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FOREWORD


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

As such, this story includes descriptions of genitalia, sexual activities, panamorous relationships, harem relationships, romance, bromance, BFFs, cursing, bathroom fondling, co-ed showers, off-beat humor, BDSM, unusual interpretations of supernatural conventions, erotic rope arts, martial arts, prostitution, going to the bathroom, domestic violence, and many other things that might possibly offend someone in our judgmental society.

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

If you’re not dissuaded, then sit back while I continue the story of William James, his ladies, and his extended family—the Cortez Cooperative. The co-op is coming to terms with this new clannish relationship as the elves of House Valeran get serious about colonizing Earth during a global pandemic.

I think I’ve written this story in a manner that would let you read it as a stand-alone, but there are three books preceding this one in the series—Ghost Story (AN1), Den of Iniquity (AN2), and Succubus Rescue (AN3).


PROLOGUE


It’s four days after Thanksgiving, and we have a surveillance crew stationed in the vacant suite next to the Vincent Benjamin recruiting firm. The office windows look across the parking lot from the front entrance to the Esplanade Condos, allowing the surveillance teams to monitor the activity at the Elven stronghold.

I’m standing in line at Jason’s Deli to pick up lunch for the surveillance crew watching the activity at the condos. I’ve just checked in at the counter, and a young gentleman says, “Your order is almost ready, Mr. James.”

“Okay,” I reply and step to the side to wait.

I hear a voice from my past say, “You’re always so docile, Will. All that size and muscle, and yet you just let people push you around.”

I don’t even look over my shoulder when I reply, “And yet you bitched incessantly when I pushed back, Melanie.”

“You just didn’t push hard enough,” the voice replies bitingly.

I turn to face my ex-wife. “Oh, so that’s why you decided to fuck the gardener and the pool boy? I think I can safely disregard anything you have to say.”

A soft, plump soccer mom with eight little girls around her scolds me, “Don’t use the F-word in public.”

I look at her and smile slightly. “Ma’am kindly go fuck yourself.”

“Well, I never,” she gasps.

I point at the little girls. “Assuming one of those is yours, you had to fuck at least once,” I reply in a bored tone.

The girls giggle while the woman huffs and puffs.

Melanie tilts her head to look at me. “Well, maybe you’ve finally grown a spine.”

“I’ve made a good life for myself since our divorce, Mellie,” I reply absently as I turn back toward the counter.

“DON’T CALL ME THAT!” Melanie screeches. “YOU KNOW I HATE THAT!”

Everyone turns to look at her.

I smirk and say over my shoulder, “I apologize, Melanie. I’ve purged so much about you that I’m afraid I forgot you didn’t like that name. You didn’t have a problem with it early in our marriage.”

“I never liked it,” she fumes. I stand quietly, waiting and trying to ignore the bitch I used to be married to.

After about a minute, Melanie asks, “So, what are you doing for work, Will?”

I reply, “Well, I got a remote job managing projects for a big construction company—mostly doing IT projects. I’ve also been doing some change management seminars for them. I’ve got a group together today. I thought it might be faster to pick up the order for everyone’s lunch, but—” Here, I let my sarcasm drip heavily. “Apparently I was wrong. I’m wishing I had set up the seminar in Prescott instead.”

I turn to look at Melanie for a moment, noticing two young, slender men flanking her, neither of whom is taller than her. I squint to activate my second sight and pick up the two red auras on either side of Melanie’s slightly yellowish one. Both men are wearing the metal collars I saw on some of the first House Valeran elves I met.

As I dismiss my second sight and consider the auras I’ve seen, I’d say that Melanie’s energy is clouded by strong negative emotions.

“So you adopted children?” I ask innocently.

“Business associates,” Melanie replies tersely. “Where are you staying?”

“With a friend,” I answer absently as I turn to face the counter again.

“I know of a whorehouse that rents rooms,” Melanie says. “I figured that’s the kind of place you’d stay.”

I turn around and try to look interested.

“Really?” I ask innocently. “Is that where you work now? If so, the bouncers aren’t very impressive,” I add with a vague wave at the two tiny fellas standing next to her. “Lemme guess. You want me to stay there and make up with you, right?”

Melanie quietly fumes as I turn back to the counter.

One of the little soccer girls says, “Mommy, they’re nicer to each other than you and Daddy are.”

Soccer Mom shushes her as I grin. The rest of the girls giggle.

I turn to the plump woman. “If that’s true, you have my deepest sympathy,” I tell her with a little bow of my head.

The young man calls me to the counter, and I review my order before picking up the box of bags and walking toward the door.

Melanie steps in front of me and holds out a business card. “I was just thinking, Will,” she says. “I need a security system installed in a building for my business. Since you’re an IT guy, maybe you’d like to do it. Think about it.” She drops the card into my takeout box.

I’m struck speechless for a moment by how similar her features and build are to Lleandra’s.

Finally pulling my thoughts together, I tell her, "I really don’t do that kind of work, but I have an acquaintance who does. He’s just started his own security business. I’ll let him know.”

“Okay,” Melanie says. “Goodbye, Will.” I hear her mutter as she walks away, “You worthless piece of shit.”

It’s really tempting to just pull her soul out right here, but I need to play a longer game to figure out what the pointy-eared little fucks are doing and what Melanie’s part is in all of it.

I juggle the box to get into the taxi, and the driver says, “That was an expensive wait.”

I look at the meter and shrug. “It couldn’t be helped. Embassy Suites, Camelback, please.”

“What?” he asks.

“Embassy Suites, Camelback please,” I reply absently as I fish for the business card Melanie dropped in my box.

The driver pulls into traffic, and I finally find the little card. I open my second sight to find what I was afraid of—a pulsing red glyph on the back. I push entropy energy into the glyph until it disappears, then turn it over and take a picture of the print with my cell phone.

The taxi pulls into the Embassy Suites parking lot. “I’ll be right back,” I tell the driver and launch out of the taxi. I drop the card in the trash under the little ashtray by the entrance and return to the taxi.

“Back to Vincent Benjamin at the Esplanade,” I tell the driver.

The driver pulls out and eases into the lunchtime traffic on Camelback. He asks casually, “What was that all about?”

“A game my ex-wife and I are playing,” I respond distractedly as I watch traffic.

“The prize must be big for running up the meter like this,” the driver replies.

“You have no idea,” I reply as I look out the window.
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I carry two bag lunches into the conference room and hand one to Jack as I take a seat.

“I ran into Melanie at the deli,” I say as I pull my sandwich out of the bag. “She had two elves with her and she offered me the job to put in their security camera system.”

“You gonna have your boys do it?” Jack asks as he opens a bag of chips.

“Yeah, I’ll turn it over to Raul. Aloïse set up a security company with him as the managing partner,” I say before taking a bite.

We eat quietly for a moment. Jack starts fidgeting, and I wonder what’s on his mind.

Jack finally speaks. “Will, I don’t like having my pets in the concubine pool.”

I reply, “They know too much at this point, Jack. We can’t keep them as associates. Besides, they’re all committed to you. Also, if they’re not willing to make the commitment for the concubine level, I sure wouldn’t want them in my household.”

“They’re mine,” Jack growls.

I frown and set my sandwich down. “No one’s arguing that, Jack. No one is making a play for any of them, so the problem is all in your head. If you have an issue with the idea of them being at the concubine level, then create your own household. Darcie took the paperwork.”

Jack mutters, “Maybe I’ll withdraw and start our own co-op.”

I shrug and reply, “Carla and Aloïse can assist with that if it’s what you really want. We’ll lose the leverage of the massed members, which will impact your group more than the one we established.”

Jack whispers fiercely, “I have almost $50 million. April’s got a couple of million stashed, and Maddy and Felicia have a little over one stashed. I’m not sure about putting that all into the co-op’s coffers. I need to take care of my pets.”

“You mean your family,” I tease him. I get serious and lean forward. “I think it’s ownership and caring for your own that are important to you, Jack. I can understand that; I’m fiercely protective of my family. So, if you don’t want to bring them into your household, put a collar on all of yours, and no one else will touch them. We can set that as a bylaw in the January co-op membership meeting.”

I sit back and wave my hand nonchalantly. “As far as your family’s money, I’m not interested in it. Between Aloïse, Tori, and myself, we have over five billion. Carla, Marissa, and Susan all have personal nest eggs, so the precedent is set that you don’t have to empty your coffers to be a member of the co-op. What you decide to do in your household is up to you. Having seen Steven’s house, I’m pretty certain he’s not worried about getting his hands on your money for his household either.”

Jack turns thoughtful. “The collars might work; Darcie and Candice have them already. I’ll talk it over with my pets. If we go that route, I would like the rules to change immediately.”

“That shouldn’t be a problem, Jack,” I reply before I point a finger at him. “Since we’re getting things off our chests, here’s my grievance with you.”

Jack shoots me a look of surprise.

I take a breath and lay it out there. “I am not happy about Clarice’s plans for her birthday.”

Jack grumbles, “That’s all her. She’s been trying to get me to fuck her for four years, Will. She came up with this ‘pop my cherry on stage’ idea back in June when I showed up at the salon with Darcie the first time.” Jack smiles distantly. “That was one hell of a day.”

“Yeah, I know,” I tell him with a frown. “Aloïse told me you used to be her lover.”

Jack shakes his head. “Yeah, that was my last time with her. As soon as I saw she was in love with you, I backed off. Besides, I was Bernadette’s lover. I’ve never been with Aloïse.”

“Touché,” I answer with a deadpan expression. “Regardless, be careful with Clarice. She’s still young, and I think she’s scared. You’re a badass, but I won’t stand by if you hurt her.”

“You think I want an angry necromancer on my hands?” Jack asks incredulously. He sighs and continues, “I think of her like a god-daughter, Will. A god-daughter who wants to fuck me, but a god-daughter nonetheless. Besides, she’s your step-daughter. Don’t tell me you don’t have any taboo step-daughter fantasies.” He gives me an evil grin.

I look back seriously. “There's a big gap between thought and action, Jack. She’s a sexy young woman, but that’s not my role in her life.”

Jack shrugs. “She’s a cambion. There’s no telling how she’ll turn out or how long she’ll live. You’ll live for long enough that your relationship with her may change many times.”

“Right now, she’s my little girl,” I emphasize. The bastard shrugs.

The tension in the room relaxes, and we resume our meal.

Eventually I ask, “Who is this Dutch guy who’s coming in?”

Jack responds, “He’s the leader of a hunter team—Dutch, Butch, and Flower. The monsignor is going to send them down here to help at some point, but he’s being cagey about when. I think he’s trying to get them out of the way for a while. I don’t trust that evil bastard.”

Jack crunches a chip and gets a faraway look in his eyes before speaking again. “The monsignor sent me on a mission over the summer, and I’m pretty certain it was a setup.” He pauses as he gets lost in memories. “I ended up killing a nest of succubae, a handful of zombies and imps, and an old friend who was chained to a circle to summon imps to kill hunter teams. Killing Joss was a mercy killing, but it still haunts me. Darcie and Candice have been trying to ease the pain of that. Having them put up with my shit is a blessing I don’t deserve.”

He stares vacantly at the wall for a while.

I fill the space by saying, “I don’t deserve a single one of my wives, let alone all eight of them. I’m just not dumb enough to turn them away.”

Jake says absently, “I fully expect the monsignor to get me into something else now that all these elves are invading. The archbishop promised he wouldn’t, but he did that before and reneged when David insisted. That fucking priest is going to be the death of me.”

“Not if I can help it, Jack,” I say. “You and yours have been there beside me and mine from the beginning of my journey in this magical version of my life. I won’t abandon any of you in your time of need.”

Jack just stares at the building outside the window. Eventually, he responds. “If something does happen, take care of them, Will.”

“Of course, Jack,” I nod. “Enough of this morbid shit. Let’s turn surveillance over to the security team, so we can go back to our respective families.”

Jack smirks. “Good idea. I have plans for this evening.”

I chuckled. “I don’t, but I’m sure several of my wives do.”


RETROSPECTIVE


1


SETTLING IN


Ispent the bulk of December 2019 adjusting to my new reality—wives, concubines, succubae, elves, magi. For a guy who had been normal for all his previous life, being introduced to the unseen world was like one mental gut punch after the other.

First, I learned I was a necromancer by raising Rebecca from a ghost back to a living, breathing person in a way that none of the common pop culture tropes prepared me for. I killed a zombie that attacked me in the local Walgreens by draining its life force. I beat a two-hundred-year-old necromancer in a duel. My Prescott girlfriend had remission from cancer after having sex with me, and my Phoenix girlfriend turned out to be a sorcerer. I had become a burgeoning magus, a full-blown magician who isn’t limited by the bounds of any craft. I had eight wives, and I was responsible for 120 elves. And to make it more surreal, most of the elves were female and served as pleasure slaves for an invading Elven army. Many of the Elven ladies wanted to have my babies.

Jack’s information from his Church contact, Monsignor David, gave us advance warning about a viral attack against elves they released in Wuhan, China in November. The monsignor’s information was that it was hitting humans harder than expected, but news reports had been limited to cases in Wuhan through November and December. Ever since Jack relayed the news, the co-op had been scrambling with the logistics of preparing for a pandemic.

We had packed away institutional quantities of dried beans, brown rice, flour, onions, potatoes, canned meat, and vegetables in all forms. We filled four freezers with meat and frozen vegetables. Marissa procured industrial quantities of cleaning and hygiene materials. Warren purchased additional stocks of goats, cows, pigs, and chickens.

Rebecca had been cranking out potions for the Cortez Cooperative to protect us from the virus—humans, elves, succubae, vampires, and groll. The potions were essentially a magical antivirus tonic that pretty much shrugged off any virus—influenza, common cold, Ebola, hanta, and this new SARS variant. Rebecca had been slaving to mix the three doses required for the cooperative, and up to that point we had distributed the first batch. We all helped her package the second dose for distribution so everyone could take it at the recommended two weeks interval. The third and final dose was meant to make the immunity permanent. Rebecca had planned to start that one immediately after we shipped dose two. Fortunately, we hadn’t had an outbreak by the end of December in Arizona, so we hadn’t put it to the test.

The week before Christmas, my wives and I moved into the new residence in the Prescott Hotel. It made for a very busy holiday season, but we were happy to be settled. Clarice, Lleandra, and Mica kept their rooms in the Mount Vernon house, but the rooms for the wives were freed up for elves or visiting guests. The kids could get to us easily enough by taking the passage from the house to the hotel’s transport room, and then taking the elevator to the top floor. We made a point of them all being at dinner at the residence every evening for one of Rebecca’s culinary delights.

The Cortez Co-op had been a source of interesting interactions.

The first interesting thing was that we implemented a new bylaw in the co-op stating that concubines who wear the collar of a household or household member are committed to the household. Jack was nervous about other men touching his concubines, or pets, as he called them. Never mind that Lara was the only concubine I ever touched. This bylaw meant other co-op households and concubines couldn’t touch them. Jack had been less grumpy since we enacted it, but it didn’t change anything for my wives. Erica had been committed to Audrey from the beginning, and I hadn’t touched the elves of my household staff. I figured eight wives were enough women for any man, though Lara was in line to become number nine once Viktorija got her official legal identity documentation.

Steven and Lidia activated their household in the co-op with Lorraine Morrison, a long-time lover of theirs and Audrey’s “aunt.” Lorraine was a voluptuous blonde with honey-colored hair, huge breasts, a lean waist, flared hips, and a round full ass. I had seen her in porn films I had watched with Audrey, but Audrey had never mentioned that Cheryl Love was her Aunt Lorraine. I wouldn’t trade her for any of my wives or concubines, but I wished them the best of luck.

Housing the elves was a big issue for the co-op. When construction on the Aubrey house was complete, it became a hostel for the elves. However, even with the hostel, the contingent that stayed on the farm with Warren, and the household staff of the various homes living at their workplace, there were quite a few elves left without beds. We put six each in Carla’s condo and Susan’s apartment in Chicago, eight in the apartment at the Doric and in the Mt. Vernon house with the kids, and the remainder stayed at Aloïse’s salon in Phoenix in addition to the ones there for security. We had been working to house the elves since Thanksgiving and were finally able to get everyone situated by the week before Christmas. Although I was disappointed by how crowded some of the accommodations were, the elves assured me that it was more space than they had ever had.

In addition to firming up the governance of the co-op, learning and leveraging magical capabilities was a big focus for the members.

I spent a lot of time on magic research in Magnus’ books, mostly researching how to trigger a glyph remotely to destroy the Elven stronghold in the Esplanade Condos building. I was pretty sure I could take it down with entropy energy, but I had no idea how to trigger it remotely.

While I didn’t find what I needed in Magnus’ books, I stumbled across a spell to teleport to a known location by opening a portal. I studied it until l learned it and practiced it frequently.

While I was nose-deep into my own research, Josie focused on a basic thaumaturgy text and a scroll that discussed the link between earth magic and thaumaturgy in mines of the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries. I spent many evenings in an easy chair, reading and making notes in a bound notebook with Josie and Clarice sitting nearby.

Clarice was reading a basic sorcery text on the traveler races, trying to learn more about her mixed succubus-greater imp heritage. As a cambion, essentially the child of a demon-possessed zombie, she was concerned about manifesting traits of her parents. It usually wasn’t an issue unless the demon was very powerful, but Clarice’s parents were both demon-possessed zombies, one who hosted the queen of one of the Succubus planets and the other who hosted a greater imp lord. She had cause for concern.

Additionally, Chiara, T’os, and Mica taught basic defensive spells to the elves that had any magical talent. Elven culture only taught the strong, but T’os, my half-groll Elven advisor, agreed with me that it was a waste of talent. As a result, the three Elven magicians devised a curriculum. I sat in on a lot of the classes, and we all learned basics like creating shields, deflecting objects, obscuring yourself or others from observation, and shooting darts charged with energy. I had stumbled on creating shields when we tried to rescue Bernadette, but I learned to refine my technique and learned as much as I could of the rest of the curriculum. T’os said I was an intuitive magician; I saw a problem and found ways to solve it rather than relying on book learning or training.

I supposed that was true, but I had always viewed any knowledge that I could gain as valuable.

T’os and Josie started working on little pager devices that received blast messages and transmitted voice messages and GPS locations. With Josie’s help, T’os used technomancy and thaumaturgy to create a network and shield the devices from any type of interference or surveillance by leveraging tiny passages—her thaumaturgical teleporting constructs. It was fascinating stuff, and I wish I had more time to sit with them when they worked on the project. We thought we’d have enough ready for the households by the new year, and maybe the concubines, too.

Audrey frequently tried to help with the pagers and learn from T’os, but she had been focused on finishing her senior project, which was a little technomancy paired with standard Earth biomedical engineering principles. The outcome of her project would be some type of enhanced robotic prosthesis prototype. Her plan was to do a very basic implementation for her class by demonstrating the robotic principles with a computer interface, but she had already started working on the next stage.

Ever since Jack’s bombshell about my ex-wife working with the elves, we had been carrying on a constant search for intelligence. My newest wife, Viktorija, or Tori, as she’s asked me to call her, had been very busy investigating Melanie’s finances and correspondence while also working to get official legal identities for the Elven refugees. Jack, Raul, and Koree established a surveillance operation at Melanie’s home—my former home—in Moon Valley. It was only about three miles from the Salon, our name for Aloïse’s bordello. They reported that Elven males had shown up by the dozen with collars and rotated out the following day. Otherwise, there was nothing interesting going on there.

Our Christmas celebration was a lot of fun. First of all, the elves thought the idea of Santa Claus as a jolly, round old elf was hilarious. Knowing what I did about elves, I could understand why. Santa probably would have been eaten by all the other elves, along with his eight tiny reindeer.

Regardless, we had a big celebration with the entire co-op. I continued to become better acquainted with the elves in our group, and Jack formally introduced all of his pets to the co-op. They were a diverse group with a wide variety of personalities, and yes, all of them were sporting his collar. I suspected that Jack was the real pet in the relationship, but I didn’t want to ruin his Christmas by telling him so.

My surprise for Christmas occurred when we returned to the residence for our household celebration. The wives, Lara, Clarice, Lleandra, and the household staff joined us for a Secret Santa gift exchange. We had almost decided not to exchange gifts, but had changed our mind at the last minute—primarily so I could gift Lara with a collar.

After our celebration, my wives and Lara led me to a spare room. There was a sorcerer’s summoning circle scribed onto the floor.

Aloïse said with dramatic flair, “Your wives and concubine have a present for you, Lord and Husband.” She really did make it sound like a title.

Then Carla summoned Shryl into the circle.

Shryl handed me a small gift box and said, “I understand the rules have changed, Lord. It will be difficult to fight my nature, but I want to be your concubine. Yours and Her Grace’s—no one else’s.”

“Are you certain, Shryl?” I asked. “Your only lovers will be me, my wives, and my declared concubines. Will you be able to survive off only that?”

“Yes, Lord,” she said. “Queen Alafair has agreed, and I can turn down all incubae without a problem. I don’t like their personalities. I have no obligations to perform sexually on Ravissement, so I am free to be yours.”

“You’ve been with Jack and Darcie, too. That has to end. You’ll only be ours if we do this. We won’t share you,” I told her.

“They called me by the wrong name when we were in the throes of passion,” Shryl said quietly and bit her lip.

After a pause during which we all absorbed that revelation in shock, Shryl added, “You love many women, Lord. I’ve never heard you or your wives getting their names wrong—even when you’re exhausted. Even when you were in the venom lust."

Shryl bit her lip again. “I want to be yours, Lord William. I want to belong to Her Grace. Being owned by your other wives and concubines is a bonus I never dreamed of.”

I looked at Aloïse, and she nodded minutely. So, I took the braided leather collar from the gift box and placed it around Shryl’s neck. I said, “Shryl, when I close this collar to your throat, you will be the property of the James household of the Cortez Cooperative. You will work to further the goals and well-being of the household, and you will be used sexually by me, my wives, and my declared concubines. You are not allowed to have sex outside the members of the household and our declared concubines. Do you accept these conditions?”

“Yes, my lord and master,” Shryl purred.

I closed the clasp on the collar and declared, “It is done. You belong to our household, Shryl. Prepare to be initiated.”

So Shryl became the family’s second concubine—Lara being the first. We piled onto the young succubus and our Elven concubine in our marriage bed and welcomed her to the family until the sun rose on the twenty-sixth of December. Shryl was well satisfied with her decision.

Erica, on the other hand, had always been an unusual case. Despite being a zombie, she was infatuated with Audrey when they were roommates in college, and despite Audrey falling in love with me, Erica stayed stuck to Audrey’s hip even after Audrey and I declared ourselves married. After I had fed energy into Erica’s empty soul seed, she had grown a lovely personality, and we all loved her dearly.

Despite Erica’s commitment to Audrey, she and I had sex when I was injected with the succubus venom, but I honestly couldn’t recall the event; being trapped in a fog of lust will do that for you.

It was a shame; she deserved to be remembered.

Erica joined the co-op as a concubine because she wanted to talk it through with everyone and think about it a bit rather than immediately joining our household. Since that day, she had primarily been Audrey’s lover, sometimes sharing with some of the other wives. I had mostly been a warm lap for her to cuddle on and a source for an occasional wet kiss. She was very affectionate toward me, and I had always found her sexy, sweet, and desirable, but we never crossed the line to having sex again.

That changed New Year’s Eve.

Aloïse had planned a grand fête at the hotel, and it looked to be that all of her Arizona clientele would attend. Given our foreknowledge of the coming plague, it was expected to be the next-to-last major event of “Bernadette’s” Salon as well as a grand opening event for the Prescott Hotel.

The afternoon of New Year’s Eve, we had a private ceremony in the playroom of the Mount Vernon house while Serena, one of Aloïse’s protegées, led the staff in preparing and kicking off the main event for the clients in the ballroom.

For my family, the afternoon ceremony was the main event.

At two o’clock, we assembled in the playroom. Aloïse, as the head of the James Household, presented Erica to the family in a flowing, white gauze dress and veil that left none of Erica’s sumptuous silhouette to the imagination—soft figure punctuated by heavy breasts, lush ass, and strong thighs. Aloïse wore one of her signature French robes with nothing underneath. The rest of the family wore only our birthday suits.

Aloïse officiated as I exchanged vows with Erica on behalf of the members of the household. After, we all kissed Erica, and she became a wife of the household.

Once the ceremony was complete, I laid Erica down onto a makeshift bed of cushions and consummated our marriage by lifting the hem of her dress and fucking her hard while all the wives knelt around us.

I squeezed Erica’s lush ass and suckled her breasts through the gauze as my cock plundered her pussy, making her moan out her pleasure. After her first orgasm, I rolled her over and took her from behind, sticking my left thumb into her ass and tickling her clit with my right hand as I resumed fucking her hard. After her second, harder orgasm, I pulled out, picked her up, and lifted her into my arms. I leaned her against the wall and kissed her passionately as I entered her again. After hooking her legs over my elbows, I fucked her brutally against the unyielding concrete; Erica’s hips thrusted forward to meet mine. I used a finger to tease her rosebud and penetrate her asshole, and I pummeled her pussy mercilessly while we devoured each other’s mouths. As my cock began to tingle, Erica spiraled into a fierce orgasm. We broke our kiss and stared into each other’s eyes as she quaked in my arms.

Erica moaned, “I love you, Will.”

I groaned, “I love you too, Erica."

Then, I erupted deep inside Erica’s spasming pussy, painting her cervix with my seed. As she felt the warmth flood her, she screamed in pleasure and rode the wave of her bliss higher.

We rode aftershocks for minutes while my wives and concubines kissed and caressed us. Once I was recovered enough to stand without the support of the wall, I laid Erica gently onto the cushions and kissed her before sliding out of her warm, inviting depths. Each of the wives kissed Erica too, ending with Audrey. The long-time lovers shared their own declarations of love before Audrey licked her way down Erica’s sexy body to clean up any leaking juices while Lara and Shryl gave their welcome kisses. Aloïse and Tori took turns cleaning my still-hard cock with their mouths before turning back to Erica.

Zenia and Elesain served drinks and light snacks while the ladies of the household took turns making love to my new wife. Each woman pleasured Erica with her mouth and fingers, and she returned the favor for each of them.

When we had all consummated our marriage to Erica, Aloïse and Tori organized the ladies who had petitioned for a collar. They had them line up, naked and kneeling on pillows.

First was Lara Vallaye, former Elven royalty of House Valeran, my first concubine, and a recovering zombie. I had already collared Lara at that point, but there had been no ceremony. Her svelte figure, exotically beautiful face, long chestnut hair, pointy and sensitive ears, and large adoring eyes had held my attention for months. There had never been a doubt that Lara was mine, but she wanted a ceremony. She designed it with Susan; the two had become close ever since they met at Bernadette’s salon the night Aloïse returned to us.

Next in line was Sonya Bird, a signed concubine of the co-op and Prescott police officer. I had known Sonya for a few months before she started flirting with me in October, and she joined the co-op Thanksgiving Day. She approached Aloïse to affiliate with our household immediately after the change in the bylaws, quickly becoming a close friend of Rebecca’s. Sonya was cute and her athletic figure and small perky breasts were very sexy, but I had always liked her sense of fun and admired her sense of duty and hard work.

Next were our household elves from House Valeran—Zenia, Chelena, Elesain, Serenia, and Morena. Zenia, the tiniest of the elves, had been a hard sell because she had been aggressively trying to become my wife since I had rescued her, to the point of being rude. The others were sweet Elven beauties. All five worked to take care of our household as staff.

Behind each kneeling supplicant stood one of my wives. I noticed Josie sponsoring Zenia, not because they were close, but because Josie said she’d pull Zenia’s soul out if she misbehaved. My eyes roamed to Audrey and Elesain; the two naked, ebony-haired ladies looked beautiful together.

Erica carried a tray that held seven braided black collars with “House James” embedded on a tag on the front. Aloïse handed me a collar from the tray, and I followed the same ceremony that I used for Shryl.

After I re-collared Lara, she raised her arms to me, and we kissed wetly. When we broke the kiss, Lara took my cock in her mouth and steadily pushed me in and down her throat until her lips were wrapped around the base of my cock. She looked up at me adoringly as my flesh stretched her tiny mouth and throat. I gently massaged her ear points until she orgasmed, blinking her eyes as she tried to keep looking into mine.

After Sonya took the collar, we shared a similar kiss. She then proceeded to rub my still wet cock all over her face as she moaned in pleasure. Then, she sucked me into her mouth and worked hard to repeat Lara’s feat, but she lacked the Elven stretchiness that Lara’s throat had. Despite that, Sonya bobbed, sucked, and gagged on my cock until she was staring up at me with her lips around my base and tears streaming down her face. I rubbed her earlobes and pulled out of her mouth with a pop. She smiled up at me as I winked at her and moved to Zenia.

The staff each repeated Lara’s feat, and despite having shorter ears, they all orgasmed from the twin sensations of having my cock stretching their throats while I massaged their ear points. Elven ear points are nearly as sensitive as their clits.

After all the ladies had been inducted, Rebecca and I escorted Sonya to the bed of pillows to ensure she got an orgasm as part of her initiation. The rest of the ladies joined us, and we quickly devolved into a full-blown orgy. I ended up fucking each of the elves and most of my wives. Susan and Josie shared me, as did Marissa and Carla. At some point, Aloïse transitioned to her native form, and Sonya opened her arms to welcome my succubus wife.

A couple of times, I noticed Lleandra sitting on the steps wearing boy shorts and a camisole-sports bra combination. I caught her occasionally giving me wistful looks as I made love to Tori, Sonya, and Lara. When we finished our lovemaking late in the afternoon, I lay down with Lara under one arm, Erica on the other, and my head resting on Tori’s lap. Aloïse and Shryl had their wings spread over the entire group, and I quickly fell asleep covered in warmth and soft flesh.

Lleandra woke us all around six o’clock. I thanked her with a kiss on the cheek before we all pulled robes on and stepped through the passage to return to the hotel. We showered in the huge bathroom together, rotating under the jets and soaping and rinsing each other before changing into formal attire for the evening. The staff donned their glamours and left to assist with the service for the party. I kissed Shryl and Lara good night since we couldn’t reveal them to the public given their inability to hide their native forms.

I led the family as we streamed across the corridor to the ballroom with Aloïse on one arm and Erica on the other. Audrey was on Erica’s other arm; Tori was on Aloïse’s.

The rest of the ladies paired off and followed behind us. We mingled, ate, and danced. Aloïse had been practicing ballroom dancing with me, and I danced with all the ladies and several of the guests. The weather girl from Phoenix asked my permission to borrow Tori, but I turned her away. Aloïse told her the same thing. Tori barely talked to the woman, and the local celebrity pouted the rest of the night.

At 9:45, I danced one last round with Sonya before she left for her shift at 10:30. She had a great time despite having to remain sober. We kissed, and she whispered “I love you” into my ear before gliding out the door on her way to the residence. We had a gong sound in the ballroom as the clock struck midnight and the boot dropped on Whiskey Row. I kissed all my wives to wish them a happy new year, and the staff opened all the small rooms around the perimeter of the ballroom and laid large cushions on the ballroom floor.

Aloïse called, “Everyone, please make 2020 memorable!”

The guests pounced on their dates and clothing quickly became optional. Many tried to drag staff into their liaisons, but none of them were having it. The wives returned home while I helped Manuel and Luis separate any clinging guests from the staff, and then we left the guests to their revelries.

Manuel and Luis guarded the ballroom door while Chelena and Morena posted as guards inside the residence with short little 20-gauge shotguns called Shockwaves. I stripped out of my tux and fell into the writhing mass of female flesh on my huge bed. Our revels tapered off sometime after dawn as Zenia, Serenia, and Elesain served us a New Year’s breakfast. After eating, we all fell back into bed comatose.
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PANDEMIC


In January, the major news outlets really started to talk about the new SARS variant breaking out in China. They dubbed it the coronavirus, and we watched events unfold while we loaded up on nonperishable food, ammunition, disposable hygiene items like deodorant and toilet paper, and bulk herbs for Rebecca’s potions. I installed another freezer in the Aubrey house and Carla’s townhouse and filled them with meat and frozen vegetables.

Rebecca got the third dose of her potion out to all the co-op members and started selling her potion in the local health food and CBD shops. I ensured that Allie and Roger had doses and were prepared for the coming storm.

Then, we waited to see what the real impact was going to be from the Church’s meddling in virology.

In the meantime, Dan and Maria Tomlinson joined the co-op as their own household. Both were of the opinion that Maria was enough for Dan, and he was enough for her, but their two Elven housekeepers had a different idea. By the end of January the two Elven ladies were wearing collars.

That was a time of building tension as we waited for the first US cases of the virus to arrive. Raul, representing the company Aloïse created—Valley Security Systems and Services—installed a security system at the Esplanade. He and his team installed ten cameras per floor, connected to an array of control servers and a SAN storage unit. The servers included a dongle that contained a tiny version of Josie’s passages that Tori connected to backup servers and storage in a server closet in the basement of the salon. The passages were ingenious. Josie crafted them from thin rings of plastic. Tori only had to tape the mates to a piece of plywood next to the server rack at the salon and plug in a standard network cable.

Clarice, Rebecca, and Josie began classes at Yavapai County Community College, or YCCC, as we frequently called it. Darcie had been going since August, so she was able to show my ladies the ropes. Mica and Lleandra started high school. Tori created false identities and backgrounds with B’s and C’s on their grade history. Rebecca and Josie worked with them on the GED curriculum to get them familiar with the topics. They both did well considering they were learning a whole new curriculum on a brand new planet.

We had a bittersweet event mid-January; we gave up the apartment at the Doric. Rebecca, Marissa, Josie, and I had many fond memories from our time in that tiny apartment. It was where I resurrected Rebecca and Josie and discovered that I was a necromancer. Rebecca reconnected with her Aunt Judith there. We had a lot of quiet evenings cuddling with each other. Plus there were some truly memorable sexual escapades—feeding Rebecca, claiming hers and Josie’s virginity, giving Marissa her medicine, and claiming her anal virginity.

We moved the elves to Sonya’s apartment and removed most of the furniture from my former dwelling. Before we packed the bed and passage out of the small apartment, Rebecca, Josie, Marissa, and I spent an evening reminiscing, reenacting some of our favorite memories. The neighbors banged on the wall all night and were happy to see us turn in our keys the next day.

Tori arranged official identities for Lara and my newly collared Elven concubines. That set us up for Lara to be announced as my fiancée.

In between working her ass off at her day job, Marissa also spent a fair amount of time working with Carla and Aloïse to find more space for the elves and our growing household. It seemed that every time I thought we had enough space, it quickly became cramped. I hadn’t planned for Lleandra and Clarice to live in the Mount Vernon house, but with the addition of the five staff and Sonya, there wasn’t much room to spare in the residence. We did keep two small guest rooms, which the girls or Mica would use if they stayed over, but since Rebecca was pregnant, at least one of them would become a nursery.

Marissa found a mountain-side plot west of Prescott, and we drove out to look at it. We followed Williamson Valley Road north of town, out past Outer Ring Road, and then navigated through a maze of more roads to Mint Valley Drive. When we arrived, we found a big metal barn built onto the base of the slope.

Marissa, Carla, Rebecca, Josie, and I discussed the property as we took in the view. Marissa planned to build a thirty-two-hundred-square-foot house, which sounded large until you considered the size of the residence. Josie pointed out that the house might be small for the size of our growing family, but that she was going to design a huge facility inside the mountain. We also planned to convert the barn to a hydroponics facility for vegetables.

After the visit, Josie spent an hour each night reading architectural engineering, mining, and earth magic texts in addition to her schoolwork so that she could design a sound structure inside the mountain. Susan and I made a point to drag her away from her books and into bed by ten.

By the third week of January, Jack decided to register a household within the co-op with Candice and Darcie. A new woman named Phryne, another of Jack’s pets, joined the co-op as a concubine. Phryne immediately took Jack’s collar to be a concubine claimed by the Jerome Household, in addition to April, Chelsea, Felicia, and Maddy.

That week, the media reported outbreaks of the coronavirus in Italy and Spain. Cases in the US still seemed to be isolated to the Northwest.

Audrey, with Aloïse’s assistance on the contracts, opened a lab complex in a light industrial site on the northeast side of Prescott. Even with Josie, Chiara, Mica, and T’os claiming spaces, there was a lot of space left over. We housed a contingent of elves there as security. While the rest of the crew worked on various magical projects, Audrey continued working on her senior project.

The last Saturday of January, I stepped through the passage to Chrysilla’s apartment to fulfill my obligation to her. It was a tiny little place that was even smaller than my apartment at the Doric. My head nearly reached the ceiling, so it must have been only about six and a half feet high. There were cabinets of documents arranged neatly around the interior of the apartment. A small kitchen and tiny powder room were tucked into separate corners. A couple of beds were stacked on top of some cabinet banks with a short ladder allowing both access to the beds and the top level drawers in the cabinet. A small, two-person table sat in the middle of the room, and a couple of spare chairs were sitting in front of nearby cabinets. Chrysilla said the place was part of a big multi-family apartment building built into the side of a mountain. She said it was considered modern, but to me it looked like a Victorian-era apartment.

I picked up a chair and moved it to be out of sight from the entry until the arrival of Chrysilla’s expected guest, Liam Blissande. Then I would conclude our business.

Chrysilla moved her working files from the table so that she could lay out a plate with cold cuts, cheeses, olives, grapes, and slices of the baguette I brought with me. Before I left for Chrysilla’s, Rebecca had placed a small pot of ratatouille and a roast chicken in my hands, which were currently staying warm on Chrysilla’s stove and filling the little apartment with a heavenly aroma.

Chrysilla poured us each a glass of red wine, and we sat at the table quietly until there was a knock on the door. I left my glass on the table and took my hidden seat.

Chrysilla opened the door with a scowl. “Hello, Liam. Come to gloat over my daughter’s death as per usual, I see,” she commented and let her guest in.

The Elven man was short and atypically corpulent. His face had the ruddy complexion of a heavy drinker. “Not at all, Chrysilla. I didn’t want you to commemorate Melidiss’ passing all alone,” he said with a pout on his face. I noticed his eyes were twinkling with humor. “Where is that delightful granddaughter of yours?” Liam asked as he made a beeline toward the food-laden table.

Chrysilla responded as she shut the door, “You mean your stepdaughter? I sent her off to school.”

Liam chuckled as he turned to reply, “You ate her, didn’t you?"

I stood at that point, and the fat little elf’s attention pivoted to me. He stuttered, “Wh-who is this?”

I stepped up next to Chrysilla and looked down at the little creep. “I’m Lleandra’s foster father, and I’m here to fulfill a commitment I made to Chrysilla.”

I wrapped an arm gently around Chrysilla’s shoulders as she began sobbing. She spat at Liam, “I know you abandoned Melidiss on that moon! Despite your denials, I’ve read all the reports. You killed my daughter intentionally, leaving her there without sufficient supplies or shelter. The reports stated that she died a slow death due to hypoxia and exposure to the elements on that goddess-forsaken moon.”

Liam held his hands up as I stared at the little worm. He interjected, “Ne-now wait just a minute. The reports don’t have all the details in them.”

Chrysilla growled, “I know what your report said, you bug! I also read all the original statements from the rest of the crew. Ta’aladen Elassaine said you physically kicked her out of the airlock. It was in the original draft of the report until you paid off the investigator to remove it.”

“Lies!” the little elf scoffed. “Fake reports!”

I walked over to Liam and said, “You’re going to become my property, Liam. Any last words before I steal your soul?”

“W-w-w-wait a moment,” he muttered as he reached for a sheath knife.

Before he could so much as extract the knife, I pulled his soul out of him and held it. I asked Chrysilla, “Shall I send him to the afterlife? He might turn into a decent person the next time around.”

“No,” she growled. “Erase him.”

I nodded and pulled his soul apart, letting the soul energy break into its components of entropy and growth energies. The room turned hot as a result of the splitting soul energy. I didn’t even bother to ingest the energy from the evil little creature’s soul.

Instead, I raised his body into a zombie by channeling the growth energy of his soul directly into the body. When the Elven zombie stood before me, I used the glyph I had been practicing onto his forehead in entropy. I commanded him to sign all of his wealth over to Chrysilla before traveling to House Valeran lands to kill as many royals as he could find.

Chrysilla gave the banking details to him, and Liam’s zombie fled posthaste.

Chrysilla asked, “What was the symbol on his forehead for?”

“It was an entropy spell,” I explained. “Regardless of anything he does, the spell will ignite in three hundred sunrises and disintegrate his body.”

“Fitting,” Chrysilla said, raising her glass. We toasted each other before sitting down to enjoy a wonderful meal.

When I got back home Susan was waiting for me in the great room of the residence with the rest of the wives, concubines, and my two daughters.

“Hello, honey! I’m home,” I quipped.

Susan stepped in front of me with a hopeful smile. “William, I’m pregnant.”

A huge smile took over my face and I reached out to envelop her in a hug. “That’s awesome, my love,” I told my beautiful wife. “Let’s go celebrate."

Cheers broke out, and Marissa poured champagne for everyone except the two pregnant wives; they got sparkling cider. We toasted to our soon-to-be additions to the family, and Lleandra and Clarice in particular heartily gulped down their glasses.

I then dragged Susan toward the bedroom, calling out over my shoulder, “Someone bring me some of that silk rope!”

Susan blushed furiously but smiled shyly at me as I caressed her fine ass. We stripped quickly and the other wives joined us, shedding clothes as they arrived.

Clarice handed me a coil of blue, half-inch silk rope and a pair of heavy shears. I laid Susan out on the bed and tied her spread eagle in the center of the huge mattress before diving between her thighs. The ladies covered Susan in kisses and caresses while I ate her and then fucked her senseless.

As I switched places with Josie, I noticed my two daughters standing against the bureau watching wide-eyed. Clarice was heavily turned on, but Lleandra seemed awestruck.

I turned them bodily and pointed them toward the door. “Go back to Mount Vernon,” I ordered. I gave each of them a kiss on the cheek and spanked their taut bottoms. Rather than squeals of surprise or pain, both girls moaned and looked back at me with lust. “Go home!” I ordered crossly. “You’re both underage and have no business being here. Chalena can escort you down to the transport room.”

Clarice kissed my cheek and purred, “Good night, Daddy.”

Lleandra hugged my naked body close. “I’m not underage, Lord,” she pouted.

“Officially, you are,” I reminded her. “Now go. I’ll see you both tomorrow. Sweet dreams, darling girls.”

Clarice grabbed Lleandra’s hand and dragged her toward the door. She leaned on her foster sister’s shoulder and said conspiratorially, “I’m definitely going to have sweet, wet dreams.”

I wondered whether they’d end up sleeping together, but I figured I was better off not knowing questions I didn’t want the answers to.

On the first of February, we had another wedding ceremony. We conducted it just like we did Erica’s. As it had been with Erica, I didn’t remember having sex with Lara when I was in my fog of lust from the succubus venom, but Aloïse and Lara assured me I did. I had made that up to her many times since then, but I still felt bad about it. The ceremony proceeded just like the one before. Lara’s dress was tighter fitting than Erica’s to better flatter her more subtle Elven curves. She looked radiant, and her smile made it impossible to believe she was a zombie. By that point she probably wasn’t, but I was too distracted to check until much later.

Though I had a difficult time kissing Lara as I fucked her because she was shorter than Erica, I drove my new Elven wife to multiple orgasms and anointed her with my seed before my wives consummated their union with their new wife.

Sapphic behavior is considered taboo in Elven culture. I suspected it was due to the twenty-to-one ratio of males to females. Lara had been very accepting of the bisexual behavior of the other ladies, but I’d never seen her engage in it until her wedding day. Aloïse proudly claimed that Lara had the cunnilingus skills of a pro, so I assumed that my dear succubus wife had given her lessons like she used to do for new staff.

Later that week, the survey of Marissa’s mountainside property and a review of the plat revealed that it did not lie like the realtor said. The deal fell through since the property fell into the lower land at the foot of the mountains and didn’t fit our plans.

Marissa and Carla met me in one of the offices in the residence on Tuesday morning after our workout to break the news. I frowned in disappointment but replied with a shrug, “Don’t worry, my loves. We’ll find the right spot.”

Carla grinned and said, “Well, I do have some happy news.”

Marissa raised her eyes from the desktop and said morosely, “What’s that, Carla?”

“I’m pregnant,” Carla reported with a somber face. A smile bloomed slowly as she tried to hold her excitement in.

I reached across the desk and pulled her on top of it for a kiss. I sat down with my new baby mama in my lap as Marissa finally responded with a squeal. She crawled across the desk and straddled us both while kissing Carla fiercely.

“I’m so happy for you, love,” Marissa declared with a huge grin. “I’ll go off the pill the month you deliver.”

Carla and I looked at each other, and she winked at me just before we both said, “Good plan!”

We all laughed and kissed before I picked up Carla to carry her off for a celebratory round of lovemaking.

When we broke the news to our family, nearly everyone broke up in cheers and excitement. But Clarice was much more subdued than I expected.
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Friday the sixth of February was Clarice’s eighteenth birthday. She had been fantasizing about the event as long as I had known her, but I had noticed her waning enthusiasm as the big night approached.

Since we had the public deflowering ceremony planned at the salon in Phoenix, as Clarice had requested, we had a lunchtime celebration with the family. Aloïse and I gifted her a late-model, nearly new CRV. At the end of the party, Clarice sat on my lap, cuddling close.

I asked her, “What’s the matter, Clarice? You don’t seem very enthusiastic about being a newly-minted adult.”

“I’m very happy, Daddy,” she murmured into my neck quietly. “Thank you for the car, and thank you for being such a great daddy.” She refused to say anything else, so I held her and caressed her tousled, silky hair.

That evening we all arrived in the salon’s basement via a permanent passage at five-thirty from the hotel transport room in the Prescott Hotel’s basement. We tossed our bags into our rooms and hurried downstairs for a light dinner. The staff showered Clarice with hugs, kisses, and small gifts.

About seven in the evening, we returned to our rooms to prepare for the big event.

Aloïse helped Clarice as they both put on their public personas with accompanying costumes—Aloïse’s favored French-style robe with only a corset and brief panty underneath.

Audrey and I donned our Henri et Alouette guises and prepared to put on an exhibition as the warm-up show.

I put a clip knife in my pocket and tucked a new pistol, an M&P EZ 9mm, inside the waistband of my trousers at the five o’clock position. I didn’t want to get caught flat-footed in case we had another attack. In fairness, I was probably more deadly using necromancy than the pistol, but in addition to being easily concealable, it was Audrey’s current favorite firearm.

Audrey had no place to hide a pistol in her costume. If something happened, she’d be able to pull the pistol to cover my back while I started throwing magic around. She was wearing her blond wig, a garter and stockings, four-inch FMPs, gloves that rose over her elbows, and a mask. Everything that she had donned was sparkling slate blue, except for her silver stockings, and the whole ensemble glittered brilliantly. I helped her into her standard midnight blue velvet cape. She turned to check my mask, and I slid a hand inside her cape to cup her firm pointed breast.

“I love you, Audrey,” I said as I devoured her with my eyes.

“I love you too, Will,” she responded with a smile. She brushed some lint from my jacket before looking back into my eyes. She continued, “I think we need to retire, Will. You take care of my needs to be dominated, and my exhibitionist kink gets well exercised at home. I don’t need to do this anymore.”

I grinned at her. “The only reason I agreed to do this is that Aloïse and Clarice double-teamed me to ensure the club had what they called a ‘proper warm-up act.’ I’ll announce our retirement at the beginning of the performance.”

I kissed Audrey’s painted lips gently so as not to smear her makeup. She grabbed a clutch while I donned my velvet jacket—in the exact shade as Aubrey’s cape, of course—put my heavy shears into my right-hand jacket pocket, and picked up my rope.

We left the room and hurried down the stairs. We turned back toward the dining room, passed through to the corridor to the dormitories, and entered the backstage door in time to hear Aloïse start the show.
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SHOW TIME


“Allô, my lovelies,” Aloïse’s sultry, French-accented voice whispered out of the PA system. I could hear the audience go immediately silent. “I am Aloïse. My dear aunt Bernadette’s absence has never been felt so strongly as tonight. This is my first time to host a show here at the salon, and I could not have chosen a more momentous occasion for my premiére.” She paused dramatically before saying, “You all know my aunt’s ward, Clarice, yes?”

Applause spiced with hollers, whistles, and hoots erupted from the house.

“We-e-ell,” Aloïse drew the syllable out for a full fifteen seconds. “Auntie Bernadette had promised Clarice that, if she wished it, she could lose her virginity on this very stage to her godfather.”

The audience released a series of gasps and oohs.

“We-e-ell,” Aloïse drew it out again. “On her deathbed, Auntie Bernadette made Clarice’s foster father promise to allow her this. So-o-o-o…” She let a pregnant pause hang in the air. “...we have a fabulous lineup of top talent and favorites tonight, culminating with the deflowering of Clarice.”

Raucous applause erupted again. “Just to set expectations,” Aloïse said above the crowd noise, eliciting immediate silence. “My dear Clarice has been using a dildo to pleasure herself for…” She paused before continuing, “...yes, two years. So if you like a bloody show, you are out of luck.”

Some asshole let out an “aw” while the rest of the crowd chuckled.

“So-o-o-o,” Aloïse continued. “We will start the evening with Lenny Ledeuce’s comedy show, and we will follow that with a striptease by Cindy, Michelle, Tanu, Vanessa, and a fresh new face, Adelina.”

The crowd applauded loudly. You could almost see the smile in Aloïse’s voice as she resumed speaking. “Following the striptease by our lovely ladies, crowd favorites Henri et Allouette will perform a Shibari demonstration that is sure to leave you all salivating for the coup de grâce, the deflowering of Clarice.” More applause erupted.

“So now, all the way from Las Vegas, please give a warm welcome to Lenny Ledeuce!” Aloïse roared. The crowd gave a respectable welcome, and Lenny started his show.

I closed my eyes and rehearsed the routine in my head once more before releasing a big sigh and smiling at Audrey. “You look beautiful, my darling wife,” I whispered to Audrey.

“You look quite dashing yourself, my delectable husband,” Audrey purred. “I’m starting to get moist just looking at you, Will.”

I checked to confirm and said with a cheeky grin, “Yes, you are, Audrey. Are you sure you’re ready to retire?”

Audrey giggled. “Maybe just in the ballroom for family and friends,” she replied breathily. “Just as long as I don’t have to wear this damned wig any longer.”

“Your parents are here?” I asked.

“Yes. Lorraine, too,” Audrey said with a smile. “I told them we were going to be backstage helping with the show. My dad’s going to shit himself when he figures out it’s me on stage.”

“Try not to act so happy about it,” I teased.

“Yes, Master,” Audrey pouted in the Betty Boop voice she used for her character.

The crowd seemed pretty into Lenny. We watched him on the monitor backstage, and he had a huge amount of physical comedy in his show on top of telling some pretty good jokes, many of which were quite bawdy.

Cindy, Michelle, Tanu, Vanessa, and Adelina all arrived backstage in a variety of provocative costumes and feathered fans. All except Tanu’s were Arabic harem variations, but the gorgeous Indian girl was wearing a specially designed sari. Tori had been working on the costumes since New Year’s Eve.

Cindy told Adelina, “Remember, you’ll be a big success if you let your nervousness show. We’re going to remove your clothing for you, so just use the fans to follow your natural inclination to protect your modesty, and then flash the crowd before you run offstage. Rosa will have a robe waiting for you in the wings.”

“Okay,” the young girl said with a nervous nod.

“Lenny Ledeuce,” Aloïse called out as the comic bowed. Once Lenny exited the stage, Aloïse announced, “Now our house demonstration of the art of strip tease, featuring Cindy, Michelle, Tanu, Vanessa, and Adelina!”

The girls traipsed out onto the stage and curtsied to the crowd. Their show started with Cindy and Michelle doing a duo performance, then Vanessa and Tanu stripped Adelina before Vanessa presented her own show. Tanu wrapped up their segment with a graceful dance that left her wearing only the veil over her face. She danced proudly offstage into the waiting robe held by Rosa. Then, Manuel pushed out the pedestal that we normally performed on. It had been upgraded to slowly turn by remote control.

Audrey and I both told the girls how great they were before Aloïse called, “And now, Henri et Allouette.”

I led Audrey for a loop around the stage before addressing the audience after the applause died down. “Bonne nuit mesdames et messieurs! I am Henri, and my lovely assistant is Alouette!” I let the applause die down before I continued. “Oh! I am guessing from your applause that you remember us, or at least Allouette.” Laughter rose slightly before I continued. “I hope you enjoy our show because this is our final one.”

“Oh, no!” several voices from the crowd shouted.

Audrey clasped her fingers and rocked from side to side as she said in her Betty Boop voice, “Master, I don’t think they want us to retire.”

“They would if they knew how wicked you have been, Alouette,” I replied.

“I have been very wicked, Master,” Audrey said. She leaned toward the audience and whispered sotto voce, “My little pussy gets so wet when I’m wicked.”

The crowd roared.

I shouted, “Alouette, you must be punished for your wickedness.” I pulled off her cape and the crowd roared again.

I tossed the cape offstage and turned back toward Audrey to see her holding a wet finger up to the crowd as she stage-whispered, “See? I told you my pussy gets wet.” The crowd ate it up.

I barked, “Alouette, that’s enough. Get on the pedestal!”

“Yes, Master,” Audrey said before she kicked out of her heels and crawled seductively to the middle of the pedestal.

I went into the zone and executed my plan for the night—a box tie behind her back, a net dress with happy knots on her clitoral hood, in her channel, and on her sphincter. I bound her knees and ankles before I secured them to her hands, leaving her face up in a bridge position that was nearly a reverse shrimp tie. The whole time Audrey kept up her string of inane banter, mostly about how wet she was getting, while I played the part of the terse disciplinarian.

Once Audrey was bound, she called out, “Oh, Master! I am so wet! Whatever should I do?”

“Stop talking about it, Alouette,” I commanded.

“But Master, I can’t,” Audrey whined cutely.

“Then I’ll have to gag you,” I replied, and ran off stage. Rosa handed me Audrey’s cape, which was rolled into a pillow. I ran back out and pushed the roll under Audrey’s shoulders.

“Oh Master, what are you doing to me?” she moaned loudly. Her hips were starting to grind involuntarily into the happy knots.

I straddled her head on my knees and cried out, “I’m going to gag you, Alouette!” I unzipped my fly, pulled out my hardening member, and started feeding my cock into her eager mouth.

I didn’t usually get sexually active in these shows, but when I did, the crowd would go wild. That night was no exception. Manuel spun the pedestal slowly while I thrust my cock into Audrey’s mouth. Her hips thrust and grounded spastically against the happy knots, and I could see her tremble with an orgasm as the crowd adored her.

Audrey worked me expertly with her mouth, and the crowd came to their feet when she managed to get me all the way into her throat. I fucked her face gently as she had a couple more orgasms. When I shot my load down her throat, Audrey came hard, squirting little globules of ejaculate. The audience went crazy. I pulled out of Audrey’s mouth and winked at her.

As the pedestal turned my back to the audience again, I dismounted, tucked myself away, and turned to bow to the crowd.

I stepped to the side and indicated to the supine Audrey, still tied in a back bridge. The crowd applauded wildly at the sight of her dripping vulva, but they went absolutely crazy when her face circled around and she pushed some of my cum out to drip down her face.

I pushed the pedestal off the stage to the roaring crowd. “Bunch of sick bastards,” I murmured once we were offstage.

I immediately started cutting Audrey’s ropes. My bound wife looked up at me. “It didn’t use to bother you, Will.”

“I know,” I replied. “Ever since the Valerans killed one of their own on the stage, and since our rescue of the Elven pleasure slaves, I’ve gotten to be a lot less…entertained by the shows here,” I told her. “I love performing with you for our wives, but, in all honesty, I’m glad to be done with this.” I removed the last of the ropes and scooped Audrey up.

Rosa and Manuel sprayed the pedestal with disinfectant and wiped it vigorously with towels while I deposited Audrey in a chair and massaged her limbs.

Audrey said dreamily, “That may be, husband of mine, but you were fucking fabulous tonight. You played me like a virtuoso.”

I kissed her wetly before responding, “Thank you, my love.”

I heard a kphf behind me. Jack was standing there in a purple velvet robe with a naked Clarice, Darcie by his side. He said, “Will, I can’t get the ropes to work tonight. Can you do a quick box tie on Clarice?”

“Uh…I dunno,” I stuttered.

“I’m not focused enough to get it right,” Jack admitted morosely. “I’m too nervous.”

Darcie kissed his cheek and said, “I’m going watch from the wings, Master. The girls are going to watch from the room. Aloïse has it set up to stream on the TV.”

Clarice stepped in front of Jack. She begged with glistening eyes, “Please, Daddy. I’m supposed to be bound and deflowered.”

“This doesn’t feel right, honey,” I tell my pretty, nude step-daughter.

“Please, Daddy,” she whimpered. Tears were going to appear quickly if I didn’t do something.

“Okay, honey,” I huffed. “Turn around.”

I had Clarice’s arms bound behind her back with a length of purple silk rope in about two minutes. When I was done, Jack wrapped her eyes with a matching purple silk blindfold.

I told Jack, “You’d better warm her up, Jack. She’s probably as dry as sandpaper right now. Her nipples aren’t even a little turgid. Try to get her moist, so you don’t hurt her.”

I turned back to Audrey, and she wrapped her arms around my head to hug me to her firm breasts. I tried to ignore Clarice’s little whimpering sounds. I called over my shoulder, “Clarice, you can back out if you like. Jack won’t be mad, and the crowd can go fuck themselves. They’re a bunch of animals tonight.”

“This is what I’ve always wanted, Daddy,” Clarice said quietly. “To lose my virginity to a strong man in front of an adoring audience.”

I grimaced but said “Fine,” and picked up Audrey’s cape. I covered her and joined Darcie by the monitors as Clarice mounted the pedestal and took a perfect submissive kneel right in the center of it. Aloïse’s training showed.

Aloïse announced quietly, “And now for the main event—our dear Clarice.”

Manuel pushed the pedestal out to vigorous applause, and the show began.

Aloïse didn’t sound particularly enthused, but the crowd did. We watched on the monitor as Manuel centered the platform on the stage and ensured Clarice’s naked form was facing forward. He hit the remote as soon as he exited the stage, and the pedestal turned to give everyone a glimpse of Clarice’s nubile form from every angle.

Jack walked out and his army-trained command voice boomed. “Clarice Pasquale, eighteen years old, and never been touched by a man. Is that right, Clarice?”

“Yes, Uncle Jack,” she whispered her response breathily. To me, she didn’t sound convinced that this was something she wanted to do.

Audrey and I moved to the wings stage left next to Aloïse and Darcie. I wanted to catch Clarice’s eyes to let her know I’d support her no matter what. Unfortunately, the blindfold defeated my intentions.

Jack knelt behind Clarice and looped a hand around her torso to tease her clitoris. The crowd was rapt and quiet, expectant for the moment when Jack would penetrate her.

I turned to Aloïse. “I can’t watch this. Can we stop it?”

Aloïse looked torn. “I promised her, Will. I don’t want to embarrass her.”

“Do you really think she wants this, Aloïse?” I asked quietly.

Aloïse watched the action on stage for a moment and slowly nodded. “She does now, my darling,” she said decisively. “Her lust is rising rapidly as are her respiration and pulse.”

I heard Clarice hiss from the stage, “Yesssss.”

I wrapped my arms around my wives. Aloïse watched the stage raptly while Audrey rested her head on my chest contentedly; she didn’t seem too focused on what was happening onstage. I’m pretty sure Aloïse was feeding as she watched.

I looked at Clarice again quickly. Her plump breasts were heaving and her cut abs clenched as she gasped for breath. “Oh, yes!” Clarice exclaimed.

A murmur rose from the crowd, and Jack wrapped his left arm around Clarice to tug on her erect nipples.

I shook my head and looked away as Clarice began to whine in pleasure.

Jack said as his hands worked her over, “I think you’re ready, Clarice. Are you ready?”

“Oh, yes, Uncle Jack,” Clarice moaned loudly.

“Let’s lay you on your back,” Jack said. He helped Clarice lie down in the middle of the slowly spinning pedestal. He shrugged off his robe, and his cock stood erect and ready as he crawled between Clarice’s legs.

Audrey must have glanced at the stage at that point because she said, “Hmm. He keeps his ladies quite happy, so I thought he’d be bigger. ”

Darcie looked at her and frowned.

“It’s not all about size, Audrey,” I replied as I looked away again.

“True,” Aloïse replied. “Skill, paying attention, and emotion all play an important part, too.”

“Jack has that down, and I think his size is perfect,” Darcie said in defense of her master.

Audrey snorted a short laugh. “Well, our husband has all of that plus a larger size.”

“Also true,” Aloïse agreed. She turned to look at me. “I have always been fond of Jack, but I can’t think of another man who could have captured my heart like Lord William, let alone make me give up feeding off clients.”

“Do you miss it?” Audrey asked just before Clarice moaned.

Jack called out, “Clarice, you are no longer a virgin!”

“O-o-o-o-h,” Clarice moaned.

Aloïse closed her eyes and murmured, “She’s climaxing again.”

“How does it taste?” Audrey asked curiously.

Aloïse replied, “Pretty good. The lust just lacks the richness of the love of our family’s sexual activities. Even our concubines give off richer lust when we make love to them.” Aloïse licked her lips. “She likes him and finds him sexy, but she is detached from him. I thought she was more enamored with him in the spring. I can feel that Jack is fond of her, but he has no interest in her sexually beyond tonight. It almost feels like a clinical exercise to him.”

Aloïse opened her eyes, cupped Audrey’s face, and told her, “And in response to your question, darling—no, I don’t miss it at all. I’m immersed in a constant deluge of love, and I feed better now than I ever have.”

“Ungh!” Clarice gasped. I turned to see what was going on. Jack was rolling her onto her stomach and lifting her hips. He lined up to resume pleasuring Clarice, and I turned away so I didn’t have to watch.

Suddenly, Aloïse gasped, “Oh, no! No, Clarice! No!”

I looked toward the stage anxiously before turning back to Aloïse. “What’s wrong, love?”

“Clarice’s curse has arrived—her succubus curse,” Aloïse said, horrified. I looked toward the pedestal as Aloïse added, “She’s starting to feed off him. He won’t handle that well.”

“Call him off,” I said.

Aloïse said, “Manuel, kill the stage lights, but keep the house lights low.”

Manuel adjusted the lights as ordered. I saw Jack weave mid-stroke for a moment as Aloïse raised the microphone. Then Jack clasped the back of Clarice’s neck, and she screamed.

I felt someone pull the pistol out of my waistband before I launched onto the stage, and Darcie yelled, “Master! Run!”

I managed to limit myself to giving Jack’s soul a little push, which caused him to stumble off the pedestal and then through the curtain behind him.

I picked up Clarice and carried her off stage.

“It’s okay, baby,” I murmured. “I’ve got you.” Clarice buried her face in my neck. “Are you okay, honey?

“What is happening to me?” Clarice asked as I exited the stage. “I’m so hungry.”

Aloïse answered, “Your curse arrived, baby. Take her to my suite, William. I’ll meet you there.”

I headed toward the stage door as Aloïse announced, “And that, ladies and gentlemen, concludes our show. The bar will remain open for another hour, and we do still have a few guest suites available. Adieu, mes amis.”

I doubt that any of them caught that she said farewell rather than goodbye.

As I took the steps down toward the corridor, Jack caught up to me. “What the fuck, Will?” he growled.

“Count your blessings, Jack,” I growled right back. “I warned you not to hurt her. You’re damned lucky I didn’t kill you.”

Darcie barked, “Jack, stop! You knew this was a risk. Let it go.” She added in a softer voice, “Please, Master.”

“Are you okay, Clarice?” Jack asked.

“Hungry,” she moaned as I hurried her down the corridor and turned right to take the service elevator to the top floor.

Audrey opened the door to Aloïse’s suite. I laid Clarise on the bed and cut her ropes with the shears from my jacket pocket. I massaged her limbs to encourage circulation before I took off my jacket and covered her taut, lush body with it.

Audrey crawled onto the bed to be next to Clarice, and we both hugged her to try to comfort her.

After a moment, she said, “I don’t understand. I was having lovely orgasms. When he rolled me over, he somehow was squeezing my tailbone, which triggered another orgasm. Out of nowhere, I felt a growing hunger as he fucked me. The hunger got stronger, until I felt like I was eating from the air. Suddenly, I felt a sharp pain behind my ear, and then Jack left me.”

Aloïse hurried into the room and said, “Please leave us, darlings. I need to talk to Clarice, and I think she’ll be less embarrassed if it’s just the two of us.”

I kissed Clarice’s cheek. “I love you sweetheart.”

“I love you too, Daddy,” she whimpered. “You too, Aunt Audrey.”

We kissed her cheeks and left Aloïse to it.

Aloïse and Clarice returned home the next morning. We set Clarice up in one of the guest rooms before sitting down to breakfast.

Aloïse explained, “Clarice and I had discussed that when she reached puberty, given her heritage, she would likely manifest some aspects of either succubus or greater imp.” Clarice played with her food while Aloïse continued her explanation. “She has a nascent tail growing from the normally vestigial tailbone. She has two small sore spots in her hairline that are the beginning of her horns. I don’t see any signs of wings.”

“I’m in much the same state that Shryl was when she arrived,” Clarice said quietly as she played with the eggs on her plate. “I’ll need to go through the same training program,” she added with a sigh.
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TUMBLING DOWN


Aloïse started Clarice’s training, exposing her to sexual situations between the wives or between me and one of the ladies.

A couple of days later, on Sunday, Clarice joined me in the great room after brunch to read some magical texts. After about fifteen minutes of reading in the easy chair next to mine, she closed her book and asked, “Daddy, will you hold me?”

I looked up into her sad eyes. “Sure, honey.” I put a bookmark in the tome I was reading and set it aside before opening my arms.

Clarice launched out of her chair and into my lap, wrapping her arms around me and burying her face into my neck. She sobbed quietly as I held her tightly. “What’s the matter, honey?” I asked.

“I don’t want to be a succubus,” she sobbed quietly. “I love Mummy as a succubus, but she’s not me. I’m a human.”

“Aloïse can be either,” I pointed out. “She’s beautiful in both forms, darling.”

“But what if my tail is a greater imp tail, Daddy?” she sobbed as she looked into my eyes.

I caressed her doll-like face and said, “First of all, it doesn’t matter what you end up with because you’ll still be loved. Secondly, if it does become a greater imp tail, I can probably dissolve the spikes off it so they don’t cut your legs. And thirdly, if anybody can rock a greater imp’s tail and make it sexy, it’s you sweetie.”

Clarice laughed in spite of her tears and hugged me. She whispered fiercely, “I love you, Daddy.”

“I love you too, Clarice,” I murmured into her ear and hugged her back.

She sat back to look into my face again. “Are you mad at me about my birthday, Daddy?”

“No, honey,” I told her. “I’m mad at myself for not stopping it. I could tell you weren’t into it. Your mummy read your emotions from your lust onstage and confirmed what I already suspected, and added that Jack wasn’t really into it either. I wish we hadn’t let you do it.”

“I had to, Daddy,” she tried to explain as more tears flowed. “I made him promise. It wouldn't have been right to back out.”

“I suspect Jack felt the same, like it was a mission that he had committed to taking on,” I said. “If I ever let him get within ten feet of you again, you can ask him.”

Aloïse had entered the great room and caught the tail end of our conversation. She walked up to us and said, “Your daddy is correct, darling. Jack and Darcie walked with me to my suite. He said he thought about backing out, but he didn’t want to hurt you. I know he’s very fond of you, but he would have been happier to keep you as his god-daughter or niece.”

Clarice sniffled, still clutching me, and Aloïse knelt and hugged us both. After Clarice’s sobs abated, Aloïse said, “Darling, sit in your chair and start your meditation. I’m going to sit in your daddy’s lap, cuddling and kissing him. When you feel our emotions, take little sips of them until you find that really rich one you found yesterday. Then feed from that—little sips like you’re drinking from a cup of tea.”

Clarice took her seat, and Aloïse unbelted her kimono and took our daughter’s place on my lap. We kissed, caressed, and hugged for quite a long time before she unbelted my jeans and straddled my lap. We made love slowly and gently in the chair until Clarice slumped to the side and fell asleep. Then we snuck off to the bedroom to finish a little more vigorously with Susan, Josie, and Lara.

Jack and I beat the shit out of each other in our morning martial arts practice sessions for about two weeks before we did a real number on each other. We laid bleeding on the mats in the playroom as Darcie, Audrey, Marissa, and Mica watched with wide eyes. We glared at each other as we tried to catch our breath before Jack growled, “My dick is bigger than yours.”

I growled back, “That’s not what I’ve heard.”

We glared at each other for a moment longer, then broke into laughter.

That night at the residence, we had a long chat over a bottle of scotch about why we were angry. Obviously, it all centered around Clarice’s birthday. After that, we drunkenly called a truce and bro-hugged, and Jack stumbled to the elevator to take a passage home from the transport room. I didn’t heal his bruises because truce or not, I wasn’t done being angry.

Jack had a quiet talk with Clarice the next day, and she seemed much happier afterward. I had slowly been releasing my grudge against him since.

During that time of family drama, the news reported that the coronavirus was spreading across the US and around the globe.

Throughout the rest of February, activity at Melanie’s house dwindled as the construction crews finished work on the Esplanade Tower. The crews were completely out of the site by the end of the month.

We closed down the surveillance next to the Vincent Benjamin office and set up a workstation in the transport room in the hotel to monitor camera footage from the security system. Shael and Koree would periodically look at highlights and raise anything suspicious to Tori.

The last week of February, the salon closed its doors, and the hotel business dropped to nearly nothing.

I spent a lot of time practicing martial arts and teleporting between the hotel, Warren’s farm, the Mount Vernon house, the salon in Phoenix, Carla’s townhouse, and the elf hostel on Aubrey. I also started working with Susan on how to package up my change management workshops for remote delivery.

The first week of March, YCCC and Prescott High shut down, as did many businesses. Mica, Lleandra, Josie, Rebecca, and Clarice all ended up working from home as part of impromptu remote learning schemes, and Tanu, Audrey, and Erica all started remote learning the following week. Chantelle and Rosa decided to drop their classes at ASU rather than attend remotely. Josie and Audrey worked from their labs and Tanu from her dorm room at the salon, and the rest used the study rooms or dining tables at the residence or at Mount Vernon. Thanks to Tori’s superior technical design skills, the network infrastructure in all of our facilities was very robust and the students had no problem working remotely.

I was grateful that we had stocked up in advance because shortages of protective gear, paper products, meat, and non-perishable food became the norm quickly, especially after the World Health Organization declared a global pandemic on March 11.

Food availability varied widely from week to week over the next three months.

The elves became integral in keeping the hotel running, picking up housekeeping and the new hygiene standards. I had a health inspector check us out every week, and we always got flying colors. Regardless, guests were few and far between.

Our video surveillance revealed that the House Valeran elves managed to set up another one of their portals—the ones powered by technomancy. They had started bringing in warriors, magicians, and support staff from Elven Prime.

Tori’s financial surveillance revealed that Melanie had purchased a fleet of twenty-five GMC Yukons, modified for short drivers. My sexy Latvian wife has some mad hacking skills.

The news reported that large owls were flying in the vicinity of the Esplanade. I remembered those birds from when we tried to rescue Bernadette. They were nearly the size of a boxer or labrador dog with wingspans well over fifteen feet. T’os said they were controlled by mages using House Serenissima magic.

Things remained quiet with the elves for a few weeks after that, so I picked up a technical writing contract off UpWork to keep my mind busy during the lulls.

In early April, the Hotel Vendome, another old hotel on Cortez Street, closed its doors. It sat about a block south of the Courthouse, whereas our hotel was in the middle of the block to the north. Delores Aguilar, our real estate agent, informed me that it would be going up for sale, so I asked her to arrange a walk-through of the property; I was joined by Aloïse, Marissa, Carla, Clarice, and Tori. They were asking a reasonable price, plus it came with Shekel’s House next door, the historic home of Noah C. Shekels and one of the older homes in Prescott. It was a Cupper’s Cafe when I first moved out here. I noticed the Barley Hound restaurant on the other side of the Vendome was closed for renovations, planning to open in the spring.

We talked over the property in a household meeting and agreed that it was going for a reasonable price, so we bought it. I immediately called my friend Zach Morgan, a construction supervisor at Hanson Construction to renovate it and Shekel’s house. Clarice, Aloïse, and Tori worked with me on the designs that we drew up with Zach and Hanson’s engineer and designer. It was a wonderful bonding experience.

In late April, Tori called me down to her office in the back of her boutique.

Tori had closed her boutique to foot traffic when the pandemic was declared. She did put a sign in the window pointing people to her website, which had been generating a slow but steady demand for her clothing designs. She did online consultations to get the exact measurements needed to determine the optimal fit for her clients’ garments. In the lulls between orders, she would rotate designs in the display windows, analyze data from her hacking efforts, and review surveillance footage.

Mica and I walked into the office to find my Latvian wife leaning over Tanu’s shoulder with her left hand on the Indian girl’s shoulder and the other pointing at the screen. I enjoyed the view of Tori’s fine round ass draped in one of her halter-top loungers. She had a short cardigan draped over her shoulders.

“Hello, ladies,” I said as I leaned against the door to enjoy the view. “You called for me, Tori?”

She turned to me with a bright smile and gave me a hug. “Yes, my love. I did.”

We kissed quickly, and she said, “Hi, Mica,” before she released me to sit at her workstation.

I took the opportunity to say, “Welcome to Prescott, Tanu. I didn’t realize you were joining us today.”

Tanu looked up to me and responded in her lovely accent. “Classes have been boring. I get through the homework so fast that I’ve been volunteering for security shifts to keep busy. Fortunately, Tori called me to do some data analysis for her so she could do other things.” She giggled cutely and added, “And the commute to Prescott is so short with Josie’s passages.”

Tori added distractedly as she searched for a video clip and said, “There’s been a lot of activity between Melanie’s Bermuda accounts and a numbered account in Liechtenstein. I asked Tanu to help analyze transactions out of the Liechtenstein bank to see if we can figure out what they're doing with it."

“Liechtenstein is in Europe, right?” Mica asked.

“That’s right, Mica,” Tanu said and gave him a short, shy, sideways glance. I had never seen her do it before, but it had all the hallmarks of seduction. I felt it even though she hadn’t been focused on me; I hated to think what that did to Mica.

“Look here, William,” Tori commanded. “Koree saw some suspicious activity on the cameras last night. It looks like they moved the current residents of the Esplanade out and brought a whole new crop in. I tried to pull up neighboring security cameras to see where they were going, but they were all off-line. I think those owls destroyed them. Here’s what we do have.”

She displayed footage showing the elves marching down the stairs and out the back door, then resumed her narrative. “It looks like about 120 of them are carrying those magnetic rifles, about a thousand are carrying these short little weapons that I assume are some type of firearm, and the rest are armed with the standard daggers, shields, and swords. The pleasure slaves moved out last. About thirty minutes after the exodus started, they shut off the camera in the portal room.”

“Why didn’t they shut off the one to the back door?” I asked.

“It’s a pinhole camera that’s not in their system. I had Raul power it off the fish-eye in the ceiling, which they did shut off. There’s another pinhole that watches the front door, too. It feeds through their system directly to mine. The feed isn’t recognized by their console at all. There are so many cables going into that server rack that I figured two additional ones wouldn't be noticed. I thought about putting one on each floor, but I thought that would be pressing our luck since Melanie’s staff was on the upper floors. Ground floor was easy because she contracted Raul’s firm to cover the desk while they installed the cameras.”

“It’s funny, Tori,” I commented. “Raul’s actually gotten a couple more contracts from having the logos on his vans and the signs they put outside the entrances to the buildings. The security firm is making enough to cover payroll rather than just being a façade.”

“I know; that is funny,” Tori said, too focused on the screen to actually look like she found that tidbit humorous. I smiled to myself as she continued, “Now here, thirty minutes later, the rest of the cameras start picking up traffic on the floors again, and the brothel gets a new crop of bodies, and—”

“Stop,” Mica interrupted with a shout.

I turned to look at him staring at the screen, focusing on the pleasure slaves. He moaned, “Oh, no, it’s Kara!” He looked up imploringly. “Lord, we’ve gotta save her.” He pointed to a pretty elf with long strawberry blond hair and long pointed ears standing tall.

“What makes her special, Mica?” I asked.

“She was my lord’s youngest daughter when I was a boy. I loved her so much,” he said wistfully. “Then my parents sold me off to a life of buggery as a magician’s apprentice, and I never saw her again.”

We got distracted as we followed Kara rapidly through the footage. Despite Mica’s regard, Kara seemed to enjoy her work more than most of the pleasure slaves. When she was released from her post, instead of going to bed like the other girls, she’d go spend time in the barracks. We saw her mount whatever random elf she’d run into, and later she pulled a train on the barracks floor. There appeared to be no pattern to her choices, and no affection for any specific elf. She would fuck until she passed out, sleep where she fell, eat a little something, and repeat.

Mica was beside himself.

I told him, “There’s nothing we can do for her right now, Mica. Be patient.”

“But she’s whoring herself out!” he moaned. The poor boy was close to tears.

“It looks like she’s instigating it,” I responded. “It doesn’t look like she’s being forced, and judging from the smile on her face, I’d say she’s enjoying it—even when she’s tied to the post.”

“No!” Mica exclaimed, and ran off.

[image: ]


We closed on the Vendome property the first week of May. Clarice notified all the Vendome staff that we would be opening again in two months and got their contact information if they would be interested in returning after we re-open. There wasn’t much staff, but the Vendome was a much smaller operation than the Prescott Hotel. George, one of the morning shift baristas at the Vendome’s coffee and wine bar, said that the previous owners had planned to move the bar next door, in Sheckel’s House.

About a week after closing the purchase, we finished with the architect, designer, and engineer on the renovation plans.

Two weeks later, I was out at Warren’s farm with Jack and met with Warren and the elves. They showed us how things were progressing around the farm, but I got the feeling we weren’t going to be able to sustain ourselves solely on the output of Warren’s farm for very long. We needed more food production. We just had too many mouths to feed.

As Jack and I were discussing possible solutions and stop-gap measures with Warren, T’os, and Chiara, I got a call from Tori.

I answered, “Hey, Precious. What’s up?”

“Will, they’re stacking golden, oblong shapes in the portal room,” Tori said quietly.

“Okay, Precious. I’ll check in when I’m back home, but I gotta go,” I told her.

Jack looked at me quizzically. I told him, “It looks like they’re bringing in neutron generators.”

“I’ve got some guys doing drive-bys on surveillance. I’ll get them out of there,” Jack said as he started dialing on his phone as we headed back to the passage.
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After checking my magical research notes for about an hour, I came up with a plan.

Jack, T’os, and I took a passage to the salon that night. Using a throw-away identity and a burner phone from Tori, we took an Uber to the AJ’s grocer across the street from the Pasquale & George legal office. We wore pandemic-style balaclava face masks. The pastry counter at AJ’s made damned good pastries, so I bought some—with cash, of course—to take home. Jack used a different burner phone to summon a Lyft that delivered us to the parking lot at Esplanade Condos on Camelback.

Jack and T’os used silenced pistols to dissuade the huge owl guardians from interfering with our plan. The pistols freaked the Lyft driver out, but Jack growled and held a $100 bill up as an incentive to cool his jets.

While my friends guarded against interference, I drew a glyph on the foundation at each corner of the building with entropy energy. After creating each glyph I created a persistent connection to it with entropy. An Elven security team showed up as I was moving from the third to fourth corner, so I pulled their souls out and absorbed them before creating the fourth glyph.

When I finished, we had the Lyft driver drop us off near Pomo Pizza restaurant in Biltmore Fashion Park. Jack gave him the $100 bill, and he raced away.

From there, we walked over to the nearby Cheesecake Factory. Jack and T’os went inside to buy a whole tuxedo cheesecake. They asked the hostess to call a cab for us with the cover story that we had just come from Pomo Pizza in case anyone asked. It was still open for outside dining at that point, so as cover stories went, it wasn’t bad.

I stayed outside and stood looking up at the Esplanade across the street. I could just barely see one of the glyphs. I opened my well and flooded the connections with entropy energy, then pulled all the ambient entropy in the vicinity and channeled it into the glyphs, too.

The cab arrived, and Jack and T’os guided me into the back seat as I focused on my work. Cracks began to appear and crawl up the façade of the tower. As the cab pulled onto Camelback and drove west toward the salon, the building crumbled and collapsed into a pile of rubble.

Jack rented the suite next to Vincent Benjamin again, and we set up surveillance on the site. The neutron generators had probably survived the building’s collapse, and we agreed that we needed to get control of them.

Jack arranged to have a chase car on standby to follow any trucks carrying off the neutron generators.

A construction company set up a fence around the pile of rubble within two days of the building’s collapse. Raul said he had a contact at the salvage company that would let him know if they were scheduled to cart anything off-site.

Tori and Tanu got around to reviewing the video surveillance a couple of days after the collapse. That’s when they discovered that the video continued to show normal activity for two hours after the building collapsed. One of the last clips shows my ex-wife flipping off one of the cameras before stepping through the portal.

We had been duped.

Tori, Tanu, Mica, and Clarice all reviewed footage for the next two weeks, trying to find clues about where the elves went and how they had duped us.
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AMBUSH


It’s two weeks after Memorial Day as I walk out of the shower, drying my head with a towel. I’m feeling relaxed after my morning classes at Dan’s dojo and a brutal training session with Dan and Steven double-teaming me. I feel relaxed and hungry as I pull on my jeans, socks, and a flannel shirt.

Stepping into slides, I toss my towel into the hamper, and head to the kitchen.

Zenia greets me. “I make breakfast for you, Lord.”

“Thanks, Zenia,” I reply as I pick the tiny elf up and kiss her soundly.

Zenia’s brain slowly reboots after the warm show of affection.

Clarice calls from the dining table, “Come join us, Daddy!”

I walk to the table and find both of our high school students and Clarice, Rebecca, and Tanu seated around the table with books, laptops, and either tea or coffee. I kiss my wives and daughters in greeting. Tanu pouts at me, so I give her a quick buss on her pouty lips.

Mica gets an affectionate squeeze of the shoulder.

“I’m surprised to see you here, Tanu,” I tell the lovely brown-skinned girl as I walk to an empty seat. She’s in short shorts and a cable-knit sweater today rather than her typical sari.

“I’m on the reception desk later,” she says in her delightful accent. “I figured I would join the study group here until my shift starts. Tori checked with Rebecca to ensure it was okay, so here I am.”

Zenia puts a plate of sausage, eggs, and toast in front of me, so I dig in. Elesain brings me an Americano and a glass of orange juice. I’m about halfway through when I get a call from Jack.

I answer my cell. “Hello, Jack. What’s up?”

“They’re loading the oblongs into four Yukons. There’s a squad of elves here to supervise,” he growls over the phone.

“On my way,” I respond. I disconnect and holler, “Zenia! Have T’os meet me in the transport room.”

“Yes, Lord,” the diminutive elf replies and runs to the pager phone by the door.

I pull on my boots, kiss my ladies goodbye, and head out the door to take the elevator to the basement.

T’os pops through the passage from the hostel, and we step through the passage to the salon. From there we take another passage to the surveillance site. Jack is waiting there with three security guards, ready to deploy.

We load up with MP5s, ammo, and affix silencers before I open a teleportal next to one of the Yukons.

Jack leads the guards through the teleportal; T’os and I follow. I immediately encircle us with a razor-thin circle of soul energy, and the elves start throwing themselves against it, trying to attack us. Most of the elves cut themselves in half on the barrier, and the security detail shoots the rest of the attackers.

An Elven magician exclaims a power word and draws a glyph in the air that lands on the stacked neutron generators. I pull the souls from the magician and his five guards before I dismiss the circular blade of magic.

T’os runs forward to inspect the neutron generators. After quickly checking them all, he looks at me. He growls, “They’re going to explode in a little more than two minutes.”

“Can you disable them?” I ask.

“Not all of them in that amount of time,” he replies.

I can’t think of where I would teleport them, so I wave a hand dramatically to open a teleportal back to the surveillance post and shout, “Go! Everyone, evacuate! Move!”

Our little party urgently returns to the surveillance post through the teleportal before I dismiss it. Then we usher everyone through the passage to the salon. I stop to grab the passage and teleport to my suite at the salon.

I roll up the flexible passage as I run downstairs. “Security! Recall and evacuate immediately!”

A bell starts ringing throughout the house as I dismount the stairs. Luis sticks his head out of the security cubby as I run into the entryway from the room designated as the salon. He gives me a thumbs up from the security station before looking inside the little cubby.

I ask, “Who’s out?”

Luis nods and reports, “For staff, only Serena, Cindy, Adelina Suarez, and Chantelle. The rest are in Prescott with Mistress Aloïse and Tori since we’re not seeing clients in-house. Two of the human guards are at their homes. What’s going on?”

“Neutron bombs. Get everyone to Prescott. We’re probably going to lose cell comms and power shortly. We’ll have to come back.”

“Adelina’s at school. She’s got a fold-up in her backpack,” Vanessa says.

I hear a quick chain of explosions in the distance, but they’re not distant enough for my liking. I open a teleportal to the transport room in the hotel and shove Luis through it and tell him, “Tell Koree to open Adelina’s portal.”

“It’s in our basement there,” Luis yells back.

I grab Vanessa from the monitoring desk. “I’ll get it. Go.” I shove Vanessa through too before I dismiss the teleportal and run toward the stairs to the basement.

I stop in the kitchen to grab the cooks and usher them downstairs.

Elven and human security staff are rushing to get everyone through the passages to Prescott.

“Where’s Adelina’s portal?” I ask Terrell, one of the human guards.

He points at a bin of rolled-up passages. I find Adelina’s and hang it to the velcro hooks on the wall.

I root through the bin of rolled passages and find the ones for Serena, Chantelle, and Cindy and affix them to the wall as Adelina crawls through her portal. I hug the girl ferociously before I push her through the passage to Prescott.

I then crawl through Adelina’s passage and roll up the other half before I teleport back to the Salon’s transportation hub in the basement.

Chantelle and Cindy both come through Chantelle’s passage. Both have burns, and Chantelle is supporting Cindy. Chantelle gasps, “I left the groceries.”

“Don’t worry, Chan,” I tell her. “We’ve got food. Just get to Prescott and report in to the healers. You’ve got radiation poisoning.” I push them on through to Prescott.

I crawl through Chantelle’s passage and roll it up before teleporting back to the basement of the salon. I pause to check for any radiation effects and discover I need to heal myself, so I start pulling entropy out of my body and doubling up on the growth energy.

Once I’ve renewed my body and mind, I lean in close to Serena’s passage. I can hear an argument. I call a shield around myself as I see a sliver of light come through the passage.

I hear a smack followed by, “You’ll go when I tell you.”

“I’ve been recalled,” Serena’s voice sobs. “I have to go home.”

I hear another smack, followed by, “I bought you, bitch. You belong to me!”

“I don’t belong to you! I’m contracted to be your concubine,” she shouts back. “We’re getting sicker by the second. I need to—aah!”

Another smack follows. Apparently, Serena has dropped her passage, because I can see a sliver of dark hardwood floor from my side. Given that the passage seems to be half-rolled, I figure I probably shouldn’t use it.

An idea comes to mind, and I send a quick prayer to the Most-High that it will work and that I’m not too late before I teleport to the piece of floor space.

I throw up a shield as I survey my surroundings. I’m in a sumptuous apartment. A tall, dark-haired man is standing over Serena with her hair in his fist and his hand raised to slap her again. He’s wearing an expensive suit and his skin is reddening as I watch. Serena is trying to hold a silk kimono-style robe closed as she fends off his attacks.

I pull the soul out of the guy beating her before I summon another shield over Serena, then step over the guy’s corpse as Serena picks up her passage. I wrap an arm around her and teleport directly back to the transport room at the Prescott Hotel.

Rebecca is there triaging Chantelle and Cindy—trying to get healing potions into them. Michelle is doing what she can to help. We’re lucky to have her because she’s between shifts at the Prescott Valley hospital. She’s been working there on twelve hour shifts every day; it was like her bosses knew Rebecca’s potion made her immune to the virus they’re now calling COVID-19. Michelle’s been giving potion doses to any of her co-workers and patients who will take them.

Josie is pulling entropy off Cindy and Chantelle in thick ropes. I drop the shields and start doing the same to Serena.

Darcie walks out of the passage to Jack’s house and stands next to me as I work. She says, “Jack went to our house in Phoenix to try to get the girls. April is doing a shoot in the Hamptons and Candice is in the kitchen upstairs, but locations for Chelsea, Maddy, and Felicia are unknown. Phryne is at work at the hotel, but no one is picking up.”

“If the explosions act like our neutron bombs, the EMP likely toasted infrastructure for the whole valley,” I tell her. “What hotel?”

Darcie replied quietly, “AC Phoenix Biltmore—about four blocks east of the Esplanade.”

“That’s probably inside the blast radius, but we’ll find out shortly,” I tell her. “Keep the faith, my friend.”

Carla arrives in the elevator. She reports, “Golden oblong shapes are flying over Phoenix. There was an explosion over Luke AFB, but the rest seem to just be flying over the Valley.”

“That’s all that’s needed to kill everyone,” T’os says.

Leonore and her staff listen in as they check out the security crews, surveillance teams, and the staff from the salon.

Steven, Lidia, and Lorraine, their new wife, crawl through their passage with a couple of bags. Steven gasps out, “Neutron generators.”

“We know,” Rebecca says. She checks them out while Josie works on Cindy.

“She got it worse than Chantelle, Will. I’m worried,” Josie says.

I give Serena a comforting squeeze before joining Josie. The gorgeous woman smiles tiredly up at me.

I scan Cindy. “Her brain keeps generating entropy.”

“Chantelle’s is, too,” Josie says.

Rebecca says, “I was afraid of that. The blood vessels in their brains are damaged. Especially Cindy’s. Keep them alive long enough for me to brew some of that super-strong stuff I gave to Allie.” She presses her baby bump into me and hugs me.

I caress our child through her stomach. “Of course, my love. Don’t overdo it.”

“I’ll be careful,” she assures me with a kiss before leaving to take the elevator upstairs. Carla kisses me goodbye as well and accompanies her.

I command, “T’os, go with them. Recall the family, and inform Warren. Then put our defenses on alert. Take Mica from his studies if you need a hand.”

The elder half-groll elf nods and joins them on the elevator before the door closes.

I check Serena again. She’s also generating entropy in her brain, but very slowly. Without my gift to sense and see it, it would be unnoticeable. She would have died slowly over weeks. I treat Serena again before taking over Cindy’s treatment.

Darcie sits on the floor and holds Chantelle in her lap. I push huge doses of growth into Cindy and siphon the entropy out as quickly as it arrives.

Cindy’s condition degenerates to the point that a flash flood of entropy is pouring out of her brain. I pull it out by the bucketful, but I can’t stay ahead of it. Her brain is dying at a rate that I can’t keep up with. Each time I try to repair the damage, it returns within a few minutes as a result of the brain becoming starved for oxygen and nutrients.

I pull Cindy’s soul out of her dying brain, but I find it’s scrambled from being in that messed-up brain for so long. I won’t be able to resurrect her. I shove her soul into a bolt that I have handy. I’ll have to call for an Angel of Death for her, but I suspect Cindy won’t be the only one dying today.

Josie says, “Will, Chantelle’s having the same problem as Cindy, just not as bad. I’d like to try growing blood vessels in her brain.”

“Do it,” I reply.

Josie doesn’t have any better luck than I did with Cindy; however, Chantelle’s soul is in good shape when Josie pulls it out of her. She immediately begins building Chantelle a new body.

While Josie is doing that, I head over to Adelina to check her out. She has only a little impact from the radiation since her school was farther away from the blast site, and the elves hadn’t gotten the neutron generators in the air before we got her out. I pull off a bit of entropy and dose her with growth. She seems to be holding her own, but the experience has left the tough young woman shaking. I hug Adelina, and she squeezes me back tightly, her breathing frantic. Slowly, she starts to calm down a bit.

I tell her, “Go up to the café and get something to drink. We may need your help later. Okay?”

“Okay, Mr. James,” the young Latina replies.

I tease, “Adelina, I’ve seen you naked, and I suspect you’ve seen me getting a blow job. I think you can call me Will.”

Adelina hiccups a short laugh and says, “Okay, Will.” She kisses my cheek and adds, “Thank you for saving me.”

“Of course, sweetie,” I say as I hug her again. I release her, and she goes to call the elevator.

Darcie growls, “They shouldn’t have been in school with the virus anyway. It’s just fucking stupid. She’s immune, but the rest of those kids aren’t.”

“They’re thinking the masks are enough,” I reply, trying for an understanding tone as I check out Serena again. “They’ve started and stopped in-class learning multiple times. I figure they’ll do it again if anyone survives.”

I pull a little more entropy from Serena’s brain and body and dose her with growth again. It looks like she wasn’t damaged badly despite her initial burns.

I tell her, “I think you’re good, sweetie. Why don’t you go sit with Adelina? Check with Tori about getting showers and fresh clothes for the two of you.”

That’s when Jack drags Maddy in. She has some minor radiation sickness, but as Rebecca and I assess her, we determine that it isn’t too bad. I pull out the entropy and give her a heavy dose of growth.

Jack says, “Maddy was home. Fortunately, she didn’t have any work today and was working out in the basement. Unfortunately, Felicia was out on rounds this morning. She was supposed to spend the morning at Phoenix Children’s Hospital. It’s only about eight blocks from the blast site.”

I do some math in my head as he continues, “It should be out of the blast zone, but Phryne’s hotel probably wasn’t. But I’m just guessing since I don’t know how big the yield of the explosion was.”

I continue my examination of Maddy, kneeling next to her and looking up at my friend as his pet sits up. “Jack, we didn’t get a response from Felicia or Phryne, and they’re flying generators over the entire valley. Do you have GPS for Felicia?”

Darcie says, “I’ll go check with Tori. Is she in the shop?”

“I think so,” I reply, and Josie confirms it. “Ask Korree,” I add.

I look around and don’t see him on the desk.

Josie says, “He ran upstairs to get first aid supplies.”

Darcie hurries to the elevator; when it arrives, she gives Jack a small, tired smile and heads up to the lobby.

By the time I’m done with Maddy, she’s in pretty good shape. I can’t tell how much radiation she got, but it was a low enough dose that I was able to fix the damage easily. Without help, she probably would have died over several weeks, but since we got to her quickly, she’ll be fine.

I’m concerned about Josie; she’s starting to look tired. I push a flood of growth into her. She smiles at me gratefully before finishing Chantelle’s resurrection.

Chantelle exclaims, “Wow! That was freaky!”

“Yes,” Josie says. “Rebecca and I have both been through it, so come see us if you ever want to talk about it.”

The tall Olympic athlete hugs my wife. “Thank you, Josie. I’m not yet ready to see what comes next. Thank you.”

Darcie returns with three Post-it notes. She reports, “Chelsea is in Fountain Hills. Tori sent her a message on her communicator to recall, but her passage’s other half is in our Phoenix house.”

Darcie lifts the second note. “Felicia is right smack in the middle of PCH, several floors above the ground. Repeated pings show her going down, so maybe they have a functioning elevator.”

She holds the third paper square to Jack and says, “April sent a distress call. She’s on the coast of the Hamptons.”

I look at Jack. “They’re your ladies. What do you want to do?”

Jack says, “April is emotionally strong. She wouldn’t send a distress call unless it was necessary.”

He looks at Darcie and orders, “Tell Chelsea to come home, pull her passage through to destroy it afterward, and immediately come through to Prescott. We’ll replace her passage later. Wait for her at the Prescott house and bring her here to get checked as soon as she arrives. Have Tori send a comm to Felicia to do the same thing, and to get to the ground floor and wait for us inside the building if she can’t.”

Jack looks at me and asks, “Can you give me a ride?”

“Sure, Jack,” I reply decisively. “Josie, you got this?”

“Yes, husband,” Josie says confidently. “Go save our friend.”

I nod and tell her, “Check out Steven, Lidia, and Lorraine. If you need help, ask Leonore. She should be here soon. We’ll be back shortly.”

Jack says, “I’ll want to take a security team with us.” He types furiously into his smartphone.

While he’s getting his team together, I take the note from Darcie and look up the coordinates using the computer at the security desk. As I’m keying in the data, Koree returns. I tell him, “See if T’os has any working prototypes for his shields and whether they will help against radiation. Get a couple of the salon guards to act as runners down here.”

“Yes, Lord,” the Elven zombie responds crisply.

Google Maps shows that April is literally on a dune overlooking the ocean.

Carla returns with six of the human security guards that were on duty at the salon in Phoenix. Jack checks his pistol before pulling an MP5 from the weapons closet and checking it. He nods, and I open a teleportal to the Hamptons. Carla follows us through.

By the time we get there, no one is there, and April’s communicator is on the ground.

Carla summons an imp to follow April’s scent. The trail disappears in the middle of the sand.

Jack pulls his hair and growls, “The fucking elves took her.”

I open a teleportal back to Prescott, and we return home.

Upon our arrival, Chelsea is sitting next to Serena, who still hasn’t left the transport room. Both are drinking a mug of steaming brew. I don’t see Rebecca, but if her brew is here, I have a pretty good idea where she is.

Maddy is holding a battered Felicia in her lap. Felicia is vomiting onto the floor, and there’s blood on her face, which is sporting multiple lacerations. Her body is in much the same shape, and it reminds me of Queen Alafair’s tormented body when her crazy sister tried to kill her.

Maddy has an arm around her lover and is trying to keep her hair out of the vomit and staunch the bleeding. There are also eleven people I don’t know standing around the pair. All are wearing scrubs. Josie, Leonore, and Michelle are getting them all settled.

Leonore says, “I have more healers on the way, Lord.”

As we work on them, we learn the strangers are an assortment of doctors, nurses, and aides, as well as a nurse practitioner who looks like she’s near retirement age.

One of the aides, a blond male with a crew cut, says, “We’ve got radiation poisoning.” Leonore helps him sit on a cushion.

“That’s right,” I tell him.

“We need atropine,” he continues with a cough. I assess the damage to the medical staff, and they all look like they will be fine for a few minutes.

“Yes, that might help,” I reply absently as I step over to help Josie with Felicia. “We have a better option, though.”

“What happened to Felicia?” I ask as I assess Maddy’s lover. Felicia is well-cooked inside. Her soul is still there, but it’s just barely hanging on.

A blonde female nurse says, “She was standing by a window looking out toward the southwest while waiting on Dr. Dorian. I was getting a thermometer from a drawer when I saw the flash followed immediately by flying glass. Felicia screamed in pain. I got to her and helped her to the elevator, but it wasn’t working.”

“Maddy,” I murmur. “She’s in a lot of pain, and she’s dying.”

The pretty, lean, fitness model cries, “Save her, Will. Please.”

“I…” I hesitate, because I can tell that I won’t be able to save her body.

Jack murmurs as he wraps his arms around Maddy. “Do whatever you can, Will. Please. She’s precious to us all.” Darcie and Chelsea join Jack in comforting Maddy, their eyes welling up.

I take a deep breath and pull her soul out of her shredded body.

The blond male aide adds, “I carried Felicia down the stairs, and Stacey came with us, carrying Felicia’s attaché, her purse, and my backpack.”

The nurse continues, “We were almost to the ground floor when there was a chime from her purse. Felicia said, ‘I can’t see a damned thing. There’s a pager in my bag. Read it to me.’ So, I fished it out and did. We got her into a treatment room, and I went for help while Felicia talked Chris through setting up the passage. Then we dragged her through it, and I brought the staff we could immediately find."

Chris nods to the nurse, Stacey, as I start pushing growth energy into Felicia’s soul.

Stacey says, “Felicia told me who to get, and I dragged them into the treatment room and into that other place. The little redhead met us there and brought us through two more places until we arrived here. Felicia hasn’t spoken since.”

Felicia’s soul begins to become visible. I encourage her, “Try to build a body from the energy I’m feeding you, Felicia.”

“Nooo,” Felicia’s ghostly voice echoes through the room. “Caaaaan’t.”

“C’mon, Fel,” Maddy sobs. “You can do it honey.”

Jack growls, “Felicia, my pet. You don’t get to give up. I order you to do what Will tells you to! You have to come back!”

Felicia’s voice sobs. “I’m trying! I can’t! I don’t know what to do!”

“Felicia, imagine your body,” I coax her encouragingly. “Don’t push too hard, just remember what it looked like—what it felt like. Then use your will to feel that again. You can do it, Felicia. Remember. Believe.”

“Please, honey,” Maddy sobs. “Please come back to me.”

Jack says, “Will, can you shove her into one of these nurses?”

I shake my head as I try to concentrate on bringing Felicia back. “Not without killing one of them first.” I point a finger at him. “Don’t you dare, Jack.”

“I can’t, Maddy,” Felicia’s spectral voice echoes through the room. She continues with fatigue in her voice. “I just can’t do it. I don’t want to leave you, my love, but I’m gone.”

“C’mon, Felicia,” I growl. “You’re not even trying. The only reason I couldn’t get Cindy back was her soul was shredded. Somehow, yours isn’t, even after being in your cooked head. You can do this. Come back to us!”

Felicia responds faintly, “I’m tired, and I just want to sleep.”

Jack growls at her, “I don’t care how tired you are, Felicia. Do it. We all need you. Maddy needs you. Just follow Will’s instructions.”

“I’m sorry, Jack,” Felicia says. “It’s not happening. Let me go, Maddy. Lover, please. I need to go. I can feel a pull. Let me go. You promised that when it was time, you would let me go. Please.”

Maddy cries and puts a hand on my arm. “Let her go, Will,” Maddy sobs. “I won’t hold her if she wants to go.”

I look over at Jack and Darcie. Darcie wraps Maddy into a hug, and the slender blonde collapses into Darcie’s embrace, sobbing. Jack explodes off the floor and walks through the passage to his house in Prescott.

Chelsea joins her lovers in the pile on the floor next to Felicia’s corpse.

I ask, “Maddy, do you want to tell her anything else before an Angel of Death carries her off?”

Maddy wails, “Felicia, I love you!”

“I love you, too, Maddy.” Felicia’s voice is down to a whisper since I’ve stopped pushing energy into her.

I call out, “Angélus Mortis!”

An angel appears in my second sight. I tell it, “Angel, we have the souls of Felicia and Cindy to give into your care. That one is Felicia.” I pull out the bolt and pull Cindy out. “This is Cindy. Her soul was severely injured. Felicia can’t help me build herself a body. Please care for them as if they were your own.”

The pale-skinned hermaphrodite looks more masculine than many of the angels, its breasts small enough to classify as man boobs on its massive chest. “I am Georgianne, human. I will do as you ask.”

Georgianne puts a hand on each of our friends’ souls, and they all disappear.

Zenia, Lara, and Elesain emerge from the lifts with trays of steaming mugs. Lara has a silk scarf around her forehead and over her ears, but Zenia and Elesain are in full elf-mode.

“Glamour, ladies,” I bark in one of the twelve Elven phrases I’ve learned. One of the ladies in scrubs reaches out to touch Zenia’s ears just before Zenia restores her glamour to look more human.

“Cat out of the bag, Master,” Elesain murmurs shyly.
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FINDING ERICA AND NEW FRIENDS


Iask, “Lara, where are Audrey and Erica?”

Lara replies, “Audrey was at her lab here in town. Erica decided to go to class today. She had a geology lab.”

“Did you happen to hear whether Erica and Audrey have checked in?” I ask.

Lara nods. “Audrey came home, and she’s with Tori. They're trying to find Erica. Her communicator and passage are in their apartment near campus, but she isn’t there. Audrey’s summoning one of the critters to check.”

“Shit,” I spit. “What’s Warren’s status?”

Lara says, “He said they’re all accounted for and on alert, but that everything seems normal.”

I spend the next hour working on the medical staff from PCH.

With the exception of Stacey and Chris, the rest are all ER staff.

The two male doctors, Mike and Gregory, are a trauma surgeon and an orthopedic surgeon who happened to be in the ER at the time of the explosion. The older female, Millicent, is a pediatrician. The nurse practitioner who looks like she’s near retirement age, Judy, specializes in pulmonology

The male nurse, Jorge, and one of the females, Christina, are experienced ER nurses. The other two nurses are Tracy, a midwife named Connie, and Lindsey, a new graduate who had just started at PCH.

It turns out that Chris is an Army National Guard combat medic who served in Afghanistan and Iraq. He’s working as an aide while also studying for his nursing degree. The other two are seasoned ER nursing aides, Esperanza and Albert.

Audrey emerges from the elevator about two in the afternoon carrying one of the imps in her arms. The PCH staff wigs out at the devilish-looking little beast.

Audrey says, “Will, I’m sending Hermes through to follow Erica’s scent. I know where she’s supposed to be, but she knows that campus well, she’s smart, and she knows what the neutron generators are. Knowing her, she hunkered down someplace with as much ferroconcrete around it as she could find, and she’s waiting on us to rescue her.”

Audrey walks over to the half-height metal door that covers the passage to their apartment in Glendale, unlocks it, and sets Hermes on the ground. She pulls a pair of Erica’s panties out of a plastic back, and Hermes sniffs them. He nods spastically, and Audrey opens the door. The little imp runs through on all fours, and Audrey closes the door.

“How will he get out of the apartment?” I ask.

Audrey gives me a serious look. “I told him to break a window. I don’t think we’ll be getting our deposits back regardless.”

As I’m finishing up treating the hospital staff, Sonya Bird calls my phone.

I put it on speaker and focus on Esperanza’s treatment. “Hello, love,” I answer absently. “We’ve got a bit of an ‘oh shit’ situation at the moment in the transport room. What can I help you with?”

“I got the page to come home, Will, but I can’t,” my concubine says over the airwaves. “The president declared a national emergency. Most major cities on the coasts have had major explosions like the ones in Phoenix. I’ve got a list here—Los Angeles, San Francisco, Sacramento, Las Vegas, Reno, Phoenix, Tucson, Albuquerque, Denver, Seattle, Portland, New York, Newark, Philadelphia—” Sonya pauses to take a breath. “The list just goes on. All of these cities have had major explosions or attacks by flying neutron generators. Chicago, Kansas City, St. Louis, Minneapolis-St. Paul, Wichita, and OKC appear to be untouched so far, but reports are still coming in. The president was at Mar-a-Lago at the time. Inbound airplanes for Phoenix are diverting to Prescott and Flagstaff. Las Vegas flights are all going to Kingman. Tucson flights are being diverted to Sierra Vista unless they can reach Yuma or Las Cruces. Davis-Monthan AFB, Silverbell Army Airfield, and Luke AFB have been bombed. We’re going to need to set up refugee centers.”

“We’ll get the ballroom set up, and we might have some rooms available. We just had a bunch of refugees from Phoenix show up,” I reply. “We’ll keep you posted, Sonya.”

“Okay,” she replies. “I gotta go. Love you. Give my love to the family.” She disconnects before I can respond.

I turn back to Esperanza as Michelle’s cell phone rings. She says, “Michelle here…uh, huh…” She looks at me and says, “It will take me a little over an hour to get there, but I’ll be there as soon as I can…right…bye.”

Michelle puts her phone in the cargo pocket of her yoga pants. “I just got called in to work at the hospital, Will. They told me to plan on a twenty-four-hour shift.”

I pat Chris’ shoulder and step up to hug the busty, brunette nurse. I murmur into her ear, “Okay, sweetie. Do what you need to do. Call on your pager if you need us to get you out of there. I’ll come get you.”

She squeezes me tightly. “Thanks, Will. Let the mistress know, please.”

“I will,” I tell her. “She should be back shortly.”

Once we have everyone stabilized, I call Clarice on her cell. She’s on duty at the desk at the Vendome.

She answers, “Hi, Daddy! What can I do for you?”

“Hello, sweetie,” I reply. “I wanted to give you a warning. Sonya just called to tell me that Phoenix flights are being diverted to Prescott. I need you to prepare beds for refugees.”

“OK, Daddy. Tanu’s on the desk there. Does she know?” Clarice asks.

“Not yet, sweetie,” I respond.

“I’ll take care of it, Daddy,” Clarice says. “Call me if you need anything else. Tanu and I can run the hotels for a few hours.”

“Thanks, sweet girl,” I tell my step-daughter.

“Love you, Daddy. Bye!” Clarice says cheerfully.

“Love you too, sweet girl,” I say with a tired smile before I disconnect.

Zenia and Mica take a detail to the elf hostel to get as many spare cots as they can find. Warren sends some from Jack’s farm, too. Aloïse, Adelina, Morena, and Serenia arrive with stacks of sheets. They lead the PCH folks through to the lab passage to get them stripped out of their irradiated and dirty clothes and to use the showers there.

Marissa and Carla follow about twenty minutes later carrying boxes. Marissa grins, “I got a bunch of scrubs! I’ll take them out to the folks at the lab so they don’t have to wear sheets back here.” I collect a kiss from each before they take the passage to the labs.

There’s a banging on the door to Audrey and Erica’s apartment, so Audrey lets Hermes back in. I pull entropy out of the little beast and dose it with growth energy.

“Oh!” the little critter exclaims. “That feels good, General!”

“Gotta keep my soldiers healthy, Hermes,” I reply with a grin. “What did you learn?”

“I followed the trail to one building and then to another close by,” the imp reports. “There was no trail leaving the second building, so she should be in there.” He jumps up on the security desk as Audrey pulls up a map of the campus. Hermes points and says, “First here, and then here.”

Audrey says, “That’s the engineering building. They have a basement, which would be a good place to hide from radiation.”

“Give me lat-lon, Audrey,” I reply.

“Just a second, husband,” Audrey says. She switches to Google Maps and pulls up the coordinates. We’re lucky the service is still accessible.

T’os arrives from the passage to the labs while Audrey is finding the coordinates.

I ask, “T’os, can you get a protective shield for Audrey, Erica, and me? We need to go back to Phoenix.”

The dark-skinned, tusked, half-elf gives me a feral grin. “I came prepared, Lord,” he growled. “Koree called earlier, and I walked right past you to get to my lab. I’ve pulled together what I have. I’m afraid I only have two shield generators, but I can get a few more by tomorrow. I have some protective clothing that should help, too.”

“It’ll have to do,” I say gratefully. “I’ll give mine to Erica when we find her—if we have to take her back outside.”

“Here, Will,” Audrey says. She points on the map and then pulls up a Word document with a picture of the building’s front entrance and the coordinates pasted in a big font.

I nod, and we don hats, dust masks, gloves, and T’os’ prototype protective shields on our belts. Audrey grabs a Shockwave from the weapons closet and picks up Hermes.

I look at the picture and coordinates again before opening a teleportal. Audrey and I walk through, and I immediately close the portal.

Audrey carries Hermes in her arms to keep him inside her radiation shield, and we step up to the door. I open it, and we walk inside. Hermes points us toward a fire door, so Audrey sets him down. He runs and sniffs the door, and nods.

I open the door to follow the little imp downstairs.

“Not many basements in Phoenix,” I comment.

“Specialized labs are down here,” Audrey says. “Sensitive equipment and materials are stored down here, too. Few students know about it.”

“How’d Erica find out about it?” I ask as we follow Hermes down the stairs.

Audrey smirks. “Robotics lab late one night. She filmed a show using one of my robotic constructs to pleasure herself. Then we got each other off and went home.”

I hear Erica’s faint voice shouting, “NO! I’m married, and I’m pregnant! Stay away!”

“Go, Hermes!” I bark.

The little imp drops to all fours and takes off with a cackling sort of growl. Audrey and I run behind the little critter.

Hermes jumps on the round door handle, but he can’t turn it.

He drops, and I try the handle to find it locked. We call out, “Erica!”

Erica and a bunch of other voices start yelling and screaming.

I open my well and pour entropy energy into the bolt and latch. It doesn’t work very well since they’re made of stainless steel. It would take a long time to make those deteriorate.

However, the door surround appears to consist of cinder blocks. I focus my efforts on those, and they start to break down quickly.

I pull the door and frame out of the wall, then drop it to the ground.

A big guy with a surly expression is threatening all the students with a knife. I know it’s stereotypical, but he looks like a football player to me.

He ignores Audrey, Hermes, and me as we walk into the room despite the noise I made. He shouts, “I’ve seen you online, you slut. You’re going to put out for me. Now…”

I growl at him, “I don’t think so, Junior.”

He turns to me, brandishing his knife, but I don’t have the patience. I pull out his soul.

“Pregnant, huh?” I ask as Erica rushes into my arms. Audrey kisses her as I hold her, then I get my kiss.

Erica grouses, “That isn’t the way I wanted to tell you, Will. Apparently, I was fertile for our wedding.”

“Well, let’s get you home, beloved,” I tell her as I squeeze her lush body to mine. I let her go so Audrey can grope her, too.

I turn back around and notice the other students staring, their mouths agape. One is a lean, dark-skinned black woman I recognize from Audrey’s volleyball team. She’s another engineering student in the robotics lab.

I point at her and say, “Alisha, right?”

“Yes,” she says in a dark contralto voice.

A slender red-headed woman with a light dusting of freckles across her cheeks says, “I’m Marianne. I’m in marketing with Erica.”

I look at the geeky guy with coke-bottle glasses as he says, “I’m Charles. I’m an engineering student in the robotics lab with Alisha.” Alisha doesn’t look thrilled but nods regardless.

A tall, thin, dirty blond girl with large-framed glasses softly says as she eyes Hermes, “I’m Karin. I’m a biochem student, but I have robotics lab with Charles and Alisha.”

Audrey goes to hug Alisha as I say, “Well, you may be the last people alive in Phoenix. Come with us if you want to live.”

Audrey says, “Hermes, your service is done. I banish you; return home.”

“Bye, Captain,” Hermes growls with a grin and pops out of existence.

I open a teleportal back to the transport room in Phoenix and lead them home.

When we return, Rebecca and Josie check them out. All are healthy, but I’m concerned about Erica’s nascent fetus. I don’t see any entropic energy in her womb at all, so I’m optimistic that our baby bump is still healthy. But we won’t know for certain until the baby is born and checked out by a doctor.

We send the new arrivals to the lab for decontamination and start cleaning up. I turn Cindy and Felicia’s bodies into a fine dry powder with entropy energy. The elves give the whole place a good scrub and ensure that all the passages to the Valley are locked.

I follow the group to the lab then strip and shower in the cabins we installed for chemical decontamination. Marissa hands me a set of scrubs, and I dress while Zenia uses chemical wipes to clean my boots and belt. I pull on some paper slippers and leave the elves to the cleanup effort while I return to the hotel with Marissa, Carla, Audrey, Erica, Aloïse, and Adelina.

Aloïse explains the plan to house everyone as we walk. “Darling, we will put the hospital refugees and human security staff up in guest rooms, but we’re going to stuff as many into each room as we can. It won’t be as bad as the elves have it, but I suspect they will complain more. We’re also setting up cots up in the ballroom of the Prescott Hotel for refugees from the airport. I let Sonya know how many we can accommodate. The Elven security staff from the salon is moving into the hostel and sharing space in some of the lesser-packed rooms.”

Later in the afternoon, I open a teleportal over Wittmann, AZ, so Tori can send one of her Prescott-based drones through to conduct surveillance. The images show that the skies are clear, and the neutron generators are no longer flying. Luke AFB still has usable runways, but the carcasses of planes are scattered about.

As Tori flies the drone over the city, I notice that there isn’t much movement. We see a few vehicles that look like hovercraft versions of small chariots with elves in protective gear riding in them.

There are several high-rises still standing, but I can’t see any indication of where Melanie has her headquarters set up.

I tell Tori, “We’ll keep checking repeatedly, Precious. Let’s call it a day.”

Morena gives me two wooden boxes as I leave Tori’s shop.

“These are the ashes of Cindy and Felicia,” the green-haired elf says. “T’os checked to ensure they’re not radioactive. They’re clean.”

“I need to change, love. Put them on the coffee table in the residence and ensure they’re marked,” I tell my concubine. “I’ll get dressed and take Felicia’s over to the Jerome house in a bit.”

Morena rides up to the residence with me, and I hurry back to the master suite and change into a fresh pair of jeans, a T-shirt, and a jean jacket. I pull out my dress boots and pull them on, then load my pockets with my basic load of weapons—pistol, clip knife, and extendable police baton. I call Jack as I stop by the kitchen for a glass of water.

“Hello, Jack,” I say when he answers. “I’ve got Felicia’s ashes. They’re not radioactive, so I thought you might like to have them.” I listen to his response. “Well, I was going to bring them over, but yeah, I can leave them for you at reception.” I nod as he thanks me. “Okay, Jack. I’m sorry I couldn’t save her.” I listen for a moment. “Yeah, it’s like she just didn’t want to.” I nod. “Regardless, Jack. Please accept my deepest condolences. We’re going to have a memorial for Cindy, too…yeah, thanks Jack. I’ll keep you up-to-date…you bet. Bye.”

I hang up and drink my water as I ponder next steps. I’m morosely turning my thoughts to all the friends and acquaintances who died today. As I’m about to get overwhelmed, Susan comes into the kitchen and slides in for a hug. She purrs, “Let’s go have a seat, Will.”

“You look lovely, my love,” I tell her as I take in her attire—a gray version of Tori’s halter-top loungers with a silk cardigan over it. “Did you wear that to work today?”

Susan grins and takes my hand. As she leads me to the sofa, she says, “I just got out of the shower. The whole emergency recall was very scary.” She takes her sweater off.

“Yes,” I agree as I take a seat. “I was worried about you being away from home. At least Chicago wasn’t hit.”

“Yeah, but I didn’t know whether I could get back to my condo or if I needed to hang my passage,” she says as she pops the magnetic clasp behind her neck and catches the falling garment around her waist. “I ended up hanging the passage in my office and pulling it through with the hook. Josie’s already replaced it, but it’s a shame to waste them like that.”

She lets the garment drop to the floor and steps out of it.

“Damn, you’re sexy, Susan,” I murmur as my former boss reaches down to open my jeans.

Susan replies, “It might be because my husband is a mighty magician that keeps me young by filling me with his cum.” She grins as she unbuttons my fly. “Or maybe you just like pregnant women.”

“Naw, you’re just that hot,” I reply as I set my glass aside and push my jeans and shorts down past my knees. “Although, I do think I’m gonna like the baby bump on you.”

Susan leans in and suckles my rising member until I’m fully hard. She releases my cock with a pop and says, “I want to ride you, Will.”

“Don’t let me stop you,” I reply with a grin.

Susan straddles my lap and slides my member into her moist channel. I use her hair to pull her head back so I can suckle her gorgeous pointed breasts while she grinds on my cock. Eventually we graduate to Susan bouncing up and down on my pole, while I squeeze her firm ass and watch her beautiful breasts bounce. When she orgasms, I go with her, filling her with my seed as she collapses onto my chest.

I wrap my arms around Susan’s fit body, she burrows her face into my neck. We sit on the sofa like that for several minutes. My cell phone rings back in the master bedroom. I hear Zenia say, “Hello, Willam’s phone…one moment, please.”

Zenia brings my cell phone to me, and I put it on speaker.

“This is Will.”

“Hey, Will. Monty here. Master Hiromatsu and I are at Prescott airport. Can you put us up?” the voice on the phone asks.

“Sure, Monty,” I respond immediately. “I’m glad you’re all right. Any word from Monique?”

“Yeah,” he replies. “She was in Flagstaff for a meeting. I just got off the phone with her. She’s coming down here. She’ll get here around seven.”

“Great. Find police officer Sonya Bird; I’m pretty sure she’s there at the airport. Tell her that you just arranged to stay with me, so you can get out of there. Otherwise, they’ll try to house you in a high school gym or something like it. Give them the Mt. Vernon address; I’ll text it. One of the ladies can meet you there, but that’s likely where we’ll put you up. Or it could be in the Hotel Vendome if you prefer a boutique hotel suite. The suites aren’t very big, but you’d have your own place rather than sharing with the kids.”

Monty says, “We’ll figure it out when we get there. I’ll check with Monique to see what she’d prefer. Thanks, Will.”

“I’m glad to help, Monty,” I tell him. “I’ll have you over for a refugee briefing this evening. We’ve collected quite a few so far.”

“Okay. See you then. Bye, Will,” he replies.

The call disconnects, so I kiss Susan for a few minutes before the phone rings again.

The caller ID says it’s Jack. I connect the call and say, “Hi, Jack. I’ve got you on speaker, and Susan is here.”

Jack says, “Hello, Susan.”

Susan says, “Hello, Jack. I’m sorry to hear about Felicia. Is Maddy okay?”

“We gave her some valerian root, so she’s sleeping right now. We’re all pretty broken up about losing her and Phryne,” he replies.

“Shit,” Susan says as she looks at me. “I didn’t know about Phryne. She was working?”

“Yeah,” Jack replies morosely. “The hotel where she works…er…worked was in the blast radius of the original explosion. Considering Felicia was farther away, I’m sure Phryne didn’t make it. We’ll get down there to confirm eventually.” Jack sighs heavily. “Anyway, I’m calling to let you know that the hunter team I told you about arrived on one of the planes that got diverted to Prescott. My house is packed. Can you put them up?”

“Sure, Jack,” I reply. “Have them come to the hotel. We’re filling up fast, but we can get them settled. They may have to share a room.”

“They’re probably okay with that,” Jack responds. “Thanks, Will. And I apologize for being an SOB earlier about Felicia and April. I know you did what you could.”

“I’m just sorry it wasn’t enough, Jack,” I say quietly. “Monty and Master Hiromatsu are also in town. I’m thinking we’ll have an information-sharing session at the hotel around nine tonight, to let them know what’s going on.”

“I’ll be there,” Jack replies. “Thanks again.” The phone disconnects.

“Damn,” Susan says. “Felicia, Phryne, and April?”

“April was abducted from her shoot in the Hamptons,” I tell her as Rebecca waddles into the living room.

Susan and I both kiss Rebecca as other ladies from the family traipse in. Rebecca says, “I ordered Two Mamas pizza. I didn’t think any of us would feel like cooking.”

“Good call, baby,” I tell her as she crawls onto the sofa next to us. Before long, the couch is groaning under the combined weight of my wives.

Aloïse leaves after a few minutes to get Monty and Master Hiromatsu settled. She returns with them and the kids in time to join us for pizza.

Jack and his family show up about 8:00 pm at the hotel lobby, and I go down to meet them. Rosa is on the desk at the time, and Pelleta is on stand-by to help get our guests settled. I give Rosa a hug, which she returns warmly. Pelleta is a little more hesitant, but she does squeeze me in return. Then I turn to our new arrivals.

Jack introduces his colleagues Dutch, Butch, and Flower. Butch is a lean, middle-aged, blonde sorcerer named Jill. She looks tough, but she has a ready smile. Flower is a prissy young man in his late twenties named Michael who is the necromancer on Dutch’s team. Dutch never shares his real name, but he’s the hunter of the team.

I tell them, “Look guys, I had to kill the last hunter team I met to keep them from hurting my people. I am not a fan of your monsignor, either. He terrorized several of my people. I also understand we have your monsignor to credit for the current pandemic. Please assure me I won’t be burying you all soon.”

Jack growls, “If I know you, Will, you’re more likely to suck all the energy out of them until they’re just dry dust.” He looks at the folks from the Church and says, “Will is the strongest necromancer I’ve ever met.”

I shrug and lock eyes with the new hunter.

Dutch says, “Monsignor said that you’ve had some of the earliest Elven activity, so we were supposed to go to Phoenix to connect with Jack and investigate.”

Butch adds, “Fortunately, we were delayed this morning, or we would be dead in Phoenix.”

“You don’t look that powerful,” Flower challenges as he looks at me.

Jack growls, “I’ve seen him pull the souls out of two thousand elves in under an hour, many of whom had collars, which protected them against that. He did that all while holding razor-sharp barriers of energy that let those elves with collars cut themselves in half. Can you do that, you prissy fuck?”

Flower looks abashed.

“Calm down, Jack,” I tell him. “I hide my power, so he can’t see any indication of it from me.”

Butch gives me a considering look. “You’re right,” she says. “You have a strong aura, but not outside what I’d expect a healthy human to have.”

Dutch says, “Okay, Mr. James. Here’s the deal. I think we were sent here to die. The monsignor has been giving us grief since we got rid of our kill switches.”

“That doesn’t surprise me,” Jack says. “I’m glad you did get rid of them. Who’d you use?”

Dutch shrugs, “A Jewish priest in Chicago.” He looks back at me. “Regardless, anything we can do to help, you let us know. We’re not here for the Church. We’re here for humanity.”

“Thanks, Dutch,” I tell him. “Also, we have about 124 Elven refugees. Most of them glamour, but one of my wives can’t and my household staff frequently forget. I expect them to be treated with respect and courtesy.”

“Elves? Here?” Flower gushes. “I’ve never seen one.”

“Respect, Michael,” I warn him.

Flower schools himself. “Of course, Mr. James.”

I smile, “Also, I go by Will or William. Please drop the ‘Mr. James’ title.”

Jack chuckles evilly, “He’ll think you want to marry him.”

“Asshole,” I grumble at Jack, which causes him to laugh harder. It’s good to see my friend laugh despite the loss of three of his dear pets.

“Pelleta will get you settled into rooms,” I tell them as I wave the small Elven receptionist over. “I’m afraid you gents will have to share.”

Butch shrugs. “We can share a room if there is a king-size or dual queens in it.” She looks at her male colleagues. “It’s been quite a while since we’ve had to do that, but it’s been done before on missions. I rather like being sandwiched between my boys.”

Dutch says, “I’d rather not. I’ve gotten spoiled since we were stationed in Chicago. None of you will sleep if we’re sharing a bed; I toss and turn a lot at night.”

Butch teases, “I’m sure I can get you to sleep peacefully, Dutch.”

Flower laughs, and Dutch looks embarrassed.

“This way, please,” Pelleta says and leads them to the elevator as Sonya leads a group in through the door.

Sonya turns toward me and gives me a relieved smile before rushing to me. I open my arms and catch her. She murmurs, “I’m so happy to be home, Will. I get to go off shift as soon as I get this group settled. Aloïse said we could accommodate them in the ballroom.” Then she kisses me, desperate for comfort and not willing to wait until she’s out of uniform.

When the kiss breaks, I hold her tightly and say, “Rosa, please call up to the residence and let them know we have a crowd of refugees that need to get settled in the ballroom.”

“Right away, Lord,” Rosa replies and picks up the phone.

One of the refugees asks loudly, “Are you her husband?”

“Boyfriend,” I reply. “I’m not lucky enough to be her husband, yet.”

Sonya looks up at me with joy in her eyes. I kiss her quickly and tell her, “Go on home. I’ll see you there, my love.”

Sonya kisses me again quickly and says, “I love you, Will. Let me get them all inside, and then I’ll do just that.” She steps away to usher the last folks into the hotel.

The loudmouth, a florid man in an ill-fitting suit, says, “I’m a Baptist preacher, and I will not stay in a den of iniquity.”

I quip in response, “Well, Preacher. The Den of Iniquity was down in Phoenix, so I can assure you your soul is safe here. If you’d feel more comfortable somewhere else, we can send you back to the airport to await accommodations.”

Sonya follows the last of the guests through the door. She uses a commanding voice to say, “Mr. James is graciously allowing you to stay in his hotel ballroom free of charge. Everyone else is going to be staying at the National Guard Armory, the YCCC gymnasium, or one of the high school gymnasiums. Families in the community and Airbnb owners are coming forward to offer more private accommodations, but they likely will not be available to everyone for quite some time. None of those places have a Cordon Bleu chef, like this hotel offers. I recommend you take advantage of the James family’s gracious hospitality.” She steps up to the fat, pompous preacher. “Do you hear me, Reverend?”

The preacher gets a sour expression on his face but replies, “Yes, ma’am.”
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About thirty minutes later, we get everyone settled into the ballroom; we tried to keep family members close. We open the party suites around the perimeter of the ballroom so they can use the showers, designating different ones as male, female, and family. The preacher gets a sour expression, but I’m not sure why.

I warn everyone, “These rooms are available to everyone to shower and change clothes. If anyone tries to camp in one of them, I will bill you the standard two-hundred dollars per night. That assumes that your fellow campers don’t beat you for being selfish.”

I give them all my hairy eyeball look.

Aloïse tells them, “Hâllo, my name is Aloïse James. I know you’ve all had a harrowing experience today, and that many of you have lost loved ones. Feel welcome here. Grieve here. Make your plans for the future while you are here. The staff will be setting up charging stations for your devices, and tomorrow we will have a computer to stream newscasts. Several stations in the midwest are already transmitting online. You’re free to use our guest Wi-Fi, but we won’t have enough bandwidth for everyone until tomorrow, so expect intermittent service. All major cell carriers have a good signal here, so if you have an unlimited data plan, please use that until we upgrade the Wi-Fi.”

I take over at that point. “My name is Will James. The café staff is preparing a buffet, which will open for service in a few minutes. Chef Candice is a Cordon Bleu-trained chef that interned at the Culinary Dropout in Scottsdale. We’re very fortunate to have her. Tonight’s meal is going to be a bit rushed, but I think you’ll be happy to have her cooking for you. We will open Café Cortez to all our guests tomorrow. We’ll give you each a token that will let you eat there for free. There are a few other restaurants open nearby if you decide you want some variety, but not many given the pandemic. As far as I’m aware, they’re not feeding refugees for free.”

Aloïse says, “We will be having an information briefing in about ten minutes for you and all our guests, including those from the Hotel Vendome down the street. In the meantime, try to rest and refresh yourself. We are also holding three more suites open on the second floor for showers.”

“Can we rent a room?” a harried mother with three small kids asks.

Aloïse says, “Darling, as rooms, or homes, become available, I will let you know.” The mother nods.

At that point, Clarice, Lleandra, and Mica lead a handful of elves from the hostel to set up tables and stage plates, drinks, and utensils. Just before nine o’clock, Candice, Christina, Yelena, Adelina, and Pelleta wheel in carts loaded with food. They set up quickly as the rest of the hotel guests start to show up.

Jack and his family, plus Monty, Monique, and Master Hiromatsu arrive and we wave them to the line for food. The kids and the elves set up chairs for everyone to sit in.

The few guests we have at the Vendome show up with Luis. The guests join the line for food, and Luis comes over to report. He says, “I think that’s everyone, Will. Manuel is covering the desk at the Vendome. We’ve got enough linens that we could probably put up another ten or so at Shekel’s House if we can get cots.”

“I’ll have Sonya check tomorrow if it’s needed. See if you can get the additional cots from the sporting goods and camping stores first thing in the morning,” I tell him. “Otherwise, we may use it as a kitchen to feed the Vendome guests for a while.”

“Will do, Will,” he says. “I’m gonna grab some food, if that’s all right. I’ve missed Candice’s cooking.” I nod with a smile and watch folks as they sit down to eat.

My wives and concubines file in from across the corridor. They’re all in identical smoky gray halter jumpsuits. Some have pullovers, cardigans, or hoodies over the top. Lara is wearing a matching scarf around her head as a bandana to cover her ears.

I step to the center of the room. “May I have everyone’s attention, please!” Everyone freezes and looks at me. “If you don’t have food yet, please get a plate and have a seat. I’m going to talk while you eat, so you know what’s going on.”

I pause until the food line resumes. “First of all, welcome. I am Will James, owner of the Prescott Hotel and Hotel Vendome. I know that most of you didn’t choose to stay with us, but we’re happy to share our hospitality with you. Please, consider this your home for now.”

I pace for a moment and resume. “Today has been a tragedy for our country and for our world. Many news outlets are offline, as is much of the country’s infrastructure. This is what we know right now.”

I pace for another moment to organize my thoughts. “This morning, in most major cities around the country, there were explosions from neutron devices triggered by people from an invading world. Information available online suggests this was a worldwide event. Our president was at his resort in Mar-a-Lago, so he survived and has declared a national emergency. This is an attack by one of the Elven houses on a faraway planet that we refer to as Elven Prime, or Prime. Their goal is to kill off most of humanity and enslave the rest. They plan to bring millions of soldiers, followed by billions of citizens. The Elven house that is instigating this attack has roughly twenty-three billion people living on a landmass the size of Australia. That’s nearly four times the human population on earth. I and some friends have been fighting them for several months at this point, and as a result we have some refugees from Prime among us.”

I pace as everyone watches me, most with plates resting on their laps, forgotten.

“Today, the five million people in Phoenix lost their lives to what are essentially neutron bombs. The numbers I’m about to quote are rough estimates; no official numbers have been released yet. By my own rough math, today the US just went from a population of three hundred thirty million to roughly thirty-five million. The world population dropped from eight billion to roughly one billion. The remaining cities in our country are Chicago, Kansas City, Minneapolis-Saint Paul, Saint Louis, and OKC. Flagstaff is the largest city remaining in Arizona, followed by the Prescott metro area, or what we call the Quad Cities—Prescott, Prescott Valley, Dewey-Humboldt, and Chino Valley. Sierra Vista is next largest, down by Fort Huachuca. I’ve heard no news as to whether the army post there survived.”

I pace again and continue. “Here are what I think our priorities need to be. Defense, shelter, food, and information. My family and friends are all focused on this, along with some of those Elven refugees I mentioned. What questions do you all have?”

“Did you say elves?” the tall skinny blonde girl from GCU, Karen, asked.

“Yes,” I confirm. I turn to my Elven friends and lovers and speak another of my twelve Elven phrases. “Glamours down, please.”

All the Elven staff suddenly look very different.

I wave an arm to Mica and the ladies. Thankfully, I don’t need to explain T’os at the moment.

I tell the crowd, “Don’t think of Tolkien when you look at them. They are small, but very strong and very fast—about the same as an Olympic athlete—every single one of them. Elves are responsible for the explosions and radiation in Phoenix and other major cities. The ones on my staff were mostly enslaved by their masters. We rescued them when we went to save one of our own. Some are magicians, some have magical healing powers, some were just slaves used to make life easier for the Elven soldiers.”

Morena adds, “Meaning we had to fuck them or die.”

Most of the human refugees gasp at the thought.

I nod and continue, “Yes. Many were traumatized by the experience so be kind and know that you won’t survive groping one of them. Mica, T’os, and Chiara are all Elven magicians.”

Mica raises his hand.

“T’os and Chiara are not here at the moment,” I say. “Leonore and her staff are healers. They have been tending to many of the people we pulled out of Phoenix today who were suffering from radiation sickness.”

Leonore waves.

“Why did they attack us?” the harried mother asks.

“Like the Germans in World War Two, they are looking for space to live,” I explain. “They plan to send most of those twenty-three billion here.”

One of the doctors asks, “How are you able to get information from Phoenix? Can you get word to our families?”

I shake my head and say, “If your families were in Phoenix, they are likely dead. I’m sorry.” I pause to let that sink in. “As for how I know,” I open a teleportal looking out through the glass of a lovely restaurant in Phoenix called A Different Pointe of View and throw an energy shield in front of it, “I’m different.”

There are a lot of gasps as they look out onto the dark husk of the city toward South Mountain. I dismiss the teleportal and continue. “If you can tell us where to look, we can send teams in protective gear to investigate, but I don’t think you’ll like what we find. Don’t expect any survivors unless they live on the far outskirts of the Valley and far from Luke Air Force Base. The elves have been running neutron generators over the bulk of the Valley—essentially the radiation from a neutron bomb—for most of the day. In case you’re not familiar with the term, it’s a bomb that’s designed to kill by radiation quickly so that you can move your own people into the area speedily after the radiation is done. I recommend you give us addresses to search and let me send some of our security folks in protective gear to hopefully find survivors.”

The middle-aged male doctor says, “I want to see for myself.”

“I’ll let you know when the radiation levels are safe,” I tell him.

“What are you?” the florid preacher asks accusingly.

“I am a magus,” I explain. “There have always been magicians among humans. I discovered in my early forties that I’m one of them. There are many people here who practice magical crafts; healing and defensive skills are among the most important.”

“What do we do now?” the skinny guy from GCU, Charles, asks.

“For now, talk among yourselves. Listen to each other and comfort each other. We all have a shit ton of emotions to process,” I tell them.

“I don’t like your language, son,” the preacher says.

“Honestly, Reverend, I don’t care what you like as long as you don’t give anyone grief,” I reply and stare him down.

I finish with, “We have armed security on site, and a rapid reaction capability in case anything happens. You’re as safe in this building as you can be anywhere in the world. Get some rest. Unwind. Tomorrow, we’ll face this together.”

Rebecca steps up. “William mentioned magical crafts. One of the things that some of the crafts are able to do is provide immunity to the viral pandemic. All of the family and staff have taken the three doses of this tonic, and are immune to COVID-19, as well as any other virus. As our guests, we will give you the same tonic if you wish to take it.” She holds up a little glass vial. “Three doses of this, two weeks apart, will immunize you to any virus we’ve met so far. The first dose will give you protection, as will the second. The final dose makes the protection permanent. It’s safe for anyone regardless of age or medical conditions, and I’ve not heard of anyone having an allergic reaction to any of the ingredients. We’ll have the first dose available with breakfast tomorrow.”

The florid preacher stands and shouts, “Suffer not a witch to live!”

Rebecca counters, “Actually the quote from Hebrew and ancient Greek is ‘suffer not a poisoner to live.’ Like much of the Bible, that phrase was mistranslated.”

I look at the preacher as he starts to open his mouth. “Just keep it up if you want to get your ass kicked to the sidewalk, Preacher.” The fat man slams his mouth shut. I tell the rest of the group, “If he harasses anyone, let me know. I have no problem sending him to one of the gymnasiums.”

“I’d like doses for my kids and me,” the harried mother says.

Rebecca says, “I’ll ensure you have them first thing in the morning.”

Aloïse walks up and wraps an arm around my very pregnant wife before addressing the room. “We will have a staff member just outside the room within an hour, so there will be an easy way for you to get any assistance you need. Any questions?”

Everyone looks shell-shocked, and no one says anything.

“Good night, everyone,” Aloïse says as she leads the ladies out of the room.

Sonya walks up, now out of her police officer’s uniform and wearing the uniform of the wives and concubines. She hugs me, and I murmur in her ear, “You look yummy, honey.”

She murmurs back, “You can eat me later, Will.” She shifts to lean against me in a side hug.

“Tough day, love?” I ask.

“Yeah. My parents live in Tucson. I guess ‘lived’ is probably more accurate. They lived near the university,” she says as she lays her cheek on my shoulder.

“We’ll get someone down there to check it out,” I commit to her.

“Thanks, Will,” she says.

Jack and his ladies stop by. I give him a man-hug and rest a hand on his shoulder as I tell him, “War council tomorrow morning at Mount Vernon. Ten o’clock work?”

He nods and claps my shoulder. “Yeah, Will. See you tomorrow.”

Darcie gives me a warm hug, followed by Chelsea, Chantelle, and a bleary-eyed Maddy. They all walk off toward the elevator.

Master Hiromatsu walks up, and I introduce him to Sonya.

“Hiromatsu-sama, this is one of my ladies, Sonya Bird,” I tell him. “She is a police officer here in Prescott. Sonya, this is Master Hiromatsu, my martial arts teacher.”

Master Hiromatsu says, “Everything I built was in Phoenix. I will have to start over. I don’t know if I have enough energy left to do that. Shiro Nakamura ran the dojo on a daily basis.” The old Japanese man’s eyes water. “He was like a son to me.”

“We’ll find his body and have a funeral for him, sir,” I assure him. I murmur to him, “Maybe you would find it easier if your body were a younger version. It’s something I would gladly do for you, sir.”

The old man scrutinizes my face for a moment before he nods. “I will think about it. Also, there is a special sword in my dojo. It belonged to my great, great grandfather…” He pauses.

I nod and tell him, “We’ll get it when we check on Shiro.”

“Thank you, Willam.” He pats my arm and turns toward the elevator. Monty claps a hand on my shoulder and follows him, but Monique stops momentarily for a hug.

The voluptuous black woman asks, “New Orleans?”

I shake my head. “The reports are that the elves attacked there, too. They seemed partial to the cities on the coast, and they attacked larger cities one to two states in from the coast. I’m not sure why they didn’t target the middle of the country.”

Monique squeezes me again before hurrying to catch Monty.

“Let’s go home, honey,” I murmur to Sonya. She nods, and we follow the hospital staff out of the ballroom.

[image: ]


I convene the war council in the playroom at Mt. Vernon at 10:15, once everyone has a cup of coffee or tea. Jack, Darcie, Monty, T’os, Chrysilla, and my wives are all in attendance. I would have included Sonya, but she went back on shift this morning.

Jack asks, “You said you saw armed squads from your drone surveillance?” He still looks shell-shocked from the loss of Felicia, April, and Phryne.

“Yeah,” I reply. “They looked like chariots without horses. They had a weapon about the size of an M-248 mounted on the front of it. I’m assuming they were wearing shielding.”

T’os growls, “Yes. The neutron radiation has likely dissipated, but the resulting contamination from neutron activation can make the area unsafe for several weeks. I am working on prototype shields that can protect from the radiation. I have three different models that are effective. I can probably create three to five per day of the most advanced one, depending on distractions and the availability of gold for the circuitry. Availability of parts is the biggest obstacle to building them faster.”

I say, “Use the gold we took from Valya Valeran.”

Jack says, “I have a Geiger counter and a couple of sealed US Army NBC suits.” I cock an eyebrow at him. He shrugs and continues, “I like to be prepared. Anyway, I’d like to clear out my house, the salon, and a couple of gun shops I know of.”

T’os says, “We can set up a decontamination station at the lab.”

Aloïse adds, “I’ll rent the space next door to our lab for that. I don’t want to risk contaminating our current facilities. Yesterday was risky enough.”

T’os responds, “That’s a great idea. We can decontaminate anything you bring back other than food; I’m afraid that most of that is lost.”

I frown at that comment. “The food industry irradiates food to preserve it.”

T’os gives me a tusked grin that would be scary if I didn’t know him better. “I doubt they do so in metal canisters that can in turn create radioactive particles when activated by neutrons.”

I mutter, “I’ll take your word on it. It’s not something I’ve ever studied.” I revert back to the chariots. “You said the chariots are shielded?”

T’os nods and says, “Yes. Plus the soldiers likely have protective garments or personal shields on their persons.”

“Maybe we steal a couple of those,” I muse.

Jack says, “I can probably get more NBC suits and masks. They’re good for several hours in a radioactive environment, and days in a chemical environment. I’ll need to reach my contact. Chicago still has comms?”

Marissa pipes up, “Yes. We brought Susan and her elves home anyway, but it’s supposed to be safe.”

Jack mutters, “Curiouser and curiouser. That validates some of my suspicions. Okay. Let me see what I can do. In the meantime, if I can borrow one of T’os’ prototypes, I’ll get the critical stuff from my house. Then we can go do the same to the salon.”

Aloïse says, “Luis should go to the salon. He knows where all our stashes are, plus everyone will feel comfortable with him collecting their stuff.”

I say, “Once we clear it, we’ll need to close all the passages and destroy those we can’t. Then drop the building in place.”

Aloïse hangs her head and closes her eyes at the soon-to-be loss of what she had built. Finally, she sighs heavily and says, “Yes. I don’t want to leave it there to be taken over by the elves, and I have no intention of opening that type of business again.”

Tori says, “Tanu and I should go with Luis. We can break down the technology and determine if any of it’s salvageable.”

“Given the radiation and the EMP from the explosions, let’s assume it’s not salvageable, Tori,” I say quietly. She nods at me tearfully. I add, “T’os, what would it take to put a shield over Prescott and Jack’s farm?”

T’os sucks in a big breath and blows it out before answering. “A very big power source. Chrysilla can broker that deal for us. Maybe get ten of those neutron generators ourselves. I think the power supplies are big enough that four to six could cover from Skull Valley to Mayer with a depth from the crest of the Bradshaw Mountains to Chino Valley.”

Chrysilla says, “I can get them, but House Valeran has been buying them up. They’re paying five children for each.”

“Children?” I ask

“Food’s in short supply. House Elassaine would rather eat Valeran children than their own. You might want to hold some of that gold currency if you want to buy neutron generators,” the elder elf says.

“How about just the power supplies?” Marissa asks. “We don’t need the actual weapons, do we?”

“True,” T’os agrees.

Chrysilla shrugs. “Honestly, I could probably get those for one child each, or a five-gram gold ingot.”

“Not bad,” I opine. “Let’s go that route.”

“How many pizzas?” Audrey teases.

Chrysilla snorts, “My heart weeps at the thought of not being able to get those pizzas.”

Carla says, “Two Mamas makes a decent deep dish. Not as good as some other places in Phoenix, but now it may be the best in Arizona. We had it last night.”

Marissa says, “Godfather’s in Meyer. A couple of good ones in Cottonwood and Flag, too.”

“Bocce in Cottonwood,” Darcie says quietly.

Susan adds, “I can still get them delivered in Chicago. Nothing like real Chicago deep-dish.”

“Spoken like a religious pizza zealot from Chicago,” Audrey teases. “At least it’s better than what passes for pizza in New York—soggy bread dripping in grease folded over. Ew!”

Carla shrugs. “I kinda like New York pizza.”

Chrysilla interjects, “Let me see what the local place can do. They deliver?”

Darcie says quietly, “Yes. Jack and I order from them about once each week. They do curbside pickup, too.” She’s more subdued than I’ve ever seen her.

“How long after we get the power supplies?” I ask to drag the conversation back to the topic at hand.

T’os ponders this, shrugging. “With Chiara, Mica, and Audrey’s help, maybe fifteen days. Longer if I am making personal shields.”

I ask Chrysilla, “Radiation protective suits?”

Chrysilla nods. “Those are cheap. Accidents happen all the time in space and in the colonies. I keep five on hand at all times for quick sale. Human sizes will be the problem, so we’ll need to make custom orders. That will probably take a week. Three ingots per lot of one hundred suits. Maybe a little more with the size variations. I can get a thousand in standard Elven sizes for one ingot.”

“Okay,” I say. “Tori, you have everyone’s sizes. Get with Chrysilla to determine standard sizes. Jack will work his sources, but I’m concerned that with most of the big cities gone, the supply chain is probably fucked.”

Jack nods morosely in acknowledgment.

Shael runs into the room from the passage to the hotel transport room. “Lord, your sister and brother-in-law are here. The human healers say they have mild radiation sickness.”

“Thanks, Shael,” I tell her. “Let them know I’ll be right there.”

Shael nods decisively and says, “Yes, Lord,” before she steps back through.

I stand. “Anything else urgent?” I ask as I make my way to the passage. No one says anything, so I step through.

Back at the hotel transport room, I check on Allie and Roger; Josie is right behind me.

“Allie! Roger!” I exclaim when I see them.

“Will!” my sister exclaims.

I wrap her in my arms. “Let me take care of you, Allie,” I murmur into her ear as I reach a hand for Allie’s husband. Roger joins us for a group hug.

Allie goes, “Oh my, Rebecca! You look like you’re about to pop!”

Rebecca says, “I’ve got about a month left, Allie.” She kisses her cheek and then Roger’s. “I’ve got a potion for strengthening your systems. I’ll go get doses.”

I focus on my sister while Josie works on Roger. The radiation did a number on Allie, but I’m able to pull the entropy out and it doesn’t look like it’s coming back like it did with Cindy. I flood my sister with growth energy until I’m satisfied there isn’t any discernible damage left. I notice a little something in her lower abdomen that causes me to smile.

Josie steps back and says, “That should take care of it, Roger, but have a seat. I want to monitor you for a few minutes.”

“He was closer to the blasts,” Allie said. “It took him a day to walk home. We came through as soon as he got back.”

Aloïse comes in to give them each a hug and a kiss on the cheek. She says, “It’s so good to see you both again. So, how bad was the Raleigh-Durham area?”

Roger murmured, “We didn’t have explosions, at least. They had those flying oblongs you mentioned at Christmas—neutron generators. There were three over Raleigh and two over Durham. Fortunately our house is out of the center of town far enough that Allie didn’t get much, and she stayed inside. That helped.”

I look him over with my second sight, and I can see that he’s not as vibrant as he was before. I fear he’s been cooked more than we can fix, but I don’t see any actively churning or flowing entropy energy. “Roger, you’re not in any immediate danger, but your body doesn’t radiate with as much growth energy as a normal, healthy body. On the positive side, you don’t have actively flowing entropy energy anywhere in your body either. You may have permanent burn damage at the cellular level. I just don’t have enough medical knowledge to hazard a guess.”

Chris, the blond corpsman from the National Guard, had shown up in the transport room when Allie and Roger had arrived through their passage. Chris pipes up, “That’s not unusual for radiation poisoning. Even cancer patients have problems with this after radiation treatments, as well as patients who have a lot of X-rays.”

I say, “You may never be able to run a marathon, Roger, but on the positive side, Allie’s fetus has no entropy in it and is burning brightly with life.”

Both Allie and Roger look at me in shock before they look back at each other and launch into a crushing embrace.

“Well played, William darling,” Aloïse says as she wraps me in a tight hug. “Uncle Will has a nice ring to it doesn’t it?”

“Yeah,” I agree with a goofy grin.

Roger sits back in his chair and Allie crawls onto his lap. Then, as if remembering something, she gets back up and runs over to hug me. “Thank you,” she says as she squeezes me tightly. She releases me and runs back to sit on Roger’s lap.

Josie squints at Roger for a moment, and I watch as she pulls a little bit of entropy out of him.

Josie joins Aloïse and me in a family hug. She murmurs, “We can pull him out and rebuild him if needed.”

“Not without some extensive meditation first,” I reply. “Felicia’s inability to manifest has me a little spooked. I need to study up on it in Magnus’ books.”

Aloïse nods. “Good points to you both. We should be prepared,” she says. “I don’t want my niece or nephew to lose his or her father to anything but old age.”
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SURVIVORS


Early the next morning, I took a list of homes, offices, and schools for the refugees who had family in Phoenix. Tanu and Tori helped me get lat-lon locations for each of them and screenshots of the map locations while Roger informed me of the likely effect on structures from neutron radiation—essentially, they would become brittle if they didn’t burn or crumble in an explosion. Many building materials would be emitting what I thought of as sympathetic radiation—other bandwidths of radiation that are more persistent as a result of what T’os called neutron activation.

I strapped one of T’os’ shield devices on my belt, and he gave us four more for Raul, Darius, Victor, and Lance—security guards and recovering zombies. Koree and Palleta donned Elven radiation protection suits, courtesy of Chrysilla. We armed ourselves with shotguns and MP5s, and started teleporting to the locations the refugees provided.

Courtesy of my second sight, I saw angels swarming over the Valley, grabbing souls and jumping back to wherever they took them. We used the keys of the middle-aged doctor to enter the house in Fountain Hills. I called out, “Hello!”

I heard moaning from a powder room behind the entry. Inside was a woman hugging a toilet bowl. Her purse was sitting next to her, and her car keys were on the floor. What was left of her bleached blond hair was plastered to her head, and she was gasping for air.

Darius and Lance held up a roll-up passage against a wall, and Raul and Victor took the woman through to the decon site. She moaned, “Kids. At. School. Four. Peaks. Mid-dle.”

Raul shouted, “I need coordinates for Four Peaks Middle School!” In a softer voice, he told the woman, “Thanks.”

Raul and Victor returned, and Raul handed me a piece of paper as Darius rolled up the passage. I opened a teleportal and we stepped through to the school.

I saw angels everywhere escorting the souls of the dead away for reprocessing. I stopped a rather masculine angel and asked if anyone was still alive. It directed us to the gymnasium where we found a male teacher and ten kids. All were sick but in better shape than the doctor’s wife. We opened the passage and directed them through to the decontamination site.

Next we teleported to the Cactus Shadows High School in Cave Creek to find the children of the female doctor. Her youngest son was one of the eleven high school students and two teachers we found. The male teacher was the head football coach, and the female was the Spanish teacher.

From there we kept jumping from location to location, but none of the remaining families had survivors.

We decided to check the schools around the perimeter of the valley to see if we could find any more kids or teachers.

We eventually found another 167 children and seventeen teachers among a variety of schools. We saw a lot of teachers had shielded the kids with their own bodies, futilely hoping someone could rescue their students. Josie, Rebecca, Leonore and her staff, and the hospital refugees treated the recovered folks for radiation poisoning and dehydration. Marissa made runs to get IV supplies.

We saw thousands of dead kids and hundreds of dead teachers. It was heartrending.

Jack showed up at the decontamination center wearing his NBC suit as we delivered the last survivors. Monty suited up in Jack’s spare suit, and Chrysilla gave the largest Elven suit to Master Hiromatsu. After my team hydrated, we teleported to Jack’s house to drop him off, leaving Darius and Victor to guard and assist. Then we jumped to the hotel Phryne worked at.

The hotel had been demolished by the blast—the towers had been blown to the east and the roof and most of the walls of the lobby went with them. We found Phryne’s cooked body impaled on an exposed piece of rebar. I wouldn’t have recognized her if not for the name tag and remnant of red hair. I used my second sight to see if maybe her soul was still lingering. There were quite a few souls around, but I didn’t recognize Phryne’s. I called out her name but none of the wandering souls replied. We wrapped her gently in a sheet we brought along for this purpose, and teleported to Master Hiromatsu’s dojo with Phryne’s body.

Like the schools, the structure of the dojo seemed to still be intact, but the materials all seemed brittle. I accompanied Master Hiromatsu as he recovered his ancestral sword. He handed the ancient weapon to me while he grabbed a bin and collected some other personal mementos—pictures, scrolls, a calligraphy set. I couldn’t detect Shiro’s soul, either, so we wrapped his badly burned body in a sheet like we did for Phryne’s. I popped over to Jack’s house and brought him through to the dojo. He stared at Phryne’s body for a long moment. I heard him sniff, but it was hard to judge his expression through his mask.

We placed Phryne’s body on the dojo floor next to Shiro’s and bowed deeply to them. I opened a teleportal to Jack’s house and compressed and heated a ball of soul energy until it was roiling like a fire. After everyone else departed, I stepped through the teleportal, tossed the ball of arcane fire onto the dojo floor, and closed the portal.

Later, we found the body of Jack’s young protégé, Michael, but he was cooked in his high school with the rest of his classmates. He wasn’t an adult yet, so he didn’t get a communicator like the rest of the staff. Darcie and Clarice consoled Adelina when we delivered the news to her. Adelina was distraught over not bringing him along, but she hadn’t known where to find him. Warren sat with her for a couple of hours after we told her the news.

The recovery crew spent the rest of the day clearing Jack’s house of anything useful, mostly firearms, ammo, and clothes. We moved the passage from Jack’s Prescott house to the decontamination site so that those of us coming in from his Phoenix house passage had easy access to the site. That way, I could spend time working on healing with Josie, Rebecca, and Leonore’s staff rather than opening and closing teleportals. By the end of the day, we had lost thirteen of the kids, six teachers, and the doctor’s wife to severe radiation poisoning and dehydration. We were lucky to save the rest.

The next day, we cleared out six different gun shops in the Phoenix area while Luis, Tanu, and Tori worked on clearing anything of value from the salon. Almost everything with a chip or transistor was rendered worthless by the neutron generators. Tori sent a heavy UPS with a full charge, and they lugged it around to check all of her computer equipment. Nothing lit up, so if anything did survive we didn’t find it. T’os deemed all the clothes, weapons, ammo, and industrial cookware to be salvageable. Again we moved the passage to the decontamination site from the transport room so we could safely take everything through to Prescott. Mica and Chiara operated a technomancy device that cleaned residual radiation from everything.

Once Luis was satisfied we had everything of value, we destroyed the passages to the salon. Tori launched a drone through a teleportal to observe from the air as I tried a variant of the technique I used on the Esplanade towers: I opened a second teleportal and tossed a big, compressed ball of entropy energy into the basement before closing the second portal. We watched the monitor as the salon crumbled to dust. Tori retrieved her drone, and I closed the first portal. I needed a break after holding two portals open like that, but I was ready to go again an hour later.

The next day, I rejuvenated Master Hiromatsu after our morning training sessions, making his body about thirty-five years younger. While I was doing that, Chrysilla delivered three lots of one hundred Elven radiation suits. Jack reported in the afternoon that his contact in Chicago was unable to get US Army-standard suits, and he didn’t want to show up on the Church’s doorstep to ask. I agreed with his sentiment.

Over the next week, T’os, Chiara, and Mica led a detail to Jack’s house, Maddy’s house, the Cheungs’ house, and Audrey’s apartment to decontaminate them as much as possible. The homes with passages became our doors back to the Valley. T’os expected we would have to wear suits or shields for several months before we could do a final decontamination and declare them safe.

It took several weeks to find lodging for the kids and teachers. Initially, we put them out at Warren’s farm so that he could work with them to reduce their nightmares and grief. Adelina joined them for about a week before rejoining her colleagues back in town.

We closed the Sheckel’s House coffee and wine bar and converted it into a temporary lodging facility for Aloïse’s staff so we could put refugees into hotel rooms or the ballroom. We already had quite a few of her staff in Prescott when the elves attacked, but the security, kitchen, and entertainment staff that were based in Phoenix were all squeezed together. Converting Sheckel’s House to a hostel gave them a little more room and a shared kitchen, which Yelena and Irene took over to feed them and the Hotel Vendome guests.

All during the recovery effort, the news was infrequent and inconsistent from both Jack’s sources and media reports. However, we did learn a few things.

The elves had taken over all the large coastal cities, and it was publicly acknowledged that Earth had been invaded by elves. Footage of the aftermath of my first attack on the Esplanade was shown repeatedly to mark the beginning of the Elven invasion.

The Church announced that the elves were demons and that they had been fighting them for centuries. The Vatican was destroyed along with Rome during the original wave of neutron radiation attacks, but the Pope had apparently moved to his summer retreat at the Palace of Castel Gandolfo. After the Vatican announcement, Castel Gandolfo was subsequently bombed, and subsequent announcements from the Pope came from different locations all over western Europe. News reports speculated that he was in the Swiss, German, and/or Austrian Alps. It was almost like they were trying to get the guy killed.

The president emerged as a willing puppet of the elves—he was regularly seen greeting Elven dignitaries. He replaced both his dead and living cabinet members with elves, and ruled from Mar-a-Lago while waiting for the White House to become safe to reoccupy. His first public announcement after the attacks was nauseating.

He literally said, “I want to welcome our short, pointy-eared friends. They are refugees from oppression and persecution, and we will welcome them with open arms. They know how lucky they are to have arrived during my administration, and they acknowledge that I truly am the greatest leader in the world. They are very, very, very welcome here on Earth and in the United States. Since most world governments have toppled, I declare myself the emperor of the world.”

Only three members of Congress survived the bombing of D.C. because they were out of town visiting their districts in midwestern cities that were spared Elven attack. The opposing presidential candidate was cooked while in Philadelphia for a rally.

According to Jack’s contacts, there were no confirmed sightings of Mal’szak Valeran. The consensus was that he was somewhere in Asia, and that he was still rotating between the top ten largest cities in China, plus Singapore, Mumbai, Bengaluru, Delhi, Kuala Lumpur, and Hong Kong—all of which had been irradiated.

Monsignor David and the archbishop in charge of Jack’s former organization only shared platitudes and ambiguous intel with him. In return, Jack pleaded ignorance when the monsignor asked about Dutch, Butch, and Flower, who were all dead as far as the Church was concerned.

Monty and Monique moved into the Mt. Vernon house master suite, ostensibly until they could get a house of their own. Master Hiromatsu moved into Dan and Maria’s guest house. Dan turned his dojo over to the master, and Master Hiromatsu spent a lot of time training with my students and Dan’s. Monty and I started daily semi-private lessons with Master Hiromatsu every morning before I trained my family and Jack’s.

After our initial air recon, the owls attacked anything in the air, so we didn’t get a lot of use out of Tori’s drones—only when we stayed away from downtown.

Over the weeks that followed the Elven invasion, there were some bits of good news.

Karin Mason, the tall, thin, dirty blonde biochem student we rescued with Erica, struck up a friendship with Mica. I encouraged it because it distracted Mica from Kara, the Elven slut that he had been fixating on.

Lara told me as we were discussing our joy for Mica, “I remember Kara from House Valeran. The only time she wasn’t causing trouble was when she was getting fucked. It was fortunate, really, that she was assigned a position as a pleasure slave.”

I couldn’t tell from the video footage, but I suspected she was a zombie.

Also, Adelina had begun visiting Warren’s farm daily. They started dating at some point after that, and they began talking about her moving in with him. His Elven ladies weren’t thrilled about that idea since she was a human, but they did suddenly have other options.

Chris and Albert, two of the medical aides from PCH, discovered that they really liked Elven women.

Chris started serial dating about ten of them, and Albert found himself surrounded by a lovely trio from Warren’s farm. I expected they would form a household before too many months passed.

A couple of weeks later, after we got the refugees settled, Chrysilla delivered two neutron generators and twenty additional power supplies for them.

The day after the delivery, T’os, Chiara, Mica, Josie, Audrey, and I met to review the design that T’os had in mind for shields for the Quad Cities area. T’os talked us through the design and pointed out several areas that he wasn’t certain about. None of the others had any better ideas, so we decided to pursue his plans until we came across a better plan.

Audrey said, “Chrysilla found a technomancer to help me with my senior project and follow-on ideas. Maybe we should see if she can find someone for this.”

“That sounds like a great idea,” Josie agreed.

I nodded to add my agreement as they all looked to me for approval. “It can’t hurt to ask,” I said. “In the meantime, let’s prepare to present the general plan to the city councils and county commissioners to pitch the idea.”

Chiara said, “The one stumbling block is that we don’t have any idea about how to allow airplanes in and out.”

“We’ll figure it out,” I reassured them.

[image: ]


I wrap Rebecca into a hug just after the midwife left. She turns to rest her back against my chest, and I cradle her ponderous baby bump in my hands.

“How’d it go?” I ask.

Rebecca caresses her bulbous abdomen. “Very well, Will,” she enthused. “I’m so glad I found Connie. I know I’m safe, but I don’t know how much of my tonics’ effect will protect the baby. I’m glad I can deliver our baby here at home.”

“Does she think the guest room will be fine for that?” I ask.

Rebecca giggles tiredly. “Yes. She thinks it’s our bedroom. I didn’t tell her how I can’t wait to have our baby so I can crawl into a big pile of loving women in our bed.”

“You said she’s a nurse practitioner?” I ask.

Rebecca leans over her stomach to cuddle as closely as she can. “Yes. I think that’s the path I want to follow. NAU has a good program up there. Maybe I can transfer after I get the baby settled. I didn’t take a very heavy class load in the spring, and I laid out this term. It will probably take until next fall before I transfer.”

“I should probably start looking for a place close to campus. Josie and Clarice are probably going to want to transfer before too long. It might be a good idea to have a place there connected by a passage,” I speculate.

“Good idea, Mr. James,” she says before devouring my mouth. “Now husband, do you think you could use your mouth on me? Your pregnant wife is suddenly very horny.”

“Let’s go, my love,” I tell her as I lead her to the master bedroom.
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Four days later, Tori wakes me up by pulling my foot. I look at the bedside clock to see it’s a little after midnight.

“I think I know how to find them,” my lovely Latvian wife says excitedly.

I slide out of bed, and Aloïse blinks from the bed to wrap her wings around Tori before shifting to her human form.

I hug and kiss both ladies then point outside the bedroom, and Tori rushes from the room. Aloïse and I grab robes, and I stop to kiss Audrey, Erica, and Rebecca before I follow Tori to the great room. The rest of the wives are sleeping in other bedrooms.

One of Tori’s drones is sitting on the coffee table. “Theirs is the only building with lights on,” Tori says excitedly.

“They wouldn’t make a rookie mistake like that,” Aloïse scoffs, and I nod my agreement.

Tori holds her index finger up. “Maybe. But then again, they think they’ve killed all the humans in the city. I can check with IR in case they’ve covered the windows, but something will pick up—either body heat, candles, lights—something will be wherever they are. With it being dark, I’m hoping we can sneak in and out before their aerial sentries pick up on us.”

I look at Aloïse, and she shrugs.

I look back at Tori and say, “Let’s find out."

Tori sits at another table and fiddles with her laptop. The drone starts and rises gently into the air. I concentrate for a minute and open a teleportal just outside that window view from A Different Pointe of View. The Valley is eerily dark.

“Concentrate on the tallest buildings,” I tell her.

Tori flies her drone along Camelback and then points it downtown. That’s where she finds them. The Sheraton Grand has heat signatures from top to bottom. Also, Chase Tower’s top ten floors and the US Bank Tower’s top five floors all have indications of candles and lots of bodies moving around.

Tori is about to fly in closer when the camera is obscured by a huge owl.

Tori hits a button; there’s a brief flash and the owl drops out of sight. “Taser,” she murmurs as I open a teleportal in front of the building we can see through the camera. Tori dives the drone toward the portal and slows it to fly it through into the living room. She’s maneuvering the device to land on the coffee table when another owl suddenly appears and reaches for the portal.

I close the magical gateway, but the bird’s talons and head drop inside the room. I blast both with entropy energy until there is nothing but powder left.

Aloïse gasps. “Great. You burned a hole in the rug, Will. That is a real Persian carpet from 1926.”

I shrug, “It’s so small that no one will notice, Aloïse.”

She gives me the look.

I try, “It was probably worn out anyway.”

“Not funny, husband,” Aloïse growls.

“Yes, well, dear. Let’s go back to bed,” I offer.

“Good answer,” Aloïse purrs. “Come along, Precious.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Tori whimpers.

Early the next morning, I get a call while Monty, Stephen, Audrey, Marissa, and I are training with Master Hiromatsu after my semi-private lesson with him.

Tanu’s melodic voice caresses my ear. “Hello, Lord William. Pelleta called from the hostel. There’s someone named Lonnie there to see you. I told her to have him come to the hotel.”

“Thanks, Tanu,” I tell her. “Do the standard temperature checks, etcetera, and get him seated in the café. I’ll be there in about thirty minutes. You just came on shift?”

“Yes,” she says. “Manuel covered the graveyard shift, and Luis was on at the Vendome. Rosalie and I are on until three o’clock.”

“Okay. I’ll be there shortly, Tanu,” I tell her before I disconnect.

We finish the exercise Mater Hiromatsu has us working on, bow off the mat, and towel off. Audrey follows me back and heads to the showers as I detour to the café.

I see the tall, nondescript man sitting in a booth close to the kitchen. He’s got a thin oval face with sandy brown hair, a lean torso and limbs, and the unexpressive face I remember.

“Hello Lonnie,” I greet him as he stands. His muddy brown eyes look lost. I offer a hand and note the strong red aura surrounding him. “Welcome to Prescott. How are Julius and Judy doing?”

Lonnie tears up and throws a hug around my shoulder. He sobs, “Dead. They were staying at the Warwick Hotel in New York when the bombs struck. Julius let me go camping down in Tennessee while he and Judy had a working vacation. I suspect the radiation fried their brains. I felt my binding dissolve, and it hasn’t reasserted itself. At least Julius is gone.”

I awkwardly hug the guy, who’s easily a couple of inches taller than me. I tell him, “Have a seat, Lonnie.”

The man releases me and takes a seat, using a paper napkin to blow his nose and stuffing the refuse into his pocket. Magrette, one of the Elven ladies, brings over a French press of coffee and a couple of mugs.

She pours servings for each of us and bows. “Anything else, Lord?”

“No, Magrette. I noticed your accent is getting very smooth. Good work,” I tell her.

She smiles brightly, “That is kind of you to notice, Lord. Please let me know if there is anything else you require.” She bows again and caresses my shoulder before going back to her station.

The caress is new. Magrette is one of the elves who had been traumatized by having been a pleasure slave. She has been shy of physical contact since I met her. She’s only been working at the café for about a month. It’s taken that long for her to get relaxed enough around men to talk to them. I guess her sessions with Warren are paying off.

Lonnie and I both sip our coffee.

After I’ve had about a quarter of mine, I resume our conversation. “So Lonnie, how can I help you?”

Lonnie presses a napkin to his eyes again and takes a sip of coffee before asking, “Should I address you as Lord, Mr. James?”

“No, Lonnie. I prefer Will or William. Use whichever you prefer,” I reply gently.

Lonnie watches me carefully as he takes another sip.

Finally he says, “William, I need a job. I had enough money to buy gas to drive here, steering around the destroyed cities on the way and eating sparingly. I’m about out of funds. I have this rental car, camping clothes, camping gear, and no prospects.”

He takes a ragged breath before taking another sip of coffee. “Julius was talking about setting me free—giving me enough of a nest egg to start a life on my own. He can’t do that now because he’s dead. If I could get into his house in Denver, I could make arrangements, but his place was destroyed. Apparently the elves exploded a neutron generator over the airport, and the house was demolished by the blast wave.”

“What can you offer, Lonnie?” I ask quietly. I watch his eyes to look for tells of lying.

“I am a master-level technomancer among my people. The technomancy we do makes the efforts on Elven Prime look like child’s play,” Lonnie says.

“Who are your people, Lonnie?”

Lonnie hangs his head and closes his eyes again. After another big sigh, he takes a sip of coffee and says, “I’m from a different universe. You would call me an elf, but my people are different from the common elves you know here. In our universe there are Wild Elves, Dark Elves, and my people. We are referred to as High Elves—similar to the common elves from this universe but taller and narrower. Our universe is like yours, but it is out of phase with your universe—a mirror, if you will. I actually don’t know how Mr. Clement was able to summon me. I was shifting phase to meet up with some distant relatives on one of the House Elassaine colonies, and ended up in a circle in Denver as my body aligned with this universe. Julius said he didn’t need an Elven female, so he pulled my soul out of my body and stuffed me into a zombie—this body. He put my magic in a body that would blend in.”

“Wait a minute,” I interrupt. “You’re female?”

“I was born female,” the man says. “Inside, I still feel female, but I’ve been in a human male body for 157 years.”

I nod and sip my coffee before responding. “That’s fucked up, Lonnie!” The tall man nods and sips his coffee. After a pause, I continue. “As a technomancer, maybe you can help us with some projects. I want to build a shield over Prescott to protect us from Elven neutron generators. We have twenty power supplies from the neutron generators, which T’os thinks should be enough to power shields that would repel airborne invaders, radiation, and irradiated particles.”

Lonnie suddenly gets very focused. “Fields similar to what you’re describing are common on spaceships and stations. Some of those are very large. Power will be the biggest issue. Space applications usually just try to keep the atmosphere in and small particles out. You probably want to keep everything out. That will cause issues for aircraft. We can make it visible and have ingress and egress routes. Plus, we can implement a variety of sensors that can detect incoming threats based on a variety of indicators. Also…”

I hold up my hand, and Lonnie stops talking. “Do you know how to do all that?”

“Yes,” Lonnie says. “I’ve built small ones for ships and repaired them on space stations. Sensors, wards, and traps are also a strength of mine.”

I nod and say, “We have very little technomancy knowledge among our mages, but T’os is our best. He’s got a design for shields, but he’s hitting roadblocks. I’d like you to talk to him.”

“Of course, William,” Lonnie says seriously.

“What do you want, Lonnie?” I ask quietly.

Lonnie sighs again and drops his head. He sips coffee, and I watch his eyes flit across the tabletop as he gathers his thoughts.

Slowly the man raises his eyes. “I don’t want to be a slave. I don’t want to be a goon or thug, either. I’d enjoy working in technomancy again. I’d like to have a family.”

I nod. “We have a very large extended family. I think you’ll like the atmosphere, but you can obviously have your own family, too.”

Lonnie looks perplexed as I turn to the shy Elven woman at the hostess station. “Magrette, please have Tanu chase down Aloïse and any of the other wives that can get here in the next twenty minutes.”

I turn back to Lonnie and ask, “Hungry?”

“Yes,” the man says. I grab a couple of menus from the hostess station and hand one to Lonnie.

I quickly make a selection, and Aloïse, Rebecca, Tori, Lara, and Carla arrive as Lonnie peruses the menu. I collect a kiss from each of them and pull Rebecca onto my lap.

Aloïse slides in next to me and says, “Marissa is on a sales call in Baghdad, Josie and Audrey are at their labs, and Susan is on a conference call upstairs. Erica is studying with a couple of her college friends. She said she might join us shortly.”

I say, “Thank you, my love. Ladies, this is Lonnie. Some of you may remember him; he was a henchman of Julius Lafayette. His bond to Julius disappeared when New York was attacked. He’s certain that Julius and Judith died, so Lonnie is looking for a job.”

Rebecca moans at the thought of her aunt no longer being alive. She throws her arms around my neck and sobs. Aloïse leans on Rebecca to console her, caressing her gently. I hold Rebecca’s hand before turning my attention back to Lonnie. “Lonnie’s hosting an Elven technomancer named…”

“N’elisa,” Lonnie whispers.

“Nelisa?” I ask.

“Close. Think of an apostrophe between the ‘N’ and the ‘elisa’ part,” he says. “N’elisa.”

“Like my name when we met, Lord,” Lara says.

“I’ll need to practice,” I admit. “I can learn vocabulary, but I’m terrible with accents. Keep coaching me.” I turn my attention to the ladies as Lonnie nods. “N’elisa is a high-Elven female.”

“High Elf?” Lara gasps. “Those are a myth.”

I look at the sad-looking, tall man. “Would it be okay to call you Lonnie until you’re ready to switch back?”

He nods solemnly.

I address the wives, “I’ll let Lonnie tell the story.”

Magrette takes food and drink orders, and then Lonnie rehashes the story to my ladies.

My wives are horrified at the thought of being trapped in a male body and commiserate with Lonnie.

Lonnie says, “As William said, I need a job. He was so sympathetic to Julius when we were last here, I thought I’d come begging.”

I shake my head. “Begging isn’t an issue, Lonnie. If you can do a fraction of what you said, you will earn your living. We’ll figure out a salary for you.”

Aloïse says, “Concubine level, I think. Lonnie knows too much.”

Lonnie shakes his head. “I’m not prepared to be anyone’s concubine.”

I shake my head. “It’s a label, not a duty, Lonnie.” I give Aloïse and Carla a pained look. “I’m starting to think that we should have come up with a different label for that middle tier,” I say. “Jack thought all of his ladies were open game until we passed the bylaw and practice of collars. Many of the Elven ladies were upset when they weren’t on the concubine level, and then when we moved them up they were upset that they weren’t in somebody’s bed.”

“Specifically your bed,” Tori said with a smirk. “I’m glad they’re not. I’m willing to share, but I don’t want my time with you to get diluted by fifty additional horny Elven girls.”

She’s kidding, but then again, she isn’t. I nod. “You are all very understanding, and I appreciate it. I know our concubines do, too.”

Tori laughs, “I know! Elesain was giddy after her first night with you. I don’t think she’s come down yet.”

Rebecca sniffs and smiles, “Zenia is campaigning hard to become a wife.”

“Not yet. She needs to learn not to be so aggressively ambitious. Besides,” Lara says haughtily, “I enjoy being the lord’s only Elven wife.”

Even Rebecca laughs, and Lonnie looks confused but does smile.

“So,” I say, trying to get back on topic. “Everyone who works for the families is in our cooperative, the Cortez Cooperative, or co-op for short. Employees of our businesses are generally at the associate level for benefits. There’s an intermediate level we refer to as the concubine level, which is for those closely associated with one of the households and who do more sensitive work for the co-op that involves the unseen world. Additionally, there are households, which were the main point of the co-op—allowing households to have multiple spouses. Your salary would be paid by the co-op, and given the types of projects you would work on, concubine level would be correct.”

I look at my two lawyer wives. “Couldn’t we just call them partners instead of concubines?”

“We can discuss it later, husband,” Aloïse says primly. “It will require an amendment that is agreed by all the households and the majority of the concubines.”

I mutter, “Great.”

I tell Lonnie, “Regardless, I’d like you to talk to T’os and Chiara first, then I’ll speak with them while Aloïse and Carla talk you through the co-op structure and the benefits. Before dinner, we’ll have another discussion to see what we can agree to for a salary and living arrangements.”

Aloïse says, “Precious, please let Tanu know to summon T’os and Chiara here and send them to the café when they arrive.”

“Of course, Mistress,” Tori replies with her beautiful smile. Magrette lays out food for everyone as Tori leaves, but Tori returns quickly enough that she slides back into her seat just after Magrette finishes putting the plates down.

We converse as we eat, going through the introductions after the two Elven magicians arrive and Magrette brings them coffee and water. The wives and I leave them to talk technomancy, and T’os agrees to take Lonnie to his lab to show him how far they’ve gotten.

I leave with Rebecca and spend a couple of hours holding her as we grieve for her aunt in addition to trying to come to grips with the deaths caused by the elves. Rebecca and I weren’t close to Felicia, Phryne, and Cindy, but they were friends and part of the co-op, which really is like an extended family. Rebecca eventually gets off the couch to get ready for a video conference for her next class.

Clarice sets her books to the side as she comes out of the study cubicles after her last class of the morning. We cuddle and talk about how her day was going, and I tell her about Lonnie and his news. We grab a couple of magic books from the library that Magnus gave us before going downstairs to take the passage to Audrey’s lab.

We collect kisses from Audrey, Erica, and Josie when we arrive. I tell them about Lonnie’s arrival and his situation.

Audrey and Josie weep over the news of Judith’s death. Erica and Clarice didn’t know her, but Clarice hugs her “moms” to comfort them while Erica hugs and kisses her wives.

“Oh! Poor Rebecca,” Audrey gasps. “She’s always been there for me. With the friends we lost, and almost losing Erica, losing her favorite aunt has to be really hitting her hard.”

After a few minutes of group hugging, Josie returns to her project. Clarice takes a seat at an empty lab table before she cracks her book on illusion and glamor.

Audrey drags me over to an easy chair and crawls onto my lap. Erica sits on the arm of the chair and wraps an arm around us, pressing one of her ample breasts into the side of my head.

“I’m having a hard time today, Will,” Audrey says. “We left Master Hiromatsu’s class before I got the opportunity to burn off enough emotion to get through the day. Not only have we lost people, but Erica and I both lost our education records, too.”

“I got transcripts at the end of last term, thinking I might transfer to NAU,” Erica said. “I won’t lose much, but Audrey’s records are all gone.”

Audrey says, “I have all my report cards, but that may not be enough. NAU does have a biomedical science degree, but it’s not really engineering.”

I frown as I think about it. “A lot of people will have lost their education records. Since they’re all stored electronically, our only hope is that they were backed up to a place the elves didn’t attack.”

Erica shrugs, the motion of which caresses my face with the cotton-covered orb at the side of my head. I turn and kiss her, and when we break apart, she says practically, “It’s unlikely that many people will have that problem. Most of the people in the big cities are dead.”

Audrey nods, “True. I know what I plan to do next, so maybe I’ll just start planning out my business and prototypes.”

“Sounds reasonable,” I agree. “This is the prosthetic limbs idea?”

Audrey gets excited talking about it. “Yes. My senior project was all robotics, but I’ve already got the sensors for nerve signals designed. The decoding of the nerve signals will be the tricky part.”

Erica says, “I can help with the business organization, Auds. Carla and Aloïse can help us with the incorporation.”

Audrey smiles at her former roommate and lover. “I feel much better, Erica. Thank you.”

I smile. “I love how you two support each other.”

Erica looks shy. “I was in love with Audrey, or as close as a zombie can love, for so long that supporting her just feels natural. I’m working to be better for my other sister wives.”

“We all love you, Erica,” I assure her. “I’m so glad you decided to marry us.”

“Me, too, Will,” she smiles at me affectionately. “I was surprised by how you worked your way into my heart, but I’m not surprised by how much I enjoy having so many wives; I love how we all support each other.”

“Speaking of support, ladies,” I remind them. “With Julius and Judith dead, Rebecca could probably use some additional support. Maybe you can take the afternoon off, and we can spend some time with her before training tonight.”

“You’re on KP tonight for the refugees,” Audrey said. “I’m happy to spend time with her; although, she’ll probably show up to help Candice, Christina, and Yelena cook. Either way, we’ll comfort her.”

The two young women cuddle me closely before we all get up. Each kisses me goodbye to go find Rebecca.

I walk up behind Josie and wrap my arms around her. She’s sketching with a carpenter’s pencil on a piece of butcher paper.

Josie says, “I’m trying to optimize space within a mountain to get some nice-to-haves in addition to the must-haves. It’s a bit of a theoretical exercise since Marissa’s property fell through. Regardless, I wanted to have a couple of proposals to show Marissa before we brought them to you, but I’m having trouble organizing my thoughts with everything going on.”

“I understand, Josie. There’s a lot of worrisome distraction going on right now, but that’s why I’m working out twice each day right now—to burn some of that stress off.” I caress her stomach and ask, “So what do you consider essential?”

Josie writes them in the margins as she lists them for me. “Bedrooms for the household. Dormitories for the unmarried staff. Small suites or apartments for married staff…” She trails off in thought.

“We have staff who are married?” I ask.

“T’os has three ladies who are committed to him,” Josie says. “One of them is pregnant. T’os asked me about family housing. Also, a couple of Leonore’s males have steady girlfriends. It’s going to be an issue soon.”

“I wonder if we should discuss limits on children,” I say. “One for each parent?”

“I think making birth control available to the women would take care of it,” Josie counters. “Rebecca’s birth control and morning-after tonics are very popular. They enjoy sex, but they don’t do birth control on their home planet. They’ve come to view children as an unfortunate side effect of pleasure or a means to provide the family income.”

“Really? Where’d you hear that?” I ask.

“I was visiting with Chelena and Morena,” Josie says. “They claim that House Valeran is the worst since they are the poorest of the royal houses on Prime. The other houses all have commerce or magical interests to occupy their minds. House Valeran is all about fighting, fucking, and farming—in that order. House Spirituae is the least likely to eat a child since healing is a core part of their culture. Buying children for food is common in Houses Elassaine, Serenissima, and Ludmilla. House Valeran is the only one where eating your own children is widespread.” Josie grimaces and drops a hand to her abdomen. “It makes me sick to think about it.”

“No one will eat your children, my love,” I promise her.

Josie whirls into my arms and she growls fiercely, “You will protect them, William!”

I sense there’s a subtext to her protectiveness of our future children. “How far along are you, love?” I ask.

Josie grimaces, “I don’t know if I am, Will. I’m only about four days late. My period varies a couple of days sometimes. I was planning to wait until after school, like Audrey is. Unfortunately, I missed a dose of birth control tonic a couple of weeks back, and we made love shortly after. So, I’m kinda worried.”

“Either way, I’m with you, my darling wife,” I reply.

Josie rubs her cheek against mine as I lean over her shoulder.

“Thanks, Will,” she says. “I love you so much.”

“I love you too, Josie,” I reply. We cuddle for a bit before I ask, “How’s the work with T’os going?”

She shrugs. “It’s interesting, but most of it’s over my head. I’m just starting to get a bit of an understanding of the craft of technomancy. It’s fairly foreign. Thaumaturgy makes sense. Necromancy kind of makes sense, too—more so since I’ve looked at it through your eyes. Technomancy has this element of needing to understand the science and then enhancing the expected effect, or creating a catalyst for a technology to work. I need to take a lot more science classes to be able to grasp the underlying concepts before I can do much with the magical part.”

Josie sighs and says, “You better let me get back to work, Mr. James. I am available tonight to help comfort Rebecca if you’d like.”

“Yeah, that’s going to be quite a cuddle puddle,” I tell her.

“Gotta take care of Mama Bear,” Josie replies.

Chiara walks into the lab and says, “Tori would like to chat with you for a bit, Lord. You’ll get a text in the next thirty minutes or so, if you don’t head over soon.”

I ask, “What did you think about Lonnie?”

Chiara gives me an excited look. “We have to hire him, Lord. He knows so much more about technomancy than any of us. I haven’t really gotten to the specialization stage of my training, but even T’os is amazed by what Lonnie knows. T’os always understates his skill in technomancy, but honestly he’s quite knowledgeable. House Elassaine and House Ludmilla have the best ones, but he was probably the best or second-best technomancer in House Valeran. We were far from a powerhouse in that discipline, but he is more than competent. He told me that Lonnie makes him feel like a novice. Can we hire him, Lord?”

I chuckle, “We’ll see what he says after talking to T’os.”

I kiss my wife and step-daughter before heading through the passage to meet with Tori. Chiara returns with me, her arm looped through mine companionably.

Tori kisses me when I meet her exiting the doorway of her office. After I release her lips, Tori says, “We’re meeting in the living room of the residence. May I take your arm, my love?” I smile and offer my arm to my eighth wife.

Tori continues as we make our way to the elevator. “I didn’t finish my research before the attacks, and most of the banking institutions have been offline since then. I did dump all of Melanie’s finances a couple of weeks before and was running them through some analytical routines.

“The gateway from the Bahamas to Miami is back online, but there are complications. Throughput through Miami to the gateway is sporadic at best. Even when I can get to the gateway, I’m running into new security that’s preventing me from getting through it. All my little bots and daemons are getting filtered out. I’m working on new stuff, but it’s going to take a while.”

As we step inside the elevator car, I push the button for the top floor and ask, “So, what do we know?”

Tori cuddles close and wraps her arms around me. “Well, based on the dump from two weeks ago, most of her operating capital came from Singapore. She had quite a lot of bitcoin conversions, too.”

When we reach the living room, I knock on the door rather than pull my key out. Elesain opens it and gives me a kiss before hugging Tori as we enter the residence. Chiara, T’os, Lonnie, Josie, Audrey, Erica, Clarice, and Rebecca are sitting in the living room sipping coffee. I sit on the sofa with Tori and Morena brings coffee for us.

I take a sip and say, “Okay, T’os. What do you think?”

T’os says, “Lonnie has recommended some changes to my design that will enable the shields to work. He knows technology and technomancy much better than what I know. I hope we can convince him to join us.”

I nod with a smile. “I’ll do what I can to convince him to stay.”

T’os displays a feral, tusked grin. “Lonnie had another idea that I thought was worth bringing to your attention.”

Lonnie says, “I worked mostly on technology for space ships. Life support, power plants, defensive and offensive capabilities like plasma cannons and laser cannons, scanners, communications, and shields. If we can get the materials, we can set up an array of small defensive laser cannons to support the shields. The devices House Valeran is using will easily be destroyed by those without any ill effects to the surrounding countryside. Also, we might want to put in a couple of plasma cannons or pulse cannons on the mountain, just to the far side of the ridgeline. If we can get line of sight, we can destroy anything in Phoenix we want from here.”

I nod absently as I muse on Lonnie’s proposal. I murmur, “Getting line of sight will be the issue. There are multiple ridges between Prescott and Phoenix.” I turn my regard back to Lonnie. “What kind of materials do you need?”

Lonnie replies, “Argon gas will probably be the hardest thing to get here. It’s a pretty small town.”

T’os interjects, “Welding supply companies in town have it. Warren has secured five cylinders for me.”

Lonnie nods and continues, “I’ll need a powerful Linux or Mac computer, industrial glass, silver, titanium-steel alloy, and electrical components. I have found suppliers for these things over the past few years, but with the current state of the largest cities on the planet and the failing of interstate commerce, it will be difficult.”

Tori says, “I have a couple of new laptops that should meet your needs; they’re gamer machines. I’ll load a clean operating system and turn one over to you, Lonnie. Any particular flavor?”

Lonnie shakes his head. “Just not Raspberry. It’s too stripped-down for my purposes. Ubuntu, CentOS, Red Hat—it doesn’t really matter as long as I have root privileges. If it’s a really powerful box, Tails would work, too. But I would need a lot of processing power to keep up with the Tor network.”

Tori says, “I’ll max you out on memory and load Ubuntu. Our routers are all custom devices I built with Tor routing incorporated into them. We can still use Tor and HMA if you’re in a public network to obscure your browser traffic.”

Lonnie returns his attention to me. “There’s a site in Chicago through which I can get most of the math packages I need with mirrors in KC and Santa Fe. I think all three survived. That leaves getting the raw materials and manufacturing equipment in place.”

I ask, “What kind of budget do you need?”

Lonnie shrugs. “It’s too early to tell. Maybe a million since we’ll build it ourselves, mostly from scratch.”

“You’ve got five million,” I tell him. “Let me know when it runs out. I suspect we’re underestimating the costs significantly. Build up a stock of any prefab parts or chips to allow for multiple attempts and spare parts. Defenses should come first, so do the shields first and then the laser arrays. Later we’ll look at those cannons. I also need to figure out a way to destroy what remains of House Valeran on Elven Prime. I’ll put some thought to that.”

Lonnie shrugs. “Destroying the whole planet, or all life on it, is doable from space. Just clearing one region is even easier. Doing it from the ground will be tricky. I understand that House Elassaine has space travel capabilities now. Maybe steal a ship and do aerial bombardments. I’ll think on it. I know how to do this, but the technology level on this planet will create some obstacles. Plus, it’s been nearly 160 years since I’ve last done this. I will have to experiment a bit because I have no references or anything.”

I nod my approval. “Of course. I’m certain we can get you some lab space to start experimentation, but other members of the family will be nearby. Ensure you have proper safety protocols in place. Document what you learn, so others can learn too.”

Lonnie nods.

Tori says, “I may need to create a new identity for you, Lonnie.”

Lonnie shakes his head. “The credentials Julius gave me should be good enough for now. I’ve done international travel with them.” Turning back to me, he goes on. “Having enough power is going to be the biggest problem. A ship with a fusion power plant generally has more than enough power to drive these technologies. We’ll need hundreds of emitters and lasers to do the same thing for a community this size if you want to protect the entire Quad Cities area, which is roughly equivalent to a large space station. Your local grid will be overwhelmed. The twenty power supplies you have are essentially just powerful batteries. We can leverage the power supplies for initial testing, but they will need to be recharged regularly.”

T’os says with a grimace, “I thought they would be enough for at least three years with some technomancy, but I underestimated the power requirements significantly.”

Lonnie says, “I’ll need to think about how best to power your defenses, then we can design what we can do with the defensive components themselves. I suspect I’ll need to build a fusion generator first.”

I’m surprised.“You can do that?”

The spare, tall man nods.

I say, “All right. Let me know what you learn. I’ll give you the same salary as T’os. We’ll house you in the elf hostel for now.”

Lonnie waves a hand in a gesture that strikes me as being very feminine. “I’m sure that will be fine. With the operational budget, salary isn’t going to be a big issue. However, I would like a private room. Being in a male body has made me very shy about who sees me without clothes.”

I look at Tori. She shrugs. “Maybe? I’ll need to check with Aloïse. We’re packed pretty tightly with the refugees from Phoenix.”

“Maybe a hotel suite?” I ask Lonnie with a shrug. “We’re full up with refugees, but I have a couple opening up at the end of the week with some folks traveling to Sierra Vista. It’ll probably be at the Vendome since I’ve got an active waiting list from the refugees in the ballroom. I can sneak you into the Vendome without causing a ruckus.”

Aloïse walks in from outside the residence. “What ruckus, Mr. James?”

“Giving Lonnie a hotel suite,” I tell her.

“I checked with Carla. She’s willing to let Lonnie stay out at her condo. The girls said they wouldn’t mind the company,” she says.

Lonnie looks confused.

“Four Elven ladies. They are domestic staff for Carla and sometimes work on the farm,” Aloïse explains. “There were more at the condo, but most are staying at the hostel now. They said it’s a little quiet.”

Lonnie drops his eyes. “At some point, I’d like to be female again. I know it’s a drawn-out medical procedure, but I don’t want to be a man anymore. I was born female, and I’d like to end my life with my true gender. Transitioning won’t let me have children, but at least I can be my true self again.”

“Do you meditate?” I ask.

“Yes. More than average for my people, and we meditate regularly,” Lonnie says with a quizzical look on his face. “I need it for my sanity.”

“Can you remember what your original body felt like? Looked like?” I ask.

“Yes…” He definitely looks perplexed. “I dream I’m back in it nearly every night.”

“Good,” I say and nod. “I can work with you on that.”

“What do you mean?” the tall, spare man asks.

I pat his shoulder. “We’ll discuss that later.”


10


CLARICE’S DADDY


In July, Aloïse asks me to join all ten wives in the great room of our residence at the hotel.

Aloïse says, “I call this meeting of the James household to order. The first order of business is to discuss expansion of real estate. Marissa, you have the floor.”

Marissa smiles at Aloïse and says, “I recently found a large ranch in Peeples Valley that would meet our needs. It’s not mountainside, but it is isolated, has large horse barns, a big house, office space, and a section of land. It isn’t for sale currently, but Delores has heard that it will be going on the market soon.”

Erica asks, “How much land is a section?”

“A square mile,” I murmur. “Where is Peeples Valley again?”

“Southwest of Prescott,” Marissa says. “It’s not as high as Yarnell, but nearly so. Yarnell is sometimes thought to be part of Peeples Valley, too. On Google Maps, Peeples Valley is about two miles north of Yarnell. It’s mostly a large grassland area on the top of the mountains with mountain ridges all around it. It’s got a good climate and fertile ground, and it gets decent rainfall. I haven’t checked on the feasibility of groundwater, but we could do water collection off the buildings. Due to being up in the mountains, they average about twice the average rainfall for Arizona, up to about seventeen inches. They also have wells and water storage tanks for the community. Temperatures max out around ninety-five degrees on average in July, but one site said 104. Winter lows average around 30F with two inches of snow.”

Tori says, “It would likely be easier to secure than the whole Quad Cities.”

Rebecca counters, “We have to secure Prescott regardless. They’re our people. Jack and Darcie’s family, Marissa’s parents, our new refugee friends, Warren and the elves. We can’t leave them unprotected.”

She puts her sore feet in my lap and caresses her round belly. She moans as I massage her feet.

Lara says. “Marissa and I went up there today. There is a lot of room for crops and livestock. If we had to protect it, the fields of fire are wide open, plus being up there makes it very unlikely that we would be overrun by refugees if there were a societal breakdown.”

Erica smirks, “Like the zombie apocalypse.”

Marissa dismisses her with a wave. She says, “Getting there and back from here won’t be a problem once we have passages established to the transport room, but the drive is a little hairy. SR 89 is fairly narrow heading south from Prescott to Wilhoit. It would take forty-five minutes to an hour to get to Peeples Valley depending on who’s on the road. Going around through Skull Valley would be a safer drive, but a little longer. We might want to get a helicopter and crew in the co-op to bring in supplies. It’s about the same altitude as Prescott, but I don’t know what the best flight path would be. Either way, I like having an out-of-the-way place like this for most of our folks to live. The elves could support themselves off the farm and provide food for the hotels and wine bar, too. Other than not having the protection of having a mountain around our residence, I think it’s about as good as we can do.”

Josie says, “We could do hydroponics to grow vegetables. It would help maximize our production.”

Lara adds, “We could grow meat animals, too. Goats, chickens, ducks, geese, and turkeys—maybe cows and pigs, too. There’s good grazing and animal buildings.”

Marissa nods. “There’s space to do it; although, some of those outbuildings might get converted to living quarters.” She looks around the room. “Unfortunately, it’s going to cost more than I have in my personal reserves. I’ll commit all I have, but the household will need to chip in.”

I nod as I look around the room, then shrug and say, “If it’s as ideal as you say, I don’t have any issue with that.”

Aloïse chips in, “Let’s make a family road trip. Marissa and William can drive out there. They can set up a passage, and we can inspect the place. We should bring the concubines along.”

Marissa says, “There’s also another option here in town.” She connects her iPad to the Roku built into the TV and displays a map. “Here at Montezuma and Navajo, turn west, and then south again on Bagby Dr. until it runs out of pavement. One of the local developers wanted to build a condo complex there but hasn’t done a thing with it. Delores thinks we can get it if we pitch an attractive price. Josie and I went over there, and she did some initial sensing on the rock underneath.”

Josie interjects, “The rock underneath is a pretty solid mass of granite and limestone. It wouldn’t allow us to go as deep horizontally, but there is the ability to easily have 15,000 square feet on a level, and we can go down at least three levels, probably more.”

Tori says, “I like that it’s more central to our operations here in town.”

Aloïse observes, “Yes, darlings, but keep in mind that it will have to be built from scratch. Plus we need to figure out how to hide that we are removing a massive amount of rock.”

Josie says, “My reading on earth magic tells me that I might not need to remove it all. I might be able to reform some of it to create structural supports. If there are significant amounts of iron, I could even use earth magic to create them in steel. Still, we’ll need to remove a lot of material.”

“Maybe a big passage,” I say with a shrug. Josie looks excited at the thought.

Carla asks, “Can we afford to do both? Land is always good to own. We could buy both the farm in Peeples Valley and this parcel. Once we own the land, we focus on designing the in-town parcel at a deliberate pace and start building later. It would give us a fairly quick solution to our overcrowding using the farm, increase our food production, and allow us to build our base in town at a more leisurely pace. Worst case, we can build the condos the current owner designed and rent them out for years.”

Marissa responds, “He wants two million for the parcel and another fifty thousand for the plans. Delores, Carla, and I think he would jump all over two point one.”

“So,” Aloïse says. “The proposal on the table is to visit the farm immediately. If we like it, we buy both properties, occupy the farm immediately, and slowly develop the condo property over time.”

Carla asks, “All in favor?” All hands rise.

“Motion carries. I’ll arrange a time when Sonya is free,” Aloïse says with a smirk. “Now, for the next item: Carla and I have found an office for our new law practice. It has sufficient space for both of us, Serena, and a couple of admin staff. Despite the New York and Phoenix headquarters being destroyed, Carla has arranged to continue working for the field offices of her firm under contract, so we’ll have lucrative business immediately, assuming they have access to company funds. The current social situation is likely to generate a variety of HR lawsuits, which will keep Carla busy. Serena will be our criminal associate, and will have a partnership once she’s brought in two million in revenue. The building’s across the street—the old Mason’s lodge. I propose purchasing it, fitting it out as office and business suites, and then we will hang our shingle. I’ll fund the property purchase, but the household will need to fund the refurbishing.”

“There are shops in it, but the upper floors are mostly vacant,” Carla adds. “I think it’s a good investment, even if it is a little pricey.”

Audrey looks at Erica as she says, “I might want to take one of the office suites. Erica and I are talking about going into the next stage of my project, which means creating bionic prostheses. We’ll need a sales office, but probably not for a year yet. I really don’t want to do that out of the labs.”

Erica nods. “We may want to solicit amputee volunteers to help with research, too.”

Aloïse says, “My foundation can help with that. Enough of its network of contacts was in the central part of the country that it’s still functioning. We can hold a suite for you; although, it may take at least a year to have suites available regardless. All in favor?”

All hands rise.

Aloïse announces, “The next order of business is Sonya Bird. She’s been spending a lot more time in our beds. She is devoted, and I can taste that she has graduated from lust to love for all of us when she’s with us. I feel your love for her. I propose that William proposes to her on behalf of the family.”

Rebecca says, “I second the motion.”

Aloïse says, “All in favor?”

All the wives raise their hands, so I finally raise mine. I am very fond of Sonya. She’s lost a lot of her playfulness since the Phoenix bombardment, but I can feel her love for us. I think having her become an official part of the family would be good for us all.

Aloïse continues, “The final order of business is that Clarice needs to have sex. She needs both male and female partners at this stage of her training, so she can learn to actively feed without endangering her partner.”

“Wait a minute,” I growl. “I do not want to pimp her out to Jack.”

“William, no one mentioned Jack,” Aloïse replies with a smirk. “I think the ladies from the salon can help her. Tanu, Rosa, and Michelle are all willing. Adelina might be open to it, plus the cooks. I’d like to encourage them to help her.”

I silently cock an eyebrow at her. Aloïse giggles prettily. She says, “I thought about Mica for a male companion, since that would solve two problems in one stroke. However, I think she needs a considerate, experienced lover. Manuel and Luis would rather not take on anyone but Rosa. That limits our available choices.”

All the ladies look at me knowingly and smile. Erica says, “I second the motion.”

Aloïse cocks her head and says quietly, “You have to agree for it to work, William.”

“No!” I exclaim. “I’m her father.”

“Step-father,” Carla says as she gets out of her chair and wraps her arms around my neck. “She adores you, Mr. James.”

Rebecca says, “We love her and want the best for her, William.”

Erica says, “It’s kinda kinky, so you know I’m in favor.”

“I’ve had to work hard to build that caring, trusting relationship with her,” I object. “This will ruin it!”

Susan says, “No, Will. It won’t, simply because you love her too much. You will treat her with respect, shower her with affection, and make her completely forget her deflowering ceremony. She will adore you as her daddy, but that will be a little double entendre after you help train her.”

Audrey shrugs and adds, “Plus, as a necromancer, I’m pretty certain she can’t drain you. You’re probably the safest option for her to practice with before she goes out into the wide world to find a boyfriend of her own.”

I shake my head. “I’m not okay with this.”

“The motion carries provisionally,” Alois says. “William, darling, think about it. Our baby girl needs you. You are not a blood relative. Rebecca can give her a potion to prevent pregnancy. You and she will both be safe. Plus, I know she wants you. I can feel her love and lust for you when she looks at you. They are currently separate, but there is not much space between them.” She holds up her two index fingers side by side to demonstrate her point.

“I understand.” I run my fingers across my scalp. “I’m just not prepared to do that with her. She’s gorgeous. I love her. But she’s my daughter.”

“Step-daughter,” my wives call out as one.

Rebecca says, “I’ll discuss it with Sonya to ensure she’s okay with it, too. I don’t think she could refuse either of you anything. She would probably be willing to help with Clarice’s training as well.”

“I’ll think about it,” I acquiesce quietly. “I need to go burn off some steam.”

I go to the Mt. Vernon house, but I immediately run into Clarice and Lleandra training in the basement. My two hot, sexy “daughters” are too much for me in my current state. Lleandra declared her intention to be my wife shortly after meeting her. And now my wives want me to have a sexual relationship with Clarice.

I collect a hug and kiss from each before walking through the house. I teleport back from just inside the front door of Mt. Vernon to the transport room and then I pass through to Dan and Maria’s house.

Master Hiromatsu is in the dojo meditating. I kick off my shoes and socks and hit the mat.

I work on forms and drills until suddenly Master Hiromatso is standing in front of me with two bokken. I take one, and he proceeds to help me work out my frustrations. He beats the crap out of me until I slowly get more focused. We drive each other hard until I start to get tired, at which point he begins to soundly thrash me again.

He calls a stop and takes the weapon from me.

“Meditate, William,” he tells me. “Clear your mind and focus on your breath.”

I drop into a half lotus at the edge of the mat, rest my hands on my thighs, and close my eyes as I start breathing deeply—inhale for four beats and exhale for six. I maintain that until I start to calm down and transition to a slow four-beat cadence both in and out.

I feel a shake as a hand grabs my shoulder. I spin up to my feet, holding onto the hand on my shoulder. I open my eyes as Master Hiromatsu strikes my wrist while he is mid-somersault, forcing my grip to release.

I stand into a guard position as Master Hiromatsu rolls to his feet and pivots to guard in a position neutral to me. Finally, he smiles widely. “Hello, William. Are you ready to go home?”

I shake my head to clear it and look at him. “Uh...yes, sir.”

Master Hiromatsu relaxes and waves to the chairs on the side. “You were in a deep trance for nearly an hour. I called your wife to let her know where you were.”

“Which one?” I ask, confused.

My teacher grins. “The one in charge. Alice?”

I chuckled. “Aloïse. She’s definitely in charge.” I rub my head and stand in a more relaxed posture.

“Please do not tell her I butchered her name,” he says with a rueful grin.

“Please don’t put me in a position in which I have to,” I chuckle before bowing to the martial arts master and stepping off the mat.

“She runs a bordello?” he asks as he follows me off the training floor.

“No,” I answer reflexively. “Well, sort of. She did in Phoenix. It was a different business model. The staff didn’t get paid for sex,” I explain.

“How did they make a living?” he asks as he sits next to me while I pull on my boots.

“The business paid for everything they needed—food, clothes, shelter, education—plus she gave them some discretionary money. They served in the salon to repay their obligations,” I explain. “Several have stayed past their obligations, and with the pandemic, no one is doing much for the salon. Most are doing work for the hotels or on Jack’s farm.”

He asks, “Are there any Asian women who might be open to companionship with an older man?”

I look at him. “You mean a seventy-eight-year-old Japanese man with the body of a thirty-five-year-old?” I ask with a smirk before answering his question. “Tanu is the only remaining Asian since Candice married Jack and Darcie. I don’t think that Tanu has taken a patron since New Year’s Eve. I understand she does a very nice Japanese tea ceremony. I have experienced a coffee ceremony that she crafted—that too is a special experience.”

My teacher says, “I learned long ago to suppress my urges and desires, but since you rejuvenated my body, I’m finding it distracting. I think it would be better to indulge moderately than continue to struggle.”

“Michelle might be a good candidate. She’s an Anglo brunette, a nurse, and looks like a college cheerleader, with all the curves and beauty that implies. Normally she has a very vivacious personality too, but all of the caring for sick and dying patients with this pandemic is eating at her. Having someone nice to spend time with might be a blessing for her,” I tell him.

My teacher looks off into the distance. “I lost my wife in childbirth. The child did not survive either. After that, I made bujutsu the focus of my life, raising many fine young men. Shiro was like a son to me, and his loss is painful. I don’t want to walk this life alone any longer, but I’m not ready to die, either.” He looks at me. “My given name is Ryuu, which translates to dragon. I would be honored during social situations if you would call me Ryuu.”

I hold out my hand. “It’s a pleasure Rai-oo. Please call me Will.”

“An honor, Will,” Ryuu says. “Whenever it is convenient, I would like to meet your friend Michelle.”

“I will see what can be done. Ensure you drink the tonic from Rachel, because it fights off the virus,” I tell him. “Michelle is exposed frequently.”

“Is it one of the new vaccines?” he asks.

I shake my head gently. “It’s closer to what I did to you. It’s magic.”

“Maria brought me a dose yesterday, and Rebecca gave me one when I arrived,” he says with a minute nod. “How frequently do I need to take them?”

“Every couple of weeks for three doses. After that, the effect seems to be permanent,” I tell him. “It hunts down viruses in your body and helps your body create antibodies against the viruses. We’ve all been exposed to this latest Covid, and the worst anyone had was a persistent cough for a couple of days. None of the follow-on side effects from the disease have manifested in our people—human, elf, or other. It seems to work.”

“Good. One more dose,” he says with a more decisive nod. “I won’t have to concern myself with missing one for very long.” He stands and looks at me serenely. “Please let Miss Michelle know that I look forward to meeting her, and give my regards to Ms. Aloïse.”

I stand as he bows gently, and I return the courtesy. I go through the passage in Dan’s workshop to the Prescott Hotel transportation room, and then take the elevator home thinking about what being Clarice’s daddy—the whole double entendre of it—entails.

I enter the front door to find the object of my thoughts curled up, dozing on a sofa.

Clarice has removed all of her disguise, so her short tail is curled to rest on her hip. She’s in modified boy shorts that allow the little appendage freedom to move. Her perky full breasts, nearly twice as big as my fist, are encased in a halter-style sports bra that allows her tiny wings, about half the size of my hand, freedom of movement. Her horns, about the size of my first thumb joint, are a little red, probably from having a headband over them all day.

Aloïse isn’t certain how large her wings will get. Unlike her tail and horns, the wings are the same color of red as Aloïse’s. Clarice’s have just barely emerged, but they are starting to sprout small black feathers.

Clarice has mentioned that they itch like crazy as the feathers come in and the bone and cartilage ache as they grow. I regret she has to go through that, but there’s nothing I can do about it.

Despite the unusual appendages, Clarice is a beautiful young woman. I recall meeting her birth mother, and Clarice’s features don’t resemble her, Queen Alafair Ravissement, much at all. I’m guessing her base biology is influenced more by her mother’s host zombie than by her succubus biology.

Regardless she has a cute, heart-shaped face, a relatively small little bow mouth, and silky, dirty-blond hair with highlights caressing her shoulders, the aforementioned beautiful breasts, a flat defined abdomen, sculpted arms, and shapely legs that are slightly longer than her torso. She’s roughly 5’5” and oozes sensuality from her pores.

And she’s my step-daughter.

I’m about to walk past to my bedroom when Clarice gasps and opens her golden brown eyes to lock on mine.

“Hello, Daddy,” she says as she stretches sensuously. I don’t think she’s aware that she’s putting on a show.

Clarice sits up primly in a half lotus on the sofa and extends her arms for a hug.

I step close and wrap my arms around her, planting a gentle kiss on her cheek.

I murmur, “Hello, sweet girl.” I back off to hold her hands in mine, looking down into her golden brown eyes. “How are things, love?”

I sit on the chair next to the sofa and listen to her day.

“Well, Daddy, school went pretty well. I was concerned about the calculus test today. I got an A- on it, but it should have been a solid A. I made a dumb mistake. I got a 100% on my English quiz, but only a 95% on the essay. The biology class is easy, but finals are in four weeks. The accounting class is tedious but I’m doing well in it. I’m starting to think about my next term.”

She crawls off the sofa and onto my lap and wraps her arms around my neck.

I tell her, “Great job on the calculus, honey. I know you were worried about it.”

She frowns cutely and leans against me. “I shouldn’t have been. I crushed math in high school.” She sighs heavily. “I honestly don’t think my teacher for calc is that good. He struggles to get the example questions correct on the whiteboard, and I can see him referring to his notes in his video camera. He still gets them wrong. It messes with my brain.”

“That is frustrating,” I concede. “Did you get a chance to study the magical book today? You started the text on glamour, right?”

She sighs, “Yeah. I don’t think I have any magical aptitude at all. Aunt Aloïse said I will get a human form when I’m about thirty, but that’s still twelve years away. Plus, it’s all uncertain since I’m a cambion.”

“Cambion,” I repeat. “The term sounds kind of darkly sexy.”

“Daddy, there is nothing sexy about growing demon parts,” she says as she smacks my back gently. “I suppose the concept of being the human-born offspring of two very powerful demons sounds cool, but the reality is my wings and tail ache constantly, my feathers itch, and all of these extra parts hurt when they emerged. Plus, I don’t know if I’m going to have a succubus tail or an imp tail that slices and dices my own flesh. Fortunately, I don’t have any indication of clawed feet or a heel spur. Imps have those slitted goat eyes, too. I might have that to look forward to.”

“Actually,” I interrupt her soliloquy, which I’ve heard several times. “Your aunt Aloïse has slitted pupils; the irises are about the same color as yours with pink sclera.”

“She does look beautiful,” Clarice admits. “She says that you make love to her as often in her succubus form as her human one.”

“She’s beautiful in both forms, and I love her,” I explain. “Your aunt was a great friend when I needed it, and then, amongst falling for all my beautiful wives, I fell in love with her, too. I can’t believe I have ten wives, and they’re all as unique and special as your mummy.”

“Please say Aunt Aloïse, Daddy,” she chides me gently. “Since Babette died, I have had to really struggle to keep up the façade that Aloïse and Bernadette are different people. It’s easier when you refer to her as my aunt rather than my mother.”

“She’ll always be your mummy, honey,” I tell Clarice.

“And you’ll always be my daddy,” she says as she looks at me seriously from six inches away. “Even after we make love, Daddy.”

I hang my head for a moment before I look back into her eyes. “I should have known she’d tell you. She tries not to hide too much from you.”

“Daddy, I’m your little girl, and I suspect I always will be—even when we’re both over one hundred years old,” she says gently. “But I need you to make love to me, Daddy. I wouldn’t mind spending time with Darcie and her pets, but I don’t want to go back to Uncle Jack. My deflowering was not at all what I dreamed of. By the time the event approached, I actually wanted you to do it in your marriage bed with your wives gathered around instead of onstage. I didn’t know how to back out since I’d been pestering him since I was fourteen.”

“I wish you had told me, love. I gently tried to talk him out of it in December,” I tell her. “He said he felt obligated since he made the commitment to you.”

“He hurt me, Daddy,” she says quietly as a tear runs down her porcelain cheek. “I was enjoying the sex, but then suddenly I didn’t know what was going on. I was ravenously hungry and began to feed on this energy that was surrounding me. I didn’t know what I was doing or how. I just knew that I had to feed. And then suddenly, there was a piercing sharp pain behind my ear.”

I nod. “I pushed Jack off with my magic and carried you out of there.”

“Mummy, er...Aunt Aloïse said you about killed him that night,” she whispers.

I nod slowly. “It was a close thing. I consider Jack a good friend, but I almost pulled his soul out of him that night.”

Clarice buries her face in my neck and says, “You would have had to kill Darcie and Candice too. Darcie is very sweet until you threaten her man.”

“Yeah, I remember dinner with Valya Valeran,” I agree.

“I will be your lover, Daddy,” she murmurs into my ear. “Willingly. You will be my daddy and my lover, and I can’t imagine anyone making me happier.”

“I’m struggling with it, Clarice,” I tell her. “You’re a gorgeous young woman, and it was a struggle to limit my perspective of you to being my daughter rather than a prospective lover. Now Aloïse is asking me to set that all aside. You’re not any less beautiful than you were before Bernadette told me to be your daddy, but I have worked hard to be a father to you. I don’t know how to set that aside.”

“My Lord William, I need you,” she says after raising her head to look into my eyes. “I treasure having you as my father. I will always need that from you. That will never go away, Daddy. It’s likely that one day I will leave to make my own way, and I will find my own husband or lovers. I will always need you to be my father. It’s just that right now, I need you to be more than that for me.”

I lean in and gently kiss her. “I need to wrap my brain around this, honey.”

She nods. “I know, Daddy. Aunt Aloïse thought it would be easier than this for you. She doesn’t understand how you struggled to be the best father you could be. That’s what you’ve been to me—that father figure that is always there, always willing to listen, and always providing unconditional love. I told her you would struggle with this.”

“You were right, my darling,” Aloïse’s voice concedes softly. I watch her approach us slowly in her human form. She was as beautiful as Bernadette, but I think Aloïse is even more so. She has the angular face of a model, just like her succubus form, and she’s curvy and lean at the same time—less voluptuous than she was as Bernadette. She is wearing a transparent black, lace robe and nothing else. I feel myself harden just looking at her.

“Kiss me, Daddy,” Clarice murmurs into my ear.

I tear my eyes from Aloïse and stare into Clarice’s. Slowly, I lean in and kiss her to the succubus standard of chaste—open mouths, but only a quick tongue tag.

“I’ll be waiting, Daddy,” she says as she gets up. “Whenever you are ready.”

“Stay in the second guestroom, darling,” Aloïse says without moving her eyes from mine. “It’s late and the hotel is full. I’m not sure if Audrey and Erica are still expecting you.”

“Okay,” Clarice says before she steps in to give her aunt the same kiss she gave me. “I’ll figure it out. Good night, Auntie.”

Aloïse looks down at her and smiles. “Good night, my darling girl.”
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NEW ARRIVAL


Aloïse’s gaze returns to mine as she prowls into the great room to stand in front of me. I’m about to stand when she lifts her right leg and rests the shin on the upholstered arm of the chair. She leans forward and wraps her arms around my neck as she plants the other leg on the right arm of my chair.

“Audrey and Erica?” I ask.

“Passive feeding,” Aloïse replies as I slide my hands inside the garment to caress her silky skin. We both lean closer, and I capture her lips. Her clean, fresh-from-the-shower smell is quickly replaced by the scent of her arousal.

Aloïse softly presses her lips against mine, using the contact to hold her weight as her hands fly down my shirt, opening the buttons. She plants the palms of her hands on my bare chest and says, “Any other man would have had her on the couch just now, William darling. That you didn’t—that just makes me love you more.”

We kiss passionately as I cup her ass with one hand and reach under her from the rear to caress her dewy lips. Aloïse moans into my mouth as my finger caresses her nether lips and clit.

We break the kiss, and Aloïse crawls to the ground in front of me to unbutton my jeans.

“Get a pillow, Mrs. James. I don’t want you to bruise your knees,” I command as I race to open my pants and kick off my boots before she returns. I manage to get my boots off and one leg removed from my jeans before Aloïse throws the pillow on the floor, kneels, and engulfs me in her hot, wet mouth. She devours my manhood voraciously, burying me in her throat while looking into my eyes with adoration. After only a couple of minutes of her ministrations, I explode down her throat.

Aloïse backs off to suckle the head of my cock to ensure she gets every drop while I catch my breath from the powerful orgasm elicited by my succubus wife. Eventually I grab a fistful of her silky, dark hair and lift her up to kiss her. I pick her up and lay her back on the couch before diving in to give her oral pleasures—licking, sucking, and fingering her womanhood until she squirts a couple of globules onto my face.

I pick her up and carry her as she pants to catch her breath. As gently as I can, I lay her over the back of my easy chair so that she is facedown on the seat cushion. I sweep the tails of her lace gown to the sides to bare her gorgeous ass and dripping pussy. I slot myself into her entrance and brutally fuck her to two orgasms before I unload into her grasping channel and collapse across her back.

I take a moment to recover before I pick her up and carry her to the couch. I lay down and pull her on top of me, her lush breasts pressed to my chest and her face buried in my neck.

We lie on the couch in a moist, post-coital glow for several minutes before I hear Rebecca yell, “Oooooh!”

Aloïse and I get up and rush to the first guest room. The other wives all arrive in dribs and drabs. Marissa is on the phone talking to Connie the midwife, the older nurse practitioner from PCH. I call the front desk on the reception phone by the kitchen and let Adelina know to expect her.

We prepare the bed for a delivery by putting a couple of layers of incontinence pads on the bed, and another sheet. Then we get Rebecca settled and wait for Connie’s arrival. Michelle shows up just before Connie does.

Connie chases everyone out of the room except Michelle. About two hours later, I hear the cries of the baby. Michelle opens the door and beckons me inside. She says, “The umbilical cord was wrapped around her neck, but Connie handled it like a pro. I’ll let Rebecca introduce you to your daughter.”

Rebecca looks worn, but giddily happy. In her arms is a small infant wrapped in blankets. She says, “Meet your baby girl, William.”

The wrinkled little being has a thatch of brown hair and green eyes, which stare into mine. She has a very strong green aura. My little witchy daughter.

Rebecca asks, “Will, can we name her Judith for Aunt Judith?”

“Certainly, my love,” I reply happily.

“And my grandmother, Lilith?” Rebecca asks.

“Of course,” I agree. I look into our daughter’s green eyes and say, “Hello, Judith Lillith James.”

Supposedly, babies don’t learn to smile until their second month, but I swear my firstborn is doing just that in response to her name.
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Over the next week, everyone came to visit and meet our little Judith. Dan and Maria were there the next day, as were Allie and Roger. Jack and his family were still mourning, but Darcie brought all of the ladies over as soon as Rebecca was ready to accept visitors in the living room.

Ryuu showed up a couple of days later when Dan and Maria came back and smiled a grandfatherly smile at my baby girl.

Warren stopped by to meet Judith a week after her birth. He said she was very active emotionally.

All the elves wanted to meet Judith, and since we still had about half the refugees in the ballroom, we had a little reception in the lobby that allowed them all to file through and meet her. Clarice, Lleandra, and Mica all treated her like their own baby sister. It became apparent quickly that there would be no shortage of babysitters should the need arise.

A week after Judith’s birth, Sonya had a day off when we could all get away, so we took the Peeples Valley trip. We all fell in love with the valley and the farm. It was huge—acres and acres of open grasslands with mountains all around. Aloïse called Delores immediately to have her close the deal.

As soon as Aloïse hung up with Delores, I gently raised Sonya’s hand to my lips and kissed it before kneeling in front of her. I told her, “Sonya, you made an immediate impression when Rebecca and I met you at Walgreens all those months ago. You have embedded yourself in my heart, and in the hearts of the entire family. I ask you this not only for myself, but also on behalf of the entire James family. Will you marry me and all my wives?”

Sonya gasped and threw herself on me, bearing me to the ground as she devoured my mouth.

I wrapped my arms around Sonya as Rebecca teased, “I think that’s an unqualified yes?”

Sonya broke the kiss, sat back on her heels, and exclaimed, “That’s definitely a yes!” She held her arms up and collected kisses from Rebecca and the rest of the wives and concubines except Zenia, who was on duty at the residence.
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A couple of days later, I’m sitting in the great room, watching TV news while I rock Judith on my stomach. Rebecca is out at the lab brewing up some new batches of her antiviral potions. The single mother with all the children, Christine Alter, is helping while the Elven security and housekeeping staff play with the children while they work.

The production quality of the newscasts has dipped significantly after the Elven apocalypse. Chicago has become the new primary entertainment center for the remaining US population, and all the networks are producing their shows there. The newscasts are slowly evolving to be more like the staged productions we were all used to before the Elven attacks.

The talking head on the screen announces a press conference from Mar-a-Lago. The scene switches to an outdoor stage with the new Elven Empire seal that the former US president has declared as the symbol of his new government.

Then April Charles walks up to the microphone and starts to give a statement like she’d been doing it all of her life. She is wearing a different collar than the one Jack put on her. It’s more like a solid metal choker with a small glowing stone embedded in front of her larynx. April’s expression looks dead compared to the vivacious young supermodel I know as my friend.

I pull my phone and dial Jack. He picks up and I say, “ABC is showing your April giving a statement for the government.”

“Where is she? Can you get to her?” he asks frantically. I hear him call out into the room, “Pet, ABC News! Now!”

“I don’t know. I don’t know where it is—somewhere in Mar-a-Lago. It’s iffy whether I could pull it off,” I tell him. “I’ve been reading up on my new transportation mode, and I’m lucky I didn’t kill myself rescuing Serena. Regardless, we know April’s alive.”

“That’s not my collar! What the fuck is that gem on her collar?” he growls before saying into the room, “Yeah, Pet. Record it.”

“I have no idea, Jack,” I answer. “I thought maybe you’d know.”

“I’ll get a snapshot of it and send it to a guy I know in Chicago,” he says intensely.

“Someone trustworthy?” I ask.

“Yeah. Let me make a couple of phone calls.” Jack hangs up abruptly.

Judith and I watch the screen intently while I try to learn what I can about where April is.

I pick up my cell phone and call Tori via WhatsApp down in her shop.

“Hello, Lord Husband. How may I help you?” she asks perkily.

“Can you do some research for me, Precious? April Charles was just on ABC News. I need to gather as much information as we can find on where she’s being held, and what that gem is embedded in her collar. She’s supposedly somewhere in Mar-a-Lago.”

“Would you mind if I have Tanu do it? She’s here right now. I can look through what she finds and help guide her to dig deeper. She’s asked me to teach her,” Tori says.

“No problem, Tori. I informed Jack, so I know he’s going to be itching to go recover her soon. He’s so possessive that he makes me look like a free love guru,” I tell her.

“Ha!” Tori laughs. “You’re only free about it within our family. Otherwise you’re fairly prudish and definitely possessive. Hold on a sec, my lord husband.”

I hear her giving instructions to Tanu while I try to wrap my brain around being called prudish when I have sex with all ten wives and seven concubines in one bed and throughout the whole house.

“She’s working on it, Will,” Tori responds.

“Great. Thanks, Precious. I love you. Talk to you soon,” I tell her. I disconnect as I come up with an idea to show her how prudish I am.

Jack calls back with information. He growls, “Our elected president, now the self-proclaimed Emperor of Earth, has been hanging at his resort in Mar-a-Lago. According to the news, he’s planning to stay there for at least six months while they decontaminate and refurbish the White House to turn into the Imperial Palace for the orange-haired freak show on wheels.”

He takes a breath and sounds a little calmer when he speaks again. “My contact is looking into the gems, but his immediate reaction was that he had no freakin’ clue. I know he does business with elves, so I’m hopeful that he’ll be able to learn something.”

I tell him, “I haven’t asked T’os or Chiarra yet, but I will. Tori and Tanu are trying to gather some intel on where at the resort she could be held. Why don’t you and your family join us for dinner tonight? We can share a meal and information.”

“Alright. I’ll ask Darcie to coordinate, Will. Bye for now,” he says before disconnecting.

I call Aloïse, but she hands me off to Carla immediately. I tell Carla about the developments and the plan for a dinner conference tonight.

Carla says, “Don’t worry. I’ll get Rebecca and Candice involved. Love you, Mr. James.” She signs off before I can tell her that I love her, too.

Since we still have a bunch of refugees staying in the hotel, we decide to meet at Mt. Vernon. Clarice, Lleandra, and Mica are all staying in the top basement, and Monty and Monique have the master suite. Eight elven ladies are staying in the two additional guest rooms.

Monique helps several of the wives, Candice, and my concubines put a buffet on the large dining table. The “kids”—Lleandra, Clarice, and Mica—take as many chairs down to the playroom as they can, and arrange cushions so that we have a large circle.

Jack brings Darcie, Maddy, Candice, Chelsea, and Chantelle. Monty and Monique join us.

All my wives, baby Judith, my new fiancée, and three Elven concubines arrive from the transport room. All of my ladies are wearing halter-based garments from Tori’s collection. Most have on loose or palazzo style trouser bottoms, but some have on shorts, and yet others sport short dress versions. All feature halters that start below their breastbones with wide swathes of cloth that cup their breasts for support and clasp with a magnetic closure behind their necks. Jack’s ladies are wearing similar outfits. Tori always says they are the perfect summer garment.

Lonnie, T’os, Chiara, and Leonore join us shortly thereafter with Dutch’s team. Chiara and Leonore are both wearing versions of Tori’s signature creation.

Luis, Manuel, four human security guards, and four Elven ones set a perimeter around the house.

Everyone fills a plate from the buffet on the table, and then heads down to lounge and eat in the playroom. Dinner is tense since everyone knows that we’re planning to go on another rescue mission.

When everyone is done eating, Mica, Lleandra, Clarice, and the concubines carry the dishes upstairs. They return shortly thereafter with Mica’s girlfriend, Karin. I nod to her as the kids all take seats on pillows on the floor.

I start the discussion by saying, “We think we’ve found April Charles, Jack and Darcie’s concubine. I saw her on the news while I was holding Judith this afternoon.”

Jack passes around a tablet that shows a screen capture of April, highlighting the large crystal in the center of her collar.

Jack says, “My source tells me it’s an Elven device, but that’s about all he’s learned.”

T’os raises his hand. I nod at him, and he stands to speak.

“I’ve only seen these once before,” the tusked half-elf says. “I personally think they are some of the most vile magic elves do. Only house Serenissima knows how to create and use them, so adepts from other houses learn what they are and what to do with them if we run into them. Essentially, we’re taught to avoid them and destroy them if we can.”

I motion for him to continue. T’os adds, “The crystal is strapped to the flesh of the victim as part of a ritual spell. It suppresses the soul and will of the wearer to turn them into a compliant slave. The magician who controls the crystal can determine how much freedom to give the slave, but the slave is essentially what you call a zombie. The spell is irreversible so long as the crystal remains lit, and removing the collar when it’s lit kills the wearer.”

“How do you destroy them?” I ask.

T’os responds, “Crushing them from a distance is preferred; the destruction of the gem releases a big energy backlash. I read a paper once about using a technomancy construct to drain the energy while the wearer still has it strapped to them, but I don’t think it has ever been proven to work. It might leave the subject a zombie or kill them. I just don’t know, Lord.”

Jack asks, “What happens if we kill the host body—the slave?”

T’os says quietly, “You can’t. The crystal will keep the body alive and functioning even if the head is removed. It seals the wound, and the crystal causes a new head to grow that will have a rudimentary structure and brain that allows for processing senses.”

“God, that’s wicked,” I reply as everyone gasps at the thought. “Are there any other known ways to rescue someone from it?” I ask.

“Not that I’m aware of,” T’os says quietly. “The person controlling the spell on the crystal can release the soul from the crystal, but then the body dies.”

“What happens to the soul?” I ask.

“Theoretically, it’s released to the afterlife,” T’os says.

“Lonnie? Any ideas?” I ask.

“No,” the tall man says. “The very concept is barbaric. I can’t even imagine it. That’s not a technomancy construct.” He shivers in disgust in what I consider to be a very feminine gesture.

Jack asks, “What if we kill the controlling magician?”

T’os says, “The construct persists.”

“So House Serenissima does necromancy?” I ask.

“Not like you do, Lord,” Chiara says. She looks at T’os as she speaks to confirm her facts. “They can animate a corpse with a ritual. If they catch someone freshly dead and start the ritual immediately, they can resurrect someone. Their area of specialty is any esoteric magic, mind magics, and physical enhancement magics.”

T’os adds, “They probably had to harvest the life force from twenty to fifty people to create that crystal attached to April.”

I ponder what I’ve learned. After a moment, I say, “We need to know who the magician controlling it is, and any leverage we can get on him or her. Chrysilla is probably our best source for that. If we can convince them to help her escape whatever security they have on April, we will have a chance to bring her home. We need to find out where she’s being kept.”

Jack says, “I’ve got a couple of sources in the FBI and Secret Service. I don’t know if they survived or not, but I’ll check.”

Michael, the necromancer from Dutch’s team, says, “I grew up in Port Saint Lucie. A lot of old classmates work in Palm Beach and Orlando. My parents are still able to FaceTime, so there’s definitely Internet service out there; I should be able to reach some of them. We’re all from the generation before the boom, so a lot of my classmates work in service industries; I’ll see what connections they may have to Mar-a-Lago through their work.”

Carla says, “When I looked at the footage, there were a lot of elves around our self-appointed emperor. I didn’t notice many humans.”

Jill, Dutch’s sorcerer, says, “Good point. Do we have any Elven staff that could infiltrate?”

T’os shakes his head slowly. “It would have to be someone from House Valeran. Language conventions and accents in each house are a little different. Whoever would go would need to be able to blend into the staff there and not act like they were uninformed. Most of our elves are from the correct house, but don’t have the training required. The former pleasure slaves would have the highest chance of success, but they’re not duplicitous enough to pull it off. Plus they would likely get tied to a pole again.”

“Okay,” I say. “Let’s not put them in that position. They’ve been through enough.” I sigh before continuing. “I’ll engage Chrysilla. Jack and Michael will check with their sources. We can check in twice a day until we have learned what we can.”

We break up the meeting, and everyone strolls through the passage back to the hotel’s transport room on their way back to their homes.

Mica offers me a fist bump and a grin while Rebecca surreptitiously gives Karin a package of vials that I assume is her birth control tonic. I wish Mica and Karin good night before they climb the stairs, then give Clarice and Lleandra a good-night kiss after all the guests have departed.

Marissa holds my hand as we return to the transport room at the hotel. We stop at the desk, and I scribe a quick note and hand it off to Koree. He drops it off to Chrysilla through the tiny passage that opens into a wall-mounted box in her office.

Carla joins Marissa and me in the elevator, and we hug each other on the way up. Once we’re inside the residence, we stand just inside the doorway and grope each other.

Marissa says, “Josie, Susan, Sonya, and Lara are with you tonight, my loving husband. Enjoy.” Both ladies step back, and Carla opens the clasp of her dove gray jumpsuit to let it pool around her ankles. Marissa watches the show, and then opens the clasp of her deep red, knee-length dress to let it pool at her feet. They step back with nearly choreographed motions to retrieve their garments and then sashay, arm in arm, toward their bedroom.

Morena waves gently as she passes them on their way toward me. She’s in an amber tie-dye, full-length version of the jumpsuit, which compliments her greenish-blond hair nicely.

She jumps into the air, and I catch her as her arms and legs encircle my hips. I clasp her tiny little bum in my hands and kiss her passionately.

When we break the kiss, she purrs, “Your ladies await your pleasure, my lord.” Morena is really coming out of her shell since I’ve put a collar on her. It’s like she needed me to give her permission to blossom.

I lean in and suckle her neck, leaving a bloom of violet right above the braided leather of her collar.

“Oh, Lord!” she moans. “I love it when you mark my flesh with your mouth.”

“And I enjoy doing it, Morena,” I gently breathe into her ear. Her ears have the shorter points of a common elf, but they are deliciously sensitive. She shivers from the sensation of my breath on her sensitive flesh.

“I get you tomorrow night, Lord,” she gasps and squirms in my grasp.

“Good,” I tell her. “I can hardly wait.”

She whimpers and thrusts her hips at me as I squeeze her tight little bottom.

I set her down on her feet and steady her while she finds her balance.

“Are you on duty tonight, lover?” I ask gently.

Morena nods. “Yes, Lord. I’ll clean up the kitchen first, so as to not be noisy during the night,” she explains. “Then I’ll dust and clean the hardwood during the night and vacuum in the morning.”

I grin at her sincerity. “You don’t need me to report to me, Morena.”

She gives me a lascivious grin. “I have a couple of toys and some studies to entertain me once I’m done cleaning.”

I kiss her once more. “Good enough, Morena. Have a good night, dear one.”

“Thank you, Lord. Try to get some sleep,” she teases.

“Fortunately, it’s early,” I respond as I caress her cheek and walk back to my three waiting wives and fiancée.

I’m just about to enter the master bedroom when the reception phone by the kitchen counter rings.

I stop and look back. Morena answers, “Residence.” She listens for a moment and says. “Yes. I will let him know.” She hangs up and turns to me.

“Lord, Chrysilla is in the transport room.”

“Thanks, Morena,” I respond with a slight grimace. I look into my bedroom to see Josie, Lara, and Sonya all pleasuring Susan. I’d rather join them than chat with my elderly Elven ally, but needs must.

“My loves,” I interrupt them. “Chrysilla just arrived. I need to go have a chat.”

They whisper among themselves, and Sonya jumps off the bed.

“I’m coming with you, Will,” she says with a smile. She pulls on her pale pink jumpsuit, pockets a small pistol, and slips her feet into a pair of kung fu-style slippers.

I collect a quick kiss, wrap an arm around her, and we hurry to the exit door.

Morena pulls a small Mossberg Shockwave—a 20-gauge shotgun—and opens the door. She checks the wide corridor between the residence and the ballroom, and then steps aside to let us exit.

Sonya racks a round into her pistol and pockets it. “No pocket holster?” I observe as we wait on the elevator.

“Tori built it into the pocket, so the garment lays right,” Sonya says. “That girl is a genius.”

“That she is,” I agree. “How did your date with her and Aloïse go?”

Sonya’s face shines with both embarrassment and joy. “It was lovely—an absolutely beautiful experience. Tori was a little shy at first, but since I was too, it worked out well. It was almost like it was the first time for each of us.”

“I thought that was Marissa and Carla for you,” I quip.

She smacks my arm lightly before wrapping her arm around my elbow. “It was. And it was also fabulous,” she says with a shy smile. “I never knew it could be like that with a woman. And then I was with you.” She looks at me with adoring eyes. “I can’t imagine being with anyone other than our family, even if I just wear the collar forever.”

I cup her face and kiss her gently. I know at that point, that yes, I do love this woman and want to marry her. I release her lips and open my eyes. “I love you, Sonya Bird.”

“I love you, William James,” she replies breathlessly.

“How does Labor Day weekend sound for a wedding date, my love?” I whisper.

“Yes!” she exclaims quietly. “I can’t wait.” She bites her lower lip before adding, “Ceremony and consummation in the ballroom if it’s available. In the playroom if it’s not.”

I nod, “That’s the plan. If you would like to change anything, then we should raise it now.”

The elevator descends as Sonya says tentatively, “Actually, I was thinking outside at the farm. Consummate our vows under the stars.”

“Oh!” I respond. “That would kick it up a level, wouldn’t it.”

Sonya gives a little half-shrug. “The downside would be that most of the elves would be there, and I’m willing to bet that at least one of them will beg for my collar before we even finish.”

I laugh, “True. Maybe we don’t invite them.”

Sonya laughs too. “It would be hard not to since most of them will be living there.”

“It’s nice to see you laugh, love,” I tell her.

She sobers as we reach the basement. She nods as she says, “Things are better. They’re currently a little less hectic. We’re getting some of the refugees out. Food deliveries are coming in. We’ve even closed one of the smaller shelters.”

“That’s good news,” I reply as we step out of the elevator to greet Chrysilla.

“Hello, Chrysilla,” I tell the elderly Elven woman. “Thank you for coming so quickly. Everyone is in bed already, so I thought we might meet in the little conference room down here.”

“Certainly, Lord,” Chrysilla says with a slight bow of her head. “Lady Sonya,” Chrysilla greets my fiancée. “A pleasure to see you again.”

I explain the situation with April and detail the information we need.

Chrysilla says, “I have an agent in their control center. I can probably find out everything you need to know if I can get in touch with him. I’ll need a couple of weeks.”

“Okay,” I agree. “Just keep us updated with notes, please.”

Chrysilla grins. “I think I will need four pizza dinners with my granddaughter in payment for this. Those good ones that Rebecca and Irene made last time.”

I smile in return. “I’m pretty certain we can arrange that even without services rendered, Chrysilla.”

She gives me a piercing look. “And there’s a good case for this to fall under our standard agreement.” She smirks. “I just enjoy trying to get a rise out of you. You’re controlled enough to be a groll.”

I grin. “I’ll take that as a compliment, Chrysilla.”

Sonya and I escort her back to her passage and kiss her leathery cheeks before she returns back to Elven Prime.

Sonya leans back against me as we enter the elevator, and I slide my hand inside her halter to caress her trim abdomen. We return upstairs and make love to Josie, Susan, and Lara until a little after midnight.
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TALKING TO THE GIRLS


The next day, I stop by Mt. Vernon and find Lleandra in her bedroom studying.

Despite taking classes online, she’s dressed in a classic schoolgirl uniform—red plaid skirt that reaches only to mid-thigh, a short-sleeved, white button-down blouse, ankle socks, and patent leather Mary Janes. Her long, thick amber hair is out of its habitual braid, cascading in waves down to her waist in front and back.

I ask her to join me in the living room for a chat.

I tell her about the Chrysilla conversation, weekly pizza lunches on Sundays with her grandmother, and our ongoing search for April.

Lleandra plays with my fingers as she tells me about how school is going. She says math and science are proving difficult, but I know she’s getting A’s and B’s in her coursework. She’s doing pretty well in the humanities despite it all being new, and her marks in them are straight-A’s.

We’re quiet for a moment before Lleandra asks, “Lord, after you make love to Clarice, will you make love to me?”

“We don’t have that kind of relationship, Lleandra,” I tell her. “I’m your legal guardian—essentially your father. I don’t think you and I having sex fits into that relationship.”

“Why is it okay for Clarice?” she asks. Her eyes glisten with barely restrained tears.

I hug her and murmur into her ear, “I’m not convinced it’s okay with Clarice, either.”

She crawls onto my lap and starts to cry. “She said she will get to make love to you,” the young half-Elven girl sobs. “I’m used to having sex regularly. Granted, I was whoring myself out for food, but I miss being desired. I miss the minor pleasures the men would give me. Being locked up with this virus running around means that I can’t get any relief. What I’ve seen of human men, I would choose you first anyway, but I can’t get anyone.”

I kiss the crown of her head and hold her quietly for a couple minutes. Finally I murmur, “I’m sorry, sweetie. Right now, you’re my daughter. We’re both going to be around for hundreds of years, so our relationship may change over time. Please be patient and know that I care for you deeply.”

We stand, and I kiss her to the succubus standard of chaste.

“Is Clarice around?” I ask.

“I’m here, Daddy,” Clarice says. I turn to see her in a mint green halter jumpsuit without any of her disguise. She’s gorgeous.

Clarice’s full, pert breasts sway hypnotically as she walks up and hugs us both. Her wings peek out over her shoulders, and her horns are just visible through her blond hair. Her tail is hidden by the flounce of her pant legs.

Clarice says, “Lea, I’ve told you. I have to have a male partner to train, so I don’t end up killing someone by accident. The moms don’t trust anyone but Daddy to do it. Plus, we’re pretty certain it’s not possible for me to kill Daddy by feeding from him.”

Lleandra sobs, “I’m a year older than you are. I should get to have sex with Daddy if you do.”

Clarice says softly, “Lea, I’m thirty in elf years. You’re fifteen in human years. I know it doesn’t sound fair, honey, but it’s true.”

Lleandra pouts, “I’m going to go crazy if I don’t get laid.”

Despite the topic of discussion, I’m impressed by her use of common US vernacular. I smile into her hair. “A little crazy is okay, love.”

Clarice smiles up at me as she whispers to Lleandra, “In three more years, your ID will say you’re eighteen. That makes you a legal adult anywhere in the world. Until then, I have toys.”

“Toys?” Lleandra sniffs and raises her head from my shoulder to look at Clarice inquiringly.

“Yes, toys,” Clarice says. “Toys are how single women stay sane. I would be happy to show you.”

“Not without your Aunt Aloïse present,” I scold the little vixen.

Clarice bites her lip flirtatiously and says, “Yes, Daddy.”

I laugh and kiss Lleandra again before I say to my other daughter, “You wanted to talk, Clarice?”

“Yes, Daddy. Can you sit for a minute?” she asks, all business.

“Sure, honey. I’ll make coffee, and we can talk,” I reply. “Can Lleandra join us?”

“Sure, Daddy,” Clarice replies readily.

Lleandra says, “I can’t, Lo…” she smiles and tries a different title. “I can’t, Daddy.” She grins at me like the little minx she is. “Sadly, I’m supposed to study algebra with Mica. It’s easy for him, but I have a lot of trouble with it. He agreed to help me.”

“I’m pretty good at math and science, too,” Clarice says. She frowns cutely before adding, “Despite what my experience with calculus might indicate. I’m happy to help if you like, Lea.”

“I would like that,” she says happily and kisses Clarice before bounding off.

I watch her amber hair brush her pert little ass as she bounds away down the hall.

Clarice murmurs, “Mica’s not going to be able to concentrate on anything but her legs.”

“Yeah. Damn! Where’d she learn about schoolgirl outfits?” I ask before I mutter darkly, “I’m a shit father.”

Clarice clasps my face in her hands. “No, Daddy. You are not. You do have two young foster daughters who are very interested in being your lover. It’s unfortunate, but Lleandra is just damned sexy, and I have a tail. How could you not be sexually attracted to two hotties like us? You were set up for failure.” Then she winks at me dramatically.

I laugh out loud and walk to the kitchen to make us coffee, but Clarice asks, “May I, Daddy?”

“Sure, honey,” I acquiesce.

“Chicory or Americano?” she asks.

“Hmmm. Let’s do chicory,” I reply. “Make it half-caff; I’m hoping to get to sleep early tonight.”

Clarice laughs as she turns on the kettle and scoops the appropriate ingredients into cup-top filters. “Not if Morena and Elesain have anything to say about it. Zenia refuses to share you with them because, as she says, ‘They pigs. I no get enough time with Lord when I share with them.’ It’s funny how jealous she is of your attention,” Clarice says. I wrap my arms loosely around Clarice’s waist from behind.

“Yeah,” I agree. “Unfortunately, that’s likely going to have the opposite effect of what she wants. She’s lucky to be wearing a collar given how greedy she gets. I don’t think any of the others feel differently, it’s just that they’re more adult about how they handle it. Morena is actually very gracious about it.”

“Yeah, Morena’s fierce, too,” Clarice says. “She’d kill anyone that looks at you in a way she doesn’t like. I’ve seen her looking for weapons when Jack has talked to you a couple of times.”

“Hmm. Maybe I should pair her with Jack in our next open sparring session,” I muse.

“Just make sure to tell her she’s not allowed to kill him beforehand,” Clarice giggles as she pours the boiling water into the filters. “Actually, none of our domestic staff like Jack very much. His domestic staff doesn’t try to have sex with him, either. I think they all have boyfriends among the refugees.”

I shake my head sadly. “The loss of Felicia, Phryne, and April hit all of Jack’s family harder than us. I know he, Darcie, and Candice are all trying to comfort Maddy. I thought Chantelle and Chelsea were both feeling a little left out, but Darcie is the mama bear of that family. She’ll figure out how to take care of them.”

Clarice nods her head in agreement. “Yeah, she’s equal parts lover and mistress to all the ladies in their family regardless of whether they are a wife or concubine. She cares for them deeply. Kinda like a blend of Rebecca and Aunt Aloïse.”

She leans back into me lightly as we wait for the coffee to brew.

“What’s on your mind, sweetheart?” I ask, murmuring into her silky blond hair.

Clarice sighs and rests her hands on mine where I have them clasped around her waist. “Well, Daddy. I think I know what I want to do after college.”

“What’s that, sweetie?”

“I want to work in hotel management,” she replies. She leans forward to remove the filters, and I let her go to lean on the counter beside her while she works.

“What makes you think that’s what you want to do, Clarice?”

“Well,” she says, handing me a cup and frowning cutely at me. “Let’s go sit down, Daddy.”

She walks off toward the living room with her coffee. I follow her round buttocks and watch her swishing tail inside the loose leg of her jumpsuit.

She sits down on a loveseat and pats the cushion next to her before taking a sip.

I sit down and turn to face her. I take my own sip as she says, “Did you enjoy the view, Daddy?”

I stare into her eyes for a long moment. “You know that I did, honey. Attraction isn’t the issue.”

“I know, Daddy,” she concedes. “I just haven’t been very confident in my appearance since my curse arrived. All the extra bits have really shaken my self-image.”

“You’re absolutely beautiful, Clarice,” I tell her sincerely. “You’re really just blooming as a woman. You’re going to be even more beautiful as you mature.”

“Thank you, Daddy,” she says with a beaming smile. She turns serious. “So. The reason I think I want hotel management as a career...”

I nod, and she continues, “...as we started the Prescott Hotel, I’ve gotten the opportunity to help, and I’ve discovered that I really like the work. From the very beginning at the Prescott Hotel, I’ve enjoyed sitting at the reception desk and working with housekeeping. Helping you update a few things at the Vendome and manning the desk there has been great, too. I’m also looking forward to building and running the coffee and wine bar in Sheckel’s House next door.”

“What is it you like about it, honey?” I ask.

Clarice’s face scrunches into a cute little frown as she considers the question. “I found giving guests an awesome experience very rewarding. It doesn’t matter what the issue is—ensuring check-in is smooth, making reservations, bringing them fresh towels, giving them an excellent cup of coffee, arranging food deliveries when they’re stuck in their room—just seeing the happiness on their faces makes my soul feel good. Even if there is a problem, resolving the issue quickly to their satisfaction removes stress from their lives and gives me joy. It’s also important work with the pandemic and the Elven invasion. So, I’m deciding to make it my life’s work.”

I nod my head, appreciating her thoughtful response. “Okay, honey. So what is your plan to prepare for this career?”

Clarice says, “I’d like to transfer to Northern Arizona University. NAU has a great hotel management school, and the Elven forces haven’t made any impact there. I’ve already lined up my classes at YCCC for the fall term, so I was thinking I would transfer in January. It’s a little fast, but I think I won’t have a problem getting accepted. I’ve even written an essay to accompany my application, but I’ve held off sending it until I’ve talked to you about it.”

“What did your Aunt Aloïse say?” I ask.

“I haven’t talked to her about it, yet,” Clarice says. “I’m pretty certain she’ll support me in whatever I want to do.”

I nod and ask, “Where are you planning to live?”

“I don’t have that figured out yet,” she admits. “I know Rebecca is planning to transfer there in about a year for the nursing program, so maybe we can get a place near campus for us. Josie will want to transfer there soon, too. She has a real hunger to learn more about science and engineering. YCCC’s a good school, but they can’t offer the width and breadth of a full university.”

“You’ve put a lot of thought into this, Clarice. I’m impressed,” I tell her. “Have you found any likely properties?”

“There are some available, Daddy,” she says with a bright smile. “I think the market is going to eat them up quickly. Prices are going up all over Arizona between the pandemic and the Elven invasion.”

“Okay, talk to your Aunt Aloïse to find some likely properties,” I tell her. “If we find one or two in an ideal location, we can buy them sight unseen and renovate them to standard before you start. Would you need to take your car?”

Clarice shrugs. “I guess that depends on where we find a place. I’d rather leave it here. I can drive, but it’s not a big thing for me. The freedom of having my own wheels is nice, but I kind of prefer to be driven, since I can spend time thinking through things, or talking to my friends and family. I do want to have Josie set up a passage to whatever we buy—full security doors and everything on them.”

“Good thinking,” I agree. “I was going to insist on it.” I look at her bright smile, and I can’t help but smile in return. “Do you want me to read your essay?”

Clarice bites her lip and grins. “Please, Daddy? I’ll email it, so you can mark it up.”

“Ensure you invite your aunt to review it. She’ll feel left out if you don’t include her,” I try to sound serious despite the proud smile on my face.

“I will, Daddy,” she says as she takes my coffee from my hand and sets it on the table.

Clarice crawls into my lap and wraps her arms around my neck before she kisses me. Being rather used to the succubus standard of chaste, I don’t think anything of it as her tongue finds its way into my mouth. The kiss turns hotter and hotter until we’re devouring each other’s mouths.

I finally break loose from Clarice’s kiss to discover that my left hand is full of her taut ass cheek, and my right is inside her top cupping her full breast and pinching her nipple.

She gasps a whisper, “Please, Daddy. Take me now.”

I release her tender flesh and wrap my arms around her waist, leaning my forehead against hers. “I’m sorry, Clarice. You deserve better from me,” I murmur, disappointed in my own behavior.

“Daddy,” she moans softly. “Lord William. I need you! My heart aches for you, and my pussy weeps for you. Please, make love to me. Right here. Right now.”

I shake my head gently. “Get up, darling.”

Clarice’s sad expression tells me how disappointed she is. Slowly she stands, and I follow her to my feet. She turns away, and I wrap my arms around her waist, gently so I don’t press on her wings.

I kiss her cheek and whisper in her ear. “Clarice, I love you. I wish I could say that my love for you was strictly paternal, but it’s becoming glaringly obvious that is not true. Strictly paternal love is what you deserve from me. It’s what I should be giving you.”

She murmurs back over her shoulder. “I need that paternal love from you, Daddy. I treasure it. I have never felt so loved as when you have held me and listened to me as though I really am your little girl. But I also want you and need you as my lover, as a man who wants to make love to me and adore me.” She looks forward again. “I know you can do it. I know you want to. My very nature can taste the different emotions you have for me—that paternal love, lust, and a romantic love that is nearly as intense as what you feel for your wives. I can taste it in the air between us. I want to swim in it, William.” She looks over her shoulder at me. “Please, Daddy.”

I close my eyes and sigh. Without opening them, I respond. “If I ever do break down, you need to know what to expect. There will be no ropes. There will be no audience. There will be a date. There will be a private room. And you will be adored.”

She pulls my arms forward and leans back into me. “Deal, Daddy. When you are ready, I will be waiting for you.”

Clarice turns and kisses me tenderly before backing away. She picks up her coffee and walks around the loveseat to return to her room.

I try not to look at the swaying hips of her delicious demonic body as I sit down and slowly finish my coffee, wondering what I’ve gotten myself into.
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Over the next week, we collect reports from a variety of sources.

Two of Jack’s contacts both died in the neutron generator attacks on Washington, D.C. His information broker in Chicago wasn’t able to come up with much since most of his Elven contacts are House Elassaine and House Serrenisima. Apparently, he knows Chrysilla, too.

Surprisingly, Flower-slash-Michael’s schoolmates turn out to be the most informative. Several of them work at Mar-a-Lago. He got several of them on FaceTime calls and learned that the entire complex is swimming with elves. One of them works at the reception desk and told him where April is staying. Unfortunately, none of them know what elf is controlling her. They’re freaked out that it’s even possible. They said that a growing number of women are showing up with collars and being delivered to the “emperor” every night. The emperor’s wife hasn’t been seen for weeks.

One of Michael’s classmates, a maintenance man, turns out to be the best source of information. He did see something he referred to as a stargate, after the construct on the old Syfy channel series.

He told us where that is and where the soldiers are staying, and that there are roughly five thousand Elven soldiers on the ground.

There are only about six Secret Service agents on the grounds. He said the president sent most of them and the majority of his staff back to Washington just before the attacks. Most of the new “imperial security force”' is Elven.

A seed of a plan to bring April home starts to germinate in the back of my brain. It involves a lot of dead elves, and maybe a dead emperor, too.

I’m pondering my plan over a cup of coffee when Lonnie and T’os arrive to review some of their plans for the defense of the Quad Cities.

Lonnie lets T’os take the lead on the presentation while he displays models on the TV using his computer. T’os says, “Option one is to build a huge shield bubble around Prescott, Prescott Valley, Dewey-Humboldt, and Mayer, and as far north as Chino Valley. There would be three pairs of small, redundant, fusion power generators to power the shields. They would prevent the entry of radiation and physical objects. The downside is that it would also prevent rain from coming into the area from outside the bubble and aircraft into the airport.”

I nod and say, “Okay, what else?”

T’os replies, “Option two is to have active sensors and observation posts around the protected area. Rather than having shields up 100% of the time, have them triggered based on sensor triggers or observation. Also have them layered. There would be one big bubble over the whole area with smaller ones around Jack’s farm and Old Town Prescott, including the new proposed condo property. This would create defense in depth.”

“I like that,” I reply. “What else do you have?”

T’os says, “Option three is rather different from what you asked us to look at. It forgoes the shields entirely in favor of point defense laser emplacements, sensors, and observation posts—defense through counter-offense. Lonnie designed some low-altitude, armored weapons platforms that could carry a squad of twelve on board. They would be able to fly up to about two hundred feet in altitude using a low-energy, anti-gravity drives, and reach speeds of up to 200 kph, or 120 mph. The weapons would be front-, side-, and rear-pulsed laser weapons and a lightweight plasma cannon on a turret. Lonnie said the cannon is capable of destroying a corvette or cruiser-class spaceship if their shields were down.”

“How likely are we going to run into shielded opponents?” I ask.

T’os replies confidently, “Not likely, Lo...Will.” I smile at his adjusting to the whole “call me Will” thing. He continues, “The shields those chariots have are for radiation. They prefer to use low-velocity projectile weapons and blades; it’s a cultural thing. Even the space-faring houses prefer that, and they’ve never been pressed to adapt. The House Elassaine’s mag-rail weapons are revolutionary for those from Elven Prime. They expect to rely on being able to irradiate us, use magic against us, and use the superior maneuverability of those chariots in addition to just swamping us with bodies. House Valeran probably has two billion soldiers mobilized here on Earth based on the early plans I saw.”

“Mostly East Coast?” I ask.

T’os nods. “In the US, it’s about sixty percent on the east coast to forty percent on the west. Nearly a billion are in the Asia-Pacific region, primarily China and Korea, but Japan, India, Thailand, Malaysia, and the Philippines all should have some. Western Europe has a lot and there are some in Johannesburg and Australia, too.”

“Let’s go with option two,” I tell them. “Same thing for Peeples Valley. We probably want to get some property on the Yarnell end of the valley to see if we can use long-range cannons to attack Phoenix.”

Lonnie places his hand on my arm tentatively. “We don’t need to do that, Will.” He gets flustered when I look down at his hand and withdraws it quickly. “With these armored squad carriers, we can take the fight to them. The armor will be light, but we can augment with energy shielding. We can also mount projectile weapons in case they do use shields—.50 caliber or 30mm guns.”

“Those are military weapons; although…” I ponder. “I think you can get .50 caliber bullets and rifles on the civilian market. Check with Monty on how to get them.”

“Yes, Will,” Lonnie says.

I swear he acts more feminine every day. I should have a serious discussion with him about when he wants to become a she. I think I can use necromancy to make it happen pretty easily, but the whole phase-shifting thing makes me want to be cautious.

I think about it for a minute as the two technomancers wait for me.

“Option two it is, but with a good dose of option three. I like the idea of a strong counter-offensive capability,” I tell them. “Ten of the armored squad carriers for Peeples Valley. Also, let’s just act all military and call them ASCs.”

T’os and Lonnie grin and look at each other.

Lonnie says, “I told you.”

“Fine,” T’os laughs. “The ladies and I will make dinner for you.”

“No. Let’s order Thai food,” Lonnie says with a grin.

T’os growls, “Fine! I’ll have to see how much we have in our coffers to see when we can do it.”

I shrug at whatever side bet they had made and ask, “Do I need to pay you more, T’os?”.

He growls softly before answering. “No, Lo...Will. The girls and I are saving up for a house of our own. We want to create our own household.”

“What about Leonore?” I ask with a cocked eyebrow.

“She’s reticent to have more than one wife in the family. I don’t know if she’ll go for it,” he says. “I didn’t know you knew.”

I laugh, “Well, I’m not blind, T’os. Plus my ladies do like to keep me informed.”

“I’ll keep you posted,” the tusked elf replies shyly.

I nod and resume our previous conversation. “So ten ASCs for Peeples Valley, and maybe three times that for the Quad Cities area?”

T’os counters, “We don’t have enough elves. We’ll need to recruit.”

“I agree. Squads of twelve are a good idea, but we don’t have enough trained fighters to man ten ASCs and still defend the home sites.” I tap my chin and look up as I consider the staffing problem.

T’os interjects, “Don’t forget that all elves have had basic military training, and we’ve given everyone basic human firearms training. Peeples Valley won’t be a problem. We just need to figure out staffing for the Quad Cities teams.”

I nod to the two technomancers. “Let’s build them regardless. We can figure out how to crew them while they’re being built,” I tell them. “Maybe we can recruit from the National Guard and Reserve units here in the Quad Cities. Let’s use a mix of tactical shotguns, carbines, and mag-rail rifles for the squads in Peeples Valley.”

“Shotguns are a problem for the elves,” Lonnie said. “They don’t have the body mass to handle the recoil unless it’s a smaller bore.”

“Morena likes the 20-gauge Shockwave. Slugs or double-aught out of those should suffice at close range. Maybe mixed human and Elven squads if we have heavier weapons,” I comment. “How long will it take, and how much will it cost?”

“We will be close to using the whole five million budget you gave us. It may run higher if we encounter supply chain issues,” Lonnie says. “Given how infrastructure and manufacturing have been impacted by the invasion and the pandemic, that’s my biggest concern.”

“Okay. Let me know when you’ve committed fifty percent of your budget, and we’ll review the numbers then. Anything else?”

They shake their heads.

I shake hands and say, “Okay. Thanks gents.”

Lonnie flinches at the appellation.

“Lonnie, hold back for a minute,” I respond immediately.

The tall man stands in front of me to look me in the eye.

“You’re acting more feminine all the time. When do you want to transition?” I tell him.

Lonnie looks at me hopefully. “I’ve given it much thought, and I’d like to transition now, Lord—as soon as I possibly can,” he replies shyly.

I nod and choose my words carefully. “Here’s what I can do…I’ll pull out your soul and flood it with enough soul energy to allow you to form a spectral body using that memory of what your real body felt like. Once you form a spectral body, I’ll flood you with growth energy, or life energy, until your body lives. I’ve done it three times with no problems.”

Lonnie is nearly giddy. “That sounds fantastic, Lo...Will.”

“My major concern is the phase-shifting ability of your native race,” I tell him. “As I said, I’ve done this several times, but never on someone from an out-of-phase dimension.”

Lonnie bites his lip in a way that reminds me of my lovers and foster daughters.

Lonnie releases his lip and nods slowly. “I’ll need to prepare. There are papers written among my people on the polarity of souls. The prevailing theory is that souls have no discernable polarity. You mentioned growth energy. I’m not familiar with that.”

I shrug. “I haven’t done any scientific experimentation, but my experience indicates that soul energy is the result of a blend of growth and entropy energy.”

Nodding, Lonnie tilts his head and considers that for a moment. “I suppose that makes a certain amount of sense. If that’s true, then I would expect growth energy to be aligned to the phase of the dimension your body is from, and entropic energy to be aligned to the reverse polarity.”

I shrug again. “Makes sense to me. I didn’t study physics past the first level in high school.” I grin. “All this shrugging is giving me a shoulder workout.”

Lonnie giggles like a young girl. It’s quite discordant with his tall, lean, very male body.

“Lonnie, when you become N’elisa—did I get that right?” I ask. He grins and nods excitedly. “How would you feel about me keeping your body as a zombie? It would give us an additional body we could trust. I could bind it with soul energy rather than growth energy. That seems to slowly grow a soul over time.”

Lonnie gets a haunted look before answering. “I’d rather not, Lord.”

“Will,” I interject.

“Will,” Lonnie corrects himself. “I don’t want to be reminded of my life as a human man. Lonnie was a thug and a drunk with almost no redeeming qualities before Julian possessed him with my soul.” He looks at me. “I’d rather watch you dissolve the body with entropy energy.”

“Okay,” I agree. “I need labor for guard forces, but there are enough people that are struggling to work with the pandemic that I can probably find good folks.” I look up at him. “When will you be ready?”

He responds, “I’d like to meditate for three consecutive days to tie my energy and self-image to this dimension’s polarity.”

“Okay,” I agree. “Let T’os know what materials to order, and then begin your preparation tomorrow morning. Tonight, talk to Rebecca and Josie about how to create a body from your spiritual energy. You will need to ensure you have a clear picture of what your body and face looked like before if you want to look like that again. Imagine your body with the local polarity, but otherwise as you remember yourself as a female. We’ll have a robe for you to wear after we build your body.”

“Yes, Will,” Lonnie says with a look of longing that freaks me out. I’m not used to guys looking at me with longing. Even Sidney wasn’t this blatant in his adoration. I think I’m going to be much happier when N’elisa arrives and Lonnie is gone.
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GROWTH IN THE DOJO


Next morning, I gently crawl out from between Rebecca and Lara to stand beside the bed. I lean over to kiss Zenia, Serenia, Rebecca, and Lara before I dress to spend the morning studying martial arts with Ryuu.

Rebecca groans, “Too early, Mr. James.”

I chuckle quietly as I reply, “You’ve got another hour and a half before class, Rebecca. You set an alarm last night. Go back to sleep, my love.”

I lean over Serenia to cup Rebecca’s swollen breast and kiss her again.

She smiles sleepily after I release her lips. “M’kay,” she murmurs and cuddles up closer to Lara.

Serenia wraps her arms around my thigh as I stand up. Her cornflower blue eyes look up at me seductively. “One more time, Master.”

I chuckle. “Don’t get greedy, Ser’a. How many orgasms did you have last night?”

“I lost count, Master,” she responds with a mischievous grin. “You gave me many. Your wives gave me many too.”

“If I give you another, I’ll be late, and Zenia will be jealous,” I tease her back as I pull on compression shorts and a T-shirt.

As I step into my Gi pants, Serenia says, “She is jealous all the time. I tell her she needs to be more willing to share or you will remove her collar.” She shrugs, which causes her breasts to bounce slightly in a mesmerizing fashion. “I think maybe I’ll tie her to a post and use some of the things Rebecca showed me on her until she’s nicer,” she smiles as she sees I’m ogling her body.

Zenia sits up, “Is taboo! It is forbidden for women to touch each other. You are criminal!”

Serenia looks over the two prone women in a loving embrace. “Why did you look at us with such longing when we were making love to each other then, Zenia?”

Zenia slides out of bed and marches out of the bedroom in a fit. Serenia looks at me seriously, “Master, your little flower is not quite right in the head.”

I look deep into her eyes as I reply, “I’m surprised any of you are able to function after your experiences in the brothels.”

“I survived and escaped,” she says quietly as she looks at me with affection. “And then my powerful, handsome rescuer took me into his home and put his collar on me. I count myself lucky to have found a master whom I can love so much.”

I lean in and cup her face in the palm of my hand. “I love you, Serenia. The wives love you, too. If you ever need to talk, or have someone hold you, we’re here.”

She grins and asks, “How about if I need an orgasm?”

Lara growls, “Get over here, you little slut. I’ll give you an orgasm if you’ll let me sleep afterward.”

I laugh, and Serenia kisses my cheek before she runs around the bed to take Zenia’s place behind Lara. I grab a small duffle and put in a towel, a couple of spare T-shirts, a full-sized pistol, a sheath knife, my wallet, and my phone. I catch glimpses of the two Elven ladies kissing ravenously while they each bury a hand between the other’s thighs.

I wave at Lara and Serenia—not that they notice— before I slip out to fill a couple of water bottles in the kitchen. I down a full glass of water and slip into the powder room to empty my bladder.

When I come out, Elesain is standing there in a white mid-thigh toga with her black hair in a French braid. She hands me a travel mug. “Coffee, Lord.”

I take the mug before I lean down to scoop up the petite brunette elf. Her legs wrap around me automatically as her arms encircle my neck. I kiss her deeply and caress her naked ass under the flounce of her toga.

Elesain moans into my mouth. I release her mouth and ask, “Did you have a good night, my love?”

She looks at me shyly through her lashes, “Yes, Lord. Not as good as Serenia did. Maybe you could give me a gift like you did Morena last time she had night duty.”

“I’m running late, sweetheart. Can I make it up to you another time?” I ask.

She looks at me boldly and murmurs, “The next family meeting? Make love to me in front of everyone and fill me with your seed to overflowing?”

She bites her lip suggestively as I consider her request. “Perhaps, Ella,” I tell her. “Just know that if you start leaking, the wives, Serenia, and Morena will likely be cleaning you with their tongues.”

“I think I might be okay with that, Lord,” she says quietly. “We’re taught that it’s taboo, but I’ve been thinking it’s driven by demo…demo…the mix of males to females. There are generally three elf males born for every female. That’s why most of the unwanted female children end up tied to a post rather than in the stew pot.”

I nod and say, “That makes sense. The word is demographics.”

She nods in acknowledgement and continues, “I’ve seen your wives and lovers make love to each other. They truly do love one another. That can’t be wrong.”

“I agree, Ella,” I tell her before squeezing her ass and kissing her one more time. “I’ve gotta go, lover.”

She unwraps her legs and hangs from my neck before dropping to the floor. I kiss her silky black hair and the tip of her ear before turning to grab my gym bag and heading out the door.

I hear her voice whisper as I step out into the corridor, “I love you, William.”

I consider how I feel about Elesain as I wait for the elevator to arrive. I go back and open the door to the residence to see her putting the reception phone back into its receiver.

“Yes, Lord?” she asks.

“I love you too, Ella,” I tell her.

A bright smile that is out of character for Elesain blooms across her face. I wink and slip out to catch the elevator before the door closes. I get to the transportation room and step through to Dan’s workshop and take the short walk to the dojo.

I start my personal training with thirty minutes of seated meditation followed by Taiji for another forty-five minutes—the Yang long form three times, and the thirty-two-posture sword form to finish.

Master Hiromatsu and I are doing push-hands when Marissa, Audrey, Erica, Josie, Susan, Carla, and Sonya arrive. Rebecca shows up shortly thereafter with Lara, Zenia, Chelena, Serenia, and Koree.

Mica, Lleandra, and Clarice arrive just before Jack, Darcie, and Chelsea show up just in time to start class at 6:30 am.

I lead the class, starting with warm-ups and open-hand drills—attacks and defenses. Master Hiromatsu works with Marissa, Jack, and Audrey on using aiki techniques. He says, “Remember the words of Tokimune Takeda: aiki is to pull when you are pushed, and to push when you are pulled.” His pupils nod, and he calls out to me across the mat, “What does that remind you of Sensei James?”

Josie strikes at me, and I flow with it before answering. “Taiji, Master Hiromatsu,” I answer as I redirect Josie’s strike to pull her off balance. I step in to slow her fall before turning to face my teacher.

He nods and resumes his short lecture. “All of the internal arts share this. Based on the recorded history, Aikijiujutsu developed separately from the Chinese arts. Jiu-jitsu is not inherently internal, but as budoka, we have learned to experiment to develop aiki. Now we can borrow principles from other disciplines to make our tactics more effective. Morihei Ueshiba, the founder of aikido, is rumored to have studied internal Chinese arts prior to creating his own system. I want you to use the principles of Taiji to touch true aiki.”

He pairs Marissa against Jack, and faces Audrey himself before sparring.

I turn back to my beginner students. “You heard what Master Hiromatsu said. How is that different from what I told you at the beginning of the lesson?”

“It’s not, Lord,” Mica responds. “It’s the same idea, just different words.”

I nod to Mica with a smile. “Correct, Mica. So now you have two sets of words to teach you the same thing. Hold onto the ones that empower you the most, and then resume the exercise. Attackers, strike hard for the solar plexus. Defenders, flow with the attack to avoid and redirect it to put your attacker on the ground. Begin.”

The students flow back and forth, trading roles repeatedly. The attackers practice speed and precision of attacks, plus breakfalls and rolls. The defenders practice footwork and using the principles of aiki. I walk along and work with each pair, occasionally taking on the role of a more aggressive attacker when one of them demonstrates increased skill. All of them avoid my strongest attack, except Chelena.

I’m horrified as the small Elven woman collapses on my fist. I drop to her side and hold her hands over her head as she catches her breath. I use my second sight to check for damage, but there is none—not surprising considering how tough elves are.

As she gasps for breath, the sexy, ash-blonde elf with green eyes chokes out, “I will never run from you, Lord. I belong to you.”

I’m flustered by her words. Finally, I speak. “That’s right, Chelena. You do belong to me, and you are precious to me. Therefore, during training, you will avoid, evade, and counter-attack me when I attack you, so you can build the skills to assure your survival should you ever face combat. Are my wishes clear, my precious Chelena?”

She smiles at me while she tries to catch her breath. “Yes, my lord and master. As you wish, it shall be done.”

“Good,” I reply with a nod before standing. “On your feet and defend, Chelena.”

The gasping elf jumps to her feet and holds her hands up in a supplicating mannerism with her left foot slightly back. Before she can settle, I launch forward and aim a straight punch at her solar plexus as fast as I can.

The wily little minx flows back and to her right perfectly before I feel her grab my hand. Suddenly, I’m flying out of control, ass over teakettle. I roll out of the somersault to my feet and grin at my devoted concubine with a deep bow.

“That is exactly what I need from you in class, Chelena. Excellently done,” I tell her. Her face blooms into a brilliant smile.

I turn to Darcie, her current training partner. “Both of you, push each other harder. You’re both very strong in these skills, but you need to be excellent to be able to deal with opponents the size of human males or with the speed and strength of Elven males. Clear?”

“Yes, sir,” my auburn-haired friend says as Chelena answers, “Yes, Lord.”

I smirk and direct them to continue.

Once everyone has rotated through all the combinations of training partners, we change up the attacks to grabs, tackles, hooking punches, reverse punches, uppercuts, and kicks at various heights before I have them grab wooden training knives and defend against slashes and stabs from various angles.

I stop them ten minutes before the end of class to stretch for five minutes and meditate for five minutes on what they’ve experienced for the day.

I join the advanced group with Ryuu, Jack, Marissa, and Audrey while I wait on the next group to rotate in—the guards and staff from the night shift, Dutch’s team, Monty, Aloïse, Tori, Steven, Lidia, and Dan.

Master Hiromatsu has me face Jack.

Jack looks furious. He mutters, “You’re slacking on rescuing April, Will. I’m gonna motivate you.”

“If you really believe that, Jack, then I don’t blame you,” I respond calmly with a shrug.

Jack’s the no-shit real deal. Jill, AKA Butch, had told Marissa some stories that are legend among the hunters. If Jack did half of that stuff, he’s a cold-blooded killer when he needs to be. I’ve trained hard with him in the past, but I’ve only seen him angry after I pushed his soul to knock him off Clarice. I think he’s angrier now than he was then; there is absolutely no life in his eyes as he looks at me like I’m prey.

I hear Darcie gasp, “Master, no!”

I know he’s dangerous, but I can’t help but smile as he launches at me with a shock knife. I flow with his attack and throw him. We go through this dance repeatedly, with Jack getting more frustrated by the minute.

He throws the shock knife at me and pulls a lockback from the pocket of his sweats. He flicks the gravity assist to open the four-inch blade.

“Play time’s over, Will,” he growls.

The smile drops from my face for a moment. I slowly center myself with a deep breath and respond, “Does that mean I should stop holding back, Jack?”

“As if,” he growls as he shuffles forward to do me harm. There are no exaggerated or overextended attacks. As he stabs, cuts, punches, and kicks at me, he maintains perfect balance like the experienced warrior that he is. He tries to grab me, but I use that to my advantage each time to flow with his energy and throw him to the ground.

One of the great things about training against Jack is that he’s tenacious as hell. Now that he’s using a live blade, I’m not appreciating that as much—especially when his blade pierces my side and cuts out through the muscle.

We break apart, and I think we’re both shocked that he actually cut me that badly. Jack recovers first and attacks again with two slashing cuts followed by a side-thrust kick toward my abdomen. I flow back and pull the kicking leg, but apparently he had switched the grip on his blade when he kicked. His knife descends from an overhead stab. I meet his wrist with my left palm and let myself flow off the line of attack, gently exhaling as I move. Jack’s feet leave the ground, but he doesn’t somersault. He flies about fifteen feet away to slam back-first into the exterior wall. I hear a loud crack as the two-by-four beam in the wall gives up its fight to be an immovable object.

Darcie screams, “Master!” as I look on, stunned at what I just did.

Rebecca calls out to me, “William, heal the cut. You’re bleeding heavily.”

I look down at my blood-soaked Gi top dripping on the floor. I close my eyes and will the wound to heal as I channel growth energy into it. Then I walk unhurriedly to Jack as he groans on the floor. I pick up his fallen knife and wipe the blood off on my sleeve before I unlock it and fold it.

Jack, who has fallen to his side, looks up at me. “Where the hell did you learn that?” he asks with a wet, gurgling laugh.

I chuckle gently. “Right here on this mat, Jack. May I heal you?”

“Yeah,” he says as blood bubbles from his lips. “That’d be a good idea.”

I start flooding his body with growth energy and pulling out the rapidly growing entropy energy. As I channel the energy, I help him straighten his body on the mat to keep everything aligned. I focus on driving the growth into his lungs, spine, and abdominal organs.

Rebecca kneels next to me and places her hands on his torso. “You’re doing well, husband. His organs are a little bruised, but they’re not hemorrhaging. The lungs look good, so I think you fixed those. Concentrate on his spine and back muscles. They were bruised pretty severely.”

Darcie arrives to kneel on Jack’s other side and hold his hand. “Stay with me, Master,” she pleads. Jack nods but doesn’t say anything.

After a couple of minutes, Jack mutters, “Damn! I feel better than I did before I started drinking last night. I think I’m good to go, Will.”

Rebecca and Darcie help him sit up. Jack looks up at me. “Fix that cut I gave you. It’s bad enough you’ll slowly bleed out if you don’t take care of it.”

“Already done, Jack,” I tell him quietly. “Now please tell me what I should be doing to find April that I’m not doing already.”

Jack shakes his head quietly. “I don’t know, Will. You have powers I’ve never seen. I just think you should be able to do more. I’m frustrated she’s not safe and home. We already lost Phryne and Felicia. I don’t think my family can suffer the permanent loss of April, too.”

“We’re stronger than you think, Master,” Darcie murmurs. “We’ll survive so long as you’re there to hold us.”

Chelsea growls behind me, “Master, I swear if you do something that stupid again, I’ll duct tape you to a chair and torture you with a shock knife.”

Darcie snarls, “And I’ll help her do it, Jack.”

“Master,” he growls back reflexively.

Darcie smiles up to Chelsea. “He’s fine, Pet. He wouldn’t correct me if he weren’t. Let’s get him home before he does some other stupid thing.”

Chelsea whispers excitedly, “Maybe he’ll punish us!”

Darcie giggles sexily, “Only if we’re really lucky, Pet.” Darcie and Chelsea help him to his feet.

Jack groans, “I’ve got it, Pets.”

He takes a step before I see a flash of greenish-blond hair fly by to tackle Jack. Morena is mounted on his chest holding a sharp blade to his throat. In a sweet, menacing voice, Morena says, “Jack, if you ever cut or hurt my lord again, I will kill you. That would hurt your family, whom I like very much. You, not so much. Clear?”

Jack is speechless as I step in and pull Morena off him and hold her to my chest.

Jack slowly gets up and rubs his chest. “I’m getting too old for this shit.”

“You’re full of clichés today, my friend,” I tell him with a smirk.

“Yeah, I’m lacking in creativity today,” he says with a wry grimace. He wraps an arm around Darcie and Chelsea. “Let’s get home, Pets.”

They stop at the edge of the mat and bow before leaving.

Master Hiromatsu looks at me and grins. “Congratulations, Master James. Let’s train a little more after your next class to ensure you can do that on demand.”

I’m stunned by the new title my teacher used.

Erica asks Audrey, “Was that magic?”

“No,” Audrey answers immediately. “It was something else.”

Josie says, “Did you see how his aura flared, Audrey?”

Audrey nods as she locks eyes with me. “I did. But it was passive. Based on what we’ve learned from Magnus’ library, magic is an active extension of energy and the will. That was a passive flaring of the aura. I’ve not seen anything like it.”

Aloïse speaks up from the back of the group. “Watch him when he does Taiji. You, Josie, Rebecca, and Marissa do it, too, just not as much. Chelena, Morena, Serenia, and Tanu are starting to do it at odd moments. We have a badass, gentle husband, surrounded by badass, loving ladies. What more could we ask for?” She looks at me hungrily.

I wink at her before calling the next class to order.
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I’m in my office reviewing the progress report from the farm at Peeples Valley when Zenia knocks on the door. “T’os and Chiara here, Lord.”

I correct her automatically. “T’os and Chiara are here, Zenia.” I give her a stern look as the frustrated expression takes over her face.

“You understand me good, Lord,” Zenia pouts.

“Yes, I do understand you well, Zenia. But if you ever want to do anything other than domestic work, you’ll need to learn to speak properly. You don’t even try,” I tell her.

“I want to be you wife and have many babies,” she says quietly.

“What will you do between babies?” I ask.

“Care for you,” Zenia says stubbornly.

I shake my head with a frown. “Send them in, Zenia.”

“Right away, Lord,” she says serenely.

The two magicians walk in, and I wave them to chairs as I walk around my desk to sit with them at the small conference table.

T’os growls, “Lonnie was right. Getting materials is a bitch, Lor...Will.”

“I’m impressed with the vernacular,” I tease the groll technomancer.

He chuckles as my teasing lands properly. Even Chiara’s tense expression eases. T’os says, “I think I have an alternate solution, but I don’t know if you want to wait until after the ritual you have planned.”

“What’s the solution?” I ask.

Chiara says, “I understand that you said we probably don’t need to accommodate squads of twelve in the ASCs, Will. Is that right?”

I look to the ceiling as I think back to my conversation with Lonnie. “Yea-ah,” I say as I nod. “I did say that, and I meant it. Having capacity for a full squad is useful, but having smaller vehicles that we can actually staff would be better. I need to get busy recruiting humans.”

I engage the gazes of my two trusted advisors. “What do you recommend?”

Chiara says, “Getting steel and titanium for chassis is going to take a long time.”

T’os says, “We can take chassis from light SUVs or pickups and build on those, Will. There are enough salvage yards around that we can find the parts we need.”

I nod as I ponder that. “That’s a great idea. You can probably get a lot of other materials in salvage yards, too.”

“Almost everything we need except weapons and armored glass,” Chiara says.

“Do it,” I tell them. “Lonnie, or N’elisa, will be fine with it.”

“N’elisa is a woman’s name in our culture,” Chiara says. “She’s a character from a legend about a race of elves called High Elves.”

I nod seriously. “Yep.”

“Really?” Chiara asks incredulously.

“Yep,” I reaffirm. Chiara starts going all fangirl on me as this new development sinks in. “It’s not my story to tell, but you can ask her once she arrives.”

“Oh my goodness,” the Elven sorceress gasps. “This is so cool!”

“Did you just say ‘so cool,’ Chiara?” I teased.

She blushes and sticks her tongue out at me in the most adult manner possible before getting to her feet. “We’ve got to do, Will. I’m off. You coming, T’os?” She walks out without looking back.

The groll-elf grins as he waves and follows her out of the residence.
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BECOMING N’ELISA


Two days later, I start the day by sliding out from between Aloïse’s and Tori’s lush bodies before I bend over the bed to give them, Erica, and Audrey a good morning kiss. I hurry to the dojo for meditation and Taiji before returning to the Prescott Hotel transport room and heading upstairs for a quick shower.

Aloïse joins me in the shower. We make love in the warm water before we get around to cleaning each other.

I dress in a loose set of scrubs that Tori made especially for me.

Zenia gives me a calming herbal mixture that Rebecca concocted.

My other wives yawn themselves awake, and Aloïse, Tori, Zenia, and Erica escort me downstairs to the transport room. Zenia brings a dove gray robe for the new arrival.

I sit it in the summoning area to meditate on what I need to do with Lonnie to get the optimal result. With the exception of Felicia, I’ve had good luck so far, but this is the first time I’ve done this when it hasn’t been a spur-of-the-moment decision. I want to ensure I do it correctly.

Lonnie meditates in the center of the room wearing a pair of sweats.

I finally stir as Rebecca, Josie, and Audrey enter the room. They sit in a semicircle facing Lonnie. I stand behind him and begin to gently pull all the life energy out of Julius’ glyph at the base of Lonnie’s skull where the soul attaches to the brain. It comes out even easier than normal since Julius isn’t alive.

When the glyph disappears, I reach into Lonnie’s head and touch the soul of N’elisa. Her soul feels different from the human and demon souls I’ve touched so far. It’s more like Larkin’s, the Angel of Death I drained on the planet Ravissement.

I gently ease N’elisa’s soul from Lonnie’s body; it slides out easily. I start to push soul energy into the disembodied spirit. “Okay, N’elisa. You’re looking very amorphous, and I can barely see you. Start willing your body to form; I’ll keep pushing you energy until you can manifest,” I tell the High Elf.

Slowly, a glowing cloud in a mostly human shape becomes visible.

“That’s it, N’elisa,” Rebecca encourages quietly. “Remember the feeling of your body—how it looked, felt, and moved. Push your spirit to feel like that.” Of the three resurrected ghosts in our community, Rebecca is the one with the most experience manifesting a form as a disembodied soul.

Slowly, the silhouette becomes more defined. A slender form takes shape—narrow hips, narrow shoulders, and an impossibly narrow waist—the Elven ideal of femininity. The figure has a long slender neck and long flowing hair. Slowly, angular facial features and long, pointed, erect ears appear. The large dark hollows where eyes belong slowly form into slanted, emerald green eyes with huge pupils. The figure’s hair glitters like spun silver falling in cascades over her shoulders, past the small tumescent mounds of breast. There is a very sparse thatch above her elfhood and her long arms and legs are slender and sinewy—reminiscent of Rebecca’s ghost form but stronger-looking.

“Liebe Gott,” Rebecca moans. “You’re absolutely gorgeous, N’elisa. Keep your focus, honey. I think William is about to start pumping life into your body. It’s an amazing feeling.”

I start doing just that, switching from soul energy to growth energy. “Keep focused on what your body should feel like, N’elisa,” I tell her. Her body becomes more distinct as I push more and more growth energy into her. Slowly, I sense N’elisa’s mind and soul fuse and her body come alive. I stop pushing into her body and ogle her taut, slender body as I walk behind her. Her flared hips form a perfect petite, firm, round tushy.

She’s perfect, I think to myself.

“Thank you, Lord,” I hear a bell-like voice whisper in my mind. “You made me this way. I’m glad you’re happy.”

I walk back around to stand in front of the relatively tall—at least, by Elven standards—Elven beauty. Her sparkling green eyes look up at me shyly through thick silvery-blond lashes under her slightly slanted brow. I take in the diamond-hard nipples on the points of the tumescent buds of her tiny breasts and smell arousal from further south. I think, Are you talking to me in my head?

N’elisa looks up at me before I hear that bell-like voice in my mind. “Yes, Lord. I’m sorry to startle you. I lost this ability when I possessed Lonnie. His brain did not have the circuitry in the brain to do this. Apparently, yours does. Or maybe it’s because you created me; it may have created a connection.”

We can discuss it later, N’elisa, I send. I say out loud, “Normally I would put my glyph on you to ensure that no other necromancer can enslave you. Would you like me to do that?”

N’elisa’s spoken voice is as beautiful and bell-like as her mental voice. “Yes, Lord. Please.”

She spins gracefully in place and lifts her hair to expose the spot. I write my three-dimensional “BPAg” glyph into her flesh, and N’elisa moans as though I’m caressing her body. I feel my cock tenting my pants at the sound of it.

“All done, N’elisa,” I murmur.

She drops her hair and spins before wrapping her arms around my neck. “Thank you, Lord William. I am N’elisa Tr’anielle of the Voyager clan of the High Elves. I am yours—body, mind, and soul—for the remaining years of my life. You are my destiny.”

Aloïse approaches carrying the dove gray kimono Zenia brought. “Put this on, N’elisa,” she says as she holds the short garment open for the stunning elf to don. “Remember our conversation, darling,” Aloïse chides gently.

“Yes, Mistress,” N’elisa murmurs shyly. “May I, Mistress?”

“You may,” Aloïse says with an indulgent smile.

N’elisa cups my face in both hands and gently kisses my lips. “Thank you, Lord William,” she murmurs immediately after the contact of our mouths breaks. She hooks an arm through Aloïse’s and the two beautiful women lead the rest of my family away.

Zenia hesitates and looks at me accusingly with tears running down her face. “Not fair, Lord,” she pouts before striking the tears from her face and hurrying off to catch the elevator with the other ladies.

I walk over to Lonnie’s corpse and look down at it thoughtfully. I shake my head and pour a ton of entropy into the body until it breaks down into dried gray dust.

Koree walks up with a broom and dustpan. “I’ll take care of it, Lord William.”

“Thanks, Koree. I’m going to the dojo for a while,” I tell him. “Please call the residence and let them know. I don’t have my phone or communicator with me.”

“Certainly, Will,” he responds. I smile slightly at his use of my informal name. He’s only used it a couple times since I gave him permission to do so.

After an hour of Taiji, I start working on the sword. I finish working cuts and skills, then transition to working on iaido, essentially quick draw killing exercises with a live blade. You have to be focused to train iaido, or you’ll leave your own fingers on the mat. After I reach exhaustion with the iaido forms, I clean the sword and put it back in the rack. I seat myself in a seiza position and meditate. After several minutes, I have an epiphany.

I haven’t been using my necromancer skills enough to fight the elves. My focus on learning teleportation magic and other magical fighting skills is smart, but my power as a necromancer is huge. I haven’t been nearly creative enough in how I apply it to fight the elves.

I start stretching on the floor as I think about how I can effectively use necromancy to get rid of the Elven invaders. For that matter, I have two wives who are strong sorcerers, too. We have an agreement with the imps—whom I affectionately call “the critters”—that will allow us to summon them at a moment's notice. I know Audrey and Carla have been stocking up on peanut butter and giving the imps small retainer fees of the treat.

When I return to the transport room, I write a quick note to Chrysilla and put it in her dropbox passage.

I return to the residence in time to hear Zenia shouting; it sounds like she’s in the middle of a tirade. “Lord loves ME! I should be wife before all the humans! Before all the concubines!”

Aloïse says quietly but intensely, “The lord is not the head of this household, Zenia. I am. Neither I nor Lord William will have wives who cause friction in the household.”

I walk in to see Zenia holding a seven-inch chef’s knife and brandishing it as she spins in a circle. N’elisa lies at her feet in a dove gray halter dress from Tori’s collection, bleeding and whimpering on the ground.

“You plan to bring this false elf to the Lord's household before me?” Zenia shouts. “I will not have it! I’ve killed this bitch, and I’m going to kill everyone else who stands as an obstacle to being my lord’s primary wife—wives, concubines, and children. I’m tired of all of you and your taboo behaviors. You don’t deserve him!”

Elesain shouts back, “And you do? You were barely fit to ride the posts as a whore. Now you think you deserve to be the head of his household? That’s insane!”

Zenia leaps at her with the knife, but before she can harm the brunette elf, Serenia hits her with a footstool. There’s a blur as the other four Elven concubines attack Zenia. Serenia and Elesain hold her arms and Chelena grabs her kicking feet to hold her off the ground just before Morena runs in with a meat cleaver and cuts Zenia’s head off in one clean stroke.

I hurry to N’elisa’s side as Rebecca squats next to her. Rebecca murmurs, “Pierced liver, William. Push in your energy, and I’ll help guide it.”

We work together, and N’elisa is soon healed and looking up at us with a joyous smile.

“Thank you, Lord and Lady,” she says.

“Of course,” I tell her as I check to ensure that no one else is injured before I wrap Aloïse and Rebecca into a fierce hug.

“Is Judith okay?” I ask.

“Audrey, Marissa, and Carla are guarding her,” Rebecca says. “I’m going to go to her now.”

“Her English was better than she let on,” I observe.

Morena says, “She was a false person from the day I met her. The rest of us adore your family, Lord. We will protect them and you with our lives.”

“Hopefully, it doesn’t come to that, Morena,” I tell the green-haired elf as I hug her. “But I feel better knowing the four of you are watching over us all.”

“Of course, Lord,” Chelena says. “It may be difficult to gauge how much one of us loves you compared to others, but I think it is safe to say that we all love you and your ladies deeply for taking us in and making us part of your family.” Morena, Serenia, and Elesain all nod their heads seriously.

Aloïse says, “Zenia was on duty. Can one of you cover?”

“I will,” Morena volunteers.

“It’s your day off, Morena,” Serenia says. “I can pull a double, so you can enjoy it.”

Morena cups Serenia’s face and kisses her lips gently before caressing her cheeks. “No, sweetie. The night shift is hard enough without putting a full day shift in front of it. I’ll get another night to sleep with the Lord. I’ll cover today.”

Erica says, “That’s the standard of behavior for staff, concubines, and wives. They have to get along and care about each other, or I won’t support it.”

“Too right, Erica darling,” Aloïse agrees.

I give each of the Elven concubines a kiss of gratitude before I sigh. “Okay, let me get rid of this mess.”

I flood the pooled blood with entropy before turning to the head. As I turn my attention to Zenia’s body, I see a more masculine angel chasing Zenia’s soul around the room. As her body turns to powder, it snags the ghost of my former jealous lover. I wave as the angel fades from my sight. I turn the remaining blood splatters to powder, and Morena brings the vacuum in to clean up the remains.

Aloïse cuddles up to me. “William, darling. I have the afternoon free. N’elisa is going to check in with T’os and Chiara before spending the afternoon in Tori’s shop picking out clothing.” She looks at the tall elf. “Make sure you get something to eat and drink lots of water, darling. You need to get that body working inside and out if I understood Rebecca and Josie correctly.”

“Yes, my lady,” N’elisa says. “She caught me by surprise. I’ve had enough training that she shouldn’t have been able to hurt me.”

Rebecca walks in with one of my shirts, and Erica walks up behind N’elisa and opens the magnetic clasp behind her neck. The halter lounger drops to pool around her ankles and N’elisa gasps as her gorgeous figure is again laid bare.

I can barely hear what Rebecca whispers in her ear, “This is William’s. He wore it last night. It will be like being wrapped in his arms all day.”

N’elisa smiles as she quickly pulls on the shirt, which fits like a baggy dress. She looks sexy as hell.

N’elisa smiles at me as she picks up on my admiration.

“I’m afraid living in Lonnie skewed my perception of my height, Lord,” she says. “I feel like I’m all legs. I was only 155 centimeters tall before. I think I’m closer to 165 now.”

“You look perfect, N’elisa,” I tell her with a small smile. All my ladies giggle at my comment.

Aloïse says, “I saw your erection when you claimed her, William. I’d like to explore that further.” She looks up at me with eyes hooded with lust.

“Let’s go, beloved,” I say as I scoop Aloïse into a bridal carry and head to the master bedroom to the accompaniment of cheers and giggles from the assembled ladies.

Aloïse calls out, “Morena, you can join the group tonight regardless.”

“Thank you, Mistress,” the petite, green-haired elf replies. I don’t look, but I’d guess she has a brilliant smile on her face.

I step next to our bed and lay Aloïse gently onto the mattress.

“Don’t move, beloved,” I tell her as I whip the scrubs-style shirt off my body. “I want to unwrap you.”

Aloïse laughs sexily. “There’s not much to unwrap William. It’s a shirt dress. You just unbutton it.”

I kick out of my shoes and push the bottoms down. I tell her as I kick out of them, “Aloïse, I loved and adored you before you came to me in your own body. But you’re even more beautiful now.” I crawl on the bed and devour her lips before telling her, “You’re like a gorgeous present that I can’t wait to unwrap and play with every day.”

“Christmas in July,” Aloïse purrs as I nibble her neck and unbutton the navy blue shirt dress.

“It seems like it’s been forever since I’ve made love to you,” I murmur into the rise of her firm, heavy breast.

Her arms wrap around my head to pull my face into her juicy flesh. “It was last night, Lord Husband. Mmm. That feels so goood.”

“Too long,” I say with a grin. “And you’re wearing a bra?”

She says, “I had a client meeting, but they rescheduled at the last minute.” She moans again before demanding, “Get that hateful thing off me and fuck me already, husband!”

I slide between her spread thighs, and we both groan in pleasure as my cock slides into her ready pussy in one deep stroke. I kneel on my heels and pull Aloïse onto my lap as we frantically strip her dress and bra from her lush body. Her legs wrap around me, and she uses her heels to prod me to fuck her faster.

We thrust our groins at each other vigorously until Aloïse moans and spasms with her first orgasm.

I fall forward into her as I continue to fuck her brutally. Her nails claw furrows in my back with the second orgasm. The bite of Aloïse’s nails on my skin, the clasping of her channel, and her impassioned cries take me over the edge quickly. I explode inside her milking pussy, and her orgasm spirals higher.

“Yesss,” we moan in unison.

I lie on top of Aloïse until my cock stops spasming. She wraps her legs around my waist, and I post and roll so that she is lying on top of me with my still-hard cock deep inside her.

Aloïse pulls the covers over us, and we lie there holding each other in our post-coital glow.

Aloïse asks quietly, “Do you really like my new body, William? I’ve never been certain.”

“Yes, Aloïse,” I reply vehemently. “You may have noticed I can’t keep my hands off you now, whereas I only had sex with you a couple of times while you were in Babette’s body. We became closer when you were in the other body, but this one suits you. And honestly, I like that I’m the only man who’s had this body. I know it’s unbelievably childish, but I do. Your own human form and your natural succubus form are both unbelievably sexy, and I can’t get enough of you.”

“You’re so good to me, William,” she murmurs into my neck.

I grin. “I must say that the bra surprised me. You rarely wear one.”

Aloïse cuddles closer and straddles my leg. “I’m not a very good succubus, Lord Husband. I don’t want other men to see my nipples perking through my clothing. I really don’t want them to see my body at all. I just want my body to be your treasure. It’s only for you and our family.”

“I’m good with that,” I say as I kiss her hair. “I love you so much, Aloïse.”

“I love you, too, William,” she murmurs into my neck. “I don’t know how you captured my heart. It’s very rare among my people. I thank the Goddess that you found me.” She shifts slightly and my semi-hard member slides from her channel.

We cuddle quietly for several minutes before Aloïse asks, “What do you think about N’elisa?”

I tick off her attributes. “She’s committed to us. She’s gifted. She’s intelligent.” I pause for a moment. “She’s also undeniably gorgeous.”

“Yes to all the above,” Aloïse says. “Her figure is otherworldly, like a fantasy character.” She raises her head and points at her chest. “Consider who just said that.”

I chuckle, and Aloïse laughs as she returns her head to my chest.

Aloïse continues, “She wants to be your lover. We discussed it before you pulled her out of Lonnie. You are the primary reason she wanted to be female again.”

I sigh and gather my thoughts. “I’m still getting to know her, Aloïse. No doubt she’s yummy enough to get my cock hard, but I barely know her. Plus, it will likely take a while before I can let go of the idea that she was once Lonnie.”

“You’ll be working with her closely, William darling,” Aloïse says. “I suspect you’ll be ready to put a collar on her as soon as I have an identity for her. Tori is working on that now with Tanu.”

“You may be right, love,” I tell her. Then my mind takes a tangent. “I’m surprised Tanu hasn’t taken Jack’s collar. They’ve been together before, right?”

“Mmhmm,” Aloïse murmurs. “A couple of times, but she never warmed to him like Candice did. Chantelle and he were fuck buddies for quite a while before Darcie came along, then he fell hard for Darcie. Candice fell for Jack hard because he was as broken as she was when they met. She and Jack really saved each other. I was surprised that he didn’t take her for a pet before he met Darcie, but Candice wanted to work her way out of her contract on her own—to own her freedom before she surrendered it to Jack. Not that he didn’t pay the bulk of it in the last year. When he found Darcie, she really brought him out of his shell.”

“I’m going to call him later this afternoon to talk through April’s rescue,” I tell Aloïse as she snuggles in my arms. “While Jack could have communicated better, he does have a point. I’m being too passive about this Elven invasion. I need to help Jack rescue April, and put an end to this crap.”

Aloïse looks up into my eyes. “What are you thinking?”

I frown slightly. “Just a bunch of loose ideas at the moment, but there’s the seed of a plan there. I need to let it percolate for a bit before I talk it through.”

Aloïse caresses my face and kisses me. “I’m here whenever you need me, beloved.” Then she shifts into my arms, and I’m suddenly holding her succubus form.

“Whatever can I do to entertain you while you percolate, Lord?” she asks as she slides on top of me to straddle my hips.

I grin up at her as she slots my hardening cock into her channel. “I’m sure we’ll think of something.”
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WAR COUNCIL


After Aloïse entertains me for another hour, I get up and call Jack to invite him over to talk.

I take a quick shower and pull on another pair of the lightweight scrubs that Tori made for me.

T’os, Chiara, Leonore, N’elisa, and Tanu, as well as a few of my wives, join me in the great room at about 1:30.

Roughly five minutes later Jack, Steven Cheung, Monty, and Dutch’s team arrive at the residence.

Morena gets everyone seated and serves coffee and tea as I start the meeting.

I open with, “First of all, I’d like to apologize to all of you for letting this Elven invasion go on as long as it has. I’ve been looking for big answers to our problem when we have the ability to get rid of House Valeran using the tools we already have.” I pause for a moment and add, “However, we will need all of the tools at our disposal.”

Jack waves his hand. “We can exterminate the vermin once April is safe. My whole household has been in an uproar, seeing her on TV every day. I need to get her home.”

“And we will,” I assure my friend.

The reception phone rings, and Morena answers it. She nods to me and stands guard at the door with the small shotgun.

I tell everyone, “The last member of our war council has just arrived. One moment, please.”

Shortly thereafter, the elevator dings and Morena escorts Chrysilla into the residence.

Chrysilla carries a leatherbound notebook and is wearing a brown robe, which makes her look a little like a priestess.

I provide her one of the lower chairs we keep for the elves, and she places the notebook in her lap. Morena places the Shockwave back into the cabinet by the door.

I introduce Chrysilla to everyone around the table. Chrysilla scoffs when I mention that N’elisa is a High Elf who formerly possessed Lonnie. “High Elves are a myth,” she says. “As tall as you are, you must be a half-elf.”

N’elisa closes her eyes and fades from view, and everyone gasps. The seat she was just sitting in is flooded with entropy energy. I absorb it just before N’elisa fades back into view.

She looks at me with surprise. “This building was abandoned in the mirrored version of this planet, William.” She chuckles nervously. “It was quite hazardous. I’m glad I didn’t stay long.”

Then she blinks out again with a soft pop followed immediately by another soft pop in the kitchen. N’elisa calls, “I apologize, but I need a big drink of water and a snack after that. It takes a lot of energy to phase shift.”

I turn to see her filling a big tumbler of water. Morena says as she walks back toward the kitchen, “I’ll make you a plate of fruit and cheese, N’elisa. I’ll bring it to you in a minute.”

“Thanks, Morena,” the High Elf says with a genuine smile. She blinks out of sight and blinks back into sight in front of her chair.

She smiles sweetly at Chrysilla as she takes her seat. “I may be a myth, Chrysilla, but I definitely exist.”

The ancient Elven information broker is shaken as she answers, “Apparently.”

I clap my hands together. “Okay, Chrysilla,” I begin. “What have you learned?”

“The Valerans are very tight-lipped about anything going on here on Earth,” she answers with a small frown. “Fortunately, House Serenissima is less so. As expected, the magician who made that control collar for your woman is from House Serenissima. His name is Mason Seren.”

“My woman,” Jack growls.

“Your woman,” Chrysilla corrects herself, then promptly ignores Jack. She continues, “As T’os has told you, the collar Miss Charles is wearing is a control collar, but it’s a new design. The ritual is easier, and it doesn’t drain as much energy from the magician. Instead, it is powered by similar collars on slaves; in other words, their life force powers Miss Charles’ collar. It makes the ritual virtually fire-and-forget with no additional expenditure on the part of the magician.”

Michael says, “One of my classmates mentioned a room of women tied to posts with glowing collars on their necks.”

“Jeez,” I groan. “Not only do they enslave them as fuck-toys, but they drain the life from them, too.”

Michael replies, “Yeah, it sucks. Another of my classmates in housekeeping found out where April is staying within Mar-a-Lago. She’s just down the hall from the emperor’s suite. My friend was cleaning April’s suite one day and noticed that April’s collar was glowing very dimly. April told her she was being held against her will, and then she asked my friend to tell her master that she’s sorry. The collar flared brightly, her expression went blank, and the elves came to take her and drag her down the hall and into the emperor’s bedchamber. Her screams of pain and horror went on for nearly an hour. Later, she saw the elves escort her out of the emperor’s suite and back to her suite. Blood and semen were coating her legs, body, and hair.”

The sound that comes out of Jack is primal and filled with agony. He pulls at his hair and looks up at me with a haunted expression. “You’ve got to get me there, Will. I promised I’d protect her and care for her. I have to rescue her.”

Chrysilla says, “If you take that collar off her when it’s lit, it will still explode.”

“Can we remove the collars from the slaves without an explosion?” I ask.

Chrysilla shrugs, “I don’t know, Lord. The reason behind the dimming of Miss Charles’ collar is likely the death of the slaves powering it. It may be that if you grab her when the slaves are all dead, you could take it off her.”

“I suspect I can get the collars off the slaves without killing them,” I tell them.

I look at my distraught friend before asking Michael, “Flower, do you have lat-lon coordinates for the room?”

Michael nods. “Yes. It’s on the top floor.”

I frown. “That causes a problem unless you know the elevation of the floor.”

He shakes his head.

After a moment, I tell him, “Give me lat-lon for a handful of concealed ground floor or outside locations so I can open a teleportation portal without it being glaringly obvious.” He nods, and I continue, “I need to know where the slaves acting as batteries are held.”

Michael pulls out a map of the resort and points to a pavilion dining-slash-ballroom on the bottom floor. “My friend, Jenna, said they’re here, in the pavilion. She said there are rows and rows of posts with women tied to them. The male elves walk up, fuck them, and walk out. The ones with the glowing collars were more toward the back—here.” He points to the far back corner of the room.

I nod as I try to absorb the map.

Jack points to the area around the dumpsters. “Can you put me here, Will?” he asks. “I’ve been studying the area and the resort maps with Flower, Dutch, and Butch. If you can put me here, I can take the service elevator up to the penthouse from there. I’ll kill our self-proclaimed emperor and anyone with him, and get April out.”

Dutch says, “We should wait until the evening newscast; they do that live every night from Mar-a-Lago’s entrance. They went inside one time when it was raining, but even then April was in the reception area.”

“Where are the Elven soldiers based, Flower?” I ask.

“Everywhere,” he says. “The grand ballroom is a barracks. They have erected a scaffolding to create a mezzanine halfway up to hold additional bunks. The dining room is also a barracks, and they used I-beams and one-inch steel mesh to add a second floor to that, too. The White & Gold ballroom has five of the stargate-looking portals.”

Chrysilla says, “Those should connect to Phoenix, Prime, Wuhan, Singapore, and Rio de Janeiro, but they can be redirected to other locations as needed. There are always soldiers and magicians guarding them, and there are bunks up on the stage for them. The lounge area, here, houses the healers and the injured. There are more soldiers in all of these adjacent buildings and in the library. Some of the homes over here house higher ranking elves in robes.”

“We’ll need our Elven magicians and fighters,” I murmur as absorb Michael’s intel. “We’ll need a couple hundred imps, too."

Carla nods, and Audrey says, “I’ll ping them immediately to stand by.”

Carla says, “I’ll take a couple of number ten cans of peanut butter with us to keep them motivated.”

“I’m coming this time, Will,” Audrey declares.

I nod. “Of course, love.”

Jill raises her hand to speak for the first time. “I have some old friends I’m going to summon if we get in a pinch. They’re standing by.”

Jack and Dutch respond in unison, “Friends?”

Jill gives them a cheeky grin as she says, “Yep. Type 5.”

“Holy shit,” Jack rumbles. “Let’s wait until we get our people out before we unleash those.”

“What are Type 5?” I ask.

Jill smirks, “Dragons.”

“Holy shit!” I mutter, amazed that dragons actually exist.

N’elisa says, “We’ve got enough standard plate carrier vests with top-end ballistic shielding for twenty elves. We have enough for another twenty humans in various sizes. Everyone going will have top-tier protection. Military standard will be for everyone staying here. I’m sorry, Lord, but I didn’t have time to produce something higher than Earth-level capabilities.”

“Thanks, N’elisa,” I answer with a gentle smile. “We can try that once we get on the other side of this mission.”

Leonore says, “I’d like to recruit the healers. I think most of them will come with us. I suspect most of the pleasure slaves will come, too.”

Morena says, “I’ll let the farm in Peeples Valley know to expect refugees. Do we know how many?”

Leonore shrugs. “I have no way to know. Plan for four to five hundred.”

Morena nods. “I’ll work with Rebecca to ensure we get enough food in to support them. Otherwise, our stocks will drain pretty quickly.”

Jack looks like he’s about to offer Warren’s help, but he slumps back into his funk before he actually says anything.

Chrysilla says, “The chief healer is Rodera Moseley of House Spirituae.”

Leonore nods. “I know him. I’m certain he’ll come with us.”

I look at T’os and Chiara. “Don’t even try to recruit any of their magicians. I don’t want any of the House Valeran or Spirituae magicians on our world. You guys are all I need. I’m going to have you defend Leonore and secure any neutron generators or other weapons of mass destruction you find. If one of those portals does open to Prime, you’ll be sending them through with zombies.”

T’os nods and says, “Sure, Will.”

I look at Michael. “How reliable is your information?”

He nods and says, “I’m pretty confident. I’ve been telling my classmates that they are now part of the Earth resistance movement. They’re very proud to contribute.”

I look at the clock as I nod in acknowledgment. “It’s nearly two o’clock. That means it’s five o’clock on the east coast. Can we execute tonight, or do we need to wait another day?”

“Tonight,” Jack growls.

Dutch and his team nod. Steven tilts his head in acquiescence. I scan my Elven counselors and families, and I see nothing but resolve on their faces.

“Okay,” I say. “We have about thirty minutes before we need to move out. Body armor, helmets, and weapons for everyone going. Each group should have a roll-up passage back to the transport room for bugging out quickly if you get pinned down. We’ll have additional security in the transport room to augment the regular guard. Anything else?” I ask.

I see shakes of heads and resolve in everyone’s eyes. I nod and say, “Get ready. We’re leaving in thirty minutes.”

I hurry to the bedroom to pull on jeans, a dark, lightweight shirt, and hiking boots.

Aloïse walks in as I’m getting dressed. She’s wearing tights under cargo shorts, a heavy-halter top, and flip-flops. She’s carrying Clarice’s whip, the gladius Hispaniensis we borrowed from Warren, and an MP5K with four spare magazines on her belt.

She says, “Shryl is downstairs getting dressed, and Alafair is sending ten royal guards along. Carla and Audrey will call forth one hundred imps each, and then Audrey will summon the guards. We’re relying on the imps sticking to a contract so that Audrey and Carla don’t burn too much energy trying to control them. As a result, we’ll probably have to do imp cleanup after the battle because some will run off to do their own thing after a while. Sonya and Marissa are going to be security for Audrey and Carla. Susan, Josie, Luis, Manuel, Clarice, and Mica will work with Raul’s guards to protect the transport room, the front door, and the Mt. Vernon house. We’re locking the security doors to Carla’s townhouse and the elf hostel until after the mission.”

I nod to show my pleasure at the update. “I should have had you organize this weeks ago.”

She waves her hand. “I’ve been focused on our family, Will. I just arranged this after we got out of bed.”

“Definitely should have had you organizing this,” I mutter as I mount holsters under my armpits, a katana over my shoulder, and a spatha at my left hip. I slide a Glock 45 into each of the holsters and four spare magazines of 9mm for the weapons.

I look at her and confess, “I was hoping you would stay here to manage the home defense.”

“Why, Will?” she asks gently.

I hang my head in shame for what I’m about to do. “Because I am going to destroy as much of the Elven race as I can, and it’s going to be horrifying.”

“Will, your power is intoxicating to me. I won’t be horrified. Sadly, I’ll probably be horny as hell after the battle,” Aloïse says quietly. She tips my chin up and plants a gentle kiss on my lips. “Do what you have to do to protect us, husband.”

As Aloïse releases her kiss, she takes her native form. Her skin turns red and horns, wings, and a tail appear. “It’s time to drive the invaders from our homeland, Lord.”

I follow her out toward the door. Morena hands us each a sandwich and a bottle of water. I devour the food as we exit the residence and congregate in the ballroom across the corridor. The twenty remaining refugees are providing support, picking up trash and handing out sandwiches and bottled water. It’s their first time seeing Alöise’s native form, but their surprise at her appearance disappears rapidly. It probably helps that the preacher is gone.

I drain my bottle and hand it to one of the refugees. Elesain, Chelena, and N’elisa join us, armored and bearing a sword and firearm each. My two concubines each have a 20-gauge Mossberg Shockwave, a bandolier each of slugs and double-aught buckshot, a sheath knife, and a gladius. The sword on N’elisa’s right hip is long and looks like something out of a fantasy comic, curved with a wicked point and saw teeth on the back of the blade. She is also carrying an eighteen-inch dirk and a Glock 45 with two spare magazines. She gives me a wicked grin when she sees me checking her out.

Monty, Vanessa, Tori, Darcie, Serena, Candice, and Chantelle are all wearing an older generation of mil-spec body armor and bearing MP5s or shotguns. They are to secure the portal until everyone passes through. Albert, Chris, and Migosh, one of the male Elven healing assistants, are setting up cots, and the rest of the Elven healing staff minus Leonore are preparing to care for those wounded with Rebecca and Michelle.

Jack is in body armor and a helmet with three pistols, two sheath knives, and two bandoliers of extra magazines strapped to his body. He looks focused enough to jump from Arizona to Florida without help. Dutch’s crew and Steven are outfitted in similar manner; although, Dutch is carrying Jack’s 12-gauge bullpup, and Steven has a long curved sword across his back—like an extra-long heavy katana—in addition to an MP5.

Audrey, Carla, Sonya, and Marissa each have an MP5, a Glock G19, a set of samurai swords, taser flashlights, and a ton of ammo.

T’os, Chiara, and Leonore are all dressed in the same armor as the Elven troops going through with them—black trousers, the current top-tier body armor, helmets, MP5s, and gladius swords.

Shryl is wearing an outfit similar to Aloïse’s, but she has two long daggers on her hips, an MP5 strapped across her busty torso, and a long spear for weapons.

I call out, “Is everyone ready?”

The hubbub of the room quiets before a chorus of affirmative responses rises up like a wave.

“Okay, Jack and crew. Here’s your ride to the dumpsters. Press the button on that communicator if you get in trouble,” I tell him. He looks confused until Marissa hands him the device.

“Wilco,” he says quietly as I open a teleportal just outside the ballroom’s external wall to the coordinates Michael gave me.

I see two Hispanic young men in kitchen whites smoking next to the dumpsters as I say quietly, “Go.”

Jack leads his team through the portal to Florida, and I close it as soon as Flower walks through. Then, I open a new one to the location Flower recommended we stage near the Beach Club. I walk through and hold it open as my team joins me in Florida.

Audrey and Carla immediately start drawing summoning circles on the ground while the rest of us guard them.

Carla completes her circle first and an eight-foot-tall ball of imps appears in the middle of it. She calls out, “Report to the general.”

Hermes runs up and salutes, “Ready to execute your orders, General.”

“I’m going to open those glass doors. I want you to kill any Elven magicians or soldiers inside. Leave any elves wearing white robes or who are tied to a post. Clear?”

“Don’t eat elves in white coats or tied to posts,” Hermes barks. “Kill the rest.”

I nod and run to the two glass doors and pull. They’re locked, so I kick in the lower panes of glass in the doors before turning to the company of imps. “Hunt,” I tell them. They growl as they run through the broken glass and spread out in the pavilion. I hear screams immediately break out over the growls of the hungry imps.

I walk back to Carla and Audrey. With them are ten gorgeous, royal succubae wearing nothing but a sword belt and a shield and standing in a circle around Aloïse and Shryl. Each carries a spear like Shryl’s and a sword similar to a gladius hangs from each sword belt. They nod and grin as Aloïse briefs them.

I hear Carla ask as I approach, “How you doing Auds?”

Audrey smiles as she stands after making her final touch on her circle. “Done, Carla. Here comes Argos’ company.” She says a short phrase and another eight-foot ball appears in the middle of her circle.

Audrey commands, “Report to the general.”

Argo snaps a salute and growls, “Aye aye, Captain.” Then he runs to me and growls, “Argos Company reporting, General.”

“Argos, I want you to send a squad to clear that tower. Lob a couple chaos balls in there, kill any elves, and chase any humans out into the yard. The rest of your company will clear all these outer buildings of elves. If they are tied to a post or wearing a white coat, let them live. Otherwise, kill ’em,” I tell him.

The little imp barks, “Aye, aye General.” He growls and barks orders, which results in ten imps running to the building to scramble up the sides before running across the roof toward the tower.

Once that’s done, I lead the remainder of the team to the pavilion and conjure a swirling ball of power. I compress it tightly and toss it at the steel door frame. The ball explodes outward, blowing the door into the room behind it.

“Let’s get busy,” I say as I walk into the large open space. Several elves with collars run toward me in a flash. I conjure a thin blade of power and they cut themselves in half on it. I can see torn and broken bodies—telltale signs of imp attacks— but it looks like they missed a couple. I work my way through the room and confirm it has been cleared of enemy soldiers.

“Aloïse, please secure the perimeter,” I tell her.

“Of course, Lord,” she responds and deploys the elves and succubus guards to set up a perimeter, focusing on covering the entrances. The succubae all look ready to kill someone.

There are easily two hundred posts in the big room. There are bunk beds for off-duty slaves, and a stack of corpses rests outside the glass wall. “We need to help them down,” I say, indicating to the tied-up slaves.

I work my way to the back to find the slaves acting as batteries. I do a quick count; there are one hundred slaves with the battery collars. Only a couple dozen are still lit. There’s an elf soldier fucking one of the corpses, eating its flesh happily as he works toward his release. I guess he was too busy pleasuring himself to fight.

I conjure a ball of entropy and pitch it onto his head. I hear his screams rapidly taper as I make my way to the slaves with lit collars. I stop at the closest. Her collar is barely lit. A wave of revulsion hits me as I stick my hand under her greasy hair and grab the device. I push entropy energy into the clasp, and it easily clicks open. I toss the device onto the ground and push a small ration of soul energy into the tiny woman, followed immediately by a portion of growth. I start making my way through all the slaves with glowing collars.

I call out, “Marissa, call Josie. Tell her I need her here.”

A moment later, I hear Marissa on the phone. “Hey, Josie. Will needs you here. He’s busy, so I’ll open my personal passage...sounds good. Love you.” Marissa calls out, “She’s a couple of minutes out, Will."

After I release the fifth Elven slave’s collar, I find Josie standing next to me. I explain what I’m doing, and send her off to keep working on the others. Leonore, Chiara, Aloïse, and Shryl help get the Elven pleasure slaves off the stakes as I take a breath and move on to the next one acting as a battery.

When we get through the living ones, I start removing the collars from the ones that look dead. Their skin is cold and feels kind of like congealed gelatin rather than flesh. I pop their collars off one by one. The one that was getting eaten is actually still alive. I remove the collar and pump her full of growth and soul energy.

I find one more still alive, and Josie finds three. Out of the one hundred slaves powering April’s collar, we saved twenty-three.

Carla calls out, “Will, April should be starting her broadcast soon.”

Aloïse also calls out, “Will, I have two squads of soldiers and a handful of magicians running this direction.”

One succubus warrior growls, “This sounds like a job for the royal guard, Your Grace.”

“Make it so,” my demonic wife growls back. The ten warrior women explode through the glass wall and fly toward the running elves. They’re on them so fast, I don’t think the short little fucks figure out what’s happening until they’re dead.

“Okay, let’s go.” I lead the way into the bar, which is littered with torn corpses. I stop and raise ten of the corpses into zombies. I tell them, “Strip off your shirts, and then lead Healer Leonore to the healer wing. Once there, you take your orders from her. Understood?”

The zombies all nod. I point at one randomly. “You’re in command of this squad and report directly to Healer Leonore. Clear?” The Elven zombie nods. “Go,” I command.

“Why have them strip off their shirts, Will?” Audrey asks.

“So we can tell our zombies apart from the living elves,” I respond as I raise twenty more and assign two squad leaders. I tell the newest batch of zombies, “Lead T’os to the portal room. Protect him and Chiara from all harm. Once the room is secure, you take your orders from T’os.” I point at the half-groll elf before asking, “Clear?”

I get sharp nods from the zombies. “Go,” I command.

I raise twenty more and send them after any Elven magicians they can find.

Then, I raise ten more, assign a squad leader, and tell him, “Lead me to where they do the telecast.”

“Huh?” the zombie responds.

I pause and rephrase, “Lead me to where the pretty, dark-haired human talks under the lights.”

The zombie ponders for a moment before saying, “This way, Master.”

We run through rooms, foyers, and reception areas until we burst out the front of the main entry to find a human makeup crew working on April Charles’ face.

I yell, “April! Take off the collar.”

She bats the makeup artist away and launches out of her chair to turn toward my voice. I wave and surprise floods her face.

“Will, I can’t,” she says. “It will blow up if I try.”

“Only if it’s lit,” I say as I jog toward her. I tell the zombies, “Set a perimeter. No elves other than mine get inside.”

Ten steps later, April wraps her arms around my neck and sobs. I reach up under her hair and grip the collar. I flood it with entropy until the metal turns to powder before I step back and pull the collar from her neck. I pitch it into the reflecting pool.

April rubs her hands over her neck distractedly. “Thank you, Will,” she sobs. “Is Jack here?”

“He’s looking for you. He was going to try to get to you in your room before you made it here,” I explain.

“I’m scheduled to go on air in less than five minutes,” she says. “I was supposed to give a presentation, but I’m going to tell people what’s really been going on here.”

A voice says, “You need to get home, Pet.”

“Jack,” April sobs and runs toward Jack as he jogs out of the shadows carrying a familiar-looking head by the ear. Steven and Dutch follow closely behind.

April attacks Jack and devours his mouth. They whisper to each other quietly for a moment, so I wave over my elf-zombie squad leader. When he posts at attention, I tell him, “Take your men and bring back two elf soldier corpses each. Lay them out just inside the door to reception.” I point to where I want them. He nods and barks out a command in his native language.

Jack says, “Take her home immediately after the broadcast, Will. She needs her family. Get her to Darcie. I’ll...what the fuck?” He’s looking over my shoulder, so I turn to follow his gaze. I see two silhouettes running toward parking.

I ask, “Are those priests?”

Jack growls, “They look like two very specific priests. I gotta run, Will.” He dashes away as he calls over his shoulder, “I’ll send a distress call through the communicator when I’m ready for you to bail me out.”

Dutch calls out, “I’m coming with you, Jack,” as he runs past me. “Them sons a’bitches better not be who I think they are.”

Steven stands next to me as I watch the two veterans run off faster than you’d think was possible for a couple of guys in their fifties.

“I’ll let the youngsters chase them down,” my father-in-law says. “I’m too old to be running around like that.”

“That can be remedied, Dad,” I tell him.

He punches my shoulder hard, and we both laugh. “Work to do, son.”

I nod. “Can you give T’os a hand?"

He nods, and I explain how to get to my trusted magician as April grabs my arm. As Steven jogs off, she says, “Stand off to the side, Will. I’ll try to get the camera man to stop ogling Aloïse and Shryl long enough to shoot this segment, then I’ll be ready to go.”

She holds onto Jack’s grisly trophy by its ear as she walks away. I usher my team to the side as I call out, “Wouldn’t it be easier to carry it by the hair?”

April says with a disgusted looking grimace, “Jack said the hair plugs come out. I need to ensure there’s enough of this left that people can recognize the head.”

April takes her place behind a podium with the imperial seal. I see her whisper, “Oh!” before she turns the podium to face away from the camera and places the grisly trophy on the shelf inside the podium.

The production assistant holds up three fingers, counts down, and cues April.
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NECROMANCY, SORCERY, AND MEETING THE EX


“Hello, this is April Charles live from the Mar-a-Lago imperial palace. It is with great pleasure that I announce that I have been released from slavery by the former president of the United States and self-declared Emperor of the World. Approximately thirty minutes ago, freedom fighters from the Earth Resistance executed...” April pauses to reach down and lift the decapitated head by its ear, “...this vile traitor to humanity. As I speak, intergalactic forces are battling the elves here at Mar-a-Lago to free Elven slaves and our world in general.”

At that point, a squad of elves runs toward the reception area with a pack of imps on their heels. The imps tackle the hapless soldiers and immediately start tearing into their flesh with claws and teeth. Bullets tear up the ground around the imps as two squads of elves brandishing human firearms shoot at them. Two of the imps toss chaos balls at the elves before running on all fours to finish off the second group of screaming elves.

April turns back to face the camera. “As you can see, the battle for our planet is joined by beings from many worlds. I have it on good authority that those are imps. There have also been sightings of succubus warriors battling elves.”

I step up next to the camera man and prevent him from panning to capture Aloïse and Shryl.

April continues, “This answers the age-old question of whether humans are alone in the universe. Obviously, the answer is ‘no,’ and apparently most of those races despise the elves for how they have ruined their own planet and are now looking to ruin others. Humans can take our planet back if we try. Back to you, Katie.”

April presses her finger into her earpiece before continuing, “That’s right, Katie. The former president, whose name I refuse to utter, had the elves kidnap me and enslave me, so I could be his personal sex toy and spokesperson. The glowing collar you’ve seen around my neck was a magical device that took away my will to make me compliant. Unfortunately, I was conscious for all of it. I’m not sure how I’m going to deal with this now that I’m free. I don’t know how many times I had to pee on this orange hair for his sexual pleasure, and I was sexually assaulted multiple times every day. I’m not sorry he’s dead.”

April presses her finger into her ear again for a moment. “I’m not sure, Katie. I would like to go home, but Phoenix was destroyed by the elves. I lost family and friends, and I’m not certain where I will end up now. Maybe I’ll show up at the studio in Chicago,” April says with a solemn look. She nods twice and says, “Good night, Katie.”

The producer says, “And that’s it.”

I put my hand on the camera and flood it with entropy energy until I hear a pop and smell burning electrical circuits.

I tell the camera man, “Go hide. It’s not safe here.” I turn and run inside the front door of the resort.

There are twenty corpses of Elven soldiers laid out in neat rows on the floor. I immediately raise twenty zombies. I send them to grab two each and meet me at the gate room before I order the first ten to lead me there.

When I arrive, T’os and Steven are shooting through a portal.

T’os growls, “We need more troops, Will. I can’t keep the gates open. Phoenix and Wuhan portals have already closed. I was able to turn on my distress beacon and toss it into Phoenix before that one closed, but I got nothing on Wuhan. I’ve still got Prime, Rio de Janeiro, and Singapore.”

I tell my zombie squad leader to reinforce T’os’ remaining troops before I tell him, “I’ve got more coming, T’os. Good thinking on the distress beacon.”

“Thank you, Lo...Wi...Lord,” he sputters.

I cock an eyebrow at him. He responds, “We’re in battle. I should respect your rank, Lord.”

My mouth twitches in the barest smirk. “We’ll discuss it later, T’os.”

Audrey calls out, “Argos is coming here.”

“Excellent. I want to send him through to Prime. Tell him elves with no shirts work for me,” I tell her as my zombie squads show up.

I order the zombies to hold Singapore. They barrel through the open portal to take up position on the other side. Some of them pick up weapons from the fallen. Others attack bare-handed until they can get weapons. I turn back to the fresh crop of corpses and raise forty new zombie troops. I send twenty to hold Rio and send the other twenty to bring back two bodies each.

Marissa sets up her passage again, and Josie escorts April through it before Marissa tears it down again.
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For the next hour, I multiplied my zombie troops. As soon as I got one hundred out scavenging, I started sending companies of zombies through the open portals. When Argos arrived, he still had eighty imps in his command. Carla opened a gallon can of peanut butter and the imps each took a handful of the delicacy before Argos led them through the portal to Elven Prime, carrying the nearly empty can with him.

Hermes showed up about a half-hour later with sixty-seven imps remaining. Audrey gave his company another gallon can of peanut butter before I sent him off to Rio with instructions to kill all the elves he found regardless of what they were wearing.

By the time Hermes’ Company departed for Rio, my zombie collection squads were finding it difficult to gather more bodies since I had already resurrected so many. I had them bring the pile of corpses from outside the pavilion and the bordello.

Many of those corpses were terribly decomposed, but I raised them into ghouls and sent them to Singapore with instructions to kill all the elves they found.

I called Tori. “Hello Precious. Any word from Jack’s distress beacon?”

“No, but I did get a call from Jill,” she replied. “She and Michael are looking for Dutch and Jack.”

“Okay,” I acknowledged. “T’os threw his distress beacon into the Phoenix portal before it closed. Can you send me the coordinates?”

“Yes, Will.”

“Thanks, Tori. Tell Jill and Michael to meet Aloïse or T’os in the portal room,” I commanded. “Gotta go. I love you.”

Before I disconnected, I heard Tori reply, “I love you too.”

My phone pinged a moment later. Marissa came over to hold it for me, and I turned to Aloïse. “Love, stay here with T’os. I expect the Phoenix portal to open again shortly. Help T’os and Leonore get organized to evacuate slaves and healers.”

Aloïse dipped her head in agreement before she brushed her lips across mine and stepped off to the side to talk to the succubus guards.

Audrey reported, “Argos is gone. I think he was killed. I’ll summon him again once we get to Phoenix.”

“Okay,” I acknowledged. “Let’s go.”

Elesain, Chelena, Lara, N’elisa, Audrey, Sonya, and Carla stood in a circle around Marissa and me. I looked at the zombie company commander. “Leave twenty here to support T’os. You’re coming with me to kill elf soldiers. Grab what weapons you can find.”

“Yes, Master,” the zombie replied. He ran off to carry out my orders as I opened the teleportal to Phoenix.
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I lead the way through the teleportal to the elves’ Phoenix stronghold and immediately throw up an energy blade with a shield inside it. I’m not certain which building we’re in, but it’s got to be one of the ones Tori had identified with her drone. I see a bunch of exhausted-looking elves gasp at my arrival as the rest of my group comes through. Two collar-bearing elves disappear in a flash only to reappear and explode on the razor-thin barrier of soul energy, both halves of their corpses bouncing off the shield.

“Mages first, soldiers second. I want them all dead. Bring any humans to me. Hunt!”

I drop the shield and energy blade, and the zombie company commander deploys his eighty soldiers. They swarm the small group, attacking the one robed woman quickly before she can throw a spell.

I call out, “Go down. All Elven soldiers and magicians must die. Bring any humans to me. When you get down to twenty soldiers, set up a defensive position.”

My bare-chested zombie soldiers descend the stairs. I raise the seventeen corpses and have them strip off their shirts. I command, “Lead the way upstairs. Kill any magicians first, then kill soldiers.”

As we start up the stairs, I hear small arms fire. Apparently Melanie decided some good, old-fashioned guns might be useful. I gotta give the bitch credit; she’s not dumb.

We reach the door at the top of the stairs marked with a number 40 on it. We must be in Chase Tower. I have the zombies wait until I can stand next to the door. I summon soul energy from my well and nod to the zombie holding the door handle. He whips the door open, and I throw a shield up just inside the door. Bullets bounce off my shield as I push it into the room. Magicians are frantically scribing glyphs on the floor, so I push the barrier forward to bowl them over and push them out the windows, shattering the glass in the process.

“Go,” I order as I put up an energy shield to my left and start pulling souls out of elves fifty at a time on my right while my wives and concubines shoot or stab any elf that gets close. I upgrade to one hundred at a time just before I hear multiple thuds against my shield to my left. I switch, letting the zombie soldiers work to my right as I start pulling out souls to my left. Collared elves keep thudding into my barrier, and it looks like they are massed around a familiar blonde human. I build my energy and then push the shield back to slam into all of them. I pull the souls out of those that escaped the barrier, and then I start pulling them out of the collared soldiers around Melanie fifty at a time; the collars make it more difficult.

Melanie opens her mouth to say something, so I use the first fighting trick I learned as a necromancer. I push her soul hard enough to make it bounce partially out of her body, causing her to collapse as I reap the souls of the rest of her soldiers.

My wives and concubines stay close behind me, and I hear them shoot frequently as I step up to my ex-wife.

“Hello, Melanie.”

“Will, you worthless piece of shit,” she spits. “You couldn’t find your power when we were married, but then you turn out to be a trained necromancer in time to fuck with my plans. You are fucking worthless. I bet one of those bitches behind you is the real necromancer. You were probably worn out after you shot your first wad. My soldiers will kill you and your women.”

I smile as I realize she can’t see my power because I’m still keeping it cached. I slowly release the hold I have on it to let my power shine.

“I haven’t even broken a sweat yet, Melanie,” I tell her. “Now, tell me. Where can I find Mal’szak?”

She spits at me. “I will never betray my father, you worthless piece of shit.”

I look at her, startled.

“That’s right, dickless. Mal’szak is my father. I helped pave the way for his arrival.”

Carla shoots Melanie in the knee and my ex drops to the ground. Carla growls, “If Will’s dickless I hate to see what you shove up your twat. He keeps fifteen women happy, and I’m one of them.”

“It’s all right, Carla. She lost her ability to hurt me long ago,” I say with a smirk. I look down on the wounded, hateful woman and wonder what I ever saw in her. I shake my head and say, “Last chance, Mellie. Where is he?”

“I HATE THAT NAME!” she screams.

I smirk, “I know. Where is he?”

She mashes her lips shut in silent defiance.

So I pull a bolt out of my pocket. I confirm it’s empty and say, “Allie sends her regards.” Then I pull her soul out and shove it into the bolt container that Josie made especially to hold souls. I screw the nut onto the bolt to lock her in there, and put the soul cage into my pocket.

I wink at my ladies before I push life energy into Melanie's corpse until her leg heals and my new zombie becomes alive. “Get up, Mellie,” I order my zombified ex-wife.

I scribe my glyph on the base of her skull with life energy. I tell her, “Turn around, Mellie.”

The zombie whirls in place and says, “I don’t like that name.”

“I know, Mellie, but since you’re dead it doesn’t seem right to call you Melanie,” I respond quietly.

Marissa growls, “Just call her ‘bitch,’ husband.”

Mellie doesn’t even acknowledge Marissa’s comment.

“Who is your father, Mellie?” I ask

“Mal’szak,” my zombie ex-wife replies.

“You said you didn’t know your father,” I point out.

“I thought you were not part of the unseen world. You hid that from me,” she says in a flat tone. “I couldn’t reveal my heritage until you knew about travelers and cambions.”

“I didn’t learn about it until after I moved to Prescott,” I explain. I don’t know why I’m explaining myself to her. I guess years of doing that hasn’t quite left me yet. I ask, “Who am I?”

Wi-wi-wi,” she stutters.

I ask again insistently, “Who am I, my zombie?”

“Wi-wi-wi,” she growls as she continues to fight my dominance. Again, habits from years of marriage.

“Mellie, you are dead, and I reanimated you. My mark is on your skull to claim you as my property and to prevent another spirit from entering your mind,” I explain intensely. “You are my slave, Mellie. Who am I?”

“MASTER!” my ex-wife’s corpse moans.

I nod and ask, “And who are you?”

“Me-me-me-mellie,” the zombie chokes out, hating me for making her say it.

I look at Carla, and she grins at me. “She wants to kill you so bad right now, husband,” she says. “The only time I ever cried before I had a soul was when I was frustrated. Look at the tears in her eyes.”

Audrey says, “If she’s an Elven cambion, she may have magic, too, Will.”

I shrug and say, “She shouldn’t have access to it since I took her soul out.”

“True,” my two sorcerous wives say in unison. They look at each other and grin. “Jinx!”

Marissa growls, “Stop messing around, sisters.”

Sonya murmurs intensely, “Watch the perimeter, ladies.”

Carla and Audrey face out to watch for trouble as I continue grilling my ex-wife zombie.

“Where is your father, Mellie?” I ask urgently.

“Si-si-singapore,” she moans as she tries not to answer me. My dominance of her will is taking root in her deeply.

“What other siblings do you have? Other cambions,” I clarify.

“Just one,” she says. “My brother.”

“Tell me about him,” I command gently.

“He-he’s a Catholic priest,” she says.

I remember the priests running away at Mar-a-Lago. “What is his name?”

“Zer’nak,” she says. “Father named him Zer’nak. I am Eli’inak.”

“What is the human name your brother uses?” I demand.

More of those frustrated tears run down Melanie’s face as she struggles not to answer. Finally she blurts out, “David Lewis. He’s a priest.”

“Good job, Mellie,” I tell her. “Sit down and rest.”

I take my cell phone out and call Aloïse. When I hear my wife’s sexy, slight French accent greet me, I share the latest news. “Love, Mal’szak has a cambion son. He’s a priest named David Lewis.”

“Jack’s former boss.” She comes to the same conclusion I have.

“Yeah, I think so,” I agree. “Jack and Dutch’s team need to know. I’ve only seen video of him, but he seemed like a very virile old man—not at all like a decrepit ninety-three-year-old.”

Aloïse says, “If he’s an elf, that could be glamor. I don’t know if Jack has protections against that or not. I’ll let Butch and Flower know; they’re right here. We need to send more people to help Jack and Dutch.”

“I’ll send you some more,” I promise. “Let T’os know to expect a couple hundred zombies.”

“I will, darling,” she says. “Be safe. I love you.”

“I love you, too,” I tell her. Despite all my earlier reservations about talking about the unseen world on unsecured phones, I think we’re well beyond that now. “Zombies to raise, soldiers to deploy. Time to clear out the vermin,” I add.

Aloïse laughs sexily before disconnecting.

I look at the ladies with me as I think about what to do. “Okay, my loves. Carla, Lara, and Chelena, stay here to watch over Mellie. She’s a zombie now, so she will be obedient. Mellie, Carla is in charge of you. You will follow her instructions.”

“Yes, Master,” the zombie of my ex-wife moans.

Elesain, N’elisa, Audrey, and Sonya accompany me as I throw up an energy shield around us and start raising the dead zombies to the right of the elevator. The shield stops the occasional potshots from surviving elves, but like the last time I did this with Jack and Monty, the girls shoot back through the shield to thin the survivors while our zombie soldiers hunt them down to finish them off.

I continue raising zombies until I have roughly one hundred of them standing, bare chested and armed with the weapons they had when they died.

I determine which zombie in the group was the senior soldier, then make him the company commander and have him organize the rest into squads before sending him down to join my existing soldiers downstairs.

I do this twice more before I call Marissa over. “Love, take N’elisa and these two companies down to the portal rooms, and send them through to Mar-a-Lago to help T’os.”

She kisses me quickly and says, “Of course, Husband General.” I admire her taut athletic ass and legs in the yoga tights she’s wearing as she leads the Elven zombies downstairs. N’elisa follows them after giving me a shy finger wave, so I feel obliged to admire her svelte figure as well.

Then I get back to creating more zombie soldiers. When I have another two companies of one hundred each, the leader of my first zombie contingent reports that there are no longer any enemy survivors.

Before I can give him orders, a zombie soldier bolts out of the stairwell.

“Master,” he gasps. “There are groll and orgs on the twenty-first floor.”

“Mellie!” I yell. “Get your ass over here.”

The zombie runs to me as if her ass is on fire.

“How many groll and orgs do you have?” I ask.

“Five hundred of each. They’re here for shock troops, Master,” she says with hollow eyes.

I turn to the messenger zombie. “Tell your commander to back off and hold position. I’ll be down there shortly.”

The messenger dashes off, and I return my attention to my ex-wife.

“Tell me about groll and orgs,” I command.

“Orgs are like what you might imagine from Tolkien as orcs or goblins. Really big. Really brutal in battle. Smarter than Tolkien would have you believe. A six-foot org is considered short. Most range from six-five to a little over seven feet tall. I understand they work in space-faring cultures as marines and in the sciences. Their strength is about on par with a human of the same size, but with more speed and agility. Father said that capturing half a regiment was a boon.”

After a reluctant pause, Mellie continues, “Groll are less massive and have dark gray skin rather than green. They are leaner, and the males range from five-ten to about six-five—about the size of a tall human. Many have magic, whereas orgs do not. Groll are faster, almost as fast as elves, but with more strength and cunning. House Elassaine found them when they were colonizing space from Prime.”

“All are slaves?” I ask.

The zombie scrunches her face. “Of course,” she growls. “They’re not worthy of freedom.”

“Of all the beings I’ve met, Mellie, you and your Elven relatives are the only ones that I would consider not worthy of freedom,” I chide her. “Do any of them speak English?”

She mutters, “They’re learning. Some speak some Elvish, too.”

I raise an eyebrow, and she continues, “It’s a different dialect than what I’ve learned. They were captured by House Elassaine. We bought them for one adolescent child per two groll or orgs.”

“All right,” I acknowledge. “Hold that thought.” I raise the guards that surround her into a new zombie unit. I tell them to strip off their tops, replace their collars, arm themselves, and follow me.

Mellie the Zombie—I like that name—leads us downstairs until we reach the 230 remaining zombie troops encamped in the stairwell on the twenty-first floor. I work my way through the throng and erect a shield as I open the door.

The beings facing me are the fodder of myths. To my left stands a huge male in a breechclout with green skin, black hair, golden eyes, and tusks poking up out of his lower jaw. He’s at least 6’7” and has a chest about twice the size of my 50” measurement. If you imagine Conan the Barbarian with green skin and tusks, that’s what comes to mind as I take in his appearance.

Next to him is a female of about 5’9”, with the lean-cut figure of a female Bruce Lee, but with dark gray skin, golden eyes, black hair, and tusks. Her small breasts are covered by a bandeau.

I take these two to be the leaders of their races. Both hold long daggers in their hands and are backed by roughly one hundred of each of their races. Most appear to be male.

I frown and say, “I guess I should be grateful you didn’t give them firearms yet.”

The big green guy tilts his head as the darker female speaks. “Promised weapons. Elves no give.” She points at Mellie. “Her promised.”

I frown at my ex before nodding at the groll woman. “She’s known for lying and betrayal,” I reply. “I had the bad fortune to be married to her long ago.”

“Wife?” the big green guy asks.

“Not wife,” I say with a gentle shake of my head. I turn and point to Audrey. “Wife.”

“Better,” his deep voice says. He turns back and calls out in another language. Slowly a body works its way forward.

I look around and take in the cutup corpses of my zombie soldiers. I reanimate their corpses as the tusked warriors gasp. I draw a glyph on each one as I send them back to their units.

I turn back to find a lean, green male that’s maybe an inch taller than my 6’1”.

He bows and says, “Honored general, I am Nord and have been focused on learning the language of this planet. Regiment Commander Fliss asks me to translate.”

I smile. “Hello, Nord. I am Will James. I am not a general, just a simple man trying to save his planet from the Elven invasion.”

Nord translates simultaneously as I speak. It’s a little disconcerting, but clearly the guy is very intelligent and mentally agile.

“I am not going to surrender to anyone. I am willing to free your people,” I tell him.

The young org stops translating mid-word and clarifies. “Did you say free us, Will?”

I nod and confirm it. “Yes. Mellie,” I point at my zombie ex, “said you were all enslaved.”

The young org flashes a frightening grin. “They starved us into submission and then stripped us of our weapons and gear in exchange for food. We are only building our strength back before we show them that orgs cannot be enslaved easily.”

“Groll, too,” the female groll growls.

“Good,” I nod vehemently. “I need to kill off all the Elven soldiers in the building, and then we’re going hunting for their leader. Where is your gear?”

“On Elven Prime,” Nord says dejectedly.

“I have zombie soldiers there now,” I tell them. “I’ll help you get your gear, and then you can decide what you want to do.”

“Eat elfs,” the groll leader says.

“I need their bodies for more soldiers, but we should be able to save you a couple of hundred to feed on,” I tell them. I look at Mellie. “How many soldiers do you have here?”

“Five hundred groll, five hundred org, seven thousand elf soldiers and magicians, five hundred pleasure slaves, plus one thousand elf farmers,” she says like she’s reading a grocery list.

“Farmers?” I ask incredulously.

“We have to eat,” she says. “We have nearly ninety-five hundred elves and slaves that need to be fed. That’s a lot of food. We generally skimp on the pleasure slaves to save food for these monsters and the deserving soldiers. The farmers get a subsistence ration for a few more weeks until the radiation has diminished to the point they can plant.”

I turn back to the door and wave my zombie captains in. I tell them, “All of the Elven soldiers must die. Ensure none are hiding among the pleasure slaves or farmers. Healers can survive, but you need to guard them until I talk to them. Clear?”

“Yes, Master,” they respond immediately.

I look back to Nord. “Would you kindly arrange an escort past your soldiers? You can tell your soldiers that all my elf soldiers are already dead, and they are bare-chested. Please don’t kill them, so they can kill the others.”

The groll leader calls out and a grizzled old male steps forward and salutes her by striking his fist to his chest. The org commander, Fliss, mutters to a warrior next to him. The two messengers lead my captains down the stairs.

I tell Nord, “I’m going to send soldiers back to Prime to kill as many of the elves as they can. If you think you can find your gear, you can go with them. I would appreciate it if you show your gratitude for the opportunity by killing as many elves as you can.”

Nord finishes translating and the big org grins widely as the groll leader nods curtly. I add, “Once this battle is over, we can talk about what you and your soldiers want and how we can go about getting it.”

The two leaders pound their fists to their chests, their long knives pointing up over their shoulders.

I nod. “Let’s get on with it then.”
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FLAVORS OF GENOCIDE


Ileave the orc-ish soldiers and head upstairs, stopping at each floor to reanimate the corpses of the Elven soldiers. By the time I reach the thirty-ninth floor, I have over two thousand more Elven zombie soldiers. I keep ten magicians in reserve for another plan and send the two thousand through to Prime to murder their fellow elves. That leaves Mellie’s fifty guards with collars, ten magicians, plus eleven of the zombies that helped me take the 40th floor. The magicians are just part of the deception since they can’t use magic without a soul.

I gather the guards and magicians around me and tell them, “You are going to Singapore to accompany Mellie to visit her father. When you find him, kill him and slaughter all the other elves in Singapore. If she tries to warn anyone, kill her. Whoever brings me Mal’szak’s head will get a soul.”

The hunger in the zombies’ eyes is intense. “Once the city is clear, secure it and report back,” I command.

I spend the next several hours raising zombies and sending them off to fight. T’os gets another thousand. I send four thousand to Prime with the orc-ish fighters. Nord grins and promises to return with tales of their glorious slaughter.

I call Aloïse and ask her to send Leonore through to care for the pleasure slaves, farmers, and healers.

Audrey summons Argos while I work on raising the remaining dead elves. Argos says it has one hundred imps ready to come back and kill more elves. It says it only lost seven to permanent deaths the first time around, and that it’s gotten a handful of reliable replacements. It also reports that Xerxes sent word that it has a force of one thousand that it would bring to the battle.

I chuckle as I pause between animating corpses to tell Audrey, “Only if we can summon them directly onto Prime. I don’t want Xerxes running amok with a thousand imps on earth.”

Argos cackles, “Yes, General. Xerxes has a bit of an imperial viewpoint at the moment.”

Audrey tells it, “I’ll send you back to raise your team. Let Xerxes know that I will summon them directly to Prime, but that they will only get paid in elf corpses.”

Argos shrugs, “Should be fine. Xerxes has a lot of mouths to feed.”

With that Audrey banishes Argos, and I resume my zombie animation effort.

I’m exhausted after I finish raising the rest of the dead. I take a break to hug and kiss my wives and concubines before I escort the remaining two thousand-ish zombies through the portal to Mar-a-Lago.

Aloïse hugs me and kisses me ravenously when I step into the Florida humidity. I hold onto her tightly as I update the group on what we were up to in Phoenix. T’os is happy for the additional troops. He sends one thousand through to Rio and the rest to Singapore.

Steven accompanies my ladies and me through the portal to Prime. We look down from the landing platform to see the orc-ish warriors slaughtering countless elves, on the way to wherever their gear is stored. Audrey sets up her circle as we guard, and then she summons Argos and company. We give them a thirty-minute head start before we summon Xerxes. The ambitious little critter salutes me with a grin. I give it directions to avoid the bare-chested elves and the orc-ish before it salutes again and leads wave after wave of imps down the gangways to kill elves.

I recall that Lara explained that House Valeran has twenty-three billion elves living on a continent about the size of Australia. I’m tempted to keep summoning imps until the continent is denuded of Elven life.

Instead, I started raising the dead and forming up another company. I tell the company commander to line up all the dead soldiers they can find on the ground below. Then I trudge back through the portal to earth.

T’os greets us on our return. He growls, “Go home, Lord. We’ll cover through the night. I’ll call the residence if there are any developments.”

“Soon,” I reply. “Why am I so tired? I have a shit ton of energy in my well.”

T’os frowns and says, “I always forget you’re untrained. Despite having plenty of energy in your well, using magic wears on the energy channels of your body. Considering all the dead you’ve raised, I would guess that you’re on the edge of collapse.”

I chuckle and admit, “Close. Any word from Jack and Dutch?”

“No, Lord,” T’os growls. “Flower and Butch are around here somewhere. Mistress Aloïse sent them to salvage anything of value.”

Steven says, “I’ll check on Jack. Get a couple hours of sleep, Will. We’re going to need you fresh. We’re going to be fighting for quite a while.”

I nod wearily. “Okay, Dad. He and Dutch were chasing a couple of priests toward those homes to the north.”

“Priests?” Steven exclaims. “That might support one of Jack’s wilder conspiracy theories.”

“Just because you’re paranoid, doesn’t mean they aren’t out to get ya,” I quip in return.

Steven ruminates for a moment before saying, “I’ll take Flower and Butch with me. This could be bad. Get some rest, son.”

“Wilco, Dad. Let me know what you learn,” I agree quietly. I look toward my assembled ladies. “Let’s go home, get a shower, and pass out.”

Aloïse wraps her arms and wings around me before kissing me deeply. When she releases my mouth she says, “I’ll stay here with Shryl, T’os, and the royal guards. Get some sleep, darling.”

“Yes, darling wife,” I murmur before I kiss her good night.

Aloïse unwraps her appendages from around me, and Shryl steps in to collect a hug and a kiss. I tell her, “Thank you for your help, lover. Take care of our Aloïse and yourself.”

She gives me a shy, sultry smile. “I will, my lord and master.” She kisses my cheek and steps back as Marissa hangs her passage, and we all troop through to the transport room at the Prescott Hotel.

“Hey, Koree! Put a sign on this one. It’s connected to Mar-a-Lago. We’ll leave it there for a while. Put a transport room sign on the other side,” I direct.

Koree scribbles with a sharpie and then tapes an index card that says Mar-a-Lago on it. “There you go, boss,” the Elven man says. He scribbles another and sticks his head and arm through to affix the sign on the other side.

“When do you go off shift?" I ask as Marissa leads the first group into the elevator.

Koree replies, “I’m just waiting for Shael to arrive, boss. Warren is coming over to relieve T’os, and Mica will join him.”

“Okay,” I say by way of acknowledgement. “I’m going to get a little sleep before I go back out. I’ll be in the residence.”

“Yessir,” Korree replies with a tired grin.

The elevator pings and the door opens. As the ladies pile inside, I stop in the doorway and say in parting, “Good job tonight, Koree. See you tomorrow.”

“Bye, boss,” the small Elven man says with a wave.

We walk into the residence to find Serenia and Chelena holding trays of amber liquid. I use my second sight to see that the fluid radiates growth energy rather than the slightly entropic energy alcohol gives off.

Rebecca joins them and orders, “Everyone, take a shot. It’ll help you recover from both physical and magical exhaustion. By morning, you should be good as new.”

She slides into my arms and kisses me passionately. I release her lips, and she squints at me. “William, you drink two of them,” she orders.

“Yes ma’am,” I reply and squeeze her ass.

Rebecca smacks my arm and hands me a rocks glass. I down the potion, and she trades my empty for a full.

I down that one and smack my lips. “That actually tastes pretty good. Citrusy and grassy,” I opine.

“They don’t have to taste bad to work,” she says with a laugh. She caresses my face and says, “Our daughter is asleep, so see her in the morning. You need to sleep, too.”

“Yes, love,” I tell her. I hand my second empty to Serenia, give both of the elves a quick kiss, and march back to the master suite.

I strip off my clothes, store my weapons, and take a quick shower surrounded by nubile human and Elven flesh.

After we’ve scrubbed each other clean with loving, soapy caresses, we use up a stack of towels to dry off.

I pick up my phone and crawl onto the bed to sit against the headboard. I dial Darcie’s number.

“Will? What’s up?" Darcie asks. “Is Jack okay?”

“Hello, Darcie. The last I heard he was fine, but he and Dutch were chasing after two figures. Did April tell you?” I asked.

“She said Jack mentioned something about priests before he and Dutch took off,” she answers.

“Yeah,” I acknowledge. “It looked like two figures in cassocks. They were really just silhouettes. However, my ex confessed to being an Elven cambion. Her elven name is Eli’inak. Her half-brother is Zer’nak, and he goes by the human name David Lewis.”

“Fu-u-uck,” Darcie moans. “I fucking knew he was an evil shit. Does Jack know?”

“I haven’t talked to him since I found out,” I confess. “I figure he’ll contact you before he contacts me, so I thought I’d let you know.”

“You’re probably right. Chantelle is tracking his cell phone’s location on the computer,” she says.

“Great,” I tell her. “Shael’s going to take over for Koree shortly, but she’ll be watching for emergency communicator pings. Marissa gave one to Jack before he left.”

“Good,” Darcie replies. “I found his sitting on his bedside table. He’s gotten really bad about not taking care of his own safety. I still haven’t gotten him to take the third dose of the antiviral potion, but he insisted that we all take it.”

“People aren’t logical, and Jack’s been struggling since April was taken,” I console her. “We’ll get you another set of doses when we get him back. I thought he had completed them.”

“I got him to take one, and then later two, but never within the correct time frames,” she sighed.

“You sound tired, Darcie,” I reply. “I’m going to catch some sleep. Steven is staying at the portal room in Florida with T’os. Butch and Flower went to look for Jack and Dutch.”

“Warren’s going to spell T’os shortly,” she reminds me. “He’s just making sure security at the farm is in hand, then he and Mica will be there.”

“That’s right; Koree told me,” I acknowledge. “I’m exhausted after raising all those elves, so I’m going to try to get some sleep. Call the house if you get any word from Jack, but call me directly if he needs help.”

“I will, Ma...Will,” Darcie says, exhaustion coloring her voice.

I chuckle weakly. “You must be pretty damn tired to make that mistake, Darcie. Get some sleep, sweetie.”

“I will, Will. April’s in the shower with Candice. Once she’s out, we’ll go to bed. Maddy and Chantelle will cover my phone and the computers while we rest,” she says.

“Okay,” I respond with a yawn. “Talk to you in a few hours.”

I hand the phone over to Carla, and she plugs it in to charge. She says, “I put it on vibrate instead of DND, Will. Now sleep.”

I kiss the ten ladies in my bed—seven wives, two Elven concubines, and my fiancée— before I slide down under the pile of naked female flesh and immediately fall asleep.

I wake up with Rebecca on my left shoulder, her turgid breast leaking onto my chest. On my right shoulder, I’m surprised to find a naked N’elisa. I look down to discover her hand resting gently on my cock.

Rebecca’s hand reaches down and drags N’elisa’s hand north to rest on my chest. Rebecca sits up and shakes a finger at the sexy High Elf. “Not until you wear his collar, N’elisa. Get up and go to the guest room.”

N’elisa whimpers, “Yes, Mistress” before she kisses my cheek and slides out of bed.

We both watch her sexy, svelte figure disappear out of the bedroom before we turn to each other and kiss passionately.

“She wants to be yours in the worst possible way,” Rebecca murmurs.

“Hopefully not like Zenia,” I reply. “She was freakin’ insane.”

“No, nothing like that,” Rebecca says. “She’s much more mature and kind, but she’s equally hungry to be loved. It’s like she’s starved, and you’re the only food that will satisfy her. She doesn’t appear to mind others feeding from the same plate.”

Rebecca gets out of bed, and I enjoy the view of her body. Most of the baby fat is gone, but her hips and breasts are more lush than they were before.

When I first raised her from her spectral body, her breasts hung as nearly empty sacks of flesh with nipples, her ass was nearly non-existent, and her bony hips jutted out of her lean torso. She filled out rapidly once she had a living body, so that by mid-November she had a nice, compact round tushy, slightly flared hips, lean strong legs, and full B-cup breasts. Her pregnancy only enhanced her figure. After Judith’s birth, her waist is no longer quite so narrow, but I swear her hips are wider and her breasts nearly match Marissa’s C-cups in size. I tell her, “You look delicious.”

Rebecca says, “Speaking of hungry, I hope Judith is. My tits feel like they’re going to explode.”

I chuckle as I get up and pull on a clean pair of jeans. I tell her, “Let’s go feed her, and then I’ll relieve the pressure for you a little more.”

“I knew you would want to nurse off me,” Rebecca says. She pulls her shoulders back and preens like she’s spraying the room with her turgid breasts.

“How could I not,” I reply. “You’ve filled out nicely during your pregnancy. Now you look like a beautiful, ripe woman rather than an emaciated specter. I’m so happy that you finally look healthy.”

“Thanks to you,” Rebecca responds as she pulls on a floral print silk gown. “Being pregnant really forced me to focus on getting myself healthy rather than just being outwardly focused.” She kisses me quickly before belting her robe, then smirks as she leaves the room, calling over her shoulder, “No treat for you unless you’re dressed, William.”

“Yes, dear!” I reply and hurry to find a shirt and socks.

Once I’m finally dressed, I follow Rebecca to the nursery.

I find her cradling Judith on her left forearm and supporting her head with her right hand while our daughter suckles the turgid left nipple. Judith keeps eating as her eyes turn toward me and light with joy. My little girl has her priorities straight, I think as I chuckle to myself. I wouldn’t stop eating just because daddy arrived, either.

I hear my cell phone ringing in the bedroom, followed by small running feet. Shortly thereafter, I hear Morena’s voice in the hallway saying, “Mr. James’ phone…I think he’s in the nursery, Darcie. Just a moment.”

The pretty, green-haired Elven concubine enters carrying my device. “Darcie,” she says.

I take the phone and hold it to my ear. “Good morning, Darcie. Any word from Jack?”

Darcie sounds edgy as she replies. “That’s why I’m calling, Will. Jack’s cell phone hasn’t moved in three hours, and we haven’t received any message from him.”

“Where is he?” I ask.

“Raleigh-Durham, North Carolina,” Darcie replies. “I asked Tori and Tanu to check the location against tax records. It’s some holding company. They’re still chasing ownership.”

After a pause, Darcie adds, “Will, I’m worried.”

I think for a moment and then reply, “Meet me in the conference room next to the transporter room. I’ll grab weapons and meet you there.” I hear the phone go dead.

I hug the little elf to me closely and murmur, “Morena, get Tori and Tanu to the conference room downstairs. Let Josie know I need a couple of spare bolts. I’ll head down once I finish getting dressed.”

I kiss Judith’s forehead and Rebecca’s mouth before I return to the bedroom. I strap on my dual shoulder holsters, which hold my Glock 45s, and my magazines and sword. Josie meets me at the door with a travel mug of coffee, a bacon and egg sandwich, and two bolts. She accompanies me to the elevator, and I kiss her wetly before I devour the sandwich.

I exit the elevator to see Darcie and her pets walking through the passage from their house in Prescott into the transporter room.

April and Candice are tucked under Darcie’s arms. At first I think they’re holding her up, but I hear her murmuring comforting words to them as she nods at me. Chantelle, Maddy, and Chelsea follow Darcie, the queen of all Jack’s pets, into the conference room.

Rachel, one of Aloïse’s former staff, is manning the security desk. “Good morning, Will. Adelina is covering reception. She’s sending down water and coffee. Tori and Tanu will join you on video conference from Tori’s lab.”

I smile and nod. “Thanks, Rachel. Anything else to report?”

“Warren says there is quite a fight among your zombie soldiers on the other side of the Singapore gate. He said it looks like they’re playing soccer with an Elven head,” she says with a grimace.

“How about Flower and Butch?” I ask, but Rachel looks confused. “Jack’s colleagues, Jill and Michael,” I clarify.

“They came back with Audrey’s dad a couple of hours after you did,” she says as she looks at the log. “They were unable to find Jack and Dutch, so they were going to get some rest and resume the search later this afternoon.”

I nod and follow Josie into the conference room. Darcie is seated with April and Candice on either side of her. I notice she has a sheath knife, a shoulder holster with a pistol, and four spare magazines on her belt. I murmur, “Good afternoon,” as I dial the standard conference bridge for the family. Tori and Tanu appear on the forty-inch screen on the wall.

I ask, “What do we know?”

Chantelle starts, “Jack’s phone moved at a rapid pace from Fort Lauderdale-Hollywood International Airport shortly after you signed off with Darcie last night and arrived at Raleigh-Durham about one hour and forty minutes later. It moved around fairly erratically for nearly two hours before stopping. Jack’s phone hasn’t moved since.”

I ask, “What do we know about where he’s at?”

Tori answers, “He’s in a lab facility owned by a company called Better Angels Research.”

Tanu adds, “It was purchased two years ago by a Robert Davis of Detroit. His last known address was in Minneapolis, but he disappeared last August. Minneapolis police files list him as ‘missing, presumed dead.’ No next of kin is listed.”

Darcie says, “He was a hunter. Jack was sent to execute him.”

Tori mutters, “Interesting.” Then she says clearly, “Better Angels Research is a holding company, owned by a holding company, owned by a shell company, which is owned by the Vatican.”

“Fucking Monsignor David,” Darice mutters.

“Activate his communicator, Tori. I need a location,” I command urgently.

“One moment, Will,” Tori murmurs as her fingers rapidly tap on a keyboard.

A moment later, coordinates flash on the screen, and my phone pings. Tori says, “I texted the coordinates to you.”

I’m about to open a teleportal when Tanu says, “William, wait. The company information says they are doing research into viruses to find better cures for the current pandemic and other airborne viruses.”

I stew on that for a moment. Darcie stands and says, “Pets, stay here. I’m going with Will to find our master.”

“From Florida,” I tell her as I get up. I look at Josie, “Tell everyone that I’m going to Mar-a-Lago, then to Raleigh-Durham. We may need a quarantine protocol when we return with Jack.”

Darcie stops at the armory to check out an MP5. I grab a Mossberg 590 12-gauge shotgun and a bandolier of slugs and buckshot, plus a couple more spare magazines for my Glocks.

I look at Darcie, and she says, “Ready, Will.”

I lead the way through the passage to Florida.

As we arrive through the passage, I see Aloïse taking a report from Warren. The vampire looks energized and alert.

“Jack’s in Raleigh-Durham. It looks suspicious,” I tell Aloïse as I load the shotgun with buckshot. “We’re going to get him. Anything we need to deal with here?”

“No, darling,” Aloïse replies. “Warren and I have things under control here. There is a large stack of dead elves in Singapore, but Mellie hasn’t returned. We sent out some scouts, but we’ve gotten no word back on her whereabouts. Prime has another large stack of corpses for you to animate. The orcs sent word that they found their weapons and gear. They’re on a rampage.”

“I thought they were orgs and groll, darling wife,” I reply absently as I shove the last shell into the shotgun.

Aloïse says, “As a group, I think of them as orcs. Kind of racist of me, I know. I’ll try to do better, Lord Husband.” She kisses me lasciviously before patting my face and saying, “Be careful, William. Take some zombies with you.”

Warren frowns. “There’s one thing you could do before you go, Will. Get them to stop fighting each other.” He points through the Singapore portal at the zombies arguing and fighting over a disembodied head like a bunch of rugby players fighting for the ball.

I step through the portal to Singapore and bark, “Stop. You’re all coming with me.”

Three of them play tug of war with the head until I go take it from them. I look at the grimacing Elven face on the head. “Is this Mal’szak?”

“Yes, Master. I brought his head to you,” six different Elven zombies chorused.

“Knock it off,” I command. “I’ll decide who gets rewarded later. Right now, grab weapons and ammunition. You’re coming with me.”

Aloïse takes the head from me as I return to Florida. She says, “I’ll send a picture to April. I’m sure the network would love to have a picture of the severed head of the leader of the Elven invasion. I can’t wait to hear them say how disturbing it is on television.”

“Yeah,” I grunt. “Right before they show it anyway. Okay, we’ll go outside and teleport to Raleigh-Durham. I have my phone and a communicator. Ensure Tori tracks me. Gotta go!”

I kiss her lips quickly and run off. Darcie and the six zombies follow me through the halls and out the door. We run to the far side of the pool in front of the reception, and I open a teleportal to Jack’s location.

We step out of the teleportal into a dark, open bay, like a big garage. There are two doors on the right side, one directly across from us, one behind us, and three on the left.

The air is rich with a smell like overripe fruit. I don’t see anyone. Darcie pulls her pistol and confirms there’s a round in the chamber.

I turn to the zombies. “Find people.” They scatter as I close the teleportal and look around.

Darcie stays close with her pistol, scanning the large open space for signs of life.

I see a table in a corner. “Over here, Darcie,” I murmur.

We move deliberately as I circle with my shotgun to my shoulder. Darcie falls in behind me, scanning to my six o’clock position. Apparently, Jack’s been drilling her.

We stop next to the table. There are two military-grade, metal office chairs next to it. On top is a loose coil of rope, a roll of duct tape, two cell phones, and two communicators.

I use my second sight and see little swirls of entropy on all the items as Darcie picks up one of the phones.

“This is Jack’s phone,” she murmurs.

“Those are our communicators, too,” I add. “I’m guessing the swirling entropy is a virus, considering where we are. Let me know if you start feeling light-headed, hot, or ill in any way. It’s unlikely with Rebecca’s potions, but let’s be cautious.”

Darcie whispers fearfully, “Jack didn’t take a full regimen of Rebecca’s potions.”

“Oh, shit! That’s right,” I acknowledge. “Did you?”

“Yes, and I made sure all our ladies did. I would hand Jack his dose, and then he would pocket it and disappear for a while. I kept bugging him about it until he confessed he never took them. I gave him grief about it until he finally took two of them in my presence, but it’s been four weeks since the last dose. I need to get another set from Rebecca.”

“Warren and the elves at the farm took them?” I ask as I scan around the dark, cavernous space. I point toward the doors and start moving slowly toward them.

“All of them took all three doses,” she says, sounding extremely worried. “Even Madeleine has had all three. Only Jack hasn’t had them.”

“Let’s find him,” I reply. After a moment, I ask, “Who is Madeleine?”

“That’s a long story, Will,” Darcie sighs as we approach the doors.

One of the Elven zombies sticks his head out of the second door on the right and waves.

We enter the room to find two zombies holding guns on a priest.

The priest is tall, has dark hair, and looks fairly young. He's wearing the black vestments of the Catholic clergy. He’s sitting in a chair fighting for air, and he’s obviously in pain. The elves must have been fairly vigorous in their efforts to subdue him.

Darcie rushes to the priest. “Father Joseph! Where is Jack?”

The beaten priest slumps in his chair as Darcie shakes his shoulder.

The back wall of the room has an observation window. I approach the window and look through the glass wall across from the door. I see Dutch and Jack taped to chairs in the middle of the room. Each of them sits in the pool of light from one of the few overhead lights on. Neither is moving.

I declare, “Darcie, I found them.”

End


AFTERWORD


I had intended to write this story last year, but I got distracted when Max Morgan knocked on my door. My thought at the time was that this would be the final book of the series, but I got into the last chapter of the book and discovered that I have at least a novella’s worth of story to tell.

So, I left you with a cliffhanger and have started writing AN5 since I was already in the groove. Will and Max are competing for my attention, and so far Max is bringing the better whiskey. (Take a hint, William!)

As the series grows, so does the list of appendices. Drop me a note on Facebook to let me know if you still are finding these useful.

I’m pretty happy with how this story turned out, and I have a small team to thank for the result.

	Heather Jerome, alpha reader and life partner

	Sarah Wu, proofreader and copy editor

	Albert Chauw, cover artist



Please let me know how I did. I would value your feedback. As you know, Amazon is driven by reviews, so please leave one—especially if you liked it!

Those 5-star reviews are critical because I’ll get more exposure to new readers based on the ratings of each book. My audiobook publisher looks at those ratings to decide if an audiobook might be lucrative enough for the investment. Plus, it helps to counteract the haters out there. As not all readers will love what I write, it’s important to hear from those of you that do, so I can reach a wider audience. As a part-time author, I would appreciate the help.

I mentioned that I have a simple Patreon site, which has just one tier of $1/story posting, plus other free, patron-only posts. Master of the Road, or MoR, was the linchpin of my Patreon site, but since publishing Hunter, I’ve been doing more previews of the stories I’m preparing to publish. Patrons can expect to get previews of AN5, SM2, DW2, LP3, installments of Jack and Darcie’s story, and another story I’m calling “A Green Lord History.”

I think Saxon Max 2 will be the next one published, but Marcus rang, and he’s planning to bring a bottle of Bushmills Green Label, so another Library Pet might make its way up to the top of the priority list.

As a part-time author, I sacrifice a lot of my reading time to write. However, I’ve been trying to keep up. So, when I am too fried to write, I’m generally reading favorite sci-fi, fantasy, harem-lit, and erotica authors. Some of my favorite authors are Michael Scott-Earle, Eric Vall, Daniel Schinhofen, P.S. Power, Shawn Keys, Eden Redd, and William D. Arand, but there are many others I enjoy. If you’re curious, I’ve got a “what I’m reading” blog on my website.

I’m on my Facebook page two to three times each week. I’m a member of several groups, plus you can message me there. Here are the places I can usually be found hanging out:

	Eden’s Lewd Fantasy & Sci-fi Garden. This is Eden Redd’s group. Lots of fun to be had, and a lot of the harem-lit authors hang there. I always make a point to drop in and see what’s going on. Address is https://www.facebook.com/groups/158209654749089

	Fantasy/Science/Fiction group—actually a family of groups around this one and I troll them all. Good times. Very little in the way of politics. Address is https://www.facebook.com/groups/584252842052663/

	Mischief. More twisted humor. Address is https://www.facebook.com/groups/AppleSaws/

	Sci-fi & Fantasy Authors & Readers. Pretty much what it sounds like. Marketplace for authors to share their work. Address is https://www.facebook.com/groups/ScifiandFantasyAuthorsandReaders



Amazon won’t tell you when my next book lands. The best way to find out is to follow me on my Amazon page or Facebook.

It’s time for me to get back to writing. Watch my Facebook, Patreon, and Amazon Author Page for updates.

’Til next time.

-JG Jerome

https://www.facebook.com/JGJeromeAuthor

https://www.patreon.com/jgjerome

https://www.amazon.com/JG-Jerome/e/B07TWJJSYL

https://www.jgjerome-author.com/


APPENDICES


HUMANS


	William (Will) James - Main character. Former Military Policeman. Martial Artist. Technologist and project manager. The Accidental Necromancer. 6’3”. Muscular.

	Rebecca Silverstein (Silberschmid) - young Jewish girl, born April 17, 1874 who died in 1891 after her father tried to rape her. 145 year old ghost when Will meets her. Witch. Will’s first wife. Official legend is that she was born Angela Marie Olsen on November 2, 1999 at the general hospital in Fort Collins, Colorado and adopted on 05 November, by Jacob and Lenore Silverstein of Littleton, Colorado. Left home when she turned 18, and her adopted parents died two months later in a car wreck.

	Marissa Tomlinson - initially Will’s playmate and Carla Jackson’s girlfriend. Later, she broke up with Carla, and committed to being William’s second wife. Irish-Mexican heritage, bodybuilder and martial artist. Works in medical equipment sales. Her relationship with Carla Jackson rekindled after Carla joined the family.

	Audrey Cheung - Korean-American. Sorceress. William’s girlfriend in Phoenix. Audrey is submissive and an exhibitionist. She likes Will to tie her up in front of spectators. Volleyball player for GCU. Studying Biomedical and Mechanical engineering. Will’s third wife

	Josephine (‘Josie’) Carroll - apprenticed to her father, Gryffin Carroll, as a thaumaturge in the 1800s. Sold into apprenticeship to Julius Lafayette as a necromancer. She is a tall, well-proportioned, strong woman with a cute face and ash blond shoulder-length hair. Her height is 5’10.” Official legend is she was born in Springfield, Missouri on April 6th, 1995.

	Carla Sydney Jackson - born a zombie. Has a lean runner’s physique and a sharp intellect. Human Resources lawyer for an international mining company. Marissa’s partner prior to their breakup. Hosts Sidney Beauchamps’ ghost, but Sidney and Carla melded into one “Carla” personality. Profession is HR lawyer. Rekindled her relationship with Marissa and eventually became the fifth wife in the family.

	Alöise Pascal - (AKA Anne-Marie Pasquale, AKABernadette Pasqualel) Bernadette’s body was born Babette Printemps as a necromancer on earth. She was also born on planet Ravissement as Alöise Ravissement, a royaal succubus. Alöise possessed Babette’s zombie to become first Anne-Marie Pasquale, and then Bernadette Pasquale. Ran a brothel, but prefers to call it a ‘salon.’ Has a law practice; her specialty is contract law. Author of the articles of incorporation for the Cortez Cooperative. Becomes William’s sixth wife.

	Susan Rey - Will’s boss at Construction Insurance Brokerage (CIB), Director of Change Management. Tall, lean, sexy. Becomes Will’s seventh wife

	Viktorija Dana Ozoliņa (AKA Viktorija Dana Ozola, AKA Tori) - Latvian girl rescued by Bernadette to work in her stable. Bernadette’s hacker and dress designer. Entertainment staff. Assistant manager of the salon business. In love with Bernadette and William. Becomes William’s eighth wife

	Erica Perez - originally Audrey’s roommate and lover. Was a zombie until Josie energized her empty soul seed. Curvy, blond Latina with glasses. Does online sex shows to pay for school at GCU, where she majors in marketing. Becomes William’s ninth wife.

	Lara Vallaye - elven zombie. Formerly Ilara’en Vallaye, lady-in-waiting to Duchess Valya Valeran (see elves). Valya sent Ilara’en to Bernadette as a ‘gift.’ Had been bound to William with soul energy, so she grew a soul. William’s tenth wife.

	Sonya Bird - Female police officer. Questions Rebecca in the Walgreens after the zombie attack. Responds to Carla’s call for assistance when Cyrus threatens her. Partner to Officer Johnson. Begins flirting with William starting Halloween. Shows up for Thanksgiving. Became a concubine to the James Household

	Judith Silberschmid (AKA ‘Judy Neumann’) - Rebecca’s aunt. Sister to Yacob Silberschmid. Necromancer. Former apprentice to both Remy St. Jacques and Julius Lafayettte. Lives in the Pioneer Home in Prescott. Died in the bombing of New York.

	Roger Banks - William’s brother-in-law. Electrical engineer. Husband to Allison. They live in Raleigh, North Carolina.

	Allison Banks - William’s sister. Has returning lymphoma cancer. Wife of Roger. They live in Raleigh, North Carolina.

	Steven Cheung - Audrey’s father. Korean-Anglo American. Sorcerer. Only known sorcerer to retire from service with the Church. Married to Lidia. Lives in Peoria, Arizona.

	Lidia Cheung - Audrey’s mother. Korean-Black American. Wife of Steven Cheung. Lives in Peoria, Arizona. No powers.

	Lorraine Morrison - second wife in the Cheung Household. Professionally known as the porn star Cheryl Love.

	Jack Jerome - Retired hunter from the Church. Occasionally gets called back for ‘special’ cases. His primary profession now is an IT consultant project manager. Darcy Conroy is his ‘queen pet’ and personal assistant or ‘PA’. April, Chelsea, Felicia, Maddy, Candice, and Chantelle are his pets. Was a frequent client of Bernadette’s salon

	Darcie Conroy - Young auburn-haired girl. Jack Jerome’s ‘pet’ and PA.

	April Charles - one of Jack’s pets. International fashion model of Anglo and African descent.

	Chelsea Green - one of Jack’s pets. Has independent chauffeur business in Phoenix.

	Madison Hock - AKA Maddy. Fitness model. Wavy, mousy blond hair. Jack’s neighbor in Phoenix. Partner to Felicia Saunders, and one of Jack’s pets.

	Felicia Saunders - pharmaceutical sales rep. Jack’s neighbor in Phoenix. Voluptuous, brunette. Partner to Maddy Hock, and one of Jack’s pets.

	Darius Fields - fit, black security guard on the door of the Esplanade. Former Corporal in Marine Force Recon. Will made him a zombie, but he’s getting better.

	Alan Caldwell - heavily muscled white security guard at the security desk at the Esplanade. Will made him a zombie, but he’s getting better.

	Raul Contreras - Hispanic. Supervisor of the guard force at the Esplanade. Will made him a zombie, but he’s getting better.

	Terrell Smith - lean black man that was part of Raul’s security team. Recovering zombie. Lost family in Phoenix attack.

	Dan Seamus Tomilinson - Marissa’s father. Married to Maria. Retired police sergeant. Security contractor. Fifth degree blackbelt in American Kenpo.

	Maria Tomlinson - Marissa’s mother. Married to Dan.

	Jared Carlisle - attorney at Pasquale & George law office. He has an abrasive personality. Tall, lean, and dark haired Jack & Darcie leave him a mess on his desk based on Tori’s recommendation. Serena’s patron.

	Julius Lafayette - necromancer from the 1800’s. Killed the Leuvenfeld family in trying to take ownership of Gwen. Was the master of Josephine, Babette, Charlene, and Judith at different times

	August Montgomery (AKA Gus, AKA Monty) - Retired Army Sergeant Major. Martial artist. Firearms dealer and instructor. Friend of William.

	Monique - Monty’s girlfriend. Surname not known.

	PCH Staff

	Stacey - nurse that tried to save Felicia. Rescued by Felicia.

	Chris - nursing aid that carried Felicia down the stairs. Rescued by Felicia. Army National Guard combat medic who served in Afghanistan and Iraq. He’s working as an aide while also studying for his nursing degree.

	Dr. Mike - trauma surgeon at PCH. Rescued by Felicia.

	Dr. Gregory - orthopedic surgeon at PCH who happened to be in the ER at the time of the explosion.

	Dr. Millicent - an older doctor at PCH, pediatrician. Rescued by Felicia.

	NP Judy - nurse practitioner who looks like she’s near retirement age, specializes in pulmonology. Rescued by Felicia.

	NMW Connie - midwife at PCH. Rescued by Felicia.

	Jorge - ER nurse at PCH. Rescued by Felicia.

	Christina - ER nurse at PCH. Rescued by Felicia.

	Tracy - pediatric nurse at PCH. Rescued by Felicia.

	Lindsey - recent graduate nurse. Just started at PCH. Rescued by Felicia.

	Esperanza - ER nursing aide. Rescued by Felicia.

	Albert - ER nursing aide. Rescued by Felicia.

	GCU Students rescued by Will and Audrey

	Alisha Walker, Audrey's classmate in engineering. a lean, dark-skinned black woman with tightly cropped hair

	Marianne Connoly, marketing student with Erica. She’s a slender red-headed woman with a light dusting of freckles across her cheeks

	Charles Shaw, an engineering student. Skinny, geeky guy with coke-bottle glasses. 5’10”

	Karin Mason, biochem student, classmate of Audrey, Charles, & Alisha. tall, thin, dirty blond girl with large-framed glasses softly. Becomes Mica’s girlfriend.

	Christine Alter - refugee from Phoenix flight. Has three small children. Husband died in Phoenix.

	Jenna - former classmate of Michael / Flower. Works as a housekeeper at Mar-a-Lago

	Delores Aguilar - Will’s real estate agent.

	Zach Morgan - construction supervisor at Hanson Construction. Supervisor for the project to renovate Will’s house.

	Melanie McElroy - Will’s ex-wife. Adulteress. Elven cambion fathered by Mal’szak. Her Elven name is Eli’inak and her half-brother is Zer’nak (David Lewis)



Bernadette’s Salon Staff

	Viktorija Dana Ozoliņa (AKA Viktorija Dana Ozola, AKA Tori) - Latvian girl rescued by Bernadette to work in her stable. See wives.

	Candice Jorgensen - petite Chinese-Anglo woman. Culinary queen of the co-op as well as part of the entertainment staff. Bernadette put her through culinary school. In love with Jack Jerome.

	Vanessa Conway- voluptuous light-skinned black woman. Zombie. Host for Shryl, the succubus, until Shryl is banished home on Bernadette’s business. Will bound her with soul energy, so she is growing a soul. Entertainment staff at the salon.

	Chantelle Cross - former olympic volleyball player. Chocolate skinned, tall, and athletic. Keeps renewing her indenture to Bernadette for new academic interests. Has witches in her family. Entertainment staff at the salon. Takes Jack’s collar.

	Rachel Lowenstein - Voluptuous Jewish woman. Entertainment staff at the salon.

	Michelle Bradley - Brunette ‘girl-next door’ - looks like a cheerleader. Studying nursing. Entertainment staff at the salon.

	Rosalie Maldonado - AKA ‘Rosa.’ Pretty, curvy Mexican woman. Was entertainment staff at the salon. In a committed relationship with Manuel and Luis.

	Tanu Khatri - Brown-skinned Indian woman with Bollywood-worthy looks. Studying Information Technology at ASU. Was entertainment staff at the salon, training with Tori as a hacker and data analyst.

	Cindy Morgan - voluptuous blond ‘girl-next door’ - looks like a cheerleader. Studying business marketing, and interning in a local call center. Was entertainment staff at the salon, but died in the Elven attack

	Serena Rossi - Italian, brunette. Law clerk, studying for the bar. Has a patron couple that she entertained almost exclusively--Jared and Belinda Carlisle. Was entertainment staff at the salon, but now is a law associate in the James & James legal firm.

	Manuel Torres - good natured male entertainer from California. Trained paramedic.

	Luis Montoya - stoic Mexican entertainer. Bernadette’s head of security. Bartender. Has a younger brother who Bernadette paid for his college education. Has witches, or brujas, in his family.

	Christina Castilllo - new kitchen staff. From Ecuador.

	Yelena Calderón- new kitchen staff. From Columbia.

	Adelina Suarez - new rescue of Bernadette’s. 18-years old, orphaned at 15 and has been trying to make it on her own in Phoenix. Just settling in. Referred to Bernadette by Jack in MoR

	Michael Foster - 16-year old black youth. Jack discovered him in June as an unwilling member of a gang heist. Good student and athlete. Jack referred him to Bernadette. Parks cars for salon events.

	Red Tail Productions - Bernadette’s company that promotes her shows via email




ANGELS


	Angélus Gwenéfron (AKA ‘Gwen’) - summoned by Shimon Leuvenfeld to be Rebecca’s ‘Angélus Cústos,’ guardian angel. Had previously only worked as an ‘Angélus Núntius,’ or messenger angel. The seven foot tall, muscular, androgynous beauty.

	Angélus Michaélis (AKA ‘Mick,’ AKA ‘the Archangel Michael) - friend of Gwen. has four wings. It is just as androgynous as Gwen, but has smaller breasts and bigger pecs. A deep basso voice. ~ 8’ tall.

	Angélus Larkin - newly trained Angélus Mortis, Angel of Death. Summoned for Alafair by Gabrielle. Looks like a 6’6” beautiful woman with ebony skin…except for the sizeable male parts. Wants to mate with William.

	Angélus Georgianne - Angélus Mortis that harvests Felicia and Cindy. Masculine and small-breasted

	Angélus Charle - proctor. Checks the work of other angels. Masculine and small-breasted




THE CHURCH


	Archbishop Fergus MacDougall - Archbishop of Chicago, and the Head of the Department of Spiritual Security internationally. The Department of Spiritual Security is part of the Corpo della Gendarmeria, the Vatican’s police and security force.

	Monsignor David Lewis - Jack Jerome’s former control. Works directly for Archbishop Montgomer. Is an Elven cambion fathered by Mal’szak. His Elven name is Zer’nak, and he is half-brother to Eli’inak (Melanie McElroy)

	Mason Krill - hunter of the team that attacked Will, Josie, Rosalie, and Manuel at the airport. Call sign is ‘Krill.’ William killed him and his necromancer. Josie killed the sorcerer.

	Robert Davis - hunter. Call-sign was Motown. Tall fit black man with a pencil mustache. Former SWAT. Jack killed him in Hunter.

	Karl-Friedrich Hammerschmidt - Hunter and team lead for Butch and Flower. Call-sign is “Dutch.” Pilot / Captain of the flight. Hunter leads his own team. On support for the St. Paul mission. (Hunter) and leads his team to Prescott (AN4)

	Jill Helgstrom - a lean, middle-aged, blonde sorcerer. She looks tough, but she has a ready smile. Call-sign “Butch”. First officer on Dutch’s airplane (Hunter) and sorcerer for Dutch’s Hunter Team.

	Michael St. John - is a prissy young man in his late twenties named Michael who is the necromancer on Dutch’s team. Call-sign is “Flower.” Served as purser on the flight for Jack & Darcie (Hunter). Originally from Port St. Lucie, Florida. Is able to leverage former high school classmates to gather intelligence on Mar-a-Lago.




THE IMPS


Don’t call them lesser imps, it’s disrespectful. They don’t mind being called ‘critters’

	Xerxes - one of the Critters

	Hermes - one of the Critters

	Argo - one of the Critters

	Xralnazny - Greater imp lord from planet (dimension) Gzrozny. Had been banished by Jack and tried to come back to take over earth. Destroyed by Will, Audrey, and Magnus.




THE ELVES


	House Valeran

	Lorn Valeran - Duke of House Valeran

	Valya Valeran - Duchess of House Valeran. Magician. Originally from House Serenissima

	Reddy Valeran - Guard of Lorn and Valya. Son of Mal’szak. Brother to Yoren and Le’szak Valeran. Killed by Will & Josie.

	Yoren Valeran - Guard of Lorn and Valya. Son of Mal’szak. Brother to Reddy and Le’szak Valeran. Killed by Will & Josie.

	Feliz - Lady-in-waiting to Valya Valeran, commoner. Killed by Yoren.

	Ilara’en Vallaye - Lady-in-waiting to Valya Valeran. Royal. Became the zombie Lara.

	Maliar’en Vallaye - Ilara’en’s sister. Royal. Pleasure slave.

	Mica Hawthorne - indentured apprentice to the Court Magician. Refugee.

	T’os - half-elf / half- groll slave to the Court Magician. Master grade magician - technomancy is his primary concentration. Refugee.

	Leonore Nessian - chief healer for House Valeran. Refugee. See house Spirituae

	Chiara Nessian - former apprentice to the Court Magician. Refugee. See house Spirituae

	Zenia - pleasure slave. Refugee. Shortest of the elven ladies. Strawberry blond. Outspoken about her desire to become William’s wife or concubine. Joins William’s household as staff working for Rebecca.

	Chelena - pleasure slave. Refugee. Ash blond. Green eyes. Helped Rebecca at Warren’s house. Joins William’s household as staff working for Rebecca.

	Elesain - pleasure slave. Refugee. Ebony hair. Joins William’s household as staff working for Rebecca.

	Serenia - pleasure slave. Refugee. Golden blond. Cornflower-blue eyes Helped Rebecca at Warren’s house. Joins William’s household as staff working for Rebecca.

	Morena - pleasure slave. Refugee. Greenish-blond. Joins William’s household as staff working for Rebecca.

	Le’szak Valeran - youngest son of Mal’szak Valeran, the new Duke Valeran. Brother to Yoren and Reddy. Apprenticed to Leonore Nessian as a healer. Spying on the Arizona contingent for his father. Killed by Will.

	Mal’szak Valeran - is the new Duke Valeran upon Valya’s death. Thought to be roaming major cities in Asia.

	Migosh - the youngest of the care assistants on Leonore’s staff. Refugee.

	Kara - pleasure slave in Phoenix. Zombie daughter of Mica’s former lord. Doesn’t survive the war.

	Shael - female elven refugee and former pleasure slave. Frequently works security desk in the transport room.

	Pelleta - female elven refugee and former pleasure slave. Frequently works at the Prescott Hotel reception desk.

	House Serenissima

	Mason Seren - magician controlling April's collar

	House Spirituae

	Rallent’or Nix - doctor contracted through Chrysilla. Killed Ilara’en

	Leonore Nessian - chief healer for House Valeran. Mother of Chiara Nessian. Niece to Chrysilla Nix

	Chiara Nessian - former apprentice to the House Valeran the Court Magician. Fathered by Lorn Valeran. Magician.

	Chrysilla Nix - broker for sorcerers. Information broker across all houses on Elven Prime. Finds elves with certain skills to be contracted. Audrey’s broker

	Lleandra Nix - granddaughter to Chrysilla. Half-human. Fostering with the James Household.

	Melidiss Blissande - Chrysilla’s daughter. Murdered by her husband, Liam Blissande

	Rodera Moseley - healer of the elves at Mar-a-Lago. On contract with House Valeran.

	House Elassaine - house specializing in technomancy. Has colonized four other worlds

	Liam Blissande - left Chrysilla’s daughter to die on a colonized moon. Killed by William as part of a deal with Chrysilla

	Voyager Clan - High Elves

	N’elisa Tr’anielle - of the Voyager clan of the High Elves from a mirror of our universe. Was hosted in Lonnie, Julius Lafayette’s henchman, for ~135 years. Will pulled her out of Lonnie and helped her create a body. Master level Technomancer. Wants to take Will’s collar. 165cm tall. Lean, narrow physique.




THE SUCCUBAE


	Royal House of Luxure - the imperial house of all the succubaen planets.

	Royal House Ravissement - The family Ravissement is the royal family on Aloïse’s planet

	Alafair Ravissement - Planetary Queen and sister of Gabrielle and Aloïse

	Gabrielle Ravissement - Heir to the Queen and sister of Alafair and Aloïse

	Aloïse Ravissement - Duchess and sister to Alafair and Gabrielle. Hosted in the zombie Babette Printemps since the 1860s. Goes by ‘Bernadette Pasquale.’

	Shryl - common succubus. Was hosted by Vanessa. From a family that has served the Ravissement family for generations. Tries to help rescue Alöise. Becomes concubine of James Household




THE ORGS


	Regiment Commander Fliss - had been XO of the spaceship carrying the Groll mining colonists. Became Regiment Commander of the org and groll as the highest ranking survivor.

	Nord - officer of Fliss’ ship. Acts as translator initially. VERY intelligent.




THE GROLL


	Amadee - leader of the groll forces in Fliss’ regiment. Female. 5’9”, with the lean-cut figure of a female Bruce Lee, but with dark gray skin, golden eyes, black hair, and tusks. Her small breasts are covered by a bandeau.

	T’os - half-groll elf. Technomancer. Tall for an elf. Short for a groll. Has the dark grey skin and tusks of a groll.




CHARACTERS FROM PREVIOUS BOOKS


	Michael - musician friend of Will. Surname not known. (AN1)

	Sonya - Michael’s insane girlfriend. Not the police officer with the same given name. Surname not known. (AN1)

	Sergeant Lewis - Male police sergeant. Lead the investigation at the Walgreens after the zombie attack. (AN1)

	Officer Lopez - police officer that interviews witnesses at the Walgreens after the zombie attack. Mentioned, but not seen. (AN1)

	Officer Brown - police officer that interviews witnesses at the Walgreens after the zombie attack. Mentioned, but not seen. (AN1)

	Ms. Martinez - middle-aged Latina with a baby. Witness at the Walgreens after the zombie attack. (AN1)

	Marta Silberschmid - Rebecca’s mother (AN1)

	Yacob Silberschmid - Rebecca’s father (AN1)

	Marvin Feinstein - Yacob Silberschmid’s business partner. (AN1)

	Gerry - Will’s friend from the gym. Helps Will move. Surname not known. (AN1)

	Diana - Gerry’s wife. Surname not known. (AN1)

	Lonnie - Henchman of Julius Lafayette. Zombie host of the high-elf N’elisa (AN1, AN2, AN4).

	Alfonse - Henchman of Julius Lafayette. Devourer hosted in a zombie. Killed by William James. Last name unknown. (AN1)

	Cyrus Masterson - miner that threatens Carla. Will made him a zombie, and ordered him to suicide by policeman. (AN2)

	Officer Johnson - Male police officer. Questions William in the Walgreens after the zombie attack. Responds to Carla’s call for assistance when Cyrus threatens her. Partner to Officer Bird. Given name uknown. (AN1, AN2)

	Lars Christiensen - Norweigian miner that dies at Bernadette’s hand by repeatedly reinvigorating him until he died of over stimulation. (AN2)

	Remy St. Jacques - Will’s five-times-great grandfather on both sides of his family. (AN1, AN2, Hunter, AN4)

	Mrs. Sara Leuvenfeld - witch from the 1800s. Rebecca’s mentor. (AN1)

	Mr. Shimon Leuvenfeld - sorcerer from the 1800s. Husband to Rebecca’s mentor. Summoned Gwen to be Rebecca’s guardian angel. (AN1)

	Kory Standish - school classmate of Will’s in high school and college. Gay. Will stood by him when others didn’t. Sydney’s voice in the bolt reminds Will of Kory. (AN1)

	Laurence Clement - sorcerer from the 1800’s. Worked with Lafayette to capture Gwen. Master of Sidney Beauchamps (AN1)

	Charlene Tully - apprenticed to Julius Lafayette as a necromancer in the 1800s. Shorter, slender red-headed girl with long hair running down her back dressed in a fashionable dress. Her ghost is still held in a bolt ‘container’ constructed by Josie. (AN1)

	Mason Smith - apprentice sorcerer in the 1800s. He’s over six feet tall, dour apprentice to Laurence Clement. (AN1)

	Haimish - clerk at the Biltmore Embassy Suites. Surname not known. (AN1)

	Bruce Bennett - City Building Inspector and chair of the Historical Review Board. (AN1)

	Mary Bennett - Bruce’s wife (AN1)

	Michael ‘Mickey’ Bennett - Bruce and Mary’s 10-year old son. Plays sports, particularly Little League baseball. (AN1)

	Addison ‘Addie’ Bennett - Bruce and Mary’s 8-year old daughter. Tennis prodigy. (AN1)

	Kelly - receptionist at Yavapai Title. Obese, pregnant, pretty with dyed black hair (AN1)

	Morgan - Title Officer at Yavapai Title. Aging cheerleader. Somewhere around 60 years old. (AN1)

	The Carsons - owners of the house we buy on Mt. Vernon. (AN2)

	Cressida - Chantelle’s girlfriend for college (MoR)

	Sidney Aloicious Beauchamps’ ghost, an apprentice sorcerer from the 1800s. He was a dandy apprentice to Laurence Clement. Gay man, but wanted to be a woman; would be considered a transgender today. Roughly 5’8” tall, very attractive young man. Asked Will to find him a ‘pretty zombie.’ Will put him in Carla Jackson, and the two personalities melded. Sidney pretty much disappeared into Carla’s strong personality. (AN1 & AN2)

	Elliot Morgan - Susan Rey’s ex-husband. (AN3)

	Aldo - Bernadette’s contract driver. Surname unknown. (AN3)

	Jonathan Copeland - dementia patient used to host Xranalazny. Zombified by Will. Will raised him from his ghost to heal him. Went home after Will and friends destroyed Xranalazny. (AN2)

	Martin George - Bernadette’s law partner. (AN3)

	George Walsh - Jack’s HVAC contractor from his construction investment (MoR)

	Charlie - HVAC technician. Works for George Walsh (MoR)

	Carli - Darcie’s high school BFF (MoR)

	Janet Wiscombe. Jack’s ex-wife. (MoR)




CHRONOLOGY OF GHOST STORY, THE ACCIDENTAL NECROMANCER, BOOK 1:


	William “Will” James moves into an apartment at the Doric Apartments

	Rebecca manifests as a ghost in Will’s mirror in the apartment

	Will has drunken phone sex with his girlfriend in Phoenix, Audrey

	Rebecca eats Will’s essence to discover that it makes her stronger

	Rebecca asks Will to feed her, and he does. Rebecca becomes more solid with each feeding

	Marissa comes to visit. Reveals that she has a girlfriend, and that breast tumor disappeared after sex. Not a fluke; it happened seven times.

	Will introduces Marissa and Rebecca. He tells Marissa about Audrey, too

	Rebecca gets enough life force from Will to create a living body.

	Rebecca blows Will’s mind by explaining about the magical world. She tells him he used magical power to raise her from the dead.

	Will is attacked by a zombie in Walgreens. Will kills him by sucking the life out of him.

	Will, Marissa, and Rebecca meet Gwen, Rebecca’s guardian angel, chained in the excavated basement of Will’s house.

	Will picks up the bolts holding the ghosts of Josie, Sidney, Charlene, and Mason. Will releases

	Will raises Josie from the dead

	Marissa breaks up with Carla, her girlfriend. Will, Rebecca, and Josie help her move out.

	Will meets Marissa’s parent, Dan and Maria Tomlinson.

	Will contracts with Bernadette to use her connections to get legal identities for Rebecca and Josie.

	Will and Audrey hook up. Audrey determines that Will is a necromancer.

	Audrey tells Will about the danger the Church poses to him and his growing family.

	Audrey breaks up out of fear of the Church

	Will meets his boss, Susan Rey, face-to-face for the first time while he is holding his workshops at the hotel.

	Julius Lafayette buys Will’s house hoping to recover ‘his property.’

	Will ties up Susan in a Shibari construct. She enjoys it.

	Will picks up the documents from Bernadette on his way home. Viktorija calls Audrey to meet him there.

	Audrey and Will reconcile in Bernadette’s office. Bernadette and Viktorija enjoy the show from Bernadette’s bedroom.

	Audrey meets Marissa, Rebecca, and Josie.

	Marissa and Will buy a house

	Will destroys Alfonse, Lafayette’s indentured devourer, and maims Lafayette’s left hand.

	Story ends




CHRONOLOGY OF DEN OF INIQUITY, THE ACCIDENTAL NECROMANCER, BOOK 2:


	Will, Rebecca, Marissa, and Josie crash at Dan and Maria’s house while they are out of town.

	Will makes experiments with cancer cures on Marissa. Afterwards, he makes arrangements to visit his sister in North Carolina to help with her cancer.

	Jack Jerome, former Church hunter, makes an appearance at Bernadette’s

	Carla Jackson, Marissa’s ex-girlfriend, shows up at Will’s apartment as the family packs for a weekend in Phoenix.

	Will reveals to Carla that she is a zombie - could have gone much worse

	Marissa, Will, Rebecca, and Josie drive to Phoenix to help Bernadette with a mysterious task.

	Josie, Marissa, and Rebecca meet Audrey, Viktorija, Bernadette, and her staff.

	Bernadette shares her story and teaches William and Josie a lesson necromancy.

	Bernadette shares the plan to send Shryl home

	Tanu performs a coffee ceremony she created with Indian influences for the first time.

	Bernadette explains how she ended up in Phoenix, and she reveals she has a law practice.

	Will’s other wives gain carnal knowledge of Audrey, while he shows his appreciation for them all.

	The family has dinner with Audrey’s parents

	Jack Jerome and Steven Cheung witness sending Shryl home.

	Bernadette’s staff care for Vanessa, while Bernadette, Will, Steven, Jack, and Audrey discuss the plan to kill the greater imp lord Xranalazny.

	Will and his wives go to train with Master Hiromatsu.

	Will and Audrey perform a Shibari demonstration on Bernadette’s stage as ‘Henri et Alouette’ and then Jack demonstrates a party game with Darci, Candice, Chantelle, and Tanu.

	Will and Rebecca fly to North Caroline to treat Allison, AKA ‘Allie,’ of her lymphoma. They make significant progress.

	Viktorija discover’s Rebecca’s Aunt Judith at the Pioneer home in Prescott. Will and Rebecca visit her.

	Josie and Will devise a plan for portals using thaumaturgy.

	Aunt Judith comes for dinner with the family.

	Will buys the Prescott Hotel.

	Julius Lafayette returns with cap in hand. Will buys the Cortez house back from him, gives him a sustainable business model, and tells him about Judith.

	Allison reports that she’s gaining energy after Will and Rebecca’s visit.

	Josie builds her first ‘passage’

	Will’s family reveal the hidden world to Dan and Maria Tomlinson.

	Will fixes some health problems for his in-laws.

	Josie and Marissa travel to Bernadette’s via passage for the first time.

	Will’s family, Jack, and Darcie meet elves at Bernadette’s - Duke and Duchess Valeran with their party.

	BDSM show on stage at Bernadette’s turns into an elven massacre.

	Will tries to save Feliz, the elven lady-in-waiting that was butchered on stage.

	Bernadette and Viktorija join Will’s family in bed.

	Bernadette confesses how much she hates working as a dominatrix.

	Valya sends her other lady-in-waiting, Ilara’en, as a ‘make-up’ gift to Bernadette. Will heels her injuries.

	Training with Master Hiromatsu has the ladies working as a team against senior students

	Will and Rebecca return to North Carolina to continue healing Allison. Audrey, Josie, and Marissa join for dinner before they all head back to Arizona.

	Will and the ladies go shooting with Monty

	Carla calls for help

	Will and the ladies move into the house on Mount Vernon

	Carla and Sidney share their stories

	Jack asks Will to train Darcie

	Halloween at the James House with Carla, Sidney, Dan, Maria, Jack, and Darcie. Officer Johnson and Officer Bird stop by.

	Erica discovers the passage to Prescott

	Rebecca’s birthday - Erica and Carla get souls

	The angels Gwen and Mick take Will for a quiet chat about strategies for Xranalazny

	Judith tells Will how to contact Magnus

	Will trains with imps - Argos, Hermes, and Xerxes

	Rebecca and Josie have a contest to help study their GEDs.

	Erica and Audrey by musical instruments for the house

	Will’s family goes to Phoenix to deal with Xranalazny

	Will creates a zombie out of John Copeland and puts his soul in a container

	Ilara’en confesses she has been planting surveillance bugs in Bernadette’s house

	Elves attack as Audrey summons Xranalazny. Ilara’en gravely wounded trying to protect Carla, Josie, Marissa, and Rebecca.

	Will captures the greater imp lord, and Magnus arrives to destroy it.

	Will saves Viktorija from a fatal wound.

	Ilara’en shares all she knows of Valya Valeran’s plans.

	Audrey summons an elven healer for Ilara’en, Rallent’or Nix.

	Nix tries to kill Ilara’en for the bounty. Will kills him.

	Ilara’en’s soul goes to the Summerlands, but Will raises her body.

	Imps destroy the listening elven post behind Bernadette’s house.

	Will raises Rallent’or Nix and Koree, the surveillance technician, and sends them on a mission to gather intelligence.

	Book ends




CHRONOLOGY OF SUCCUBUS RESCUE, THE ACCIDENTAL NECROMANCER, BOOK 3:


	Starts Wednesday after the elves attack Bernadette’s salon in Book 2

	Koree returns from the Elven stronghold at the Esplanade Condos with a map, information, and bearer bonds.

	Lara learns her sister, Maliar’en, was killed.

	Bernadette, Viktorija, Clarice, and Luis drove up for a day trip to look at the hotel.

	Bernadette introduces the concept of a cooperative.

	Aunt Judith leaves town with Julius Lafayette.

	Family travels to Kansas City for Audrey’s volleyball tournament.

	Will and Josie fly to Chicago for Will’s job.

	Susan presents Will with her finalized divorce papers.

	Susan and Josie become close in Chicago

	Will and Josie take Susan to Prescott via passage

	Viktorija calls to inform Will that Bernadette has disappeared

	Will goes to the salon via passage with his wives. Jack and Darcie meet them there.

	They go to Bernadette’s law office, and Carla send imps to follow Bernadette’s trail back to the Esplanade

	Monty joins them

	Will takes Raul, Darius, and crew as zombie slaves.

	The group storms the Elven stronghold

	Bernadette’s succubus returned home when she was fatally wounded by the elves

	Babette, Bernadette’s zombie host, tells Will to be Clarice’s father.

	The crew rescues 124 elves, mostly pleasure slaves and healers.

	Will and crew kill two billion elves on prime by sending neutron generators back through their portal

	The human security zombies stay to answer questions with answers Will gives them.

	Will’s family meet Warren Dark and get the elves settled at his farm

	Rebecca announces she’s pregnant.

	Clarice discloses her parentage

	Chiara shoots Marissa with magic. Chiara gets locked in the chicken coop

	Will and Susan return to Chicago. Carla follows.

	Carla and Will make love, and then have a honeymoon run along the shores of Lake Michigan

	Josie and Carla switch places. Susan comes to say goodbye before Josie and Will fly back to Phoenix.

	Rosa and Manuel meet Josie and Will at the airport. They are attacked by a hunter team in the parking lot.

	Will and Josie kill the hunter team and heal Manuel.

	Will and Josie sneak to their suite at the salon while Monsignor Lewis visits Viktorija.

	Raul checks in, Will offers to hire the guards, and Susan returns to Prescott.

	Carla and Audrey summon Shryl. The family feeds her.

	Shryl briefs Will on the situation on Ravissement while the family travels to Warren’s farm.

	Will heals Chiara, and Chiara commits to serving the community

	Will discovers that one of the healer apprentices, Le’szak, is a spy for his father, Mal’szak. Will kills him.

	Carla summons Chrysilla, and Will comes to an agreement with her.

	Will checks in with Viktorija to learn more about the Monsignor’s visit.

	Jack and Darcie report they were called to meet with the Monsignor

	Big communal meeting with the elves. Jack and Darcie bring April, and introduce her to the unseen world.

	Audrey banishes Shryl back to her dungeon cell, she takes Will with her.

	Will breaks out of Shryl’s cell, kills a greater imp, and rescues Alöise and Shryl. He gets stung with succubus venom as he escapes. Will is lost in a fog of lust as a result.

	The ladies help Will recover for the next day.

	Shryl goes back to Ravissement to warn Queen Alafair of Archduchess Gabrielle’s plot.

	Gabrielle attacks the queen, Shryl escapes.

	Alöise, Shryl, and Will go back to the palace on Ravissement.

	Alöise kills Gabrielle. Will wins an argument with Larkin, Angel of Death.

	Will raises Alafair, and Alafair takes Shryl as a lady in waiting. Will and Alöise return to earth.

	Alöise reveals her true form to her salon staff.

	Chrysilla brings her granddaughter, Lleandra, to earth

	Susan and Will consummate their marriage

	Magnus brings books, and Will learns he’s been creating souls for zombies

	Thanksgiving celebration

	Jack introduces Chelsea, Felicia, and Maddy.

	The groups signs the documents to form the Cortez Cooperative

	Sonya Bird joins the Cortez Cooperative

	Jack reveals Melanie McElroy, Will’s ex-wife, is working for the elves

	Book ends
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