thought. What fine asses they have!

I smacked Myra’s right cheek moderately hard, which rewarded me with a little squeal. Another smack on the left side rendered another little squeal. All the while, I kept pounding her very tight sphincter.

Trina touched my shoulder, and I looked up at her. “Now?” she mouthed.

I nodded and drove hard into Myra once more, eliciting a screech.

“Time to move, Princess!” I ordered. “Hands and knees! Now!” I gave her ass another spank, and Myra yelped as she followed my order.

“Good girl!” I purred as I stroked her flanks with both hands. “Now sit up on my cock and wrap your arms back around my neck.” I slid a hand under her, just between her breasts, and arched her back toward me. My gorgeous wife reached her lovely arms back to cradle my head, holding my face against her neck.

I moved both hands down her torso and behind her upper thighs. She immediately splayed her legs, placing her weight on me.

Trina waddled closer on her knees. I couldn’t quite see what she was doing, but I could definitely tell when she breached Myra’s pussy, because Myra groaned instantly and reached for Trina with one hand while still holding onto my neck. Her sphincter flexed around my cock, and things felt even less roomy in her ass than they did before.

I helped Myra wrap her legs around Trina’s torso to keep her pussy lined up for Trina’s loving ministrations. Using my hands to hold Myra’s firm ass cheeks to support her weight, I slid out until just my helmet was in her and pulled her back down on my cock to full penetration.

Trina replicated my approach from the front. We set a rhythm and settled into it with Myra’s moans and whimpers calling the time. Myra moaned, “Fuck me, my darlings. Please! Fuck me hard! Pu-pu-pu-pleease!” Her ass began to spasm around me in concert with her moans. Trina was kissing Myra and driving her roughly back onto my cock with each thrust of her tight little butt cheeks.

It was all too much for me, and Little Jack gave it up. “Shit!” I growled as I pumped multiple loads into Myra’s tight, hot, little asshole. Myra shook with her orgasm, and I heard Trina gasping too. I reached farther to grasp Trina’s flexing ass in one hand, then the other, pulling us all together in a Myra sandwich as we rode out our combined bliss.

Corrina gave a little squeal, then a heavy sigh.

Trina started to fall to the side, taking Myra with her. Little Jack slid out as they just managed to land on the foot of the bed with their heads almost sticking out over Trina’s side of the bed.

I collapsed next to Corrina with my head between the pillows. “Criminy!” I moaned. “That was a lot of work! I hope you learned your lesson, Myra.”

Wordless murmuring was the only response she could manage.

Corrina leaned over to lay on top of me. “I appreciate your labors, my lord,” she purred happily as she wrapped her arms around me, giving me her beautiful mysterious smile. “You were most inspirational!” She locked lips with mine and gave me a deep, loving kiss before sliding off me.

“Oh good, C’rina. I was afraid you wanted a turn. I’m not sure I have anything left in the tank.”

Her eyes lit with mischief. “I haven’t earned it yet, my lord. I’ll let you know when I think I have. As for your tank, I know where I can siphon some fuel.”

Corrina rolled off the bed and walked over to Myra, facing me. She spread Myra’s ass cheeks to show my spunk dribbling out of my wife. Corrina winked at me and leaned into Myra’s rosebud to claim her prize.

My draw dropped as Myra moaned.

Corrina feigned innocence. “Lord, your seed is much too valuable to let lie on the comforter!” She proceeded to lick up the next dribbles that leaked out.

Myra reached up and slapped Corrina’s hip, shouting, “Oh! Corrina, move! Now!” as she struggled to get off the bed.

Corrina rolled out of her way, and Myra jumped down and raced into the bathroom.

Corrina and Trina both laughed as they figured out what was going on. Trina clarified it for me with a huge grin. “You gave her an enema, Master!” As the ladies’ laughter ebbed, we heard a groan and an explosion from the bathroom, making them break out in a fit of giggles.

As the laughter ebbed again, Trina gave Corrina a considering look. “Kphf!” she said, tapping her strapped-on appendage as the toilet flushed.

Corrina shrugged and leaned in to fellate the synthetic cock until she was satisfied it was clean. “Well, it should be clean enough to use again if you do so fairly quickly, otherwise I’d make sure it gets a good bath,” she said.

Trina lay down and slipped the straps off. “Yep. It’s dishwasher safe.” She grinned at her beautiful friend. “I’m glad you could join us, C.” She sat up and tossed the rig toward her duffel and crawled toward me.

“Where’s my man?” Trina pouted.

I raised my hand weakly.

Trina lay on my left side and gave me a deliberate, affectionate kiss before resting her head on my chest.

Corrina reversed her path around the bed, kissed me, and lay down on my right side with her head on my chest.

I fell asleep for a bit, holding my two lovely ladies, but the third one woke me as she lay right on top of me, her bountiful breasts squished into my abdomen.

Myra kissed Corrina first, then Trina. Finally, she kissed me, wrapped her legs around my left leg, and lowered her head to my chest, and we all dropped off into a pleasant slumber.

Sometime later, a draft on my foot woke me. I immediately pulled Corrina’s gun from its holster and pointed it at the patio door, only to see Daphne looking up at me with a startled expression.

Pointing the muzzle toward the wall away from Daphne, I kissed Corrina’s forehead. As she stirred, I whispered, “C’rina, darling. Please remove your weapon from my hand and holster it so I don’t accidently shoot Daphne.”

Corrina snuggled into my chest but then bolted upright, startled. “Shit! I was out, Lord,” she exclaimed. “My apologies.”

“Sh-sh-sh, C’rina,” I said, trying to calm her. “We agreed you were to have some down time. You were only doing what we agreed. Any recriminations should be on me for not having enough situational awareness to know the door opening meant Daphne was joining us.”

Daphne apologized too as she stared hungrily at our four naked bodies on the bed. “Sorry, Captain. Charli just gave me the rally sign. It’s time for us to get ready to roll.”

Corrina removed her pistol from my hand and holstered it. She lay back down on my shoulder and wrapped an arm around Myra. “My beloved lady. It’s time to go.”

“Shit...you sure, Corrina?” Myra groused.

Corrina patted her shoulder. “Yes, Lady. If we’re not back by midnight, they’ll start sending search parties out by 12:30. I’ll call the office when we’re on the road, but we need to move. We have about ten minutes before we run out of wiggle room.”

Myra raised her head and kissed Corrina. “Thank you, darling.”

Daphne murmured, “I hope this is the new normal,” as Myra also kissed me and Trina. She crawled backward off the bed, and Trina rolled nimbly off to pull her dress on. Myra dressed slowly, watching me the entire time. I found my jeans and pulled them on commando. I gave Daphne a quick kiss on my way to wrap my arms around her captain from the rear. She already had her skirt on, and the camisole was sliding down her extended arms as I cupped both of breasts and pressed into her back.

“Remember, my beautiful bird,” I whispered. “You are mine. You are worthy of love. From me, from your lady, from Trina, and from anyone you choose to accept. I eagerly look forward to holding you again. Please make it soon.”

Corrina turned around as she pulled her camisole into place and grabbed me for a passionate, loving kiss and tight embrace. “I’m only yours. As soon as I can manage it, my lord,” she whispered back. I kissed the tip of her nose and released her to wrap my arms around Myra and Trina. They were dressed and locked in a deep, tender kiss.

Nuzzling Myra’s neck, I said, “I am going to miss you terribly, my queen. Please come back to me soon.”

Myra embraced me, whispering, “I really don’t want to go, Jack. I want to wake up every morning wrapped in yours and Trina’s arms.” Her eyes welled with tears—some escaped and ran down her beautiful face.

“Wherever, whenever, Myra. Wherever. Whenever. I am yours as you are mine,” I told her sincerely, kissing her tears dry. She nodded and wrapped me in a tight embrace against her luscious body.

Myra backed up to get an eyeful of my chest. “I think Corrina wins,” she said.

I looked down to find three hickeys front and center. I couldn’t help but laugh.

Corrina pointed at her work, and then at me. “Mine.”

Trina followed suit. “Mine.”

Myra hugged me again, echoing, “Mine.”

Daphne chuckled from the patio door and piped up, “Mine, too!”

We all had a good laugh, and I pointed at each of them in return, adding, “Mine, mine, mine, and mine.”

Corrina kissed my shoulder and pushed me toward the door, but I edged out of her way, and she walked past.

Daphne handed me my shirt, and I pointed at the nightstand to indicate my gun.

I pulled on the flannel shirt and buttoned it before sticking my bare feet into my boots. Daphne handed my holster to me and I clipped it on, checking then reholstering the weapon.

Finally, I pulled on my coat and, after checking my jeans for a key, I ushered the ladies out the door. After I pulled it closed, I found Trina hanging back with me as the entourage headed out of the building. We followed them downstairs and out the front door.

Geri and Liesl met Corrina and whispered to her. She nodded and said, “Make it quick.”

The two beauties ran over to where Trina and I were standing in front of two identical black Lincoln SUVs.

Geri wrapped her arms around me and looked up. “Did you mean it, Jack?”

“Every word of it and all it implies, Geri.” I kissed her languidly, slowly exploring her sweet mouth. “Come back to me, my beautiful lady.” Her arms squeezed me tightly, and then she walked back to the car.

Liesl stepped up to stand in front of me. “Jack.”

“Liesl, I regret I didn’t get to talk to you today.”

She looked down shyly and asked, “Am I yours too, Jack?” She dared me with her eyes, but I wasn’t sure what she was daring me to do.

“Liesl, if you want to be, you are. I can’t believe anyone would try to trivialize you. You’re glorious,” I responded to her challenge.

She looked over at Trina, grinning, then wrapped her in a warm embrace. “I’m gonna want some time with our man, cousin.”

Trina smiled and kissed her cheek. “Of course, cousin. You know, we do look enough alike to be sisters. Maybe we can find out if he has any twin fantasies!”

Liesl chuckled in return and turned to hug me. She kissed me tentatively at first but with growing warmth as the moment lingered. Keeping me in her embrace, she said, “I am yours, my lord. I don’t understand it yet, but I feel I’ll be losing out on a big opportunity if I don’t declare for you now. I’m tired of being trivialized by my own people, and I don’t feel trivial when you look at me. I’m yours.” She kissed me again, that time with more passion, before she marched to the car with her head up, scanning for danger as Charli ran past her.

Charli didn’t stop. She jumped into the air and wrapped her arms and legs around me. I fought to keep my balance as she announced, “Definitely. Yours.” She kissed me like her life depended on it and looked at me again. With a decisive nod, she slid down to her feet, smiling brilliantly before she ran back to the vehicles.

Jason waved, but I thought he had a sad smile on his face before mounting up in the second row on the driver’s side next to Myra.

Corrina waved and slid in on Myra’s left.

One person didn’t seem too happy, though. Trevor was looking at me like I had pissed in his Cheerios as he mounted the vehicle with Liesel. Apparently, I didn’t make a friend there, but I wasn’t sure exactly what I had done to upset him.

Charli drove the lead vehicle out, and Daphne followed in Myra’s.

Trina and I waved again as they disappeared on Main toward Sedona. We held hands as we walked back to our room. Once inside, with the deadbolt latched, I secured the patio door and closed the drapes.

I turned toward Trina to see her holding a pair of cyclist greaves. She said, “I think these are yours,” as she handed them to me.

I looked them over, turning them in my hands. I thought, Bobo, which are you? I received a definite vibration from the one in my left hand. Great. Now which of you goes on my left leg? A vibration came from the other one. Alright. So Pauly on the left, and Bobo on my right. I placed them over my shins, and they adhered around my legs, extending from the tops of my boots to just over my knees.

Speaking out loud, I said, “Okay, Hob—that’s what I’m calling you two together, by the way—please release.”

I caught them as they fell. I thought, Hob, can you transform to something ambiguous like Jordan and Durec have done? I got a buzz from them both. Great, Hob. Please keep in mind that I grew up within human culture. We are used to thanking people. I will try not to thank you, but it may slip out sometimes. I ask you not to be offended at my lack of culture.

I sensed surprise from all the artifacts but also received the buzzes again from the greaves.

After stripping off my boots and jeans, I held the greaves to my bare shins. They attached and then shrank down into flat ankle bracelets, one with a P on it, the other with a B.

Cute. So you guys are jokers, huh? A sense of laughter appeared in my brain.

Durec decided to join the conversation. *They have developed a sense of humor over the years. They can be quite funny.*

Oh, I’m sure, I responded.

Trina was staring at me in amazement. “They’re alive, aren’t they?” she asked.

“Crap. I’ve gotta be more careful,” I grumbled as I ran my hands over my scalp. “You know what? I think that’s one of the most dangerous secrets that exists about this whole thing. Please don’t think about it. If you can forget it, please do.”

After stripping off the rest of my clothes, I collected a hug and tender kiss from Trina. Suddenly, it seemed like taking Little Jack for a walk to the bathroom was a good idea. “I’m gonna shower real quick, I’m all sweaty from the gig.”

“And other things,” she responded.

I turned on the shower and let the water warm up as I took a good piss. Trina joined me, and we walked into the shower hand in hand. We took turns wetting our bodies and soaping each other with lots of kissing and canoodling in between. We avoided getting her hair wet, so she wouldn’t have to dry it before bed.

Trina shut off the shower as I grabbed a towel and dried her before drying myself. She brushed her hair as I brushed my teeth. By the time she was done and I had placed my toothbrush into the glass on the sink, her hair was in a loose ponytail style. She immediately snagged my toothbrush and brushed her teeth with it.

“What?” I asked. “I thought you had your own.”

“I like yours better,” she said with a foamy grin.

I rolled my eyes and squeezed her ass before returning to the bedroom to set all my dirty clothes aside. My earlier shirt was still damp, but I did remember to pull out the card from my shirt pocket. There was a hundred-dollar bill wrapped around a glossy calling card. Both of those went into my wallet.

Trina joined me a bit later and pulled out her “laundry” cloth. She took out our workout clothes, put our dirties from the afternoon into it, and knocked on the drawer before wrapping it all back up. I watched the process, fascinated. I didn’t think I’d ever get tired of seeing a dimensional portal appear out of nowhere.

“Where’s the drawer connected to?” I asked. “I mean, you must be opening a portal that goes somewhere, right?”

“Missouri,” Trina answered simply.

I pulled the sheets down, set my holster by the bed, and crawled onto the comfortable mattress, exhausted from the day’s events. Trina joined me, cuddling close. Despite the comforter taking the brunt of our fluids, the sheets felt a little damp to my clean skin.

“No shirt tonight?” I asked.

She shook her head. “Not yet.”

We kissed and caressed each other slowly, lovingly, drawing it out. We eventually ended up making love the same way until she’d had a couple of orgasms and I had one of my own. Rolling onto my back, I turned out the lights and pulled her close.

I fell into a dreamless sleep with her wrapped around my chest.
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MEETING PEG


When we woke up around 7:45 a.m., Trina was lying next to me, and I was spooned around her. I hugged her and pressed myself closer. Of course, I had morning wood going on, and Little Jack settled between her taut cheeks.

Trina wiggled her ass playfully. “Someone’s awake.”

“Mm-hmm. You up for helping with a little problem?”

“No morning sex before 7:30.”

“It’s 7:45.”

“Well in that case, lay back, ’cause cowgirl wants to ride!” Trina giggled.

“Yes, ma’am,” I replied and rolled away from her. No sooner than I was flat on my back, Trina stepped over me and lined me up for her entrance. She sank slowly onto my morning wood with a sigh. “Jack, it’s been way too long since I last had you inside me.”

“Trina, we made love right before falling asleep!”

“Exactly. I went all night without you inside of me!” she said indignantly and then giggled. She bottomed out and sighed, satisfied. “This is much better.” She leaned forward to kiss me as she flexed her legs to slide up and down my pole.

I gripped the taut flesh of her ass cheeks firmly, making Trina gasp. She arched back, which pointed her breasts at my face. I kept squeezing her ass as I played with her nipples, alternating back and forth between her two delightful breasts.

As Trina’s breath got more ragged, I told her, “I’m ready when you are.”

She slammed into me in response. I couldn’t keep up with her breasts with my mouth, so I resorted to continuing with one nipple while squeezing one ass cheek. Pulling my heels toward my ass, I bucked up to meet her downward strokes.

Trina looked at me with fire in her eyes, gasping for breath. She closed her eyes and moaned, “Now, Jack!”

I drove up and held the bridge position as Trina spasmed around my shooting member. When the blissful fire released my body and mind, I dropped to the mattress and caught her as she fell forward. Wrapping her in a tight hug, I nibbled her neck and caressed her moist back.

“I love you, Trina.”

She squeezed me with her inner muscles and looked into my eyes. “I love you, too. I don’t know how it’s possible, but I do, Jack. As crap as the situation at work is, I’m really tempted to never go back. My mom would understand. So would Myra, but I can’t do that to her.”

She bit her lip before confiding in me. “Myra told me to take the week to be with you. She tried to make light of it, but I get the feeling she’s worried for me. She learned something after we dropped her off that has her scared.”

“I understand,” I replied quietly. “I don’t know the first thing about how the court works, but I’m very tempted to load up with weapons, go kill a few Sidhe, and drag her out of there. She’s my wife, and our love. I want her safe.”

Trina gave a wry grin. “Tempting, but we should probably save that for a last resort.”

“For sure, that’s always a last-resort course of action,” I chuckled.

“Have you done a lot of that kind of thing, Jack?”

I pondered what to say. “Yeah,” I finally replied. “Although I was officially an artilleryman, most of the combat I saw had me holding the artillery in my hand, clearing a building or assassinating someone. I did sixty-two raids and three assassinations. As much as those fuckers needed to die, I hated the assassinations. They were too easy. If you set it up right, they have no chance to defend themselves. They leave you feeling dirty.

“On the flip side, the raids frequently had more collateral damage. Family members, neighbors, animals. We would sometimes lose one of ours on raids. Someone generally ended up wounded, but we lost one of ours, either a soldier or an operator from an agency, in nine of the raids. One time we lost three. That’s the one two of my bullet holes came from. So...yeah, I’ve done a fair amount of that kind of thing.”

After thinking about it a little longer, I said, “I keep thinking I’m done and then something happens. Twice, Abu bin Hassan sent teams after me. And then after the last one, Elaine tried to kill me. I’ve gone quite a stretch without anyone trying to end my life, but maybe I was getting too complacent, so fate decided to cook up a new shit sandwich for me to eat.”

I cupped Trina’s face. “I will gladly chew every bite for the joy of holding you in my arms.”

She kissed me softly, stroking my face with her hands. She dropped her face into the crook of my neck and said, “I don’t know what to do, Jack. I will protect you. I will protect Myra. I will protect my mother. I will protect myself.” She sighed. “The stuff with Cholley and Silk makes me think I’m being targeted, but I can’t think of a reason other than messing with Myra.

“The business with Corrina being under a geas is troubling, but again, why? The more I think about it, though, the less sense it makes.”

I stroked her hair and back as she lay atop me. I was still inside her—it felt like home.

“Hey, Trina. We were discussing the Summer douchebags—what if they’re working with someone in the Winter Court? Or what if we’re overthinking this? What if it’s just as simple as douche-prince Corwyn said? Either he wanted to rule Winter, or the...his queen is trying to really become the ruler of all the fae. What other options are there?”

She raised her head, thinking. “I can only think of three. Corwyn wanted to breed his way into the regency of the Winter Court, he was working with one of our clans, or his queen wanted to rule it all. I think you’ve come up with all of them. The first two are easy to understand conceptually. The third was already a convoluted mess before you married Myra. Now, she’s just shit out of luck. Even before you ascended Myra, a bunch of moving pieces would have been required to pull it off. That avenue has been mostly stymied, but TT is a wily old fox.”

“TT?” I asked.

“That’s my shorthand for their queen. Some of her initials. It fits.”

“Would destroying Myra’s morale, soul, or sanity aid in that? There are other princesses, right?”

“Yes. Myra is actually the middle princess,” she replied. “The eldest was certified insane by her mother. As tradition would encourage, her name is Morganna, Morgan for short. She’s violently sadistic. Her mother keeps her on a tight leash. When she wants someone to feel her displeasure she will generally torture them herself. When she wants to terrify them, she unleashes Morgan. She isn’t particularly an expert at weapons. She’s adept, but her tactics are unconventional and unexpected.

“Morgan would be beautiful if she took care of herself at all, but she doesn’t. Her hair is generally wild—it’s not unusual for her scalp to be bare in spots. She has scabs on her skin, including her face. She reeks of her own waste, sweat, and whatever she has wiped on her clothing. I’ve seen her walk around with dried blood on her face for days at a time.” Trina shuddered. “She’s scary, but it’s tragic. She’s several generations older than Myra and me. Her mother was careful to keep Morgan away from Myra as she grew up after she caught Morgan poking her sister with a stiletto when she was three.”

Now that’s some type of fucked up, I thought.

“Her youngest is Megan,” Trina continued. “She’s more timid than Charli, but she’s proficient with weapons. I don’t think she can imagine actually hurting anyone. It might be an act to deceive everyone into making them think she’s no threat, but if that’s true, then acting is her true calling.

“Where Morgan looks like her mother’s younger sister—same hair, same figure—Megan has Myra’s hair coloring, almond-shaped brown eyes, and a voluptuous figure like her mother. Myra is beautiful, but Megan makes her look plain. She has degrees in economics, accounting, and art. She’s a gifted painter. And she got her law degree about two years ago.

“Megan really doesn’t fit as a Sidhe as she’s apparently not interested in influence, politics, or power. Liesl befriended her as a child, but Megan is reclusive enough that I can’t think of a single person who knows her well or who’s close to her. The same is true of Morgan.”

“Well, having recruited and run agents, Megan would be a prime candidate to suborn,” I said. “If I were looking for a spy I would start there, but I don’t even know what to look for in this case. Did Corrina tell you anything about Cholley?”

Trina shook her head. “She put Marisol on it, but she just got into town yesterday. I’ll learn more when I get back to the office.”

“When we were all playing together last night, you said you were going to stay with me for a week. Obviously, you’re welcome to, but were you joking?”

“I was,” Trina admitted. “I thought Myra would say no way. Instead, she played along. I’m not sure when she’s expecting me back, actually. I’ll ping her today.” She bowed her head to nuzzle my neck again.

“Okay,” I said. “Well, if you stay the week, I’ll probably end up taking you with me to Hartford. You okay to fly? Myra wasn’t particularly enamored with aircraft.”

“She doesn’t really like automobiles either. Part of it is the thought of being surrounded by so much metal. None of us really like it much; we prefer to be surrounded by nature or stone. The other part is moving at speeds that you really can’t control. I mean, at the speed that cars and airplanes move, passengers have no control at all. A change in the environment or a small mechanical failure could make the pilot or driver lose control, which could end up with a catastrophic result.

“We might be able to heal faster and more completely than humans, but our bodies are essentially human and can’t absorb that kind of damage. Myra is worse about dealing with that than most—she’s extremely risk averse.”

At that, I raised my eyebrows, and Trina rolled her eyes. “Obviously not when it comes to sex, you perv.”

I grinned, and she continued. “She does better when I’m driving as she trusts me more than anyone else. Most Sidhe have adapted to modern transportation, but it can be distracting if you’re having a bad day.”

Trina pursed her lips. “That’s one thing that has me puzzled. I always drive her. She insists on it. She likes and trusts Daphne, but not to drive, despite her being a really good driver. Same with Corrina and Marisol. If I hadn’t been assigned as her permanent driver, I probably would have been in the ranks as a Raven next to Liesl years ago. Yet, she has sent me off for the weekend, and potentially for the week. It makes no sense.”

“Yeah, strange,” I said.

“She’s trying to get me out of the way.” She scrunched her face into the cutest little frown. “Why?”

“What would make her send her away from you, Trina?”

“She’s worried about my safety,” she replied almost instantly.

“Who else could you ask who might know what dangers are pointing at you?” I asked.

“Peg!”

Trina jumped up off of me, and I felt bereft at the loss. She grabbed the pad and pen from the desk and scribbled out a short note. Holding the note in her mouth, she pulled out the laundry cloth, unwrapping it to reveal the portal-drawer. After placing the note in the empty drawer, she wrapped her knuckles on the wooden interior and folded the cloth.

I decided the air was a little cool without my lover’s warm body lying on top of me, so I got out of bed and pulled on a fresh pair of boxers and a T-shirt while Trina stood over the cloth, waiting.

“Pet, we have another property to look at today,” I told her.

She replied without taking her eyes off the cloth. “Oh? Did that bitch in Prescott find another poor excuse to try to get you in her clutches?”

I laughed. “As a matter of fact, she did,” I admitted. “However, I told her to try harder. KC got a listing yesterday evening that he wants to show me before we go back. It sounds nearly perfect but it’s huge. We’re supposed to meet him at his office at 10:00.”

“Good, I like KC,” she said. “What time do we need to leave?”

“His office is at the end of this block, actually. As we have time, I was thinking I’d get a quick workout in and shower, and then we would check out, have breakfast, and meet him there.”

“Better hurry, sir. That’s a lot to fit in,” Trina teased, gracing me with a bright smile before turning her attention bag to the cloth.

“Yes, my pet,” I replied as I grabbed my flannel shirt from dinner last night to drape over her glorious frame. “I hate to cover up your body, but I don’t want you to catch a cold, beloved.”

Walking to the nightstand, I grabbed my phone and set the Tabita HIIT timer app to six sets of ninety seconds with ninety-second rest breaks. During the ‘Prepare’ interval, I heard a knock come out of the bag. The bell for the app rang, and I started my first set of air squats.

Trina unfolded the cloth and pulled out a note, which she quickly read. She scribbled something down and dropped the note back in the drawer as I finished the first set with fifty-five reps. She knocked again and refolded the cloth.

About a minute into my rest, another knock came from the box. Trina opened it and read the note before securing the cloth by rolling it back up and tying the ribbon around it. She returned it to her duffle and rummaged in her bag before pulling another cloth out about the time the bell rang for my second set of air squats.

Trina then pulled a wooden box out of the cloth, secured the cloth, and set it back on top of her bag. I finished that set with fifty-nine reps, gasping for air during the entire break.

Trina paced back and forth for most of my break and went to the bathroom as the bell rang. Burpees. Ugh! I heard a flush, and Trina reappeared with her brush before the bell rang. I only managed twenty-three in the first set.

Trina pulled her hair out of her scrunchies and worked the brush in short strokes about six inches from the bottom of her tresses.

Bing!

Damn, that break went fast.

I pushed the burpees, trying to get to thirty. I managed to get twenty-eight before the bell rang again. I watched my beautiful pet brush her hair as I shook out my arms and legs. She was stroking from near her ear all the way down without appearing to hit any tangles.

Trina looked over at me, appraising my sweat-stained T-shirt with a thoughtful look.

The bell rang, and I started doing a torture of my own devising that I called monkey inclines. If I were home, I’d be doing something with a slam ball or medicine ball. On the road, I came up with this exercise in which I’d stand about a foot away from the bed, squat down to palm the floor, pike up into a “high monkey”—an almost handstand with bent knees—plant my feet on the bed, do a pike pushup with my feet on the bed, high monkey back down to a squat, and stand. That would be one repetition. I loved and hated them at the same time.

I managed to get twenty reps on the first set, which was an all-time best. I shook out my limbs as Trina asked me, “Do those suck as bad as they look?”

I nodded, gulping in air. “Worse,” I gasped.

“No wonder you’re in such good shape for an old man,” she joked, adding her patented shit-eating grin.

“You’ll pay for that, pet,” I growled ineffectively.

“Oh, Master! I certainly hope so!” she exclaimed with a giggle and blew me a kiss as the bell went off again. I only managed eighteen in that last set before the bell went off.

Shit! Okay, that was suboptimal.

I shook out my limbs again, and then stood at attention and kicked my knees up to my chest, ten reps each.

Next, I kicked my legs straight up to waist height, doing five reps on each leg, and then five more while trying for solar-plexus height. I followed that with a short sunrise salutation to get the stretch from the mountain poses, downward dogs, and folds.

By then, Trina had brushed her hair into submission and braided it. Now she was opening the wooden box and taking out a mirror.

I was tempted to stay and watch, but she was right in saying I needed to hustle, so I did. I dropped my morning contribution into the toilet and left the fan on, not wanting to test Trina’s loyalty that severely.

After grabbing my razor, shave gel, and body wash, I found a clean washrag and a reasonably dry towel before getting under the water for a fifteen-minute shave, shampoo, and shower. Returning my toiletries to my kit, I then stowed my toothbrush and packed the kit up. I walked through Trina’s cone of silence to drop it into my duffle and put on clean clothes. This time, there were no shadow images, just a mirror showing someplace else.

A raspy voice came through the mirror. “Y’ar in danger, lass. Myra’s mum has been talkin’ to her equal in Summer...who was tha?”

Trina pointed in my direction, smirking. “That? That’s Jack. He would probably tell you how grateful he is for clean clothes if I let him talk to you.”

“I tho’ ya were about puttin’ up a shadow veil.”

“I did.”

“You said he was human. No human would walk through a shadow like tha. Gimme a look at him.”

I finished buttoning my shirt and circled around behind Trina to look in the mirror. Wrapping my arms around her, I saw a wizened face the color of an English walnut husk, and as wrinkled as a black walnut husk. Her face was coated in peach fuzz, and she had a small nose and black eyes with no discernable whites.

“Hello. You must be Peg. I’m Jack. Please pass on to whomever does your laundry that they do very good work, and my clothes feel better on my skin than they ever have.”

She looked at Trina. “Well he’s not completely improper.”

“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Peg. Trina has made it clear to me that she is very fond of you.” I gave her a warm smile. “I’m somewhat familiar with the courts, so please don’t think you have to talk around me. I’ll let you two ladies finish your chat while I pack up and catch up on my business correspondence.” I leaned in to press a kiss on Trina’s cheek and give her a tender hug.

I waved goodbye to Peg, only to hear her gasp. She covered her mouth with her hand, and then she pointed at me. “You!” She looked back and forth between me and Trina. “Mother Nature, it canna be!”

As Trina and I took this in, utterly flabbergasted, Peg dropped her hand and told Trina, “Hang yur garment bag on th’wall, lassie.” The image disappeared from the mirror and the tiles became visible.

Trina exclaimed, “Oh, shit. She’s coming through!” She closed the box, set it on the foot of the bed, and grabbed her duffle. “She said she’s only done it once before in her lifetime. She told me it’s dangerous. No, no, no. I can’t lose you, Peg. I won’t.”

She quickly pulled out the cloth that contained the mirror tiles and placed it on the bed next to the box. Then she reached into her bag again to pull out another black cloth that had a metal hook, like a garment bag. She tossed me a package from the outside pocket on her duffle, saying, “Jack, please put a couple of adhesives on the velcro patches.”

Looking at it, I discovered it was a pack of Command Hooks, like the ones people use to attach photos to a wall. There were a couple of hook patches without adhesive, so I quickly fixed them up.

While I did that, Trina untied the bag and hung the hook from the peg on the back of the door. I pushed the velcro-like patches into the ones sewn into the cloth and pulled off the protective paper before adhering them to the doorframe.

Trina hung her head and whispered a short prayer. “Goddess, please keep her safe.” She waited to open the garment bag. We heard a knocking sound, and Trina pulled it open with bated breath. Inside, kneeling within the bag, was a small being with the face I had seen in the mirror. Wrinkled walnut-brown skin covered in thin, fur-like peach fuzz. She reached out her hands to me with a hopeful look in her eyes. “Comere ya. Lemme look atcha.”

I stepped forward so she could put her hands on either side of my face and gazed deep into my eyes. “You’re like Railand was, only stronger.”

“The elves said that my brother was like Railand, but that I barely have enough Verdic genetic code to detect.”

“Bah!” Peg barked. “Th’elves don’ know everythin’. They know science, and they know magic. Th’way their magic works, youda thought they’da learnt tha’ two arts can work tagether. Set me down on th’floor!”

“No!” Trina exclaimed as she restrained my arm with both hands. “You told me it was dangerous to come through!”

Peg cackled. “You were eighteen years old and wantin’ your Nanna Peg to come visitcha. If’n you thought it were simple, you’da ha’ me there ever’ week ta dry your tears, lassie! I’m glad ta know you paid attention’ tho! Help me down, little girl, or letcher man do it! I don’t care which. I’m too old ta jump down,” she said with a frown.

Trina’s mouth fell open and she gawked at her. “You mean old crone!”

I reached in and plucked up the small being by her shoulders before setting her on the ground.

“You also said you put away the brogue accent for good,” she accused Peg. “What’s going on, Peg? It’s been getting stronger and stronger as we’ve talked.”

Peg was heavier than I would have thought. She was also short, broad, and sinewy. I’m guessing she was roughly three-and-half feet tall, and two feet across at the shoulders. She wasn’t wearing a stitch of clothing, and her small dugs dangled a bit, but there wasn’t much to them. She was like a fuzzier, smaller version of what a naked eighty-year-old human might look like.

Peg looked me over as she responded to Trina. “Aye. I’m lettin’ me emotions run away wid me. Gimme a bit ta pull meself t’gether, lassie.”

“Peg, would you like a chair?” I offered.

She shook her head and walked over to the wall and squatted down to the floor. Looking at me, she asked, “Wha’s your brother’s name, laddie?”

“Scotty Gerard Jerome,” I told her, wondering how she knew I had a brother.

Peg’s eyebrows lifted slightly at my response. “I am sorry fer your loss and his. Whatever happened to his killer?”

It was my turn to lift my eyebrows. “Gary Owen. He was charged, found guilty, and sentenced to twenty years. He went into the penitentiary in Canaan, Pennsylvania, and disappeared. As far as I can determine, he never came out. Any records relating to him after that have either disappeared or been expunged.”

“Trina called you Jack,” Peg said. “You would be Jacques Guillaume Jerome.” She nodded, mostly to herself. “Your brother was like Railand in that he won the genetic jackpot; he got everth’in available from your parents from your green heritage. You on th’other hand appare’tly only got th’important bit.”

She looked at Trina. “Ama gettin’ easier t’unnerstand?” Trina rocked a hand back and forth, and Peg snorted.

She sat for a minute, just watching me. I gathered up all the clean glasses and poured everyone water. I was parched after my workout, and Trina and I drained ours, after which I refilled them.

Peg began speaking again with only the barest of accent. “I was born in the last third of the reign of the last Green Lord.”

Both Trina and I had our eyebrows in the clouds after that comment. “Tha’s right. I was 498 years old when I went to claim his body on the battlefield,” she said, looking off into the distance. “The Sidhe of the Summer Court had butchered him. I gathered his head, his arms, his legs, and finally the three pieces of his torso and all the parts that fell out. I loaded them on a sledge and dragged him back to his camp. His first concubine, Alora, helped me clean the pieces and lay them out on a stretcher.

“Alora and I sewed the pieces back together and dressed him in a clean tunic and sandals. We brushed out his hair and beard. When we were done, we left the stretcher on two sawhorses, so his people could pass by and mourn him. We didn’t call it lying in state back then, but that’s what it was.

“While that was going on, his men built a pyre in a...depression in the ground. It was like a shallow bowl about as deep as the height of one-and-a-half Sidhe males. We packed that bowl with fuel until it stuck out of the hole, about twice my height. As the mourners finished their procession, we backed a siege engine up to the pyre and used it to raise his stretcher high enough to slide it onto the pyre.

“Argh,” Peg sighed, wiping a tear from her eye. “Alora was on top of the engine, supervising the placement and ensuring the pulleys didn’t foul. When we finally had him in place, she called for a torch and asked me to do the honors. She called me ‘my darling’ in her clear, ringing Elven voice for the last time. I walked along the windward side of the pyre and lit it in several places. The wind picked up and fanned the flames and the fire began to roar. At that point, Alora jumped down from the engine onto the pyre and lay down next to her lord as we used to do when he was alive. She perished in the flames; quiet whimpers and sobs were the only sound she ever uttered as the flames slowly took her to where our lord had gone. I stood there surrounded by my two children and her seven as they held me tight so that I wouldn’t join her and their father.”

Peg finally took a sip of water, not bothering with the tears streaming down her face. “His name was Yornian. He was a huge man, easily a full head taller than you, Jack. He had a huge manhood, too,” she recalled wistfully. “Somehow he used his magic to allow him to fit me and give me two beautiful children. He and Alora were my beautiful, generous lovers. I’ve never taken another.”

Trina and I sat next to Peg on the floor. Trina held Peg’s hand, crying silently. Not knowing the first thing about brownie culture, I just stayed by Peg’s side and sent her peaceful, comforting thoughts.

Peg looked up at Trina. “Ama getting easier to understand?”

Trina nodded at her, whispering, “Yeah, Nanna Peg.”

Peg patted her thigh. “You’re a good girl, lassie.”

She then turned and spoke to me. “The elves say that Yornian had no designated heir, but that was untrue. Our lord, nor any Lord o’ th’Green, would never have considered not having a first and second heir designated—it woulda been a breach of duty.

“My lord received word from couriers the day before that final battle, telling him that both his chosen successors had been assassinated. The secondary successor, his twelfth son, a 130-year-old Green Lord birthed from a Sidhe concubine, was slain in his bed by a demi-fey assassin. The lover in his bed, one of his personal guards, was awakened by his gasp. He heard wings fly away with a whispered ‘I’m sorry, Lord. I must save my babies.’ The guard wrote up the report for our lord, and then he mounted his horse and flew to the battlefield to expunge his guilt. He died several feet from where our lord was butchered, surrounded by dead enemy warriors.

“The primary heir was our lord’s cousin, a 375-year-old Lord of the Green who was a scholar and experienced warrior. He was holding a study session on genetics with some visiting elven loremasters. Among them was a dark elven assassin. She truly was a visiting scholar and loremaster, but she was selected by her clan for this mission because she’d already been welcomed by the lord to visit. The drow had been trying to get into the lord’s citadel for well over a year when she came to their attention. She broke bread and shared wine with him, and then opened the large artery in his thigh when he was pouring refreshments for all the scholars during a break in their studies. He stumbled and fell as his blood began flowing out.

“Normally, he would have survived it if he could have brought his magic to bear, but he struck his head on a table as he fell. He lay there stunned, and as he lay helpless on the floor, she pushed a stiletto into his skull from behind his ear before anyone could stop her. Her clan are now known as the Nameless since she broke the strictures of hospitality to kill him.”

Peg breathed out and sagged just a little. “In the roughly four thousand years since my lord died, Railand came the closest to potentially having the magic to be Lord of the Green, and yet it wasn’t enough. He had no magic. Your brother was gifted and charismatic, but I’ve never heard whether he had the magic or not.”

She laid a hand on my thigh. “The elves say you don’t have much of that Verdic DNA, but I suspect you have the only part that is important. You have the magic.

“I became aware of it about two months ago when your power washed across the earth. I suspect you’ve been growing stronger since your powers were triggered. Aye, I’ve felt it more strongly the last three days. Your magic calls to mine and makes my blood sing.”

“What would trigger me to have power?” I asked.

“The trigger may have been your brother’s death, but the lords of old had to take a bite of Sidhe flesh to fully access their powers. So I would think that neither your brother’s death nor meeting Trina or Moira would have been enough.”

“I first met Moira four days ago on an airplane,” I murmured. “I don’t think that would trigger it, would it?”

Peg rolled forward onto her hands and knees to crawl away from us. Trina and I looked at each other, bewildered.

Peg turned back to face us—face me. “What I do know is this. There has been no Green Lord in over four thousand years. Until today. Your magic hit critical mass this morning. I felt it in Missouri. I feel it here. You are the Green Lord.” The ancient brownie prostrated herself to me. “Please, Lord. Accept my service. I would serve the Green Lord again before my days’ end.”

I paused for a moment, more than a little stunned, and thought about how I should answer.

Trina nodded to me, and I rolled up to my knees and pulled Eventide from my back pocket. I bid her take her original dagger shape, then placed the blade down in front of me.

I bowed deeply to Peg in the Japanese tradition and told her, “Please rise, Peg.” When she did, I sat up into a seiza and took a deep breath.

“Peg, I don’t believe I’m worthy of your service, but I suspect I’m going to need souls of your caliber beside me for what is to come. So, despite my unworthiness, I accept your service. Please give me your right hand.”

Peg extended her hand, and I cut it deeply with Eventide, then scored my own right just as deeply.

Laying Eventide back on the floor, I grabbed Peg’s right wrist with my left hand before pressing my bleeding hand to hers. Ritual words came to mind from Durec, and I repeated them. “Peg, my blood for your blood. My service for your service. I accept your service and pledge to you my own. As you accept me as your lord, I accept you as my family. I am yours, and you are mine.”

With a thought of I hope this works, I focused my will to heal her cut, and a green halo circled our clasped hands. “Rise, Peg. Serve me and mine as I and mine will serve you.”

Peg sat back on her heels and stood with the grace of a veteran geisha.

Trina tossed my workout shirt to me, which I used to wipe the blade clean and scrubbed the carpet. When I finished cleaning the carpet as well as I could, I bid Eventide to return to her lockback form and returned her to my back pocket.

After I sat back against the wall, I beckoned to Peg. “Come here, Peg.” I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her into my lap.

“Peg, Trina calls you ‘Nana,’ and that’s a huge endorsement from my perspective,” I told her as I held the tiny being. “Trina is precious to me. I love her, and want to spend my life with her. If it were up to me, she would never set foot inside a Sidhe…” I looked at Trina. “Is it a Sith or a Sithen?”

“Sith,” they replied in unison.

“Sith,” I continued. “Nor Myra or the Ravens. We’re not going to realize that dream immediately, because Trina is committed to protecting Myra, and she’s worried about her safety. But I’m concerned that Trina is in bigger danger than Myra. Have you heard anything?”

“Well Lord, as I was telling my beautiful lassie, the two queens have been talking. I don’t think our court is in the dominant position.”

Peg began ticking several points off on her fingers. “The queen of the other court has been telling Moira’s—excuse me—Myra’s mother about a prophecy that the house of Laughlin would betray its court. Tha’s interesting wording because the Laughlin clan in the Winter Court has royal bloodlines of both courts running in their veins. The Laughlin clan that remains in the Summer Court still carries royal bloodlines too, but only from the royals of Summer. Our Katrina could technically be a princess, and it’s true regardless of which court you’re talking about. When Prince Laughlin married the queen of the Winter Court many centuries ago, the Summer Mother was from Clan Laughlin. The prince brought over half of the clan with him because they were fed up with the political games propagated by the queen of Summer at the time. The Summer Mother went to Winter, too!”

As I understood the term, the Summer Mother was the former queen just like Summer Lady was the future queen. “Holy shit!” I exclaimed. “She abandoned her daughter’s reign?”

“Exactly,” Peg replied. “She became the matriarch of Clan Laughlin in the Winter Court, and they have been tightly linked to Clan Nessus since then. Ever since, the lines of succession over the generations have frequently resulted in a Nessus or Laughlin queen. Trina is a royal descendant and could be called to be Lady Winter or Lady Summer as easily as Lady Myra and have as much support.”

Peg ticked another finger. “Lady Myra is well-loved and would be all on her own merit, but Trina’s support makes her position more stable despite jealousy from some of the clans of the court. Planting the seeds of a Laughlin betrayal can undermine the clan’s reputation in both courts in addition to undermining our Lady Myra.”

The brownie ticked another finger. “Additionally, our monarch has been having unusual fits of rage. Since Lady Katrina has been traveling with Lady Myra, the queen’s behavior has made Myra’s sister, the former Winter Lady, seem relatively sane—which says a lot. It doesn’t help that Trina’s mother, of clan Laughlin, is the only lover that Myra’s mother has ever truly loved. This rumored prophecy undermines Lorraine’s position with the queen.”

“Lorraine is my mother,” Trina added as an afterthought. I nodded to show I was following the narrative.

Peg continued, “With the queen not trusting Lorraine, there is no one to talk her down when she gets wound up. I’ve heard her rail against Lorraine, Trina, and Myra herself. None of them are safe at court. She’s letting Mab—excuse me, Morganna—run rampant. There are few lords or ladies of the court who haven’t been attacked, and well over half sport injuries that will take months to heal, even with the Sidhe’s enhanced healing.”

Peg added, “I’ve seen this kind of behavior in the Summer Court when the queen or a powerful lord or lady puts an emotional or mental attack on another. I don’t believe our queen is ill. I believe she’s cursed.”

The little brownie nodded to herself for a moment before adding, “Those are the basics, Lord. No one in our court is safe. And while I suspect that most of the danger is instigated by the other court, I don’t have any proof.”

I poured over Peg’s information in my mind. Damn! What have I gotten myself into? I wondered.

Finally, I thanked her in a manner that was left-handed enough to be acceptable. “Peg, your information is invaluable.”

She turned to hug me. “I’m honored you value my input, Lord.”

“I definitely value you, Peg,” I told her before turning to Trina. “Pet, any questions?”

Trina said, “No, Master,” a half-beat before Peg said, “No, Lord.”

Peg added, “I’m sorry, Lord. It’s both comforting and unsettling to sit in your lap like this, especially since Yornian would call me ‘pet.’”

“Peg, I would never try to take the place of your long lost loves,” I said. “I will, however, love and treasure you for the intelligence, insight, and love that you bring into my life and to Trina.” I hugged her, and it was kind of like holding a large teddy bear; for a second, I felt like a kid again. When I relaxed my arms, Peg crawled off my lap.

I took a beat, trying to apply lessons from my former life. “Okay, ladies,” I finally said. “I’m an old soldier, so security, communication, and intel are my priorities. I need to get some pieces in place to gather data and information so that I can have some kind of chance to figure out what’s happening. If I can’t do that, I can’t protect mine.”

I thought about my current court and laughed out loud. “I’m a Green Lord with a queen and court of three, none of whom will be able to easily communicate with the others.”

Peg interrupted, “You have taken a queen, Lord?” Her eyes grew as big as saucers.

“I witnessed the marriage of our lord to Lady Myra last night, Peg,” Trina confirmed. “They did it the old way. There will be no question about validity.”

“You don’t appear to be wounded,” Peg said, scrutinizing me.

I unbuttoned my shirt and revealed the bite scar.

Peg inhaled deeply. “Tha’ looks years old! What happened?”

I described the vows Myra and I shared, the lovemaking, the eating of each other’s flesh, and how we were bathed in lights.

Peg pondered that for a moment, never taking her fathomless eyes off mine. “She became the queen of all Faerie,” she finally said. “You just put a target on her back.”

I frowned. “I think the target was there regardless. Now she knows. She’s also carrying my child.”

“You don’ go by ’alf measures, dooya?” the brownie observed, her accent sounding more Scottish than anything else.

“No, ma’am. Never have, never will,” I said. “So first of all, we need to be able to contact one another without anyone knowing about it. We need to have untraceable means to communicate with each other. Disposable, untraceable phones. Signal hopping or encrypted, tunneled Wi-Fi—or both. And I’m going to need one of those elven devices—I have a good idea how to get one. Do you need one too, Peg?” She nodded, and I apologized. “I’m sorry, I just don’t know much of anything about who can do what.”

“I can help with that, Lord,” Peg offered.

“You’re a great asset, Peg,” I said sincerely. “I’ll ping my elven contacts to see if they can get me one of those, too,” I said. “I also have some contacts from my operator days. I keep up with them, so I can leverage them for some tech if I can afford them.”

“Let me get the phones, Lord,” Peg said. “My contacts will not be traceable to anyone, and I can get them by tomorrow.” She then addressed Trina. “Sweet lassie, I’ll have them in the laundry.”

“Sure, Nana Peg,” Trina said easily. “I won’t be leaving until tomorrow afternoon at the earliest. I suspect I’ll be with Jack all week given how Myra’s acting.”

“Okay,” I said. “Then we can communicate reasonably securely. That should get us started. What else should I know about, Peg?”

Peg stepped up and put a tiny hand on either side of my face. “Aye, Lord, just remember, you have powers. They are still growing, but you are not human. If you want to survive to care for your people, you must stop thinking like a human. You have the ability to heal now. You have or will have the ability to even stop healing from happening, to increase someone’s speed or agility, to change their body composition, cause someone to grow or shrink their body or part of it, to decrease the impacts of aging, to metabolize poisons and venoms, to remove anything attached to a living body, including curses, to heal illness, including mental illness, to soothe emotions, and, if you realize all your kind’s powers, to create life from nothing, to resurrect the dead, and to animate plant life into something similar to animal life.”

I held up one hand. “Hold on, Peg, that was a lot. Just give me a minute to process it all, okay?”

Peg nodded deferentially and spoke again when I signaled for her to continue. “There were myths about how the Green Lord created dryads and naiads as an example. You have all of the powers of creation, and theoretically all their opposite as well. In short, there is no limit to what you can do with your mind. The key to survival is to constantly keep your abilities in mind and always be ready and willing to use the powers, first on yourself, then on your enemies, then on your allies.”

Peg kissed my cheek and stood. “Take care, my lord, and take care of my wee lassie. She is dear to me.”

“I will, Peg.”

“Hey Peg, put your dress on before you visit next time. Knowing you have a thing for Green Lords, I’d hate for you to move in on my man!” Trina teased.

“Right you are, lassie,” Peg cackled. “Ya would’na stand a chance if’n I decide to go for him!”

They both laughed, and then Peg gave Trina a hug. “Bye, my dear lassie. Keep our lord safe, but—” she looked at Trina sternly—“keep yourself safe, too!”

“Yes, Nana Peg.”

Peg pointed to the garment bag on the door, so I stood and hoisted her inside.

“Be safe, Peg,” I told her. “You are dear to us both.”

Trina blew her a kiss and closed the bag, folded it, and put it away in her duffle. While she did that, I pulled off the command hook patches and gave them back to Trina with the package of spare parts.

After, we embraced and kissed her deeply. “I can see how much she loves you, and why you love her so much,” I told her.

Trina leaned into me, humming. “I couldn’t help but cry when she told me about her long ago loves. It’s soul-crushing to think about.”

“Yes. But we don’t have to think about it. We have each other and Myra,” I murmured soothingly before we kissed again. “Now, pet, let’s pack up and get out of here.”
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PRACTICING NEW SKILLS BEFORE BREAKFAST


Trina and I hustled around the room, getting ready to leave. She dressed in yoga pants with cargo pockets, low tactical boots, and my blue plaid flannel shirt, tying a Daisy Duke knot above her hip to show her abs. She checked her weapons and put them back into her clutch while I retrieved my holster from the nightstand and checked the drawer.

Inside, I found two pairs of black panties. One was a fairly simple silky black brief that I had taken off Corrina, which meant that the lacy boy shorts must have been Daphne’s.

I held the two garments up to show Trina, and she laughed incredulously. “They really did leave them for you?”

“Yep. Shall I hang these on my trophy wall?” I joked.

“Definitely,” she giggled. “I hope you have a big trophy wall, ’cause I take my job as your recruiter for the seraglio very seriously! I’m going to be bringing you many smouldering beauties to seduce, my master!”

I must have looked as dumbstruck as I felt because her laughter turned hysterical. Taking a cue from Trina’s playbook, I crossed my eyes and blew a raspberry at her while wadding up the two trophies and throwing them at her. “Put those in my bag, my fairy slut!”

A frisson took her as she scooped them up from the bed where they landed. She gave me a heated look and purred, “Do you want to check out, or do you want to stay here all day fucking my brains out? I’m in favor of option two.”

She took a deep sniff from each of the panties as I walked around the bed. “Me too, beloved. Unfortunately I have commitments and responsibilities,” I told her with more than a little regret.

I consoled us both by squeezing her tushy as I reached around her to pull my toilet kit from my duffel.

Holding up the bikini, she said, “Corrina.” I nodded. “Mmmm. She still smells good.” After a beat, she added, “We have to get that geas off her, Jack.”

“What? So you can sniff her pussy some more?”

She blew a raspberry back at me.

“Well, you know I agree with you. It’s a priority, and it’ll make both you and Myra safer as well help protect C’rina’s sanity. Peg’s pep talk gave me some ideas.”

“You know, I’m not opposed to sniffing her pussy more.”

I sat down on the bed and laid the dry cloth out on a bed corner.

“Actually, now that I think about it, I’m very much in favor of it,” Trina continued.

“What do you mean?” I asked. I unloaded and cleared my weapon, then disassembled it as Trina explained.

“I’ve always liked her, and you’re right about her being gorgeous. I’ve always loved that crooked grin of hers. I think Myra may be a little put off when she discovers how her pep talk at the breakfast table took root,” she mused.

“I doubt that,” I replied, running a patch with CLP through the bore. “She seems to have very nontraditional views of relationships. I’m struggling to adapt, but I’m pretty certain she won’t mind you spending time with C’rina. Actually, she might enjoy taking you on a hunt for lovers to share.”

“That might be fun. I meant what I told the policeman about you being the only man I fuck. I’m not interested in further testing.”

I was wiping all the parts down with a lightly lubricated shotgun patch but stopped to look up at her. “I appreciate that, Trina,” I said sincerely. “It makes me very happy to know I’m your only man.”

She looked at me sympathetically. “I know the thing with Myra tears you up.”

“Yeah. Honestly I’m ready to kill all the fuckers that her mom forces on her,” I murmured. “I sort of wish I were enlightened enough to just say ‘go off and fuck whomever you wish’ to her, but I can’t do it.”

I returned to cleaning my weapon as I unloaded on Trina. “Intellectually, I firmly believe that a woman owns her own body. It’s hers to give to whomever she wishes. Emotionally, that’s a little harder to handle when it’s someone I love. Add to that the guilt that I’m also fucking her best friend, and it makes me feel like I’m being an unfair cad.”

Trina crawled onto the bed behind me and wrapped her arms around my waist. “Remember that Sidhe don’t lie, Jack,” she murmured, laying her head on my shoulder. “It leaves emotional scars. We might obfuscate, misdirect, or refuse to answer, but we will not lie. And Myra literally said, ‘I would happily take you as my mate for life and never let any other man who tries to touch me live.’ You know exactly how she feels on the topic. Now that she’s married with a baby on the way, she can share this news with her mom whenever she needs to make her back off, consequences be damned.”

I reassembled the weapon and performed a function check, taking in what Trina was saying.

“Besides,” she continued, “she also said she couldn’t give up this fine pussy, either. The three of us are fated to be together forever.” She planted a big, definitive kiss on my cheek, as if to tell me how infallible that logic was.

I turned and kissed her back. “From your lips to God’s ear. You fill a hole in me that I didn’t know I had,” I told Trina tenderly.

We gazed into each other’s eyes for a moment, letting our love and contentment wash over each other. And then, in true Trina fashion, she lifted Daphne’s trophy to my face. “Smell.”

I did it with a smile. Trina took it back for another sniff of her own. “She’s going on my fantasy list, too,” she said matter-of-factly. “I thoroughly enjoyed our little interlude.”

“Oh? Who else is on it?” I asked as I loaded, charged, and holstered the weapon in the holster on my hip. I returned my cleaning kit to my bag and made another tour around the room to make sure we had gotten everything.

“Well, you and Myra of course,” she said, like that was obvious. “Now, though? Corrina and Daphne. But guess who I was dreaming about this morning when you woke me.”

“Kristina,” I replied with a smirk.

“How did you know?” she pouted.

I laughed. “Lucky guess. Wanna tell me about it?”

“Hmmm.” She smiled as she remembered her dream. “It was similar to what we did with Myra last night. Kristina and I took turns driving, and you filled whatever vacant hole presented itself. We did this for months until both our tummies rounded and we popped out baby Jacks. We were getting ready to rinse and repeat when you woke me.”

I chuckled at Trina’s subconscious imagination. “I wish I had dreamed that. Actually, I was planning to take you to the Red Rooster for breakfast this morning. I did bump into Kristina the last time I had breakfast there.”

Trina’s eyes popped. “Well then, what are we waiting for?”

And with that cue, I pulled on my coat and slung both of my duffels over my shoulders. Trina grabbed my guitar and her duffel, leaving me the amp. We went downstairs and packed our gear in the SUV, and Trina did her safety checks while I checked out.

When we finished, we sauntered across the street arm in arm and managed to catch a lull in the line at the counter. We heard a voice shout “Trina! Jack!” and turned to see Kristina waving at us from a small table. It looked like she had just finished breakfast and was about halfway through her coffee and deep into a book. She laid her book down and walked over to greet us. Trina immediately pulled Kristina into a hug and kissed her full on the lips. I chuckled and continued to the counter.

I heard Trina say to Kristina, “That’s how my dream about you started this morning, and it only got better from there.”

The young lady behind the counter was gawking, so I turned to see what Trina and Kristina were up to. Each lady was palming the cheek of the other as they went in for another kiss, each with one arm wrapped around the other’s waist.

Yep, that’s hot.

“Well, well. Who knew?” the server behind the counter said dryly.

Trina whispered in Kristina’s ear, which elicited a huge smile. Kristina said, “How did you even manage to leave the hotel with that running through your head?”

“Because I had to go find you,” Trina said, smiling coyly. “Jack mentioned he’d seen you here for breakfast before, so here I am. Now give me one more kiss before you greet our man!”

That “one more kiss” lasted quite a while and drew many stares and a lot of grumbling, especially when Trina’s hand slid down to squeeze Kristina’s tiny round bum and hike her leg up. When Kristina pressed her crotch into Trina’s leg, an old lady at the window table exclaimed, “Well I never!”

The ladies split apart, giggling, as Trina looked at her and said, “Well you definitely should have!” as Kristina walked over to me.

The old lady’s offended expression looked painful, but I tuned her out as Kristina held her arms up to me. I scooped her up and kissed her deeply while she wrapped her arms and legs around me, squirming as I squeezed her tight, athletic body close.

“Miss me?” I asked.

In response, she leaned forward and grazed my lower lip with her teeth before sliding her tongue through to meet mine.

The server cleared her throat and said, “Folks, you’ll have to leave if you offend all of our customers.” Kristina ignored her, but I inclined my head to let the server know I got the message.

“I’m desperate to live out Trina’s dream! Can we go to your hotel?” Kristina asked hopefully.

“Sorry sweetie, we’ve checked out,” I replied with true regret. “Actually, I’d planned to ask you out this weekend, but then I met Trina before I returned to Cottonwood. My plans changed considerably after that.”

Trina wrapped us both in a tight hug and offered a proposal of her own. “Kristina, why don’t you join us this morning? We’re going to go look at some land.” She then whispered into Kristina’s ear loud enough for the server to hear, “There may be opportunity for fucking alfresco!”

“Oh, well...I’m supposed to meet my niece and her worthless boyfriend here for coffee,” she replied with evident regret. “But they’re already late, so if they’re not here by the time you leave...I’d love to join you!”

I checked the time on my phone. “We have about thirty minutes before we have to meet the real estate agent—his office is right across the street. Shall we join you until then?”

My question elicited a “please” from Kristina and a “yes!” from Trina.

Trina ordered a Southwestern Stack and a latte and joined Kristina at her table. As I ordered, though, I kept getting distracted by the ink on the server’s chest above her small, pert breasts. She was a cute girl with dirty blonde hair, a decent figure, and nice eyes, but her ink kept drawing my eyes. The artwork—a bird with spread wings—was nothing spectacular and the colors were fading, but the scars that held the ink were visible to me. I’d never noticed scars on tattoos before.

I ordered another Southwestern Stack and latte for myself, plus the Breakfast Quesadilla with steak. I noticed the guy in the kitchen had full sleeves of ink, with brighter colors, poking out of his T-shirt, probably done by a different artist. Strange—I could see his scars, too.

I gave the server my card to pay and looked at her scars again. That had to hurt! I thought, and then shook my head to try to clear the vision.

She finally got fed up with my stares and said to me in disgust, “Ya know, you could look longer if you took a picture. You just don’t understand the value of art.”

I cocked an eyebrow at her. “Art? Really? You have a poorly rendered diagram of a bird permanently etched into your chest with fading colors, and you call it art? Actually, I’ve never understood why a beautiful woman would deface her body with tattoos, but to do it with something ugly like that thoroughly boggles my mind.”

Her eyes misted. “I went cheap, and I unfortunately got what I paid for,” she murmured sadly.

Trina slid up behind me and leaned on my shoulder as the girl continued. “I couldn’t afford a good artist, and now I can’t afford to get it off.” She sniffed back her tears and handed me the card and receipt.

Remembering Peg’s words, I thought it might be a good first experiment, and helping this poor girl out would be a bonus. “Do you want them gone?” I asked, putting away my card.

She nodded.

“What’s your name?” I asked her.

She looked up at me like I had poked her with a stick. “Kellianne.”

“Kellianne, it’s an honor to meet you. My name is Jack. If you want it gone, I’m willing to try to remove it. Either way, there will be no pain for you.”

She gave me a wary look. “Okay,” she drawled skeptically.

“Trina will accompany us to ensure I don’t get fresh with you. You bring out two clean towels, and we’ll go to a restroom and knock this out real quick. Okay, Kellianne?”

“You’re serious?”

“As a heart attack.”

She looked behind me to confirm there was no one waiting behind me. “Johnny, I’ll be back in a couple of minutes. Watch the counter please!” She disappeared into the back and reemerged with two clean kitchen towels.

Trina took the little stand with our order number to the table. “Hey Kristina, we’ll be back in a few.”

We followed Kellianne into the back room, which had a few customers, and into the restroom in the corner. Trina closed the door, and I positioned Kellianne to face the mirror. Acting instinctively, I removed my shirt and handed it and my holster to Trina.

Looking over her shoulder, I said, “Kellianne, please remove your shirt.”

She dried the vanity with paper towels and then placed the two kitchen towels on it. She then took her T-shirt off, barely jostling her glasses. A cute, lacy demi-cup bra concealed her modest breasts.

“I’ll take that, sweetie,” I murmured and handed the T-shirt to Trina while I surveyed her ink.

“Okay, Kellianne, it appears all of the scarring is above your bra, so you can leave it on. I will need to slide down the straps.”

She had another ugly tattoo of a heart with “Georgy Porgy” on the back of her right shoulder and another of a gorgeous green bird in vibrant colors running up off her right hip just short of her ribcage. I put my finger on it. “Now sweetie, I might have to agree that this is art.” She gave me a small smile in the mirror as I thought about how to go about the task at hand.

“Here’s the plan, Kellianne. We’ll know in about a minute if this will work or not. It’s going to be hard to believe, but I want you to try to be open-minded, okay? I’m going to use my love for you to heal the scars on your body. The ink will have nothing to hold it there, although there may be some in your pores for some time. I’ll remove it all if I can. The towels are so I can wipe the ink away.”

She looked startled and covered her breasts with her hands.

“Not that kind of love, sweetie,” I assured her. “My love for you is born from compassion for the scars you bear on your body and in your mind from the damage done with a needle.”

“Oh, okay. I’m engaged, and I promised not to cheat on him. He’s the first guy who’s ever treated me like something other than a hole they can fuck,” she said.

“Do you want him here for this?” I asked.

She nodded. “I do. But he needs to cover up front and cook. He trusts me.”

“Okay, it’s time for me to demonstrate he can trust me, too,” I told her. “Press back into my chest and wrap your arms around my neck. You can close your eyes or not as you prefer, but lay your head back and imagine me hugging you with a love that asks for nothing in return.”

She leaned back, resting her head on my collarbone. The top of her head was over my shoulder by only a couple of inches. Her arms wrapped around my neck.

I grabbed a towel with my right hand as I circled my left under her arms and placed it on the ink on her chest. I closed my eyes and focused my will, imagining that I was opening a channel of communication to her skin.

I thought about the feeling of a warm, loving hug from my father as I instructed the cells of Kellianne’s skin to return back to their pristine condition, to heal the scars. I cracked my eyes open as I slowly moved my hand over all the ink, stopping at the center of her chest. I willed the skin to push the ink out.

The ink turned into small bubbles, and I used the towel to wipe it away, marveling at the now pristine, beautiful skin. My eyes were glowing bright green in the mirror.

Kellianne opened her eyes and gasped as she caught my glowing orbs in the reflection.

“Shall I continue, sweetie?” She nodded, so I continued using the same process. The towel was about half-saturated in ink when I finished.

Kellianne didn’t move, holding onto my neck and pressing back into me as if her life depended on it.

“Kellianne, since you called your fiance ‘Johnny,’ I’m assuming you’d like to get rid of ‘Georgy Porgy’ back here, too. Is that right?”

“Ugh, yes,” she groaned. “Everything but the bird!”

Hugging her tightly against me, I repeated the process to remove the grotesque heart. When I finished, I squeezed her gently and placed a chaste kiss on her cheek.

“There you go, Kellianne,” I said, feeling fatigued from the effort.

She shook her head, grimacing. “No. There’s more.” She unbuttoned her jeans and pushed them down, including her panties. There was a rude “I was here” with an arrow pointing down the crack of her ass and a matching one above the thatch of her pussy with another arrow running through it to end about an inch above her clitoris.

Trina gasped as I wrapped Kellianne in a loving hug. “Oh, you poor thing,” I murmured before kissing her cheek lightly again. “I’m going to fix this.”

Looking at Trina’s reflection in the mirror, I asked, “How do we nominate someone as a target for the Wild Hunt? That’s a thing, right?”

“Yeah,” Trina growled. “I’ll take care of it.”

After I shook off my amazement that the Wild Hunt was indeed real, I closed my eyes and centered myself with deep calming breaths, then turned Kellianne around and cleared the mess above her ass in the same manner. Looking down into her flushed face, I said, “Sweetie, I’m going to touch right above your pussy. I’m not going to touch you in a sexual way, but I’ll need to do it four times. Are you okay with that?”

She nodded, but I told her, “I need you to say it, Kellianne. This is much more intimate than any of the other locations. I don’t want any room for confusion. Four times, just above your pussy. Are you okay with that?”

She nodded once into my chest and looked up, saying clearly, “Yes, Jack. Do it, please.”

“Okay, honey,” I replied. “Place your hands on my shoulders while I’m kneeling in front of you so you still maintain contact with me. I’ll wrap my left arm around your thighs and use my right to do the repairs. First, I’ll make the hair fall out. Then, I’ll repair the scars, followed by wiping away the ink. Then I’ll ask the hair to grow back. Also, I want Trina to stand behind you and hold you to ensure you don’t lose your balance.”

She gave me a thumbs up, and Trina moved into position while I closed my eyes and took some deep breaths. “Are you ready, sweetie?” I murmured, my eyes still closed.

“Yes, Jack,” Kellianne replied.

I opened my eyes and enacted my plan, first willing her muff to fall out under my hand. I brushed the hair off, then repaired the scars and removed the ink, ensuring it was all gone with a gentle scrub with a dry section of towel.

I was about to touch her again when she said, “Stop, please.”

I released her legs and froze in place.

She looked down at her legs. “I’d like to skip growing my hair again, Jack. Will it grow back?”

“I think I can make sure it doesn’t, if you wish,” I replied with a quiet sigh.

“Please,” she said eagerly.

I recalled from high school biology that there were several parts associated with a hair follicle, but I figured removing just the hair follicle itself would do the job. Placing a hand over her mons, I extended my will, asking for the skin to push out their follicles across her abdomen, along her nether lips, and up the back to her tailbone. I didn’t trace the path with my hands to keep my commitment to no sexual touching, but I felt like it worked. I would never know unless I asked her in a couple weeks.

As I released her legs, I admired the green bird on her hip. Despite not being a fan of tattoos, I had to admit that one was a work of art. It almost looked alive. I gave it a chaste kiss and stood. “That’s a whole different class of work. I actually like it. The artist did very minimal scarring, and the inks are vibrant.”

Trina was still holding onto her as I said, “All done now, sweetie.” Kellianne nodded, but I had more to say. “People will ask you what happened to your ink. You tell them Dr. Gary Owen had a trial of a spray to remove tattoos. Tell them the side effects left you nauseous for a week. Also, try to keep covered up, so people will have a hard time figuring out when you had it done. Okay?”

She hugged me and kissed my cheek enthusiastically. “Thank you, Jack. I get now why Kristina is so into you two. Thank you!”

She gave me an innocent peck on my lips, and then she looked down shyly.

“Trina and I will stand by the door while you get yourself put together,” I told her. I put my shirt on and clipped my holster to my belt while Kellieanne dressed.

She smiled at the image in the mirror and touched her chest. I left the restroom first, followed by the ladies. I heard Trina getting information on Georgy from Kellianne. That boy was going to hate what was left of his life.

As I stepped into the hallway, I heard Kristina stage-whisper urgently, “Let her go!”

A wiry guy who was about medium height held the arm of another young woman as he backhanded Kristina.

I was on him before she hit the ground, hitting him with a rabbit punch just under the right side of his skull. Pivoting, I caught his throat in my right hand and heaved him up off the ground.

Where did that strength come from? I wondered before knuckle-punching him right in his balls. He let out a very canine-like yelp. Squeezing his throat and keeping an eye on him, I asked, “Kristina, are you okay, honey?”

The young lady squatting next to her looked up at the creep. “Ronnie, I told you if you ever hit me again, I’m gone. Hitting my aunt qualifies, you FUCK!”

The creep on the wall just grinned. “I own you, bitch. I am your alpha, and I’ll treat you however I please.” He laughed maniacally. “I’ll cut your bitch aunt up and feed her to you, cunt!”

Playtime is over! I thought as I punched him in the bladder. He groaned and pissed himself while I squeezed his throat harder.

“Kellianne, do you mind holding on to a body until I can get rid of it?” I asked.

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Kristina shake her head rapidly. “Kristina, what is this asshat’s full name?” I asked.

As he looked at me, his eyes turned golden yellow. He growled, “You are one dead Sidhe!”

The other lady said, “Ronald Eugene Fullerton.”

“Bitch,” he snapped again.

“Trina, can you influence him? Like we talked about in the car?”

She shrugged, “Sure. A really strong shifter might be problematic, but this guy isn’t.”

I watched to see what would happen to his brain as she stepped up next to me and said, “Hey, piss pants!” He looked at her and the light went out of his eyes.

“How many people has he killed?” I asked her.

Trina tilted her head at him. “Answer all questions from the Green Lord as though I asked them.”

“How many people have you killed, Ronald?” I asked. I thought I could see where the influence was exerted in his brain, but I’d save that experiment for some other time.

“Eleven,” he boasted. “When I’m done with you, it’ll be fifteen.”

“Ronald, do you know where all the remains are buried?” I asked.

He nodded maniacally. “They’re in the backyard. I killed them, ate the good parts, and buried the rest.”

“How did your wolf like that?” Trina asked.

“He didn’t. Didn’t want to come out and eat all that meat. I had to do it all myself! I think he’s a chihuahua, not a wolf,” he laughed.

“Did you keep trophies, Ronald?” I asked.

“Of course—the femurs. I gnawed all the meat off them. I’m going to make a xylophone from them when I have enough.”

Ronald was heaving like he was in sexual rapture. I decided he was too broken for me to fix and had to pay for his crimes. “There’s a wolf inside him?” I asked Trina for confirmation.

“Yes,” she said. “Most shifters are wolves, but the others smell different. He’s definitely a wolf.”

I closed my eyes and imagined a dog whistle echoing across town, calling all of the dogs that were nearby. “Let’s see if that works,” I murmured. After hearing the whistle, Ronald watched me like he was waiting on me to give him a command. That’s…interesting, I thought.

Soon, a variety of dogs started showing up, in some cases dragging their leashes. The biggest, a huge rottweiler about half the size of a Great Dane, had no leash, and I thought he was perfect.

I sent a mental request for the rottweiler to come to me, and then another to send the rest away. Then I thought about how Peg had said I could add or remove things from a living thing. This should qualify.

Closing my eyes and squeezing Ronald’s throat tightly, I called forth the shifter’s wolf. I visualized picking him up by the scruff of the neck and pulling him from Ronald. Once I felt the wolf spirit hanging from my mental grip like a puppy, I pushed him into the waiting rottweiler. I then told the rottie to take care of the wolf spirit within him, and sent him off with a “who’s a good boy!”

Of course, that resulted in the huge dog jumping and licking my face before running off.

“Oh, come on,” Trina said. “Couldn’t we keep him?”

“Pet, with all that we have going on, how on earth are we going to take care of a dog, and one with a wolf spirit inside him at that?”

Returning my attention to Ronald, I patched a couple parts of his brain that appeared cracked and feathered to my inexperienced perception. Finally, I sent instructions to all the cells in his body to stop replicating. I had no idea how long that would hold, or if it even worked, but I was hopeful that he would survive for a few weeks, long enough for the police to gather all the evidence of his crimes.

I’d be curious to know if that worked. Maybe I can check back later with Kristina. I may be new to this, but I have to try.

Finally, I spoke out loud. “Ronald, you are dying. You want to die with a clear conscience. You will leave here and tell all your crimes to the police and show them all the remains and all the trophies. Tell them about all your crimes, except hitting Kristina. You will forget being here this morning. You will do whatever they tell you. Is that clear?”

He nodded.

“Did it take?” I asked Trina.

“Yeah. It’s like you’re using my connection as a command channel.”

I released Ronald’s throat, and he ran out the front door as soon as his feet touched the ground.

Trina looked at me, indicating Kristina, Kellianne, and the other lady, and I nodded in return like I was in a bad film noir movie.

“Ladies, look at me,” Trina said.

Kristina and her niece glanced at each other, turning to Trina just after Kellianne did. Trina’s eyes flared, and she said, “Jack needs to explain what happened to you.”

Quickly spinning a plausible story, I told them, “A huge rottweiler came in. Kristina and her niece tried to catch him to usher him outside. He stopped when I entered the hallway, and peed on the floor. Kristina slipped as she tried to avoid running over him and smacked her face on the wall. The dog jumped over her and ran out the door.” I cocked an eye at Trina.

She nodded, and the moonlight glow faded from her eyes. “I still think we should’ve kept him,” she muttered.

“Kristina, shall I carry you to your seat?” I asked.

“Oh yes, please. I don’t know how I can be so clumsy,” she said, holding her arms up with a bright smile.

“Well, I’d better get a mop,” Kellianne added. “Thanks for your help, Jack.”

“Sure thing, sweetie,” I said. “If Johnny wants to clear his canvas and start over, or even erase some of it, let me know the next time I’m in.”

She smiled sincerely. “You’re the best, Jack!”

“Oh, if you only knew, sweetie!” Trina laughed.

As we returned to the table, Kristina introduced us to her niece, Annette. I recognized her as the young lady crossing the street as I started my gig at Burning Tree. Breakfast showed up, and I gave Annette my Southwest Stack. I returned to the counter and ordered another for myself, coffees for Annette and Kristina, and four Croissandwiches to go.

We ate our meals, and Johnny brought out the additional Stack and coffees. He clasped my shoulder and said, “This one’s on me. I don’t know what exactly you did, but you helped Kellianne tremendously. I owe you.”

Shaking my head, I told him, “Johnny, you owe me nothing. It was my honor and privilege to help.”

He gave my shoulder another squeeze and returned to the kitchen. I yawned, tired after using my nascent powers, and wolfed down the extra plate of food with help from Trina.

Kristina asked, “How do you eat like that and not turn into blimps? I’d have to run fifteen miles a day to consume all that food.”

Trina grinned and replied between mouthfuls. “Regular crazy fucking!”

Annette flushed. “I’ve had enough of fucking crazies for a while,” she said. “Aunt Krissie, can I just go hang at your place today? I’ve got my bag, so I don’t need to go back to Ronnie’s for anything. I was afraid he would follow me from here.”

Kristina handed her keys to her niece. “Sure, honey. Take my keys. I think I can probably trade favors to get a ride home when I’m done playing with my friends,” she said with a smirk.

Annette flushed again as she extended her hand to me. “Thanks for breakfast, Jack. It’s a pleasure to meet you.”

Trina got up to give her a hug, and Annette hugged Kristina and left as Kellianne brought the bag with my takeaway order. There were additional bottled waters, four cookies, and a bunch of napkins.

Kellianne kissed my cheek, hugged Trina, and said, “Bye guys. Come back soon!”

I stood and held out a hand to each of the ladies to assist them from their chairs. Trina grabbed her clutch, and Kristina grabbed the takeaway bag. Trina leaned in to kiss me, and I took a moment to enjoy her warm, hungry lips.

Then we were off to KC’s office.
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THE PLACE


We crossed Main Street, turned right, and kept walking past the Tavern Grille and into KC’s office. He and Kristina already knew each other, so they exchanged hugs. Trina also went in for a hug, so of course I did the same.

“Sorry, KC. No sloppy kisses from me,” I teased.

He laughed heartily at that. “Jack, you’re an asshole!”

I chuckled and replied, “I may be known to resemble that remark from time to time.”

KC led us to an office with a screen and showed us the photos of the place as he described it. “Basically, the property is just off Page Springs Road. There’s a hillside directly north of Old School House Road with a dry feeder creek running along its base. The hillside overlooking the dry creek and Oak Creek proper has between one thousand and fifteen hundred feet of frontage. Past the first finger shooting to the dry creek, there is a roughly forty-degree grade with about a football field of frontage.”

“I’m surprised there are no vines on it already,” I interrupted. “The terrain reminds me of my favorite runs in vineyards along the Main River in Germany. What do you think, Kristina?”

“That’s prime vineyard terrain,” she said with a nod. “The soil might be good. If not, it can be conditioned—this area is known for good grape soil.”

“How much creek frontage is included in the property?” I asked.

“Pretty much the whole hill. Echo Canyon Winery is adjacent to the east, but they stay pretty much in the lowlands around the curve down there,” KC responded.

Looking at the location on Google Maps, I saw that at least doubled my estimate of the creek frontage. “How far back?” I asked.

“All the way back to Echo Canyon Road.”

I whistled. “Okay, that’s a lot more acreage than I was looking for, but let’s go walk it. Same drill as last time?”

KC nodded, and Trina said, “I need to restack our load for our additional passenger. Gimme five minutes.”

She grabbed her clutch and the food bag before dashing off. Kristina and I drained a couple of KC’s water bottles and used his bathroom. After that, I grabbed another bottle for Trina and myself for the road, and then we were off.

Kristina reached for my hand as we marched toward the truck. She looked up at me with a coy smile. “Ya know, Jack. A girl could get used to all this attention from you.”

I chuckled and replied, “Kristina, I am one hundred percent certain you could do better, but I’m not a big enough fool to turn you away. Plus, my girlfriend wants to fuck your brains out.”

“But do you want to fuck my brains out, Jack?” she giggled.

“Really, that’s all you got out of what I said? Yes. I want to fuck your brains out. Preferably while you’re eating Trina’s pussy!” I whispered intensely.

We happened to pass the same old biddy from the Rooster at that exact moment. “Well I never!” she exclaimed.

I looked over my shoulder to see her frowning at me. “I recommend you try it!” I called back. She turned red and put her hand to her face.

I whispered to Kristina, “I really need to get a filter.” She exploded in laughter.

As we continued toward the truck, I confessed, “I’d planned to ask you on a date during this trip, but I was honestly a little nervous at getting shot down.”

“As if,” she snorted. “I’ve wanted you since I first met you, Jack.”

“Well, here’s to living our fantasies,” I murmured and kissed her knuckles. “Kristina, do you mind if I sit up front for this part of the trip?” I asked as we approached Trina, who was standing next to the open driver’s door.

“Not a problem,” Kristina said as she reached for the back door.

“No, no, no, no!” I said as I gallantly held the door open for her. As she climbed in, I squeezed her tushy.

So much for gallant, heh.

“Hey!” Kristina exclaimed as she sat down. She tried to look upset, but the mischief in her eyes gave her away.

I leaned in and kissed her. “Buckle up, sweetheart,” I murmured as I closed the door.

“Any issues?” I whispered to Trina, pulling her into a hug and nuzzling her neck.

She shook her head. “Only that it’s been too long since you last held me like this,” she replied with a sultry smile.

She melted into our kiss. When we pulled apart slightly, she winked at me and turned toward her seat, letting her hand brush my semi-erect cock. I responded by squeezing her ass as she stepped onto the running board.

Once she was seated, I closed her door and walked around the rear of the vehicle. KC was gesturing for me to hurry up from where he waited at the parking lot’s exit. Once I was securely in my seat, we followed him for about fifteen minutes, travelling on SR 89A north to North Page Springs Road before pulling into a parking lot next to a dry creek bed.

We walked east, parallel to the dirt road in the dry creek bed, and then up out of the creek. We followed the creek until we reached a valley that ran north between two ridges. There was a saddle at the top of the valley between them.

We climbed the western slope, gradually angling up the hillside until we reached the saddle. The hillside was on the other side of the valley. We could see the dirt road running west to east, ending just before Oak Creek.

KC gasped for breath as he pointed at the dirt road. “That’s Old School House Road,” he wheezed. “Those two properties down there are roughly five acres each, which had been previously carved from this property. This property runs from the southeast corner of North Page Springs Road and Hidden Valley Road. It’s an unconventional plot because of the terrain and old homesteads like those two below. The boundaries run from Page Springs Road down to Old School House Road, and east along Hidden Valley Road for about two-thirds of a mile until it crests the ridge into Hidden Valley. The property follows Oak Creek all the way down to School House Road.

“The whole area is roughly one thousand thirty-five acres, but when you subtract four hundred ninety acres for Echo Canyon Vineyard, the two properties below, and the easement for Echo Canyon Road, that leaves you with five hundred thirty acres of mixed terrain, some of which could let you grow grapes. On top of the hills, the terrain is rolling, but flat enough for pastures or fields.”

From the saddle, we found a faint trail extending along the eastern ridge. It was more strenuous than the climb up the opposing ridgeline, but it was a nice, cool, sunny day. From the southern tip of the ridge, we had a great view of the creek and Page Springs Road heading south.

Trina removed her coat as we made our way back toward the saddle to curl around to descend the more gradual slope of the western ridge. When we reached the saddle, KC pointed to what looked like a parking lot just south Echo Canyon Road, not far off Hidden Valley Road.

“Hikers,” Trina murmured. “You might get some disgruntled visitors.”

“Yeah. That might make for a disgruntled land owner,” I replied. “Kristina, I’m thinking of a vineyard on all the gentle slopes, terraced into the face of the western hill. What do you think?”

“Yeah, sure.” She nodded decisively, adding, “It will cost though. That’s probably why no one has done it so far, but it would be a great location. I don’t know what the soil is like here, but we can tend it for a few years, and it should get the chemical balance we want if it doesn’t have it already. Terrassing will be the hard part.”

“How about the south face of the eastern ridge? I’m thinking it’s too steep to terrace.”

“You’d end up with exposed rock instead of soil, plus it would be in shadow from roughly midday until midafternoon. It wouldn’t be worth the cost,” Kristina agreed. “The whole frontage along Page Springs Road would work well. We could actually plant vines around the lower slope of the western ridge and a bit into the valley. Not much, but enough to yield a few more bushels of grapes.”

Pointing at the eastern ridge, I said, “This hill becomes the house. Build it right into the south face.”

“Dug in?” Trina asked.

“Yeah,” I replied, not looking forward to the cost and effort to do that. “Alright, let’s go, ladies.”

I led the way slowly down the trail, which was really a dry runnel. “Hey Trina, when we come back, remind me I need hiking or tac boots,” I murmured.

She furrowed her brows. “This is it?”

“Yep. It’s all done, but the dickering and the building,” I told her.

We all gathered around KC’s truck.

“You represent the seller?” I asked.

He nodded in reply.

“And you and I have an agreement.”

He nodded again.

“So you get both ends of this deal.”

Another nod.

“And they want $2.2 million?”

He again demonstrated his proficiency at nodding. “The closest I can find to comps indicates about half of that for a section, six hundred forty acres.”

KC shook his head. “This is five hundred thirty acres—granted, the back side is less valuable.”

“Yeah, plus there’s a parking lot off of Echo Canyon Road with a trail running right to the heart of the property,” I countered. “I’ll have to deal with disgruntled hikers and desert rats for a couple of years.”

KC shrugged and said, “Probably not. Mostly that’s used by kids coming out here to make out. They rarely leave the parking lot. Plus you’ve got at least forty acres of prime vineyard land.”

Thinking it through, rough math said they were asking for over four grand an acre. Two thousand seemed more reasonable. I thought about it for about two solid minutes. KC started fidgeting after about thirty seconds.

Okay. They’re eager to sell, I concluded from his body language.

“Okay, KC. Tell ’em I’m offering 1.4 million, closing in thirty days, cash sale, all mineral and water rights with the property. If we can close in two weeks, I’ll give them a fifteen percent closing bonus, so they can walk out of here with $1.6 million for the 530 acres if they choose.”

He shrugged again, trying to look skeptical, but his eyes were smiling. “They won’t jump for joy, but I’ll take it to them.”

“You need me for the paperwork, right?” I asked.

“Dang right I do,” he said, opening his truck door.

“Well, girls,” I said. “We need to head back to write this up. I’m afraid there will be no fucking al fresco after all.”

KC guffawed and the girls both groaned as I walked them to their seats. I kissed each as I helped her into her seat, then I jumped into the backseat with Kristina.

I held Kristina’s hand and stroked it for a little while. “What do you think about this?” I asked as Trina drove back to Cottonwood. “Not just the land. All of it.”

Kristina hesitated, choosing her words carefully.

“Honestly, I’ve been attracted to you since I first met you last spring,” she began. “I want you in my bed. I was disappointed when you showed up yesterday with Trina, but she immediately made me feel welcome and desired. If I’m being honest, I feel more pursued by Trina than I do by you at the moment.”

“Fair enough,” I replied.

“Based on my observations of you, Trina, and Myra, plus my understanding that you’ve all really just met, you all seem to be pretty overwhelmed at the moment.” She squeezed my hand and pressed it to her lips, looking out at the property I wanted to buy.

“I want you to love me,” she said. “I want to be your lover. And I’m disappointed that I didn’t catch you first. I am thrilled to be hanging out with Trina, and her kiss lit me on fire; I’m interested in exploring that more. I joked about being in your harem, but I’m not really joking.”

She looked back at me. “I am disappointed that the three of us didn’t get the opportunity to make love today. If I can have nothing else, I want to make love to the two of you together at least once in my life. And...I really want to be your viticulturist and your vintner!”

I kissed her tenderly and held her as I processed her words. She had made some good points.

“You’re right that I’m overwhelmed, but here are a couple of things I can share or commit to.” I kissed her again. “I wanted you the moment I laid eyes on you. Your vivacious nature, your wit, your exotic, cute face, and your tight little body all draw me to you. They did the first day I saw you, and your attraction has given me no rest. I’ve had the fortune to get to know Trina and Myra quickly in the last few days. I yearn to get to know you the same way.”

Deciding on discretion, I chose my next words carefully. “There are things going on in my life that I need to shield you from, and there will be secrets I have to keep, at least initially. I think I need to be in a position to share those things with you before making any longer-term promises to you. In the meantime, I ask that you let me get to know you and love you. Please don’t give up on me.”

She unlatched her seatbelt and crawled up to straddle my lap. She pulled me close and kissed me passionately. After taking a breath, she looked me in the eyes. “I won’t give up on you. You’re offering me all I need for now and all I want for my future,” she murmured.

Trina called over her shoulder, “Don’t you two start making me all teary-eyed! Now put your seatbelts on!”

We laughed for a moment before I addressed Kristina again. “I will commit to you right now that if this deal goes through, you’ll run the vineyards. Deal?”

Her eyes shined with joy. “Deal.”

“Excellent,” I said. “Now, sit back in your seat and buckle in, Krissie. I want you safe.”

She kissed me once more and took her seat.

“Or you could blow him,” Trina proposed. “He’s building quite a reputation for car sex.”

Kristina laughed, “Only if you pull over and join us back here!”

“Don’t tempt me,” Trina growled as we turned onto SR 89A to Cottonwood. We parked across the alley behind KC’s office.

I reached out for Kristina’s hand. “Let me get your door, love.”

She bit her lip as she looked up at me. “Yes, sir.”

I hustled out the SUV and around to open the door. Kristina held her arms out, and I lifted her out of the vehicle and hugged her close for a kiss before setting her down. Trina watched us closely and then rounded the SUV to pull Kristina into an embrace.

Trina stared into Kristina’s eyes and said, “Sweetie, watching you with him makes me want you more. I want to make love to you desperately.” The kiss she gave Kristina showed just how much she meant it.

Kristina let out a little moan. “Well, I don’t think the boys need us. Maybe we can find an empty office with a couch. My panties are so wet I need to wring them out!” she whispered before the two embraced in another liplock.

“Myra didn’t know what she unleashed when she pushed you to make love to me,” I said wryly. Little Jack was about to jump out of my pants to join them, sending me off on my own to do paperwork. “Let’s go my lovelies, before I bend you both over the rear bumper.”

Each of them wrapped their arms in mine as we walked toward the back office door and followed KC to his office. Trina switched positions to wrap her arms around Kristina from behind, who leaned back into the embrace. KC didn’t notice until Trina asked him, “KC, is there an office with a couch where we could cuddle up for a nap? Jack wore me out last night, and Kristina needs some rest after her hard day yesterday.”

Kristina smiled cheekily as she cuddled against Trina. When KC had recovered, he picked his jaw off the floor and motioned to them. “Follow me.”

He led them to a large office in the back corner. It was away from all the entrances and wrapped in shadow. The plate on the door said “Calliope Georgeopoulos.” Against the window along the wall for the hallway was a three-cushion sofa. There were floor-length drapes covering the window.

KC turned on a desk lamp. “This should meet your needs,” he said with a smirk. “Have a nice nap, ladies.”

He and I returned to his office, where he sat at his desk and brought up my paperwork with a shit-eating grin. I suspected we just helped him punk one of his colleagues.

One of the reasons I liked KC better than most agents I’ve dealt with is that he actually treated real estate like a job. He did his homework. He prepared as much as possible so he could move quickly for his clients when everything lined up.

I’d already filled out electronic templates for offers and contracts, so rather than the normal two hours to get a basic contract together, I only expected it to take about forty-five minutes.

We reviewed my terms again, and he wrote them up, asking me a few clarifying questions along the way. KC recommended a generous earnest to fertilize the field of play, so I wrote a check for one hundred grand in earnest money. Thirty-five minutes later, he held out his hand for me to shake and said, “That’s it, Jack. Why don’t you go nap with the girls while I contact the sellers.”

“Sure, KC. Thanks for making that quick,” I told him. “Uh...just out of curiosity...how big of a mess do you want us to leave in there?”

“Big!” he guffawed. “The bitch is a partner, and she pissed on my desk when I got this listing, I guess from jealousy. She literally climbed up here, squatted down, and peed on all the papers on the blotter. Can you believe that? I wish I had a camera in here to catch it on video ’cause I woulda loved to have seen that. The other partner told her to clean it up, or she was done. She was in here last night in a short, tight party dress with a bucket, mops, and rags, cleaning up while I supervised. Yesterday was one of the best days of my life. If she weren’t such a bitch to me, I would have to ask her out,” he laughed.

That was pretty strange behavior, unless...

“KC, does she treat you like that all the time?”

“Sure does,” he said. “I don’t know why. She’s actually pretty nice to most folks, and great with the customers. She’s just got a hard-on for me.”

I chuckled, “That’s it exactly, KC.”

“Huh?”

I explained it to him from my perspective. “She’s bratting to get you to take control. She wants you. I bet her panties were soaked while you were supervising her.”

He shook his head with a big grin. “Nope. As tight as that dress was, I would know if she was wearing panties. No way.”

I slapped him on the shoulder and let out a hearty laugh. “Exactly! She’s offering herself to you. She wants you to dominate her. She wants what’s called a ‘firm hand.’ She wants you to be her Dom. Maybe be her ‘Daddy,’ but I’d start with Dom.”

He shook his head. “No way. She’s fifteen years younger than me, packed and stacked, easily six feet tall without the three to four inch heels, with shoulders and hips as broad as most men’s in the office. She’s a Greek beauty. She’s basically Amazon goddess material.”

I raised my eyebrows. “Don’t forget, the Amazons only mated with warriors who could beat them in battle. If you find her at all attractive, exercise dominance. I’m guessing a hand on the back of her neck to bend her over a desk, offering her a safeword, and then raising her skirt and spanking her bare ass. If you walk into her office, sniff, and say ‘It smells like wet pussy in here, I don’t think that’s the professional standard we expect here, yada-yada,’ then execute what I just said, she'll probably offer to be your love slave.”

“Holy hell, Jack,” KC sputtered, his eyes wide. “I had a girlfriend who liked to be spanked, but she wasn’t as bitchy. I never expected this. We weren’t really into...is it called ‘the scene’?”

“Sometimes,” I agreed. “I just refer to it as playing games. If she’s a big woman, she might want a big man who can convince her that he’s strong enough to take care of her. I had a girlfriend who was an intelligence operator, and she was kind of like that. I don’t know this woman, and I’ve never seen the two of you interact. Regardless, pissing on your desk is a pretty drastic call for attention.”

He scratched his head. “Well I’m gonna have to think about that. Her name is Callie, and she’s gorgeous. Like I said, six feet tall, firm, and curvy. Black hair and a Mediterranean complexion. If she treated me decently, I would probably fall hard for her.”

“You may be the only man she knows who’s bigger than her,” I told him. “She knows your work ethic and your sense of humor, so I suspect she respects you and likes you under all the brattiness. Based on how you interact with Trina and Kristina, I’d say you can connect with women easily enough but hold back ’cause of confidence issues. She might be trying to get you to notice her. Whatever you decide to do, just pay attention to how she reacts to anything you do or say.”

He gave me a quizzical look, so I said, “She’ll give you clues about what she wants. If she starts making a lot of noise or struggling hard, ask her, ‘Do you really want me to leave, Callie? Would you like to play a different game? Tell me what you need, Callie.’ You’ll know in less than a minute where you stand. You just have to notice her reactions and decide how to respond to get her to react in a more positive manner.

“If she says ‘leave,’ then tell her you were confused by the obvious cry for attention on your desk, apologize, and go quietly. If that happens, just continue to treat her with courtesy and respect. She’ll probably come around.”

KC sat at his desk, rubbing his jaw. Without looking up, he said, “Get out of here, Jack. I’ll come get you after I talk to the sellers.”
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(Trina)

Kristina stood in front of the couch as I closed and locked the door before stalking toward her. Wrapping her in a hug, I murmured into her ear, “Krissie, I don’t know what’s come over me, but I want you desperately.” I licked my lips and leaned against Kristina’s forehead as I looked down into her eyes. “Until three days ago, I had been with no one other than Myra since we became sexually active at age sixteen. I’ve never wanted anyone else. Then she introduced me to Jack, and it confused the shit out of me.

“Men never figured into my fantasies, let alone my actual sex life. I wanted Jack to dominate me. To use me. To take his pleasure from me. In between people trying to kill one or both of us, we started this dance of flirtation. I’ve fallen in love with him indecently fast, as he has fallen for Myra and me.”

I tipped Kristina’s chin up and darted my tongue out, tasting her lips. “I met you and immediately felt your mutual attraction to Jack. He was playing it cool, but I could tell you were already on his radar. A new trigger tripped inside of me. I wanted you. For him. For me. For us.”

I stroked Kristina’s face, continuing my little verbal foreplay. “I don’t know how long we can keep you with us, but I want to make love to you right now. I want to drink you in with my eyes and my body. Don’t say no. Just get naked, now—please.”

Kristina pulled my head down and kissed me deeply. A lascivious grin spread on her face before she stepped back and started undressing, kicking off her shoes as she unbuckled her jeans and pushed them to the floor. Her white cotton panties were transparent from all the moisture in them.

I watched Kristina’s every movement, quickly throwing off my jacket and setting my clutch on the desk before unlacing my boots enough to kick them off.

Kristina whipped her T-shirt over her head, followed by her sports bra, revealing small, barely conical breasts with small, erect nipples. She whipped her wet panty off as I managed to pry my first boot off, then she wrung the juices out of her panty—right down her cleavage. My mouth opened slightly; I was already panting.

After hanging her wet panty on the door hook to dry, Kristina wrapped her arms around me from behind. After I finally managed to get the other boot off, she opened the buttons and knot in my shirt, sliding the blue flannel from my body. She kissed my bare back as I shimmied to work my snug yoga pants from my hips, finally dropping them to the floor and kicking out of them.

I turned to wrap Kristina in a tight embrace, topped with a hot, sloppy kiss. When we broke our kiss, I lay down on the couch, spreading my legs wide and rubbing her wet pussy. “Krissie, put your wet pussy right here on mine.”

“Trib?” Kristina asked.

“Uh-huh,” I barely managed to get out. I was so fucking aroused.

Kristina’s eyes gleamed. “Let me taste you first.” She bent down, wetting her tongue in my font and licking me, lubing me thoroughly before acquiescing to my desires. She maneuvered her right leg under my left, squeezing it to her body. I sat up and kissed her, tasting myself on her lips, before laying back down and gripping Kristina’s left leg as she hugged mine.

I relished the bath of her juices covering my sensitive womanhood, then we started to move. The sporadic collisions of our clits became more frequent as we adjusted and learned each other’s bodies and preferences—an arch of my back here, a dip of her body there.

As I started to approach my first climax with Kristina, we clasped hands next to my leg and picked up the pace of our thrusting, looking into each other’s eyes. Before long, our physical frenzy caught up with our emotional frenzy, and we each exploded into a mind-blowing orgasm, bathing each other in our juices, in our sweat.

I pressed Kristina’s limp, yet still supple, body to me and bathed her face in kisses as she shook in my arms. “I can’t believe how good that felt—but I need more. Why do I need you so much?” I exclaimed.

“I don’t know, love,” she replied. “But I need you just as much, so don’t let me go.”

Our bodies gradually calmed as we just lay on the sofa, wrapped in each other’s arms for several minutes.

Eventually, Kristina sat up. “I hate to break the spell with tough questions, but I need to know. Does Jack know you’re Sidhe?”

I almost pushed Kristina off the couch. How the fuck does she know?

I thought before nodding slowly. “Yes. Myra and I would’ve kept it from him, but the Summer Court introduced themselves rather abruptly on the way to Sedona, and the cat was out of the bag.”

I caressed Kristina’s face. “Not that it matters, but you’ve just confirmed my suspicion that you’re not wholly human. Care to share?”

“You’ll leave me,’” she said, her voice small.

I frowned. “I might have to go away, but I won’t leave you, Krissie. I mean it. If you know anything about who or what I am, you should know I would never leave someone I love.

“I can’t believe I just said that. Goddess help me, but now I love two women and a man. I’m turning into a plaything.” I hid my face in my hands.

Kristina pulled my hands away. Maybe she felt emboldened by my declaration, or maybe she just wanted to unload. Either way, she whispered, “I’m from Clan Miner, but the Sidhe call my clan the Mongrels. We’re primarily dwarven. Generations back, a Sidhe maiden mated and married a dwarven man. They had beautiful children, but neither the dwarves nor the Sidhe would have them. So the patriarch set off to find a home for his family where they could thrive.

“The children mated with humans, dwarves, brownies, various goblin races, and elves, and picked up various bits from each, but always had a strong foundation of dwarven musculoskeletal structure. I’m among the tallest of my clan, although Annette makes us all look like shrimp. My great-grandmother was Yavapai, so now I have some Native features blended in.”

“Dwarves,” I groaned. “So I guess you and Annette shook off my influence pretty quickly.”

“Yep,” Kristina giggled.

“Krissie,” I said, looking deeply into her eyes, “it doesn’t matter that you’re a dwarf. You are absolutely gorgeous in every way.” She tried to turn away, but I cupped her chin firmly. “Your people are known to me. They’re strong, resourceful, the most beautiful of all the dwarven clans, and worthy of respect. I’m honored you agreed to love me.”

Kristina smiled and melted into me. “You sound like Jack. And maybe a bit like the Clan Laughlin Sidhe,” she chuckled.

I wiggled my fingers in the air, grinning. “Katrina ab Koran mac Laughlin, of the Winter Court branch of Clan Laughlin.”

It was Kristina’s turn to bug her eyes. “Oh, shit! You’re that Trina? Next you’ll tell me Myra is⁠—”

I covered Kristina’s mouth with my fingers, receiving a muffled “mmph” from Kristina, and nodded solemnly.

Kristina’s eyes turned dark and misty. “Why would he want me when he has the love of the two most wonderful princesses out of all the Sidhe?”

I smiled and pulled her close. “Because he sees you for the lovely person you are, not ‘what’ you are. I think he said he knew the first time he met you, right? He didn’t need his nascent powers to know you were worthy of love. He’s falling for you; it’s obvious in the way he looks at you and talks to you. You are his. He is yours. He just has a shitload of stuff to process right now.”

Kristina sat up again. “Powers?” she exclaimed. “Jesus! Jack’s not human either? I’ve been so desperate to be with him—I was worried that as a human his age would start to catch up with him before too long. I want him to give me children quickly enough that he’ll be here to enjoy them.”

“I don’t know if the dwarves have kept up with his line like the elves have,” I said. I stopped suddenly, unconsciously biting my lip. “It’s not my story to tell, Kristina. I shouldn’t have mentioned his powers at all.”

I bit my lip again. “Kristina, you have to say it. Say you’re his! Mean it!” I whispered intently.

“I belong to Jack Jerome. I am his. I pray he is mine!” The intensity in her voice made me tremble.

I framed her face with my hands and pulled her in for a long kiss. “Protect him, Kristina. I fear he’s the only hope to pull the Sidhe out of their own asses and the humans out of their destructive cycle. We have to keep him safe.”

A warm smile glowed on Kristina’s pixie-ish face. “Of course, honey. How could I do anything else?”

“You can’t do anything else,” I pressed. “I’ve only come to realize this over the last day, but he must survive at all costs. You must put his life above all others. Yours, mine, your clan, my court, it doesn’t matter.”

Kristina looked confused. “Of course! I love him.”

I shook my head, frustrated. “You don’t get it, Krissie. Jack is the Green Lord.”

Kristina sat up rapidly and scrambled back to the far end of the sofa. “What?” Her voice grew very high-pitched. “There hasn’t been a Green Lord for four thousand years! How can Jack be the Green Lord?”

“I don’t really know, but I think it’s an anomaly of genetics, body chemistry changes brought on by stress, and falling in love with the Green Lords’ sworn enemy, the Sidhe,” I replied. “Whatever the trigger was, he’s becoming more loving and more protective every day. My nana has felt him growing in power for months, and she lives in Missouri. Like I said, I don’t know how. I just know that Jack is the Green Lord.”

Kristina stood up and paced, running her fingers through her short hair, shaking her head. “How could he love me now? The Green Lord could never love one of my people, even if you can. No way.”

I stood and intercepted her, hugging her again. “Loving is a special power of his, Krissie. The elves say he has the powers of creation. After talking to my Nana Peg—a very old brownie—I think they have it backward. I think he has the power of love, and the creation powers are just one of the ways they manifest. Then again, I’m just guessing. I can tell you what I do know about our Jack, though. Commitment, love, compassion, and nurturing are in his wheelhouse.

“He’s still trying to figure it all out, but before long, even his stubborn ass will figure it out. Regardless, trust me. That man loves you. I love you. You’ve joined a rapidly growing, diverse, and loving family.”

“Okay,” Kristina breathed. “I believe you.”

I took Kristina’s hand, dragging her back to the sofa with a growl. “Now come back over here. I haven’t gotten to taste you yet!”
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GETTING READY TO GO


(Jack)

I walked back to Callie’s office and knocked on the door. After a moment, I heard the bolt trip before a sliver of a naked Trina appeared in the door crack. Her face was shiny with moisture, and her hair was damp. She flung the door open and jumped on me, looking very proud of herself. “I did it! I got her to squirt!”

I laughed. “Well that’ll please KC no end, even if we don’t share all the details with him.” I carried her in and locked the door again. Walking over to the couch, I saw Kristina lying on the cushions, blissed out. I sat down with Trina still wrapped around me. “I’m proud of you, my pet.” I kissed her as I squeezed her firm asset.

“Thank you, sir,” she purred.

“Krissie, you’re looking pleased with yourself,” I observed.

She smiled with hooded eyes. “I’m quite happy with your pet, milord. The only thing missing was you.” She eased herself up to wrap an arm around each of us, kissing us both, her lips lingering longer on mine. “I’m holding out for wine and roses, Jack. No first time on a balcony, a car seat, or a couch in an office.”

Trina made a sound of disbelief. “Just wait until you’ve been with him for two solid days. You’ll go crazy from all the teasing and cuddling and probably beg him to take you.”

Kristina shook her head with a grin. “Not me. I have you to help me work off my frustration.” She locked eyes with me and said seriously. “But have no doubt, Lord Jack. I’m yours, and I want you to claim me soon.”

I blinked, then turned to Trina with a cocked eyebrow. “Spilled the beans, did you?”

Trina looked embarrassed. “Yes, my lord. She asked me if you knew that I’m Sidhe, and I kind of went stupid after that.” She muttered, ”I think she seduced it out of me.” She turned to her lover and growled, “To make up for it, you’d better kiss me right this minute, Krissie!”

Kristina laughed, “With pleasure!”

Afterward Trina asked, “How much longer, Jack?” I shrugged as I filled my hands with a pair of different-sized, firm tushies. “He’s talking to his seller. I low-balled and then gave them some incentives to close rapidly. If they figure that out, it will give them $1.6 million, which I think is fair based on the best available comps. We’ll see. I expect them to counter, but they gotta know it’s not worth 2.2 million.”

Suddenly, there was a knock at the door. The girls both gave me an “oh, shit” look, so I nodded to them and called out, “Just a minute!”

Kristina and I helped Trina up, and she stepped around the puddle on the floor to retrieve her shirt that looked a lot like one I used to own. I pointed to the puddle and asked Kristina, “You did all that?”

“I was highly motivated,” she chortled. “I can’t wait to see what you do to me.”

I kissed her and grinned. “Me, too.” I took off my coat and held it up for her to don. “Let’s wrap you up real quick, beautiful.” Her body was even hotter than I imagined. Probably less than ten percent body fat on a classic athletic build—slight waist, shoulders slightly wider than hips. Her legs, abs, pecs, and shoulders were cut. She turned to let me slide the coat on her, showing me her cut back. What little fat she carried provided a very thin pad over her taut butt muscles. We both got up, and I slid the coat up her arms, buttoning the top two buttons.

“No free shows. Do you know why?” I asked.

She nodded seriously. “Because I belong to you.”

“That’s right. What else?” I asked.

“Because you also belong to me.”

I waited, and she added, “Plus, you’re the Green Lord.”

Holding her gaze, I asked, “Do you know what that means?”

“I do.”

“Great,” I groused. “Maybe you can clue me in. I’m learning, but it’s completely trial and error.”

She wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me deeply. “Of course, milord.”

“Why do you say ‘milord’ instead of ‘my lord,’ Krissie?” I wondered. “Is that just dwarf-speak?”

“Yep,” Kristina said. “Now go get the door, my beautiful man!”

“Yes, ma’am.” I turned to catch Trina reaching for the door. “Kphf…over by Kristina.”

“Yes, Master,” she gasped before stepping around me to wrap an arm around Kristina.

I opened the door to find KC standing expectantly in front of it. “Not done yet, buddy. They want to talk to Kristina,” he said.

I was perplexed, and Kristina’s befuddled expression was exactly what I thought mine looked like. She shrugged, the sleeves of my coat floating off the end of her hands. I couldn’t help but laugh. She looked down, and when she saw what I was laughing at, chuckled, “Well KC, I’m not exactly dressed to march around the office. Give me a minute to get dressed.”

KC held up his phone. “No need, they’re on the line. I’ll take them off mute as soon as you can get a hand free.”

While I helped Kristina roll a sleeve up, KC pointed at the puddle on the floor and said, “Tell me that’s not urine.”

I laughed and the girls both bit their lips. “Definitely not,” Trina said.

“That’s perfect!” KC chortled. “Here you go, Kristina. We boys will stand outside.”

He closed the door and turned to me, his expression mirthful. “Is that what I think it is?”

“I’m no mind reader, KC,” I chuckled. “However, if you walk in there and tell Callie you smell wet pussy, I suspect you won’t be lying.”

He guffawed. “I can work with that!”

“So, what’s that all about?” I asked him.

“I can’t tell you, Jack. This is the part that I hate about representing both sides. I have to be very careful about what I say to either party. It’s almost not worth the double commission.” Then he grinned. “Almost.”

“Well, you know if you can work things out with a certain Greek Amazon, maybe you would have a partner who could help out,” I replied.

He gave me a sardonic grin. “Wouldn’t that be something?”

I clapped him on the shoulder. “Keep the faith, brother. Good things are coming your way. We just need to get you healthy so you live long enough to enjoy it.”

The door opened, and Kristina stepped out, looking worried. “Jack, this is my uncle, Merrill. I didn’t know that he owned the property. He’s asking things about you that I shouldn’t answer. Will you talk to him?”

I frowned and looked at KC. “Will this get you in trouble?”

He shrugged. “I don’t know how. I’m meant to be the middleman, but they haven’t given me any direction to take back to you. I should be in the clear.”

With a nod, I said, “Okay. I’ll talk to him, Kristina.”

She handed me the phone, kissed me, and then waved her floppy coat-hand at me as she closed the door.

“Hello? This is Jack Jerome. Your name is Merrill?”

The voice responded, “That’s right, Merrill Bergarbiter. I’m Kristina’s uncle.”

“How may I help you, Herr Bergarbiter?”

He grunted at my greeting, but jumped right in. “I understand that you are the Green Lord.”

“Well sir, that’s an interesting statement. Why would you say such a thing?” I asked.

“My wife, Amelia, said you were, and she is rarely wrong when she has a ‘knowing.’ She thinks we should just give you the property.”

“Well sir, I can’t support that,” I responded quickly. “I don’t think that property is worth what you’re asking, but it’s worth what I’m offering and you shouldn’t accept less for it. Neither you nor I nor KC want the kind of scrutiny that would invite.”

“And why don’t you want the scrutiny, Jack?”

“Ask your wife,” I chuckled.

“Sonofabitch,” he whispered. “Alright, Jack. Thank you for that. Can’t do better than that offer?”

“Eh. Honestly, Herr Bergarbiter, I could squeeze a little more out, but one, I believe that the offer I made is fair, especially with the expedited timeline, and two, I’ve recently had a large number of new, complicated, and costly requirements for the property. I’m a reasonably successful businessman, but I don’t have unlimited cash,” I replied.

“Okay, Lord. Last thing—what are your intentions with Kristina?”

I let him stew for a moment before answering. “Well Merrill, she’s mine, and I’m hers. Any other questions?”

“Er….”

I heard a garbled female voice in the background, and then Merrill said, “Er...I guess that’s all, Jack.”

“Shall I hand the phone to someone else, Herr Bergarbiter?”

“Ja, bitte. Please hand me to KC, Lord.”

“I look forward to meeting you in person, Herr Bergarbiter.”

“Me too, Lord,” he replied.

“Please Merrill, call me Jack,” I said and handed the phone to KC.

KC raised the phone to his ear as he walked back to his office.

I knocked on the door and opened it. My ladies were dressed, and Kristina was sitting on Calliope’s desk with her arms and legs wrapped around Trina, resting her head on her shoulder. Trina’s arms were wrapped around Kristina, nuzzling her hair.

I went up to them, placing my palm against Kristina’s face and the other on her arm that was wrapped around Trina. She looked worried.

“You did nothing wrong, Krissie,” I told her as I kissed her temple. “Apparently you have an aunt who has ‘knowings,’ as your uncle Merrill called them.” She nodded. “I suspect that means that you’re not one hundred percent human.” She nodded sadly. “It doesn’t matter to me, my love. You’re mine, and I’m yours. Forever more.”

Kristina reached for me, looking sad. “You’re going to leave in about an hour, and I don’t know when I’ll see you again.” She wrapped her arms around me and buried her face in my chest. “When did I become so damned needy?” she murmured.

I kissed her hair and sighed. I needed to man up. “It’s my fault, sweetheart. I’ve been told that I’m changing at every physical level known to science and probably a handful of other ways that science doesn’t even know about. I should have kept more distance until I had better control of myself. For all I know, I might be doing something to make you be drawn to me more than you naturally would, or more quickly than you normally would. I hate watching you suffer, Krissie.” I caressed her back, feeling guilty about whatever my magic was doing.

“I’m torturing myself, Jack; don’t blame yourself. I’ll be okay. But I’d like to hear from you regularly, and see you again soon,” Kristina said, looking up into my eyes.

I smiled down at her. “I’ll make it happen, darling. I’m happy we’re getting to know each other, and I want to spend more time with you. We will work it out. You should be aware…I told your uncle that you’re mine and I’m yours. I meant it.” I pondered for a moment.

“Two more things for you…” I prompted. “I picked up ‘Krissie’ from Annette. It seems to fit when we’re intimate. Are you good with that?”

Kristina laughed at that. “It threw me at first, but I really like it when you call me Krissie. It makes me feel special and loved. Trina picked up on it and uses it the same way.”

“Perfect,” I said. “The second thing is, what’s your surname? Are you a Bergarbiter, too?”

“No, Jack.” She stood straight, schooled her expression, and extended her hand as though she was one of my business clients. “Kristina Unterberg at your service, milord.”

“Jacque Guillaume Jerome at your service, dear lady.” I bowed over her hand and brushed a kiss across her knuckles.

When I stood, she wrapped her arms back around my neck and kissed me. Another knock on the door had all three of us calling, “Come in!”

KC walked in and smiled at our huddle. “Aw, shucks—you three sure make a damn cute Christmas photo. Well, congratulations, Jack. You own a huge number of acres of vineyard and pasturage on Oak Creek, Cornville, Arizona! I’m going to drive out there to sign the acceptance paperwork shortly. You can head on home; we can do everything else remotely.”

I released Kristina so I could shake his hand. “Great news, KC. Thank you for your help. I’m going to need a land survey and a topographical model. Do you know someone who can do that?”

KC nodded. “I’ve got a surveyor I trust. I’ve never done a topo model before, but he’s mentioned he could do it. It’s a relatively new service. You want me to arrange it, or should I do an email intro and copy you?”

“I’d appreciate it if you can make the arrangements, KC.” He nodded. “Also, send me the total amount, and I’ll get the money into escrow. One percent or five surcharge on the cost of the survey to arrange that?”

KC chuckled. “I’ll take five if you’re trying to get rid of money, but one is plenty. I’m going to make four phone calls to arrange it, confirm completion, and arrange payment.”

I grinned. “One percent it is. Anything else?”

KC laughed, “NO! Now get out of here, Jack!”

“Okay. Good luck on your project, buddy,” I told him. “Let’s go, ladies!”

Both of the ladies gave KC a kiss on the cheek, and then we traipsed down the hall and out the door. We huddled by the SUV, and I asked Kristina, “Sweetheart, do you need us to drop you by your place?”

“Yes, please. I loaned my truck to Annette, and I see it’s gone from where I parked it earlier.”

“Trina, are you ready to roll?” I asked.

“I’m sorry, sir. I need a few minutes to do checks,” she replied.

“Okay, Kristina and I will get some coffees to go. From Crema this time? A latte?”

Trina blessed me with a smile. “That would be great, Jack. Thank you.”

“Let’s go, Krissie!” I said jovially.

She smiled brightly as we walked hand in hand to the corner and crossed Main Street; Crema was just a few steps away. We ordered drinks for us and Annette, and I paid and used their restroom in anticipation of the one-and-a-half-hour trip.

Kristina had four drinks in a carrier when I emerged from the toilet. She offered to carry them, and I hung an arm around her waist as we walked back to the lot. We returned as Trina was finishing putting an elf-tech device in her duffle.

She pulled out an inspection mirror and took a circuit around the vehicle. She stopped by the driver’s front wheel well and frowned. She set the mirror on the ground and fiddled with it a bit to look at something. Suddenly, she knelt down and reached around the wheel well.

“Stay here, Krissie!” I whispered urgently, pulling Eventide in her lockback configuration and flicking her open. Holding the knife in a reverse grip with the blade up my forearm in front of my solar plexus, I stepped far to Trina’s left to stay in her line of sight. I slowly and quietly inched toward her from the front of the car.

Trina watched the mirror as she slid her hand up the wheel, then shot it inside. I heard a squeak from inside the wheel well, and then Trina carefully pulled her hand out, holding a demi-fey dressed in a tunic. This one was smaller than Silk was.

“Hello, Persimmon,” Trina addressed the small being. “Please explain to me why you’re skulking around my vehicle.”

A buzzing sound rose up over the hood, and a larger demi-fey flew over it, toward Trina. I presented my blade in front of Trina as a shield as she stepped back and stood, allowing me to get between her and the newest little person.

The new one declared in a shrill voice, “Let go my sis…” before my left jab connected with him and knocked him over the hood. Executing a monkey maneuver onto the hood, I launched to the other side. Luckily, I landed about two feet away from him instead of right on top of him as he was trying to coordinate his wings.

I scooped the little male up in my left hand, pinning his arms down and placing my blade against his tiny neck. “Hello. My name is Jack. What’s your name?”

“A-a-acorn,” the demi-fey replied.

“Hello Acorn, I wish we had met under more pleasant circumstances,” I told him. “Did I understand you correctly? Is Persimmon your sister?”

He sulked, but didn’t say anything.

“I would like you to cooperate, so there will be no reason for Trina or myself to harm you or your sister. I don’t know if we can ever be friends, but at least we can start with courtesy and respect. Will you meet me there?” I asked.

Acorn nodded.

“Thank you, Acorn. How many more of you are here?”

“Two,” Acorn responded morosely.

“Thank you, sir. Please have them come out, so we can all talk like adults and treat each other with courtesy and respect.”

Acorn squinted at me. “Why are you thanking me? You have me in your power, we’re not under contract, and I’ve granted you no boon.”

“That’s a fair question, Acorn. First of all, I am more or less human. I was raised as a human, and as a result, I practice human courtesy. We count courtesy given as a boon worthy of thanks. Secondly, you have done me a great favor by not giving me reason to kill you. Honestly, I’ve done enough killing in my life, and I relish the idea of not having to add you to the list of lives I’ve taken. Have I fairly answered your question?”

He nodded as Trina and Kristina came around the front of the SUV.

“Okay, Acorn. Please call out your companions.”

He sulked for a moment longer before calling out in his high, reedy voice, “Marigold! Periwinkle! Come here, please!”

Two sets of wings buzzed and approached from the back of the vehicle. The little beings gasped when they saw my blade at Acorn’s throat.

“Hello, Marigold and Periwinkle. My name is Jack. Which of you is which?” I asked.

The small male one in a leather tunic said, “I’m Periwinkle.”

“Well met, Periwinkle,” I replied to him before turning to the other. “So I deduce you’re Marigold.”

The tiny demi-fey nodded her head and put her thumb in her mouth.

“These are Silk’s brood, Jack,” Trina explained. “Periwinkle and Marigold are not yet adults.” Addressing Acorn, she asked, “Why are the four of you haunting my vehicle?”

Persimmon spoke up. “We want our daddy back!”

Trina softly brushed away Persimmon’s tears. “Persimmon, honey. Your daddy tried to kill Jack and me. He died in the battle. He attacked with resourcefulness, guile, and courage. I regret to tell you I killed him, but it’s true.”

“But why? Daddy was your friend,” Persimmon cried.

Trina weeped with the four small beings. “He didn’t give me a choice, sweetheart. He brought a poisoned blade. He wasn’t there to wound me, but to end me. I chose to survive and mourn my friend rather than die on his blade and hope that he would mourn me.”

I looked at Silk’s kids sympathetically. “I will put my blade away if all four of you pledge to not attack me or mine.”

“So pledged,” Acorn sniffed. The other three echoed his pledge.

Carrying Acorn, I walked to the back of the truck, folding Eventide and putting her back in my pocket. Trina held out an arm to allow Periwinkle and Marigold to hitch a ride. I noticed as I popped the hatch that they looked completely knackered.

“Acorn, your siblings look worn out. How long has it been since you had anything to eat or drink?”

He mumbled, “We’ve been able to find a little water here and there, but we haven’t eaten much since mid-morning…yesterday.”

Trina swore. “They’re going to die if we don’t get some fuel and water in them.”

“What about the bag of food? Where is...never mind, I see it,” I replied.

The top of the bag was sticking out of my clothes duffel. Retrieving it, I pulled out one of the breakfast sandwiches and two half-liter bottles of water. Popping the lids off the water bottles, I filled the caps and handed one to each of the two youngest.

“Are there any restrictions on what you can eat?” I asked them. The younger two drained the caps quickly, and I refilled them.

Acorn said, “We really should just eat natural plant and animal foods, but in a pinch anything will do, except candy and caffeine. They mess us up pretty badly for a few days.”

I handed him a filled cap, and Trina grabbed one of the sandwiches, laid it out on the floorboard, and opened the packaging. “Eat what you can, dears,” she said with a sympathetic sniffle.

All four tiny winged beings crawled toward the sandwich and ripped off pieces to shove in their mouths.

Trina and I sat on the floorboard with the demi-fey between us while Kristina looked on. They seemed most partial to the eggs, ham, and cheese, although the croissant eventually disappeared, too. I imagined the sandwiches were still very good despite being in a bag for a few hours. Between the four of them, they finished off one and a half bottles of water and most of a sandwich.

“So, little people,” I said to them as they sat back with satisfied faces. “Are you out of danger now?” They all nodded vigorously, and Marigold flew up and gave me a tiny peck on my cheek before landing on my left shoulder and holding onto my ear.

I couldn’t see her very well, but suspected her thumb was back in her mouth. “Good. I regret the need to kill your father. I won’t stand for someone trying to hurt my people, so his attack on Trina guaranteed his death. I’m sure you know that your dad and Trina were good friends, and Trina was very sad about his death. She shared many fond stories of their time together. If we had more time, I’m sure she would share them with you.

“I know what it is like to lose your family as a young adult. I was devastated when my parents and brother died. I felt all alone. I know that you have your mother and each other, but since you no longer have a father, I feel responsible for you. I know no one can replace him; however, if you ever need someone to stand in his place, I hope you will call on me.”

An idea came to me, and I asked Trina, “Can we safely send them through your laundry cloth?”

She gave me a rueful look. “Probably, but I’ll check with the expert.”

She extracted said cloth out of her duffle and retreated to the back seat. “We have comms,” she announced. About two minutes later, a quiet bell dinged, and Trina looked at me over the back seat.

“Yes, it’s safe,” she replied and then frowned. “I can’t believe she played me like that for years!”

I chuckled, “I suspect your soft center was a lot closer to the surface than it is now.”

She smiled at me. “Guilty.”

I addressed the four youths. “Okay, here’s the deal. We’re going to send you back to Missouri via Trina’s laundry…uh…let’s call it a laundry shoot. We’re placing a lot of trust in you by doing this. You cannot tell anyone how you got back. Folks might be hurt or abused if the story gets around. None of your extended family can know. Your mom can get the details from the person who meets you on the other side.”

They all nodded.

“Also, we can send your father’s body back the same way, but I think Trina wanted to personally bring your father back to your mother.” I looked at her questioningly, and she bobbed her head in confirmation. “Let your mother know that we will respect her choice. She only needs to tell her wishes to the person who meets you on the other side. Is that clear?”

All four of them nodded gravely.

“You should be proud to have completed this mission at such a young age,” I told them.

Trina said, “Alright, guys, your mom will probably want your dad’s body back immediately. Kristina, can you keep an eye on this for me?” She set her phone on the back seat.

“Sure, Trina,” Kristina said watched around the back door while Trina retrieved the box she had selected as a coffin from her duffel.

“Your father’s body is in here,” she said, tapping the box. “I’ve had it in a stasis, so he hasn’t—” her voice grew hoarse—“decomposed much yet.”

“Thank you, Lady Trina,” Persimmon said. “He would appreciate the gesture.”

A few tears rolled down Trina’s face. “You’re too kind to me Persimmon, but I do appreciate it.”

The young demi-fey flew to her and wrapped her tiny arms around as much of her neck as she could. “I’m sorry you had to make that terrible choice.”

“Okay. So, one more thing,” I told them. “I think I might have a valid need for young demi-fey to provide security services. I know you—” I gestured to Persimmon and Acorn—“are both adults, but I’d like your mother’s blessing before we negotiate contracts. She can discuss my character with the person who meets you if she likes, or not. I will honor her wishes either way, and I’ll want to hear her answer directly from her. Acorn, Persimmon, is that something that would interest you?”

They looked at each other for a moment and shrugged. O-kay, I thought. Guess that’s a yes?

“Great, do you understand the conditions?”

“Mother has to approve, or we don’t even negotiate,” Acorn replied.

“Correct. Does anyone need more water before we go?” The three on the floor shook their heads, and a quiet “no” tickled my ear.

“Okay, let’s get you home. Follow Trina, please,” I told them.

Marigold flew to Trina, and the other three followed her around to the back seat. Trina showed them the plan and asked, “Okay, my dears. Are you ready?”

Kristina handed my coffee to me. “I bet you need this, Jack.”

I groaned after taking the first sip, and a chorus of small voices answered Trina with a “yes,” followed by another chorus of “Bye, Jack.’

“Goodbye, little ones,” I called.

Trina fiddled with her laundry cloth before keying into a different phone. A ping came back quickly, and she sent another text. Finally, she brought the bound cloth to the back and stuffed it into her duffle with the mirror that she had used for her vehicle inspection.

Kristina handed Trina her coffee, and Trina rewarded her with a quick kiss before taking a sip, also groaning.

“Are we ready to travel?” I asked.

“Mm-hmm,” she said, guzzling down more coffee. “I don’t know how I missed them this morning. Maybe they were out foraging and missed the ride. Either way, we’re good now. No electronic or explosive attachments.”

I wrapped her in a hug. “Are you going to be okay? I know this has been hard.”

She sighed and rubbed her face. “Who in the court would send my friend to kill me? That almost sounds like a Morgan move, or...oh, shit. Or her mother. Anyway, I put Silk’s coffin in after the kids were gone and left instructions with Peg to store it in stasis until Marjory, their mom, tells her what to do.”

I frowned, confused, and started to open my mouth to comment on the non-plant name when she added, “Marjoram.”

“Ah.” I nodded sagely. “Well, we should probably get our delightful Ms. Unterberg home.”

“Yep,” Trina said. “Mount up, Krissie!”

Kristina laughed as I closed the hatch of the SUV. She giggled, “What? Again, already?”

Trina and I joined in her laughter as I made the rounds, getting my ladies settled in, and then we pulled out of the parking lot as a Jaguar convertible pulled into the lot with a Mediterranean beauty at the wheel.

I chuckled and whispered to myself, “Best of luck, KC.”
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ON THE ROAD AGAIN


We arrived at Kristina’s small condo off 16th Street. The ladies went inside with Annette’s coffee so Trina could use her toilet.

All three ladies came out a few minutes later. Annette gave Trina and me hugs, and she raised her eyebrow as we each kissed Kristina passionately and professed our love for her.

Annette stared at Kristina and said, “I hope you’re going to get me into your club, Aunt Krissie. It looks like your relationship situation is way better than mine was with Rotten Ronnie.”

Kristina, Trina, and I shared a good laugh over her pining expression.

After holding Trina’s door for her and getting the food bag out of the back, I climbed into the front seat. We waved, and Trina pointed the vehicle out of town toward Camp Verde. We passed a water bottle back and forth, and I ate one of the sandwiches.

I could feel things changing in my body, and it was making me real hungry. I split a second one in half and devoured that.

Trina saw me staring at the remaining half and laughed at me. “Oh, just eat the other half, Jack. Your body is changing visibly from day to day,” she said. “I swear, I’m watching the fat burn off you. Eat!”

I growled at her as I stuffed the second half into my mouth, which won me a lovely laugh. We were only about halfway to Campe Verde, and I’d managed to kill two sandwiches. I was still hungry, and my coffee was almost gone. I took a risk and put an order in my Starbucks app for pickup at the Camp Verde store.

We switched places after I grabbed the coffees, another sandwich, and a bag of two more chocolate chip cookies. Trina ate her sandwich and a cookie while I drove to the Sunset Point rest area, where we switched out again.

During the trip south from Sunset Point, Trina told me the story Kristina had shared with her about Clan Miner, the dwarves who had worked the mines between Camp Verde to Prescott over the last century. She mentioned that the Sidhe referred to them as the Mongrels because they didn’t care about keeping pure bloodlines, but of course we didn’t care. We were happy to have her irrespective of her heritage.

Trina also gave me a bit more of a primer on the major players in the two courts and the goblins, Sluagh, demi-fey, shifters, and elves. I learned there might be political repercussions for my action with the insane shifter at the Rooster that morning, but Trina thought it wouldn’t cause me any problems.

Traffic was a little heavy, but it wasn’t bad for heading back to Phoenix on a Sunday afternoon. Other than having great company, the only blessings on the trip were that it wasn’t summer and there were no wrecks. Even with the two stops we’d made, Trina pulled into my parking spot a little under two hours after we left Cottonwood.
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CHANGE OF FORTUNE


With a little forethought, we managed to drag all our gear upstairs in one trip.

Trina left her bag in the guest room, and I gave her a look. “No way in hell are you sleeping in the guest room,” I growled.

She sighed, “I didn’t want to leave my stuff lying around your bedroom.”

I pulled her into a kiss and cupped her face. “Whose bedroom, my beloved Katrina?”

“You’ve never used my full name before,” she said with big eyes.

“Whose bedroom, Katrina?” I growled.

A shy smile bloomed on her face. “Our bedroom, Master. Yours and mine.”

“Yes.”

“Myra might wanna fight me for that,” she teased.

“Hers, too,” I conceded. “I told her before we married that she’s welcome wherever I am whenever she can make it to my side. I meant it. She might just have to use her diplomatic skills to convince you to make some room!”

“I hope she doesn’t bring a tire iron to the negotiations,” Trina said. “She did when she was visiting the Goblin King in Hartford.”

We laughed at the thought of Myra negotiating with a tire iron.

“How about we hydrate, I check correspondence and my schedule for tomorrow, then we shower, and I take you to dinner tonight.”

She bit her lip. “A real date, Master? You’re going to spoil your fairy slut!”

“She deserves it,” I murmured. “She drives away any loneliness that might creep in and makes me happy. Plus, she is ab-so-lute-ly fuck-ing GORGEOUS!”

She nudged me, fishing for another compliment. “And a great fuck?”

“Oh absolutely, she’s a great fuck!” I agreed. “Plus, she likes to share her girlfriends with me. My fairy slut definitely deserves rewards!”

Trina nuzzled in my neck, making purring sounds.

“Pet,” I whispered into her ear. “You’re wearing too many clothes. You may only wear that lovely blue shirt that used to belong to me. Come show me when you are properly attired!”

I pried myself out of her tight embrace and wet kiss and went to the guest room to check my calendar and email on the desktop computer. About a minute later I heard her pad in on bare feet, so I slid the chair back and was treated to the view of my lovely blonde lover. The blue flannel shirt hung completely open and her braid cascaded past the bruise marks on her neck that marked her as mine.

I pulled her onto my lap to nuzzle her neck and run my fingers over her body while answering an email to an existing client, setting up a video conference for ten o’clock the following morning, and then confirming that I had no correspondence back from Hartford Comprehensive Insurance.

After closing my email, I called Roy’s Restaurant at the JW Marriott and set a reservation for 6:30.

We took our time getting into the shower, stopping at the bed to make love until we were both sweaty and satiated again. Once we were finally clean, we dressed for dinner. I pulled on khakis, a blue pinstripe Oxford, and light blazer with my ropers while Trina went to the guest room to lay out all of her various brownie cloths to change.

I was getting a glass of water when she walked into the living room wearing a knit dress in the same color as cantaloupe flesh that clung to her body. The hemline was about four inches below her treasure chest, and the neckline plunged below her breasts to show the inside curves from top to bottom. The sleeves started just on top of the ball of her collarbones and ended just past her elbows. A chain of pearls wrapped tight against her throat twice before plunging down to the top of her cleavage. Trina had brushed her hair out of the braid, so it fell in glistening waves over her right shoulder to rest on top of her breast.

She caught me standing there with the glass halfway to my mouth. “You like, Master?” she asked softly.

I set the glass on the counter, my eyes never leaving hers. “Trina, my pet, I didn’t think it was possible for you to look more beautiful, but I was wrong.”

She giggled shyly, and then said “Wait for it, Master…” before turning in place and making Little Jack stand at attention again.

The dress was backless, displaying Trina’s lean, muscled back. It was low-cut—so low, in fact, that a hint of the cleft of her buttocks peeked into the opening. The tight-knit fabric was stretched by the power of the firm flesh beneath it.

She completed her turn, looking uncertain. “Is it too much, Jack?” she murmured with her bottom lip between her teeth.

I shook my head. “I don’t think anyone would dare say anything that might cause you to cover up. You look like a goddess, sweetheart. You are much too beautiful to be with me. I bet you get hit on at least twice while we’re there.”

She disagreed. “No way. Part of what an outfit like this does is to scare the bejesus out of any but the most boorish. As a matter of fact, I propose a wager. If no one hits on me, you give me a triple play. I’ve got two holes you haven’t squirted in yet, and I want to be yours completely before I go back.”

“Agreed. If you get hit on by two different people, then I’ll tie you up and have my way with you. If only one does, then I guess we’ll go for straight vanilla.”

She grinned. “Sounds like a win-win either way.”

About five minutes after I summoned an Uber, we met it out front.

Trina was such fun to be with. We teased, flirted, joked, and discussed our future while having a wonderful dinner of creative Pacific Rim cuisine, a bottle of Kim Crawford, and a hot chocolate souffle with espresso for dessert.

Trina sat next to me, so I could constantly stroke her bare flesh as we talked. We fed each other bites of our dishes, and I pulled her into a hug a couple of times and slid my hand inside her dress to squeeze her nipples surreptitiously as we finished our wine. We decided to leave before someone caught us and threw us out.

I summoned another Uber after signing the credit card receipt. The car was waiting for us by the time we got outside, and we spent the ride discussing whether the flirtations of the sommelier, the server, the bus girl, the manager, or the valet fell under the category of hitting on Trina, but she was adamant that they didn’t.

Personally, I thought the girl who was bussing our table definitely was, but Trina said she never actually propositioned her so it didn’t count. I thought Trina just really wanted that triple play.

Needless to say, she got it.
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I was groggy the next morning, and I lay in bed with Trina draped across my chest as I remembered the previous night.

Trina had left her dress on when she went down on me, and managed to deep throat me rather well. She earned her second dessert by swallowing Little Jack repeatedly until he gave her a serving of cream. She backed off enough to catch the last blast in her mouth and sucked gently but thoroughly to ensure she got every drop.

I caught my breath before laying her face down on her knees, still in her dress. I kissed, licked, and tickled her juicy pussy into a couple of orgasms, the last one squirting little splats of her juice on me.

Seeing her explode with her beautiful pussy and ass sticking out the bottom of that tight dress was inspiring enough to get Little Jack back in the game. I picked her up and moved her to a dry spot on the bed with her feet on the ground in her three-inch heels. Grabbing my cock and lining it up, I plunged into her in one motion. We rode that rhythm for a while, and I slowly slid her dress up and over her head. She had another wet explosion, but I pitched her dress out of the way before she blew.

Trina sensed I was getting close, and begged me, “Please Jack! In my ass! I want you to have me everywhere. I want to be totally yours!”

“Trina darling, you are. You can’t be any more mine than you are.”

“Not true, Jack. Take me. Take my last virginity. Please! Make me yours.” I had another strange sense of déjà vu at that point, but I pulled out of her regardless. “Okay, my love. Stay here.”

I quickly took out the massage oil from my bag and poured some into my palm to warm it. “Trina, I’ve always thought that anal sex for women is more about submitting than feeling great. I would really rather fuck your hot pussy.”

“Please, Jack, I need it!” she begged.

I stretched her rosebud by massaging the oil into it and sinking a finger inside the sphincter, driving more oil inside her, making her moan. I oiled up a second finger and added it to the first, and she groaned—I couldn’t tell if it was pleasure or pain.

“Now Jack! Please,” she begged again. “Take me now!”

“On the bed, on your knees, pet,” I ordered her.

Trina moved into place, and I lined Little Jack up and pointed him into her rosebud. Then I pushed hard until the helmet finally passed the sphincter.

I leaned over her to kiss her, and she fell down flat on the bed. I fell with her and ended up driving all the way inside her, which elicited a scream. “Are you okay, sweetheart?” I asked, concerned. “I didn’t mean to nail you like that.”

Trina gasped several times. “Goddess, Jack! I am so full!” she groaned.

I managed to work a hand under her to caress her clit as I nuzzled her and nibbled her wounded neck, framed by her pearls. “Do you need me to refresh these, love?”

“Oh yes, please, Master. Mark me as yours. Anoint me with your seed. I’m your little fairy slut, and I need you to use me! Please use me, Master!”

So I did.

Eventually, I was able to rub a climax out of her, which was enough stimulation for me to do the requested anointing. That in turn made her climax harder a second time. I rolled onto my back, keeping her mounted on Little Jack, so I could caress her breasts and torso while she rode out her aftershocks.
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I would have happily stayed in bed with Trina, fondly recalling last night’s bedroom activities, but my bladder felt like it was going to explode and my throat was parched. Trina was still sprawled across my chest, drooling cutely into the thatch of hair there.

I eased myself out from under her and hustled to relieve myself. Once a flood was no longer imminent, I went to the kitchen and drained a glass of water, then refilled it and took another glass to Trina, leaving it on the bedside table. It was about six in the morning, so I hurried through a shower and shave.

After pulling a comforter over Trina, I made a cup of coffee in the kitchen before heading to the guest room to start work for the day. After a couple of sips of coffee to prime the pump, I called Max Chartres at Royal Canadian Indemnity to discuss his time constraints for the new contract.

Max and I chit chatted for a bit before I inquired how things were working out with Emily Paxton, my employee who was in Toronto working with Royal Canadian Indemnity.

Emily was providing system administration services for them in-house three days per week. We provided the same service offsite the rest of the week split between Emily and Marlene, with Pam helping remotely from Kansas City and myself helping from wherever I happened to be at the moment. My contributions were limited to only basic admin tasks in the event Emily and Marlene were swamped, sick, or on vacation.

Max gave Emily glowing reviews, and he added that his staff reported that Pam’s remote coverage during their last release was a godsend. I reminded him that the system she was helping with wasn’t Pam’s forte but that I was glad to hear the positive feedback.

I eventually steered the conversation toward the new statement of work, or SOW. Max told me his project manager was planning a kickoff in four weeks. I replied that I planned to have an additional person in time to start, but I wanted to confirm with the project manager to ensure that I needed to.

Max committed to setting up a conference call, and then we rang off. I fired off a note to Emily, giving her a rundown of the conversation, and asked her to chase down the project manager to try to get an early view of the work. Then, I sent another email to Pam to pass on the kudos from Max and his team, adding my appreciation, too.

I ran into the kitchen for a coffee refill to find Trina puttering around. We did some canoodling as my coffee filled. She was wearing nothing but the blue shirt, hanging open, and the pearls. I fondled her as I devoured her mouth and took in the fruits of her labor. She had laid out small plates of bread and cold cuts, and had a pot of water boiling for the eggs that were waiting on the counter.

“Come back for breakfast in about ten minutes, Jack. Go back to work and let me finish the preparations,” she said, sending me back to work with a kiss.

Next, I called Erin Harper, the operations exec at Hartford Comprehensive, to discuss some of my concerns with her, but I only got her voicemail. I left a message laying out the concerns I wanted to discuss with her and requested that she call me back later that same day. I got the same result from calling Owen Randall, the chief underwriter for Inland Marine Insurance.

Frustrated, I checked my email to find the number I needed, then called Supreet, the IT exec’s admin assistant. Supreet said that Mr. Shivkumar had asked to meet on Thursday and that Ms. Harper and Mr. Randall all planned to be there for a meeting that morning; the afternoon was reserved for two hours with their legal counsel and contracting folks.

I thanked Supreet for her support and wished her a great day. After that, I fired off an email to Tom Peterson, my lawyer, to let him know I might be calling him from that meeting on Thursday.

Next, I pulled up my travel account to arrange airfare and a hotel before Trina called me to breakfast.

I received a kiss from my beautiful, barely-dressed lover. “Hello, beautiful. This is wonderful. You’re spoiling me rotten.” I nibbled her neck in appreciation.

When I stepped back, she flashed me a huge smile. “Not yet, but give me time. My kitchen skills are very basic, but at least I learned how to soft-boil eggs. Eat!”

We sat down at the table and dug in.

“I got a text from Myra this morning confirming that she’s serious about me staying with you for the week,” Trina said with her mouth full.

“Pet, I need to fly to Hartford, but it won’t be until Wednesday. You’re welcome to come along if you wish. I’d love to have your company.”

She frowned. “I would be a distraction, Jack. I know you’ll be thinking about how I’m doing on my own when you need to focus.”

I grimaced. “I hate to admit it, but I’m going to be thinking about you anyway. You, Myra, and Kristina run through my mind constantly. Pepper in all the stuff I learned this weekend, plus trying to figure out how I bring you all together into my life, plus my new property, plus the other accounts I have working at the moment...and oh yeah, the fact that I’m married to the Faerie Queen, and we’re going to have a baby!

“Honestly, this is the worst possible time for me to be negotiating a new business deal. What I really want to do is take the week off and take you up to Cherry for a few days, and maybe sneak a visit or two to Myra and Kristina.”

Trina crawled into my lap. “That sounds great, Jack. I’m kind of at loose ends. I didn’t plan to be away. I don’t consider myself particularly domestic, and I don’t have any research articles to read.”

She gave me an evil grin. “Master, all I want to do is get used by you!” she crooned.

We laughed until I kissed her hard. Unfortunately, my phone chose that moment to ring. I answered it without looking. “Jack Jerome, may I help you?”

“Oh! Hello, Jack! You look like a blonde woman!” A woman’s voice sang. It sounded Indian.

Huh?

I looked at my phone to see a pretty Indian lady’s face grinning at me. “Uh, hello. May I help you?”

Knowing Trina was mostly hanging out of her shirt, I held her in place rather than letting her spin to look, too.

“Sorry, I didn’t notice it was a video call. You caught me finishing breakfast!” I replied as I adjusted the phone so that my face showed on the screen instead of Trina’s hair.

“Hello, Jack. This is Supreet from Hartford Comprehensive Insurance,” the woman introduced herself. “I think I want to move to your company if you have breakfast with all your employees like this! I didn’t know you were so handsome!”

Trina laughed and got up, spinning around to see Supreet. Of course, her beautiful boobs flashed my prospective client—I planted my face in my free hand. Trina adjusted her position and opened her shirt wide to ensure the flash landed before she pulled the lapels close.

“Oh Supreet, you’d love it here,” Trina teased. “The breakfast meetings with the boss are very productive, and as you can see, the dress code is very relaxed.” She laughed, and until I spanked her ass, which elicited a surprised squeak from Trina and an interested look from Supreet.

“Oh yes!” the pretty Indian woman exclaimed. “I must definitely join your company, Jack!”

Trina put her fingers over my lips. “Honestly, Supreet, I’m just one of Jack’s girlfriends, not his employee,” she explained—Supreet’s mouth formed an O at that. “I just made him breakfast, so the poor man won’t starve before lunch time. I worked him over hard this weekend, so I think I owe it to him to help keep his strength up.” She winked at her.

After a quick look around on her end, Supreet said, “Well Trina, since Jack has multiple girlfriends, I’d like to know if the Hartford position is available.”

Flustered, I kept my face buried in my hand as Trina answered. “Actually Supreet, I believe Hartford currently has a vacancy. Jack and I were just discussing whether I needed to travel with him to ensure all of his needs are met. Are you applying for the job? His wife put me in charge of all girlfriend recruiting.”

Supreet held a finger to her lips as she got up from her desk and walked backward into what looked like a bathroom door; she looked like she was checking the stalls. When she was satisfied, she set the phone on the counter facing up, so all we could see was the bathroom ceiling. A minute later, the screen adjusted to show Supreet in front of a full-length mirror with her blouse and bra open. She had a pencil skirt on and was the prettiest Indian woman I’d ever seen outside Bollywood or even Hollywood. She had a soft figure with medium-sized, plump breasts, medium-brown skin, a flat stomach, and thick, light colored nipples that were surrounded by areola that were nearly black.

Trina murmured in appreciation as I took a screenshot because…she looked hot. “I think you should definitely get an interview, Supreet,” Trina told her. “And Jack, don’t start getting bashful. You need someone to keep you warm at night. It gets cold in Connecticut!”

“Supreet, I’ll send you my travel details. Other than the interview, is there anything else I can do for you?” I asked.

“As a matter of fact, yes. Please give me a minute to put myself together,” she said, placing her phone down. Trina giggled, gracing me with a soft kiss, and placed the dishes in the sink.

“Shall we go pick my car up from the shop after this call?” I asked her while we waited for Supreet to return.

Trina returned to my lap, facing the phone, and kissed my cheek. “Of course, Master. Your wish is my command,” she purred.

“Saucy tart,” I replied. I pinched her nipple, just as the screen inevitably panned back to Supreet’s face.

I dropped my hand, and Supreet said sultrily, “I can be quite saucy too, Jack. Do keep this in mind.”

I chuckled. “Yes, ma’am.”

Trina blew a kiss at Supreet and kissed my cheek before heading to the bedroom.

“Unfortunately, Mr. Shivkumar would like to meet Wednesday afternoon. Is this possible?” Supreet asked.

“I’ll have to check. The flight for Wednesday was already pretty full, so I don’t have high hopes for Tuesday. I’ll want a confirmed schedule before I change it, Supreet.”

She shook her head and looked around, even though no one was in the restroom. She turned her attention back to the screen, shaking her head. “Honestly Jack, I think you should stay firm on Wednesday arrival and Thursday meetings. The business execs have committed to Thursday. I think Mr. Shivkumar is playing games to keep you jumping.”

“Seriously? With one and a half million on the table?” I asked, frustrated at the thought of what she was suggesting.

“I can’t tell you details,” she said sympathetically, “but I think it will all become clear when you arrive. Also, if you have someone in mind with technical details on data integration, I recommend that you have them available.”

“Ah! I get it,” I told her as the light came on in my brain. “Thank you for safeguarding my schedule, Supreet. I look forward to meeting you in person.”

“Me too, Jack. Please give my regards to Trina, and tell her to expect my call regarding the interview process!”

I thought she was teasing, but I said nonetheless, “I will. See you soon.”

After disconnecting, I immediately called Don Kerrigan. Don was a technical wizard whom I had worked with on a couple of occasions. He was a Mensa-level genius with people skills...dangerous. He had been working on a platform-agnostic data integration platform and was on my call list anyway.

He answered immediately. “Hey, Jack! What’s happening?”

“You know how it is, Don. Just trying to keep my head above water and the wolves from the door. How’s the new venture coming along?”

“Eh. A couple of folks beat us into the marketplace,” he said. “Ours is a more comprehensive solution, but I’ve only gotten a couple of small contracts. Nothing I can really use to leverage as a powerful testimonial. I’m about to the point of having to let people go to make the bottom line meet.”

“That sucks, Don. How bad is it?” I asked.

“If I can get a decent contract, we’ll survive, but I need one quickly.”

“How would you like to meet with me in Hartford on Wednesday evening? I’m going to be meeting with a prospect who’s looking to do something very similar to the Inland Marine use case we discussed just before you jumped off to start your own show. If I could get you on as my tech lead and data integration guy, I think it would help me bring it in. Having you on the contract would help you make the case why your platform is superior. I get the services contract, you get the data integration contract, and I pay your salary for the duration.”

“I’m in a bad enough position right now that it’s tempting, Jack, but you know I want to run my own show.”

Trina walked in wearing a black wraparound dress and slid her phone in front of me. “I know. buddy. Hey, hold on a sec, Don. My girlfriend is trying to get my attention.”

“Wha...Jack Jerome using the g-word? I must be hallucinating!”

I read the headline on Trina’s phone from the local ABC affiliate: “Local Purchases the Winning Powerball and Mega Millions Tickets in Phoenix!” My eyes nearly popped out of my head as I looked at Trina. She pointed at me as if saying yeah, you, dummy.

“Holy shit! Um...Don, that’s not all...um...shit. I need to cut this call short. How about this? I need to work out the details, but I’m thinking maybe I’ll invest in your company and you work with me on this contract. Can you make it to Hartford on Wednesday? I really need you on this deal, and I think I can make it attractive to you.”

“Okay, Jack. You pay the expenses, and I’ll be there,” he agreed. “Hotel, meals, and a car; we can talk over a Yuengling or two.”

“That’s a plan. I’ll email you the meeting details. Book your travel. I’ll bring you a check to cover the amount of the receipts, and I’ll put a package together for you to look at. I appreciate this, Don. I’ll do right by you,” I told him hurriedly.

“You always do, Jack. You always do. See you Wednesday! Bye!”

“Bye!” I looked at Trina excitedly as I disconnected the call.

“Didn’t you buy a shitload of lottery tickets at that convenience store after I picked you and Myra up at the airport?” she pressed.

“Uh, yeah.”

“I read the article—$756 million on the Powerball on Friday, and $496 million on the Mega Millions on Saturday. The place that sold the winning tickets is the same place we stopped at, and it was about the same time. They’re trying to pull up surveillance video.”

“Shit. Let’s go get my car, and then we can come back here and make sure this isn’t just a coincidence.” I told her. “If it’s real, we’ll go see my lawyer.”

“Jack, with over $1.2 billion, that’s going to be at least $500 million cash. I don’t think cash is going to be much of a problem for your new house in about a month,” she said with a wry smile.

“Let’s not count our chickens until they hatch, huh?” I replied. “Let’s go.”

We filled a couple of water bottles, grabbed our weapons, and headed to the garage. Trina drove us to the shop, and I found Greg, my service adviser.

“Hey, Jack!” he said in greeting. “Did you hear about that lottery winner? They have surveillance video of the guy. I thought it was you for a minute, except the guy was being chauffeured around in a black Lincoln SUV.”

I shook my head and replied, “Domestic trash! I keep telling my girlfriend she needs to upgrade to a Honda, but she loves her old beater.” I pointed at Trina standing by the Yukon, wearing the same outfit she was wearing when I first met her.

Greg was enthralled enough by Trina that he forgot all about the lottery and the video. I eventually got his attention so I could pay my bill and collect my key. I flagged Trina down and instructed her to park in my spot when we arrived at my condo.

We departed, and she followed me home. There was a vacant condo whose parking spot was close to mine, so I parked there. I held Trina’s hand as we waited for the elevator, and as soon as we were inside my home, I quickly locked my door. Trina disappeared to the bedroom and returned with an elf-tech device.

“Surveillance check?” I asked.

She nodded and fiddled with the device. When she was satisfied, she announced, “We’re clear.”

I wrap her in a tight embrace. “Trina, I’m not mentally prepared for this shit. Could you check the numbers on all those tickets?”

“You bet, Jack. Can I use the music room?” she asked.

“Of course. The iMac is yours. I’ll take my laptop out. First, let’s get the tickets.”

Trina followed me to the bedroom closet, and I opened the lockbox on the floor and pulled out the stack of fifty-two tickets.

Trina’s expression mirrored the wild look I was certain was on my face. I handed her the stack, and she wrapped her arms around me, trying to soothe me.

“Jack, relax,” she told me. “I’m here for you, and I’ll help you. Remember, I am yours, and you are mine. I’ve got you, okay?” She pressed a kiss to my forehead.

“Thank you, pet. I need your help,” I admitted. “Check the two that aren’t Quick Picks first. Something tells me that’s where the gold is. Either the first or last two...I can’t remember how I stacked ’em.”

I followed her back to the guest room and sat on the guest bed with my laptop.

Immediately, she said, “You were right on the Powerball. Let’s check the Mega…yep, you picked the right numbers on both. How’d you do that?” She looked at me in awe.

Hysterical laughter welled up from deep inside me. When I could finally breathe, I explained, “I pulled random numbers out of my ass associated with when I met Myra and Erica. I told Myra on the plane that I was going to buy a ton of lottery tickets because I rarely connect with women, and I hit it off with both her and Erica within minutes of each other. I figured I was throwing it away on a grand gesture, but the sex that night was worthy of grand gestures. Same goes for every night since.”

“You old romantic pervert!” Trina giggled. “That’s why I love you!”

“Guilty,” I chuckled in return. “Okay, let me call Tom, my attorney.”

I dialed the number on my cell and spoke as soon as someone answered. “Hello, Gretchen. Jack Jerome here. I need to talk to Tom—it’s urgent.”

“Right away, Jack. We’ve been expecting your call,” she said.

“Really? Why, Gretchen?” I asked.

“Really, Jack? Have you seen a TV recently?” she replied.

“Shit.”

“Do you want to just come into the office?” she asked.

“Yeah. We’ll be there in thirty minutes,” I replied.

Trina handed me the stack of tickets, and we hustled out the door. Twenty-five minutes later, Trina and I were sitting in Tom’s conference room. He walked in with an attractive older woman and a beautiful young woman in tow.

I had just introduced Trina to Tom and Gretchen when Trina blurted out “Megan?” to the young woman.

The young woman gaped at us, and I noticed that her features reminded me of Myra. “Trina? What are you doing here?” Megan looked horrified to see Trina.

“I’m here with my new boyfriend, Jack Jerome,” Trina replied. “Jack, this is Meaghan ab Liam mac Nessus.”

Megan inhaled sharply at the mention of her full name.

“Ah! Myra’s younger sister!” I said cordially. “Megan, it’s a pleasure to meet you. I recently had the pleasure of meeting your middle sister. I heard you were the beauty in the family, but I didn’t believe it until I met you. Charmed.”

Trina leaned in and stage-whispered, “Cool it, perv!”

I chuckled and Megan loosened up a bit with a small smile.

“Myra wanted him for her boy toy, but I decided I needed to keep him for a while,” Trina told her conspiratorially.

That broke Megan’s reserve and elicited a laugh from the young woman. “I bet that surprised her endlessly. Has she recovered yet?”

Trina shook her head and replied, “No, but Jack and I put significant effort into helping her through it.”

“Oh, I can imagine,” Megan said as she blushed prettily.

Trina’s laugh turned almost sinful. “No, I doubt you can, sweetie, but I’m happy to talk you through it later, so you don’t have to.” Trina sent her an air kiss as they clasped hands across the table.

“Sorry, Tom,” I said to my lawyer. “I came down here in a lather because I am in serious need of your assistance on two separate matters.”

“Have a seat, Jack. Tell me about what you need,” Tom said with a gentle smile.

I sat down and folded my hands in front of me. Alright, Jack. Let’s do this.

I reached into my coat pocket and pulled out the stack of lottery tickets. “Let’s address the elephant in the room first.”

I lay out the two winning tickets. “Between these two tickets, there is a windfall of $1.252 billion. After taxes, I expect that to leave roughly $756,208 million. In Arizona, a lottery winner has to be publicly acknowledged. I would like to create a holding company that will be the owner of this pile of lottery tickets. I would like to hire you as the legal counsel for this holding company, and have you cash the tickets on the company’s behalf.”

Tom smiled. “Well Jack, you’re in luck,” he said. “You see, I recently took on an associate who’s an expert in corporate and tax law. So, rather than muddling through this myself, Megan will set this all up for you.”

I looked at Megan, surprised, but the blushing young woman was long gone. In her place was an utter professional. “Explain your vision to me, Mr. Jerome.”

“Please, Megan. I prefer you just call me Jack,” I told her. “I suspect you’re going to know me so well by the time we’re done with all this you won’t be able to muster a ‘Mr. Jerome’ without significant effort.”

She gave me a professional smile and said, “Okay, Jack. What do you envision?”

I took a deep breath and focused on a spot in the distance as I visualized what I wanted. Not shifting my focus, I replied somewhat cryptically, “Quite a bit actually, and yet tragically it’s probably difficult to communicate clearly.” I paused to marshal my thoughts.

“For context, I did some...very dirty work for our government when I was a soldier. If I’m a public figure and there are videos of me out there…that may turn into a significant problem. I’ve had people come after me three times since I left the army. I have a semipublic life and a remnant of a shadow life. Add to that the fact that I have a bunch of new considerations thrown into the mix, I need to organize better.” I pointed in Trina’s direction as an example of my new considerations.

Tom and Gretchen both looked surprised at the importance I put on Trina, but Megan looked like I just told her what I had for breakfast. I focused on her as she remained poised to take notes on a stereotypical yellow legal pad.

“First, I want to keep my current firm, Databridge, in its current form. I have people who count on that for their livelihood, and I have plans for growth that I want to realize,” I began. “Second, I want to have a firm that collects, manages, invests, and disperses the lottery winnings as I deem fit. Over time this will become an investment slash venture capital firm. Third, I need to create a security firm. Physical security, data security, maybe eventually branch out into site security, hostage rescue, or brand and image restoration. Regardless, this firm will always have the security of the employees of all my companies, their livelihoods, and their health as its primary mission.

“Additionally, I’d like to create an agriculture company. Apparently I’m going to have a vineyard shortly, and I would like to have enough of a farming operation to be able to feed my people if it comes to it.”

Megan scribbled furiously on her notepad.

“We may start other companies as we go, but this should get us started.”

“For something like this, you’re going to need officers as a minimum,” Megan said. “Eventually, you may want a board of directors, too. But you don’t need that to get started.”

“Hmm. I don’t suppose we can just do them as an LLC sole proprietorship?”

“You could. It will take about one month for you to become overwhelmed with it all, regardless of how great a business mind you have. Then we would have to redo it all.” Megan didn’t sound rude, just focused.

Looking at Trina, I asked, “Pet, will you serve as an officer in my companies?”

Trina clasped my face in both hands. “I will serve you whenever you need me, however you need me, my lord,” she said, sealing her declaration with a kiss.

Megan gasped at Trina’s vow, finally breaking her professional demeanor.

“I’ll need to call her, but I think we should get Kristina involved. Myra and the Ravens, too.”

That elicited another gasp from Megan.

“Sadly, I suspect they all have their hands full at the moment.”

Trina nodded in agreement.

“How about Peg?” I asked thoughtfully.

Trina shook her head and replied, “She won’t want any risk of being out in public.”

I looked at Gretchen, Tom, and Megan. “Tom, I think I need to add a third contractual piece if you’re all willing to take it on. I would like to contract you, Gretchen, and Megan for a minimum of one year as officers of the various companies. The contract would be limited to a single one-year term. Extensions would not be authorized. Subsequent terms would need to be renegotiated in total. Annual compensation would be two-hundred thousand dollars each for the one-year term. I suspect you will earn it. It would preclude fees for legal consultation except for Databridge.”

Gretchen exhaled sharply and looked at Tom, who bobbed his head. “I’m willing to do that, Jack. I would be honored,” he replied.

Megan just looked at me for a moment before speaking. “No mention of this to my family, Jack. Not my family, nor my extended family. This would be business between you and me. If you break that term, I will disappear and the contract will be null and void.”

“As you wish,” I promised, extending my hand.

Megan gave me a crooked look as she shook my hand firmly. “The Princess Bride? Really?” Trina and I laughed as Megan pointed at Trina. “Same goes for you Ms. Laughlin.”

Trina immediately turned serious. “Back at you, Ms. Nessus. I don’t want this known among our cousins either.”

“Thus mote it be,” they said in unison as they shook hands.

“Okay, I’ll need to call Kristina,” I said. “I’m ninety-nine percent certain she’ll agree, but courtesy is an easy way to keep those you love happy.”

Megan looked at me like I had spit on the floor.

“How long to get this in place, Megan?” I asked her, and she shook off her surprise at everything I’d said.

“Well Jack, you’re in luck. I’ve done a couple of incorporations since I passed the bar, and I’ve had a fairly low workload since I started here. As a result, I’ve built some templates that are improvements on the standard ones I’ve used. What you want is pretty straightforward, but there is an element of timing to it. I can have the holding company registered today and have the rest done by the end of the week. That includes putting in the claim for the winnings. The longest pole will be setting up a bank account.”

“I can work with you on that, Megan,” Trina volunteered. “I’ve got the week off, but Jack needs to travel for work Wednesday through Friday. Otherwise, I’d be at loose ends unless Jack is chasing me around the condo.”

Megan stared at her for a moment and then shook it off, getting back to business.

“Super,” I said. “How much money to start the bank accounts?”

“Ten thousand each just to make it look serious.”

“That’s doable. How soon can we expect the lottery to pay out?” Everyone around the table looked stumped, so I pulled up my phone and Googled it.

“Apparently fifteen days after the drawing for the big ones like this,” I muttered and then looked at the assembled group. “Alright, that should come together pretty well. I’ve got a real estate commitment and another investment I want to discuss with Tom. You probably want to listen in on those too, Megan.”

Nodding, Megan asked, “Do you have names in mind? What would you like these companies to be called, Jack?”

After a short pause, I replied, “Greenleaf Farms, Verdant Security Services, Verdic Holdings. The parent firm will be Verdic Holdings.”

Megan dropped her pen, blinking rapidly at me, her mouth agape.

“Did I say something wrong, Megan?”

She snapped her mouth shut and shook her head. “No Lo…ahem. No, Jack. The color theme caught me by surprise.” She wouldn’t look at me.

Despite the table being full, I dropped my voice when I spoke again. “We are going to have a quiet chat very soon, Megan.”

“Yes, Lord,” she said.

Trina put her hand on my arm and shook her head. I patted her hand and nodded. “Okay then, next topic,” I said, restarting the conversation. “I want to invest in Insurance Ecosystems, also known as InsEc. It’s a company owned by a trusted friend, Don Kerrigan. He’s a technical genius who has a next-generation data integration platform for the insurance business. He’s hurting on the sales side and will likely have to close shop before long without help. He’s agreed to help me on this contract I’m working toward in Hartford, which is the one I emailed you about, Tom.”

“Yes,” Tom piped up. “I don’t see anything to worry about in the contract so far. We should be able to put it to bed quickly, Jack.”

“Yeah, well, that’s getting more complicated. I’m picking up indications that the head IT guy on this job is trying to farm this out to a different supplier, with a built-in plan for integration of the data. They were supposed to be separate contracts. I’m bringing Don in because one, he has the best data integration product on the market, and two, he knows the major insurance applications better than the vendors that built and sell them.

“I’m going to add a data integration package as an option to the HCI contract, and Don’s going to help me pitch it Thursday. Which means we need to conceptualize and package it in the contract, most rikki-tik. Before we can do that…one sec, guys,” I said. “Gotta catch my breath.”

Trina got up and grabbed a water bottle from a stack at a nearby table. She handed it to me, winking. “Here you go, Gramps.”

You cheeky devil, I thought, grinning. I took a swig and cleared my throat. “I’ll hire Don as the lead technical consultant for operations at Databridge. His duties will be to supervise the technical staff, win and deliver this contract, and build business for InsEc. I’ll invest one million dollars for a ten percent interest in the company. Don will stay as the president and CEO of InsEc in addition to his duties at Databridge.

“Databridge will be his sole supplier for professional services like project management, business analysis, systems analysis, systems administration, general software development, etcetera, on other work for InsEc. InsEc will be Databridge’s sole supplier for data ecosystem, blockchain, and advanced technical skills.”

Tom raised his hand to interject. “There may be competitive practice challenges on contracts, but we should be able to avoid major hassle by setting up a ‘gold partnership’ type of agreement and divulging it up front. You’ll need to inform Hartford Comprehensive soon after agreeing with InsEc.”

“Yep. My plan is to get this all agreed with Don in principle today. We’ll work out the details tomorrow for the contract and send HCI an updated proposal for a comprehensive integrated solution right before I get on the plane on Wednesday.”

“Do you see any issues with any of this?” Tom asked Megan.

She tilted her head to the side. “It would be simpler for all involved if you set up a corporate partner agreement separate from the investment piece. You still get what you want, but it will be less complex. That tends to keep everyone but the lawyers happy,” she said with a tentative grin.

Tom chuckled at that. “From the mouths of babes. Anything else, Jack?”

I looked around the room. Everyone was focused and ready to launch. I took a big breath and let it out before requesting a favor. “May I camp here for the afternoon? We can keep the communication cycles shorter.”

“Sure, Jack.” Gretchen nodded agreeably. “You know how to use all the technology here, as you set it all up. Make yourself at home.”

“Thanks, Gretchen. Shall we cater lunch for everyone?” I asked.

Everyone nodded their agreement, and Gretchen said, “I’ll take care of it and put it on your account, Jack.”

“Thanks, Gretchen,” I told her with genuine gratitude. “Well Tom, that’s all of it. Nothing else—let’s get cracking.”
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SETTING THE COURSE


Ihanded Trina my iPad and showed her the passcode. She started checking all the other lottery tickets to see what the total tally was. She told me that even though it wasn’t science, it was still research of a sort, and it gave her a little bit of the same feeling of zen as she always found in the lab.

Next, I called Kristina and explained the situation with the companies and asked if she would be willing to be an officer of Greenleaf Farms. She asked if we could call it Greenleaf Farms and Vineyards. I couldn’t think of a reason not to, so I agreed. Kristina became the VP and chief operations officer. By the time I wrapped up the call, Megan had moved into the conference room with me, so updating her only took a matter of moments.

Once I had the companies’ officers sorted, I logged into my bank account and wired $1.6 million to the escrow account for the land purchase. It was possible that I might need to add more for fees later, but that would cover the principle even with the fast close option.

Trina reported that the total winnings for the other fifty tickets was $3,210,067. After congratulating me with a kiss and kneading my shoulders in support, she emailed the tally with the ticket identification numbers, the picked numbers, and the return on each ticket to Megan.

While Trina found the bank applications for Gretchen to print out, I called Don and laid out the plan as Tom, Megan and I had agreed. Don was ecstatic with the cash infusion and agreed to the ten percent ownership for one million dollars. He told me, “Jack, an investment of that size is probably worth closer to fifty percent.”

“With me only having ten percent interest, you’re in charge, Don,” I told him. “Don’t worry, I’ll still make a shit ton of money off the investment.”

We then talked through how we could pull together a comprehensive Inland Marine telematics service for HCI. We threw some ideas around and shared a whiteboard app until we agreed on how to package the presentation. Don committed to having some basic graphics for me in two hours that I could use to flesh out the details of the presentation, and then he would have final graphics in the morning.

“I still can’t believe you’re using the g-word, Jack,” he teased me as we wrapped up the call. “I’ll have to drag that out of you when we talk in person on Wednesday.”

“Yeah, that conversation might grow into a third Yuengling,” I agreed. “There’s some stuff I can’t share, but what I can tell you will still blow your mind. Talk to you soon.”

Trina and Megan were sitting side by side working on contracts and applications. Megan looked at Trina inquisitively as I disconnected. Trina winked at her and smiled, leaving her to speculate for the time being.

Drinking some water, I took a moment to ponder my next steps. With a decisive nod, I stood and walked to the reception desk to ask Gretchen to direct me to a private room. Once I was alone, I pulled up the HideMyAss app to create a VPN data connection on my phone, then I made a WhatsApp call to Yuri Kolenko. I was pretty certain that wasn’t his real name, but he was a hacker extraordinaire whom I knew from my operator days. He was never an official resource, but he was always a useful one whom I contracted off the books.

When the call connected, I didn’t get any video from his end, but I heard his familiar, heavy Ukrainian accent. “Well, is famous Jack Jerome! How is going, Jack?”

“Now Yuri, just like you, I’m only famous in infamous circles,” I replied.

He laughed, “Sadly, is not true for you much longer, Jack. All the US news agencies have been downloading video of my old friend Jack.”

“Fuuuuuuck! I was afraid of that. Yuri, are you willing to help with damage control?” I asked.

“Sure Jack, but is not cheap,” he warned me.

“I know, I know. Yuri, I also know you get what you pay for. I called you because I need a pro. What are you thinking?” I asked.

Yuri hemmed and hawed for a minute before replying. “I think quarter million to cover it.”

My immediate thought was I expected worse. “I’m still listening, Yuri,” I replied. “What does that cover?”

“I delete all existing public and private copies I can reach in the next three weeks,” he said with an air of finality.

“You indicated that you’ve been tracking downloads. Did I get that right?” I asked.

“I might be copying log files from all sources I have found,” he admitted. I could hear the grin in his reply. He had probably expected my call as soon as he saw the first video.

“I propose this. A flat fee of $200K to chase all the server copies for four weeks. Another fifty for the list of all IP addresses that downloaded it. Another five for each one of those downloaded copies confirmed destroyed,” I countered. “I want it to be like it never happened.”

Yuri countered, “Two hundred to chase all server copies for three weeks. Fifty for list of all IP addresses that download it during three weeks. Ten for each downloaded copy confirmed destroyed by video record. Have holiday in just over three weeks.”

I really wanted to get his commitment for four weeks, but Yuri lived for his holidays. “Agreed, Yuri,” I conceded. “Invoice to my new company, Verdant Security Services. I spell Verdant, victor-echo-romeo-delta-alpha-november-tango. I’ll WhatsApp you an email address for the company by the end of the day.”

“Okay, Jack. All public copies and copies from news outlets are deleted now. I will start hunt,” he told me, confirming my suspicions he’d already been working on it before I called.

“Thanks, Yuri,” I said, grateful. “One other thing—consider this an audition. My circumstances have changed severely in other ways, too. I suspect I’ll need your caliber of artist frequently.”

Yuri chuckled, “Sounds good, Jack. I like how your money spends!”

I laughed with him and decided to try to confirm my suspicion that he worked for the Russian cyberwarfare unit. “I know, Yuri. Just don’t let your bosses know how you come into it,” I told him.

I heard a bump and several curses in Ukrainian before he spoke into his device again. “Shit, Jack! How long you know that?”

“About thirty seconds,” I chuckled. “Before, I just suspected because of how you throw more Russian into your English than Ukrainian. Don’t worry, Yuri. Your secrets are mine, and my secrets are yours. I’ll watch out for you, my friend.”

“Is only thing lets me sleep nights, Tovarishch!” He sounded scared.

In an effort to keep him calm, I told him, “Seriously, Yuri. You get in trouble, you call me. You’re helping my family with this. It’s not about money, it’s about taking care of my people. You’re one of my people. You need help, you call me.”

“Spasibo, Jack. Maybe have different payment terms on this one.”

“Sounds good, Tovarishch! Do svidaniya, Yuri,” I told him in closing.

“Proshchay, Jack,” he replied before the call disconnected.

Upon returning to the conference room and sitting across from Megan and Trina, I asked, “Megan, who’s taking the lottery tickets to the office? It’s down by the airport.”

She looked at me questioningly. “Me, Jack. Why do you ask?”

“Security,” I replied, holding her gaze. “People know me in the valley. People may recognize me from our neighborhood. If we don’t put in a claim until Friday, that gives people four more days to figure out who I am, what I’m doing with the tickets, and put a plan in place to steal them, which may put you all in danger. We need to have a security plan. I think I can get Corrina to give me a security detail, but getting them here from Sedona and equipping them will be the biggest issue.”

Megan smiled indulgently at me. “I have my own detail of two guards, Jack.”

I thought through the situation for a minute. “Ideally, I would want you to have three vehicles and six guards, two per vehicle. You in the center. Comms, midrange weaponry, etcetera.”

“Jack,” she interrupted me, “I really can’t have anyone in the court knowing I’m doing this. I can trust my guards, and that’s it. Please don’t out me.”

“I won’t, Megan,” I replied with a heavy sigh. “But I also won’t throw you out there without protection. Best case, I’m paranoid. Worse case, I have to come get you. Worst case, I have to try to resurrect you, and I’m not sure if I even have that ability.”

Her eyes bugged at the mention of resurrection.

Turning to Trina, I said, “Sweetheart, can you guard her?”

“Of course, Jack. I was going to volunteer, so count me in,” she said.

“Do you think our Cherry friends would help?” I asked.

A slow grin spread throughout her face. “That’s a great idea,” she replied. “You need to see them again anyway. Quid pro quo.”

Megan looked confused, so I told her, “I think I can get you assistance from outside your greater family, Megan. But you’ll have to keep their secrets.”

The clouds didn’t clear from her expression, so I tried again. “I’ve made some friends with a bunch of skinny folks with pointy ears. Does that help?”

“Wha...really? You think they would help, Jack? They hate my entire...extended family,” Megan sputtered.

“I’m pretty certain,” I replied. “We’re building bonds. Plus, I know for a fact that they don’t hate all of your family; they’re quite fond of at least one of them.”

I nodded to Trina, who then wrapped an arm around Megan and said, “It would be my honor to serve you, Princess,” before kissing her on the cheek.

Gretchen overheard that comment as she walked in carrying lunch from Jason’s Deli. “Right? Tom and I both call her our ‘little princess.’ Megan is just so adorable!” Gretchen gushed.

Megan blushed as the rest of us laughed. Finally, Megan looked up at me and nodded slightly.

“I’m off to make another call, Gretchen,” I said. “Okay if I use that same office?”

“Sure, Jack.”

I closed the door and dialed L’liana on my mobile. We caught up for a minute, and then I explained the situation to her. I asked if they could arrange to have three or four trained close protection specialists assist on Friday morning. She indicated that she didn’t think it would be a problem, but she would check and confirm via email. We confirmed the start time and location for the operation.

L’liana said that there might be a charge, and I agreed in principle. She committed to sending details for cost in the email, and the estimate would include transportation.

She asked when I could come to visit in Cherry, and I proposed the following Saturday for an overnight. Her response sounded giddy, and she said they would have something special planned for me.

After we disconnected, I detoured for fluid management, and then returned to the conference room to inhale a sandwich, bag of chips, coleslaw, and a chocolate chip cookie. Since Gretchen was back at her post up front, I laid out what I had agreed with L’liana. Tom joined us toward the end of our discussion on security arrangements, opining that Megan’s or his safe should be sufficient to safeguard the tickets until Friday.

Tom gave me his contracts to review while he ate his lunch, and I asked a couple of questions. We agreed to change a couple of words, which he did as soon as he finished his lunch.

I’d never been a big fan of lawyers, viewing them more as a necessary evil. However, I swore by Tom. He used simple, clean language with a minimal amount of legalese. Anyone with a high school education could read his contracts and understand them.

When Tom and I finished, Megan walked around to sit next to me and reviewed the incorporation packages with me. There was less wiggle room on these, but I could see Megan had the law down cold. The terms that she used seem to be clearer than I remembered when I incorporated Databridge, LLC. Plus these organizations were full-blown C corporations, operating in such a way to limit the liability of the shareholders, which was going to start off as just me and the officers.

Megan explained that she would have preferred to incorporate in another state, or even Ireland or Bermuda, but Arizona was our best option for speed. Tom committed that his law office could be the official residence for the corporations. Megan wrapped all the packages of incorporation documents together, and I pulled out my checkbook to write the checks to seed the bank accounts.

Trina filled out the bank account applications online from the paper ones she and Megan had completed, and Tom returned with the final changes on the contracts. I reviewed them and signed them.

Then, Tom called Gretchen into the conference room, and I asked for everyone’s attention. “Thank you all for busting hump to pull this all together so quickly and effectively. You are all precious to me simply because you are all genuinely good people, and you’ve been genuinely good to me. We’re about to pull the trigger on something that’s bigger than is apparent from the 1.2 billion-dollar payday.”

I took a moment to capture my thoughts. “I have learned a lot about myself and the world around me over the last four days. Things are changing. The work we did here today is the foundation that’s going to enable bigger things for us, for our companies, and our greater families. We have an opportunity to grow and lift humanity. That sounds dramatic, but I feel it in my soul...that is really what we are doing. You’re all going to be sick of me before we’re done. Please accept this first show of my gratitude.”

I signed their contracts as officers, and then wrote out a check on my business account for $200,000 each for Tom, Gretchen, Megan, and Trina.

Trina started to demur, but I insisted. “My darling pet, you will earn every penny of this. I expect you will insist that I’ve underpaid you before long and pressure me for other ways to get your additional compensation.”

She grinned slyly at me. “Yes, Master!”

I then signed all of the paperwork for Megan. We scanned the Greenleaf Farms and Vineyards document and emailed it to Kristina to sign digitally. After sending the email, I called her and told her what was going on.

She too started to demur, and I told her the same thing I told Trina.

“Promise?” she asked.

“I do, Krissie,” I told her. “You’re mine, and I’m yours. By the way, I’m going to be in Cherry on Saturday. Can I see you Sunday?”

“Yes, Jack. Wherever I am—whenever you can be there,” she exclaimed joyfully.

“I like the sound of that, Krissie,” I replied.

“I heard a wise man once say it to his wife,” she laughed.

“Oh, has Trina been telling stories about me?” I asked.

“Yep. Now leave me alone, my love. I need to work. Love you, Jack. Tell Trina I love her too!” she said.

“I love you too, Kristina. I’ll tell her.”

Trina leaned close to the phone and said, “Love you too, Krissie!”

We disconnected the call, and then Trina crawled into my lap. “You really do make me feel like the luckiest woman in the entire world, Jack,” she said wholeheartedly. “ You’ve chased away my fears and filled my life with love. Thank you.”

The other three looked at us in confusion. Trina grinned and launched into an explanation. “Jack is dating Megan’s sister, who is my lover. I’ve fallen for Jack, too. Additionally, Kristina knew Jack before we met him, and they had chemistry. When I met her, I fell for her hard. I told her that I was recruiting for Jack’s harem, and she wanted in—into both Jack’s bed and mine. I’ve claimed her. Jack hasn’t yet, but Krissie and I are both hopeful they’ll close the deal soon.”

Again, I found myself with my face in my hand and Trina on my lap.

Gretchen and Tom were gobsmacked, but Megan just shrugged with a knowing smile. “I knew my sister was a slut. I’m glad she found like-minded playmates. I was always afraid she would break your heart, Trina. I’m happy for you. For both of you,” she said.

Megan looked sideways to see Tom’s and Gretchen’s reaction...and squealed with laughter. She stood and encircled them both into a hug. “You two are priceless! Thank you for taking me in and giving me such a wonderful place to grow!”

I looked at Tom and Gretchen. “Welcome to my life,” I said, completely deadpan.

They laughed nervously, wondering what they’d gotten into.

Megan picked up her phone and hit a speed dial. “Hello, Sowie. I need transport. We’re going downtown to the Maricopa County Clerk and the Secretary of State offices. We need to get to both and have paperwork signed before close of business today…yes, ten minutes will be fine. See you soon.”

“Anything else I need to sign?” I asked. Tom and Megan both shook their heads. “Okay then, let’s lock these up,” I said, pointing to the array of tickets on the tabletop.

Megan said, “Count them and inventory them, Jack.” She looked at Trina. “Chain of evidence isn’t significantly different from lab protocol, Trina. Until these are claimed, we treat them like evidence in a criminal trial. Okay?”

“You bet, Meg,” Trina agreed readily.

Megan smiled at her, and the three of us conducted the inventory. We confirmed they were all there and in the same order. Then Megan asked us to accompany her to her office. We walked in, and she closed the door. Megan settled on her haunches in front of the three-foot-tall door of a wall safe at the back of the office and opened it with a combination I couldn’t see.

She set the tickets on a shelf in the safe and reached into her pocket as she stood. Just as the door was about to close, I heard a click, and then saw a dappled light spin around the room, like you might see off a lake in the summer sun.

She raised a finger to her lips as she looked at Trina and me. Then, she reopened the safe door and removed the stack of tickets before setting the door back to its almost-closed position. She opened the lower right drawer of her desk to reveal a small combination safe. She opened it quickly and put the package inside, locked it, and then indicated again for us to be quiet and resume our seats.

Megan returned to the wall safe. She checked her feet position, confirmed the door position was identical to how it was before the light show, and then returned her hand to the pocket.

I heard a click and a whir as the dappled light disappeared.

Finally, Megan removed her hand from her pocket and placed it deliberately on the door. She pushed it closed and turned the handle. Finally, she gave the dial a spin and turned to look at Trina and me. “They’ll stay here until we pull them out on Friday to turn in your claim. Shall we go back to get your stuff from the conference room?”

Looking at Trina as we entered the hall, I said, “I think we have everything, but I do want to wish Tom and Gretchen goodnight before I leave.”

Trina stopped in the hallway, taking out her phone to read a text. “Oh. Hold on a second.” She typed a response, and then showed it to Megan, saying, “From Myra.”

Megan read the message and said, “I can’t Thursday, but I can Wednesday. Would you mind telling her? I’ll text her when I get home tonight.”

Trina nodded and keyed a response into her phone, then put it away. She hugged Megan and then held on to her shoulders, telling her, “Megan, this has been a wonderful surprise. I’ve never seen you so self-assured. You’re everything I always dreamed you could be, and you’re just getting started. It’s my honor to know you and call you my friend.”

Megan laughed and pulled Trina in for a hug. “Trina, in some ways, you’re like another good sister, which is nice knowing how the eldest turned out. In other ways, you’re this guilty secret.”

Megan looked deep into Trina’s eyes and then kissed her full on the mouth. Trina fell into the kiss, responding enthusiastically. When they parted, Megan said, “I’ve wanted to do that and more since I stumbled onto you and Myra making love when I was fourteen.”

She grasped Trina’s shoulders and pressed her forehead against Trina’s. “I walked into her room, and the two of you were kissing. You were both home for spring break your junior year of college. I pulled the shadows around me and sat just inside the door watching the two of you caressing, undressing, and pleasuring each other. I was so jealous of Myra. You’ve always had eyes only for her, and I never thought she fully appreciated you. I’m so glad you have Jack and Kristina now. I’m so glad I finally kissed you.”

Trina pulled Megan close, so that their bodies were touching. I was barely able to make out her whispered response. “I’m so glad you told me how you feel and that you took the first step. I love Myra deeply and would never have strayed elsewhere if she hadn’t pushed me to Jack, but I’ve always adored you. Maybe you and I will have more of our own private moments. The future isn’t written, Meg. I have to go—I’ll see you soon.”

They kissed again quickly before Megan hugged me goodbye. She returned to her office to grab her bag. I walked by Tom’s office and bid him farewell, and as we neared the exit, I leaned across Gretchen’s desk and gave her a peck on the cheek, wishing her goodnight.

Trina pulled a mirror out of her bag and conducted a walkaround inspection of her Yukon. She popped the hood and inspected it quickly. She checked the oil, wiping the dipstick with a tissue from her clutch. After she checked under the seats with the mirror, we mounted up.

Trina handed me her phone and showed me the text she had shared with Megan as she started the SUV. We need to talk. Tonite @ Jack’s house? Wednesday=yes. Thursday=tomorrow night.

“So she’ll be by tonight?” I confirmed.

Trina nodded. “That elf tech she used in her office earlier…that looked like one of the abilities of the other court. It’s not Winter. I don’t think the elves do anything like it, but maybe they did something together? I’m guessing it defeats visual surveillance.”

She pulled into the street and drove toward home, and I asked her to stop by the grocery store on the way.

Once there, I pillaged the produce aisle and picked up some chicken breasts. I managed to get in and out of the store and back into the truck in just over ten minutes. Fifteen minutes later, I walked through the door to place the groceries on the island before setting my attaché on the floor.

I immediately turned and grabbed two fistfulls of Trina’s hair near her scalp and pulled her to my mouth so I could devour her.

When I released her, she stepped back and stared into my eyes as she opened and dropped her dress.

I grabbed her again and kissed her for a long moment, releasing her hair to grope her delicious flesh. When we broke the kiss, I leaned my forehead on hers, and she looked up at me.

“My beloved, Trina. You were magnificent today,” I told her. “Strong. Calm. Helpful. Upbeat. You were everything I needed today. Thank you, my pet.”

She closed her eyes and groaned, “Oh, Master. Reward me in our bed. Now. Please!”

“Nope. Takes too long,” I replied as I kicked off my boots, placed my holster next to the groceries, and dropped my jeans. I picked her up, set her ass on the island, and pulled her onto Little Jack.

With Trina wrapped around me, I held one glorious ass cheek in one hand and checked our balance on the island with the other as we slammed into each other. She panted into my ear as her short nails clawed into my back. “Jack, what are you doing to me?” she moaned.

“Loving you, Katrina. I’m just loving you,” I whispered fiercely.

We both hit our climax with groans and screams. I attempted to slow our collapse to the floor, but we ended there regardless.

“That’s your magic, Jack,” she said dreamily. “You just love people. Eventually, it’s going to be different. There are limits to how many people you can love with just your body. I’m seeing it already, that you’re starting to evolve, to love people far and wide with your words and your actions. As a Sidhe, I tend to think of love as touch and sex. To me, you’re utterly magical when it comes to those things. But I saw it with everyone you know, and everyone you’ve met—KC, Tom, Gretchen, the list goes on. Even Silk’s family. Even Megan, Kristina, and Supreet, despite the fact you’ll end up loving and breeding all three of them. Your magic, my dear Jack, is love.”

“I should make you my wife too, my darling Trina. What do you think about that?” I asked her seriously.

She looked down at me adoringly as I lay on the cold floor. “Not right now, my master. There are so many of us who need you to love us and too little of you to go around. Myra is enough wife for now. Oh, and Krissie is going to want a ring, too.” She leaned over and hugged me. “But know this, Jack. You are the husband of my heart. And for now, that’s all I need.” She sat back up with her hands on my chest. “You and I are on the right track. I’ll let you know if my opinion changes. Trust me on that.”

“Implicitly,” I said surely.

We eventually got up off the floor. Knowing Megan was coming over, we made order, and I started pulling together a simple meal of marinated chicken breasts, roasted broccoli and cauliflower, and a tomato-cucumber-avocado salad. Trina put her clothes in the bedroom and returned to the kitchen wearing her home uniform, the blue flannel shirt that was formerly mine, hanging loose and open from her lovely body.

While I was cooking, Don called. Trina pulled his slides up on my iPad while I chopped, and I introduced her over the phone. Don and I talked through the slides in detail, and Trina provided some great insights on a couple of them. After the second time, Don finally asked, “That’s great, Trina. Where’d you come up with that?”

She explained that she had years pulling together academic grant request proposals.

He asked, “What are you doing now?”

He and I exploded in laughter when she replied, “I’m a glorified chauffeur.”

When I finally stopped laughing enough to get up off the floor, I told Don, “She’s a close protection specialist as well as a top-notch genetic researcher and vice president of Verdant Security Services. I may have to hire her for Databridge as VP of marketing.”

Of course she replied, “I would like my pay delivered in the bedroom.”

Don dropped off for a minute, unable to contain his laughter.

By 6:30, I had the chicken marinating, bread thawing on the counter, the veggies ready to go into the oven, and the salad prepared, and Don had completed the final versions of the slides and sent them over.

As Don rang off, he said, “All the legal stuff is signed and should also be in your inbox. Can I use your lawyer in the future?”

“I’ll introduce you,” I replied. We said our goodbyes and disconnected.

Trina received a text from Megan saying she was at Shea on SR 51. I translated that into her being about fifteen to twenty minutes away, so I started heating the oven and a skillet.

Trina asked about wine, and I directed her to the pantry. She put a Kim Crawford in the freezer, set a ten-minute timer, and opened a Casillero del Diablo Red blend as I browned some onions and mushrooms in the skillet and popped the veggies in the oven.

She took the wine from the freezer a couple of minutes after I removed the onions and mushrooms from the heat, placing them in a bowl. I added a little more EVOO and browned the chicken breasts on each side. Then I added the mushrooms, onions, a little butter, and some red wine in the pan to sit on low heat under a lid, finishing as the doorbell rang.

Trina reached for her pistol and then caught herself, leaving her hand laying on the grip.

I pulled up the iPad as I pointed to the small device over the door’s peephole to reassure Trina. I hit the door app and saw Megan and two guards in the hallway. Trina nodded.

Taking my cue from Trina, who was keeping her hand on her pistol, I unholstered, confirmed a round was in the chamber, and then opened the door with my pistol in my left hand at my leg.

“Hello, Megan,” I said in greeting. “Why don’t you ladies all come inside? I don’t want to give my neighbors anything to talk about.”

Trina added with a smirk, “Well, other than my screams of passion.”

She held her pistol in both hands above her right shoulder with great trigger discipline. Megan smirked at Trina’s bared torso and pistol as she walked in like she owned the place.

“Mixed messages much, Trina?”

Trina flashed her a brilliant smile. “Only for a princess of the court, Megan darling.” She greeted the other two ladies as I closed the door. “Sowie, Solange, how are you doing? It’s great to see you outside of the office,” she said as returned her pistol to its holster, putting them both away in her clutch. “Meet Jack.”

She extended a hand in my direction. I surprised them both by embracing them and kissing their cheeks, my pistol palmed in my hand. Initially, Sowie stiffened like she was about to run, but then she soon melted into the kiss.

Sowie was very lean, reminding me of a young Grace Jones but with a little more flesh on her cheekbones and an inquisitive, intelligent look in her eyes rather than a feral one. Her hair was tightly curled and her eyes were dark brown. She had no discernable breasts beneath her Raven uniform until I pulled back from the kiss to see her nipples introducing themselves. She had a barely apparent waist and only slightly rounded hips.

Solange was also brown-skinned, but more milk chocolate than dark cocoa. Her dark tresses were in a tight braid down her back, and her face was more oval-shaped than Sowie’s angular face. Solange’s eyes were liquid pools of amber, and her figure was graced by flared hips that curved into a very narrow waist before flaring back up to present firm breasts that reminded me of large navel oranges. She didn’t let me go after I kissed her cheek, just turned to look at me shyly without saying a word. I disengaged to return to the kitchen, but Solange snagged my hand and followed.

Megan, Trina, and Sowie all let out an “Awww” at how cute Solange was being. I set my pistol on the counter and turned back to my guests. “Ladies, please make yourselves at home,” I said as I indicated the table.

“Oh, good,” Megan said. She kicked off her shoes, set her bag by a chair, and took off her jacket. Then her skirt. Then her blouse. Trina was laughing as Megan stalked toward her.

Megan was similar to Myra in some ways. They both had the same flawless, moon-kissed skin, but Megan was built less like a fitness model than Myra. Her figure was firm, but somehow softer. Her breasts were more full and rounded versus conical. Her hips were round and soft-looking. She wasn’t big or fleshy, just slightly softer than Myra. Her face reminded me of one of the makeup models I’d seen in airport TV commercials.

Sowie hung her blazer over her dining chair, dropped her skirt, and placed it over the blazer. She hung her shoulder rig over the corner and removed her camisole to lay it over the chair back.

Megan walked up to Trina, slid her hands under her shirt, and asked, “How about that kiss, Trina?”

They kissed and held each other close for a moment before parting. While that was going on, Solange dragged me to the table while Sowie watched her with a loving smile. Solange stood before me and asked, “Will you undress me, my lord?”

I cupped her face and pecked her lips. “You’d have me take you in front of them all, wouldn’t you, Solange?”

She kept her eyes on me, enraptured. “Yes, Lord! In front of the whole court. On national television. Center field of a football pitch in a packed stadium. Alone in your bedroom. I don’t care, so long as you dominate me, violate me, and breed me. I am yours, Lord,” she declared quietly and intensely with just the hint of the Carribean Islands in her speech. Despite her impassioned words, she was perfectly submissive.

I removed her clothes rapidly, arranging them like Sowie had on her chair. Then I kissed her deeply before holding her face next to mine and telling her, “I can’t believe you’re a Raven. You are perfect in every way. You are mine, Solange, and I am yours. For now, I am going to feed you and get to know you. Eventually, I will honor your request. Maybe all of them.”

Solange collapsed into my arms as she trembled. Trina said cheekily, “At least you didn’t make her squirt!”

Solange giggled softly. “I was close, Trina.”

I shook my head in amazement at how openly sexual the women were. I wondered to myself, Then again, aren’t we all sexual beings at our core? Maybe this is how we’re meant to be, and society has beaten it out of us.

“Trina, would you get the ladies a robe like yours?” I asked before announcing, “Dinner will be ready in a couple of minutes. Solange, sweetie, I need to work.”

She nodded, but followed me back to the kitchen. I turned off the oven and pulled the sheet of veggies out. They were a little crispier than I intended, but they looked like they would be fine. Solange made happy noises at their smell.

Trina wrapped Solange in one of my flannel shirts as I took out a serving dish from the cupboard. Solange put the veggies into it while I wrapped some foil around the bread. I placed the bread on the middle rack of the oven, turned on the broiler, and set a five-minute timer before I put the chicken on a platter and poured the mushrooms, onions, and drippings over the top.

Solange took both dishes to the table, and Trina followed with the salad. I then poured some EVOO into a little serving decanter for the table and brought that over with the butter.

Next, I pulled the bread out of the oven and popped it into a basket. I placed it in the center of the table, and we all took a seat.

Trina poured wine for everyone, and we were about to dig in when I stopped everyone and reached for the hands on either side of me. “Ladies, I haven’t done this in a very, very long time, but I feel it’s appropriate. Please indulge me.”

I paused, thinking hard about what I really wanted to say. “Divine parent, I don’t know you well. I have not been your most devout follower. And yet despite my unworthiness, I have been showered with blessings throughout my life, especially the last few years, and intensely so the last week. I know I’m not worthy of these blessings, and yet they come to me anyway. My world has been turned upside down, and I find myself questioning much of what I know and believe. If all of these different wonderful beings have been among us all along, then maybe I need to be more open to the possibility that you are out there and have a plan for me. I feel that you will not be able to help me avoid the times of trial, as I suspect that I am meant to take those trials. I know it is my choice to make. Please guide me to be wise and compassionate, and to use the power of love as my primary weapon to do good. Thank you. Please keep your favor shining on my people. Thus mote it be.”

The ladies all responded, “Thus mote it be.” I looked up to see four pairs of shining, moist eyes looking at me.

“Thank you all for being here with me tonight,” I told them. “Your kindness, beauty, regard, and love are blessings.” Hands squeezed mine. “Okay, enough serious shit, let’s eat.”

They laughed, and we dug in. As we began the meal, Megan stood and activated a cone of silence with an elf-tech device like Corrina’s, then resumed her seat.

She discussed how the company registrations went. All of them were done despite her pointing out to her colleagues how tricky the timing was. That turned out to be a bit of Sidhe misdirection, as it did need to be done in a certain order, but it was still all the work of one hour-or-less session in each office, assuming you were organized. “It’ll take a couple of days to be official,” she said. “But by taking the forms to the offices, the copies stamped ‘received’ are sufficient to claim the tickets.”

“What was with the video surveillance countermeasures in the office?” I asked.

She explained, “My BFF is the youngest princess of the Summer Court. We met each other years ago at a state function, and learned we had much in common despite a four-year age difference. After some tricky parental negotiations, we managed to go to the same human boarding school without our parents ever finding out. Heather, my BFF, arranged to get some of her court’s ability incorporated into an elf tech for a device to counter video surveillance. Unfortunately, it doesn’t stack well with the cone of silence, so staying quiet is the only option for now. As you can see, I also have the Winter version against sound, I just can’t use them both at the same time.”

“There’s bound to be a way to get around that,” Trina responded.

Megan added, “Heather is also known as the Crystal of her court due to her special ability to see true visions. Apparently, ‘Crystal’ is a title like ‘Crystal Ball.’ It sounds confusing because apparently they refer to her as either Princess, Crystal, or Heather indiscriminately.

“Jack, Heather is a historian of high repute in the Sidhe world as well as a seeress. She has been aware of your arrival on the scene for some time and has been trying to engineer as little Sidhe interference as possible. Unfortunately, one of the court historians did a thesis on the Return of the Green Lord prophecy from the time of Railand. It said that a Dread Lord will arise, a Green Lord will return to counter him, and the Sidhe will be ruled by a queen of all Faerie.

“The queen of the other court has decided at the sycophant historian’s urging that she was to be the Faerie Queen to ensure the survival against the Dread Lord. Apparently, Heather’s visions disagree on all counts other than that a Dread Lord had already arisen. She thinks he’s been active for decades. Heather is convinced that’s going to be a huge problem to solve. She also believes that your first wife will be the queen of all the fae.”

I looked at Trina and nodded. “That lines up with the traditions the elves mentioned,” I said.

Megan added, “Summer has been watching me closely since I started working for Tom. I think they’ve actually had an eye on him for some time, but there’s no indication they’re onto me yet. I do think they will try to steal the money when we take it on Friday.”

“Since the companies are registered, couldn’t we claim it tomorrow?” I asked.

She nodded. “That’s actually my plan. I’m going to sneak them down tomorrow when I go to register the subsidiary companies. I left two to register, so I didn’t have to lie.”

I checked to see what L’liana had gotten into place, but there was no email from her. I hesitated to call her as I thought the situation through as though I were back in my days as an operator. If we made the delivery the following day, I could be there, which put four agents on Megan. Ideally, I would have preferred to have two more, but there was a case to be made for going with those of us in the room as quickly as possible with a minimum of fanfare.

I decided to let L’liana work it on the original timeline. If anyone was watching for it, it would help with the deception plan. We agreed to meet at the office tomorrow morning at 9:15. We’d take Trina’s Yukon and Solange’s Lincoln.

Trina asked Sowie if she could get a Shadow’s uniform for me from her brother, Jason.

Didn’t see that one coming, I thought. “I have a black leather blazer, dark black jeans, and a black T-shirt that should be close to what he was wearing in Cottonwood. That might be better than explaining to Jason why we need it.”

Trina had a Raven’s uniform in her chest of drawers in Missouri, so it was an easy task for her to retrieve it from one of her brownie-magic cloths.

That one isn’t a surprise, I thought.

We discussed weaponry, and I offered to provide a Mossberg semiautomatic security shotgun loaded with buckshot and a Maverick 88 pump loaded with slugs. We decided those plus our pistols would be good enough, again opting more for stealth over strength.

The Ravens would come by the condo to pick up a shotgun early after dropping Megan off for work at her standard 8:00 a.m. start time, and then we would convoy to the office together. Trina and I would be in her Yukon, the trail vehicle.

We didn’t finish the bottles of wine before the ladies had to go. They claimed that wine didn’t affect Sidhe like humans, but I noticed both Sowie and Solange had limited themselves to two small glasses regardless. Megan really liked the red, but left half her glass on the table.

Before the ladies dressed to leave, they cajoled me into stripping down for a full body press before they left. I reluctantly…well, maybe not so reluctantly, embraced Megan and gave her a warm, passionate kiss. Solange jumped in afterward for hers, trying to press her full breasts through my ribs to tickle my spine. She gave me a loopy grin as she backed away, then Sowie literally jumped on me, flying through the air and wrapping herself around me as she locked my lips with hers.

I squeezed the woman’s lean butt, and she squealed before dropping to the ground and giving me a huge smile. I held onto her for a moment and smacked her bum before letting her go. I then insisted on helping each of the ladies into their blazers.

Trina checked the hallway with the iPad and nodded. “All clear,” she said. She and I each received a kiss from everyone as they trooped out the door, Solange taking the lead and Sowie the trail.

Once we were alone, Trina and I drank more wine and water as we cleaned the kitchen and put together the final presentation for HCI. Afterward, we prepared ourselves for the next day, and then for bed.

She lay on top of me. “I was surprised by the prayer, Jack,” she told me. “Sidhe worship the Goddess, but we’re not particularly devout. I’m assuming as a human in the US, you were raised Christian, but that’s the first religious behavior I’ve seen from you. And it was a very unconventional prayer.”

“Yes,” I agreed, “but it felt right. I’ve had a lot of turmoil in my life, but it’s all bound up in such bountiful blessings. Even someone as dense as me has to eventually figure out something is going on here.”

She looked at me. “You really are magical, Jack. There is magic in you. All of the Sidhe ladies respond to it. You have nearly limitless power with almost any Sidhe female. Probably most of the males. And you claim it’s ‘just love,’ do you?”

I nodded as I held her. “I do.”

“Okay, Jack,” she said. “Then work your magic on me!”

She kissed me, and soon, we were making love again.
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WRAPPING UP LOOSE ENDS


The next day went off without a hitch.

The Ravens arrived and met me out front. I handed them a Fender guitar gig bag with the assault shotgun inside it, then unpacked the slug gun and put it in the bracket in the front of Trina’s truck.

Solange gave Trina and me headsets, and we conducted a comms check all around. Then, we mounted up and arrived at the law office about five minutes early. Sowie retrieved Megan and sat her in the back passenger seat. I heard Megan do a comms check, and then we pulled out at 9:14, taking the 101 west to the 51, and then south toward the airport. We arrived at the lottery office just off University about thirty-five minutes later.

There was a camera crew from each of the major three networks lounging around, chatting and drinking coffee as we pulled into the parking lot for the state lottery office. At first, they barely looked up as Solange backed up to the door and Trina combat parked, facing out. We four security agents dismounted, leaving our doors open.

Sowie opened Megan’s door as Solange pitched me the assault gun. I covered our exit from the front passenger side of the Yukon, which did eventually get the camera crews to wake up. Trina, Megan, and her Ravens all made it inside by the time the newsie had their cameras ready. They started to trot in my direction, so I charged the shotgun and pointed the weapon at their feet. Of course, that didn’t deter the intrepid Dickhead Douglas from the local NBC affiliate. I grinned at the thought of having a reason to finally bitch-slap the rude little peckerhead.

I didn’t know why they allowed that punk on TV, but apparently the local manager thought rude punks made for great television. I was sure his tactics worked well in high school debate, but as an adult, I had always found him nauseating. Unfortunately, he proved smarter than he normally was on TV, so he stood about ten feet away from me and badgered me about the people’s right to know.

I give him my patented, maniacal look that I’d been assured said, “Please give me a reason to fuck you up.” It used to make terrorists wet themselves. Behind me, I heard the door open, followed by Trina’s voice. “I’ve got the door back here. The boss is in the office conducting her business.”

I nodded without taking my eyes off Doug. Roughly forty-five minutes later, I heard Solange say, “Mount up,” as the office door opened. I picked up Trina in my periphery as she climbed in. I heard footsteps and Solange’s voice—“I’ll take it,” she said. I handed her the assault gun and pulled my pistol as I backed toward my door. Megan’s voice announced, “Yes ladies, I’ll let our investor know how helpful you have been. Thank you for all your help!”

I couldn’t see it, but her smile was apparent in her voice. Doug turned all goo-goo eyed, so I assumed that he got a good look at Megan at some point. He stood there waving at her in a trance. Apparently, it was a Nessus family thing.

I had to go back, pistol holstered of course, to gently guide Doug out of the way; I doubt he noticed. He probably wouldn't even know until he saw the video—right before Yuri made it disappear. My hacker was on standby to get me a copy from each affiliate before deleting them.

Hmmm. We could edit the footage to combine it into a promotional video for the security company or company meetings. I bookmarked that thought for later.

We returned to the office and dropped off Megan, and I went inside to ensure she was settled. She pulled me into her office for a quick grope and makeout session before I thanked her sincerely and kissed her more professionally before departing. She giggled as I left.

Trina and I led the way back to the condo, and the Ravens followed. Solange and Sowie came in, stripped off, and spent the rest of the day with us. I arranged a car for my Hartford arrival and departure, then sent my travel arrangements to Supreet. Then, I called L’liana and cancelled the security detail, explaining why. She was disappointed that we wouldn’t get to work together that week, but she expressed her enthusiasm for my upcoming visit in excruciating detail.

Afterward, I led the ladies through a high-intensity workout with the equipment in my condo, then we all squeezed into my little shower to clean up.

I made them lunch, and in the afternoon, I worked while Trina played piano on my keyboard and the Ravens listened and caught up on their reading. At 2:30, we piled into bed for a nap until 4:00, then the Ravens got dressed so that they’d be ready whenever Megan might need them. Sowie received the call around 4:45, and so Trina and I collected kisses and cuddles from each of them and wished them a good night.

Shortly after they left, Peg called on the bat phone. She put me on with Marjoram, Acorn’s and Persimmon’s mother, and I put them on speaker.

Marjoram told me she held neither Trina nor me at fault for Silk’s demise and explained how touched she was by the coffin Trina had bought for him. She gave her blessing for me to hire Acorn and Persimmon if contracts could be arranged. She also gave me her blessing to take them into my service if we found common ground.

After we disconnected, Trina fell into my arms, and I kissed her tears away. When she felt better, we called Kristina and Myra to chat with each of them for a while. Afterward, we headed out for a pizza dinner, and then returned home to make love.

Later, in the throes of passion, Trina asked me to bite her. I had a pretty good idea what all the subtexts of that were after my recent nuptials. Trina’s pleas drove me to ignore my reservations about owning her, and I took a big bite out of her trapezius. She encouraged me to chew it and swallow it. There were no mystical glows as there were with Myra’s experience, nor was it as pain-free for Trina as my experience had been with Myra. As I swallowed her ambrosia-flavored flesh, I was struck hard again by dèjá vu and visions of a young woman with short chestnut hair.

Trina couldn’t have been happier that I was legally her master according to Sidhe law. I used a little mojo to ensure the wound healed completely, leaving just the bite scar to mark her commitment to be my concubine. I fell asleep holding her as she lay on my chest, thinking how about nicely everything had fallen together.
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DOING BUSINESS


The next morning, Trina and I put everything in order for my trip, and she took me to the airport for an early flight. I checked in at the loyalty counter and was able to get upgraded to first class on all legs for $500. I hit the Clear kiosk and kissed Trina goodbye before entering security. When I picked up my stuff off the belt, I found her watching me, so I blew her a kiss and waved one more time. She smiled as she waved with one hand while wiping her tears with the other. She mouthed, “I love you,” before turning away and walking away.

I grabbed something from Starbucks, and then called Erica to check in with her. I discovered she would be in Philly when I flew through, but she was helping her mom out with a move through the weekend. I wished her luck and promised to keep in touch. She asked me to pass her love to Myra, and I assured her I would.

I kept that commitment immediately, sending Myra a text, and received smiley and heart emojis in return. She was available to talk, so we had a nice twenty-minute chat. After that lovely interlude, I sat and wrote some lists to help organize my thoughts, including things I needed to discuss with the elves and features I would like in the new property.

I also made a to-do list, including…

1) probably need to find a new base in Phoenix,

2) let Yuri know about the new video,

3) plan a nice date with Kristina,

4) mission and vision for each of the new companies,

5) what services does each provide to whom,

6) what do I want Databridge to become given the new capital available,

7) what to invest in for the capital management firm,

8) what is my grand plan to establish my presence as Green Lord,

9) honeymoon...

I fired off the pre-written emails to HCI before shutting down my iPad to board the flight.

The flights to Philly and onward to Hartford were uneventful. I was met at security by a gentleman holding a sign with my name on it and a beautiful Indian woman.

Supreet joined me on the ride to the hotel, which was where her car was. I got very familiar with the taste of her lips and the curve of her figure during the short trip. She wouldn’t stay the night, but she wanted to ensure I knew she was committed; both Little Jack and I got the message.

I told her that I would be meeting with Don that night, and she in return informed me that Mr. Shivkumar had been talking to one of the big India-based consulting companies and the leading India-based integration platform for IoT to pull a package together. She said it sounded light on detail and heavy on sales jargon. I took note to not underestimate her like her boss clearly did.

I asked her to set up a dinner with Don, the two business execs, her boss, the contracting manager, and herself for tomorrow night at Dish as soon after 6 p.m. as we could get them there.

Don and I met in the hotel bar and cleaned them out of Yuengling while we caught up and strategized.

Supreet proved invaluable over the next day, as much as my admin assistant as her boss’. She got the contract manager into the morning meeting in addition to the primary business people. I introduced everyone to Don and our new partnership, describing how Don had already fleshed out the Inland Marine telematics they wanted. Then I talked about how the proposed service would increase customer loyalty and how their customers could be expected to react to the proper presentation of the value proposition. That hooked the underwriting exec. The low-cost, service-based solution got the attention of both the operations exec and the IT exec. Peter, the contracting manager, liked that we had terms and conditions complete in a statement of work, and I had already approved the master service agreement. The operations exec said that the funds were approved, so we just needed to come to agreement over terms. Supreet fed Don and me lunch and arranged the big dinner.

The meeting with the contract manager and lawyer went well. I had Tom and Megan on the phone, and we shared our screens remotely. We had details ironed out in just under an hour, and I expressed how much I appreciated everyone’s professionalism. I signed the agreements and thanked everyone for their help. Peter said he would see if he could get signatures wrapped before we left for the day.

Supreet had managed to get all the players to show up at the dinner, which turned into a celebration dinner rather than a sales one, but we spent plenty of my newly acquired cash regardless. Don committed to getting back to them the next week to agree to kickoff details and team members. We agreed to have another face-to-face for a kickoff after Thanksgiving. We broke up the event with handshakes and smiles.

Don and I walked back to the hotel with Supreet holding onto our arms. We all had a drink at the bar together, and then Don winked at me and headed upstairs. I paid the bill and Supreet went with me up to my hotel room.

Finally alone with Supreet, I peeled her out of her clothes and tasted every inch of her. She was nervous when she asked me to leave her virginity intact. I assured her that I would, and that she definitely had the job as my Hartford girlfriend without any sex at all. She hugged me and assured me that kissing and petting were allowed. We did a lot of that until she eventually grew worried that her parents would be waiting up for her. Apparently, they were a very traditional Indian family.

I kissed her and told her I claimed her as my own, and I caught a flash of gold in her eyes just before she closed them to smother me in kisses.

Friday morning, I checked out and headed for the airport. It was reminiscent of the day I had met Myra about a week ago. It was too early to call her, but I sent her an email from my phone as I stood in line. I wished her a great day and said I loved her and missed her; I also sent a similar one to Trina and Kristina. I got through security, grabbed a breakfast sandwich and coffee, and sat down to eat. As I ate, I shook my head at how the world went round in circles, looking forward to my weekend with the elves and Kristina.

I had no idea what was waiting just over the horizon.

The End


AFTERWORD


I’ve always said that I write for fun, so why a second edition?

A few years back, I was approached by Royal Guard Publishing to produce the Green Lord series as audio books. Dumb Luck was my first published story, and my wife and I did the editing. At the time that the inquiry from Royal Guard arrived, I had just finished wrapping up my first project with Sarah, a professional editor who has elevated my writing on every book since. So, I decided I had better read Dumb Luck again before I agreed to anything.

About two chapters in, I realized that I owed a huge debt of gratitude to all of my readers who had left those great reviews. The writing style was very…immature—not surprising, I suppose, in a first book. As a result, I told Jessica at Royal Guard that it needed a rewrite prior to handing it over to the voice actors, so we started our business relationship with the Accidental Necromancer series instead.

Now, a couple of years later, I have a version of Dumb Luck that I like better. I hope you do, too. I’ve left the first edition on Amazon as a lesson in humility for myself. If you haven’t read it, I recommend skipping it in favor of the second edition.

My audacious goal is to rewrite the other two books by midyear. The second editions are the ones Royal Guard will use for the audio books.

My goal in writing this book was to get the story out of my head, and...well...have fun! I had fun writing the original story, and it’s been a lot of fun reacquainting myself with my old friends in the story.

The basic premise of the story ran around in my brain for some time. Jack and Myra meeting on a plane was the first bit that arrived. They played around in my brain for a while until eventually, the idea of Myra being fae landed, and I finally decided to write the story. I was just starting to have the idea of the Green Lord and was working through the first chapters when I saw Fred Rogers on a documentary spot on PBS. During the documentary, they played a video of him saying the quote at the beginning of the book. It resonated deeply. That film clip inspired me to make love the superpower of the Green Lord. That was really the first step toward shaping the personality of my namesake as the main character. Pulling the Ravens into the family was a natural extension of the superpower concept. The idea of the powers of creation were as well...at least, within my little pea brain.

As you can tell, I have a love affair with Arizona. Many of the places I mentioned are places I’ve frequented. Many, but not all of the restaurants, towns, etcetera, all exist. I have tried to be true in my descriptions of them, and I readily admit to Googling pictures to ensure I was as accurate as possible. Unfortunately, all the people are figments of my imagination, so now you know just how demented I am. Any resemblance to real persons is purely coincidental.

I did take some liberties by making Sedona Miller a Sidhe. To the best of my knowledge she wasn’t really Sidhe, although I found a photo of her online in which her eyes look like they are filled with a supernatural power. I hope she doesn’t mind, wherever she is.

I owe a lot to all of the sci-fi and fantasy authors I’ve read over the last thirty-five years. I was always a voracious reader. Now, it’s a rare treat for when I need a break from the day job, music projects, or writing. Over the last couple of years, there have been more than a few hours in a hospital bed spent reading as well.

The authors I’ve read have all planted seeds in my imagination that have bloomed into my books. I have E. William Brown, Daniel Schinhofen, William D. Arand (AKA Randi Darren), Michael-Scott Earle, Jan Stryvant (AKA John Van Stry), Eden Redd, Marilyn Foxworthy, M. Tefler, and Laurell K. Hamilton to thank for their plethora of wonderful harem/reverse harem stories. They demonstrated to me how good fantasy and sci-fi stories can have sexy or even smutty scenes and unusual loving relationships all while still being a great story about real emotions with lots of action.

Mrs. Hamilton also gets thanks with James Butcher, Emma Bull, and Kim Harrison for sharing their individual perspectives on Faerie. I didn’t follow any of their versions, but the melange of their works planted more seeds for Dumb Luck. I mixed a little of this and a little of that, with my own twists on folklore here and there.

I hope you enjoyed the experience of the new version of the story. As always, I would value your feedback because Amazon is driven by reviews, so please leave one—especially if you liked it!

If you want to keep up with the latest ramblings of my twisted imagination, my Patreon site currently has two serials in progress. Companions is a near-future, dystopian fantasy. With luck and a dearth of adventure in the day job and health fronts, I’ll publish the first volume on Amazon by the end of the year. The second serial is True Seeing, which is a Green Lord History story that I sketched shortly after finishing Dread. I’m so happy to be finally fleshing it out.

You can message me on Facebook. I’ve had a couple of cyberstalkers who wanted to rant about why I wrote one thing or another, so…ya know, don’t do that if you want an answer. I’m on my Facebook page about once each week. I’m a member of several groups, too.

Amazon won’t tell you when my next book lands. The best way to find out is to follow me on my Amazon page, Patreon, or Facebook.

Well, I need to close the laptop and practice my guitar.

’Til next time.

-J. G. Jerome

April 2025

https://www.facebook.com/JGJeromeAuthor

https://www.patreon.com/jgjerome


APPENDICES:


Artifacts

	Helm & hood (Eliana) 

	Mail/Cuirass (Durec) 

	Gauntlet (Jordan) 

	Shield (Yoren) 

	Greaves (Bobo, L, & Pauly, R; collectively Hob) 

	Dagger (Eventide) 

	Sword (Morningstar) 

	Kilt/Belt (Gisela) 




People

	Summer Court 
	Heather mac Cavanaugh 

	Titania mac Cavanaugh - Summer Queen, Queen of Light and Illusion 

	Corwyn mac Cavanaugh - Titania’s brother, attacked Myra, killed by Jack 




	Winter Court 
	House Nessa (mac Nessus) 
	Queen Ariana Nessus (Ariana ab Selwyn mac Nessus) - Winter Queen, Queen of Air and Darkness 

	Myra Nessus (Moira ab Liam mac Nessus) - Winter Lady, Sidhe crown princess. Middle daughter of the queen. Jack’s wife. Trina’s longtime lover. 

	Megan Nessus (Meaghan ab Liam mac Nessus) - Youngest daughter of the queen. Jack’s lawyer. 

	Morgan Nessus (Morganna ab Liam mac Nessus) - Eldest daughter of the queen. Insane. 



	House Laughlin (mac Laughlin) 
	Trina (Katrina ab Koran mac Laughlin) - Myra’s lover, bodyguard, and driver. Jack’s concubine. Queen of the Seraglio. 

	Lorraine Laughlin - Trina’s mom 

	Liesl - One of Myra’s Ravens 

	Peg - Brownie who adopted Trina’s family. Former lover of the last Green Lord, Yornian, and his elven concubine, Alora. 



	Cholley - Old goblin mechanic for Winter Court. Currently stationed in Sedona. 

	Lorn - Sidhe knight. Current guard in Sedona compound. 

	The Ravens 
	Corrina - Captain of Myra’s Raven detail. Tall, athletic build. Straight black hair and a crooked smile. House Schatten. 

	Selene - Sidhe. Not on the security detail in Cottonwood. House Schatten. 

	Daphne - Blue-black hair cropped short to jaw line. On Myra’s detail. House Schatten. 

	Marisol (Mari) - Not on the security detail in Cottonwood. On Myra’s detail. House Schatten. 

	Geraldine (Geri) - Sidhe. Height: 5’3”. Curvy with pale creamy skin and auburn hair and emerald-green eyes. On Myra’s detail. House Nebel. 

	Charlotte (Charli) - Curly, mousy blonde hair. Gifted singer with great ear for harmony. On Myra’s detail. House Scáth. 

	Liesl - Sidhe. Tall blonde. On Myra’s detail. House Laughlin. 

	Solange - Head of Megan’s security detail. House Tailiwin. 

	Sowie - Megan’s security detail. House Tailiwin. 



	Christoff - Myra’s PA 

	Jason - Shadow. Sidhe. Dark-skinned with buzzed, curly hair. Currently stationed in Sedona. Brother to Sowie. House Tailiwin. 

	Trevor - Shadow. Sidhe. Light-skinned with short-cropped brown hair. Currently stationed in Sedona. House Scáth. 

	Saureg - Goblin King 



	Historical Figures 
	Yornian - Last Green Lord from 4,000 years ago 

	Alora - Yornian’s chief concubine and Peg’s lover. High-elf. 



	Apparently human 
	Eileen Pennyworth - Jack’s ex-fiancée. Antiterrorism operative and assassin. Inactive since breakup with Jack. Born Eileen Brock. 

	Lowell Pennyworth - Eileen’s former control. Married Eileen after her breakup with Jack. 

	Erica - Flight attendant 

	Gerald Charles Fremont III (GC) AKA Mr. Wonderful - Dickhead on flight who accosted Myra. 

	Greg - Automotive service adviser in Phoenix 

	Kory Calhoun (KC) - Real estate agent in Cottonwood 

	Calliope Georgeopoulos (Callie) - Real estate agent in Cottonwood. KC’s tormentor/love interest. 

	Yuri Kolenko - Ukrainian hacker who is part of Russia’s Digital Attacks black-ops unit 

	Kellianne - Server at the Red Rooster 

	Johnny - Cook at the Red Rooster 

	Verdic Holdings - Tom Peterson, VP and COO, and Gretchen Peterson, secretary 
	Greenleaf Farms and Vineyards - Kristina Unterberg, VP and COO 

	Green Field Capital Management - Megan Nessus, VP and COO 

	Verdant Security Services - Katrina Laughlin, VP and COO 



	Databridge 
	Emily Paxton - Employee in Toronto working with Royal Canadian Indemnity. Expert on the Unix/Linux systems. 

	Marlene Kolchak - Jack’s married employee in Chicago who likes to cheat on her husband 

	Pam Madison - Employee in Kansas City. Server-based admin. Backs up on the Unix/Linux system. 



	Insurance Ecosystems - Don Kerrigan, CEO. Investment for Green Field. 

	Royal Canadian Indemnity 
	Max Chartres - VP of IT operations 



	Hartford Comprehensive Insurance or HCI 
	Mr. Owen Randall - Business executive of underwriting at Inland Marine Insurance 

	Ms. Erin Harper - Business executive of operations 

	Reddy Shivkumar - IT applications exec 

	Supreet Mishra - Admin assistant to Mr. Shivkumar 



	Dwarves 
	Merrill Bergarbiter - Patriarch of Clan Miner 

	Amelia Bergarbiter - Wife of Merrill, seeress 

	Kristina Unterberg - Bartender and assistant manager at the Burning Tree. Niece of Amelia and Merrill. 

	Annette Miner - Kristina’s niece 



	High Elves 
	L’ric - Head of the Cherry community 

	O’ren - Retired loremaster 

	J’ory and E’lian - Loremasters-in-training with O’ren 

	Tr’niel - Retired weapons master. Former slave to the Winter Court. Trained Trina before his escape from the Sidhe. 

	L’liana - Elven psychic and magician 
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