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A story of the Zombieverse
































“Love is at the root of everything.  Love or the lack of it.”  - Fred Rogers.
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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, descriptions of sexual activities, mixing of US and UK idioms, panamorous relationships, harem relationships, romance, bro-mance, BFFs, cursing, bathroom fondling, co-ed showers, off-beat humor, eating food while naked or partially naked, drinking, BSDM, unusual interpretations of supernatural conventions, erotic rope arts, martial arts, prostitution, going to the bathroom, the IT industry, domestic violence, cooking, construction, women trash-talking each other, and many other things that might possibly offend someone in our judgemental society.  If you are offended by any of those things, then kindly close the book, tell Amazon you made a mistake, get your refund, and go forth to enjoy life elsewhere.  I wish you the best.
If you’re not dissuaded, then…




Prologue

(October 12, 1891 - Prescott, Arizona)
 
Rebecca Silberschmid is reviewing the material in her notebook from her studies today with Mrs. Leuvenfeld. 
Her mother puts down her needlepoint with a sigh.  “Rebecca, dear.  It’s getting late.  Put away your notes and go to bed.”
Rebecca sighs in response and closes her notebook.  “Okay, Mama.  Remember, Mrs. Leuvenfeld is taking me into the woods tomorrow morning, but I should be back in time to help make supper.”  She gets up out of her chair and kisses her mother’s cheek.  “Goodnight, Mama.”  She goes to father’s chair and kisses his cheek.  “Goodnight, Papa.”
Her father says, “Goodnight, dear.” 
Rebecca walks out of the room.  Her father looks over his glasses to see if his wife is watching and then turns his gaze to enjoy the budding roundness of his daughter’s hips, tushy, and breasts as she walks out of the room.  He looks back at his wife to catch her looking at him with an arched eyebrow.  He lowers his eyes and goes back to reading the Book of Exodus. 
Rebecca takes her notebook to her room and sets them on the bureau.  She removes her dress, corset, and bloomers.  She pours a little water into the wash basin on the bureau and then sponges off the sweat of the day.  She picks up the old linen towel to dry herself.  Once she is satisfied that she’s dry, she takes in her figure in the framed mirror she received from her Aunt Judith as a present on her 17th birthday.  She shakes her head at the differences over the last year before she grabs her nightdress and drops it over her head.
Rebecca grimaces. “Heaven help me,” she mutters.  She shoves her feet into her shoes, grabs a shawl, and hurries downstairs and heads to the back door.  She hollers as she grabs the lantern from the kitchen and moves to the back door, “Going to the outhouse!”  She hurries to the outhouse and hangs the lantern inside before locking the door.  She hikes her nightdress and takes a seat.  She relaxes for a moment, and then her bowels spasm.  Once she finishes evacuating, she takes a piece of newspaper from the basket to clean up.  As soon as she is satisfied she is clean, she grabs the lantern and steps out of the outhouse.  On the way back to the house, Rebecca stops to set the lantern next to the water pump.  She grabs the bar of lye soap and scrubs her hands before pumping water over each to rinse.  Her parents don’t understand, but Mrs. Leuvenfeld says it’s required to ensure her hands don’t become a fertile ground for illness.  Rebecca follows her mentor’s guidance religiously.
Rebecca hurries back inside to escape the October evening chill.  She puts the lamp on the hook in the kitchen and turns it down.  Her mother whispers, “Leave it dear.  It sounded like a good idea when I heard you call out.  Goodnight, dear.”
Rebecca smiles shyly.  “Goodnight, mama.”  Then she hurries up the stairs.  She closes the door of her room, pries off her shoes, hangs her shawl, and banks the lantern for the night.  She kisses her old doll and sets it back on the small chair by the bureau.  Rebecca crawls under the quilts, happy it’s not yet cold enough to warrant a bed warmer.  It has been a long day of chores and learning.  Rebecca closes her eyes with a smile and falls asleep.
Later, Rebecca starts awake.  She thinks, ‘What was that noise?’  She turns towards the door and notices that it is cracked open.  The door slowly swings open and her father’s broad profile fills the doorway.  He slinks into the room holding a finger to his lips.
He stands next to the bed and bends over to grasp the quilt and sheet, slowly pulling them to the foot of the bed.
Rebecca is confused.  “Papa?”
He raises his finger again and whispers, “Shhh, Becca.  Be quiet.” 
He places his hand on her ankle and starts to slide it up her leg. 
Rebecca asks, “Papa, what are you doing?”
“Shhh, Becca.  Be quiet.  Listen to your papa.”  He shudders as his hand slowly makes its way under the hem of her nightdress.
Rebecca is confused and frightened.  She tries to get away from him by sitting up , but her father’s strong hand grabs her leg and pulls her back, as his other hand reaches out and grabs her breast.
Rebecca screams, “Papa, stop!  Don’t, Papa!”  She shoves his hand off her chest and kicks him in the head with her other foot.  “Help!” she screams.
The door flies open, and her mother gasps.  She snatches up the small chair that Rebecca’s doll sits on and breaks it over her husband’s head and shoulders.  “Yacob!  Get away from my daughter, you pig!”
Yacob spins and back-hands his wife in the face.  “Marta, leave!  This is between Becca and me!”
Marta woozily picks herself up off the floor and grabs the longest remnant of the chair.  She hits him on the base of his skull.  Yacob collapses onto his daughter’s legs.  Rebecca scrambles to get out from under him.  Marta reaches for her hand.
“Come, Rebecca.  You and I are sleeping in the big bed.  Bring your pillow.  Come.”
Rebecca grasps her mother’s hand, and the two of them rush to Marta’s bedroom.  Marta grasps the straight-backed chair that she and Yacob have used for generations to dress and undress.  She tilts it to put the back under the handle to effectively lock the door.
Rebecca tosses her pillow next to her mother’s and crawls under the covers. 
Marta wraps her arms around her shaking daughter.  She murmurs, “I know this is very confusing, honey.  This is not your fault.  Never think it is.”
Rebecca hugs her back.  “Thank you, Mama.  He was touching my legs and my breast.  Why would he do that?”
Marta said, “His father did the same to your Aunt Judith.  I think that’s why she never married.  She didn’t trust a man not to do the same to her own children.”
“Should we go stay with her, Mama?”
“Good idea.  Let’s go.” 
The two women get back up.  Marta gives Rebecca an old pair of shoes and an old shawl.   They quietly dress before Marta opens the bedroom door.  They slip out the door and hurry toward the stairs.  As they near the top of the stairs a roar erupts behind.  Marta looks over her shoulder to see her husband grasp the back of her daughter’s neck.  Marta startles and loses her balance, rolling down the stairs.
Yacob yells, “How dare you ensorcell me, witch!”
Rebecca cries out, “I did not, Papa.  I did nothing!  You chose to assault me!”
“Lies, evil witch!”
“No, Papa.  I did not!  I won’t surrender to your lusts!”
“I would never touch my daughter!  You hexed me!”
“I didn’t force you any more than Aunt Judith forced Grandfather!”
That stops Yacob cold.  He hisses, “My father was a holy man!  He told me that Judith enchanted him, but that God told him it was okay because Judith was part of his family!”
Marta sits up groggily at the bottom of the stairs.  She shouts up at Yacob.  “My Rebecca is not your daughter!  Marvin Feinstein is her father!  I would never have your child, you MONSTER!  I had to FUCK your business partner to have my beautiful daughter!  As if your seed had the power to impregnate anyone!  YOU ARE WEAK, Yacob!  WEAK!”
Yacob is stunned.  He releases Rebecca, who immediately runs down the stairs to help her mother. 
Yacob slowly stalks down the stairs.  “I will get to the bottom of this.”  As he reaches the bottom of the stairs he slaps Rebecca with all his considerable mass behind the strike.  She flies into the corridor, nearly reaching the front door before collapsing on the floor.  He follows through with the strike to backhand his wife, lifting her off the floor. 
Marta bounces off the wall and falls forward to smack her head on the newel post at the bottom of the stair rail when she lands.
Yacob grabs a handful of hair on the crown of each woman’s head.  “You two can stay in the cellar until I break Rebecca’s ensorcellment and you confess your lies, Marta.”  He drags the two women out the back door by their scalps and drops them at the cellar doors.  He opens both doors and then grabs the scalps of his two prisoners again and drags them stumbling down the stairs.  He pushes them toward the back of the room towards the posts holding the house up. 
Yacob just stares into the darkness for a moment, fuming at the attacks of his women.  He mutters, “They belong to me.”  He prepares the oil lamp hanging just inside the cellar doors.  Then he pulls a match out of the box he keeps by the lamp, and strikes it to light the lamp.  He finishes setting the wick on the lamp and dropping the glass in place.  Then he pulls a coil of rope off a hook and uses it to tie Rebecca to one of the posts.  Then he lifts Marta by her scalp and ties her to the other post. 
Once Marta is secure, Yacob backhands her again.  He spits, “Sleep well, you evil witches!”  He douses the lamp, walks up the steps, and locks the cellar.
* * *
Three days later Yacob opens the cellar door.  Marta and Rebecca squint against the bright afternoon light coming in the open doors.  They are covered in filth from their bladders and bowels eventually giving up despite their desperate efforts not to soil themselves.
Yacob unties Marta.  He tells her, “Get upstairs and make me dinner, woman.”
He looks at Rebecca.  He considers taking his pleasure from her, but he has ropes running over her breasts and hips.  He takes in the urine stains on her nightdress and the feces piled at her feet.  He smirks.  “You should have taken care of me when I came to you, Becca.  You could have avoided all of this.”
Rebecca works to generate enough moisture to spit at him.  She launches a pretty good-sized splat of spittle right into her father’s face.   She holds back none of her scorn.  “I would rather rot right here.”
Yacob wipes the spittle from his face.  “Suit yourself.”  He stomps up the stairs and closes the cellar doors.
* * *
The next day, Marta comes down late in the morning.  She is carrying a bundle tucked under her arm and two buckets of water.  Her whole face is purple and yellow from the various bruises she collected over the last few days.  She unwraps the ropes from around Rebecca and hugs her close.  “Let’s get you cleaned up, honey.   I brought you one of my older nightdresses.  Your father burned all your clothes while we were both down here.”
Marta strips Rebecca’s old nightdress off her.  She cuts scraps from the top of it, and uses one  to soap down Rebecca’s soiled body.  Then she takes another and rinses her daughter off.   Taking yet another scrap, Marta dries her off.  Then she powders Rebecca’s crack and armpits.  Rebecca pulls her mother’s old, clean nightdress over her head, as Marta picks up the feces at the base of Rebecca’s post with the soiled rags.  
She points at the bundle, “There’s bread and cheese there, sweetie.  Eat.  I’m going to rinse out the buckets.  I’ll leave one for you with fresh water.  The other can be your toilet.”
Marta hurries upstairs as Rebecca tears into the food.  She barely has enough saliva to soften the bread and cheese to swallow it.  She eventually gets a couple of bites down.  Marta hurries back into the cellar with the two buckets, one of which has a cup in it.
Marta whispers, “My unfortunate husband should be back shortly.  Stay down here.  Drink water.  Eat.  I have a couple of candles in the bundle.  There’s a blanket and a pillow for you, too.”  She kisses Rebecca’s cheek.  “Be strong, honey.”  Marta hurries up the stairs and closes the cellar door.
Before Rebecca can finish her food, the cellar doors open, and Yacob comes down the stairs carrying a length of chain.  “Left hand.”  He holds a shackle up and clamps it on Rebecca’s wrist.  He bolts the shackle closed and pulls two wrenches from his pocket and tightens them in place.   After the shackle is bolted securely, Yacob wraps the other end of the chain around the post three times and bolts it into place.
“This is better than you deserve, witch!”  He grabs the candle, blanket, pillow, and the last of the bread and cheese.  “Thank you for holding my lunch.”  Then he leaves the cellar and closes the door.
Rebecca screams, “Papa!”
Shortly afterward, Rebecca hears yelling and screaming upstairs.
* * *
Late at night six weeks later, Rebecca is lying at the base of the post.  It is early December, and it is cold in the cellar.  There is frost on the stones of the cellar walls.  Her mother has been absent for two weeks.  She was very ill on her last visit; she took the water bucket but never returned.  Rebecca herself suffered a fever for several days before she started to shiver from the cold.  She hears a beastly roar in the distance.  It sounds like it’s calling her name.  Rebecca rests her head on her knees with a gentle smile and falls asleep.
She never wakes up.




1 - Moving in

 
The year of my divorce was probably the worst in my life.  My wife and I had just bought a ‘weekend getaway’ house in the historic district of Prescott, Arizona.  Three weeks after we closed on the property, I was notified I had six months before I was getting laid off.  Then I ended up getting ill, spiraling down until I had pneumonia.  A month later, my sister was diagnosed with cancer.  Two months later, I was on a road trip to start turning over my duties and finished before we expected.  I was able to return home a day early.  My wife’s phone went to voicemail the night before.  When I got home, the car dropped me off in the driveway.  I found the front door unlocked.  I walked in to find my wife swallowing the pool boy’s cock while the gardener fucked her from behind.
Apparently, I was the problem.  She handed me divorce papers before I finished packing my stuff into my CRV.
A year later, when my divorce was final, I ended up with the little house in Prescott.  Two years later I have a couple of ‘work from home’ jobs, and I have finally saved enough to renovate the Prescott house.  The original structure burned to the ground at some point in 1892.  It had been rebuilt a year after the fire, and the last addition was in 1937 to leave the little monstrosity that I live in.  There have been some renovations done over the years, but they were done cheap and half-assed.  The end result is reminiscent of a bunch of boxes taped together with a small front porch added on.   I’ve been chipping away at it over the last two years, but I want it done right.  I found drawings of the original pre-fire house.  Ideally I want to restore it to resemble the original structure.  So, I have been saving up for it.  I’ve got the permits, I’ve got the contractor lined up.  I finally got agreement to my plans from the historical society, and I’ve packed up most of my belongings into a storage facility.
I have been looking for an apartment for six weeks.  Prescott always has more demand for apartments than there is supply.  I applied for a couple and even thought I had one lined up, but it fell through at the last minute. 
There is always an ‘apartment for rent’ sign at the Doric Apartments.  It’s a big older building with four big Doric columns at the entrance.  It’s close to Courthouse Square and about a block north of my house on the corner of Aubrey and Cortez.  I’ve avoided the Doric Apartments because the reviews I’ve read on it are kind of … well, weird. 
I’m at the point that I don’t care.
I call Wednesday morning and make an appointment to look at the available apartment just before noon.  I walk between the namesake columns and meet the manager in the small office inside.  She’s an emaciated elderly woman that reeks of stale cigarettes.  If she’s smiled in the last twenty years, I’m sure it was completely by accident.
“Hi,” she croaks.  “I’m Norma.”
“Hello, Norma.  I’m William James,” I respond. “Please call me ‘Will.’  I have an appointment to see the vacant apartment.”
“Sure, Will.  Let me grab the keys,” she says.  She walks over to a lockbox on the wall and pulls a ring of keys.
“Follow me,” she says as she barrels past keeping her eyes on the floor. 
“Yes ma’am,” I answer and follow dutifully.
She walks outside and turns right, leading me to the door of Unit 13.  Number 13 is right close to the entry and has a small courtyard out front.  She unlocks the door and says, “It’s a no smoking apartment.  If you smoke you will be charged a five hundred dollar cleaning fee.  Rent is nine hundred dollars per month.  First and last month’s rent plus a one thousand dollar deposit on move-in.  Three month lease minimum.” 
The apartment has a small living room with a small kitchenette in the back left corner.  There is a window on either side of the door, plus one on the side wall in the kitchenette above the sink.  The kitchenette has a two-burner hot plate, built-in microwave, a counter-height refrigerator, and a small stacked washer-dryer unit.  There is a bathroom door in the back right corner.  In the center, there is a short corridor that leads to a bedroom.  The only furniture is a tiny dinette table with two wooden chairs.
I ask, “When could I move in?”
She shrugs, “Anytime you have the check, really.  This afternoon if you like.”
“I can pay you today if you will take a check.  If you need a cashier’s check, I would say tomorrow,” I tell her.
“A check is fine,” she said.
“Is there internet?” I ask.
She points to an RJ-45 port next to the cable box sitting on the floor, “Gigabyte internet connection.  You’re on your own if you want wireless.”
I nod at that as I walk over to the kitchen and turn on the water.  It comes out clean.  I shut it off and turn on the burners.  Both heat quickly.  I shut them off and check out the refrigerator; it’s clean, cold, and odor free.  The tiny freezer area is free of frost.  I check the limited number of cabinets and drawers.  They are clean finished wood - no grime in the corners.
I check out the shower, toilet, the cabinets, the corners of the floor tile.  All scrupulously clean.  The water through each facet and into the toilet is all clear.  The bathroom’s exhaust fan works and is relatively quiet.  The bathroom is like a ‘Jack-‘n-Jill’ setup from the living room into the bedroom.  It has a fairly roomy walk-in shower instead of the tub-shower I expected.  The bedroom is also very clean.  The closet is small, but adequate - no grime in the corners.  The closet doors are mirrored.  I’m estimating the whole place is about 700 square feet. The ceilings look to be standard textured drywall - not fresh paint but no signs of an upstairs water leak.  The apartment has almost no odor anywhere, including the bathrooms, kitchen, or closet.
I walk out to the sitting room and tell Norma, “I’ll take it.”  I sit down and write out a check for $2,800 to ‘Doric Apartments,’ and ‘Unit #13’ in the comment.  I hand her the check.
“Right then,” she says.  “Let’s go get your keys.”  She marches right back out the door and stands by until I follow her out.  She locks the door and leads me back to the office.  She pulls a form out of a filing cabinet and sits at her desk without looking at me.  She hands the form to me with a pen.  I fill it out and return it. 
She looks it over and then gets up and puts it in a filing cabinet.  Once all the paperwork is secure, she opens the lockbox, returns her key ring and retrieves another ring.  She sits down, opens a loose leaf notebook, and makes a note. 
Norma turns the book around and says, “Sign here for your keys.  Note the numbers on them.”
“I’m back in the army,” I murmur as I note the numbers and sign for the keys.
She says, “The first and last month’s rent are not reimbursable.”
“I got it,” I tell her.  “I’ll be back later with some baggage and furniture.”
“Yes.  And thank you for your service,” Norma said.  She never raised her gaze above the surface of the desk.
* * *
I spend the afternoon throwing clothes into plastic bins, tearing down my gear off the computer desk, and sorting through the remaining kitchenware to pack what’s going to the apartment versus what’s going to storage.   My friend Gerry comes over mid-afternoon.  He and I load the desk, my small TV console, and my full-size guest bed into the back of my 10-year old GMC Sierra extended cab pickup.  I bought it used from an elderly gent in Dewey right after the divorce.  It’s proven quite handy for furnishing my house, getting building materials, etcetera that my primary vehicle, a 2015 Honda CRV, won’t handle.
Fortunately, I am able to park on the street in front of the apartment.  That’s not a given this close to the Courthouse Square, especially since it’s mid-August.  I unlock the front door, and then Gerry and I carry the mattress in first.
He says, “Damn.  Kinda small, isn’t it?”
I chuckle, “Yeah, and it’s not cheap either!  But it’s fine to carry me through construction.  I lived in our guest house in Phoenix for a month as I was packing my shit out of the house after the divorce.  This is much nicer.  Plus, internet is included, so I can still work.  Also, having the washer-dryer is pretty handy.  I’ve got a three month lease.  The contractor is telling me nine weeks to do all the work.  I’m assuming there will be a couple of delays, so I’ll probably be here for about two and a half months.”
Gerry shrugs, “I don’t know, man.  I was talking to Mike at the gym.  He works at Hanson as a site supervisor.  Apparently the project manager for their residential projects quit.  You need to stay on top of the work just to ensure they don’t fall behind.”
I frown at that. “I’ll have to talk to my site supervisor, Zach, tomorrow.  He’s coming by tomorrow afternoon to ensure we’re ready to start demolition on Friday.”
Gerry scratches his head, “Well, good luck, man.”
“Yeah, I’ll take any good luck I can find.  Thanks, Gerry.  Let’s get the rest of this stuff unloaded.  I still need to load up bins and haul the rest out to the storage facility.”
“Okay,” he says.  “I can make one more trip tonight, then I need to get home and listen to Diana piss and moan for an hour before I can go to bed.  She’s working her way up to a massive tantrum.”
I shake my head as I head out for another load. “Melanie was like that for about five years before the divorce.  I don’t miss that.”
He shrugs and grins, “I can’t say that I enjoy it, but the make-up sex afterwards is generally epic!”
We laugh as we carry the bed frame pieces inside and snap it all together.  Then we lay the mattress on the slats.
The TV stand comes in next, and we set it in the front corner next to the outlet.   The desk is the last piece of furniture coming this trip.  After that, I grab the bin of network equipment and Gerry grabs the desk chair.  He brings in the 50” TV from the back of the truck cab, and he starts connecting it while I set up the wireless router and test it.
I pull the docking station from the bin and finish setting it up as Gerry brings in the computer monitor.  I connect that to the docking station and plug my laptop into it.  It all powers up, works, and internet access works fine.
I look at Gerry, “Okay!  Let’s get the last of the furniture, and then you can go pay the price for your epic sex!”
We chuckle as we head out the door, and I lock it.
The second trip consists of a nightstand, a bedside lamp, a couple of floor lamps, a side table, and a small loveseat.  We get that all loaded into the truck, off-loaded into the apartment, and then Gerry is off to pay the piper.
I head back to my house and load the back of the pickup with bins of clothing, bins of kitchenware, my Roland electric piano, a Zager acoustic-electric guitar, a Fender Telecaster electric guitar, and a small guitar amp.  I get that all offloaded into the apartment and head back to the house. 
* * *
I spend the evening packing up the rest of my clothes.  I bag up a suit and a sports jacket with a couple of slacks that I’ll keep in the apartment for work travel.  I’m packing up cleaning supplies into another bin to go to the apartment when the doorbell rings around nine o’clock.
I check my phone to see Marissa Tomlinson standing outside my door, waving into the camera.  She holds up a pizza box.
Marissa and I have an interesting relationship.  I met her at the gym.  I was doing some dumbell work on my shoulders - heavier versions of the physical therapy exercises I did when I injured it.  I’d seen her around since I started at this gym, usually accompanied by one pretty lunk or another who seemed to have no personality. 
The day we met, she was unaccompanied.  She walked up to me with the shadow of a smile and asked if I’d spot her on the bench.  She had more weight on the bar than I would work, but it wasn’t outside of my abilities.  So, I said sure.  We kept running into each other at the gym.  We’d chat briefly, and she would work out with me occasionally if she was unaccompanied.  One evening, she decided she wanted to come home with me.  We had what Gerry would call ‘epic sex’ all evening, all night, and into the wee hours of the morning until I had to join a phone conference at 5:30am.  She kneeled under my desk while I took the call.  Definitely epic.
Ever since then, she has shown up at irregular intervals, and we would fuck each other’s brains out.  I don’t know much about her other than she’s 24 years old, stands five foot seven, has golden brown eyes, 12% body fat, C-cup breasts, and can fuck like a bunny for hours on end.  We did go out on one real date - I took her out for dinner at Atmesfir on her birthday.  I didn’t learn much more about her; she kept everything to small-talk.  I did manage to learn her dad is Irish, her mom is Mexican, and she works in medical sales.  Then I took her back to my place for another marathon.
I go open the door and invite her in.  She holds up the pizza, “I thought you could use some fuel.”
I pull her into a kiss, “That’s very kind.”
She gives me kind of an embarrassed look.  “Will, I just started my period.  You won’t ever believe this, but I just wanted to hang out,” she tells me.
“Wow,” I exclaim.  “I thought you just wanted to use me for my body.  How novel!  And you brought a …” I lift the lid of the box “... oh, a Spicy Italian from Victor’s!  My favorite wood-fired pizza!  Are you going to propose marriage next?  I will say yes.”
She grins at me, “Don’t press your luck, mister.”
“Yes ma’am,” I say as she looks around at my denuded living room.  I explain, “I’m in the midst of moving into a temporary apartment.  Demo starts Friday on the renovation.  I am about done packing out.  The dinette is still here, so let’s sit there and enjoy some pizza.” 
She gives me a smile and takes the pizza to the dining nook.  I follow while I admire the way her motor moves.
I detour to open the fridge.  I call, “Drinks are limited to water, lemon juice, and Pilsner Urquel.”
“Beer sounds good,” she answers.  I pull them out and pop the tops.
Placing a beer in front of her I say, “All the glassware is packed.  You’ll have to drink out of a plastic cup or the bottle.”  I return with two plates, knives and forks, and paper towels.
She raises the beer to her lips and looks deep into my eyes.  She swallows and asks, “Do you have a conference call in the morning?”
Sadly, I don’t have a conference call in the morning, but after I finish my pizza Marissa crawls under the table to show me what she would do if I did.
After that, she crawls onto my lap for some quality slap-and-giggle cuddle time.
* * *
The rest of the evening, Marissa helped me pack the remainder of the kitchen and load crates and boxes in the truck.  I backed the truck into my garage, which is the most modern thing about the whole property.  Then we stripped and cuddled in bed until we fell asleep.




2 - Looks like I had a visitor

 
At the Doric Apartments, unit 13, an amorphous glow appears in the center of the kitchenette.  It glides around the apartment like it is inspecting all the furnishings and the covered bins.  Then it settles on the loveseat.  It pulses several times over the course of a few minutes before it blinks out suddenly.
* * *
Waking up next to Marissa is an unusual treat.  We usually stay up all night with bedroom acrobatics, and then she leaves early.  It’s about a quarter after six in the morning, and I have some movers arriving at eight to pack out this bed, the remaining bedside table and lamp, the couch, the dinette, and the appliances to go to storage. 
Marissa rolls over off my shoulder and burrows into her pillow.  I kiss her back and gently slide out of bed.  I walk my little friend and then start the shower.  I shampoo, shave, and shower and pull back the curtain.  Marissa is just standing from the loo and flushing.  She wiggles her ass at me as she washes her hands.  I towel off and wrap my arms around her.  She pushes her bum back into Willy as she dries her hands.
Marissa arches her back to capture my head and pull me into a kiss.  I cup her full breasts and tease the nipples as she moans in my mouth.  I pull her nipples gently before sliding down to cup and squeeze her full globes. 
She releases my mouth and asks, “Breakfast or a Bloody Marissa?”
I squeeze her back to me, “Are you still cramping?”
She looks at me funny before answering, “A little bit.  Why do you ask?”
I kiss her cheek as I hug her to me.  Meeting her eyes in the mirror, “Marissa, sex with you is an epic experience.  Every time.  If you’re cramping, I would rather have more of the hot cuddly Marissa I had last night.  If you’re not cramping and you’re into it, I would gladly have Bloody Marissa for breakfast.”
She twists in my arms and wraps her arms around my neck.  She looks up to me for a moment.  Finally she says, “I’ll do it for you anyway.”
“No, baby.  I’m flattered, but no.  I felt you squirm a couple times last night.  I won’t do that to you.  How about we get dressed and run out for a quick breakfast?”
She smiles up at me and pulls me down for a kiss before she slides out of my grasp.  She looks over her shoulder and twitches her ass, “You better hurry up then, Mr. James.  I don’t have all morning, and neither do you.”
We hurriedly get dressed, and head over to Cuppers for coffee and a breakfast-bar to go.  We get to the house and climb the stairs up the two curtain walls leading up from Cortez Street into the property.  My house is a non-descript construction with worn grey siding.  It looks like it was a shack with delusions of a Victorian porch that had multiple additions over the years.  When I looked into the history of the place, I discovered that description isn’t far from the truth.  Regardless, it won’t look like this when it’s done.  We decide to sit on the edge of the north-facing porch and enjoy our breakfast.  Then Marissa sits in my lap, and we enjoy each other’s lips.
Marissa leans her forehead against mine.  “Will, I have to get going.  I need to get ready for work.”
“Okay,” I tell her.  “I am so glad you decided to come hang out.  Come any time.”
“Thanks, Will.  I had a great time.  I’ll let you know when I’m free again,” she says.  She kisses me and gets up.  She looks down at me as she brushes her tushy, cups my cheek, and winks at me.  Then she turns and bolts down the stairs back down to the street.
* * *
The movers showed up about five minutes after Marissa left.  They packed everything up in about one and a half hours.  They got it out of there rapidly.  I followed in the pickup.  They emptied out their truck and were gone in 20 minutes.  I emptied my pickup and then headed back to the house. 
Now I take one more tour around the house, emptying the trash, and picking up the last two beers from the fridge.  I park the pickup in the garage and lock it in.  Then I take a tour around the property.  I think we’re ready.
I head down the stairs to Cortez Street, and I move the CRV to the apartment.  After putting the beers in the fridge, I survey my temporary home. 
I give the whole place a good scrub, paying extra attention to the bathroom and kitchen.  I make the bed, put clothes in the closet, and put linens in the bath.   After that, I put dishes away, make a sandwich, and take it and a beer to the loveseat in time to catch a rerun of one my favorite HG TV shows.  I take a sip of beer and devour my sandwich as I relax.  I decide to call Zach, my construction supervisor, and let him know I’m all out, and that he’s set to start tomorrow.
I set the plate down on the loveseat with my left hand and reach for my phone in my hip pocket with my right.  My left hand fingers sink into a gelatinous goo.
There’s a sizable puddle of goo on the cushion of the loveseat.  Thankfully the upholstery is some synthetic leather stuff.  I should be able to get it mostly clean.
I scoop up some of the stuff up to investigate.  It’s a clear goo - thicker and more viscous than the stuff they put in Stretch Armstrong.  This has a little milkiness to it, but it smells like rain in the air.  I had a girlfriend once whose vaginal fluids had a similar consistency.  I touch a little to my tongue.  It tastes kind of like a really strong portobello mushroom - nothing like the old girlfriend at all.  I am not going to be eating that.
* * *
The small shaft of light coalesces into a human shape in the corner next to the desk.  The shape has two arms that rise to hold its hands in front of the head part of the shape.  The shape appears to slowly slide down the wall into a sitting position.  The hands rest on top of its bowed head.
* * *
I grab a roll of paper towels and the trash bin from the kitchen.  I wipe as much of the goo up as I can with paper towels until there’s just a light sheen remaining.  I then go for the bucket from under the sink, put some dish soap in it, and fill it with pretty warm water.  I grab a sponge and the bucket and wipe the mess down repeatedly until it looks like the unaffected part.  Then I dry the upholstery with more paper towels.  Then I finally think to pull the cushions, which leads me to start all over again.  Okay!  I think that will do.
I look around the apartment for signs of where the goo might have come from.  I unbuckle my jeans and go change into a clean pair.  I throw the jeans and some additional laundry in and start the washer. 
I wipe my phone off and dial Zach.  “Hey, Zach.  Will here...Yeah, I’m all out of the house.  I think we’re ready...Yeah, I can meet you this evening if you like...Sure.  No big deal.  Just call me when you get here.  I’m only a block away...Okay.  See you then.”
I fill a glass of water, and then logon and check email to see how things are progressing with my project team.  I spend the next couple of hours working until Zach calls me.
I log off and head out.  Zach is standing on the sidewalk next to the stairs up the curtain wall.  We climb the stairs and walk the property.
Zach say, “Looks good, Will.   We’ll start by dropping the outer structures to reveal the shack they put down after the original burned down.  I don’t know if we’ll be able to salvage anything from that.”
“Don’t sweat it.” I tell him.  “I honestly don’t think it can be salvaged.  I had to put it in the plan for the historical society.  Once you strip it down, measure what’s left.  If it doesn’t line up with the plan, salvage the wood.  The original house was a much cooler design.”
Zach nods, “True, and I think the way you’ve built on that original design is going to make this house gorgeous.” 
We walk around the entire property.  Zach doesn’t see anything we need to worry about.  He says, “We’re going to start by putting up a perimeter fence at the sidewalk level.  We’ll block the sidewalk for two weeks to pull out the trees, clean, and tighten up the bottom retaining wall.  Once we have it done, we’ll move the fence up against the wall.  The permit only let’s us block the sidewalk for three weeks.  We’ll do the top retaining wall afterwards”
I chuckle, “I call them curtain walls.  Like on a castle.”
“Pretty close,” he laughs.  “Demo starts tomorrow.  We’re looking good.”
“Hey, Zack.  I heard you lost your project manager for residential projects.  How is that going to impact this project?” I ask.
“I’ve got this, Will.  I’ve managed projects this size before,” he assures me.
“Okay, Zach, but I’d feel better if I had a copy of the project plan.  Can you send me one?”
“Sure, we’re back to using the Open Project.  I’ll just send you the file,” he tells me.
“Great,” I say as we walk back down the stairs to the sidewalk.  “I will be a pain in your ass.”
Zach laughs, “I’m counting on it.”
We shake hands, and I walk back to the apartment.
I let myself into the apartment in time to get a phone call from Audrey.  She’s a young lady from the Phoenix area that I date when I’m in town.  We chat for a bit.  I tell her I’ve got a three-day workshop in two weeks in the Biltmore area.  I’ll be staying at the Embassy Suites next to the Biltmore Fashion Park.  Audrey commits to staying with me during my stay.  That will make things much nicer.  We sign off professing our undying devotion in as melodramatic a manner as possible with much laughter.  Her joi de vivre is what makes us work.   That and she really likes to be tied up.  She knows about Marissa, but she claims she doesn’t care.  I don’t ask if she sees anyone else, but I suspect not.  The only person she’s ever mentioned outside of family is her roommate, Erica.  Apparently they scratch each other’s itch when required.  Unlike Marissa, Audrey is happy to share everything.
I down a couple more glasses of water and then decide to hit the gym.  I pack up my gear and head out.  When I get there, I do some pull-ups, push-ups, and air squats, then some yoga stretches.  I follow that with three rounds on the heavy bag.  I see Gerry, so I stop to chat for a minute before I head to the pool.  I knock out sixteen sprints, with a slow breast stroke in between.  When I get out of the pool, I see Marissa in the hot tub.
I join her and stretch as the hot water relaxes my muscles.
“How did everything go today?” I ask her.
“It’s work,” she says with a shrug.  “I just about have this deal wrapped up with a client in Cottonwood.  I’ll probably have it done by Wednesday next week.  How did your day go?”
“Mine started out awesome.  It went downhill as soon as my companion left this morning.  It took all the color out of the day,” I tease her.  She actually blushes.  I continue, “We got everything packed out and into storage without any issue.  The construction supervisor came by and declared they are ready to start tomorrow.  Then I got the apartment cleaned and put stuff away.  Now I’m here.  I only spent a couple of hours working today.”
“That doesn’t sound like it was too bad,” she teases.
I shake my head, “Not really.  Had one weird thing happen though.  I discovered a puddle of goo on my loveseat in the new apartment.  I didn’t even notice.  I found it when I sat down in the middle of it over lunch.”
“Where did it come from?” she asks.
“I have no idea.  I didn’t see anything on the ceiling.  The doors were locked.  Nothing else was disturbed,” I tell her.
“What did it look like?”
“Kinda looked like clear corn syrup, but milky and viscous.  It smelled a bit like ozone - you know, how it smells right before the raindrops start falling?”  She nods.  “There was a lot of of it.  Maybe three quarts to a gallon of the stuff.  It took me about forty-five minutes to clean it up.”
“That’s weird,” she comments.
I nod, “Yep.  But what’s really weird is that I keep thinking back to the old Ghostbusters movie where Bill Murry gets slimed by a ghost.”
Marissa scrunches her face prettily, “You think you have a ghost?”
I shrug, “I don’t know.  It would clarify some of the weird reviews this place got.  It’s probably something explainable, but when you don’t have an explanation your brain goes to weird places.”
She leans in and kisses my cheek.  “William, my friend, you are one strange dude.  It’s part of what makes you so loveable.”  Then she grimaces, “Oooo.  Cramps are really bad.  I better go before this tampon gives up the ghost.  No pun intended.”
I cup her face before she stands.  I ask, “Do you need me to take you home?”
“No, but thanks, Will.” She walks up the steps out of the hot tub with swaying hips.  “It’s nothing special.  Just part of the joy of being female.”  She looks over her shoulders and winks at me.  I watch her walk away wistfully.  I think, ‘That is one fine woman!’  She looks at me before stepping into the locker room and blows me a kiss.  I wave, and she disappears.
I stretch a little more until the jets stop, then I shower, and head home to bed.
* * *
In the middle of the night a human-shaped form slowly materializes next to the bed.  It watches over Will’s sleeping figure for several minutes.   It reaches a hand out hesitantly and slowly strokes Will’s arm.  Will barely stirs.   After a time it moves to the back corner of the bedroom to squat with its arms wrapped around its torso to keep its watch.




3 - Meeting my host

 
The next morning I wake up and reach across the bed thinking Marissa is beside me.  I jolt awake when my hand hits an empty mattress.  I could have sworn I wasn’t alone.  I sit up and look around.  I scratch my head and look around, thinking back to last night.  I remember talking to Marissa at the fitness club, but no - I came home alone.
‘That must have been one hell of a dream,’ I think to myself.  I go to relieve myself, brush my teeth, and get dressed. 
You know how a house feels different when you’re alone in it.  I definitely was getting a ‘not alone’ vibe.  I walk through the tiny apartment but find no one.  I shrug and get ready to leave.
I’m officially off work today.  I work as an IT project manager for a company that delivers software-as-a-service, or ‘SaaS.’  As you might expect, they expect me to be cheaper because I work from home.  I get even by not starting until 8:30 a.m. most days.  Sometimes I have to start earlier for East Coast and European clients, but they generally try to find project managers in the same time zone as the customers.  That makes my life fairly ‘normal’ compared to many in IT consulting roles. 
I also do a significant number of side gigs as a test automation developer and technical writer, but I’m currently not engaged in anything.  I’ll have to go drum up some new side gigs - those are what have paid for the renovation project.
Bottom line is I get today off.  Normally, that would mean working on the house, but due to the renovation I don’t have any to-do’s for the house.  So, I’m going to rent a kayak and paddle among the Dells at Watson lake.  I’ve wanted to do this since I moved up here, but managed to not make it until today.
I grab a couple of water bottles, and head to Prescott Junction for a hearty country breakfast.  Then I head out to the lake.  The weather is gorgeous, low-70s with a slight breeze.  I spent about four hours on and around the lake.  It’s up to the mid-80s by the time I’m done.  It will be in the mid-90s by two o’clock.  I turn in my gear and head back into town.
I hit the grocery on the way back to the apartment and pick up a sandwich from the deli counter.  Getting used to a two-burner kitchenette is going to take some adapting.  Maybe I’ll pick up a small toaster oven.
After I eat lunch, I go walk around the square.  There is some kind of market there, which is fairly unusual for a Friday.  However, it is summer, and the tourists from Phoenix do like to show up to escape the heat.  I love walking through the markets, but I rarely buy anything.  This time is no exception, but I see a strange guy there.  He does a double-take initially, and then I see him checking me out a couple of times.  I don’t recognize him, but apparently he thinks I’m a serial killer.  Strange.
I decide that rather than letting him follow me back to the apartment, I need to ditch him.  I walk north on Montezuma to the Starbucks across Sheldon.  While I’m waiting on my drink, I summon a Lyft.  As I get in, I see the guy squatting by the bank across the parking lot.  I can’t see his expression very well, but his body language indicates he’s frustrated he can’t follow me.  I guess I better start carrying again.
I got my conceal carry permit ten years ago after a similar situation.  I caught a fairly normal-looking guy lurking about as I was shopping for a Christmas present for my Ex.  I picked up a sense of hostility from him.  I was carrying a lock-back knife and a collapsible police baton with me at the time.  I led him into an alcove around the backside of Biltmore Fashion Park.  I hit him with the baton before he saw me.  He had a gun.  Fortunately, I was able to disarm him before he could pull the trigger.  His attack was fierce, and despite twenty years of martial arts and wielding a club, I was still hard pressed to put him down.  He was well-trained.  He rolled over to protect himself, and I stepped on the back of his neck and dropped my weight onto it.  He died, and I walked away.  There wasn’t much mention of it on the news.  I bought a gun and went to the concealed carry course immediately thereafter.
About two years ago, a very attractive woman exhibited the same behaviors while I was in New York on business.  I noticed her scoping me out, but she didn’t appear attracted to me.  She kept showing up, and I got a hostile vibe off her.  Of course, my gun was in Arizona, I didn’t even have the knife and baton because the TSA decided not to like those in carry-ons.    It was my third trip to our New York office, so I knew the streets pretty well and was able to shake her.
Regardless, the Lyft driver drops me off at the apartment without incident.  I drop my empty water bottle off in the kitchen and finish my coffee.  I get a glass of water and drain it twice.  Then I strip down and head to the bathroom.  I start the shower, and turn to the sink.  I open the medicine cabinet to retrieve some razor blades.  I close the mirror to see an emaciated young woman with disheveled dark hair, dirty skin, and vacant eyes staring at me in the mirror.




4 - Rebecca

 
I spin to find no one standing behind me.  I look back into the mirror to see no one there either.  I know I’m spooked from the guy in the square, but that doesn’t feel the same as this.  This is more the ‘not alone’ feeling from before.
I decide that even if I am crazy, there is no one here to see me.  So I call out, “Okay, you have shown yourself.  The hard part is over.  Why don’t you come back and say ‘hello?’  I won’t bite if you don’t.”
I look around the bathroom as the steam starts to build.  I turn back to the mirror, and there she is.  She’s wearing a dirty white night gown - like in historical movies but filthy.  She has sunken eyes, stringy dark hair, and what looks like a dirty face.  I slowly raise my hand and wave gently.
She slowly raises her hand and gently waves back.  I smile and say, “Well hello.  My name is Will.  Can you tell me your name?”
She opens and closes her mouth a couple times.  Then she gets a cute exasperated look on her face, and her eyes look weepy rather than vacant.  She slowly shakes her head.
“That’s okay,” I tell her.  “Can you draw the letters on the mirror?  If you do them big and draw them slowly, I might be able to follow them.”
She smiles gently and reaches up and draws.  I have to transpose because it’s like she’s writing on the inside of the mirror.  She draws the first one. 
“R?” I ask. 
She nods.  Then she draws again. 
“E?”
Next letter looks like a …
“B?” I ask.  She nods.  I ask, “Is your name Rebecca?”
She nods with a small smile.
I tell her, “Rebecca, it is my pleasure to meet you.”  She gives me a genuine smile and there appears to be more life in her eyes than in the eyes of some living folks I know.  I think, ‘Ironic.’
I look at her and say, “I understand you don’t have a choice about putting up with me, but I will try to be a good guest.”  Her smile brightens.  It looks like she might be chuckling a little.
I let her enjoy it for a moment.  After her chuckle dies down I ask, “Rebecca, I’m guessing you died.  Is that correct?”
She nods.
“In this building?”
She looks around and tilts her head back and forth for a moment.  Then she points down to the ground and nods.  Then she waves her hands around to indicate her surroundings, shaking her head.
I think about that for a minute.  After I think I have it put together I say, “On this property, but not this building.”  She nods.  “So, you are a ghost who died on this property.”  She nods again.
“The building burned down?” I ask.  She shrugs.  “You don’t know.”  She shakes her head.
I smile, “Was that mess on the couch you?”
She clasps her hands over her face and nods her head.  She looks embarrassed.
I chuckle before saying, “Don’t worry about it, Rebecca.  I don’t mind you coming in to say hello, or taking a break on the loveseat.  I’ll put a sheet or blanket on the loveseat, so you don’t have to worry about a mess.  I read somewhere that it takes a lot of energy for a ghost to build a physical form.”  I intentionally don’t tell her I thought the article was written by a kook.
She looks at me and slowly nods.
I tell her, “I don’t know if this will work for you, but in physics there’s a concept called ‘conservation of energy.’  If I understand it properly, it means you should be able to harvest energy back from your physical form because the energy you poured into creating it is still there.  As you start to lose energy you can convert matter from your form to energy.  If you can manage to do it, you’ll be able to persist longer even if your form gets smaller or less substantial.  If you can manage to make it work, when your energy drops too low to hold a form, you will make less of a mess because you will have harvested much of the mass of your physical form.”
She crosses her arms and taps her lips with her index finger as she considers this.  Then she shrugs.
I ask her, “May I ask a couple more questions?”  She nods readily.
“The year right now is 2019.  Did you die before the year 2000?
She looks sadly at me and nods.
“Before the year 1900?”  She nods.
I think Prescott’s only been around since the 1860’s, so I start there.  “Before the year 1860?”  She shakes her head slowly.
“Okay,” I respond.  “Before 1890?”  She shakes her head.  “Before 1895?”  She nods.
“Before 1893?”  She nods. “Before 1892?”  She nods.  “Before 1891?”  She shakes her head.
I nod, “You died somewhere on this property in 1891?”  She nods. 
I tell her, “Is this what you looked like when you died?”
Rebecca nods her head from side to side before nodding.  Her image flickers slightly and returns.
I tell her, “You look emaciated and dirty.  Like maybe you were locked in the cellar and starved.”
Her eyes get huge, and she nods her head slowly.
“How old were you when you died, Rebecca?  It’s hard to tell as emaciated as you look,” I say.
She holds up ten fingers, and then she holds up seven fingers. 
“Seventeen?”  I ask.  She nods.  Her image flickers again.
“You poor girl,” I tell her.  “I’m guessing most people freaked out when you introduced yourself.”
She nods sadly.  Her image flickers and blinks out for a moment.
When she returns, I say, “Well Rebecca, I’m here for three months.  My house is being rebuilt on the corner of Aubrey and Cortez.  It’s close enough I could probably come visit periodically after my lease is done.  You let me know if you want me to do that when I get ready to move out.  Okay?”
She nods as her image starts to flicker again.
“Are you getting tired, Rebecca?” 
She nods.  Her image is flickering constantly.  She gives me a sad look and waves.
I wave back and tell her, “Come visit when you get enough energy, Rebecca.”
Just before her image disappears she flashes a bright smile.
That was a new experience.
I load a blade onto my razor and step into the shower.  I wash my hair, shave, and shower.  I run a squeegee over the glass of the enclosure and then towel off.  I hang the towel and go to pull on clean jeans and a t-shirt. 
After I’m dressed, I go to my fire-safe.  The thing weighs 25 pounds empty.  I unlock it and pull out my Sig P365.  I grab my cleaning kit and give the weapon a good deep cleaning.  I even clean and lube the magazines.  I load two 10-round magazines.  Finally, I do a functions check and let the slide close.  Then I seat a magazine and set the safety.  I slide the weapon into a clip-on holster and put the second magazine with my car keys.  Then I lock up the safe and pull on a red gingham sport shirt which I leave hanging loose. 
Then I pick up my Zager OM50CE acoustic guitar.  I strum it a couple of times and pull out my instrument tools.  I spend about thirty minutes restringing it and stretching the strings.  Finally I have it to where it’s holding its tuning.  I pop a new battery in the pre-amp and case it.
I’m going to go sit in with a buddy at a brewpub in Prescott Valley.   Michael is playing a duo set with his girl-friend, Sonya.  They’re mostly going to play his originals featuring her singing.  Michael hates singing in public, so I’m supposed to join them to throw some harmonies around Sonya’s singing.  She’s reasonably pretty and has a decent voice, but she is seriously insane.  Michael didn’t say anything, but I suspect I’m also the insurance in case she storms off in the middle of her show.  He told me she’s done it three of their last five shows.  My opinion is that she must have one hell of a pussy for him to put up with that shit. 
Anyway, as my German girlfriend said back when I was in an MP, ‘every kettle has its lid.’  I always translated that to ‘there’s someone for everyone.’  Sadly she wasn’t my ‘lid;’ her parents claimed they didn’t like her taking up with an American.  I came to the conclusion while in the desert that she and I would never have worked anyway.  She was engaged to a Lieutenant when I got back from the sandbox - a helicopter pilot no less.  We still got together and fucked like rabbits regularly until I rotated back to the states three days before their wedding.  She gave me quite a send-off. 
Wow!  I wonder what made me think of her?  I haven’t thought of her for years.  Probably that whole ‘kettle-pot’ thing.
Anyway, I have a plan to take over the gig if needed with a mix of Michael’s originals, mine, and a bunch of covers.  I check my load list - guitar, mic, mic stand with iPad holder, iPad, instrument cable, toolbag.  Michael is bringing the PA. 
I still have about an hour before I need to leave, so I spend some time researching Rebecca’s story to see what I can learn.  Rebecca or Rebeccah or some variant.  That was originally a Jewish name.  Maybe she was or is Jewish.  Died or missing since 1891 at age 17, vicinity of 318 S. Cortez, Prescott.  I don’t find much on the internet.  I look up the contact information for the historical society for the next step.  Maybe they can point me to the right person.
Then it’s time to pack out.  I fulfill my promise to my ghost friend by putting a sheet on the loveseat.  Then I drag all my gear down to the parking lot in the alley and load it all into my CRV.  Then I drive off to the brewpub.  I want to get there early enough to eat and digest.  They supposedly have the ‘best reuben sandwich in the state.’  We’ll see.




5 - Rest and Recovery

 
Well, I got to the Lonesome Valley Brewing Company without incident.  It was situated in a strip mall and didn’t  look particularly impressive.  Once inside, I discovered it had a nice ambience.  I put my gear in the corner where Michael told me we would set up.  Then I found a nearby table and ordered a Reuben sandwich.  It was pretty good, but I’m uncertain if it’s better than the one at Farm Provisions in Prescott.  I judiciously didn’t mention that.  I decided that scientific research is required.
Michael showed up without Sonya.  I helped him set up the PA, and we did some soundchecks.   We started on time, still without Sonya.  Halfway through our first set she stormed in.  Everything turned sideways after that.  We didn’t even finish the first set when she turned to Michael and started screaming.  I muted the PA while Michael tried to calm Sonya.  I loaded my guitar into the case and packed my gear into the car.  I went back to the bar to see how this would get resolved. 
Sonya was still screaming at Michael when I returned to the bar.  Michael had a very red handprint on his face, and he was in the middle of giving Sonya a bigger dose of the truth than she could handle.  She screamed at him and tried to claw his face.  Michael covered his face, and then Sonya ran out the door.  Michael called to me, “Will, can you take over as a solo?  Use my PA.  I’ll swing by and get it tomorrow.”  I agreed to play the last two sets.  I was pretty nervous, as I hadn’t ever done a solo show.  I retrieved my gear, set up, and reviewed my set list.  The crowd was actually picking up when I kicked off my debut as a solo performer. 
It went pretty well, but I’m sure I reeked of nervous perspiration by the end of the show.  I packed all the gear into my CRV and then had a beer and a water before collecting my pay and heading home.  The owner asked if I wanted to come back and do another show in four weeks.  I agreed.
Now I’m sitting in my living room sipping on two fingers of Scotch and working to get a couple of quarts of water in me.  I have Michael’s PA stacked into the corner of the apartment.
It’s about 11:30 pm, and I get a text from Audrey.  ‘RU free to talk?’
I send back, ‘I’m not tied up. ;) ’
She responds, ‘I wish I were!  Calling…’
* * *
A faint, misty figure slowly forms in the corner between the desk and the bathroom door.  Rebecca squats in the corner to observe.
* * *
I barely have time to read the text before the phone rings.  I put it on speaker and set it on the side table.
“Hello, Audrey.  It’s kind of late.  Are you okay?”
She answers, “No!  I’ve been thinking about spending all those nights with you!  I keep imagining you tying me up and abusing me.  My pussy is needy!”
“Are you abusing yourself now, Audrey?”
“Yes, sir!  I called for phone sex.  Can you help me out?  I want to hear you come when I do!” she replies breathily.
I take sip of scotch and set it down.  Then I open my pants, push them down my legs, and grab my cock.  “Okay, Kitten.  I’ve got matters in hand.  Tell me what you’re doing?”
“Oh, Will!  I’m holding onto my headboard with one hand and playing with my pussy with the other.”
“Okay, Kitten.  Follow my instructions.  Ready?”
She whispers, “Yes, Master” in response.
“Rub your left hand across your breasts - from the left side, up over the nipple, down into the valley, back up the right breast and over the nipple, down the right side.  Take it slowly.   Now reverse.  Firm pressure, but not too hard.  Enjoy how lovely your breasts feel in your hands.  Revel in the sensuous touch of your hand on your breasts.  You’ll know when to increase the pressure.”
“Oh, yessir!  This feels nice.”
“Wet the fingers of your right hand in your pussy juices.  Get them as wet as you can.  Then slide them up and down your petals.  Don’t stop at your clit.  Don’t penetrate yourself.  Just slide up the outside of the right petal, then the inside, then inside the left, then outside the left, then scissor your fingers to rub outside both.”
“Oh!  Sir!  You feel so good!” she moans.
“So do you, Kitten.  Repeat my instructions on your pussy until I tell you to change up.”
“Yes, Sir!”
“Lick the fingers of your left hand and start rubbing your right nipple between your fingers.  The harder your nipple gets, the more pressure you exert.”
“Oh!  Sir, my nipple is really hard!  When I squeeze it, I feel it in my pussy!”
“Great, Kitten.  My cock is fully erect and aching for your sweet mouth and sweet pussy.”
“Oh!  Yes, Sir!  That’s what I want.  Your hands on me, your mouth on me, and your fat cock inside me!” she moans.
“Pull that nipple, Kitten.  Stretch it and squeeze it!”
“Oh, Will!  I’m coming.”  She pants into the phone for a moment.  “It was a gentle one, but it’s a good start,” she adds.
“Good job, Kitten.  Is your pussy wetter?”
“Yes, sir.  I’m really wet!”
“Okay, Kitten.  Get your fingers sopping wet, and start rubbing your clit.  Start working your left nipple, too.   Squeeze, twist, and pull it while you rub your clit.  Let me know when you’re getting close.”
“Yes, sir!” she moans.
“I’m getting closer, Kitten.  Tell me when you’re close,” I command as my breathing picks up.
“Ye-yesssss, Sir!”
“Great, Kitten!  Imagine me tying you up and playing your beautiful body like an instrument...strumming out one orgasm after another.”
“Oh! Ma-master!  I’m really close!” she gasps.
“Great, Kitten!   Stuff two fingers from your left hand in your pussy and pump them while you keep rubbing it out.  Curl them inside as you pump them in and out.”  I grab the sheet off the loveseat next to me and wrap it around my cock and resume pumping it.
Then Audrey gasps, “I.  I.  I-I’mmmm.  COMING!”
“That’s it, Kitten.  Rub it out!  I’m so close.  Oh shit!” 
Audrey screams as I groan and start squirting into the twist of sheet.
We both just gasp for about a minute before we speak.
“Sir?  Are you there?”
“Always for you, Kitten.”
“Did you come with me, Sir?”
“Oh yes, Baby.  I dumped a big load into the sheet here,” I chuckle.
“That’s wonderful, Master.  I can’t wait until you are pumping your cum inside of me!”
“Trust me, Kitten.  That is the top item on my agenda for my visit.  The work is just an excuse to get close to you.”
“Oh, Master.  You say the sweetest things.”
“Who’s my pet, Kitten?”
“I am, Sir.  And you are my Master.”
“Yes, I am.  Make sure all your toys are clean when I come visit.  Bring them with you.  Also get 30 feet of half-inch and another 30 feet of one-inch silk rope.  Nylon if you can’t find silk.”
“Yes, Sir,” she responds breathlessly.
“I’m going to use you harshly, Audrey.”
Her breath hitches.  “Sir, I can hardly wait!”
“Can you sleep now, Kitten?”
“Yes, Sir.  I’ll be dreaming of you.”
“I’ll dream of you too, Kitten.  Goodnight, sweetie.”
“Goodnight, Master.”
I disconnect the phone before throwing back the dregs of the scotch.  I unwrap the sheet from Willy and look at the mess I made.  Impressive. 
I get up and drop the sheet back on the loveseat.  I’ll lay a fresh one out tomorrow.  I hoist my boxers and jeans up to my waist, grab my water glass, and trundle off to bed.




6 - The Hunger

 
The faint, misty figure in the corner solidifies to look like a misty image of the young lady in the mirror.  Rebecca looks like she is sniffing the air. 
She slowly makes her way to the loveseat.  Then she walks a complete circuit until she is standing in front of the spot Will left on the sheet.  She bends down to sniff the pearlescent globules Will deposited on the sheet.  She stands up and looks down at his essence as she presses her hands into her abdomen.  Then she kneels down in front of the loveseat.
Rebecca reaches a ghostly finger out to touch Will’s semen.  It moves when she touches it.  She thinks, ‘I exist!’  She scoops a small bit onto her finger and raises it to her nose.  ‘How is this possible?  I can move it.  I can smell it!’ she thinks.  A ghostly tongue sticks out of her mouth and she touches the fluid to it.  Her eyes fly open as she looks at her finger.  ‘I can taste it!  It tastes good!’
Rebecca stuffs her finger into her mouth and sucks it clean.  She gets a look of ecstasy on her face as fluid is absorbed into the plasma of her body, feeding her ectoplasmic form and her spirit.  For just a moment she appears more solid.  Rebecca notes the change as she looks at her finger through hooded eyes.
Rebecca leans forward and starts lapping the semen up from the sheet.  When she can find no more, she sits back on her heels.  She feels more solid now.
‘It’s feeding me!’ she thinks.  ‘I’m stronger, but now I’m also hungry.  I haven’t been hungry since I starved to death.  I wonder if he will feed me more of it.’
Rebecca gets up and walks to the bedroom.
* * *
I wake up with a sensation of someone touching my cock.  A gentle rubbing.  I look at my phone and see I’ve only been sleeping for a couple of hours.  There’s definitely something playing with my cock, but it’s not me.  I shine the screen of my phone down at my crotch to find a misty hand stroking me gently.  The hand is attached to a misty figure of Rebecca.
“Um...Rebecca?”  She looks up at my face.  Her face actually looks less misty than the rest of her.  “Honey, women generally only do that if they like a guy a lot.  I don’t think you know me well enough to like me that much.”
She pulls her hand back quickly.
“How am I able to feel you, Rebecca?”  She shrugs.
“I’m going to sit up and turn on the light.  Okay?”  She nods.
I reach up and turn on the lamp.  I look at Rebecca’s diaphanous form in the light.  If she wasn’t so malnourished when she died, she would be a very pretty ghost.
I push my pillow up against the headboard and scoot back to sit up.  I tuck Willy back into my PJs and pull the sheet over my waist.  I beckon my spectral friend.  “Come sit on my lap, Rebecca.”
She hesitates, looking up from where she is curled up at the foot of the bed.
“Honey, you had your hand on my cock.  It was intentional.  I think there is no reason for you to be shy about sitting on my lap.”
She smiles gently before walking up to me on her hands and knees.  I try to expunge memories of Marissa and Audrey doing that.  Those events were followed by some wild sexual experience every time.
Rebecca gently crawls into my lap with her feet facing the near side of the bed.  She leans into my shoulder, and I wrap an arm around her shoulders while resting my right on her lap.  It’s not like resting your limbs on a solid object.  It’s more like having them suspended by jello or salt water.  I try to be gentle.  I’m not sure if my body will pass through hers or not, given the state of her body.
“Okay, sweetie.  Tell me what’s going on.”
She scrunches her face up into a cute little frown before opening her mouth.  I only hear a gentle ‘uh’ sound, but it doesn’t appear to come from her mouth.  She frowns again. 
Finally Rebecca nods to herself.  She points to me then points to the living room.  She makes a motion that all juvenile males like myself know well.  Then she uses her other hand to pull something from her stroking hand.
I get that much.  “Ah!  Yes, I did masturbate on your sheet.  Audrey was looking for phone-sex, and I didn’t think you were around.  My apologies for messing up your sheet.  I’ll have a clean one for you tomorrow.”
She pats my chest, and then she shakes her head.  She mimes scooping something up and putting something into her mouth.
“You ate my semen?” I ask. 
She nods vigorously and rubs her tummy.
I think to myself, ‘Wow!’  Then I ask, “You liked it?” 
Again, she nods vigorously and rubs her tummy.  Her mouth opens, and I hear a disembodied voice say, “Yu-ee” as she nods her head.
“Yummy?”  She smiles and nods some more.
She stops nodding and apparently considers what to say next.  She points at her transparent torso at stomach-level and grimaces.
“It made you sick?” I ask.
I don’t hear any noise, but she shakes her head, and it looks like she’s laughing.  She points at her abdomen again.  Then mimes scooping and eating.  Then she points at me and makes the stroking motion.
I lean my head against hers and think for a moment.  I’m distracted because her face seems more substantial than the rest of her.
Rebecca pats my chest again.  When I’m looking at her, she makes the stroking motion again.  Then she adds the squirting mannerism, but draws it to her mouth.
‘Nah.  No way she’s asking that.’  She repeats everything from the pat on my chest to the ‘squirting into her mouth’ gesture.
I ask, “Are you asking me to feed you more semen?”
She nods vigorously.  Then she moves her mouth, and I hear a disembodied, “Hu-ree.”
“You’re hungry?”
She nods vigorously and then leans her head into my shoulders.
I ask, “Were you starved to death?”
She nods into my chest. 
“But the hunger just started after you ate my cum...er, my semen?”
She nods into my chest.
“Honey, I am afraid that if I hug you, I’ll break you,” I tell her.
She raises her head and kisses my cheek.
“Okay, but this has got to last you until morning.  I’ve got to get some sleep.  No more until I wake up, okay?”
I think, ‘This is too strange to believe.  It’s like something out of a bad X-rated movie.’
She sits up straight and smiles.
“Okay, Rebecca.  When I tell you, open your mouth over the tip of my cock, and I will squirt into your mouth.”
She kisses my cheek and gets out of bed to face me.
I shimmy out of my flannel PJ shorts and turn to face her.   Despite being emaciated, she has a good foundation for a figure.  I let my eyes droop and imagine her clean, with glowing clean hair, a happy smiling face, and a healthy figure.  I imagine her in a clean thin cotton gown like she is wearing now with the light shining through to silhouette her figure.   I start to stroke myself to full rigidity. 
I go all out on the fantasy, adding Marissa and Audrey in similar gowns slowly disrobing Rebecca to reveal a coltish feminine figure.  Them kissing on her.  All three naked, kissing on me.  I start to get a tingle.  I remember what Marissa and Audrey feel like when I mount them.  The tingle is getting more urgent.  I surrender to the sensations as I fantasize about breeding Audrey, about sodomizing Marissa, and about violating Rebecca by stuffing my cock down her throat.
I murmur, “Now, Rebecca.”  I open my eyes to see my spectral friend on her knees in front of me with her mouth open.  Despite the filth on her face, it’s close enough to the fantasy to take me over the edge.  I reach out and pull her closer until the head of my cock is between her lips...and then I explode. 
I tell her, “Suck, baby.”  I feel a very gentle suction as her lips tighten.  Given the nature of her body, neither the pressure from her lips nor the suction are very strong.  However, it is enough to get all of my seed into her mouth without wasting any.
As I release Willy from the chokehold I have on him, Rebecca gently wraps both hands around him and gently licks up every little drop that he gives up as he slowly deflates.  Her hands feel strange - insubstantial.  Still, it feels nice on my cock.
When she releases him, I lean in and kiss her lips gently.  They don’t feel normal, but I’m not about to balk after she just swallowed all my cum.  She stands up, and I walk out to the living room and retrieve her sheet from the loveseat.   I lay it across the bed.  Then I go take a leak.  Fortunately Willy’s plumbing has switched over to water management pretty quickly.
Then I pull my PJs back on, point to the sheet, and turn off the light.  I crawl into bed and feel a slight movement on the mattress as I fall asleep.




7 - Transformation

 
I wake up with morning wood to find a dirty, but pretty, lean face studying my face.  The face attached to a spectral body looks solid.  Rebecca’s hair seems more ‘normal.’  There is a light in her warm, brown eyes that was missing when I first met her.  She looks to be sitting cross-legged on the bed with excellent posture.  I think she was waiting for me to wake up.
“Good morning, Rebecca.  How are you this morning?”
She points to her tummy and then presses a fist into it.
“You’re hungry again?”
She nods.
“Oh, jeez!  I’ve created a monster.”
She gives me a fierce look of indignation.
I tell her, “Look, Rebecca.  If you could interact with me like a living woman, I would have no issue feeding you.  I’m afraid I’m going to rub myself raw keeping you fed.”
She gives me a sad look and shrugs. 
“Good thing I woke up like this,” I tell her as I push my shorts down to reveal Willy.  She gives me a big smile.
So, I feed Rebecca.  Then I get up to pee and get dressed for the gym.  I have an idea as I’m pulling on my shorts and loading a gym bag. 
I put Rebecca’s sheet in the dirty laundry and put a clean one over my desk chair.  I pull up a Google search on ‘how to perform fellatio.’  I pull up a couple and select the ‘Live About’ web site as a primer. 
“Hey Rebecca, can you join me for a moment?”
I look around and she’s standing right behind me. 
I stand and tell her, “Take a seat, sweetie.”  She does.  Then I show her the web site.
She looks at me raptly as I tell her, “This is how you can help me feed you.  This page shows how to use your mouth to give pleasure to a man.  I don’t know if you can do this, but I could feel your mouth on me.  Plus, you seem to be getting more solid.  Maybe you will be able to do this over time.”
She looks at the page and then back to me with a tentative smile.  I show her how to use the mouse on the computer to move the page up and down. She figures that out pretty quickly. 
Using the mouse to go back to the search and to click a link is more problematic.  Clicking is a problem because her finger bends around the mouse when she presses unless she has it pointing down exactly perpendicular to the mouse. She can scroll up and down relatively easily by dragging two fingers on the top of the magic mouse - it requires much less pressure.  I pull open a blank document and have Rebecca try the keyboard.  She struggles with the letter placement, which makes sense given typewriters were only invented about 10 years before she was born.  She has only slightly less difficulty with the keys on the keyboard than she does with the mouse.  I click back on the browser ‘Live About’ web site and scroll back to the top.
“I am going to the gym to exercise.  I will be back in a couple of hours, and I plan to spend the rest of the day here.”
She nods her understanding.  I kiss her cheek and grab my bag.   As I pull the door closed, she is reading the screen.  I lock the door and head for my car.
* * *
Rebecca watches Will leave, holding a hand where his lips touched her face.  “He kissed me!  Not in a moment of passion.  He intentionally kissed me!  Figures!  I’m a 145 year old ghost of my 17-year old self, and I finally find a man that likes me.  Maybe I should read these gurgle pages Will has up on the...screen?  Yes.  I read on the ‘screen.’  I move things on the screen with the ‘mouse,’ and I put characters on the screen with the ‘keyboard.’  This screen is amazing.  I wonder what the rest of the world is like.’  Rebecca reads the Live About article.  “Hmmm...this is interesting.”
* * *
I spend about 45 minutes doing strength training.  The heavy bags are all occupied when I’m done, so I hit the pool for a set of sprints.  I run into Gerry as I’m walking out, and we catch up for a few minutes.  Then I drive to the Apple Pan for a big breakfast.  It’s late enough that I don’t have any problem with the tourists hogging all of the tables.  After breakfast I run over to Walmart and pick up a toaster oven, then I go to Sprouts for a couple more items of groceries.  Keeping in mind my lack of an oven larger than a toaster oven and the small fridge, I make my selections and get out with only minimal chat with the cashier.  I grab a Starbucks across the parking lot, and then drive home.
I juggle the gym bag, the grocery bag, and the cup of coffee to unlock the door.  Rebecca isn’t visible when I walk in.  I set down my coffee on the end table, toss the gym bag onto the loveseat, and then carry the groceries to the kitchen.  I put them away and go back for the toaster oven. 
I set up the toaster oven.  It has a perfectly sized little baking sheet with it.  Then I take the box out back to the dumpster.
I pour another glass of water and set it on my computer desk.  I pull the sheet off the chair and put it on the loveseat for Rebecca before I sit down in front of my computer.  That’s when I notice a document on the screen.
hello will,

rebecca here.  finished article.  putting letters on screen is hard. 

fellatio sounds fun.

hungry.

r.

I chuckle.  I call out, “Rebecca.  Lunch is ready!”
I feel arms around me and hair tickling my face as I see Rebecca’s face appear next to mine.  She plants a kiss on my cheek before releasing me from her hug.  She stands and beckons me as she backs toward the bedroom.
“Oh!  Making a game out of mealtime, Rebecca?”  I can see her laughter and hear it throughout the room like a brook tinkling over rocks.  I follow her into the bedroom as I pull off my shirt.
I find Rebecca is sitting cross-legged on the bed.  I strip quickly and crawl onto the bed.  I cup her face and kiss her lips.  I tell her, “Rebecca, you seem to be a lot of fun as a person.  I wish I had known you when you were alive.”
“Me, too.”  Her voice sounds like it is coming from her rather than a disembodied voice in the room.  That’s new.  She caresses my face.  “Want this.”  She kisses me back.
I’m surprised.  Her speech was clear.  ‘Too’ doesn’t necessarily require teeth, but ‘this’ does.  She didn’t have teeth before.  I caress her face again as she pulls back from her kiss.
I drop my hands as I kneel in front of her with my cock slowly starting to rise.  I reach out and tickle her ribs, and she gasps in surprise and flinches away.  

I laugh as she points a finger at me and says, “Behave!”  She is trying to look stern, but I can tell she is trying hard not to laugh.

I lay down and get busy working to feed her.  She maneuvers closer and licks me.  She bats my hand out of the way and works on getting me aroused.  Her technique is still fairly novice, but she is attentive and careful.  What really does it for me is when she raises her eyes from her work to look at me while she works her mouth over my cock.  She is generating more pressure with her mouth, but I sense she is fighting to get control over her body.
Finally she kneels back and says, “Finish.  Please.”
I take matters into hand and eventually unload Rebeccca’s lunch into her mouth.




8 - Marissa

 
Rebecca and I hung out the rest of the day.  I fed her every couple of hours.  I texted Michael about picking up his PA mid-afternoon.  He texted back, ‘Keep it.  I’m leaving town.  Don’t know if I’ll ever come back.  I have to get away from Sonya.’  After that, I called my sister, Alllison.  She didn’t answer, but her husband, Roger, did.  She was having a bad post-chemo day, but Roger committed to tell her I called.
I fed Rebecca a couple more times that day and first thing Sunday morning.  Sunday morning, I put my pistol and my phone into my small messenger bag I use for hiking. Then I locked up and walked over to check out progress on the job site. 
There was a pile of reclaimed lumber, and the walls of the original post-fire shack were exposed.  The curtain walls were destroyed, but on the positive side all of the volunteer trees and bushes had been removed from where they had been growing through the rock.  I expect Zach will build a ferro-concrete wall next week and then start embedding the stones into that wall.  The stones are stacked on the sidewalk.
Satisfied with progress per the plan, I took off to march up Carlton to Mt. Vernon.  I walked all around the various hills of old town Prescott.  I ended with a couple of brisk laps around the square and a coffee from Hotel Vendome’s coffee bar.  I got a good workout before I went home, showered, and made breakfast.  Scrambled eggs and a couple of frozen rolls baked in the toaster oven bedecked with butter, ham, and cheese made breakfast.
* * *
I am finishing up my dishes when I get a text from Marissa about 11:00.  ‘Can I come over?’
She’s never been over on a Sunday, but I figure why not.  I text back, ‘Sure.  318 S. Cortez.  Apt 13.  Ground floor off the sidewalk.’
I get a text within two minutes saying, ‘I’m here.’  Then there is a knock on the door.
I charge and uncock my pistol.  I leave it on the side table with the grip facing me before I answer the door.
“Hello, Marissa.  You are dressed to the nines, sweetheart.  Come on in!”  She walks past me as I watch the outside and then close and lock the door.
I tell her, “Have a seat, Marissa.”  She is dressed in a tasteful red floral wrap dress with a ribbon wrapped around her waist a couple times and tied into a perfect bow.  Her hair is up with little curled tendrils framing her beautiful heart-shaped face.  She has little white lace gloves on her hands, transparent white stockings on her legs, and white strap sandals on her feet.
She sets her small clutch on the table, notices the pistol, and cocks an eye at me.
“Interesting times,” I tell her.  I pick up the weapon, clear it, and put the round back into the magazine before I safe and holster it.
I go to the kitchen, set the holster on the counter, and fill a couple glasses of water.  I turn to find Marissa standing nearby, knotting her fingers in front of her looking on the ground.  Something is definitely wrong.  Severely wrong.  Marissa is one of the strongest, most confident women I know.
Trying to break the ice, I try for a witty remark.  “Sunday go-to-meetin’ clothes?”
She looks up and notices the glass I’m extending to her as she releases the ghost of a smile.
She takes a sip of water from the offered glass.  I set mine on the counter.  I take hers back and pull her to me.  She hugs me as though her life depends on it.  As she begins to release me I scoop her up into a bridal carry, walk to the loveseat, and sit down while holding her closely to me.  We end up with Marissa sitting in my lap with her arms around my neck leaning into my right shoulder.
“Marissa, whatever it is, it isn’t going to get any better if you hold onto it.  Tell me what is going on, Sweetheart.”
She nods into my shoulder and murmurs, “I have a girlfriend, Will.”
I squeeze her closely, “I’m glad you have someone other than our infrequent booty calls, Marissa.  I was just afraid someone had decided to marry you, and you wouldn’t be seeing me any longer.” 
She sits up and looks at me, but she keeps her arms loosely wrapped around my shoulders.
“Her name is Carla Jackson.  Will, I’ve been with her for two years.  I fell hard for her when we met at a rodeo party in July a little over two years ago.  I moved in with her immediately.  She claimed she’s bi, too.  I asked her about finding a man we could share, but she wasn’t interested.  She said, ‘I’m on the road all the time for work.  Play around while I’m gone, and don’t come back with a disease.  I don’t need to know about it.’  So, that’s what I’ve done.  A different guy from the gym periodically - I’d work out with them for a few weeks.  When the itch got too strong I would jump them.  Carla called it my ‘catch-and-release program.’  It worked great until I met you.”
I kiss her gently and sit back waiting for her to continue.  Finally, she does.  “The Friday before I asked you to take me home I found a lump in my breast.  I sell medical supplies, so I used my connections to get into the doctor that day.  She took a needle biopsy and sent me off for imaging and lab work.  A couple of days later, the doctor calls me personally and confirms that it’s cancer and that I need to get at least a lumpectomy.   She was still waiting on the imagery and lab work that day to determine how bad it would have to be.  I called my girlfriend to tell her what was going on, but she hung up quickly without more than ‘I’m in an important meeting.  I have to go.’  She never called me back.  I was sitting in the hot tub chewing on her reaction when you walked in.  I liked you all along and found you attractive, but her response to the call is what caused me to tell you I wanted to go home with you.” 
I kiss her cheek and hug her to me.  That brings a smile, but she sobers again quickly.  She gets up and retrieves her water.  She takes a sip, sits back in my lap, and continues.  “I went to the doctor the morning after our first time together for a pre-surgery conference and breast exam.  They found nothing.  No lump.  She sent me for more images.  Nothing.  Four weeks later, Carla found a lump in the same spot as before.  I felt it too.  She flew out of town, and I went back to the doctor the next day.  They took a needle biopsy.  That night I came to visit you.  When I went in for the MRI the day afterward, they found nothing.  The doctor called and said the biopsy came back malignant.  The lab work revealed tumor markers for the carcinoma found in the biopsy were rampant in my bloodstream.”
“It’s great that it went away,” I enthused.  “Your immune system supposedly does that all the time.”
She shakes her head, “We retested immediately, and the tumor marker number dropped almost to zero.”  She leans forward, “Will, in the nine months that I’ve been seeing you, this has happened seven times.  I mentioned it to Carla, and she refers to you as ‘Mr. Chemo’ because every time I’ve had a lump, it disappears after having sex with you.”
“What?  Seriously, that can’t be right,” I reply.
“Yes, Will.  I kept notes after the second time,” she says.
“Well shit,” I respond.  “They keep coming back?  How do we stop that from happening?”
Marissa gasps.  Slowly she gives me the first genuine smile since she walked in the door.  “You are the ONLY person that has asked that question!  Not Carla.  Not the doctor.  No one.  And you’re the one benefitting from it.”
I lean forward and hold her hand, “Marissa, I care too much about you to take advantage.  In the last nine months we’ve had wild sex, what ten or eleven times.”
“Eleven,” she says with a smirk. 
I stick my tongue out at her in the most adult manner possible before saying, “What I’m saying is I don’t have sex randomly, and I don’t have sex with a woman eleven times without building a connection.  I care for you, and I want you healthy and happy!”
“I’ve got another one today, Will.  Can you dose me up?” she asks with a very tentative smile. 
“Sure, honey.  But we need to talk some more first.  Okay?”
She nods, and I continue.  “I also have a girlfriend.  Actually, I probably have two now that I think about it.  Let me introduce you to the one living here.”  Marissa’s eyes get big as I call out, “Rebecca, would you join us please.”
Rebecca appears in the corner by my desk.  Her face, hair, and shoulders all seem more solid than the rest of her diaphanous body.  Still she looks dirty and malnourished.  “Marissa, first I would like to introduce you to Rebecca.  I was right about having a ghost.  Rebecca died at the age of 17 in 1891.  Apparently, she was locked in the cellar of this property and left to starve to death, which she did.  She discovered that my semen makes her stronger.  She is just starting to be able to talk.”  Marissa whips her gaze from the improbable sight of Rebecca to my face.  Marissa makes a couple of circuits looking at each of us until she finally settles on Rebecca.
Rebecca holds her gown out and curtsies toward Marissa.  She says, “Hel-lo.  Ma-ris-sa.  Pleased.  To meet. You.” 
Marissa gasps before responding.  “Hello, Rebecca.  I don’t know any other ghosts.  I am not sure how to react.”
Rebecca says slowly and hopefully, “Like friend?  Will is my only friend.”
Marissa smiles at her.  She responds, “Sounds good, Rebecca.  I like eating Will’s semen, too.  At least we have something in common.”
Rebecca puts her hand over her mouth.  “Sorry.”
Marissa says, “No need, sweetie.  I have no claims on him.  I probably should address that.  He treats me better than my girlfriend.  I suspect he wouldn’t mind me keeping a girlfriend either.”
“You’re right,” I tell her.  “Anyway, Rebecca discovered she likes eating my semen after my girlfriend from Phoenix called.  Her name is Audrey, and she’s a twenty-year old student at Grand Canyon University.  We had talked on the phone Friday afternoon, and I told her I would be in Phoenix in two weeks for several days.  I asked if she would stay with me at my hotel.  Apparently she was so excited by the prospect that she called back hours later asking for phone sex because she was so wound up.  The resulting mess went onto Rebecca’s sheet that I keep on the loveseat, so she could avoid sliming it again.”  I point to the sheet on the loveseat.
Rebecca says to Marissa, “Smelled it.  Made hungry.  No hunger in...hundred thirty-two years.  Ate it.  Yummy.  Makes me stronger.”  She looks at me and says slowly,  “Hungry now, Will.  Ready to feed me?”  She gives a shy smile and looks to the floor.
“Honey, let me finish talking to Marissa.  We can discuss your next meal after.  Please join us.”  I point to the sheet covered seat next to me.  Rebecca glides over to take the indicated seat.  Her legs are moving, but she moves faster than her slow steps should allow.
I look at Marissa, “So.  I haven’t asked Rebecca what she thinks, but I think it’s proper to refer to her as my girlfriend.”  I look to Rebecca.  She smiles slightly and gives a tentative nod as she looks in my eyes.  “Audrey is definitely my girlfriend.  She doesn’t come up here because she doesn’t want to fight with her father about traveling to spend the weekend with a man.  She comes up here for a volleyball tournament once each year, and she makes a point of telling me not to show up because of her dad.  He’s very traditional.  He’s Korean-Anglo mix; her mom is Korean-African mix.  Audrey is vivacious, athletic, and stunningly beautiful.  Audry shares an apartment with her roommate not far from campus, but we don’t ever go there.  Same reason - she doesn’t want her dad to find out.  She likes to be tied up and used harshly.  I do that for her.  She pretty much likes whatever I do with her.  I love her dearly, but I’ve never worked up the courage to tell her so.  Much like I feel about you, Marissa.”
Marissa gasps at my admission.  “Will, I can’t give you that.  I can’t let Carla go.”
I shake my head, “Honey, I would never ask that of you.  I believe loving a woman is completely different to what we do together.  If you need that, I could never ask you to give it up.  It wouldn’t be fair.  You don’t treat someone like that if you care about them.  If I were into guys, I would hope for the same consideration.  I’m not, by the way.”
She says, “I feel bad about hiding Carla from you, Will.  You deserve better.”
I shrug, “I didn’t tell you about Rebecca or Audrey until you mentioned Carla.  Please don’t feel bad.”  I kiss her lips and she responds ravenously. 
When we pull apart, I say, “How about we retire to the bedroom, you let me unwrap you from that pretty dress, and then I give you your chemo, and I scoop up the drippings to feed to Rebecca.  What do you say?”
Marissa smiles and hugs me close.  “I sleep with girls all the time, Will.  I don’t know how Rebecca feels about that.”
Rebecca says, “Hungry.  Don’t care.”
I kiss Marissa.  “There’s your answer.”
I look to Rebecca and beckon her closer.  I gently kiss her lips.  She presses her lips into mine. 
Rebecca murmurs, “Never had a boyfriend.”
Marissa says, “After 145 years, you’re overdue.  You have one now, Rebecca.”
Rebecca gives Marissa a grin as she disappears in a blur towards the bedroom.
Marissa gets up and brushes her skirt out.  “So, Will.  You like my dress?”
“Yes, Marissa.  It’s very pretty, and it looks beautiful on you,” I tell her as I get up.  I grab my glass and my pistol.
She chuckles, “I only wear it when I have to go to church with my mom.  It really is my ‘go to church’ outfit.  She tries to save her ‘poor sinning lesbian daughter’ whenever Carla leaves on a Sunday by taking me to church. I think she wants to make sure I don’t forget where the church is.  That or it’s just an excuse to spend time with me.”
“I imagine it’s the latter,” I tell her.
She looks at the pistol, “You planning to shoot me, Mr. James?”
I waggle my eyebrows.  “Not with this gun, Ms. Tomlinson.”  We laugh as we join Rebecca in the bedroom.




9 - The doctor is in

 
The pistol goes in the nightstand.  The glasses go on top.  Marissa reaches for the tie at her waist that holds the dress closed, but I put a hand out to stop her.  “Please.  Allow me.  You look so pretty in that dress, I feel like it’s Christmas.  I want to unwrap my present.”
Unexpectedly, a rose of blush rises on her neck.  “Okay, Will.  Can I return the favor?”
I kick off my slides.  “Everything else is yours, Marissa.”  Then I wrap her in my arms and kiss her passionately.
I back off enough to see what I’m doing and catch the show of Marissa’s delicious body emerging. 
I start by undoing the perfectly formed little bow of ribbon at her right hip that holds the dress in place.  The ribbons still wrap around her waist twice, so as the tails of the ribbons drop, I pull on the loops until the ribbons slide around her torso to release her dress.   Marissa’s breasts give away that her breath is speeding up.  I can see her pulse racing in her neck.  I lean in and breathe on her pulse, and then I kiss it gently before stepping back to slide my fingers under her lapels.  I slide my fingers down the inside of her lapels so the dress falls open.
I gently pull Marrisa’s hand to turn her toward the mirrored closet doors.  I step behind her and capture her eyes in the reflection.  Keeping focused on her eyes, I kiss her neck and slowly pull the lapels of her dress further open and off her shoulders to reveal her lean tight figure.
I keep her hands wrapped in the sleeves as I murmur, “Look at that beautiful woman, Marissa.  Isn’t she magnificent?”
Rebecca says, “Yes.  Marissa is very beautiful.”
Marissa tucks her chin away from the bed and says, “Thank you, Rebecca.  You’re quite pretty yourself.”  I slide the dress off her arms.
Marissa stands there like a lingerie model.  Her C-cup breasts are presented in a cream-colored lace balconette that barely conceals her large, hard nipples.  She is wearing a matching silk panty with lace along the high-cut leg holes, which open all the way to the waistband.  The silk and lace drape the globes of her glorious ass before it disappears between her legs to cover her treasures.   Her stockings are transparent, creamy white thigh-highs that cling to her firm legs about four inches below her crotch. 
I turn Marissa and press her into the wall.  “Stay there, darling.  I’m going to be right back and fuck you bow-legged.” 
As I walk off trailing my fingers across her ass to hang her dress in the closet, she gasps, “Oh yes, Will.  Please!  Fuck me hard.  I need you so badly!”
Rebecca gasps at the course language of our interplay. 
I hurry back to my lover and kiss my way from her right shoulder, down her spine to the hem of her panties.  I hook the garment with my thumbs and slowly push it down as I kiss down her right asscheek, across the underside of both cheeks, and down her left leg to the back of her knee.
Marissa steps out of first the left leg and then the right leg before I kiss my way back up her right leg to her left shoulder.  Then I turn her to face the mirror again.
I murmur in her ear as I survey her glory, “Marissa, you look like a goddess.  Strong, sexy, and beautifully feminine.”  I wrap my arms around her waist and reach up to cup her full, plump left breast in my hand.  “All this perfection, and it’s all mine!”
Marissa gasps, “Will!  I…”
I clamp a hand over her mouth and tell her, “If you argue with me, I will spank you and tie you to the bed while I feed Rebecca.”
She collapses back onto me and moans in unison with Rebecca.  I remove my hand, and Marissa says, “Yes, Will.  I am yours.  I should argue, but I can’t.  If you called me at home with Carla, I would still come to you.  I am yours.”  I reach around her and press her bountiful breasts upward so her turgid nipples escape the lace of her brassiere.  I can feel the cancerous knot on the side of her breast.
I pull her face around to kiss me.  We both keep our eyes open to watch ourselves kissing in the mirror.
We release each other’s lips and turn to look directly into each other’s eyes. 
“Love, I promised you could open your present,” I tell her.
She says, “Fuck it, Will.   Just get naked as fast as you can!  I need you inside me!”
I kiss her again before I release her body and whip my t-shirt over my head.  I drop it next to Marissa’s panties before I unbuckle my jeans and push both jeans and boxers to the floor as Marissa leans against the wall to watch Willy appear and rise.  A brilliant smile blooms on her face as I step out of my pants.  She drops to her knees on top of my jeans and rubs my cock all over her face before she opens her mouth and sucks Willy into her hot mouth.
I revel in the sensations of Marissa’s ministrations until I’m sure my little friend is completely in the game.  She shoves him down her throat until her lips are flat against my torso and she is looking up at me with adoration.  Then I grab a fistful of Marissa’s lovely hair and lift her up to kiss her.
I murmur into her mouth, “Lay down, darling.  I need to taste you, too.”
She attacks my mouth with hers and pulls me on top of her as she lays back onto the bed.  Rebecca barely gets out of the way as Marissa lands on the mattress.  I kiss my way down Marissa’s jaw to her neck.  I nibble and lick my way down her neck managing to avoid the temptation to mark her as mine.  I kiss and nibble the exposed portion of first her left breast, then her right before spiraling kisses inward to suckle her fat, hard nipple as I squeeze the left one with my hand.  I continue to stimulate her puffy areolae and large, hard nipples as I kiss my way down her lean abdomen, following the cut at her hip to her bare mons.
I look up into Marissa’s shining eyes and kiss her denuded flesh.  “This is new, love.”
She bites her lip for a moment and says, “I was very angry with Carla on Friday when she brushed off my concerns about the lump yet again.”  She frowns for a moment before a warm smile blooms. “So, I decided I would give you a present when I saw you next.  She always said not to shave, so I didn’t.  I went and got waxed instead.  Not for her.  For you,” she says.
Rebecca says slowly, “Looks like a little girl’s Muschi.”
“Muschi?” I ask.  “I haven’t heard a pussy called that since I dated a German girl.”
Rebecca shrugs and lifts the hem of her gown.  There is an apparently anatomically correct female body under there.  The details are still misty, but judging from what I can see, she had...has...quite a pelt.  “Very hairy,” she says carefully.  She even looks malnourished down below.  However, there is a shadow of neat inner labia poking out.
I tell Rebecca, “Very pretty, baby.”  Marissa caresses her back with her left hand as her right hand presses my left into her breast as I continue to rub, pull, and twist her turgid nipple.
I look back to Marissa and lick her pussy from top to bottom.  “Honey, I love the present you got for me.”  I lick her again.  “I also love the present of dressing up in lingerie for me, too.  You don’t normally dress like this for church do you?”  I lick her again.
Marissa shivers from the contact of my tongue, especially as it trails over her swollen clitoris.  Her eyes are alight under her hooded lids.  “No, Will.  Usually cotton panties and no stockings.  This is all for you.”
I rest my chin on her mons.  “Thank you, Marissa.  It makes me feel special that you went to the effort to please me.”  Then I lower my mouth to suckle and lick her clit as I caress my right hand down her torso until I can insert a finger into her warm, wet channel.
Marissa moans as I slowly drive the finger in and out of her.  I release her clit and suckle her right labia as I slide in a second finger and start pumping them both in and out slowly and deeply.  She calls out, “Oh!  Will!  I need you!”
As I frequently am, I find myself fascinated with her clitoris.  It’s nearly the size of the first joint on my pinky finger.  I clamp my lips over it, hood and all.  Then I start rapidly licking the pointed tip as I pull my fingers out to the second joint and start rapidly curling them back and forth in a ‘come hither’ motion.  Before I can count to twenty, Marissa is bucking on the bed.  Then she starts squirting around my fingers.  I release her clit and start lapping out the juices that are escaping from around my fingers as Marissa keens.  Marissa is making the mattress buck like we’re having an earthquake as she squirts her pleasure into my face.  I feel Rebecca rest her hands on my shoulders for balance.
I pull my fingers out of Marissa and hold them up for Rebecca to taste as I try to catch the vestiges of Marissa’s torrent on my tongue.  I feel Rebecca’s tongue lapping tentatively on my fingers a couple times before my fingers are engulfed in her sucking mouth.  Rebecca moans like she does when I’m feeding her.  Her hands clamp my wrist and she licks the palm of my hand to capture all of Marissa’s emissions.
I continue to lap Marissa’s pussy while looking up into her eyes.  She smiles down at me with bright eyes shining out from under her hooded lids.  As Rebecca releases my hand, Marissa taps her shoulder.
“Rebecca, would you let me kiss you?  I want to taste my cum on your mouth.”
Rebecca turns to face Marissa and bites her lip.  Marissa cups her cheek.  “Come her, baby.  Give us a kiss.”
Rebecca leans over Marissa and tentatively presses her lips to Marissa’s.  Marissa gently laps Rebecca’s lips to catch any residual taste of herself.  Then she catches Rebecca’s face in her hands.
“I’m lucky to have you for a friend, Rebecca.”  Then she kisses her lips again gently, and then she kisses our spectral friend’s forehead before letting her go.  Then she reaches down and graps my left ear and gently pulls me up to her hungry mouth. 
I rapidly crawl up her body to kiss her as she reaches down to slot me into her wet opening.  She says, “Fill me, William.  Bring Willy to the party, lover.”
I press forward.  Willy’s head penetrates her entrance, and I resolutely continue to press until I’m hilted in my lover.  Marissa throws her head back and moans, so I nibble on her neck instead.  She is already clenching her internal muscles and her legs are shaking as she slides her silky, stocking-clad legs up my legs to hook her shod feet behind my ass.
I set a slow steady rhythm as I suck her fat nipple into my mouth and bite it gently while I lash it mercilessly with my tongue.  She squeezes my head into her breast and whines as I suckle her and fuck her with increasing force and speed.
“Harder, Will!” she gasps.  I do my best as she squeezes my retreating cock and relaxes to welcome my slamming return.  Suddenly she squeals, and her inner muscles clamp down on me hard.
“I’m gonna breed you, Marissa.”
She shakes her head and points at Rebecca.  “Feed.  Baby.”
I nod and tell Rebecca, “Get ready to feed, Rebecca!”  I pound Marissa a couple more times to get myself on the brink.  When I’m there, I pull out and stand on my knees as Rebecca lays across Marissa’s abdomen to suck my cock into her mouth. 
I hit the back of Rebecca’s throat a couple times as I slide in and out of her wet mouth.  Her slurping, licking, and sucking has gotten much stronger and more proficient over the last day.  She has been diligently trying to build the skills I requested she learn.  The third time she pulls back to lick the underside of Willy’s head I start shooting my seed into her mouth.  She slides forward quickly to notch the head of my cock into her throat.  She blinks and then starts swallowing my cock deeper until my spectral lover’s lips are pressed into my thatch and her eyes are glittering with the joy of accomplishment.  I pump four more loads down her throat before she backs up and gently suckles my cock while milking it with her hands.
I stroke her cheek and caress her hair as she satisfies herself that there is nothing left to collect.
I draw Rebecca up to stand on her knees before me.  I gently wrap her into a hug and kiss her.  Slowly, insistently, I nibble and kiss her lips until they eventually part.  With equal care I tentatively lick inside her mouth, touching her teeth, her upper palate, and finally her tongue meets mine.  We play a slow game of tongue tag as I caress her skinny body while holding her close to mine.  I slide my hands down her bony back and barely-there ass - up and down.  It feels like she has the vestiges of muscles like you might expect from someone severely malnourished.  With my eyes closed, it’s no different than kissing any other skinny girl - maybe with a mild case of morning breath.
I pull back slowly and open my eyes.  She’s looking at me from two inches away.
I tell her, “Rebecca, I am very fortunate to have discovered you.  I am glad you decided to be my friend and my lover.”
The smile she gives me is glorious.  Then I slowly crawl to lay down between Marissa and Rebecca, opening my arms wide.  Marissa crawls up on me to lay her head on my right shoulder and hooks a leg over mine.  Rebecca copies her posture on my left.  I wrap my arms around them, and Marissa reaches forward to clasp Rebecca’s hand.  That’s how I fall asleep.
* * *
Marissa smiles at Rebecca while she listens to Will’s breathing to ensure he’s asleep.  Once she is certain, she murmurs to Rebecca, “You’re in love with him, aren’t you?”
Rebecca bites her lip and stares at Marissa for a moment.  Finally she releases her lip and gives a single, tentative nod.
“Good,” Marissa responds.  “He is easy to love, but I am still trying to make it work with my girlfriend.  I can’t be there for him all the time.  It sounds like Audrey can’t commit to it either for whatever reason.  I’m pretty certain he loves all three of us.  He admitted loving Audrey and myself.  I watch him with you, and I’m sure he’s falling for you, too.”
Rebecca slowly murmurs, “He is very kind to me.  I had given up on human contact after one hundred thirty-two years.  And then Will SAW me.  He treated me like a person.  I would worship him for that alone.  Then he loves me like a real woman.”  Her eyes close for a moment.  “He has given me more in death than I ever had in life.”
Marissa squeezes her hand.  “Baby, he is just getting started.”  The two ladies smile at each other across their lover’s chest.  “He said he was going to travel soon.  Would you like me to visit while he is gone?  A real friend would visit a friend who is house-bound.”
Rebecca grins broadly and nods her head vigorously. 
Will stirs. 
Marissa says, “I’m going to have Will do something to me that is not common.  I want it from him.  You don’t ever have to do it, and you should probably avoid it.  Okay? ”
Rebecca’s eyes are round as she tries to figure out what Marissa is planning.  She slowly gives a single nod and then smiles at Marissa.
* * *
I wake to Marissa’s quiet murmuring, but I don’t catch what she is saying.  I slowly open my eyes to see Rebecca nodding as the two ladies smile at each other.  Willy starts to rise.
I murmur, “Time for more medicine, lover.  Mount up, cowgirl.”
Marissa grins as she releases Rebecca’s hand and strokes Willy to full erection.  Then she sits up and says to Rebecca, “Watch out, baby.”
Marissa steps over me and squats over Willy, holding him to the door of the prize.  Then she slowly slides down my cock until I’m seated deeply in her hot wet pussy.  I sit up and wrap my arms around Marissa and unhook her brassiere.
“Hmmm,” she says.  “Much better.  Let the girls run free.”  I toss the bra to the floor as I feel Rebecca mold her body to my back, her hard little nipples pressing into my flesh through the fabric of her gown.  Then Marissa starts to lift and slam herself down onto my cock as I cup her hard ass and drive up with my hips to meet her. 




10 - A lazy Sunday afternoon

 
Marissa and I continue through the afternoon having manic sex in just about every conceivable position.  She rides cowgirl, reverse cowgirl, and on my face.  I take her from behind, with one leg up, and against the wall of the neighboring apartment.  That last one causes some banging on the wall in return. 
Rebecca was always nearby, watching how we interacted.  She took in every kiss, caress, nip, and stroke.  Every time I came I either pulled out to feed Rebecca, or Rebecca would lap up any leakage from Marissa as she lay there panting with her legs open, and then she would lick me clean, too.
About 2:30pm, I pull on my boxers and t-shirt before going to make a late lunch.  Rebecca picks up a chef’s knife and starts slicing onions while I scoop the fruit out of a couple avocados.  Marissa comes out in one of my white dress shirts with the front open and the sleeves rolled up.  She’s a vision, and Rebecca focuses on Marissa’s entrance into the living area.  Unfortunately Rebecca cuts right through the tip of her index finger with the knife despite shaving off a perfectly symmetrical onion slice.
I tap Rebecca’s shoulder and point at the fingertip lying next to the onion.  She picks it up and holds it back on.  I watch her concentrate and then release the finger.  The severed tip seems to be an integral part of her hand again - good as new.
I tell her, “Baby, Marissa is beautiful, but be careful with that knife.  You have great slicing skills but you have to be careful of your fingers.”
I take the knife and onion and show her how to curl the fingertips down so the nails protect them.  I suspect that as her hands are still rather gelatinous, the knife would still cut through the nail.  But she keeps getting more solid.  It might make a difference one day.
Then I set the knife down and hold a piece of avocado up to her mouth.  She looks at me carefully and then slowly opens her mouth and extends her tongue.  I put the piece of fruit on her tongue.  She sucks it in and starts chewing with a considering look on her face.
“Do you like it?”
She thinks about it and slowly nods. 
“Would you like a piece of cheese?”
She points to the ham and turkey on the counter.  “Are we having meat?” 
I tell her, “I’m not Jewish, baby.  We don’t eat kosher in my house.  Can you live with that?”
She giggles and gently spanks my shoulder, “I’m not living, Will.”
“Point.  So you don’t have to eat kosher either.”
She kisses my lips quickly and then steps back.  “Please sir, may I have some cheese?”
I open an individually packed Baby Brie as I ask,  “Oliver Twist?”
She nods and grins as I offer her the cheese.  She takes it from my hand and nibbles it.  A look of bliss runs across her face.  “Oh, gracious!  This is delicious!”
I make sandwiches with mustard, turkey, ham, havarti cheese, tomato, onion, and guacamole for Marissa and I.  Rebecca has another piece each of brie and avocado but stops with that as she isn’t sure how eating is going to work yet.  She sips at a small cup of water. 
After the quick meal, Marissa roots through my cabinets and puts a large spoonful of coconut oil into a small bowl.  She winks at me, puts her clutch under her arm, grabs her glass, and sashays to the bathroom.
I wink at Rebecca as I pick up the dishes.  I fill the sink with soap and water.  Rebecca washes as I dry and put away.
I let the water out and dry Rebecca’s hands.  I notice the grimy look of accumulated dirt remains on her hands despite them feeling smooth.  She watches me work with the towel.  She looks up at me and says, “It is part of me, Will.”
I ask, “You are transforming, Rebecca.  Where will the changes end?”
She shrugs and looks down shyly at her hands.  “I do not know, Will.  I’m hopeful that I will eventually have a body that is close enough to real that I can pass for being alive.  I don’t know if that is possible.”
I pull her into a hug.  She wraps her arms around my waist and burrows her head into my chest.  I tell her, “You’re getting really close, baby.”
I hear the bathroom door close as I hold Rebecca close to me and run hands up and down her back.  Eventually she looks up at me and smiles.  She reaches up and pulls me into a kiss.  I lose myself into her moist lips and playful tongue as I drop a hand to squeeze her skinny ass.  As I squeeze, she moans into my mouth.
She breaks the kiss and leans back to appraise me.  “Will, I am going to want what you’re doing to Marissa.  Kissing, licking, fucking...all of it.  Is that wrong?”
“No baby, it’s not wrong.  You have been old enough to have adult desires for well over a century.  I think it’s perfectly normal.  Something tells me Marissa won’t mind.”
Then we hear a trumpeting sound from the bathroom accompanied by a loud groan.
“Hmm.  I wonder if she’s sick,” I say.  Rebecca shrugs.
“Back to your question,” I tell her.  “It’s not wrong.  I want to hold you, protect you, and take care of you.  I want to get you as healthy as we can.  At that point, I will gladly make love to you if that is what you want.”
She looks seriously up into my eyes for a moment before a brilliant smile blooms on her face.  It changes her looks from ‘pretty’ to ‘beautiful.’  “I would like that, Will.  No one has ever treated me like you do.  I want to get lost in you.”
I kiss her again. 
I hear the bathroom door open.  I tell her, “I need to go pee.  You?”  As expected, she shakes her head.  I tell her, “I’ll meet you in the bedroom, baby.”
I drain Willy and wash up before stepping into the bedroom to see Rebecca wiping her hands on the hem of her nightgown.  Marissa wraps me in a hug just as I whip my T-shirt over my head.  She kisses me and then slides my boxers down my legs, kissing Willy as she stands back up.
Marissa says, “William, darling.  I have one last present for you.  Rebecca has been helping me prepare it for you.”  She steps away and leans over to rest her elbows on the mattress and spreads her legs.  She has removed her stockings, so I admire the bare, firm flesh of her legs and her … what?  Marissa’s ass is glistening.
She looks back over her shoulder and says, “Fuck my ass, Will.  It’s the only thing we’ve never done.  I want you to have all of me.”
“Are you sure, Marissa?  I’ve done it a couple of times.  The ladies don’t tend to like it much.  Only one acted like she liked it, and she trained for it significantly in advance.”  Despite my objection, Willy is hard enough to drive nails.
“Will, I’m sure,” she responds.  “I wanted to offer it to you the other night when I came to visit, but you were right about how I was cramping.  I wasn’t ready.  I am now, Will.  Violate me!  Make me completely yours!”
I walk up behind her and slide my cock into her welcoming pussy.  Marissa moans.  I lean over her and kiss her shoulder.  “You don’t need to do this, love.  I love you.  I don’t need to fuck your ass.  Your pussy is a wonderland, Marissa.”
“Good,” she says.  “Cause I’m going to want you back in there after you come in my ass.  But I want to give this to you, Will.  I can’t give you all my time, but this is something I can give you that I have never given to anyone else.  I love you, Will.  Let me give this to you.”
I press my hand upward above her mons as I stroke her g-spot with my thrusting cock for about five strokes.  She starts to quake with the beginning of a strong orgasm.  I pull out, and scoop up some of the oil in the bowl.  I lubricate my cock liberally, and then reach up and grab a fistful of Marissa’s hair. 
“Okay, Marissa.  Up against the wall.  Push that pretty little ass of yours back at me.  She literally throws herself against the wall and presents her ass.  I stand and notch my cockhead into her little rosebud.  Grabbing her hips with both hands, I press until the head passes the tight muscle ring. 
Marissa groans, “God, you’re big!”  I slowly slide forward.  She says, “More!  Give it all to me, Will!”  I back up and press forward until I’m almost hilted.  Marissa’s round, firm ass creates a plush pillow for my hips.  I gotta say it’s easier with the coconut oil for lubrication.  I think it’s slicker than my experience using KY jelly for this purpose.  Definitely slicker than Astroglide.  I pull back and slide back in.  Marissa is moaning as she relaxes a bit to let me move easily.  I reach around her to diddle her clit while I brutally fuck her ass.  She starts to quiver, shake, screech in rhythm with my thrusts. 
“Oh, Will!  I’m coming.  I’m coming with your fat cock in my ass.  I don’t believe it.  Come with me, lover!  Please!  Fu-fu-uh-uh-ck!  YES!”
I blow my seed in her tight ass while she spasms.  I press her into the wall with my hips.
I murmur.  “Thank you, Marissa.  I didn’t need this from you, but thank you.”
I pull out and scoop up her limp form and lay her on the bed.  Her gaping asshole slowly closes as my semen leaks out. 
Rebecca asks, “Can I eat it?
I shrug.  “I suppose so.  I’ll let you decide, sweetie.”
Rebecca scoops up a globule of semen and stuffs it into her mouth.  “Tastes fine to me.”
I lean down to Marissa’s smiling face as she looks up at me with hooded eyes.  “Thank you, my beautiful man.  Without a doubt, I am completely yours.”
“Yes,” I agree.  “Mine.”  Then I kiss her deeply, but then she starts moaning into my mouth.
I look at her and she murmurs with wide eyes, “Rebecca is cleaning me very thoroughly.”
I smile, “She is very concerned about wasting food.  I’m going to give Willy a quick bath, so I can put him back in that sweet pussy of yours.”
She smiles at me and closes her eyes.
I lift Rebecca’s face and kiss her deeply.  “You are too good to both of us, baby.” 
She smiles.  “I’ve gotten her as clean as I can for now, Will.”
* * *
The three of us made love until about 8pm.   At that point, we all went to have a little snack in the kitchen.  I put clean sheets on the bed.  Marissa and I squeezed into the shower together.  We managed to get our bodies clean in between groping and kissing.  We also managed not to get Marissa’s hair wet.  Rebecca handed us each a towel.  Once we were dry, we all went to bed about 9:30. 
Before I crawled between my two lovers, I set the alarm for 6 am.  I usually don’t start until 8:30, but I have a 6:30 conference call.  I slowly got situated between them and pulled them close.  ‘Bringing the full-size bed was not a good idea.’  With that thought I fell asleep.
* * *
Despite the cramped accommodations, I wake up feeling energized and refreshed.  I hurriedly put on the kettle to make a cup of coffee, brush my teeth, shave, and dress in jeans and a polo.  I log onto the company network and check my email before going to put the grounds in the filter and setting the cone on top of the cup.  The kettle clicks, and I pour the water into the cone to create my caffeinated goodness.  I may get an espresso machine once the house is done, but until then you can’t have a better cup of coffee than this.
I put on my headset and log onto the call when I feel a kiss on each cheek.  Rebecca on the left and a naked Marissa on my right.  Marissa throws a couple of pillows on the floor and Rebecca opens my jeans.  I announce myself on the call as they pull my jeans down.  I stand to allow the ladies to push my pants to the floor.  Willy starts to wake up as Marissa gives him a kiss.  I sit down to enjoy my coffee and manage the call for the weekly status on my software project.  Marissa and Rebecca kneel on the pillows and take turns licking and sucking my cock.  They considerately turn down the intensity while I’m talking, but then they try to make it up to me when I’m not.  I’m getting quite distracted by the time the call ends.  My notes from the meeting are nearly illegible.
Rebecca deepthroats me.  She starts swallowing repeatedly, and I quickly blow my load down her throat.  After four shots she pops me out of her mouth and into Marissa’s for one shot, then back again into her own.  She sucks me dry while pumping me with her hands.  She’s getting quite skilled!  When Rebecca is done, Marissa presents her with the shot of cum she caught.  Somehow she’s managed to keep it on her tongue.  Rebecca attacks Marissa’s tongue for the treat, and then they lip lock.  I’m assuming Rebecca is ensuring there are no remnants.  She pulls away shyly when they are done.
Marissa stands and kisses my cheek.  She caresses Rebecca’s face as she walks away.  I turn to watch her sashay to the bedroom.  Once Marissa disappears into the bedroom, Rebecca crawls onto my lap and hugs me.
She asks me quietly, “Will, is it wrong that I want to kiss her and lick her?”
I shake my head.  “No, Rebecca.  She’s very beautiful, and there is nothing wrong about you desiring to do those things or actually doing them.  It would only be wrong if someone forced you to do those things.”
“Oh good,” she responds.  “I really liked being in bed with the two of you.  I love kissing you.  Kissing Marissa is different, but I rather like that, too.”
“Here in the apartment, you should hug her and kiss her as often as you wish.  If we ever go outside together, it’s probably better to be more circumspect.  Not everyone is as understanding about two women kissing as I am.”
She nods as Marissa returns to the living room looking put together in her Sunday dress and heels.  I stand, and she loops her arms around my neck and smiles up at me.  “Will, I had a lovely time.  I’m so glad I shared my secret with you...and my lingerie...and my bald pussy...and my ass.”  She grins lasciviously at the last bit, and I smirk.
“Come back when you can, Marissa.  Did our efforts have the desired affect on the lump?”  I press my fingers into the location where I felt it before, but I don’t find anything.
She nods seriously.  “Thankfully, yes.”
I tell her, “We’ll figure out how to keep them from coming back.  In the meantime, my service is your pleasure.”
She smirks, “Don’t you mean it’s my pleasure to serve you?”
“That, too!  Seriously, Marissa.  We’ll figure something out.  You shouldn’t have to sneak over here when you’re trying to strengthen your relationship with Carla,” I tell her.
She nods, “She’s going to have to start meeting me half-way.  It feels like I’m doing all the work.”  She kisses me deeply.  “I will be back whether I have a lump or not.  I’m getting addicted to you, William.”  She winks at me as she releases me. 
Then she hugs Rebecca tightly.  “I’ll be back to visit you next week, baby.  Maybe I’ll get back over here towards the end of this week to visit, too.”
Rebecca kisses her lips chastely before saying, “I would like that, Marissa.”
Marissa kisses her back more passionately.  Then she says, “It’s not likely because I’m in Kingman, Flagstaff, and Cottonwood this week to visit clients.  However, if I can arrange it, I will drop by.  Take care of our man, baby.”
She heads to the door, and I open it to let her out.  She kisses my cheek and heads out into the morning.  I close the door, and Rebecca runs to me to wrap me in a hug.




11 - Becoming

 
Rebecca and I got into a pretty steady routine.  I would work reviewing plans, making phone calls, and having meetings to resolve issues.  I was on either the phone or a video chat about half of each day.  Every two hours, I would feed Rebecca my semen.  I also started pushing more water and food into her when she proved to have no adverse impacts from it.  Interestingly, she never went to the toilet.  Regardless, she would have a small portion of oatmeal in the morning, a half-sandwich and soup for lunch, and whatever meat and vegetable dish I’d concoct in the evening.  Monday.  Tuesday.  Wednesday. 
We talked quite a bit, but she wouldn’t tell me much other than her surname was Silberschmid and that she was indeed of Jewish descent.  I worked out by doing floor exercises in the small available space each day, so I could stay with her.
Tuesday afternoon, I got a call from Zach.  The gist of the call was they had finished shoring up the retaining walls.  The city agreed that the remnants of the frame were crap, so he demolished them and started digging the cellar.  That’s when he discovered the original cellar was still there in the dirt.  The dimensions didn‘t line up with the plans, so he planned to demolish the old walls and pull them out.  The city wanted to root around in the cellar before he tore them out.  They said the inspector said he would be on-site on Wednesday.  As a result, he said he wouldn’t finish digging the hole until the end of the day Thursday.  That became the first day of delay.
* * *
It’s Wednesday evening and I’m a little irked that Zach hasn’t returned my calls for a status on the City inspection. 
Rebecca and I are washing dishes from dinner.  She managed to eat a whole chicken breast and almost two cups of sauteed vegetables tonight.  She scrubs the dishes clean, and I dry them and put them away.  She wipes up the table as I finish drying and then tosses the washrag into the sink with a giggle.  I get splashed just as I close the cabinet with the dishes.  I wet my fingers and flick them at Rebecca and she squeals with joy at getting to play.  I empty the sink and turn to look at her as she wipes the soapy water from her face.
I’m shocked to see a clean patch of skin on her face!  “Rebecca…,” I say tentatively.  “...let me see your hands.”  She looks down at them to see that her hands are clean from the dishwater.
I ask her, “Does your gown come off?”
“I don’t know, Will…” Suddenly she looks down, loosens the knot of her nightdress, and shrugs it off her bony shoulders to pool at her feet.  She gasps as she looks up at me.  She instinctively covers herself, but stops and slowly lowers her hands to rest on her thighs.
“I’m whole, Will.”
I nod slowly.  “Would you like to get clean, baby?”
She responds shyly, “Yes.  Please, sir.”
I reach for her hand, and she clasps mine.  I lead her into the bathroom and get her a clean washcloth and a couple of towels.  I reach and start the shower.  I let it run for a minute while I explain the control.  “Cranking it counter-clockwise makes the water hotter.  Clockwise makes it cooler.  Clockwise until it points straight down and shuts it off.  Call me if you need anything, sweetie.”
Rebecca bites her lip.  “Will?”  I look at her inquiringly.  She ask, “Will you wash me?  Please?”
I gaze into her eyes, “My hands will be everywhere on your body.  Sudsing.  Scrubbing.  Rinsing.  It will be very intimate, Rebecca.”
She looks at me with desire in her eyes.  “Exactly, Will.  That’s what I want.  Your hands on my body, touching me.  Claiming me.  Please?”
I keep my eyes locked on hers as I remove my shirt, T-shirt, jeans, and boxers.  I pull her to me and kiss her.  I caress her emaciated, naked flesh, and she shivers as she opens her mouth to me.
I open the door, check the temperature, and step in.  Rebecca grabs the washcloth and joins me.  I close the door and turn her into the spray.  She gasps in surprise, then she moans at the pleasure of the warm water sluicing down her skin.
I guide her under the showerhead.  “Get right under it, baby.  Get your hair wet.”  I put about double the amount of shampoo I normally use into my hand.  Her hair is kind of sparse, but long enough to reach down to her narrow waist.  I suspect her hair was falling out as she died due to the lack of nutrition.  If she really is coming alive, we may be able to make her hair healthier with good nutrition. 
I think to myself, ‘Wait a minute, William.  How is it possible for her to transform from a spirit into a solid person?  That is the true mystery.’  I pull her back to get her head out of the spray and start massaging the shampoo into her scalp and the locks of her hair.  Rebecca hums in pleasure.
I tell her, “Keep your eyes closed, baby.  This shampoo will sting if it gets in your eyes.”  Her hair is so filthy that the shampoo barely raises any suds.  Those that do appear are dirty grey.  “Okay, back under the water, honey.” 
Rebecca leans forward, and I can see all the bones and sinewy muscles in her shoulders, back, and hips in high-definition.  I am seething with anger at what was done to her.  She turns around and looks at me. 
“You’re angry,” she states.
“Yes.  I could kill whomever did this to you.”  She is surprised by my reaction.  “How did you know I was angry?”
She says simply, “I have a connection to you.  I’d prefer to talk about that later.  Is that okay, Will?” she asks.
“Of course, sweetie.”  I kiss her lips gently.  “Turn around.  You need another round with the shampoo.”  She smiles at me and turns around.  I lather her up again.  This time there are actual suds and no visible dirty streaks.  Her groans of pleasure are deeper as I massage her scalp.  I have her do a rinse again.
Then I grab my bar of soap and wet it. I start by lifting her hair and scrubbing her neck first with soap, then her washcloth.  I scrub her ears and up into her hairline.  I soap up her arms, chest, stomach and legs.  I try not to spend too much time on her small breasts.  They look like they used to be bigger.  I have Rebecca rinse her front while I suds her back, bum, and the back of her legs.  Then I turn her around and soap the front again before scrubbing her well with her wash rag.  As I get to the bottom of her abs she spreads her legs.  I look up at her and she nods gently.  I finish scrubbing her legs.  Then I scrub her back again.  I hand her the washcloth and grab the soap before I kneel down in front of her. 
I soap up her bush until it’s filled with lather.  I’m surprised that it doesn’t show a similar thinning to that of her scalp.  Then I set the soap down and gently run my fingers through all the crevices of her vulva, scrub her taint, and scrub the little rosebud that isn’t hidden at all by her skinny little butt.  Rebecca’s breathing gets faster.  I take the wash cloth from her and gently scrub all those intimate spots again.   Willy comes out to inspect my work.  Finally, I wring the soap out of the wash rag and use it to rinse her in those same intimate spots.
I hand her the washcloth and put the soap back onto the ledge as she rinses everything one more time.  I stand behind her.  Laying Willy at the top of the shallow crevice of her buttocks, I wrap my arms around her.  I kiss her cheek and murmur, “Do you feel better now, baby?”
She nods as the water cascades over us.  She asks, “Why do you call me ‘baby,’ Will?”
I nuzzle her ear before I answer.  “It’s meant to be a term of endearment, Rebecca.  Despite being over one hundred years old, you look like a girl or a young woman, you have the innocence of a girl, and I have this overwhelming desire to protect you.  ‘Baby’ seemed appropriate.  I will stop if it bothers you.”
“Please don’t stop,” she replies immediately and squeezes my arms to her.  We stand in the warm spray quietly for a moment before she speaks again.  “My father came into my bedroom one night.  He grabbed my breast while his other hand was sliding up my leg.  I screamed for help.  My mother came in and picked up the little chair that had my old doll sitting on it and hit my father repeatedly over the head with it.  My father back-handed my mother, called me a slattern, and said I had bewitched him.  Then he grabbed me by the roots of my hair, and dragged me outside and down into the cellar.  He took me to the darkest corner, tied my hands together, and tied them to the post.”
She turns to face me. “My own father tried to rape me, and then he killed me for it.  He tied my mother up that night, too.  He came down to release her after three days because he couldn’t abide cooking and cleaning for himself any longer.  My mother came down and snuck me food every day for about two weeks.  She cleaned me up and gave me a bucket so I wouldn’t soil myself.  My father caught her and beat her within an inch of her life.  I never saw another living soul while I was alive.  I never learned what happened to my mother.  I hope she got help from Aunt Judith.”  She leans her head against my chest and strokes my sagging cock absently.
She looks up again, “Will, you are a better protector and provider to me than my own father.  The things he wanted to do to me - I want you to do to me.  You are not my father.  You’re more like a husband in my eyes.  My mother would approve of you.”
I kiss her gently, and she pulls me tighter as we lose ourselves in each other’s mouth.
I feel the water starting to get cooler as we break the kiss, so I lean around her and turn it off.  Rebecca turns it back on and off a couple of times before nodding to herself.  Then she turns back to me. 
I grab a towel and have her lean over.  I wrap a towel tightly around her hair before I have her stand back up.  I grab another and dry her.  Then I grab my towel and dry myself. 
I grab my brush and lead her to sit on the edge of the bed.  I sit behind her and squeeze the towel around her hair.  Eventually I think I’ve got it as dry as I can with this method, so I remove the towel.  Then I start brushing out the bottom four inches of hair.  Once I don’t hit any tangles, I move up a couple of inches and repeat.  Eventually I’m running the brush from her scalp to the ends of her long dark hair.  Finally, I pull her hair into a long tail, part it, and rapidly braid it.
Rebecca giggles, “Where did you learn that?”
“I used to braid my sister Allison’s hair when we were kids.  Then when I met Audrey, she had hair nearly as long as yours, so I would braid it before we would play games.  She’s got a cute little bob cut now.”
Rebecca stands and walks to look at herself in the mirrored doors of the closet.  She turns back and forth taking in her emaciated flesh.  She says, “I was never very heavy, but this is ridiculous.  I thought when I was done, I would have a healthy amount of meat on my bones.  I think I came back in the state that I died.  I lost count of how long I survived after mother stopped feeding me, but I was famished.  I think I would be sick right now if you hadn’t been forcing me to eat.”
I join her and hug her from behind.  “It’s a miracle that I’m holding you in my arms, baby.  If we can make this happen, making your body stronger and healthier should be minor work.”
She looks at me in the mirror.  She looks like she‘s struggling with telling me more.  Finally she just relaxes in my arms.  I hold her and rock her.
Eventually, Rebecca takes my hand and places it over her pussy.  “William, this belongs to you.  All of me belongs to you.  Please claim me.”
“Don’t you think we should wait until your stronger, baby?”
She shakes her head once in each direction before saying, “No.  Make love to me, Will.  Please don’t make me beg.  I know I’m not beautiful now, but please make me feel like I am.”
I scoop her up into a bridal carry.  “Rebecca, you are two steps away from your body dying again, but you are still beautiful. You will look more so when we get you healthy.  More food and more water, baby.”
Her eyes are shining brightly into mine.  “Yes, Master.”  There’s a weight to the way she says it, but there is joy on her face.  I don’t get a vibe that she’s a submissive, but the title is a little perplexing.  I accept it as a term of endearment and carry her to bed.
I lay her down on the mattress and lie down beside her.  She looks at me as I lean over her to look in her eyes, sliding my right leg between hers.  Rebecca wraps her slender arms around my neck, and we kiss.  We start slowly, with lots of nibbling on each other’s lips and quick teasing licks, but before too long I’m chasing Rebecca’s tongue and she’s trying to devour my face.  Soon, she is humping my thigh as I gently caress her left breast and tease the nipple to attention.  Despite her breasts seeming only partially full, her dark brown areola tents to look like a puffy, conical tent with the bead of her small hard nipple on top.  Beautiful!
I kiss Rebecca again as I continue to gently stimulate her breast.  She moans in my mouth and grinds her pelvis against my leg.  I start kissing down her jawline to her neck.  Her neck has a rosy flush, and I can see her pulse beating rapidly under her flesh.  I kiss her pulse, and then I lick and suckle her neck, marking her as mine.  She digs her nails into my shoulders and moans.
Once I’m satisfied with my brand on Rebecca’s flesh, I trail kisses down her chest following the rosy flush.  I kiss under her right breast while I continue to fondle and tease the left with my hand.  I suck the distended nipple and areola into my mouth and maintain the suction as I slowly pull off them with a little pop.  Then I suck her into my mouth again and lave the nipple with my tongue.  Rebecca wraps her arms around my head, pressing my mouth into her breast.
“Oh Will!  I didn’t know this would feel so good!”
I release her nipple and look up at her.  “Feeling good is the whole point, baby.  I make you feel pleasure.  You make me feel pleasure.  It has to be mutual, or it’s just empty sex.”
I kiss my way down her abdomen, keeping my eyes locked on hers.  I kiss right through her bush straight down to her vulva.  I kiss up and down both sides of her outer labia, pressing my tongue into the flesh.  She seems to appreciate that based both on her gasping breath and how her petals start to open.  She has very trim inner labia.  I doubt that has anything to do with starvation.  She just naturally has very pretty, neat petals.  I suckle on each before running my tongue along the inside and outside of each.  The tip of her clitoris is just barely poking out, and I give it a very gentle lick.  Rebecca jumps from the intense sensation.
I lick all around her clit, lapping at the hood, the tip, and pulling back the hood to reveal more of the tender, sensitive flesh beneath.  I gently lick around all of the exposed clit while paying attention to Rebecca’s reaction.  Apparently she likes it best when I lick the underside a little to my left.  I stay right there, locking my eyes with hers as she gasps with each stroke of my tongue.  Suddenly she grabs my head with both hands while throwing her head back in a moan that ends with a squeak and quivering abdomen and thighs.  I press the flat of my tongue into her labia and lick up across her clit as she shrieks again.
I remove her hands from my head and place them on her breasts.  “Baby, pinch your nipples while I lick you.”  I return to her favorite spot and assault her with my tongue.  Her mouth forms an ‘O,’ then she clamps her lips shut as she starts to quake again.
“Oh my god, Will!  Don’t stop!  Please!  Don’t …. AAAAAAAA!” she groans and pushes my head away as she tries to crawl up the mattress murmuring, “Too much!  Too much!”
I hook her legs and bring her back to me.  I raise her legs in the air and admire my handiwork.  Her whole crotch has a rosy glow that extends past her bush and half-way down her thighs as they shake.  There is a dew of pearlescent, creaminess in the opening of her pretty little pussy.  I drop my head and lick her hole to taste it.  That tastes MUCH better than what she left on the loveseat.  I drive my tongue inside her to dig it out as she resumes trying to crawl away.
“Will!  Please!  Give me a rest!” she exclaims.  I pull out a small globule of treasure before I crawl back up her body and kiss her.  I push my treasure into her mouth and onto her tongue.   She moans.
I back off and look into her beautiful, brown eyes.  “Rebecca my love, that is what you taste like.”
She savors the musky, slightly sweet flavor.  “That’s not bad,” she says in wonder. 
I shake my head, “No, baby.  That’s divine.” 
She flashes me a big smile.  “I think Marissa tastes better.”
“Thank you for giving me a break, William.  I still feel very needy down there, but I needed to catch my breath,” she murmurs.  “I am ready for more,” she says and reaches down to grab Willy.
I kiss her slowly, savoring the taste of her pussy on her mouth and the warmth of her moist lips.  I leave her gasping from the kiss and kneel back on my heels.  I rub Willy up and down her slit, stimulating her labia, clit, and teasing her opening until she starts thrusting up to meet me.  I stick Willy in until I reach resistance.  Then I bounce my thumb gently across her clit while reaching up to squeeze her right nipple with the other hand.  She starts to quake and thrusts her hips at me.  I press forward in time with her thrust to break her hymen and seat Willy about three inches inside her.
Rebecca lies there gasping as tears collect in her eyes.  I crawl forward, letting my weight press Willy a little further inside.  I don’t like seeing tears in my lover’s eyes, so I gently kiss them away.  She wraps her arms around my neck and kisses me.  At first the shock and pain keep her pretty tentative.  Eventually as the shock fades she starts kissing me with the passion I’ve come to expect from her the last couple of days. 
I don’t move any further inside Rebecca, but as we kiss she starts to squirm around me.  Willy and I are both quite happy with that.  Eventually she breaks the kiss and looks at me quizzically as she realizes what she’s doing.  She bites her lip and concentrates for just a second before she nods and turns her focus to me.  “Fuck me, Will.  Fuck me bow-legged!”
I laugh out loud, and she chuckles too.  “Did I not say it right?”
I give her a quick kiss.  “You said it perfectly, baby.  Your wish is my command.”
I press deeper into her and then start to retreat.  She whimpers as I pull out, and then groans “YES!” as I push back into her.  I go very slowly at first until I am able to hilt myself inside her.
“Will,” she moans.  “You are filling me and stretching me, and I love it.”
I set a steady rhythm in her tight pussy.  She squeezes her eyes shut for a moment then opens them wide with a gasped “Oh!” I hook her knees and raise them so her feet dangle in the air over my hips.  She gasps in time with my thrusts, “Oh!  That’s.  Diff.  ‘Rent!  So.  So.  Deep!  Inside!  OMIGOD!”  At that point she shudders beneath me and I feel her muscles clamp onto me before she releases enough moisture to let me keep moving.  Her fingers dig into my shoulders as I look down on her in ecstasy.
I am getting really close myself.  I lean down and murmur to her.  “Rebecca, I am going to cum in your pretty, tight little pussy.  I am going to feed your pussy just like I fed your mouth.”
She moans again, and her orgasm strengthens.  She moves her hands to my back and pulls me to her while her nails dig into the flesh of my back.  I continue, “I’m doing this because your beauty has captured me.  Your beautiful face, body, and soul drive me to claim you.  You are mine, baby.  I am going to keep fucking you forever!”  She shrieks after the last word from my mouth and flutters her muscles around my cock.  It feels like she’s milking me.  I’m about to lose my mind.  I go wild and fuck her as hard as I can for one, two, three, four, fi… “Oh, jeez!”  Willy explodes in sensation that crawls up my back and into my brain as he delivers my payload into Rebecca’s milking pussy.  She lets loose a wordless scream as my cum sprays her insides.  I am barely aware of her nails rending my skin as I collapse on top of her.
There’s a pounding on the wall and a faint voice of an old woman yelling. “I’m trying to sleep over here!”
I laugh, and Rebecca chuckles between gasps as we ride our aftershocks to the end of this journey in bliss.
I roll off Rebecca as gently as I can, but we both moan the loss of our intimate connection.  Rebecca scoots across a little, so there is room for me to lay down.  Then she crawls up and straddles my hips.  I see a little blood stain on her thighs.  She leans forward and plants her hands on my chest.
She smiles gently as she says in a serious tone, “William James, I willingly accept you as my master.  My body is yours by your creation.  My soul is yours by my choice.  I give myself to you to use for your pleasure.”
I quickly insert, “and your own.”
Rebecca flashes a brilliant smile at me.  “And my own.  I am your willing whore, Master.”




12 - Blowing my mind

 
I sit up and snatch her into my arms in alarm.  “Rebecca you are not a whore!”
Rebecca says, “Will, that is the way things are done.  I know that from my initiation.  I didn’t know you were a necromancer when I started feeding on you, but it’s the only reasonable explanation.  I didn’t catch on at first because you just fed me energy to create my own body rather than creating a flesh golem or finding a zombie to push me into.”
Okay...I’m confused as hell.  “What are you talking about, Rebecca?  I’m not a...a what?  A necromancer?  I’m just a guy.  A standard, human male who is loving his girlfriend.  Zombies?  Golems?  Did I bang your head on the headboard, baby?”
I guess my confusion is evident on my face, and she suddenly looks confused, too.  She says, “Will, it’s okay.  I’m happy to be your whore.  We’re not married, and I’m going to keep on opening my legs willingly to you.  How could I not after that experience?”  She closes her eyes and purrs.
 
I squeeze her, “Let’s start with this business of you being a whore.  A whore is someone that takes money for sex.  You’ve not taken anything from me.  You’ve been a loving friend who has gone out of her way to pleasure me when feeding you could have been an embarrassing or uncomfortable experience for us both.”
She nods, “You didn’t pay me in money, Will.  You paid me with your semen imbued with your power.  I know that now.  I don’t blame you for it.  It made me feel empowered to create my own body.  You were a friend from the beginning.  You were generous to feed me, and I loved sucking your cock.  I’m hopeful you will allow me to do it just for the pleasure of it.  Plus, when I watched you make love to Marissa, I knew I wanted that from you.  And now, my beautiful, loving Master, you have given me life and love and happiness.  For that I will gladly be your whore.”
I frown at her insistence that she’s a whore.  “Rebecca, maybe this is a difference in language that has developed since you died.  You used the word ‘slattern’ before.  As I understand that word, it can mean a prostitute, or whore, or it can mean a promiscuous woman.  Today we would say ‘slut’ instead, and it is generally used to imply promiscuity or wanton revelling in sensual pleasures.”
She looks at me seriously, “Wanton was used for promiscuity.  Slut meant whore.”
I continue, “Whore also implies a lack of connection and disrespect.  Yet you said you were ‘my whore.’  That means to me that you expect me to loan you out to other men to service them for money.  That will not happen.”
She smiles, “Good.  I don’t want to service anyone but you, Will.”  She pauses.  “If Marissa wants to play, I would be okay with that.  She’s so nice and so beautiful.  And she is my friend.  I did not know that was a possibility until I fed from her after you filled her up.”
I smirk, “Just like I told her, I won’t try to stop you from having a girlfriend.  I’m sure you would be better to Marissa than Carla is.  Let’s drop the ‘whore’ label and stick with ‘girlfriend’ and ‘lover.’  You have no obligations to me.”
She’s aghast, “But Will, you have to claim me and own me.  If not, another necromancer could steal me and use me.  I’d rather be dead than be the slave of another necromancer.”
I cock an eyebrow at her.  She adjusts her seat in my lap and wraps her legs and arms around me.  I ask her, “So how common are necromancers?”
She shrugs, “Not real common, but there are some around.  My Aunt Judith was one.  Power ran in my family.  Aunt Judith taught me about necromancers during my initiation.  She used to speak in hushed tones of awe when she would talk about the powers of the strongest necromancers.”
“Baby, magic isn’t real.  Sleight of hand is about as close as you can get,” I tell her.
She looks at me and her beautiful brown eyes show specks of green.  “Not true, William.”  She looks seriously up into my eyes.  She says, “I was a witch.  I was an apprentice to Mrs. Leuvenfeld, who was a mistress of the craft.  Basically, I was learning all of the medicinal properties of plants, learning how to use them to heal and harm, and how to imbue them with my power to enhance the natural effects of the plants.”
I start to speak, but she places a finger on my lips.  “I can see you don’t believe me, beloved Master.  Please trust me on this.  I get that it’s not known.  We didn’t discuss our craft with anyone outside Mrs. Leuvenfeld’s circle.  Her husband was a sorcerer.  He taught me the basic information of his craft.  Aunt Judith was known to the Leuvenfelds because we all went to synagogue together, and they were a circle - a small community of the magical crafts’ practitioners that support each other.”  She pauses and kisses me gently.  “Please don’t hate me for this, William.  I would rather you killed me than hate me and live.”
I look at her.  She’s serious.  She’s serious about all of it - preferring to die to being hated by me, the magic - all of it.  I kiss her with my eyes wide open.  “Rebecca, I could never hate you.  You really are a pure soul.  I love you.”  I sigh realizing what I’ve just said.  I’m in love with a resurrected ghost.  “That is scary to admit after what Melanie did to me, but it’s true.  I loved Melanie, but she betrayed me.  I don’t hate her, but she hurt me badly.  That’s why I don’t like to admit my feelings to any of my ladies.  But I have just admitted them to you.  I love you.  I love Marissa.  I love Audry.  I could never hate any of you.”
Rebecca smiles and gives me a wet passionate kiss.  “I love you too, William James.  I will need you to use me like the whor...um...slut that I am before you go to sleep, Master.”
I chuckle, “If it please you, baby.”
Rebecca grins and continues with her primer on magic.  “There are five types of magical craft.  They are Theocromancy, Thaumaturgy, Sorcery, Witchery, and Necromancy.  I studied witchery, the craft of using herbs to impact the health of living humans and animals.  It includes both healing and poisoning.  I study the properties of plants, make tinctures, poultices, or teas and imbue them with my power to increase its effectiveness.  Students of witchery may be either a ‘witch’ or a ‘healer.’  A ‘healer’ only focuses on plants to heal.  If you have a problem with vermin like rats, fleas, or wife-beating husbands, you need a witch.  I’m a witch, or I was a witch.  I can’t feel my power.  Maybe I lost it when I died.  It’s okay if I did.  I think I got a good trade because I now have you.  Plus, I didn’t lose the knowledge, just the power.”
She kisses me again.  “Theocromancy is the craft of blessing or cursing an individual by strengthening or weakening a soul - the spiritual element of life.  That craft was rare outside of the Roman Catholic church in my time.  Theomancers are generally referred to as ‘priests.’  The theomancer in Mrs. Leuvenfeld’s circle was Monsignor Morgan at the local Catholic church.  Not all priests are theomancers, but all theomancers are priests.  Their power comes from their belief.  Rabbi Levinson in our synagogue was a High Priest, but we never discussed the craft with him as he was not in our circle; although, I always expected that Monsignor Morgan studied under him.”
She stops and looks surprised.  “Oh my!  I need to pee!”  She launches off the bed towards the bathroom.  I go to the kitchen and fill a couple glasses of water.  I drain mine as I hear Rebecca release her bowels, too.  ‘It IS a cozy little apartment,’ I think to myself.  I refill my glass as I hear her rattle the toilet paper roll, followed by the handle on the commode, and eventually she flushes it.  Then the sink is running.
She joins me in the kitchen.  I hand her a glass of water, and she drains that.  She sighs and says, “Oh my!  I needed that.”  She taps my chest, “William, modern bathrooms are much better than running to the outhouse.  And I can wash myself right there too!  Very convenient!”
I chuckle at how much she appreciates modern plumbing as I refill her glass.  “Couch or bed?” I ask her over my shoulder.
“Couch, I think.  We can still sit on the sheet,” she says decisively.
“Right.  I don’t want to stick to the faux leather,” I agree.
We sit and Rebecca places her legs over mine as we turn to face each other and lean against the back cushion.
“Where was I?” she asks.  “Oh yes.  Thaumaturgy is the most rare craft.  We didn’t have a practitioner in our circle.  Aunt Judith said there was one in Jerome that went around and saved people from mine collapses.  Thaumaturgy is the craft of affecting a desired result on a whole ‘thing’ by affecting a small piece of it or a related item.  Mrs. Leuvenfeld says...er, said, that no one really understands thaumaturgy except thaumaturges.”
I nod, and Rebecca continues.  “Wow!  Talking is so much easier now than when I was spectral.  Next up is sorcery, the craft of summoning demons and spirits to perform tasks.  Sorcery is a bit strange in that very little actual power is required for it.  It’s a craft of willpower and knowledge.  That’s why there are so many stories of people accidentally summoning a demon and being eaten or enthralled.  It’s largely procedural.  Correct pronunciation, correct procedures, and the will to bind the summoned entity to do your bidding.  I am not saying there are no sorcerers with significant power, but a strong will is the main requirement.  An exceptional memory is also useful, but most people with power have a better memory than most non-talented folks.”
Rebecca reaches out and caresses my cheek, “That brings me to you, William my love.”  I smile at the title.  She continues, “Necromancy is the craft of manipulating life energy and death energy.  It can be used to heal by removing death energy, like you did for Marissa, or counteracting the effects of atrophy.  It can also be used for harm by removing the life energy or binding a soul much like a sorcerer would a summoned entity.  They can kill zombies with minimal thought as zombies have no soul to hold their life energy to their bodies - fortunately they are rare.  Necromancers can kill humans and demons because both have souls.  The necromancer can drain the life energy from their very souls or by separating their souls from their bodies to create a zombie.  They can resurrect a dead body by filling it with life energy and even push the soul back into it if it is nearby.  If the soul has departed, resurrection will result in a zombie.  If the body has decomposed to the point the brain has deteriorated, then the result is a ghoul.  Necromancers can resurrect a ghost by pushing them into a zombie or by creating a golem from the earth or flesh and pushing the ghost into that.  Apparently, they can also do it by feeding life energy into the ghosts’ spectral form, which allows the ghost to create its own body.  I hadn’t heard of that until you did it to me.”
I shake my head.  “I don’t get it Rebecca.  I didn’t exert any will or consciously do anything.”
She shrugs.  “I don’t know how to explain it, Will.  I just know that you did it.  Ghosts don’t come back to life unless a necromancer makes it happen.  That you did it without intent indicates you are very powerful.” 
She taps her lips for a moment and then takes a sip of water.  “Aunt Judith mentioned once that the Saint Jacques family in New Orleans were the most powerful of the known necromancers, and they could do unbelievable feats of magic. She used to tell stories of some of the stuff Remy St. Jacques used to do.  The St. Jacques family all disappeared one day.  No one knows what happened to them.”
I think, ‘Oh shit!  I take a big gulp of water.  I look off into the distance and tell her, “They all packed up and moved to St. Louis.  I don’t know why.  They anglicized their name to St. James upon arrival.  The family that left St. Louis to move to Kansas City dropped the ‘saint’ part all together.  Both of my parents are descendents of Remy St. Jacques.  My mother is from the St. James family of St. Louis; although, her maiden name was Conner.  Grandma Connor lived to one hundred seven, but she looked like she might have been in her fifties.  My mom looked older than Grandma when she died at forty-nine.  My dad was from the James family of Kansas City.  I grew up in a little town called Osage City - about a two-hour drive from Kansas City.”
Rebecca is awed.  “Master!  You’re a St. Jacques!” she exclaims.
I look at her with a frown on my face.  “Why am I your master?  In BDSM play, it’s common for submissive, or ‘subs,’ to call their dominate, or ‘dom,’ their ‘Master.’  I don’t think you have a submissive bone in your body.  I don’t get it.”
“William my love, you created my body.  As a result, you have ownership rights over me as a slave.  That makes it very difficult for another necromancer to take me away from you as long as you actively admit the bond and claim me.  My ready acceptance of you as my master makes it even more difficult for another to steal me.  That our relationship is sealed by bonds of love makes the bonds nearly impossible to break.”  She smiles at me.  “When Marissa and I were lying on either side of your sleeping body holding hands, she asked if I loved you.  I admitted it to her.  I fell for you almost immediately just because you treated me like I was important, and you showed compassion for my plight.”
“How could I not, sweetheart?”  I lean and kiss her gently before sitting back.
She smiles at me.  “I must say I prefer this life to my last one.”  She gets thoughtful for a moment.  “However, it may all be one life.  I guess I should say ‘I enjoy living in this body more than the last one.’  Don’t you think so, Will?”
“Sounds right, Rebecca.”
She says, “Let’s try an experiment.  Close your eyes.”  I do.  “Reach for me with your mind.  Imagine touching me with your mind.”  I nod after a moment.  Then she says, “Now gently give me a little push with your mind.”  I do and she immediately gasps.  “Oh my gracious, Master!  You almost pushed me out of my body!”
I set my glass down and hug her to me, which causes her to splash her water on me.  I take her glass and set it next to mine.  “Honey, I just thought about pushing about this much.” I demonstrate with my hand against her shoulder.
She looks up at me and says, “You are strong!  You created a body for a spirit, which is a master level work.  You did it by accident.”
I hold her close, “What do I do?”
“I don’t know, Master.  I don’t know any necromancers.  My Aunt Judith might still be alive, but it’s unlikely.  She claimed she wasn’t that strong.  A strong necromancer can essentially live forever.
‘Okay...my mind is officially blown.’
She says, “Maybe start by touching the soul of people you meet, so you get used to seeing souls and touching them.  Keep removing the death energy from Marissa, too.  That’s good practice, and it helps someone you love.  Maybe see if you can do it with intention without fucking her.  Then you can keep the fucking limited to showing her how much you love her.”
I give her a shy grin.
“She loves you too, Will.  Her girlfriend is tearing her apart.  I think she really wants to drag Carla over here and start a ménage a trois with you.  Carla is the problem.”
“You don’t sound bothered by the idea, baby.”
“I am not bothered by it.  I like Marissa.  I think we are going to be great friends.  I would be fine with my master ordering me to pleasure her with my mouth,” she says with a wicked grin.
I laugh and wink at her.  “I really have turned you into a slut, haven’t I?”
“Maybe not completely, William my love.  I think you still have work to do to finish my conversion.  Get busy, Master!”  She grins at me like she’s about to get a treat.
So I get up, snag her into a bridal carry, and march her to the bedroom to do just that.  She laughs gloriously.
* * *
It’s about 9:30 pm when my phone pings.  I look around and it’s not on the bedside table.  I walk out to the living room.  I fill both our glasses and check my messages. 
I look at my email first to find a note from Zach.  The city inspector didn’t show today, but committed to making it tomorrow afternoon.  Great, that’s two days of slippage.  There are a couple of status updates from my work team, and a job invite from Upwork to do some test automation.  That last one is exciting.  I suspect that my new girlfriend is going to require a bit of money to get her ‘legal’ in the modern world.  Since it will all be fraudulent, I’m sure it will be expensive.  Who can I ask?
Bernadette!  I’m sure she knows someone reliable.  She’s a madame.  I am certain she knows all kinds of people that do shady work.  I’ll may have to fuck her to get what I want, but the times we’ve done that were rather enjoyable.  There’s just no emotional connection - well, not true.  There’s something there, but it’s not love.  Regardless, I’ll ask her when I’m visiting Audrey.
Then I check my text messages.  Just one...from Marissa.  ‘I sure enjoyed myself Sunday.  Tell Rebecca that I will stop by tomorrow afternoon.’
I write back, ‘You’re always welcome here.  Rebecca would love for you to visit.  I’m afraid she’s going to be bored watching me work.  Maybe the two of you can shop for clothes.  She needs some.’
She sends a ‘wow’ emoji back almost immediately.  ‘So she finally decided it was okay to retire the nightgown?’
I send back, ‘Yes.  She says she feels much better now that she has showered and is clean.’
I pick up the glasses of water and the phone.  I put them on the bedside table, and take Willy for a walk.  I hear my phone ping right before I flush.
I walk back to bed to find Rebecca with a sleepy, satisfied smile on her face.  “Hello, William.  I heard a bell.”
“Yes, baby.  It’s my phone. Marissa sent me a message.”  I pick up the phone and lie down next to her.  I show her the screen as I read the message.  ‘OMG! Give Rebecca my love and congrats. CU tomorrow!  XOXO.’
Rebecca asks, “OMG?”
“It stands for ‘Oh My God.’  It’s an expression of surprise.  CU is pretty apparent if you say it out loud.  You know ‘XOXO,’ right?”
“No.”
“Hugs and kisses,”  I tell her.  I set my alarm for 6:30 and turn out the light.
Rebecca cuddles up to me and wraps an arm over my chest.  “Is that device hard to learn?”
I kiss her gently and tell her, “It’s probably more difficult for you because you have no frame of reference for many of the things it does.  However, you’re smart enough to figure it out.  I may have to walk you through some stuff first to help you understand.  Like the computer I showed you how to use.”
She says with a yawn, “the hardest part of that was manipulating it with a spectral body.  Good night, my loving master.”
“Goodnight, baby.”




13 - Building a Bond

 
I get up with the alarm, shutting it off quickly in the hope that Rebecca can get some more sleep.  I set about doing my morning hygiene routine - pee, sun salutation, taiji, shower, and breakfast.  That gets me online for work at a few minutes after 8 AM.  I read through my emails and make a couple of calls to clarify a couple of issues.  The one where one of my developers was getting pulled turned out to be more of an issue of the manager wanting some attention than a real issue.  He backed down after we talked for about five minutes.  I add him to my list of ‘frequent’ check-ins to keep him on board.  I hear the toilet flush and the shower start as I dial into my 9:30 AM conference call. 
It’s supposed to be an hour call, but we have a tangent come up on testing towards the end.  There is an issue with the test environment that is important and urgent enough to keep talking.  I hate running over like that, but it’s part of the joy of managing projects.  Fortunately, the people needed to resolve it can all stay.  I let everyone else go.  Warm arms and damp hair embrace me from the back of my chair as I hang up the call.  I remove my headset and turn to face Rebecca.
She does a creditable imitation of her spectral voice.  “Hung-ree,” she says with a lascivious grin. 
I chuckle and give her a warm good morning kiss.  “I’m happy to make breakfast for you.  I’m guessing you want a creamy hors-d'œuvre, my love?”
She slides to her knees reaching for my belt.   I see she is wearing one of my flannel shirts as a robe.  “Pleeeeeeeez, Master!”   Willy takes note immediately.
“Okay, baby.  Get under the desk.  I need to wrap up meeting notes.  Once I get that done, I can make you a real breakfast,” I tell her.
Rebecca grabs a pillow and positions herself under the desk as I open my jeans and slide them off.  Rebecca takes me in her mouth and starts to demonstrate her burgeoning skills.  I try to concentrate on the outcomes of the meeting and after-meeting to get the highlights in bullet formatted document at minimum.  The sensations of Rebecca’s mouth quickly force me to give up the cause.  Instead, I focus on her - her tongue, hands, and lips on my cock, her eyes locked onto mine.
This isn’t going to take long.  I look at her and my eyes begin to droop slightly until my sight loses focus.  She appears to have colors erupt from her flesh.  She is surrounded by a white corona, and I can see light blue and black eddies on her skin.  My eyes flash open in surprise.  I continue to see the corona faintly around her.  ‘Weird,’ I think to myself.
Then Rebecca grabs my hips with both hands and pushes me to the entrance of her throat and swallows.  I go right down her throat!  I guess she got used to doing it before she had a gag reflex.  She continues to swallow repeatedly. 
She slides back to take a couple of breaths, smiles and shoves Willy down her throat again.   I have a strange idea.  I close my eyes and try to gather life energy from around me to saturate myself with it.  I sense an unusual tightness in my head, neck, chest, and balls.  Rebecca continues to work her throat - once, twice, thrice.
I explode down her throat with a loud groan as she continues to milk me with her throat before sliding back to wrap her lips around my head and suck hard.  I pump out one of the biggest loads of cum I’ve ever created.  The tightness is gone.
I slowly open my eyes as I come down off the high generated by Rebecca’s mouth.  Her eyes are alight with joy.  She reaches up with both hands and squeezes from the base of my cock all the way to the tip.  A pearl of semen gathers there, and she licks it up with an ‘Mmmm’ sound. 
Rebecca gets up off the floor and crawls onto my lap.  “Thank you, Will.  I’m less ‘hung-ree’ now.”  She gives me a wicked grin.
I kiss her passionately.   I release her mouth to tell her, “I need to take a long vacation, so we can spend more quality time together.”
She cuddles into me and says, “Yes, please.”  She looks up at me with a smile.  “I need to find something to do with myself, or I will drive you insane.  I’ve been stuck here for one hundred thirty-two years.  I have a major case of cabin fever!”
I chuckle as I squeeze her to me.  “I bet, ‘Becca.”
She gets suddenly serious.  “Please don’t call me that, William.  My father called me that while he was attempting to rape me.  Becky might be okay, but not Becca.”
I nod back with equal gravity.  “Got it.  Rebecca it is.”
She smiles slightly, “I must confess to rather liking ‘Baby.’”
I chuckle, “Yes, ma’am.”
She kisses me and gets up.  “I can make my own breakfast, Will.  I actually used to be a pretty good cook.  I have figured out how to turn on the stove, and I know where the food is stored.  I can manage.”
“Okay,” I answer before I stand and clothe my lower half.  I watch her skinny butt and legs sashay into the kitchen.  ‘Damn, she’s skinny!  I really need to focus on helping her get healthy.’  Her hair looks like she put it into a loose braid while it was still wet.
I watch her squat down in front of the refrigerator and set out butter, bread, eggs, sliced ham, liverwurst, and an onion.  She then digs a cutting board and knife from the cabinets and drawers before getting busy.  I watch her clean and chop the onion without cutting her own finger.  At that point, I figure I can let her do her own thing.
I turn back to finishing the meeting notes.  I send them out and then call the Product Manager for the software we’re building to discuss likely features and ‘stories’ for the next development sprint.  After I hang up, I go to the table and kiss Rebecca’s cheek while she eats her breakfast.
I ask, “Would you like a cup of coffee?”  She nods as she chews, so I put the kettle on to boil and get the cup-top filter kit out.  I guess I better get a second one as I have a full-time companion now.  I put it on my Wunderlist shopping list and prepare a couple of filters.
Then I go sit by my lover as I wait for the water to boil.  I touch her hand and make sure I have her attention.  “Eat more.  You need to put on some fat and feed your muscles.  Looking at you, I am guessing your health is about where you were about four days before you died.  We need to fuel your cells, remove toxins, and get you active.”
She looks down at her plate.  “I agree, Will.  I’ll make another sandwich.”
“How about we get you on a steady routine of five to six meals every day?  Standard or smaller portions, but I want to keep a steady flow of nutrients into your body for about four weeks while we get you started exercising.  After that, we can transition to a standard three square meals per day.”
She looks at me seriously.  “You put some thought into this.”
“A little,” I agree.  “I’m worried about your health, Rebecca.  I am just getting to know you.  I don’t want to lose you.  Would anything from your studies as a witch allow you to create a tonic to cleanse toxins and invigorate your cellular health.”
She smiles at me.  “Yes, Master.  I will spend some time this afternoon working up a couple of recipes.  I must meditate to remember them as my spell book is gone.  They should work even without applying power to them; I will just need to take them longer.”  She takes a bite of bread covered in butter and liverwurst.
“Great,” I say as I stroke her arm.   “Rebecca, you mentioned some things last night that are leading me to more questions.”
She swallows her bite of bread and asks, “Such as?”
“Zombies, ghouls, golems, demons, and spirits.  Life energy versus death energy.  What do I need to know about these to ensure I don’t cause trouble unintentionally?”
She gives me an appraising look.  “Easy questions first.  Zombies are humans that have no soul.  Most are born without a soul, but as I said last night - necromancers can make them, too.  I don’t know how because if you remove the soul from a body, it dies.  Ghouls are essentially the same except they were dead and animated long after their brain structure has deteriorated.  I don’t know what the threshold is.  Neither has an aura when you look at them with craft-sight.  All humans do.  I used to see a small corona from plants and animals too, but it usually appeared light green to me - life energy.  Zombies have none.  I’ve never seen one, so I can’t tell you what they look like to my sight.”
I nod in acknowledgement.  “This morning when you were getting your appetizer, I suddenly saw a white corona surrounding you.  Then I also saw that you had eddies of blue and black energy flowing through your body.”
Rebecca frowns for a moment.  “The corona is probably my soul.  The blue and black may be how you perceive life energy and death energy.  I don’t know enough about necromancy to relate what you are describing to what I have experienced.”  She reaches out to touch my hand.  “We need to find a necromancer to train you.  I just don’t know enough about your craft to help you.”
I agree, “Makes sense.  I’m not sure how to go about that, but we can put it on our ‘to do’ list.”
“As for golems,” she says.  “They are artificial life forms.  As far as I know, only necromancers can create them.  They are considered a major work.  Aunt Judith mentioned that her final project to finish her apprenticeship was to create a clay golem.   You can make them out of dirt, or ‘clay,’ or you can make them from the flesh of corpses.  Aunt Judith said that most necromancers avoid the flesh golems as it’s difficult to get them to look alive.  I’m guessing what you did for me would also be considered a major work.”
I say, “This is all so difficult to wrap my brain around.  I believe you, but it is so far outside my frame of reference that I have difficulty grasping these ideas even when you explain them.  I definitely need a mentor.”
“I think so,” she agrees.  “Now, you also asked about demons.  I don’t really know much about them.  I understand that they are not ‘demonic’ in the traditional, literary, ‘minion of Satan’ sense.  It’s really an abbreviated name.  Originally, they were called ‘Dimension Travellers.’  They come from a variety of ‘dimensions.’   Sorcerers can call them here physically.  A necromancer can push the soul of a demon into a zombie.”
I ask, “Can they be pushed into a golem?”
“I don’t know,” she answers.  “I’ve never heard of it.”  She grins at me.  “Ask your mentor.”
I roll my eyes.  “Okay, smart-ass.  If I was going to create a love slave, why did I create a smart-ass?”
She laughs and says smugly, “You find my spirit and intelligence very attractive, Master.” 
I chuckle back.  “Guilty, Baby.  Plus your pure heart and affectionate nature.  I think you’re adorable.”
“How could you not?” she asks rhetorically with a lascivious grin.
I can’t help but laugh at that.  “Okay, my darling smart-ass.  If demons are pushed into a zombie, then they just possess the body?  There’s no visible change?”
“I think so.  Again, that is outside the realm of my training.  I know there are different kinds of demons, but I couldn’t tell you what they all are.  I think elves and succubi are among them.  Mrs. Leuvenfeld did not go into much detail on it, but Monsignor Morgan mentioned those two specifically as ‘threats to my immortal soul.’  I do not know if the Rabbi would have agreed or not.”
I shrug.  “Okay, Baby.  Tell me about spirits.”
She grimaces.  “I am not particularly well informed about spirits.  They are intelligences that have no body.  They are native to our world.  They do not have the ability to bind to a body without the help of a sorcerer or necromancer.  I think either can do it, but I do not know for certain.  They are natural beings, and Mrs. Leuvenfeld said she thinks they are the source of much of the myths about fairies.  That is all I know, plus a little speculation.  Aunt Judith and Mrs. Leuvenfeld refused to discuss them, so I assumed I knew all I needed to know.”
I lean to kiss her cheek.  She turns to capture my lips, and she wraps an arm around my neck.
She looks at me with hooded eyes, and then she gasps.  “Oh my goodness, William.  I can see your aura!  My powers are coming back!”
“Will that allow you to boost the power of the recipes you mentioned?  Can you use it to get stronger?” I ask.
Rebecca grimaces slightly.  “Some.  I’m so weak that I need to minimize the amount of crafting I do at the risk of depleting my life energy.”
I tell her, “I tried to push life energy into your appetizer.  I don’t know if it helps, but I will keep doing it until we agree you don’t need it.”
Rebecca gets up suddenly and slides onto my lap.  She wraps her arms around my neck and looks into my eyes from four inches away.  “I may not need you to feed me, but I love the intimacy of sucking your cock and having your seed shoot down my throat.   Please don’t ever take that away from me.”
“As you wish, my love.”
“Claim me, Will.  With intent.  Claim me as your property.  Whether you favor slavery or not, I need you to bond me to you.  I don’t want anyone to be able to take me from you.” 
I growl, “They better not try.  I have killed before.  I will do it again to anyone that tries to hurt you or take you against your will.”  I calm myself and think about what she is asking me to do.  I have no idea what I’m supposed to do to ‘create a bond.’  Maybe if I focus on connecting to her with life energy like I did while she was blowing me.  ‘Would that work?’ 
I explain my thoughts.  “Rebecca, unless you know how to create a bond, I will have to improvise.  Do you know?”  She shakes her head sadly.  I can see tears gathering in the corner of her eyes.  “Okay, so this is what I am going to try.  I will focus on connecting to you with life energy like I did while you were sucking my cock.  Rather than trying to saturate my body with life energy, I will try to create a cord of it connected to you.  After that, maybe I should wrap it in death energy to attack anyone that attacks the bond.”
She weeps, “I don’t know, Will.  I am yours.  I just want to be protected, so no one can take me from you.”
I start saturating my body with life energy.  I ask, “Do you love me, Rebecca?”
Her response is immediate.  “With all that I am, William.”
I tell her, “Wrap my heart in yours as I wrap yours in mine.”  Then I focus on Rebecca and envision spooling the life energy from me to her.  “Rebecca, who do you belong to?”
She weeps, “I belong to you, William James.  I am yours.  You brought me back from death.  You are my master.  You are the man I love.”
I respond, “Rebecca, as you are mine, I am yours.  You are bound to me in life and death forever more.  I wrap you in chains of life and love.  No one else may make a claim on you without the consent of both of us.  All others who attempt to claim you will know my wrath, and it shall be terrible.”
Then I devour her mouth passionately as I scoop her into a bridal carry and convey her to my bed.  I stake my claim repeatedly, and she screams her assent and surrender over and over again.




14 - Shopping and Surprises

 
A couple of hours later I wake coated in sweat and our combined fluids.  I can’t believe that Willy immediately starts to raise his head, but apparently he is ‘hun-ree.’  Rebecca’s face is next to mine as she rests on my shoulder.  She smiles as she feels my cock bumping her leg.
She murmurs, “Master, are you going to feed me?”
I smile at her.  “I was thinking a quick shower, and then we go grab some clothes for you.”
“You need to work,” she says.  “We can go when you finish work.”  She lies there for a moment before she looks up at me.  “Marissa is coming today, right?”
“Yes, she is.  I thought we might just run down to Walgreens and get you a couple sets of shorts, t-shirts - or at least some cheap shoes.  They don’t have much, but they carry a small assortment for the tourists.  Marissa will take you out and get you fitted properly later.  We could go down there and be back in less than an hour.  I’ve got a 4:30 meeting, but that leaves plenty of time for us to get back, eat, and for me to get back to work.  Tonight I will take you to a restaurant, and we can get you a phone.  We can train you how to use it before we pass out tonight.”
“Okay,” she agrees drowsily.
“Let’s rinse our bodies in the shower real quick and head out,” I tell her.  As plans go, it’s not terrible.  Regardless she groans as I slide out of bed.  “Let’s go, sleepyhead.”
Rebecca grins over her shoulder at me.  “You wore me out, William.  I don’t think I can walk properly ever again.”
I spank her barely-there butt.  “Get up, strumpet.”
She squeals and rapidly crawls out of the bed.  I grab her hand and walk her to the bathroom.  She takes a seat and empties her bladder as I get the shower temperature set right.  She gets up, and I forestall her flush.  “I’ll add to it.” 
She walks into the shower as I drain Willy.  I see her soap up her body in the mirror as she watches me.  I flush and step into the shower.  We scrub each other quickly, and we avoid getting her hair wet.
As we dry off she asks, “Are we married now, William?”  I haven’t figured out why she uses ‘William’ versus ‘Will’ sometimes.
I answer, “Not legally, but spiritually, yes.  I need to get you documentation for your identity.  Getting a set of ‘Rebecca Silberschmid’ documents may be a challenge unless there is a female baby that was born with that name about eighteen-to-twenty-four years ago who subsequently died.”
She purses her lips as she hangs her towel on the rack.  “Will I need to change my name?”
I shrug as I hang mine.  “Probably.  Unless I can find a really good hacker.  I know a couple, but not one that good.”
She asks, “What’s a ‘hacker,’ Will?”
I explain, “Someone who uses a computer to get into other people’s computers.  It’s generally not considered legal.  Without a birth certificate for you, we are going to have to commit some type of crime to get you legal identity documentation.”
“Can my surname be ‘James,’ Will?” 
“Eventually, it could be.  None of the other girlfriends appear interested in marriage.  We should probably establish your name as something else first,” I explain.  I pull out one of my tightest t-shirts and a pair of my black cotton workout shorts.  Fortunately I prefer real shorts versus the knee-length version that is the current fashion.  They shouldn’t look too ridiculous on her.  I hand them to Rebecca.  “You can wear these for now.  You’ll have to wear a pair of my flip flops until we get shoes for you in your size.”
She pulls on the shorts and then the t-shirt.  I show her how to tighten the drawstring and tie a knot in the hem of the t-shirt.
She asks, “Will, may I wear the flannel shirt over this?  I feel like I’m going out in public naked.”
I give her a puzzled look for a moment before I realize that proper ladies probably did not show any leg in public when she was first alive.  I smile as I nod imagining the scandal that short-shorts would create in 1891.  “Sure, Baby.  In fact, I have a cotton belt that you can use to cinch it closed.  It will be shorter than dresses you’re used to, but it will still look a bit like a dress.”
She pulls on my shirt and buttons most of the buttons.  I wrap the belt around her, and she takes over to cinch it comfortably in place.  Then I fold over the extra cloth on the back into pleats.  I don’t think that it’s common fashion, but she looks cute as can be.
I give her flip-flops and have her walk around the apartment getting used to them.  They’re way too big for her, and she has never worn them.  I pull my holster from the night-table, clear it, function check it, load it, and clip it onto my belt under my untucked shirt. 
Grabbing my keys, I head for the door.  “Ready, Baby?”
She’s right next to me.  “Yes, Master.”  She grins up at me.
I resist the desire to roll my eyes and open the door.  I check both directions before guiding Rebecca out the door.  I pull the door closed and lock it.  Then I offer Rebecca my arm.  She’s not paying attention as she takes in the differences in Prescott from her last glimpses of it.  I gently caress her back as she takes it all in.  Eventually she turns to me.  “Will, it is so different from what I remember.  It doesn’t smell like smoke, outhouses, and livestock.  It is warmer than I remember.   And what are those?”  She points to the cars on the curb. 
“Those are automobiles.  Cars, trucks, SUVs are the different types.  Rather than horse-drawn carriages, this is how we get around.”  I unlock my SUV as I walk to it and open the door.  “Your chariot awaits, my lady.”
She smiles.  I coach her on how to best get in.  Once she is seated, I introduce her to safety belts.  Then I kiss her grinning face, close the door, and mount up myself.  I turn off the radio and start the vehicle.  I put it into gear, back out, and head south on Cortez.  I point out my house before I turn right on Aubry.  I turn right on Montezuma again to take us north.  She says, “That was Mrs. Leuvenfeld’s house.”
I give Rebecca my 30-cent tour of downtown.  “There was a fire in 1901 that basically destroyed downtown Prescott.  A miner in one of the hotels left a candle burning after he went to a bar to drink.  That somehow caught the hotel on fire.  The fire basically took everything on Whiskey Row.  The patrons of the Palace bar rescued the actual bar and hauled it across the street to the courthouse yard.  They kept serving as they watched Whiskey Row burn down.  They eventually rebuilt the Palace.  I think it was 1916 when they tore down the old wooden courthouse and replaced it with this one.  I understand the bandstand and paths are all original...at least their locations.”
I continue north until I take a right on Sheldon.  “The old train station is now an office building.”  I turn left on Marina into the parking lot.
Rebecca says, “I remember arriving on the train in that station when I was six years old.  My family and the family of Papa’s business partner.  It was a long trip from Chicago.” 
I pass the Sprouts grocery store and park in front of Walgreens.  I get out and help Rebecca unfasten her safety belt and get out of the car.  I close the door, offer her my left arm, and I lead her into Walgreens.  I grab a shopping cart and lead her past the cosmetics counter to the clothing area.  We start with a pair of canvas sneakers.  They don’t have a large variety, but I find a pair of white canvas lace-ups that I think will work despite being about a half-size too big at size eight.  We find a pair of 7½ flip-flops, too. 
Then we pick up some socks and cotton panties - we grab a package of small and another of extra-small because we weren’t sure about which based on the measurements.  I suspect she’ll start with the tiny ones and work her way up to mediums over the next year.  Her skeletal structure is wide enough that I’m confident she will eventually be a medium by the time we get her healthy.  We find a couple of t-shirts in her size, a jersey-style t-shirt, a light sweatshirt and matching sweatpants.
We start walking over to the hair care aisle to get her a brush and accessories when a guy steps in the center of the aisle in a wide stance like he’s trying to block the path.  It’s the same guy that followed me from the market a few days ago.  He’s not moving, but he’s looking at me like I shot his dog and fucked his mama. 
Rebecca grabs my arm.  She murmurs into my ear.  “Look at him with your craft.”  I look at her and let my focus change.  I see her aura shine, then I look at this guy.  He has none.  He does have the blue and black eddies but no corona of a soul.   He has  less black than Rebecca, but there is no halo around him.  It’s almost like he has a black outline around him like an actor standing in front of a green screen.
I decide to try polite first.  “Apparently you want my attention.  You have it.  How may I help you?”
He pulls a knife.  “You can die,” he says and carefully shuffles toward me.  He looks like he knows what he’s doing.
I pull Rebecca behind me and start shuffling backward.  He’s really too close to pull the gun.  I hear a scream from the aisle next to him, which distracts him enough that I decide to nab one of the pool noodles out of the display on the end-cap.
He turns back at my motion and charges me.  I poke him in the face with the pool noodle, shuffling forward with the thrust.  Despite being a terrible weapon, the strike from the pool noodle causes him to raise his hands to ward it away.  At that point he’s standing straight up and I’m close enough to kick him in the solar plexus.  So I do - a perfectly executed front snap kick to the nerve center below the sternum.
The force of the kick moves him back a couple feet, but it also folds him in half.  As a result, he falls back on his ass while gasping for air.  I hear the scream moving away from us. 
Rebecca whispers to me.  “I don’t see an aura, Will.  Take his energy.  Can you see it?”  I nod.  “Pull the life right out of him.”
The man looks up at her with a horrified expression as he gasps for air.  He tries to get up as I reach for him with my will.  I’m having difficulty - I don’t know if this will work or not.  He regains his feet.
I tell her, “Go back to the front of the store.  Keep a counter between you and him if he gets past me.”
Then he lunges at me.  I try to execute a Red Zone knife defense.  He is definitely a trained knife fighter, but I do manage to get the weapon arm under control.  I give him a sharp knee to his inner thigh, then move my hands to control his wrist.  Then I knee him again in the bladder and drive the knife hand to the ground.
I think, ‘Something is wrong.  He’s not hitting me with the other hand.’  I now have his hand on the ground, and my shins across his upper and lower arms.  Before I can maneuver to mount on top of him, he raises a revolver in his left hand.  He’s got a bad angle, so it’s pretty easy to deflect it with my right hand as I drop my weight.  I grasp the short, two-inch muzzle of the gun between the thumb and forefinger of my left hand and then whip the heel of my right hand to the inside of his wrist.   That leaves me with the pistol in my left hand.  It has a hammer that is not cocked, so I judge it to be relatively safe to use as a bludgeon.
I smash the pistol into the base of his skull. Then I slide it on the ground to the next end cap down the aisle before securing his knife wrist with both hands.  Then I maneuver to pivot my body to face towards his head.   I get my right shin on his tricep tendon.  The immediate effect is that he releases the knife.   I bat the knife back towards the gun as I maneuver to mount his back.   I smack an open hand wedge strike into the base of his skull on each side.   After that I place my hands on his head. 
Now that I have control of him, I try to pull his energy out of him again.  It works!  Apparently, physical contact makes it easier.  In a short time, I feel saturated -  that same tightness in my head, neck, chest, and balls as before.  This guy still has a lot of life energy.  I keep pulling, but I’m starting to feel like I’m going to explode.  I think, ‘Jeez!  I can’t hold it all.  I need to send some to Rebecca.’  Unfortunately, I can’t see her, so I keep pulling. 
Suddenly, I feel this weird sensation in my stomach.  It’s like someone just gave me an additional stomach with the capacity of ten Thanksgiving feasts.  The pressure is gone as I feel all of the zombie’s life energy spool into this new reservoir.  Then I just suck the rest out of him.  It takes an instant, and all his life energy is in my new reservoir. 
I figure I better take the death energy, too.  I don’t know a damned thing about zombies, but I don’t want to create one inadvertently that is powered exclusively by death energy.  So I focus on sucking all that from him, too.  There isn’t as much of it, but without the life energy, death is the result.  Soon there is no energy in him at all.   I feel the life and death energies swirling around in the reservoir like they are playing tag with each other.  I look with my new sight at the corpse below me and there are no eddies of energy left.  There is something that looks like an extremely tiny acorn or chestnut in his head, just above the limbic system.  I don’t touch it.  I do check for a pulse.  There is none.
Slowly I get to my feet and release my second sight.  There are two teenage girls pointing their phones at me from the makeup aisle.  I look back to ensure the two weapons are where I expect them, only to see a middle-aged Hispanic woman with a baby in one arm and the cell phone pointed to me with the other.  I launch to her, and nab her phone.  I point the phone at the weapons on the floor as I ask, “Did you bother to call the police, lady?”
She sputters back at me.  “Why would I do that?  Gimme my phone.”
I tell her, “You can have it back when the police give it to you.  Right now it’s evidence.”  I look up at the two teenagers.  “Hand them over ladies.”
The young black girl walks over to me and hands it to me.  I tell her “Thank you, miss” as the blond dashes down the aisle toward the front of the store.  I activate my second sight, and give her soul a gentle push.  She falls to the ground with a gasp. 
I hurry down the aisle and pick up her phone, which slid about ten feet from her hand.  I pick it up and let the recording continue.  I go back to the girl and help her up.  “Are you okay, miss?  That looked like a terrible fall.  Are you alright?”
She looks at me strangely.  “Ye-eah.  I’m okay.”  I offer her a hand.
I ask her and her friend.  “Did either of you call the police?”  They shake their heads.
I walk to the front of the store to see Rebecca scanning the aisles.  She sees me and releases a big sigh.  “Thank God,” she murmurs.  She rushes into my arms. 
“He died,” I tell her.  I look to the lady behind the counter.  “I need a sealable plastic bag about nine-to-twelve inches on a side to hold his knife and pistol.  I’ll be back where he attacked me guarding the weapons.”
She answers, “The police will have evidence bags out the wazoo.  Just make sure the weapons don’t disappear.”
I walk back to the scene of the crime with Rebecca tucked under my arm.  We step around the corpse to find the two teenagers reaching for the weapons.  “Get away from them,” I bark.  They jump back. 
I tell them, “Just go sit on the floor by the pharmacy, please.  The police will come, take statements from you, give you back your phones, and send you on your way.  I recommend you to sit apart from each other and don’t compare notes of what you saw.  I would hate for you to confuse each other’s stories.  The police might decide to take you in for questioning if that happens.”
The black girl grins when I say that, but the blond is obviously scared.  She marches to the pharmacy ‘post-haste.’  I wink at the black girl, and she giggles as she follows her friend.   I tell the Hispanic woman,  “Find a place to sit.  The police should be here before too long.”  She marches back towards the pharmacy.   I pull all of the phones out.  I set them on a shelf above the weapons.  Then I think to turn off recording of the blond girl’s phone, so I do that and ensure the other two are also not recording.  I hear sirens approaching.
I whisper to Rebecca.  “The police will ask you questions.  Use your own name.  I found you wandering around my apartment last Friday.  You don’t remember anything before then.  You don’t know what happened to your ID - your identification documents.  Tell them you’re nineteen.  You’re staying with me because you feel safe.  Deny any sexual contact - just hugging.  This is the first time you left the house since I found you.  Don’t mention any craft.  Clear?”
She nods, “I know my name.  You found me last Friday.  I don’t remember anything before that.  I don’t know what happened to my ID.  I do remember that I’m nineteen.  Hugs and cuddles only with you.  Today is the first time I’ve left your apartment.”
I nod and caress her arm.  “Don’t volunteer anything.  Answer their questions.  Be as truthful as you feel you can.  If you deviate from the truth, ensure I can corroborate it beforehand and use the same lie every time - but change the words a little.  Clear?”
“Got it, Will.”  She cuddles into me, wrapping her arms around me,
I tell her, “Let’s sit down.”
The sirens sound like they are just outside.  It sounds like there are multiple cars outside.  The sirens stop.  I hear the door open, and the cashier calls out to the police. 
“In here,” she calls.  In a moment she continues in a quieter voice.  “The attacker is dead.  The victim is near the body ensuring no one takes his weapons.  From what I heard him say, he secured cellphones from three witnesses who were recording the attack.  He directed them to sit apart from each other in the pharmacy area.”
I hear a male voice ask, “Where is the victim?”
The cashier says, “Move past the photo counter along the dairy case until you get to the aisle that cuts across the store at the mid-point.  I haven’t seen it, so that’s the best I can tell you.”
I call out in my command voice.  “I am sitting on the floor comforting Rebecca.  I’m sitting on the ground comforting my friend.”  I see a female officer holding her pistol in a two hand grip, pointed at the ground.
The officer calls out, “I’ve got them, Sarge.  It looks like there is no danger.”
I perceive a male officer in my peripheral vision coming around the other end of the aisle.  I turn to see him holster his weapon.
I tell Rebecca, “Get up slowly and walk to the female officer over there.”
“Okay.”  She slowly releases me and puts her hands on the ground, getting her feet under her.  Then she slowly stands and walks to the female officer.
I look at the other officer and slowly raise my hands.  “His knife and pistol are right there.”  I point to them with my chin.  “I also have a legal concealed carry on my right hip.”
He nods, “Get up slowly.”  He keeps a hand on his weapon as he walks around the corpse on the floor.
I slowly place my palms on the floor and press down as I pike at my waist.  I raise my knees until I get my heels on the floor before pushing off with my arms to squat on my heels.  Then I slowly stand with my hands out to my sides.  I slowly reach down to lift my shirt tails to reveal the holster on my right hip.
The officer reaches out his left hand.  “May I have that please?”  I reach down and slowly pull the pistol from the holster with my thumb and forefinger on the butt of the grip.
I announce, “Unloading the weapon.”  Then I release the magazine and catch it in my left hand.  Then I jack the slide and the chambered round drops toward the ground.  The round lands on the toe of my boot as I kick up the toe.  I grasp the barrel of the pistol in my left hand with the magazine as I step forward slightly.  The bullet flies up high enough that I can catch it in my right hand with only a slight flex of my knees.  I put the ejected round in the magazine before pulling the holster off my waist.  I release the slide and decock the weapon.  Then I holster it.
I hold it out to the officer.  “I would like a receipt please, Officer...” I read his name tag “...Johnson.” 
He smirks.  “Sure thing.  If we keep it.  I’m going to put it in a bag and hold onto it until we finish talking to you.  Clip knife too, please.”  He points at my right pocket.
It’s my turn to smirk and hand over my blade.  The officer steps back and pulls a large evidence bag.  He puts my holstered weapon and knife in the bag before he pinches the seal closed.  He directs me to step up the aisle towards the cashier. 
Then he checks for a pulse.  “Damn!  He’s already getting cold!”  He looks at me, then he looks down at the revolver and hunting knife I took off the zombie.
“I need to secure those, too.”  He maneuvers next to the weapons so he can keep an eye on me.  He dons rubber gloves and pulls out two more evidence bags, puts each weapon in its own bag, and adds a tag into each bag before closing it.   I pull out my concealed carry card.  It’s not required in Arizona, but I find that most police officers like to see it.
Leaving the three bags on the ground at his feet, Officer Johnson pulls out a notebook and a pen.  “Okay, tell me your full name and address.”  I do.  Then he says, “Tell me what happened.”
I walk him through meeting the zombie, his desire for me to die, his subsequent attack, and my actions up to the point I struck him on the base of his skull.  I didn’t discuss sucking the life out of him.  I said, “I struck him on each side of the base of his skull and then sat there to see if he would continue to fight.  He didn’t.  He didn’t move.  I checked for a pulse, and found none.”
After that I describe securing the phones from the three witnesses, and I point them out on the shelf.  He stops me and bags each of the phones.  Once those are secure, he bids me continue.  I have little to add after that.  I tell him I brought Rebecca back with me to comfort her.
He circles back to the pool noodle.  “Why use that rather than your weapons?” 
I shrug.  “He was too close to draw, cock, and aim.  Knife versus holstered gun, even fists versus gun, at this range - the gun loses.  I honestly forgot about the knife as I had the pistol.  Plus, I didn’t want to shoot in a store because I didn’t know where other people were.  Honestly, I was wishing I had my collapsible baton.  The noodle was handy, unexpected, and was enough of a distraction that I could close with my attacker.  I’ve got enough hand-to-hand experience that I was confident I could take him.  I gotta tell you though, I got the impression I wasn’t the first person he attacked with a knife.”
Officer Johnson taps his pen against his lips in thought with a hum for a moment.  He looks over my shoulder, and I notice the police sergeant.  His name tag says ‘Lewis.’  Officer Johnson says, “Tell me about Rebecca.”
I shrug, “I found her wandering around my apartment building almost a week ago.  She was not communicative.  She was physically weak.  As you can see, she is severely malnourished.  She was only wearing a nightgown.  I took her in.  I fed her.  I held her.  Over time she has become much more communicative.  She mentioned she was getting cabin fever, plus she has been wearing my clothes.  She is so emaciated that they just hang off her.  I thought she might like to have a few basics of her own that kind of fit.”
He stares at me.  I stare right back.  He says, “How sure are you that she isn’t jailbait?”
It’s my turn to smirk.  “I’m not sure it matters at this point.  I’ll be certain before it becomes an issue.”
He continues to give me the hairy eyeball.  “You better.”
I nod, “Yes sir.”  I wipe the smirk off my face.
The sergeant growls, “You better figure it out sooner rather than later.  She’s very attached to you.” 
I give him my serious look.  “That’s lovely.  I’m getting quite attached to her, too.”
He just stares at me.  I give it right back to him.  I was adept at this game about the time this guy was a rookie.  He finally looks at Officer Johnson.  He says, “Officer Bird has wrapped up her interview with Ms. Silberschmid.  Any reason to keep them around?”
Officer Johnson says, “I think we should probably hold onto them until we finish the other interviews, Sargent.  I haven’t heard back from Lopez or Brown, yet.”
The sergeant says, “The blond claimed that he pushed her.  Did you push her, Mr. James?”
“I was about eight feet away from her when she fell, Sergeant Lewis.”  It’s nice to be able to tell the truth.  “I just walked past her while she was sprawled on the floor, picked up her phone, then helped her up.  She left the video running the whole time.  I didn’t turn it off until just before I placed the phones on the shelf.”
The sergeant looks at Officer Johnson.   “That lines up with what her friend said.  Mrs. Martinez was unhappy that he nabbed her phone, but she didn’t raise a complaint.  Anything else?”
Officer Johnson shakes his head.  “Nope.  I’m good, Sergeant.”  He extends the bag with my weapons towards me.  “Here you go, Mr. James.  We may need to ask you some more questions at a later time, but you are free to go.  Leave them in the bag until you’re out of the parking lot, please.  Thank you for your cooperation.”
The sergeant adds, “And thank you for not firing your weapon in the store.  I know it’s your constitutional right to keep and bear arms, but too many guys that carry aren’t nearly careful enough about what’s behind the target.”
I snort.  “Old habits learned clearing buildings in the sandbox,” I tell him.  “Where is Rebecca?”
“Over here, Will,” I hear her voice.  She’s standing by the aisle with the clothing.  Her shopping basket beside her. 
I nod to the two policemen, “Gentlemen.”  Then I walk over to wrap Rebecca in a hug.  “Are you doing okay, Rebecca?”
She wraps her arms around me and nods her head into my chest.  She looks up at me.  “I’m ready to go home now.  This was more excitement than I wanted.”
I murmur into her ear.  “Me too, Baby.  Let’s pay for your clothes and go home.  We only have about forty-five minutes before my meeting.”
“Okay,” she agrees.  She whispers in my ear.  “I really want a kiss.  As soon as we’re home, please ravage me.”
I look down at her and wink.  “Let’s go, Rebecca.”
We go to the register, and the cashier walks up.  We check out, and leave.




15 - Another Surprise

 
We head home by turning right on Sheldon and then left on Cortez.  I point out the old Prescott Hotel building at 130 North Cortez.  I notice it’s still for sale.  “That building was also built in 1900.  It’s been renovated a couple of times.  I bet it would be a good investment to renovate and open as a hotel or apartment building.”
She asks, “How much would it cost?”
I shrug as I pull to a stop at the light on Gurley.  “To buy it?  Probably more than one million, less than two million.”
“Dear Lord in Heaven!  Who has that much money?” She asks.
“Some people do,” I say.  “I don’t, but if I could get an investor or two and a loan to cover the balance of the renovation, I could see it happening.”
The light changes, and we drive past the courthouse.
Rebecca says, “I can’t believe how much everything costs!  How much did you pay for my clothes and things?”
I answer, “It was only one hundred eleven dollars and change.  I’m going to give Marissa a five or six hundred dollar budget for this afternoon.”
“Oh!  My!  God!  William, that is more than most people make in a year!” she exclaims.
I’m feeling a little detached as I pull into an empty slot in front of the apartment building.  “Baby, the average American annual income is a little over sixty thousand dollars.    People below twenty thousand are considered to be living in poverty - there are a significant number of those.  I make one hundred twenty thousand per year from my job.  Last year, I made an additional sixty thousand from side jobs, and I have nearly made that much already this year.” 
I put the CRV in ‘park’ and turn it off.  I stare straight ahead.  “On the opposite side, the renovation of my house is going to cost me one hundred sixty thousand dollars.  I pay the ex-wife five hundred each month - the same ex-wife I found having sex with two strange men in my house.   The mortgage on my home is two thousand dollars each month.  Rent for this apartment is nine hundred each month.”
I get out of the car and walk around to open Rebecca’s door.  I give her a hand out of the car.  Then I go get her bag out of the back.  I follow her to the door of the apartment.  “Sweetheart, please hold the bag.”  I open the door and wave her in.  She steps inside, and I follow before locking us in.
I ask, “Average wage when you were a girl was what?  About one dollar per hour?”
She shakes her head.  I look at her as she says, “Ten cents.”
I nod, “Okay.  Ten cents per hour times ten hours a day?”
“About.”
“Six days each week?”
“Yes,” she confirms.
I chew my lip for a second.  “Okay.  Ten cents times sixty hours times fifty-one weeks per year - assuming a full week lost for holidays and illness.  Does that sound about right?”  She nods.  “So...six dollars per week times fifty one weeks is...three hundred six dollars each year on average - ‘ish.’  Sound right?”  She nods.  “Figuring an average increase of cost of living and wages at three percent...ah crap.  I don’t know.  I would have to run a model, but that should come to a low poverty salary at current standards.  I’m guessing twelve-to-fifteen thousand annually.”
I look vacantly to the loveseat, still covered by a sheet.  Rebecca places the bag on the floor and gently wraps me in a hug.
Rebecca looks at me and turns my face to look at her.  “Okay, Will.  I understand that it was not a third of your income.  It still sounds significant.”
I nod, “It is significant, but you need clothes, toiletries, shoes.  You’ll need more for winter.”
She nods, “I understand, Will.  You appear upset.  Is it from the killing?”
I kiss her forehead.  I finally look Rebecca in the eyes.  “Honestly, I don’t feel bad for killing him.  I think I should, but he was trying to kill me.  I don’t feel bad about it.  I killed an attacker one other time.  I didn’t have the second sight at the time, but he was someone that I didn’t know, he had a similar expression as this guy today, and he tried to shoot me.  I didn’t feel bad about that either.  I killed people in the war, and I felt bad about killing most of them - a lot of them were just mis-guided youth.  The zombie deaths leave me feeling - happy to be alive.”
I wrap my arms around Rebecca.  I tell her, “The thing that is really freaking me out is that I killed him by sucking the life out of him, then I sucked the death out of him, too.  That is thoroughly blowing my mind.  I don’t know what to do with that.”
She places a hand on either side of my face to hold my attention.  “Oh, my darling William.  You have a huge amount of power, and you are completely ignorant about what that means.  You have had no mentoring.  No incremental curriculum.  Just an apparently normal, loving man that gains power over life and death over the span of a week.  But let me emphasize this, Will.  You are a normal, loving, generous man.  The craft itself doesn’t define you.  If you stick to the values you have always had, then the craft becomes one more tool that you use to embody those values.  From what I see, that means that you will help people using your craft.”
I kiss her slowly, lovingly.  I open my eyes and tell her.  “Rebecca, I don’t deserve you, but know I treasure both your friendship and your love.”  I give her another quick kiss.  “I need to get on this video call.”
She releases her embrace.  “Do you have scissors?  I want to get rid of those tags.”
“The kitchen drawer,” I tell her as I sit down and log onto the video call.  I drop the shutter on the camera.  “Please do that in the bedroom, so they don’t see you in the background.  I don’t want to raise any questions about ‘who is that’ if they see you in the camera.”
Rebecca smiles at me with the scissors in one hand and the bag in the other.  “Certainly, Will.”  She marches off into the bedroom, and I lift the shutter and unmute my microphone to start my meeting.
* * *
After I finish the meeting, I let Rebecca know I’m done.  She calls me to join her in the bedroom for a minute.   When I arrive, she is standing there naked.  She tells me she’s ‘hun-ree,’ so I feed her a quick snack.  Then she feeds me one, too.  Feeling fortified, I talk her into giving me a quick fashion show.  She decides that the extra small panties are best for now, but she is hopeful she will need the bigger ones shortly.  She likes the shorts, but doesn’t think she will ever wear them out in public - too risqué.  The sweats and jersey t-shirt she is okay with despite the social norm for her time was that woman did not wear trousers.  Standard t-shirts she thinks are as immodest as the shorts are - I guess the mid-forearm sleeve on the jersey makes a difference.  The sneakers and socks fit well enough.
After the fashion show is complete she strips them all off, and we put them into the washer.  I show her how to put in detergent and a ‘color catcher’ to prevent color bleed between garments.   Then Rebecca grabs my flannel shirt and starts buttoning it when we hear a knock on the door.
I freak out and search around for the evidence bag with my weapons.  ‘Shit!  I left them in the car!’  I run to the kitchen and grab the chef’s knife.  Then I run to the door. 
I call out, “Who is it?”
“Will?  It’s Marissa.”  I quickly unlock the door and let her in.  I grab my car keys off the end table and run outside to the truck to retrieve my weapons - still carrying the chef’s knife in my hand.
I lock the door when I get back to the apartment, and then I turn to find Marissa staring at me like I’m completely unhinged.  I sag against the door and try to steady my nerves.
“Bad day?” Marissa asks.
Rebecca and I both say “yes” in unison.  Marissa slowly looks from Rebecca to me.
She asks, “What happened?”  Marissa is dressed in a light grey, summer-weight, silk business suit.  Her wrap skirt reaches to mid-thigh, and she is wearing white stockings and four-inch grey heels.
I drink in the sight of Marissa as I explain, “I took Rebecca out to Walgreens to get her some basic clothes.  Panties, sweats, t-shirts.  You know they don’t have much, but I figured it was better than nothing - I thought she might want to have her own clothes to wear when she goes out with you this afternoon.  A guy in the store tried to kill me.  I’m still a little spooked.”
Marissa reaches a hand to Rebecca and pulls her along as she comes over to wrap me in a hug.  Rebecca joins her.
Marissa asks, “Are you okay?  What happened to the guy?”
I hug my two lovers to me.  “He’s dead.  I did some shit to him that has me freaked out.  I really don’t want to talk about it right now.”  I consider my words carefully.  “Marissa, I need to introvert and process this a bit.  I also need to get Rebecca a wardrobe.  Can you help me with the latter part?”
Marissa kisses me gently.  “Of course, William my love.  I planned to be here earlier, but I was on the phone having a row with Carla.  I’m sorry.” 
“Don’t worry, love.  Did you and Carla get things ironed out?  Are you okay?”
Rebecca squeezes Marissa as she answers, “I’m done with her.  I called my mom and asked her if I could move back home for a month or two while I get myself settled.  She was ecstatic.  I only have a handful of calls to make tomorrow - no visits scheduled.  So, I’m going to pack all of my stuff out tomorrow.  Carla isn’t due back until late tomorrow night.  My mom and dad are coming to help.  I have a storage unit with some furniture in it, and the few items I have at Carla’s will fit there easily.”
“I’m sorry, sweetheart.  I know you were trying to make it work,” I tell her.
She sighs sadly, “The signs have been there all along.  I was just too stubborn to acknowledge them.”  She looks at Rebecca.  “So, Baby.  We need to get you some clothes.”  She smiles at the thought of taking Rebecca shopping.
I tell her, “Just remember, Rebecca still has the sensibilities of a young woman of the late 1800’s.  You will have to show her what is fashionable and coach her about social norms.  It will take a while.  Despite her willingness to be naked here at home, her choices are going to be prudish by modern standards.”
Marissa kisses Rebecca’s cheek.  “We’ll get started today, but we may need to spend all day Saturday getting you outfitted.”
I add, “Assume she has nothing.  The stuff we got today is basic stuff to lounge around the house.  I’m thinking a budget of six hundred dollars.”
Marissa laughs, “Oh, are you in for a surprise, William.  Plan for at least one thousand.”
I grimace, “Okay.  I’ve got cash in my fire safe.  I’ll give that to you.  Do you have a weapon?”
Marissa twists her lips and pulls out a flashlight.  “It’s a taser contact weapon, plus the light beam is bright enough to be a weapon under certain circumstances.  It also makes a good clubbing weapon.”  I cock an eyebrow at her.  She adds, “My dad is a Kenpo fifth-degree black belt.  He says I would probably be a first degree black belt if he ever bothered to test me.”
“Just be careful.  This zombie thing has me spooked.”
“Will!” Rebecca exclaims.  She gives me the hairy eyeball.
I tell Rebecca, “Honey, she needs to know.  I love her.  You love her.  If we want her with us - and I do - then she needs to know what we’re dealing with.  We need to be sure she’s able to deal with both the threats and the change in world view.”
Rebecca kisses my cheek, “William, beloved Master, you are the only one in danger.   With the binding you have on me, there is very little potential for danger to me.”
“Regardless, Marissa needs to know.   When I get the house move-in ready, I plan to offer her a place in our house.  She needs to have information to make an informed decision…”
Marissa places a finger on my lips.  “If you want me, no one will ever separate me from you again.  Let me move back home and get my brain un-fucked.  The timing should work out about right.”
I agree, “Okay, honey.”
Marissa looks at Rebecca standing there in my flannel shirt.  “You’ll probably find it’s too warm for a shirt that heavy.  Let’s get one of William’s cotton dress shirts, and wrap it with a belt.  It will look like a dress on you.”  She looks at me with a wicked grin.  “We’re going to raid your closet.”
I’m about to object when my phone rings.  “Okay,” I concede as I go pick my phone up off my desk.  It’s Zach.  The ladies step into the bedroom as I answer.
“Hello, Zach”
“Hey, Will.  I have a status update for you,” he says in greeting.
“Great.  Whatcha got?” I ask.
“Well, the City cleared me to dig out the foundations.  There were some chains stretched across the basement.   I guess ‘cellar’ is more appropriate because it’s all rock wall without masonry.  Anyway, the chains disappear into the rock and are looped through one another with four-inch bolts pinning the loops.  The City wants us to salvage whatever bits of them we can.  We’re trying to do that, but that’s where things get weird.”
I ask, “How so?”
Zach explains, “Well, I’ve had a couple of my brutes down there with pickaxes trying to pick the chains from the rock.  They broke through the rock wall only to find the ends of each chain pass into a vertical limestone pillar in the ground.  I had the boys remove all the stones from the rock wall - I figured I could put them in your retaining walls.  Those posts though - they are twelve inches on a side, they extend up to the surface, and they appear to go deeper than four feet into the floor.   I’ve got the boys trying to dig one out.”
“I tell you what, Zach.  I’ll be over in a couple of minutes to take a look.”
He tells me, “Come in from the alley.  I’ve got everything else still fenced off.”
“Okay,  I’ll see you shortly.  I need to make a quick call, so maybe ten minutes,” I tell him.
“Sure thing, Will.  Bye,” he signs off.
I call Susan Rey, my boss at work.  She picks up on the third ring.  “Hello, Susan.  Will James here…” I listen a moment.   “...Actually, that’s why I’m calling.  I’m pretty freaked out.  I had to run to Walgreens this afternoon.  While I was there, a guy tried to stab me - he said he ‘wanted me to die.’  I fought for my life, and eventually I killed him.  The police let me go as it’s an obvious case of self-defense, but emotionally I am a mess…” she offers her condolences.  “Yeah, I thought I’d take the rest of today and tomorrow.  I’ve got everything ready for Monday…” she assures me it’s okay to take the time off.  “Thanks, Susan.  I’ll talk to you Monday.”
I disconnect, and then start loading my weapons back onto my person.  I clip the knife back in my pocket, and I clip the holster back on my right hip.  Then I slam down a glass of water before I go to the loo and rid myself of the last one,
I remove my second apartment key from my keyring, put it on a spare keyfob, and test it on the door.  It works, so I head back to the bedroom, meeting the ladies as they emerge.  I hand the key to Marissa.
“This is Rebecca’s key.  Since she doesn’t have a purse or pockets, I’ll ask you to hold it for her.  I need to run over to the construction site.”
Rebecca does a quick spin to show me how nice she looks in my white dress shirt - she definitely does.  Then Marissa and Rebecca each give me a kiss.  Marissa says, “We’ll be gone before you get back.  Be careful, Will.”
I hug them both to me before I head out the door. 
I lock up and rapidly walk down to the corner and up Aubrey.  When I get to the alley, I cross the street and onto my property.  I see Zach talking to a couple guys who look like they could crush rocks in their hands. 
“Hey, Zach.  You want to show me this mystery?” I ask.
He grimaces.  “Yeah.  Why not.”
I recognize one of the guys from the gym, but I don’t know his name.  I wave before following Zach down the ladder into the cellar.  All of the rock is gone, leaving only dirt walls with four huge grey vertical posts - two on each of the longer walls.  I see a long chain disappearing into each of the pillars.  Each chain is made from links that are an inch thick; they were definitely made for heavy duty use.  Each chain loops through a metal ring in the center of the space with a four-inch long half-inch bolt through the links to keep them connected with a two-inch washer on either side to keep the bolt head and nut from slipping through the links of the chain.  The ring in the middle is about eight inches in diameter and an inch thick.
I look at Zach.  “What have you tried?”
He lists off what they’ve attempted.  “We tried taking off the nuts first.  Then we tried penetrating oil, a chisel, a hacksaw, and a torch.  Everything just bounced off the surface.  Then we tried the same on the links.  Look at this.”  He points at one of the chains at the point it disappears into the post.  “See this shiny part, that is from the hacksaw.  We burned through three blades.”  He squats next to the other post on the same wall.  “See this patch here?  We hit it with a cutting torch.  Sparks flew, and then there was a bright flash.  When we checked afterwards, it was like it renewed the metal.  What little rust it had was gone, and that was the only difference from when we arrived.  We tried those all on the ring, too.”  Zach stands up and shrugs with both hands facing up.  “Will, I’ve never seen anything like it.  I’d love to have tools made out of whatever those chains are made of.  I don’t know what to do.  I was hoping we could at least separate the chains from the ring on one side, then we could bury them in the foundations.”
“How about digging the posts out?  Just lift the whole thing out,”  I offer.
Zach points at another post.  “We were working on that when I called you.  We’ve got a hole four-and-a-half feet deep next to this one.  We haven’t found the bottom yet.”
I shrug.  “That seems the most promising.  Let’s concentrate on that.”
He says, “Okay.  We won’t get much farther today.  I’ll bring in some heavier equipment early tomorrow morning.”
“Okay,” I reply as I kneel next to the ring.  Zach climbs the ladder to go release his guys.  “What the hell are you?” I murmur.  I get a sense that I should know the answer, but I don’t gain any clarity.  I get up, and I get that ‘not alone’ sensation as I crawl up the ladder. 
I wave goodbye to the crew and walk slowly home.  I think to myself, ‘What a weird fucking day!’  I enjoy the walk back to the apartment.  Marissa’s car is gone, so I walk past the apartment and cross Carleton on my way to the Hotel Vendome.  I stop in and get a coffee before backtracking to the apartment.




16 - Angels and Demons

 
I walk a few laps around the couch after I lock the door.  ‘What the fuck is happening to me?  What am I becoming?’  I sip my coffee as I obsess.  Finally, I shrug.  ‘Fuck it.  I’m going to the gym.’
I load a gym bag, fill a couple water bottles, and then I text Marissa.  ‘Going to the gym to burn off some stress.  I’ll meet you at the apartment @ 6:30pm?’ 
I get a response of ‘Sure thing.  Have fun.  XOXO from us both!’ as I get in the car.
I take a moment to call Prescott Station to make a reservation at 7:00 for the three of us.
I get to the gym in about ten minutes, check in, and throw my bag into a locker.  I warm up on the bike and an eighteen-minute HIIT routine.  I do a heavy weight set after that.  Then I loosen up with a couple of rounds on the heavy bag.   Then I finish with sixteen sprints in the pool and a hot tub soak.  The hot water is the coup de grâce in my battle to burn off the stress of the day.  I am exhausted, and my body feels like butter.  As I’m soaking I think, ‘Shit!  I should have checked that chain with my new second sight.  I’ll run over there tomorrow morning early.’
I take a leisurely shower before I head back to the apartment feeling more relaxed.  I am looking forward to dinner with Rebecca and Marissa.  I manage to get a parking place in front of the apartment next to Marissa’s Audi Q5.
I hurry inside the apartment.  Marissa wraps me in a hug and gives me a warm kiss.  She tells me, “Rebecca is dressing in one of her new dresses.  We also got her some cross-training shoes, a couple of sport bras and leggings.  That was pretty bold for her.”
Rebecca emerges from the bedroom in a bright yellow, short-sleeved dress with a small white print and white piping.  Her dress has a fairly snug bodice with ‘pleated box’ type of flounce that reaches to barely two inches above her knees.   She has some woven flats.  She is biting her lip as she steps into the living room.  She raises her eyes to look at me and spins slowly to give me the three hundred sixty degree view.
“Rebecca, that dress looks beautiful on you,” I tell her. 
She gives me a worried look as Marissa nods to her.  Rebecca asks, “It’s not too immodest, is it?”
I step behind Marissa and raise her skirt up until I can see a white panty, then I inch it back down about two inches.  Marissa wraps her arms around my neck as I stand behind her.  I look at Rebecca, whose eyes are saucer-sized.  “Rebecca honey, anything up to this length is okay.  Anything shorter requires inspection and my agreement.  I don’t intend for you to flash your goodies to anyone.”
She answers, “I thought I might be immodest because my knees are showing.  You don’t think so?”
I shake my head slowly.  I kiss Marissa’s cheek as I release her skirt to drop back down to about four inches above her knees.   “No, baby.  You look beautiful.”  I release Marissa and walk to Rebecca to wrap her in a hug.  “Beautiful, baby.”  I tilt her chin upward so that I can kiss her.  I release her lips.  “You hungry, baby?  I have reservations for dinner at 7:00pm.  The thought of walking into a restaurant with you two beautiful ladies on my arms...I would be proud if you and Marissa would join me for dinner.”
Marissa slides in next to Rebecca and wraps her arm through hers.  Marissa asks, “What do you think, baby?  You.  Me.  Will.  All out having a lovely meal.  Sounds like fun, doesn’t it?”
Rebecca smiles as she looks from Marissa to me.  Looking back to Marissa, Rebecca answers, “It does.  Then let’s come back here and play music.  I haven’t heard Will play.”
They both look at me.  I shrug.  “Sounds like a lovely evening.  Shall we Lyft?  I wouldn’t mind drinking a bottle of wine.  Or we could walk?  It’s about five blocks…”
Marissa says, “I don’t want to walk up that hill in these heels.  I’ll drive.  One bottle is one and a half glasses each.  I will be able to drive.  If we have two bottles, we Lyft or Uber back.”
We all agree.  I go unpack my bag to hang my workout togs up to dry.  I grab a light sports coat and return to the living room.  We share a round of kisses before heading to the restaurant.
* * *
We arrived early, but we were seated immediately.  Rebecca got carded for wine.  I vouched for her, but funnily enough neither the server nor the manager took my word for it.  It just emphasized that getting her an official ID needs to be a priority.  The food was great as always.  We all had a lovely dinner.  Rebecca was overwhelmed by some of the chili flavors in the dishes, but she enjoyed the meal regardless.  We ate, visited, and laughed.  We ordered a second bottle of wine, and we did manage to sneak a little to Rebecca amid much giggling.  After the meal, we ordered one of each of the bite-sized desserts and shared them amongst ourselves.  Rebecca and Marissa both voted for the 24 Karat Cheesecake as the winner, but there were several strong candidates.
We did eventually call a Lyft to pick us up around 9:30 pm.  We got home, and I broke another bottle open.  Marissa poured water and wine while I tuned my acoustic guitar.  I sang a variety of songs that I played at the brew pub.  Marissa sang along on a couple - even putting a couple of harmony parts together in her rich alto voice.  Rebecca didn’t know any of the songs, but she liked a couple of them.  She demonstrated a good ear by humming or singing wordlessly along in a clear soprano voice.  I put the guitar away and turned on the piano, and played the Joe Cocker tune ‘Feeling Alright,’ Elton John’s ‘Blue Eyes,’ and finished with Scott Joplin’s ‘the Entertainer.’ 
After that I turned to Rebecca.  I stood and waved her to take a seat at the piano.  She demurred based on not having played in over one hundred years.  Marissa and I both bullied her into it, and eventually she relented.  She adjusted the bench and ran her fingers over the keys.  She pressed down on the middle-C, listened to the tone, and nodded her head.  Finally, she placed both hands on the keyboard, grinned, and broke into a rousing rendition of Camptown Races - singing to her own accompaniment in a clear soprano.  We all laughed, and Marissa and I joined in the ‘Doo-dahs.’
* * *
We all laugh at the end of Rebecca's song.  Marissa and I simultaneously kiss Rebecca on the cheek as we squeeze her into a warm hug.  She hangs her head and smiles. 
Marissa returns to the loveseat, and I resume my seat on my desk chair.  Rebecca slowly places her hands on the keyboard as she bobs her head to music only she can hear.  Then she starts playing a familiar classical number.  As she continues to play, I finally recognize it as a Mozart sonata, but I can’t remember exactly which one.  Marissa and I sit in awe as we come to the realization that Rebecca is a very accomplished pianist.  She doesn’t just play notes.  Her technique is smooth and she plays with great control of dynamics.  Music just rolls off her.
Marissa and I clap as she finishes the Mozart, and Rebecca rolls immediately into a piece from Bach’s Brandenburg Concertos.   After that she doesn’t stop for our applause.  Rather she starts into Beethoven’s Ode to Joy.   Rebecca finishes the piece and stands to face us as Marissa and I stand and applaud.  Rebecca curtsies with an embarrassed flush on her face.  We slowly stalk forward to wrap her in hugs and shower her with kisses.  Rebecca laughs joyously as tears run down her face.
I cup her face and Marissa sneaks in to kiss her tears dry.  Rebecca says, “I never thought I’d get to play again.  My mother always said I had musician’s hands, so she started me on piano when I was five.  My craft and the piano were my joys in life before I died.  Now I have them both back, plus my two loves.  I’m the luckiest girl that ever lived or died.”  We hug her tightly.  Marissa is nibbling on Rebecca’s neck and I am devouring her mouth.  Caressing and groping ensue all around.
Then we hear a roar in the neighborhood.  Rebecca’s eyes saucer.  She says, “That voice.  That is the last thing I remember hearing from my past life!”
It roars again.  It almost sounds like it’s calling ‘Rebecca!’  The voice sounds rather like an animal roar but full of pain and sorrow.
I put my holster back on my belt and don my sports coat again.   Unlocking the door, I step out onto the sidewalk.  The ladies follow me out of the apartment, and we all stand still and listen.
“Rebecca!” the voice hollers into the night.
I look at the ladies.  “I think it’s coming from my house.  Zach found something strange today.  Chains running through the cellar that he can’t break or cut.   I planned to check it out tomorrow.  Let me get a flashlight, and I’ll run up there.”
Marissa is all business.  “I’m coming with you.  I’ll change into my flats.  Give me just a minute.”
Rebecca says, “Me too.  It’s calling for me.”  She looks at me with a worried expression.  “It’s in such pain!”
I both open the tailgates of my SUVs, and Marissa runs inside.  I pull out a long, heavy, ‘4D’ Maglite and test it in the cargo compartment of my SUV.  It’s as much a weapon as it is a handheld torch.
Marissa is doing the one-legged dance to swap out her shoes as she steps out the door.  I lock the apartment.  I lock my vehicle, and then all three of us walk to my construction site.
We cross Aubrey at the alley, and the ladies follow.  Rebecca whispers, “I was right.  This was Ms. Leuvenfelds’ house.” 
There is no moon visible, so natural light is minimal.  Some of the lights of the town cast enough ambient light to make it past my garage, but I turn the light on as we continue toward the pit that used to be a cellar.  I shine my light into the pit, and my mind is immediately blown.
In the old cellar stands an angel.  Literally, an angel.  It’s naked, and its physique is tall with strong muscles on display, large white wings, and flowing white hair.  It is a creature of beauty and grace.  The metal ring attached to the four chains encircles its neck.  It turns its face toward us and then hides its eyes from the bright light.  We walk around the perimeter to stand facing the creature. 
I squat on the ground and adjust the direction the light is shining to avoid blinding the angel.  I take in more details.  The angel has broad, sinewy shoulders, massive sinewy pecs muscles, flat chiseled abs, and strong legs.  Its hands and feet end in clawed fingers and toes.  Its sculptured face is beautiful in its proportions but it’s rather androgynous, highlighted by eyes with silvery irises.  The androgyny impression is further emphasized by the presence of breasts bigger than Marissa’s, a male package larger than my own rather significant offering, and what looks like a vulva hiding beneath its full scrotum. 
The angel speaks in a contralto voice.  “Rebecca?  Is that you? 
My newest lady responds, “Yes.”
It clarifies, “Rebecca Silberschmid, daughter of Yacob and Marta Silberschmid?”
Rebecca confirms, “Yes.  Who are you?”
It says, “I was summoned by Shimon Leuvenfeld to be your guardian angel.”
Rebecca sighs, “I heard you call my name right before I died.”
I ask, “Do you have a name?”
It looks at me with suspicion before looking back at Rebecca.  “Call me Gwen.  You died?”
Rebecca answers, “Yes.  Well over one hundred thirty years ago.  I was haunting the apartment of my beloved William.  He helped me build a body so I could live again.”  She squats next to me.  “Turn off the torch, and look at Gwen with your second sight, Will.”  She kisses my cheek in a way that feels like she was laying claim to me, so the angel wouldn’t harm me.  It still had its usual tenderness and affection to it, but it was like she was making a declaration.
The angel grunts at Rebecca’s display as I shut off my flashlight and focus on using my second sight.  The angel’s aura glows like a searchlight!  “Jeez!” I exclaim as I turn my eyes away.  I squint and turn back to it.  There is only an aura.  I see no life or death energy at all!  I also see that the angel is shackled in the center of a pair of concentric circles of purple light inscribed in glyphs of purple, blue, and black.  I see blue, black, red, and purple glyphs on the bolts holding the chains around the ring.
I exclaim, “How did they ever get that ring around your neck!  It’s solid metal.  That had to hurt.”
It responds, “It did.  They coerced me into welding it onto myself.  Would you like me to show you?”
I give it a ‘fuck off’ look.  “Honestly, I’m trying to figure out how to set you free.  Try not to be an asshole.”
The angel actually laughs.  “I apologize.  I hate being on display like one of your zoo animals.”
I hand the large flashlight to Rebecca.  She gets up and cuddles up to Marissa.  I notice she lays claim to Marissa too as I make my way to the ladder.
I tell the captive angel, “I don’t know what I can do, but if you’re willing to let me experiment I might be able to help.”
Gwen says, “I would appreciate it - you’re William?”
“Yes.  It’s my pleasure to meet you, Gwen.  I am seeing glyphs in a variety of colors.  I feel like I can effect the blue ones and black ones - those feel like life and death energy.  I don’t know what I’ll be able to do about the others.”
Gwen asks, “What was your teacher’s focus?”
I stop in front of the angel and look it in the face.  “I never had a teacher.”  The angel’s eyes open wide in surprise.    I explain, “I became aware of having power when Rebecca’s ghost came to me to feed her, and she slowly grew a body from my essence.  I also managed to remove breast cancer tumors from Marissa.  Rebecca explained that she thinks I am inadvertently doing magic.” 
I kneel by the pair of concentric circles of purple light inscribed in glyphs of purple, blue, and black.  I drag my foot back-and-forth through the circles until there is a trench bisecting the lines of the two circles.  The purple light extinguishes, as do the purple glyphs.  I absorb the energy from the blue and black glyphs.
I shrug and reach for the nearest bolt.  I grasp it and sense not only the life energy of the glyph on it, but the aura of a soul!  I murmur to myself, “Why is there a soul in this bolt?” 
I give the soul a gentle push - about the amount of pressure of a gentle breath on a dandelion.  I hear a quiet but clear, “He-ey!  What are you doing?”  It sounds like an old college friend, Kory Standish. 
Kory was a jock in high school and came out of the closet immediately upon showing up at college.  It was funny to see the star tight-end of the football team queen around the dorms in a bolo hat and hot pants.  It was fairly unusual back then, and Kory got jumped by various groups of jocks that weren’t comfortable with his preferences.  I ended up jumping into the fray more than a couple of times to even the odds, so we became friends.  My parents died in a car wreck at the beginning of my sophomore year, so I dropped out at the Christmas break and joined the army as an MP.  Kory wrote me more frequently than my sister, Allison, did.  That voice definitely reminded me of my old friend.  ‘Get back on task, William!’
I speak to the soul.  “I can sense you in the bolt.  I’m guessing that was uncomfortable.”  I don’t hear an answer, so I give a gentle push again.
I hear a gasping response.  “Yes!  It is horrible!  Please don’t!”
I answer, “I’m going to try something else, let me know if it’s an issue.”  I look at the angel.  “Did you hear that Gwen?”
It shakes its head.  “I heard something like a whisper.  I’ve heard it many times over the years, but I can’t make out what it’s saying.”
I turn the bolt over as I murmur, “Hmpf.  I can hear him clearly.  Must be a necromancer thing.”  I look at the nut.  There is a glyph of death energy overlaying another of life energy.  I tell the soul in the bolt, “I’m going to push you deeper into the bolt, and then remove the two glyphs on the nut.  Then I’m going to try to remove the nut.  Holler at me if I’m hurting you past the point it’s more than uncomfortable.”
I hear a murmured, “I will.”
I gently push the soul into the bolt, and then I start absorbing the death energy from the top glyph.  It fades until it finally pops when there isn’t enough energy to keep it together.
I look at the remaining glyph.  I get the feeling I shouldn’t mess with it.  I tell Gwen, “I’ll be right back.”  I dash up the ladder and run to the garage.  I use the light from my phone to slide the key into the lock and hurriedly grab a couple of adjustable wrenches from my toolbox.  I lock up and hurry past a pile of rubble.  There is a bucket of metal bits at the edge of the rubble pile.  I use the phone flashlight to see what’s in it.  I see six bolts that look similar to the ones holding Gwen.  I pocket them before I head back down the ladder.
I confirm I’m working with the same bolt by checking for the life glyph on the tail of the bolt.  I use the two wrenches to attempt to remove the nut.  I hear an immediate, “Hey!”
“Sorry,” I respond.  Then I gently push the soul towards the head of the bolt and try the wrenches again.  I just about give up when I feel the nut budge a bit.  I don’t hear anything from my little ghostly friend, so I try it again.  It moves again, so I persist and slowly work the nut of the bolt.  I put the wrenches in my pocket, and then I remove the washer and slide the bolt out of the chain.
I ask the ghost in the bolt, “You still there?”
I hear a murmured, “Yes.”
I ask, “I suppose I should leave the life glyph.”
He responds with a gasped, “How would I know?  I am a sorcerer’s apprentice.”  Then I hear a sob, “At least I was until my master’s necromancer friend cut my throat as a sacrifice to hold this angel.”
I assure him, “I’m rather new to magic, but we’ll see what can be done about a second chance for you.  So, I saw blue, black, and violet glyphs on this bolt.  Blue and black are life and death energy, and they were on the nut end.  I think the life glyph is holding you in the bolt.  The violet glyph dissolved when I pulled the bolt from the chain.  Let’s see what happens with the rest.  I’ll hold onto you in the meantime.”  I slip the bolt into my back pocket.
I try the next one.  “Anyone in there?”
I hear a quiet female voice, “Yes.”
I tell her, “Please be patient with me.  I’ve done one of these already.  Hopefully I can do this without causing you too much discomfort.”  Then I notice there is a red glyph on the nut of this one.
I think, ‘Oh shit.’  I ask, “Hey, Gwen.  I’m assuming the purple energy is sorcerous.  I know blue and black as life and death energies.  What is red?”
The angel says, “I can’t see them, so I don’t know for sure.  However, I would guess it is demonic.  The group that killed the Leuvenfelds and took over my contract had an elf and a devourer with them.”
“Elves and devourers are demons?  Of course.  And they do magic.  Well, let’s see if this will work.”
I push the ghost gently into the bolt head, and then try to trickle a little death energy into the red glyph.  I don’t have the control I want, so I end up pushing a shit-ton of energy into the red glyph.  It dissolves quickly.  The life energy glyph also pops.
“Shit!” I exclaim.  “Are you still in there?”
I hear a fearful response.  “Yes.” 
“Great!  Stay in there.”  I pull out the wrenches and work the nut.  It comes off easier than the other.  I pull the bolt out of the chains, and the violet glyph dissolves.  Suddenly there is a misty figure standing in front of me.   Since I’m using second sight, I see the ghost has eddies of death energy running around its form. 
“Can you get back in there?” I ask.
I hear a murmured response, “Yes, but I don’t want to.  I’m tired of living like this.  I’m ready to move on.”
“I ask that you stay for now.  I’d like to talk to you and find out what happened.  I won’t try to force you, but I’m asking as a favor from the person that freed you from captivity.”
I hear a whispered, “Okay, but I want to move on.”
“Once we’ve talked, I will wish you well with my blessing,” I assure the disembodied soul.
The misty figure dissolves, and I place the bolt in my back pocket.  I do the same procedure on the next two bolts.  I do the red glyph first - this time managing not to dissolve the blue one underneath.  Then I do the final one.
“Well Gwen, the chains aren’t an issue.  What do you think about the ring?  I don’t sense any souls in it, just glyphs in four colors.  I’ll remove them, and then you can burn it open?”
The angel nods.  “That sounds as good or better than anything I have managed so far.  I’ve tried to heat it and break it, but all the energy was absorbed by some kind of ward on the ring.”
“Okay, I’ll go brute force and either absorb them or dissolve them with death energy.  Here we go,” I tell it.   I start by absorbing the blue and black glyphs first.  Then I dissolve the demonic ones, and finally I do the same on the violet ones...they are more difficult than the demonic ones.  I’ll have to ask Rebecca about that later.
I sigh, “Try it now, Gwen.”
The angel pinches the metal ring between its thumb and index finger.  Light shines, and the ring breaks.  ‘Damn!  That’s impressive!’  It pulls the ring open and pulls the ring from around its neck.
I say, “Gwen, please weld it closed again.”
The angel throws me a confused look.  “Whatever for?”
I explain, “Rebecca said that necromancers can extend their life if they are powerful enough.  I’d rather make it look like everything is still connected as it was.  Ideally no one notices anything before the construction crew digs it out.”
Gwen says, “I need some more metal.”
I pull out the six bolts I pulled from the bucket of rubble.  I hand one to the angel.  “That enough?”
Gwen nods.  “Yes.  I think so.”  It heats the bolt to molten slag and uses it to fill the gap in the ring.  Then it heats the whole ring until the metal glows.
Gwen says, “Bath it in your death energy.  Coincidentally, my people call it entropic energy because it is the driver behind entropy.  It doesn’t cause death directly, it causes death as a result of the breakdown of life.  If you bathe the ring, it will give the metal a light coat of rust.  Don’t do too much if you want it to match the chains.”
I follow its suggestion, bathing the ring in a light coat of death, or entropic, energy.  As the glow fades, it leaves a uniformly shaped metal ring with a light coat of rust that matches the chains pretty well.  I wrap the chains over the ring as they were before, and use the original washers and the salvaged bolts to fasten the chains back on the metal ring.
I stand and brush the dirt off my hand. “Gwen, we’re going to head home.  Would you care to join us?  We can fix you something to eat.  Maybe you would be willing to tell us how you came to be here?”
The angel shrugs.  “I suppose that would be okay.  I am grateful that you released me, but I am eager to go home.  Plus, I don’t think I should walk down your streets in my natural form.  I can stay here to tell you my story.  Eating does sound good.  I don’t suppose you would feed me those souls from the bolts.” 
I look at it with my head tilted.  “Uh no...unless they are willing to.”  I beckon for Gwen to follow me before I head up the ladder.  As my head clears the dirt I notice a pair of bare, clawed feet standing next to the ladder.
I look up to see the angel standing next to the ladder.   I dismount the ladder and look up at the tall being with a smirk.  “You flew up.”
Gwen shakes its head and scoffs.  “Not for that little bit.  That’s an easy jump.”
I look down into the cellar hole and back at the angel.  “I need to get on your fitness program.”  The angel chuckles. 
I tell him, “Let’s all step into the garage so the neighbors are less likely to see us.”




17 - Angelus Gwenefron

 
I unlock the garage and usher the ladies and Gwen inside.
Gwen smirks at me.  “As I’m not female, you don’t have to show me the same courtesies that you would offer a lady.”
We all chuckle a bit as I close the door.  “Well Gwen, it is a little confusing given you have parts for both.  You would make a beautiful woman if not for that one prominent exception.”
The angel chuckles.  “I’ve been to this dimension six times.  All but one time I was asked to assume a male form or inhabit a male body that has no soul.”
Marissa asks, “You can choose?”
Gwen nods.  “Usually it’s negotiated as part of the contract.  The sorcerer that summoned me, Shimon Leuvenfeld, never got that far.  I’m assuming I would have been contracted to present as female.  We had just agreed that I would be the guardian angel for his wife Sara’s student, Rebecca Silberschmid.  Apparently, Rebecca’s life was in danger.”
Rebecca interjects, “I was in danger.  My father locked me in the cellar and left me to die after I rejected his amorous advances.  Eventually, I did die.”
Gwen looks stricken.
Marissa says, “Will mentioned it before, but I’m still horrified to hear it.”  She hugs Rebecca close.
Gwen continues, “Let me start at the beginning.  I was on duty at the employment hall, when a call for ‘Angélus Cústos’ came in - a request for a guardian angel.  I had only been on ‘Angélus Núntius,’ or messenger angel, jobs before.  There were no experienced guardian angels available.  I had a good record as a messenger, and I had been trained on the guardian protocols.  So, I was selected to answer the summons.  I was happy to take it, as it’s considered a prestigious duty.”
“When I arrived on this plane, I found myself in a sorcerer’s circle engraved in salt in the dirt of a stone cellar.  A kindly older couple were standing there smiling at me.  Shimon exclaimed, ‘it worked.’  Then he negotiated for me to become Rebecca’s guardian until such time as she left her parent’s house or died.  I was promised the soul of her father in payment - which was kind.  Sorcerer’s don’t frequently offer payment.”  Gwen looks at Rebecca.  “Apparently your father was the get of a dog.”
Rebecca frowns for a second before confirming.  “Son-of-bitch.  Yes.  That fits my father better than I realized until he tried to rape me.”
Gwen continues, “About that time we heard a thumping upstairs that was followed by footsteps running down the stairs into the cellar.  I learned later the first two were Laurence Clement and Julius Lafayette, the two magicians.  They were followed by two un-souled males that were possessed by an elf and a devourer.  The demons were carrying two gunny sacks between them.”
“Laurence Clement immediately started murmuring in Latin, and then Julius Lafayette pulled a pistol from his coat pocket and shot Shimon in the center of his face.  I felt my bounds begin to loosen and then suddenly tighten again as Clement grinned.  Clement exclaimed, ‘I have it.’  Apparently, he was the sorcerer.  Then four young people came down the stairs.” 
“The first youth was a slender, pretty young man of middle height dressed in the latest fashion of the time.  The second was a tall skinny middle-aged man with intense eyes dressed in a somber black suit.  The third was a stocky young woman with pale skin who was nearly as tall as the second man.  She had shoulder-length hair, fearful eyes, and she was dressed in a rather plain frock.  The final one was a shorter, slender red-headed girl with long hair running down her back dressed in a fashionable dress.  Each focused on me.”
Gwen pauses before continuing.  “Lafayette nodded to the tall girl, and she pulled four bolts and a sponge from her bag.  She wrapped the bit of sponge around the bolts and murmured as her eyes flashed with a bright golden light.  The other youths watched her in fascination as the demons moved behind them.  While that was going on, Clement cursed and whined, ‘I don’t understand!  You killed Leuvenfeld!  The contract should be broken!’  I despise whiners, so I grinned and taunted him by telling him that Shimon being alive wasn’t a term of my contract.  Clement looks at the two young men and sends them to find Shimon’s notes.  The tall one goes upstairs and the other roots through an armoir in the cellar.  Clement then nods to Lafayette.” 
Gwen shivers before continuing.  “Lafayette had the two demons tackle me.  They wrapped the iron ring around my neck, and then Clement pushed his will on me to have me weld it shut.  Lafayette ordered the tall girl to build the pillars.  She handed him the bolts and sponge before she laid out four small oblong pieces of stone.  Then she laid the end of a chain across each one.  Then she took a smaller fifth stone from her bag.  The demons allowed me to sit up as she began to mutter and her eyes began to glow.  The stone in her hand grew until it was about a foot long and about three inches wide on a side.  The larger stones grew proportionally.  Then the girl placed the four large stones with the chain now embedded in them around the cellar.  She dusted off her hands and then picked up the smaller stone and made it grow until it was four times the size it was - taller than her waist and as big around as my wrist.  The four larger pillars had grown with it until they were twice the height of the cellar - pushing up through the floor of the house.”
Gwen has a faraway look on its face.  “While she was doing that, the demons put runes on the metal.  I could feel them heat my soul as my body began to fade in and out of phase with the reality around me.  While they worked, the stone worker took a moment to collect herself.  She visibly focused her attention.  She then pushed each pillar through the rock wall by moving the smaller stone in the direction she wanted each of the larger ones to move.  She caught her breath for a minute before pushing the smaller pillar into the ground - the larger pillars followed.  Then Lafayette cut her throat.”
We all gasp as Gwen continues.  “He pushed the poor girl’s soul into one the bolts, scribed a glyph in on the end of it, and handed it to the elf.  The elf ran the chain through the ring around my neck and used the bolt to secure it.  Meanwhile Lafayette butchered the redhead and the pretty boy.  The devourer ran up the stairs as Lafayette shoved their souls into bolts and inscribed a glyph on the end.  He handed the other girl’s bolt to the elf and fastened a chain himself onto the ring around my neck.  As they finished with their casting, the devourer dragged the tall male down the stairs by his feet.  Lafayette cut his throat and possessed the fourth bolt.”
Gwen collects itself with a couple of deep breaths.  “Clement told me the plan as he and Lafayette inscribed glyphs on the heads of the bolts and the ring.  He said that the demon glyphs were to keep me hidden from sight except for on nights of a new moon.  The life glyphs on the ring kept me from dying while the death glyphs absorbed entropic energy and funneled it into the retaining wall around the property.  Clement’s glyphs are to bind me so I can’t attack the ring, chains, or stones.  The demon and death glyphs on the bolts were to punish me if I overcame the wards on the ring and to bind the spirits into the bolts.  Supposedly, they were to energize the life and death glyphs.  He said when my contract ended, he would come for me.  He never said what he wanted from me.   The way the devourer was looking at me, I assume I was to be coerced into being a meal for a devourer lord.”
Gwen takes a breath, its impressive bosom drawing my eye.  “At that point I faded out of existence.  When I woke at the next new moon, the house was charred embers above me.  I could see the sky.  I screamed for Rebecca, but heard nothing in return.”
Rebecca hugs the angel.  “I was too far gone.  I heard you once as I was fading.  You calling for me is the last thing I remember when I was first alive.  It was nice to know I hadn’t been forgotten.”
Gwen nods, “I felt the contract break just before I faded out of existence again.  When I came back, I was buried in dirt.  I lost count of how many times I phased back into this plane only to find myself buried in dirt.  Today is the first time I returned surrounded by air.”
Rebecca explains, “It has been one hundred twenty-eight years since I died, Gwen.” 
Gwen murmurs, “By all that is holy…”
I hug the large being.  “Gwen, thank you for sharing your story.  I can’t begin to imagine how you have suffered.  Is there anything you need before you go home?”
Gwen gives me a wicked smile.  “You could ask those souls if they would like to be my next meal.”
“How does that work?” I ask.
Gwen shrugs, “When people on this plane die, an Angélus Mórtis, an angel of death, picks up the soul and takes it home to our plane.  Once there, we consume all the soul energy from the soul leaving a soul seed.  At that point, an ‘Angélus Núntius’ returns the soul seed into the atmosphere of this planet, and it eventually gets called into a new baby.  They have no memory of their former lives unless someone gets sloppy, or there is a lesson to be learned and remembered in the next.”
I ask, “Do those look like little acorns without the cap?”
Gwen looks pained.  “More like a hazelnut kernel.”
I nod.  “I have seen one, but it was in a zombie - what you called a ‘no soul.’  Why would there be a soul seed in a zombie?”
Gwen nods, “It’s like the biblical parable of the mustard seed.  Sometimes the seed is cast in soil that is not fertile.  I’m not well-versed in human souls other than knowing that sometimes they get returned with some bit of memory and that they taste good.  Very good.  Succubus are the only ones that come close.”
I pull out the bolts and find the one without a life glyph.  I put the others in my pocket before I call out the soul from the unbound bolt.
I ask the soul, “This angel named Gwen would like to take you to the afterlife.  Would you like that?”
“Maybe,” the ghost answers.  “What will happen?”
Gwen says, “I would consume the energy of your soul, leaving just enough to maintain a vague memory of what happened when you trapped me.  I think that bit of cautionary memory might serve you well in the next life.  Then your soul seed would be absorbed into a new baby when it is born.”
The ghost shudders.  I push some life energy into the ghost and see faint features of a tall young lady with shoulder length hair and a cute face.  I would call her ‘strong’ rather than ‘stocky.’  I think about it.  “You were the thaumaturge.”
She nods.  “My father taught me thaumaturgy, but he decided that he could sell me off to Mr. Lafayette as an apprentice necromancer.  Apparently, my powers were generic enough that I can practice any craft.  That’s fairly unusual.  Mr. Lafayette did teach me necromancy, but he really just wanted me as his pet thaumaturge.  I’ve been a tool for men my whole life.  I don’t want to be a tool for another male - even if it is an angel.”
“What is your name?” I ask. 
“I was Josephine Carroll, daughter of Gryffin Carroll, a thaumaturge in the mines.  Now I am nothing but a disembodied memory,” the ghost says sadly.
Rebecca says, “Josephine, I am the person that Gwen was ensorcelled to guard.  I died before sh-he got the chance.  William brought me back, treating me with kindness and eventually becoming my love.  He is an untrained necromancer, yet he created this body for me, and is giving me a good life.  There may be an opportunity for you, too.  You don’t have to be his lover, just be a friend to me, Marissa, and William.”
Josephine nods at Rebecca’s words and turns to look at me.  “I will think on it, if I may Mr. William.”
“I’m William James, Josephine.  I would be happy for you to call me Will or William.  I would be happy to be your friend,” I tell the ghost.
Josephine says, “I would like that, William.  I am going to retire to my...room?” 
I nod with a smile.  “I will let you know when we get home.  You can roam around free in our apartment”   She nods and slowly fades from view.
I look at Rebecca.  “You could hear her?”
Rebecca nods.  “Once you energized her, yes.  Before that, I only saw the mist.  I may actually be your familiar.  That’s an interesting thought to consider.”
Marissa says, “Oh baby, you are so familiar.”  We all laugh.
I look at Gwen, “I am afraid I must say no to feeding you unless you want to slip over to our apartment.”
Gwen shakes its head.  “No.  I think I’ll just go home.  I’m sure I’ll be able to feed once I return.” 
Rebecca, Marissa, and I all wrap Gwen in a hug.  “Best of luck,” I tell Gwen.
Gwen says, “If any of you need me, just call for me with intent...call for Angélus Gwenéfron.”
Rebecca says, “Maybe if we are just having a dinner party?”
Gwen bows its head.  “I would be honored.  Boiled eggs have a bit of spiritual energy in them that I find nourishing.  Otherwise, I can actually eat just about anything and harvest a minor amount of energy from it.”  It gives each of us a kiss on the cheek before slowly fading away.
Rebecca, Marissa, and I all exit the garage.  I ensure the lights are off and lock the door.  We light up our flashlights, and we pick our way to the alley before we shut them off.  We walk slowly arm-in-arm down the hill and turn right on Cortez to return to the apartment.
Once we return, we all get glasses of water and sit down.  I call Josephine to join us, and she appears.  She does have faint features rather than just being an amorphous silhouette.  I point out the sheet on the loveseat, explain my thoughts on conservation of energy, and tell her to make herself at home. 
I ask, “Josephine, is there a way I can call the other ghosts forth without removing the glyph?”
Josephine acts surprised.  “You don’t know?”
I shake my head.  “I don’t.  Rebecca told you I was untrained.  It’s true.”
 
She responds, “But you have a power well, and it seems infinite.  Only master level necromancers have one, and yours radiates like the sun.  Any necromancer would be afraid to challenge you.  Lafayette’s well was considerably more limited, and he was considered a scary man.”
“I have no intention of being scary, Josephine.  I just want to live my life and protect the people I care about.”
Josephine responds, “A necromancer without world-domination ambitions.  That’s highly unusual.  Charlene is the only other one I’ve met.  Her major ambition was to stay young and beautiful forever, so she could get as many men between her legs as possible.  She wasn’t a particularly strong necromancer, but she was strong enough for her goals.  She was about ready to start preparing her meisterwerk.  She actually taught me everything I know about necromancy.  Mr. Lafayette couldn’t be bothered to teach me much.  He kept Charlene for a bed toy.  She was okay with it, and it kept him from using me that way.”
I say, “What can you tell me about the two gentlemen?”
She shrugs.  “Not much.  I met them two days prior to my death.  The tall one was Mason Smith.  I never heard him utter a positive word.  The dandy was Sidney Beauchamps.  He was really a sweet man, but I believe he would rather have been a sweet girl.  Charlene confided to me the night before we met Mr. Clement’s apprentices, that Mr. Lafayette sent her to bed Mr. Clement.  She said that Sidney was obviously Mr. Clement’s bed toy, and that Sidney was delighted to have someone to discuss fashion with when they were not pleasing Mr. Clement.  Of the two, Sidney was the stronger sorcerer.  I think that he was probably stronger than Mr. Clement.”
“Thank you for the information, Josephine.  Let me know if you have come to a decision about whether to return to the living.  I am pretty sure that I can push life energy into you to strengthen your form and transform it into a living body.  It took about a week to do it for Rebecca.”
Josephine purses her lips.  “I am still worried about that.  I would be your slave, William.  I meant what I said about being a tool for any man.”  I see she’s starting to fade.
Rebecca chimes in.  “Josephine, he didn’t know that rule.  I had to tell him.  Even then, he fought me on it - preferring that I remain a free, independent woman.  I had to explain that I needed him to claim me as his property, so no other necromancer could take me away and make me a slave.  William finally relented.  We had no idea how to go about it, but I am pretty sure what we did worked.  He used what little we know of his craft, our love for each other, and some awesome sex to create the bond.”
Josephine says, “That would work.  It’s about the necromancer’s desire to keep you.  His will for you to be free would weaken the bond, but if he acquiesced in the end and did the things you described, you are safe.  Normally I think there just needs to be a periodic declaration that ‘you are mine.’  Charlene would know for sure.”  She pauses for a moment, and her features fade.
I tell her, “Josephine, you are fading.  If you would place your hand on mine, I will push some more life energy into you.”
She asks, “Do you have enough?”
I bow my head in shame for a moment before looking into her eyes.  “I have the energy I harvested from the glyphs, plus I ate a zombie today.”  Josephine and Marissa both gasp.
I hold out my hand, and Josephine lays her fingers on my palm.  It feels like a cold fog.  “Do you want it all?”
I see her misty head nod.  I breathe deeply for three breaths, then I reach into that well in my abdomen and start pushing life energy into her.  I see her slowly taking shape and becoming more solid.  As I’m standing, I see her eyes begin to form and her face take shape.  Her neck and shoulders become more solid-looking as the energy courses through her misty figure.  Slowly a tall, well-proportioned, strong woman with a cute face and ash blond shoulder-length hair is standing in front of me.  I guess her height at 5’10” - she doesn’t have to look upward much at all to gaze into my eyes.  She is wearing a shapeless dress.
Marissa gasps.  “You’re gorgeous!”
Josephine frowns and says, “Hardly.  I don’t come close to your beauty.  What is your name?”
“I’m Marissa.  I am a close friend of Will’s, and Rebecca and I are becoming close, too.  I think you are beautiful.  You’re so strong.  It’s sexy.  I am in a bit of a mess relationship-wise at the moment.  Otherwise, I would be trying to get you into my bed.”
Josephine looks like a deer caught in headlights. 
Rebecca hugs Marissa.  “Honey, I know Carla hurt you, but Will and I love you.  If you chose us, you will never be alone again.  Either way, we are friends for life.  Considering Will is a necromancer, our lives may be very long indeed.”
Josephine takes in the interaction between the two ladies with a considering look.
I continue to push more energy into her as I comment.  “I agree with Marissa.  If I saw you on the street, my eyes would be drawn to you.  If we had struck up a conversation, I would likely have asked you on a date.  Regardless, I suspect that comes a little close to the ‘not being a man’s tool’ goal you have stated consistently.  Plus, I have three girlfriends, so it wouldn’t be fair to try to make you one, too.” 
I close my eyes as I focus on what I’m doing for a moment.  Then I continue.  “Just don’t sell your looks short, Josephine.  Not everyone will find you beautiful, but many men and a few women will.”
She acts shy as she says, “Thank you, William.  You are very kind.”
“Not always,” I say with a shrug.  “However, I prefer to be when given the opportunity.”
Josephine looks in my eyes.  “That’s reasonable, William.”  Then she ogles Marissa and Rebecca cuddling into each other.  She asks, “Rebecca, did I hear you say craft?  Are you a thaumaturge, too?”
Rebecca says, “No.  I’m a witch.  I got my powers back about a day after my body was complete.”
Josephine says, “My powers never left.  As a necromancer, being a ghost just means that I have to leverage death energy more since life energy is in short supply.  I am not certain if my thaumaturgy craft is still available, but I can still feel relationships in objects.  If it’s not available now, it probably will be upon becoming a whole body.”
Suddenly the relationship aspect of what I’m doing strikes Josephine.  “Oh damn.”  She looks at me with resigned frustration.
I tell her, “Josephine, I can not claim you if you wish.  Or, I can claim you and put the same level control that I have on Rebecca.”
“What is that?” Josephine asks. 
“To live a good, full life.  She has chosen to be my life partner.  I didn’t ask her to; although, I’m happy she made that choice,” I clarify.
Rebecca grins, “I recommend taking him as a lover, Josephine.  It’s very rewarding.” 
Marissa laughs and says, “Definitely!”  She hugs Rebecca to her like a lover.
Josephine looks at Marissa.  “What claim do you have on Marissa?”
“I have no claim on Marissa.  She is my dear friend.  I’m in love with her.  Sometimes she honors me by sharing her body with me.”
Marissa says, “William has my heart.  I have been in relationships with both males and females since I started having urges.  I have been in a committed relationship with a woman for the last two years until today; although, to be honest it’s been over since long before I ever came to William’s bed.  William was my sometimes lover on the side who just keeps working his way deeper into my heart.  I am his.  He is mine.  Rebecca is my new friend, but I’m falling for her fast.  She is a beautiful soul.  Does that clear it up?”
Josephine asks, “Is that normal now?”
I chuckle.  “Only in fantasy literature and certain religious communities as far as I know.”
Josephine pulls her hand away.  “I need to work with this energy to see if I can make this body permanent.”
Rebecca says, “I didn’t have to try, but then again Will fed me energy from his cock six to eight times every day for a week.  That method may be easier to convert energy into flesh.”
Josephine says, “You what?”  She steps back from me.
Rebecca grabs a pillow off the couch.  “It’s easier if I show you.”  She throws the pillow at my feet.  She raises the skirt of her dress and kneels gracefully at my feet.  Then she reaches for my belt buckle.  She smirks at me and says, “Hun-ree, Master.”
Marissa moans.  “If we’re doing this, let’s go to the bedroom!”
Rebecca asks, “Are you wearing the same undergarments today?”
Marissa nods with a wicked smile.  “The lingerie is fresh out of the laundry.  I had to replace the stockings.  They were so soaked in his and my juices that they were crunchy.  I don’t think I could get them clean.”
Rebecca unzips me and pulls out Willy while looking at Marissa.  “Too bad, I would have loved to see you wearing the stockings with Will’s marks on you.”
Marissa groans, “God!  You’re turning into such a little slut!”  She grins lasciviously at Rebecca.
Rebecca rubs my cock on her face as she tells Marissa.  “How about he fucks me, and you eat his seed from my pussy.  Then I’ll do the same to you.”
Marissa reaches out a hand exclaiming, “Slut, slut, slut.”
Rebecca stands and grabs Willy in one hand and Marissa’s hand in the other.  “Just for you and William, Marissa.  I belong to my master and my beautiful friend.”
As I feel the pressure pulling on my cock, I follow Rebecca.  I call to Josephine as I take in her amazed expression.  “Josephine, make yourself at home.  If you want to lie down, pull the cushions off the couch.  There is a pull-out mattress inside.  Have a good night!”
I follow my two lovers into the bedroom for a replay of last Sunday.




18 - Getting ready to face the world

 
I woke up Friday morning about 7am to find Rebecca laying on top of me with her left arm snaked down to twine fingers with Marissa’s fingers, her diminutive breasts pressing into our lover’s chest.  Her head is resting on Marissa’s left shoulder with her lips pressed into my shoulder.  Her right arm is lying across my chest.
I look up to see Marissa’s eyes watching me.  She mouths ‘adorable’ and glances down at Rebecca’s tousled hair.  She looks at me again and mouths ‘I love you’ as adoration shines out of her eyes. 
I think to myself, ‘How did I get so lucky?’  I mouth to Marissa, ‘I love you, too.’
Rebecca grumbles. “Stop moving!  Sleep more!”
Marissa and I both chuckle.  Rebecca whines, “Stop!”
I wink at Marissa and say, “You sleep, Rebecca.  I’ll just fuck Marissa all by myself.”
Rebecca mutters, “Okay.  Me second.”
Marissa giggles, “Get up, sleepyhead!  You said you would help me move today!”
Rebecca mutters, “In the morning.  Still night.”
I squeeze Rebecca’s tiny bum.  “Well, I suppose if you want to act like a baby brat, I can spank you again.”
Rebecca wakes up with that.  She squeezes her eyes shut hard and utters a low moan.  “Oh goodness!  That was so…” she opens her eyes and looks quizzically at Marissa as she searches for the word she wants.  “...kinky?” 
Marissa nods with a grin.  Rebecca continues, “The spank hurt, but it didn’t.  My butt felt warm afterward, and my pussy got really wet.”  She looks up at me.  “We could do that again.”
Marissa giggles, “Definitely kinky.”
I give Rebecca’s ass a sharp spank.  She squeals as I tell her, “Get up, strumpet!  We’re burning daylight.” 
She looks up at me and moans, “Yes, Master.”  Then she kisses Marissa wetly before doing the same to me.  She slowly pushes up off Marissa onto me, and then gets up on all fours.  She winces.  “Oh my!  My pussy has been well used.”
Marissa stretches and sighs.  “Isn’t it glorious?”
I notice movement in the doorway.  Josephine is standing there looking at us all lying in bed together.  Little Willy starts to raise his head as I notice where she’s looking.  She has one bare foot tucked behind her other knee.
I greet her.  “Good morning, Josephine.  I see your boots came off.  Have you fully...manifested already?” 
She shakes her head.  “Good morning to you all.  No, William.  My dress is still attached at the shoulders and my pantaloons are still stuck at my waist.  I was able to remove my petticoat and boots, which is an improvement.”  She looks at the three of us sitting in bed naked looking at her as though it was nothing unusual.  “I didn’t think you three would ever go to sleep last night.”
“Yeah.  Apparently, our neighbor didn’t either.  How many times did they bang on the wall?”  I ask.
Marissa shrugs, which does delightful things to her breasts.  She says, “I ignored them.  My lovers had all my attention.”
Rebecca says, “I lost count after three.  I think I heard more, but I was screaming my own orgasms at the time.  I can’t believe the pleasure you two pulled from my body!”
Josephine leans into the doorframe.  “I had sex once.  It hurt.  I liked the guy, and I wanted it.  He just jammed his cock in me, I had a flare of pain, and then he pumped into me five times and squirted inside of me.   I thought William was hurting you, but I looked in and I could see the rapture on your face.”
Marissa has an ‘a-ha’ moment.  “I thought I saw you in the doorway once.”
Josephine puts a hand over her face.  “I kept coming back for more peeks.  I’m sorry, but I was fascinated.  Especially after I heard each of you scream like that.”
I try to give her comfort through my words.  “Josephine, curiosity is nothing to be ashamed of.  If we wanted privacy, the door would have been closed, and we probably would have abstained.”
Rebecca says, “No!  Never!”
Marissa grins and agrees, “I would rather sell tickets to an audience than give up loving on either one of you.  With both of you - I wouldn’t care if my mom, dad, and the ex were all watching.”
I lean in and kiss her.  I lean against her forehead and say, “Kinkier and kinkier, Ms. Tomlinson.  You’re going to be my love slave yet!”
She whispers a response.  “I already am, Will.  Completely.  I love you, William James.  You’re not getting rid of me.”
Rebecca crawls up and straddles my lap as she wraps us both into a hug.  “I feel the same way.  One hundred forty-five years old, and I finally discovered orgasms and love!”
Josephine gasps, “How long?”
Rebecca looks over her shoulder.  “I was born roughly one hundred forty-five years ago.  I died at the age of seventeen one hundred twenty-eight years ago.”
I have a nagging thought.  “I don’t think ghosts mature emotionally, do they?”  Rebecca looks at me and then at Josephine.
Josephine answers, “Generally no.”
“Oh shit!” I exclaim.  I look at Marissa.  “We’re fucking jailbait!”
Marissa gasps and then laughs.  She says, “Doesn’t matter.  Chronological age is the determining factor in the law.  One hundred forty-five is legal.”  I just look at her.  “I looked it up in high school.  I had just turned eighteen, but I had this cute little sixteen-year old cheerleader that I was fucking.  So yeah, I fucked jailbait.  She was a vixen.  She ended up getting pregnant two months after I left for college.”
Rebecca says, “At seventeen, I was in danger of being an old maid.  My school classmates married between fourteen and seventeen.  I didn’t even have a boyfriend.”  She kisses me and then Marissa before adding, “I declare you both can legally fuck my brains out.”
We all laugh - even Josephine smiles.  I notice her crotch is pressed against the doorframe.  I ignore her and look back to my lovers.
“So!  Marissa’s moving day.  I guess we can all go help.  We could claim Josephine is a Mennonite friend, or that she’s in a play trying to get into character,” I say.
Rebecca shakes her head.  “You should probably stay here and learn as much as you can from Josephine.  Feed her some more energy, and maybe see if you can pull…” she looks at Josephine.  “...Charlene?”  Josephine nods.  “Pull Charlene out of the bolt and talk to her.”
Josephine says, “If you do this…” gesturing towards her body “...to Charlene, she will be in your bed.  She always said that she loved being adored by a man.”
Marissa asks, “How about a woman?”
Josephine shrugs and presses her crotch into the doorframe.  “She never mentioned it.”
Marissa looks at Rebecca.  “I think that if she wants some of our man, she needs to be good with loving the ladies.”
Rebecca squeezes me tight.  “I don’t know, that means we have a longer wait for William’s beautiful cock.  I don’t know if I am that generous.”  She grins at Marissa.
Marissa laughs, “Good point.  Well, we don’t need to worry about that until it becomes an issue.  Get up, strumpet.  Shower, eat, work.  Let’s go.”  She kisses Rebecca and swats her backside.  Rebecca gets off of me, and Marissa kisses me before bouncing delightfully out of bed.
Rebecca calls, “We can share the shower.  It will go quicker that way.”
“As long as you behave, strumpet!” I retort.
Rebecca gives me a pretty little pout.  “But Master, she is so pretty!  I can’t help myself.”  She winks at me and struts off to the bathroom.  Marissa hugs Josephine and then follows.
I get up and pull on a pair of shorts and a t-shirt. 
Josephine says, “This is so different from what I know.”
I freeze in place.  “Josephine, we are still trying to figure this out.  I have another girlfriend in Phoenix who doesn’t know about Rebecca.  I have no idea how all of that will work out.  We are just focusing on one day at a time.  Now that you are here, we need to think about how we set you up for the life you want.”  I look off into the middle distance.  “That means I better take some more side jobs.”
Marissa sticks her head out of the bathroom.  “You’re not alone in this, William.  I make good money, too.  We’ll take care of our growing family together - as a family.”
I smile at her.  “I like the sound of that, beautiful.”  She flashes me a brilliant smile and disappears back into the bathroom.  I hear the shower start and then the shower door closes.  I walk in, and drain Willy.  I see Josephine watching from the living room door.  I flush and wash my hands.
She mutters, “That’s what those are for.”  I see her checking out the shower while I dry my hands on the towel. 
I walk up to her and hug her as chastely as I can before leading her into the kitchen.  She doesn’t struggle.  “Rebecca was thrilled with indoor plumbing.  Apparently outhouses were still common when you died, right?”
Josephine nods.  I say, “Okay, Josie.  You and I are on breakfast detail.”
She looks at me funnily.  “Why did you call me that?”
I stop myself.  “I’m sorry Josephine.  It felt right to me, but you haven’t given me leave to be that familiar.”
She says, “It’s okay, William...er...Will.  My mother was the only person to ever call me Josie.  It makes me miss her.”
I look at her.  “I lost my parents when I was in college.  My sister lives in North Carolina, so I rarely see her.  Missing family is hard.”  She nods.  “Want another hug?”  She nods, so I wrap her in a warm embrace.  She lays her head on my shoulder, and I murmur into her hair.  “Shall I call you Josie?” 
She nods.  I hear her faint response.  “Yes, please.”
I squeeze her gently and push some more life energy into her.  “As you wish, Josie.  Let's get some breakfast going.”
* * *
Josie and I pulled together a scramble with onions, celery, garlic, and bacon.  I show Josie how to operate the toaster, and then I set out the butter and all the cold cuts and cheese we have.  I think this will be a hearty enough breakfast for a day of moving.
She is amazed at how the kitchen works.  Unlike Rebecca, Josie has only rudimentary survival cooking skills.  I teach her how to operate the stove, how we keep food fresh in a refrigerator, and some basic knife skills.  She is unfamiliar with celery and garlic, but considers bacon its own food group.  I find myself agreeing with her on that one. 
I discover that she is twenty-four years old, or was when she died.  She spent her youth working in the mines next to her father.  Her mother died when Josie was eleven.  Her father kept her with him in the mines after that.  They slept in the mines.  Josie cooked bacon and bread in a skillet in the sleeping quarters of the mine.  
She tells how her father taught her to feel the relationships between things.  The obvious ones like the link between a larger piece of a thing to a smaller piece.  The less obvious ones like coming from the same country, having the same water wet them, having the same element in two apparently different objects.  She learned to manipulate a small object to influence something that was related to it.  Josie eventually got better at it than her father despite him claiming to be a master thaumaturge.  At age twenty-one Josie began to plan her own masterwork to bridge a deep gorge with stone.  About that time Lafayette showed up.
Lafayette had heard of the girl child that learned thaumaturgy better than her master.  He came to investigate.   Josie’s father sold her to Lafayette for thirty dollars - the price of a decent horse. 
Josie cries as she finishes telling me of the indignity of her father’s betrayal.  I hug her and gently kiss her cheek, holding her as though she were my own child.  I murmur into her ear.  “Josie, your worth is incalculable.  Not for what you can do, but for who you are.  I am honored by your friendship.”
Marissa snuggles up to us and wraps Josie in a loving embrace.  Rebecca embraces her from the other side.  Marissa tells her, “We are unlike any family you have known, Josie.  But we are yours if you will have us.”
Josie sobs, “I don’t know if I can be with you all in bed like that.”
“You don’t have to,” Rebecca tells her.  “If it works for you, you may join us.  If not, we will still hold you, comfort you, and love you like you are our family.”
I add, “And I will bring down hell on the heads of any that would try to harm you.”
Marissa says, “Let’s eat this lovely breakfast.”
We sit down to eat, and Josie tells us of her trip after her father sold her.  Lafayette took her in a wagon to Colorado Springs.  From there, they boarded a train to Denver.  There they met Charlene in the hotel.  After a lavish dinner in the hotel, Lafayette took her into his room and told Josie why he bought her - to bring thaumaturgy skillset to his team.  He considered that teaching her necromancy was a small price to pay.  He called Josie a ‘tall, strong young woman, with a not unattractive face and figure.’  Lafayette was surprised she was not a virgin - he said it was because she had the lovely innocence of one.  He promised he would teach her about love another time and had her sleep on the floor while he used Charlene.  He started to teach Josie necromancy theory on the train to Flagstaff.  Charlene taught her more than Lafayette did, but Josie learned well from both.  She also continued to practice her thaumaturgy.  Three years later, Lafayette had her prepare the bolts and stones before they all hopped on a train from Flagstaff for Prescott.  Two days later they arrived.  Charlene seduced the sorcerer.  Two days later, Josie was dead.
We sit rapt as she tells her tale, but we do manage to get breakfast down.  Josie eats and drinks with us.  We all hurry to clean up the kitchen.  Marissa goes to help Rebecca dress when Josie gasps and holds her gut.  I hurry her to the bathroom.  I lift her dress and remove it.  She pulls down her pantaloons and sits on the toilet.  I kiss her forehead and leave her to her privacy.
I walk into the bedroom.  Apparently Marissa brought a change of clothes as both ladies are dressed in jeans, t-shirts, and sneakers.  “We’re going to need to get Josie clothes,” I tell her.
Marissa nods.  “We’ll take her measurements, and I’ll run grab my car at the restaurant and then to Target for an outfit like this.  In the meantime, you get her showered.”
Rebecca says, “I’ll stay here to help with that.  She might feel more comfortable with me.  I’ll go check on her.”
After a couple of minutes I hear the flush of the toilet, and then the faucet.  I hear Rebecca call out.  “William, please go work on your computer.”
“May I take a shower?” I ask with a grin.
“Certainly, but hurry,” is the response.
I grab a change of clothes quickly and head to the living room.  Marissa nods at me as she closes the door.  I do my business quickly, and am out of the shower in fifteen minutes.  Marissa walks into the bathroom and gives me a passionate kiss.  “I won’t be long.  See you soon, handsome.”  Then she hurries to the door.
I dress in jeans, a Hawaiian print shirt, and boots.  Then I go to the kitchen and make a cup of coffee.  I ask the ladies, “Anyone want coffee?”  I hear two ‘yes’ answers, so I go through the process to brew two more cups.  I hear the shower start.  I holler, “Shall I leave them here or bring them back?” 
I turn around to see Rebecca smiling at me.  She says, “I’ll take them, Master.”  She kisses me and grabs both cups.  She winks at me over her shoulder as she sashays into the bedroom.
I mutter to myself, “Whatever happened to that shy, innocent waif?”
I hear Rebecca call from the bedroom, “You fucked her to death!”
I laugh as I log onto my computer.  I check emails, and I don’t find anything urgent from work.  I ensure I have all the files for Monday in a folder.  I hear the shower start as I open my Monday presentation and rehearse it.  Then I do the same for Tuesday’s session.  I find a problem with the flow, and make some adjustments.  Then I run through Wednesday’s slides and find one that has two incomplete bullets.  I fix that, save everything, and put a copy on a thumb drive.  Then I pull open the Upwork job.  It looks like easy money when I review it, so I write a proposal.  I hit the submit button just before Marissa walks in the door.
“Hey, Will.”  Marissa kicks the door closed and marches up with shopping bags in her hand.  “I had Rebecca’s key.”  She stops and plants a warm kiss on my lips.  “Sorry it took so long.  I had a customer call just before I got to the register.  The guy talked my ear off for no apparent reason,” she says as she disappears into the bedroom.
“He wants in your pants,” I tell her.  “I hope you told him you’re mine!”
She hollers, “Didn’t come up, lover.  If it does, I will definitely tell him!” 
I grin and call,  “Anyone want coffee?”  I hear three ‘yes’ responses.  I go to the kitchen and get the kettle started. 
I start filling filters when I hear Marissa say, “Go show him.”  Followed by muttering.
Rebecca comes out of the bedroom as I set a filter in the cup top filter holder.  She grabs my hand and drags me to the bedroom.  Rebecca points, and I see Josie standing barefoot wearing my favorite ‘Black Guard’ plaid flannel shirt and apparently nothing else.
“Damn, Josie!” I exclaim.  “You make that shirt look much better than I do.”  She turns away and hides her face.  I walk up and wrap my arms around her.  “You have nothing to be ashamed of, sweetie.” 
I kiss her cheek and release her.  “I’ll leave so I don’t embarrass you any further.”
I hear her murmur, “I’m sorry, William.  Thank you for letting me wear it.”
I grab the ladies’ coffee cups.  “You’re welcome, Josie.”  I stop and ask Marissa, “Do we have time for another cup?” 
Marissa consults her iWatch and says, “I’ll make coffee at the condo.  We need to get a move on.  We’ll be ready to go in ten minutes.” 
“Okay.”  I wash the cups, put the filters in a ziploc for later, and fill a water bottle.  I grab my cleaning kit from the living room side table, sit at the dinette table, and strip my pistol.  I haven’t fired it since the last time I scrubbed it, so cleaning it is a matter of a wipe down and running a couple of swabs through it.  I reassemble it and function check the pistol.  Satisfied that all is in order, I load the weapon and clip it to my belt under my shirt tails.  I am putting away the cleaning kit as the ladies traipse out. 
All three ladies are wearing jeans, t-shirts, and sneakers.  Josie and Rebecca both tend to try to cover up with their hands as we walk out the door, but I think they will loosen up eventually when they figure out that it’s normal now.  Josie actually has a very nice figure - wide hips and shoulders, a relatively narrow waist, and I’m guessing those are D-cups protruding from her chest.  I get a kiss from each - Josie’s on my cheek.  Then I lock the door as the ladies all jump in Marissa’s car. 
“Hey, Marissa.  You might want to send me the address,” I call as I head to my car.
Marissa says, “Check your email, William.”  I check my phone, and see the email from her with her address and her parents’.  I jump in and start the CRV in time to pull in behind Marissa’s Audi.  I will refer to the email if I lose her.




19 - Doing business with Bernadette

 
We spent the rest of the day moving Marissa.  She already had plastic bins for her clothes.  The ladies laid everything on her bed and confirmed that it all was meant to go.  Then they started packing the bins.  She pulled a hanging bar for her car, which I installed in her Audi.  I then carried out about twenty dresses and hung them in the car.  Slacks and skirts went in bins, and I carried out blouses and coats on hangers.  


In the meantime, Marissa pulled some items from the kitchen and put them in a couple of bins.  It looked like most of the kitchen was Carla’s.  While she was doing the kitchen, I tore down her technology - a docking station, monitor, input devices, and printer.  She also had an audiophile’s stereo with a crate of vinyl and multiple books of CDs.  A handful of the DVDs were hers, too.   We took our time, having a coffee and water break about once per hour.  Despite the leisurely pace, we finished packing crates by 1:00. 
Marissa’s parents showed up at that point with food and a truck.  We took a break for lunch and got to know Marissa’s parents - Dan and Maria.  About 2:00 Marissa’s desk, a large wing chair, and a side table all went in the truck while the ladies sorted through linens and laundry to grab the last.  Her dad and I loaded a couple of shelves of books into a carton.   Marissa took two prints and an oil painting down from the wall, and we put them into my Honda.  Marissa’s dad and I carried her bike, skates, skis, a snowboard, ski boots, snowboard boots, and a bin of sports equipment into the truck.  Marissa took a final tour before leaving her key on the kitchen counter.  She locked the door with the lock in the doorknob, and then we left.
We ran by her storage unit first to empty the truck.  Then we offloaded the rest at her parents’ house.  Her mom had repurposed her bedroom years ago, so we moved Marissa into the guesthouse.  Honestly, her new accommodations had more room than my apartment.  Her dad, Dan, showed me around the house ending significantly at an outbuilding that turned out to be his dojo.  It is bigger than some of the commercial dojo’s I’ve seen.
I chuckled and teased Dan about putting the fear of God in me.  He smirked back and kicked off his shoes.  He bowed onto the mat, so I kicked off my boots and pulled off my socks.  I dropped my keys, holster, and phone into my boot and stepped up to the mat. 
Knowing he’s a Kenpo black belt, I followed their tradition - I stood at attention at the side of the mat, bowed just my head, dropped into a meditation horse stance, and then dropped my fists to my hips while waiting to be invited onto the mat.  Dan lifted an eyebrow at that and nods at me.  I snapped to attention, gave him a Kenpo Salute, and bowed back.
I’m not a Kenpo black belt.  I learned Krav Maga from an IDF platoon sergeant in the sandbox.  They trained every day.  I had studied aikido for a little over two years starting the summer before my senior year in high school until I went off to basic.  I saw the IDF platoon training shortly after I arrived in-country, and one of the squad leaders invited me to join them.  I had been trying to get in her pants for about a month, so I accepted.  Then she and her squad mates proceeded to beat the crap out of me.  Apparently I did better than the average newbie, so her platoon sergeant invited me to join them.  I accepted.  So for eighteen months I got an extensive course in the original Krav Maga under the tutelage of the Platoon sergeant, a short, crusty guy that looked like a worn shoe.  I learned hand-to-hand, hand-to-knife, knife-to-knife, and hand-to-gun tactics.  It was an amazing experience.
I never did get in the squad leader’s pants, but I did get a kiss on the cheek when I beat the squad leader she was ‘dating.’  He wasn’t particularly happy with me after that, but he did manage to laugh about it towards the end as we were sharing a beer.
When I got back to the states and got out of the army, I had trouble finding a place to train that had the same level of intensity.  I joined a Krav Maga school, but I found it wasn’t quite the same as the experience I had with my Israeli classmates.  The instructor grew to resent me, so I eventually dropped that.  I found a Kenpo school run out of a backyard dojo similar to Dan’s, and they let me sit in with their black belt classes.  They had a Saturday afternoon ‘love fest,’ which was essentially an open invitation sparring class.  I met black belts from all over the valley and garnered many invitations to drop in.  That eventually led to me training regularly in Kenpo and something Mr. Hiromatsu calls ‘Samurai Bujutsu’ - essentially combat arts of the samurai with a heavy emphasis on aiki jiu jitsu.  Needless to say, I was looking forward to challenging myself with Dan as he was a 5th-degree Kenpo black belt, and a retired policeman.
I handled myself pretty well.  He was a little surprised at not only my skill level, but at the range of skills I brought to the mat.  Afterwards as we stretched to cool down, we chatted about our individual paths in the arts.  I asked him, “Why am I getting the new boyfriend treatment?”
Dan said, “I see the way you look at my little girl.  I also see the way she looks at you.  She’s going to be knocking on your bedpost before too long if she hasn’t already.”  I tried to keep up my best poker face.  He said, “I am guessing you and  Rebecca are sleeping together, but that won’t stop Marissa.  I don’t know if you picked up on it, but her last boyfriend was a girl.”
I chuckled at that and confessed that I cared for Marissa.  I told him we met at the gym and became friends.  I also told him that if she did come knocking, she would find a warm welcome from both Rebecca and myself.
We all stayed for dinner.  Marissa walked us to the car and committed to taking the girls shopping tomorrow.  She kissed us each quickly, and then I drove Rebecca and Josie home.
The rest of the evening, Rebecca and I played music for Josie.  She professed to play the mandolin and banjo, so I committed to getting her instrument.  She also plunked out a few popular bar tunes from the 1800s on the piano.  She proved to be a fairly competent stride-style player, but she was not anywhere close to Rebecca’s level.  She said she learned it in Flagstaff in her twenties.
Then we made the loveseat into a bed for Josie and tucked her into bed - again wearing my flannel shirt - with kisses to her cheek.  Rebecca and I made love quietly before falling asleep.
I woke up with Rebecca cuddled up on top of me and Josie tucked into my right side.
I got up to do some yoga and bodyweight exercises, before I showered.  I left a note for the ladies after that and went to the grocer to get food for breakfast.  I got back and started breakfast for us.  I heard noises in the bathroom and talking from the bedroom while I cooked.  Marissa showed up in yoga togs with a lightweight dance top over her sports bra.  She helped me plate the food, and fixed herself a cup of coffee.  I set a pot of English Breakfast tea on the table for the rest of us and called the girls to eat.  They both came out dressed in my flannel shirts, and we sat down and enjoyed breakfast.
Afterward, Marissa and I cleaned up while Josie and Rebecca got dressed for a day outside.   Marissa and I had just sat down to enjoy another cup when they walked out wearing dresses and low-heeled slides.  Rebecca was in a pale blue knit dress cut like a long t-shirt with short sleeves and boat collar, while Josie was in a pale yellow cotton dress with short sleeves folded inside cute little epaulets.  Whereas Rebecca’s dress was more closely fit and clung to her skinny body, Josie’s had a generous A-line flounce.  They both looked gorgeous, and I told them so, which resulted in shy blushing.  Marissa joined in my praise.
I looked at Marissa for a moment.  She shrugged, “So, I bought her a dress yesterday, too.  I thought having a spare outfit might be nice since we were going to be sweating during the move.”
The ladies all loaded into Marissa’s Audi, and I had them follow me to the CVS drugstore.  The Walgreens was closer, but I didn’t want to go back there so soon after Thursday’s fun.  We took passport photos of Josie and Rebecca - two sets each.  I tucked those away for future larceny, and then Marissa and the girls left to shop while I went to the mobile phone store.  I added two lines to my account, and purchased the simplest smartphones with the biggest screens they had - an iPhone 8 XL model.   I took the phones back to the apartment and programmed everyone’s numbers into each of the phones, and added their numbers to mine.  Then I created Gmail accounts for each of them and set it up on their phones.  Then I sent each of them a ‘welcome email.’  I figured I better plan on getting them some kind of computer at some point, but email, texting, and web browsers on the phone should work for a start.
I texted Marissa that I had phones for them, and that they would likely need some kind of clutch.  She texted back ‘duh! :P’ to indicate what she thought of my efforts to help accessorize the girls.
I went for a walk after that.  There was some kind of market in the square again, so I took the tour.  I found a vendor that was selling leather bound journals, so I bought one for Rebecca and Josie.  I found another that was offering carved walking sticks.  I bought four, which raised an eyebrow despite how he welcomed my money.  I found a vendor selling wood-turned pens - I picked out four of those, too. 
I also met a knife maker I had seen there before.  He had some nice art knives, but none were what I had in mind.  I described what I was looking for.  He said he would have a prototype for me in a week, and I could commission more after that.  He volunteered to custom fit each grip to the user.  He laid a piece of paper on the counter and traced my hand - fingers together, thumb extended.  I gave him my phone number, and I told him I looked forward to hearing from him.
After that, I grabbed a pastrami sandwich and a bottle of water from a food vendor, and ate my lunch on a bench in the courthouse plaza.  Once I was done, I took a couple of laps around the square with my bundle of walking sticks on my shoulder before I walked back to the apartment, and started laying out clothes for the week. 
Rebecca had worn my white dress shirt, so it looked a little rumpled.  I packed it regardless, figuring I would have the hotel clean and press it.  I grabbed a light blue striped oxford, a similar pale yellow one, and a light blue solid pinpoint oxford.  I grabbed a pair of heathered grey slacks, a pair of khakis, and my navy blazer to finish my work attire.  I threw a spare pair of jeans on the pile, some workout clothes, underwear and socks.  Then I pulled out a rolling valise and carefully packed it all in there.  I left a small pocket for my shaving kit and closed it.  I set it up against the wall.
I called Prescott Station for a brunch reservation tomorrow for four people.  Since it had just turned three o’clock, I took a chance and called John’s Chophouse for dinner reservations.  I lucked out, and got a table for four at 6:00.  I texted Marissa the reservation.  Then I made the call I had been putting off.
“Hello, Bernadette!  Will James here.”... “Why thank you, Bernadette.  It’s always a pleasure talking to you, too.  I’m calling because I have a problem I think you might be able to help me with.” … “How about we discuss it in person.  It’s kind of private, and I would prefer to discuss it face-to-face.  I’m coming to town tomorrow for business on Monday, Tuesday, and Wednesday.  I thought I might drop by.”... “Great, Bernadette.  I’ll probably arrive tomorrow around three o’clock.  Will that work?”... “You’re too kind, Bernadette.  I’ll see you tomorrow.”... “Bye.” 
I disconnected and put aside my phone.   I picked it back up after a moment to text Audrey, ‘Hello Kitten.  Five o’clock tomorrow for dinner?’  I laid aside the phone again and got out my guitar.  I practiced for about thirty minutes, and then I did another thirty on the piano.  I noticed it was just four o’clock as a stray thought struck me.  Marissa seemed to have appropriated Rebecca’s key.  Rebecca and Josie will each need one while I’m gone.  I pulled out my lease paperwork and saw the terms include only two keys, so I grabbed a water bottle and my weapons.  I locked up the apartment, and I drove to Lowe’s.  I found the self-service key station and a pair of blanks that matched my apartment key.  I followed the instructions, and soon I had a key each for Rebecca and Josie.  I picked out a couple of key rings and scrunchies before I checked out.
I returned to the apartment and threaded the keys onto the rings, and the rings onto the scrunchies.  I tested the keys in the door before I wrapped the scrunchies around the phones.  I pulled four hundred dollars from the fire safe and put two hundred inside each of the scrunchie-phone packages.  It was about a quarter ‘til five.  I did an inventory on what I’d done to prepare the ladies.  Phone, key, stick, defense knives are in the works...Marissa has that nifty little taser flashlight.
I sent a text to Marissa, ‘Where did you get the taser light?’  I noodled on the piano while I waited for a response.  About two minutes later an answer arrived, ‘She says her dad gets a discount.  Former police and security contractor.  Be home in ten minutes.  Miss you! - R.’
I chuckled to think of my 19th Century lover texting me.  Then my phone pinged again.  I read, ‘I miss you too. - J.’  I text back, ‘I miss all three of you.  Love you all.’  Shortly afterward I got another text back, ‘Even me? - J.’  I chuckle, ‘Yes, even you.’  PING.  ‘But I am not your lover.  I’m not pretty like they are. - J.’   I laughed at that despite the serious curiosity behind her question.  Josie’s been alive for two days, and she’s already addicted to texting.
I wrote back, ‘You may choose whether to join me in bed or not.  Completely your choice.  I’m pretty sure M & R would welcome you.  I would.  Regardless, I think you are beautiful.  You are family, and you have my love whether we have sex or not.’
The ladies returned in a tidal wave of energy, love, and shopping bags.  Josie attacked when the door opened.  She hung from my neck and devoured my mouth.  When she took a break and got her feet under her again she told me, “I’m not ready yet, William.  I think I will wait until we have a bigger bed.  Promise you won’t fuck Charlene until after you fuck me.”  I pecked her lips gently and promised.  I collected kisses from Rebecca and Marissa.  I showed them the packages I had prepared for them and demonstrated how to pull up contacts, dial the phone, and the email.  Then the ladies treated me to a fashion show.  Dresses, skirts, blouses, workout togs, and all three demonstrated a lovely short cut ‘little black dress’ with two-inch heels.  All three ladies finished wearing identical lovely pale yellow, sleeveless, shirt dresses with a wrap belt and sneakers.  We each downed a glass of water, took a last trip to the loo, and prepared to leave.
We were just about to leave when I got a call from Audrey.  “Hello, Kitten.” … “Don’t worry about it, honey.  I’m happy you had some time with your parents.” … “Uh, no.  I am stopping by Bernadette’s about three o’clock.” … “(laughing) No, honey!  I’m not going there to play.  I need to discuss some business with Bernadette.  I will tell you a bit about it when we meet.” … “About thirty minutes.” … “Well you can wait for me in the lobby until I arrive.”... “Great.  I’ll see you then.  I love you, Audrey.” … “No, I mean it.  I’ve been avoiding telling you, but recent events in my life convinced me I need to stop messing around and tell you how I feel.” … “Audrey?  Are you okay?” … “Oh, silly Kitten.  How could I not love you after all we have done together?  You know me well enough to know I couldn’t keep it casual.” … “Don’t cry while you drive, Kitten.  You probably should have waited until you were home.” … “Okay.  Honey, I’m standing at the door with Marissa, Rebecca, and Josie on our way out to dinner.” … “Yes, I told Marissa about you.  She is looking forward to meeting you.  So is Rebecca.” … “Yes, Rebecca and Josie are family.  I’ll tell you about them tomorrow.” … “I promise.  You won’t be able to move.” … “I love you too, Audrey.  Bye, honey.”  I disconnected.
I pulled on a light cotton casual blazer and ushered the ladies out the door.  We walked down Cortez to Gurley, turned left and walked to Montezuma, crossed the street and continued half a block.  Along the way I answered the ladies' questions about Audrey.  Josie didn’t know anything about her.  Both she and Rebecca were both appalled and titillated when I told them Audrey liked to be tied up and fucked harshly.  Even Marissa cocked an eyebrow at some of the details.  That led to much speculation by the ladies until we got to the door of John’s Chophouse. 
John’s is a high-end restaurant that reminds me of the fine dining restaurants I know in the bigger cities.  I don’t go frequently because it is the kind of place you want to share with someone.  There is no place like it in Prescott.  The prices are steeper than average in our little town, but it is still way less than half of what you would pay in a fine steak house in Chicago, Dallas, or New York, and the quality is the same as those types of places.  The staff always seem to remember me regardless of how long it's been since my last visit. 
We had a lovely meal, two bottles of wine, and shared a desert.  Then we walked home arm-in-arm, dispersing to allow others to pass and then reforming our walking ‘cuddle knot’ all the way home.
We drank another bottle of wine while I talked about my plans for the next four days.  We eventually started yawning, so we made Josie’s bed and tucked her in with wet, sloppy kisses from the rest of us.  I think she fell asleep before we made it to the bedroom.  Marissa, Rebecca and I all stripped and crawled into bed.  They each cuddled up on one side of me or the other, and we all fell asleep quickly.
The next morning we woke up early, and I toasted some bread for a light petit dejeuner of toast and tea.  Then we all dressed in jeans, grabbed shopping bags, and walked down to the Sprouts on Sheldon.  We picked up enough to carry the ladies for a day or two, and Rebecca and Josie assured me they could shop for themselves during my absence.  We dropped off the groceries, and then walked back north for brunch at Prescott Station.  I go here at least once each week, so most of the staff greeted me by name when we walked in.  It is my favorite brunch place in town.  We brunched family style on the patio, enjoying a couple plates of chilaquiles, breakfast enchiladas, and their turkey crepe.  Then we slowly walked back to the apartment in a ‘cuddle knot.’
I packed my shaving kit into my bag, and then loaded my bag and my briefcase into the CRV.  I left the four bolts from Gwen in my safe in the closet.  I gave each lady a kiss and a hug, assuring each that I loved her and would miss her.  Marissa poked me in the ribs and teased me not to have too much fun abusing Audrey.  I told her I couldn’t make any promises, and she laughed with me at that comment.  Then I mounted up and headed off.  I stopped to fill the SUV with gas at Costco, and then started my journey to Phoenix.
* * *
I pull into the circle drive of Bernadette’s townhouse.  A relatively tall, chiseled Latino man in a period costume stands just outside the door as I pull on my blazer and confirm my checkbook is in the pocket.   I pull a thin folio from my briefcase and close the hatch before I meet the guy with an offered hand.  “Hello, Luis.”
He shakes my hand and smiles.  “Hello, Mr. James.  It’s a pleasure to have you back.  The Mistress is eagerly awaiting your arrival.”
“Glad to hear it, Luis.  I look forward to seeing her, too.”
“Please follow me, sir.”  Luis turns and leads me through the entryway into the parlor.   I see the mistress of the house standing in the window looking at my car.  Bernadette Pasquale turns to greet me, and as always, the site of her takes my breath away.  I have no idea how old she is, but from her looks I would guess early-to-mid-40s.  She looks like a recently retired lingerie model.  Her whole body is lean and her skin is firm.  Her limbs have a lean appearance that makes her look strong and sexy at the same time.  She is 5’8” with dark brown wavy hair that she usually wears in some kind of up-do.  I remember the one time I saw her with her hair down, it hung just long enough to tickle her nipples.  She also has soulful brown eyes, full D-cup breasts that defy gravity and are currently encased in a red velvet robe or dressing gown.  I think it’s a French design, but it may be Victorian.  It’s definitely designed to look like a period piece.  The robe is unbound below the waist, and her long shapely leg is on display nearly to the hip as she steps forward to embrace me.  Her skin is lightly burnished as always.  I think it’s her natural skin tone because there is no evidence of tan lines when I’ve seen her naked, which has fortunately been a relatively frequent occurrence.
I wrap my arms around her, and she presses her ample bosom into my chest.  I kiss her cheeks in the French way.  Her rich contralto voice greets me, “Hello, William Darling!  It’s been too long.”  Then Bernadette places a finger under my chin and draws me into what passes for a chaste kiss in her world - if we had kissed like that on a crowded street only a handful of people would have told us to get a room. 
Bernadette releases me and waves me to an occasional chair on the opposite side of the wingback she is standing next to.  “Please, William Darling.  Sit.” 
I take my seat, and notice her large nipples are prominently pebbling under her robe.  I get a flash of her bare vulva as she arranges her robe before taking a seat.  She crosses one arresting leg over the other and sits back in her chair like a queen on her throne.
“So, Darling.  What may I do for you today?”
I grimace slightly.  “Bernadette, I need help.  However, what I’m going to ask may be beyond the bounds of propriety.”  She makes me want to be very formal.  I’ve never figured out why.  She gestures for me to continue. 
“I have two recent additions to my family.  I am passing them off as lost amnesiacs at the moment, but I need to come up with something better.  There will likely be three more.  I need to find someone that can forge an identity and hack into computers in Vital Records departments and the Department of State to create an identity and back-story.  I need US identities.  I don’t mean to make offence, but I’m hoping that you may know someone given how some of your activities are right on the boundaries of what’s legal.”
I watch her face as I talk, but she shows no reaction of emotion at all.  After a moment to digest the information, Bernadette picks up a small bell from the table between us and rings it.  A short young lady with mousy blond hair held up with chopsticks arrives in a different period dress.  She says, “Yes, Mistress?”
Bernadette smiles, but it doesn’t reach her eyes.  “Clarice, I need a cone of silence.  Would you be a love and establish it?”
Clarice bows her head slightly.  “One moment, Mistress.”  She pulls a small tablet from a pocket in her apron and makes a couple of entries.  A heavy shade slides down in tracks embedded in each window frame.  Clarice steps out of the room, closes the door, and then a similar shade drops on the interior wall with the door.
I look to Bernadette and ask, “Jane Austen?” 
Bernadette gives me a genuine smile that lights up her eyes.  “Very observant, William.  We’re holding a period party this evening.  Since PBS has been showing Sanditon on Sunday evenings, we’ve been having viewing parties in costume.  They’re rather dull as parties go, but people pay handsomely to attend…”  she watches as all the shades lock in place and nods “...plus most of my ladies do get an opportunity to work off some of their debt.”
Her eyes squint, and her expression changes to what I can only describe as ‘shrewd.’  “William, the service you are seeking is highly illegal, hard to find, and very expensive.  If there is a dead baby of about the appropriate age and gender, it’s only slightly less expensive, but still not easy, and just as illegal.”
“I know, Bernadette.  It still has to be done.  They have…” I pause and think about how to say this.  “...they have had a very rough time of things.  I want to free them.”
“You’ve created your master work,” she says matter-of-factly. 
I think ‘SHIT!’ to myself.
“Why isn’t your teacher helping you with this?  It is how things are done.  It is part of their responsibilities,” she says.
I just look at her for a minute.  “What do you think is going on, Bernadette?” 
She makes a slight moue with her lovely lips before responding.  “I think you just became a master level necromancer.”  I try to pick my jaw up off my lap.  She continues, “I’m surprised, William.  I always knew you had some power, but I assumed you would eventually become a sorcerer, but your aura has no flecks of purple.  Instead I see pure white with occasional swirls of blue and black.  That means necromancer.”
I squint at her and pull up my second sight.  She has a very bright aura with swirls of red whipping through it.
I ponder how much to tell her, but I eventually go for full disclosure as I’m about to embark on a life of crime with her.  “Bernadette, I don’t have a teacher.  I stumbled onto this.  I moved into an apartment temporarily, which turned out to have the ghost of a young lady that died in 1891.  Her name is Rebecca.  I felt sorry for her.  I was kind to her.  Then Audrey called because she was horny and excited about this visit.  We had phone sex, and I left my emissions on a sheet I had laid out for Rebecca to sit on, so she wouldn’t slime my couch again.  I didn’t think about it, but she discovered my spunk on the sheet.  She was able to interact with it, and ate it.  It energized her ectoplasmic body, and made her hungry.  I fed her over the course of the week, and her body got stronger and eventually became a living body.  She told me what little I know about necromancy.  She was a witch when she was alive, so she at least knew they existed.” 
Bernadette looks surprised at that last bit.  “There are not many necromancers around, William.  Witches either.  I’ve been looking for a necromancer to help with a couple of projects, and I haven’t found anyone.  I may have to ask you to help me.”
I shrug, “Bernadette, I would never deny you help if you ask, but I barely know anything about necromancy.  I...raised?” I look to her for confirmation, and she nods. “...Rebecca completely by accident, acting out of kindness.”  She smirks at that.  “Yes she did learn to give good blowjobs, but still it was because it was less likely to leave me raw than me stroking myself into her mouth six-to-eight times a day.”
Bernadette throws her head back and laughs prettily at that comment.  I continue, “Other than that, I drained a zombie that was trying to kill me last Thursday, and raised another ghost by just pushing life energy into her over the course of about a day.” 
“Oh my,” Bernadette says.  “A day is very fast, William.  I’ve only heard of a couple of necromancers that could do it at all, and they required more like a one or two week effort to do it.  It is easier to find a zombie and push the ghost into it.”
I nod, “I will probably take that route on the other three if I can find zombies.  So how much will the identities cost?”
“Ten thousand each, William.  If you want to go cheaper initially, we can just get driver licenses or state IDs for them.  Those I can do for only five thousand.  That’s a limited time offer as the new federal ‘Real ID’ program is coming on line, it will be much trickier.  You have to fake the identity background documents and get them into their database backdated to the date of the supposed application.  It’s easier if they can assume a dead person’s identity that has a ‘Real ID,’ but those are in high demand so the cost works out about the same,” she explains.
I frown, “Well, I hope I get that side job.”  I open the folio in my hand.  “Here are the names and two complete sets of passport photos.”  I hand it over.  “Rebecca is so malnourished and looks young enough that maybe we could go with a state ID registered three years ago when she was ‘sixteen’ - that would make her legend nineteen years old.  She doesn’t know how to drive, so that might support it.  If that’s cheaper, we could go that route, but if there’s less chance of scrutiny with a full legend, then go that way and cost be damned.  Josie, or Josephine, will need the full package.  Her legend should be 24 or 25 years old.”
Bernadette says, “I’ll need half up front, William.  I don’t want to engage in illegal activities without my customer having some skin in the game.”
“I can withdraw cash tomorrow.  I’m assuming you don’t want a paper trail,” I say.
She smiles, “I’ll take your check, William.  Annotate it for ‘consultation services.’  I do a variety of consultations.”  I pull my checkbook out of my blazer pocket and fill out a check to Bernadette Pasquale for ten thousand dollars annotated as requested.
I hand it over.  “There you are, Bernadette.  I appreciate your help in this.”
She smiles.  “You’re quite welcome, William Darling.”
I hurriedly add, “Since we have the cone of silence, I hope you don’t mind me asking.  What kind of demon are you?”  I see the red tinge in her aura.
She smiles at me benignly, but it falls short of her eyes.  “William, I am a succubus.” 
I respond, “That explains why you are so temptingly beautiful.”
She gives me a genuine smile at that.  “Flattery, William.  You do know the path to my heart.  As for my appearance, this is not what I looked like when I was born.  I am inhabiting a zombie body.  I think you would find my aura more red than white if I were in my natural body.”
I shrug, “I don’t know, Bernadette.  The angel I met had a bright white aura.  It was painful to look at despite being stunningly beautiful.  I bet yours is much the same.” 
She smiles brightly, “Are you sure you can’t stay and play with me for a while?”
I shake my head ruefully.  “Sadly, no.  Audrey is waiting for me at my hotel.”  I pause for a minute.  “How is Viktorija doing?  I had hoped that I might be able to say hello.”
Bernadette smiles graciously at me.  “She is doing well.  She is busy getting ready for the party.  I will let her know you asked about her.  It will cheer her greatly.  She hates these parties.  I do try to find other ways for her to work off her debt, but the parties are lucrative as well as the most frequent activities I have to offer her.” 
“I am sure,” I say.  “She is worth paying a great deal for.  If I hadn’t already been with Audrey, I probably would have lost my resolve and called on her regularly.  She has a tough exterior, but she is a lovely person as well as a beautiful woman.  Please give her my warmest regards.”
Bernadette flashes her pussy at me again as she uncrosses her legs and stands.  I stand with her and pull her into a warm, wet kiss.
“Thank you, Bernadette.  I truly appreciate your help in this,” I tell her.  
She rings the bell on the desk, and then wraps my arm in hers as she presses her right breast into it.
“It is my pleasure, William.  You will want to bring all your ladies to one of our parties.  I’m sure they would find it enlightening.  Especially if the new ones could see you and Audrey present a Shibaru demonstration.”
I laugh as we wait for the screen over the door to clear the doorway.  “I’m certain of that.  I think we will have to do that.”
Viktorija is standing in the entryway, and she launches herself to wrap me in a warm hug.  I kiss her gently under her ear.  “Thank you, Viktorija.  I despaired of seeing you today.”
She presses a warm kiss into my cheek and steps back, folding her hands in front of the apron of her costume.  She smiles at me.  “William, I had to take a quick moment to say hello.  I think of you often.  Will you stay for the party?”
I shake my head.  “No, darling.  I need to go meet Audrey.”
“Okay,” she says before hugging me again.  “Tell her I said hello.”
I kiss her cheek.  “I will, darling.” She releases me with a smile, so I can follow another Latino man in costume, Manuel, out the door.




20 - Audrey

 
About twenty minutes later I am walking into the reception of the Biltmore Embassy Suites.  I take two steps in the door before I see a beautiful Amer-Asian young lady run towards me. 
Audrey wraps her arms around me and climbs up my body as she devours my mouth.  Even Bernadette would consider this kiss bedroom worthy.  When Audrey gives me a breath, she murmurs, “Master, I’ve missed you so badly!”
She moans as I squeeze her tight little ass.  I tell her, “I missed you too, Kitten.  Go get your bag, so we can check in.”
She drops down to the ground, and I admire her figure as she dashes over to grab her rather large suitcase. 
Audrey is a beautiful young woman. She is about 5’7” and athletic.  She plays collegiate volleyball.  Her dad is half Korean and Anglo.  Her mother is a quadroon-Korean mix with light coffee colored skin.  As a result, Audrey has a slight duskiness to her skin tone, a round strong tushy, long muscular legs, straight dark hair, and muscular lean shoulders and arms.  When she’s naked, I can generally see muscles moving under the skin of her flat abdomen and back.  Today she’s wearing short black athletic shorts that barely cover her spectacular ass, and a white tank top that is cropped enough to give peeks at her toned stomach.  She is still sporting the page-boy haircut she had last time.  She is sexy as can be.  I want her in the worst possible way, and that is just how I’m going to take her.
She meets me at the desk as I slide my credit card and license across the counter.  The young man looks at me judgmentally for groping my young lover in public before looking up my record.  His eyes pop when he sees all the money I’m bringing in with this workshop.   I see his name is Haimish.
He says, “Aaaah.  Hello Mr. James.  Welcome to the Biltmore Embassy Suites.  We have you in a Deluxe King Suite for four nights departing on Thursday morning.  Your conference room is currently occupied with a wedding, but we will set it up tonight afterward.  It is down the corridor to your right, my left, at the end of the hall.  Here are two keys to suite 418 and the upgraded wifi password.  Will there be anything else, sir?”
“No, Haimish.  That will be all we require.  Have a lovely evening.”  I give him a smile as I turn towards the lifts.
He answers, “You too, Mr. James.” 
Audrey links my arm in hers as we trundle to the elevator.  We make our way up and to our suite’s door.  Audrey lets go of my arm as I work the key card and open the door.  She pushes her suitcase out of the way as I follow her in.  She kicks off her shoes, her no-show socks, and pushes her shorts and panties to the floor.  She moves everything out of the way and folds her garments carefully before placing them on the credenza.  I bolt and throw the sliding lock as she removes her tank top, folds it and places it on top.   I strip off as she places her suitcase on the credenza and opens it.  She removes a coil of rope and a large toiletry bag and opens it as I hang my garments.  Then she places the rope on the corner of the bed and crawls to the center of it before sitting in a splayed seiza with her hands on her thighs, her back straight, her head facing straight forward, and her eyes downcast.
I prowl toward the bed as Willy raises his head.  I command, “Tell me.”
“Master, I have been a bad kitty.  I fucked my roommate five times.  I think she might be falling in love with me.  I masturbated twelve times since I last was honored by your attention.”
“Does that include the call?” I ask.
“No, Master,” she whimpers. 
“I’ll give you a bye on that one since you gave your orgasm to me.”
She whispers, “Thank you for your kindness and understanding, Master.”
“You are welcome, Kitten.  So how many orgasms did you take from me?”
She shivers.  “Master, I’m not sure.  Multiples each time.  I was hoping we might agree to five per infraction.”
“Five!” I exclaim.  “What to do with you, my pretty kitty?”  I ponder dramatically as I pass back and forth in front of her, my erect cock waving proudly in front of me.  “I think an additional two per incident - one in case you underestimated, and one per each for your greed.  Come here, Kitten.”  She launches to the edge of the bed.
I grab a handful of her hair and pull her to me while I twist her head to present her mouth.  I devour her lips and cup her pussy with my other hand.  She melts from my attention.  I murmur, “You’ve never confessed your roommate before, Kitten.” 
She looks at me sincerely.  “Master, you never told me you loved me before.  Honestly, that’s probably how many times I’ve fucked her total.  I do think she is falling for me.”
I nibble her neck and she whimpers. “Master, may I touch you.”
“Yes, Kitten.” She wraps her arms around my neck and moans.  “I’m going to mark you as mine, Kitten.”
She moans, “Yes, Master.  Yours.”  I continue to suckle her neck to deliberately leave a violently red mark on her neck.
When I’m satisfied, I hold her chin in my palm.  “Honestly Kitten, I don’t want to give you one hundred strokes.  I had planned to bind you completely, but I don’t want to waste that much time.  I’m going to spank you twelve strokes, bind your hands and feet, and fuck you until we are both senseless.  Your roommate is a gift from me.  I’ll bind you completely tomorrow and play with you every night and Thursday morning.  Then I’m going to take you over to Bernadette’s and put on a show before I take you home with me.”
She moans, “Yes, Master!  Please take me away!”  I know she means it.  I also know she won’t - unless I up my game.  Then again, I love her.  I need to let her finish her education.  Doesn’t mean I’m not tempted to take her away regardless.
I wrap her up and kiss her tenderly, passionately.  “Over my knee, Kitten.”
“Yes, Master,” she whispers as she slides to the floor.  I sit on the edge of the bed twisted a bit to the left, and I point between my feet.  Audrey steps between my feet and leans over my left knee, laying her torso on the bed.
Audrey keeps her legs straight and points her perfect ass into the air.  I pin her legs by locking them with mine as I caress her buttocks.  Audrey whimpers as my hand touches her burnished flesh.  I rub circles over her buttocks.  After a moment of warming the beautiful bum before me, I set a trap for Audrey. 
“How many did we agree, Kitten?”
She whispers, “Ten, Master.”
I smack her once sharply on each ass cheek.  “Kitten, I swear we agreed to twelve.  Do I remember incorrectly, Audrey?”
“No, Master.  You are correct.  It was twelve,” she confirms.
“Prepare to receive your discipline, Kitten.”  Then I started sharply spanking her firm, round ass.  After the fourth strike she begins to demonstrate the yowl that inspired her love name.  Strikes five through eight have her yowling and mewling like a cat in heat. 
I stop after eight and gently caress her fiery red ass while Audrey catches her breath.  I bend over to kiss her warm bum.  “Four more, Audrey.  Are you ready, Kitten?”
She moans as I caress her.  “Let’s get it over with, Master.  I can’t wait for what comes next.”
“Breathe out, my love.”  Her breath catches at the way I addressed her, but she does eventually blow it out hard.  I strike.  1 - 2 - 3 - 4.  The fourth strike results in a ‘meow.’
I release Audrey’s legs while I hold her waist.  “Crawl onto the bed, Audrey.  Hands and knees, Kitten.  Let that beautiful ass cool down.”
She follows my instruction as I go retrieve some lotion from my shaving kit.  It’s a soothing blend with a little menthol mixed with jasmine, chamomile, and lavender.  I put a quarter-sized dollop in my palm to warm it.  I rub my hands together to warm the lotion to body temperature as I crawl up next to her.  I rub the lotion into her bright red ass cheeks, and Audrey moans.
After I rub the soothing cream into her flesh, I kiss her tushy.  “Kitten, lay down face up and extend your hands over your head.”  I grab the rope, lay a generous loop along her hands, and wrap her wrists in ten snug coils that lock her hands and the loop into place. 
Then things get tricky.  I run the rope down her left side to her left leg, flex it at the knee and run the rope around the joint in four figure eights to immobilize it in a bent position.
Audrey moans, “Oh, Master!  I can’t move my leg.”
“Perfect,” I murmur as I ensure the ropes are placed to support her thigh if I sit her on her shins. 
Then I run the rope under her back and repeat the process on her right knee.  Once I’m sure her knees are secure, I run the rope down her right leg to coil the rope six times around her ankle.  From her ankle I run the rope to the lintel of the bedpost over her right shoulder for one loop before threading it through the loop extending from Audrey’s wrist.
I tell her “Hold your arms straight, Kitten.”  She follows my instruction perfectly.  I take the slack out of the rope before I run it to the opposite lintel for a loop, down to the outside of the left ankle she is holding in the air, finish another six coils, and tie it in a quick release.
Audrey is lying there with her legs splayed, her arms stretched over her head.  She is looking at me with hooded eyes.  She is quaking with desire and making little whimpering sounds that sound rather like a kitten mewling.  Her hips are gyrating.  I step off the bed and take a sip of water from my water bottle.  Then I extend the bottle and give Audrey a sip.
Afterwards she whimpers, “Thank you, Master.”  Her hips are squirming constantly. 
I set the bottle on the bedside table.  “I love you, Audrey.  I want to take care of all your needs.  Do you need to come?”
“Yes, Master.  Please.  Let me come, please,” she moans.
I walk down to her feet and gaze at her gaping wet pussy.  “Kitten?”
“Yes, Master?” she asks.
“Come for me, Audrey.  Do it now!” I order.  She starts to quake even harder.  “Give them to me, Audrey.  You are mine!  Your orgasms belong to ME!  GIVE them to me!” 
Audrey shakes violently before she starts whining and then gasps.  Her abdomen and thighs spasm hard, and thick milky fluid leaks out of her quivering quim as I crawl between her thighs.  Placing a hand gently on each thigh, I lick up the tasty treat she is presenting me.  Then I proceed to Iick her with short, light strokes from her taint, along the outside of her left petal all the way up to the hood of her clit.  All the while Audrey continues to mewl like the kitten I’ve named her.  I lick the tiny point extending from the hood roughly with the flat of my tongue before resuming the light short licks. 
Audrey gasps and spasms again, and I am surrounded by the perfume of her arousal.  I scoop up some more of her cum on my tongue.  After swallowing my tasty treat, I lick her clitty a couple more times before I suckle my way down her trim outer lips.  Then I repeat the same tortuous pleasure - short, licking strokes from her taint, up the outside of the right petal to her clit.  A flat stroke of the tongue followed by tickling licks until she spasms again.
Audrey’s mewling has transitioned from a kitten to a yowling she-cat in heat.  Based on experience, I know that shouts and screams are not far away.  I think, ‘Let’s see how quickly we can get her to scream an orgasm.’
I reach my left hand to grasp a pebbled nipple.  I give a pull as I lick more insistently along the right side of her clit - lashing it with each stroke of my tongue.  I pull the nipple and release it before squeezing the entire breast with medium pressure, sliding my fingers up her breast until her nipple is between my fingers again.  I continue licking as I pull the nipple again and proceed to repeat the act on the other breast - caress from the base, pull the nipple.  I set an alternating rhythm with my left hand as I coat the first two fingers of my right in her delectable discharge.  Then I stack the two fingers and press them slowly into her channel.  I can feel her walls suckling my fingers as I push all three knuckles into her.
Audrey hisses, “Sssssss. Yesssss!  Oh, Master!”  She continues to provide vocal feedback as I corkscrew my fingers in and out of her in concert with my attentions on her clit and breasts - palm down on the way in, palm up with curled fingers caressing her G-spot on the way out.  “Oh, YES Master!  GOD!  William, you beast!  Gah…Yeeoooow!” 
She spasms again.  I change up my fingers - middle and ring finger palm up - and press them in as far as they will go.  I release her clitty to give my tongue a break but keep the pressure on her by teasing her clit with my thumb.  After stretching my jaw, I resume licking her clit to the accompaniment of her gasping, mewling, and yowling.  I back my fingers out of her channel until the second knuckle is just visible.  Then I start to curl them back toward my palm in a rapid ‘come hither’ motion.
Audrey tries to buck as she loses her voice in a gasp.  Then she SCREAMS and sprays me with her orgasm.  I lose my suction on her clit as she bucks, so I stab rough licks at it as I keep the stimulation on her pussy walls and breasts.  It’s getting hard to move my fingers, so I pull them out.  She sprays me in a torrent as I pull the plug of my fingers out of her - her fluids soak the hair on my chest.  I lean in and lap a drink from the font.  I love the taste of her.
Then I mind-fuck her.  I hold my body over hers on hands and knees, looking down into her exotically beautiful face.  I murmur to her, “Audrey, my beautiful pet kitten.  I’m going to breed you now.” She closes her eyes and moans.  “You will be with me always.  I will keep you barefoot and pregnant for all of our days.  Our children will grow up seeing mommy tied up awaiting daddy’s pleasure, seeing her hanging from a hook for daddy to lick her bare pussy, seeing her suck daddy’s cock while he reads the paper - and they will know that mommy is daddy’s little slut-slave and that daddy adores mommy.”
She starts squirting again.  Not as strong as before, but it emphasizes what any woman will tell you - great sex is as much about mental stimulation as it is physical.  Our dominant games definitely trip the triggers of Audrey’s mind.  My mind rather enjoys them, too.
I lean down and capture her mouth in mine as I adjust my hips to place my rampant cock at the entrance of her pussy.  I’m so wired - I’m not going to last long.
I push forward insistently, but try not to be too rough about it.  I know she’s wound really tightly right now.  Audrey opens her eyes as she gasps.  I feel her hips moving to force me inside farther.  
“Breathe, darling.  Let me into your sweet, loving pussy.  Let me come home.”  She moans and throws her head back as her eyelids droop.  I feel her pulsing rhythmically, and I try to time my pushes between her contractions.  Fortunately, her pussy is sopping wet.  That viscous cum she first leaked is lining her walls and coating my cock as I work inexorably into her.
I lean down on my elbows as my cock hilts in my beautiful sub’s rapturous face.  “You are mine Kitten.  You have only ever been mine.  You will always be mine.”  I nibble her neck as I start to stroke in and out of her delightfully hot, wet channel.   I stop my ministrations on her neck to murmur into her ear.  “Mine!  All mine!  I love you, Audrey.  I have since we met, and I always will.” 
I pick up the pace and pound her more insistently.  “I love you, William James.  Soon I will run away with you forever.  Just be patient with me.”  She turns her head to look at me with hooded eyes, then her eyes flash wide open.  She watches me for a moment with a guarded expression as I continue to fuck her.  Finally, she gives her head a little shake and then leans in to kiss me.  I grab a fistful of her hair as I devour her lips and drive in and out of her grasping channel.  She moans into my mouth, and I slam into her harder.  Then she screams into my mouth, and her pussy clenches me hard.  I erupt and spray my seed to mix with her molten fluids.  I groan into her mouth as I keep thrusting - my balls, prostate and cock endlessly flexing their muscles in an attempt to make a baby in my lover.  Eventually I release her mouth and look into her wide open eyes.  I release her hair and caress her face as we stare into each other’s eyes while riding out the aftershocks of our bliss.
“You’re going to come to me soon?” I ask.
She tells me sincerely, “I want that more than anything in the world, Will.”  She keeps staring at me for a long moment.  “William please untie me and tell me how you became a master necromancer in the time since we were last together.”




21 - Crushed

 
I pop my head up a few inches and look down at her.  I just look at her.  I see tears welling in her eyes.  Finally I tell her, “Of course, my love.  It was part of my agenda.  I guess we might as well cover that now.”  I activate my second sight and look at my long-time love’s aura for the first time.  I’m surprised to see the corona of her soul is about twice as large as Rebecca’s, and it’s awash in violet eddies.  “Maybe a master sorceress can clue me in to what’s been happening to me.”
I push myself up onto my knees and pull the quick release on her left ankle.   Then I start undoing all of the coils I have wrapped around her.  “Lay still, Kitten.  I need to massage your joints to get the circulation back into them.”
She gives me a gentle smile.  “Of course, Master.” 
Once I have the ropes off her, I discard them and move to massage her joints to get circulation going.  I inspect her flesh for abrasions and bruises, and it appears that I managed to balance restraining her and not injuring her very well indeed.
I help Audrey sit up and we stack the pillows up for me to lean against the headboard.  Once I am situated, I pick her up and pull her into my lap with her legs curled next to my right side.  She reaches between her legs and scoops up a mix of our juices that were squeezed out of her as she snuggles into my lap.  She pops the treat into her mouth, and I lick her fingers afterward.
She looks into my eyes and murmurs, “Yummy.  This is my favorite treat - you and me mixed together.”
I grin.  “It is a heady mixture; although, think I like the taste of just you even better.”
She smiles that gentle smile again.  I wonder, ‘Where is my exuberant, vivacious lover?  Something is wrong.’
Finally she murmurs, “Oh, William!  My brutal, dominating, ever-loving Master, what have you done?”
I am certain my confusion shows on my face.  She continues, “The first time I saw your aura it was bright white, very strong, and had just a few darker and lighter swirls in it.  Only necromancers have two-toned swirls in them like that.  I didn’t worry about it because that small number of swirls indicated that you were not training in the craft.”  She caresses my face and shakes her head gently as I hold her to me.  “Now your aura shines like the sun, I feel a well of power in you like I’ve never felt before, and your aura is awash in the two-toned swirls.  You are the only practicing necromancer I know, but I doubt there are many that come close to you in strength.  The Church is going to hunt you like a wild animal if they learn of you.”
She cuddles close and nibbles on my neck.  Then she continues to murmur just below my ear.  “My father is a master sorcerer.  He retired from the Church after twenty years of service when I was three years old.  We moved from California to Arizona because despite the significant number of Catholic’s here, the Church doesn’t have as much power to willfully meddle in people’s lives if they don’t permit it.  Arizona’s ‘wild west’ mentality gives its citizens a little more wiggle room from the Church's control than almost anywhere else in North America.”
She sits up and looks at me.  “Do you know about the Catholic Church’s Spiritual Security Department?”  I shake my head as I squint at her.  “The Department is a ministry to control the influence of dimension travelers on humanity.”
I nod at that, “Right.  Demons.  I’ve met two that I know of.”
Audrey appears a little surprised by that as it’s more her bailiwick than mine.  “What else do you know about demons?”
“Not much.  Rebecca told me that they exist.  I’ve met two over the last week.  I was also attacked by a zombie.  That wasn’t the first time, but it was the first time I understood what was happening.  I thank God that Rebecca came to me.  She has been a godsend even if her craft didn’t teach her much about mine.”
Audrey says, “Is she a sorcerer?”
“No,” I answer.  “She’s a witch.”
Audrey gasps, “Witches all died out by the end of World War One.  Almost all of them served as nurses in Europe.  The Germans worked hard to find them and kill them all - at the Church’s bidding.  I think they hate witches more than demons.”
I shrug eloquently.  “That may be true.  She died in 1891.  She was haunting my apartment when I met her.”  I give her a lewd grin.  “I have to give you credit for helping me get my ‘meisterwerk’ started.”
“How so?”  I love the cute puzzled expression on her face.
“Phone sex,” I answer.  She’s still puzzled.  “Remember when you called for phone sex?”  She nods.  “I had just met Rebecca that day.  She had slimed my loveseat, and she introduced herself in the bathroom mirror.  I laid out a sheet on the loveseat, so she could sit there without worrying about making a mess if she ran out of energy and collapsed again.”  Audrey is enthralled by my story.  “Well when you called for phone sex, I grabbed the edge of the sheet and came in it.  Rebecca sniffed out my semen later and discovered she could interact with it.  She said it smelled like food to her, so she put some in her mouth.  It energized her, and it made her hungry for more.  She came to my bedroom and asked for more.  Once I got over my shock, I jacked off into her mouth.  After that, I taught her to suck cock, and she started using that to feed off me multiple times every day.  Eventually, she had a solid body.  Then she became alive.  She bleeds, eats, drinks, pisses, shits, and fucks just like anyone else.  She’s alive again.”
Audrey giggles.  “I should have known your necromancer masterwork was to create a sex slave.”
I chuckle with her.  “If I had done it intentionally, I can’t say I would have done it any differently.  Regardless, Rebecca started calling me her master, and referring to herself as my whore.   That led to some frank discussions on my thoughts about her calling herself ‘my whore.’  During those discussions she told me what she knows about the different magical crafts.”
“She was a witch before she died?” Audrey asks. 
“Yes.  Interestingly enough, her teacher lived in my house with her sorcerer husband.  They were concerned about how her father was treating her, and tried to summon a guardian angel.  More on that later.  I’m treating that like a state secret for the moment.  Anyhow, Rebecca gave me the thirty minute overview of what she learned of the magical crafts.  She is the one that told me that I could pull the life right out of a zombie, which proved quite useful when the zombie tried to kill me in Walgreens.  Bottom line, there is at least one living witch.”
Audrey says, “You love her.  I can tell.”
I nod.  “Of course.  She’s such a pure, loving spirit.  Much like you, but with a different frame of reference and culture.  She died in 1891 at the age of 17.  I have been fucking either the world’s oldest jailbait, or the world’s hottest 145-year old. ”
Audrey sits up straight in my lap and clasps my face in both her hands.  “William, you have to hide both her and yourself from the Church.  Her because they will have her killed.  Yourself because they will try to enslave you.  The Church sequesters any trained necromancers.  There are not many because, well...the Church isn’t really convinced they shouldn’t all die.  However, they need them for Hunter teams.  So they capture them and enslave them.  Supposedly they have the strongest necromancer of all time enslaved in a villa outside of Rome.  Dad said he met him once; he described the experience as both awe-inspiring and pitiful.  I don’t want that fate for you.”
“They don’t mind sorcerers running about?” I ask.
Audrey shakes her head quickly, “Not so much.  Sorcery is harder to contain because it has less to do with magical power and more to do with knowledge and willpower.  There are enough procedurals laying around that any stupid layman with enough focus can summon some sort of demon.  Usually they are devourers or greater imps, so that usually ends up messily.  There are quite a few succubus incantations around, too.  The Church doesn’t mind those so much because the priests can have a playmate summoned without anyone being the wiser - so long as their local sorcerer doesn’t out them.”
I opine, “Sounds like a good solution for pedophile priests.  So, I’m assuming since your aura is awash in violet that you have completed your master work.  What did you do?”
Audrey grasps my shoulders as she flashes me a huge grin.  There’s my vivacious girlfriend!  She enthuses, “I summoned an elf technomancer to consult on my senior project.  I first had to summon an elven broker that could put me in touch with someone with the skills I needed that would be willing to work with me at a reasonable rate.  Then I summoned the technomancer.  It was great!  I learned more in the first two hours of talking to him than I did my whole first three years of school.  His price was that he wanted to spend some time here, which was perfect for my needs as I needed to demonstrate extended control to have it qualify as my master work.  I made him skip around in a glamour as a fourteen-year old Korean girl, and I told everyone that he was my cousin from the Valley in California.  He was adorable doing his ‘Valley Girl’ routine.”
I’m curious, “What did you have to pay the broker?”
Audrey giggles.  “You won’t believe this.  She wanted a bacon barbecue cheeseburger, a large order of fries, a milkshake and a deep-dish, meat lover pizza.  I thought she would try to eat it all, but she just nibbled a couple of fries before she left.”
Audrey’s laughter stops short.  She grasps my face again.  “William.  I love you.  I knew the first time you took me to bed that I wanted to be with you forever.  My love for you has only gotten stronger since then.  That makes this even more painful.”  She looks into my eyes as tears start streaming from hers.  “I can’t see you anymore.  My father still reports into the Church as part of his retirement agreement.  They don’t let many people retire.  Dad and my uncle Jack are the only two that either of them knows of.  As a part of that agreement, my dad - probably Uncle Jack, too - is required to report demon activity and sightings of necromancers.  Hopefully you haven’t left a binding on me that is visible.  Only necromancers do that.  If he sees that, he will know I’m connected to a necromancer.  He will grill me, find out about you, and report it.  I will probably get impressed into the Church too in order to ensure I haven’t been ‘infected’ by my necromancer lover.  They will put me on a Hunter team.”
I don’t know what to say.  I feel like she just stabbed me in the heart.  She says, “I saw three bindings extending out of your aura when I looked at you.  Was one of them to me?”
I say, “Marissa, Rebecca, and Josie.  Josie is another resurrected ghost - all power, no semen involved.  She is more like a close friend at the moment, but I suspect more will develop.  They all know about you and are looking forward to meeting you.  I need to get a bigger apartment.  At least Josie was 24 when she died, so there are no jailbait concerns.”  I hold back the information that she is both thaumaturge and necromancer.
Audrey squints as she looks at me.  “Damn.  It’s too late.  I see an energy band reaching out of you and running into my aura.”
I look at her with my sight and see it too.  “I can dissolve it,” I tell her quietly.
Audrey wraps me in a hug, pressing her delightful naked breast into my skin.  “Not yet, Master.  Make love to me.  I want to revel in knowing that I am completely yours.  I’ll get dressed afterward, and then you can dissolve the link.  Then I will go to my apartment and cry myself to sleep.”
I wrap my arm around her and she buries her face in the crook of my shoulders.  A moment later, I feel tears running down my chest.
I ask, “Audrey, what are Hunter teams?” 
She murmurs her response into my neck.  “They are teams formed by the Spiritual Security Department of the Vatican Police to hunt rogue demons.  The teams include a ‘hunter,’ a sorcerer, and a necromancer.  Sorcerers are on the team to bind demons.  Hunters are the killers.  They are basically bad-ass norms.  They have no magical power - hmmm, or they don’t have any that is detectable.  They usually are recruited from people that have survived a battle with a demon or demons.  They tend to scare the crap out of other people.  The necromancer on the team is there to keep the other two alive and pull demons from their hosts, but Dad told me that his team’s necromancer was a bad-ass in her own right.  He said it was the norm rather than the exception.”
She caresses my chest as she continues.  “Joaquin, my father’s Hunter was attacked by one devourer in a nest of three of them.  Joaquin managed to shoot one in the head, but the other two were sucking on his soul.  My Dad attacked one of them with his sword, but it turned on him and started sucking his soul instead.  Then Monique, the necromancer, just pulled one devourer out of its body and held it while she drained the life out of the host of the one eating on Joaquin.  Then she slammed the first one back into its host body and shot it in the forehead.  Mission accomplished.”
I turn to kiss her forehead as she continues.  “Uncle Jack is a retired hunter.  He is a little intense, but overall I think he is a sweetheart.  My dad doesn’t get scared of people, but he’s warned me multiple times to be careful of Uncle Jack.  Apparently he was the Hunter all the others were scared of.  Dad said the Church sent Jack out twice to hunt down rogue Hunters.”
Audrey sits up.  “Will, I need to leave before I do something stupid.  Please make love to me and let me go.”
I look at her as I feel my own eyes get moist.  My voice catches as I tell her, “Audrey, I would never hold you against your will.  The thought of losing you, even for a little while, is devastating.  Honestly, I am really not in the mood right now.”
She gives me a sad smile.  “I can help with that.”  She crawls backward until her face is over my crotch.  She cups my jewels and kisses the head of my cock.  She looks up at me and sucks my cock into her mouth. 
I really am not in the mood given the knowledge she is going to leave me.  It feels too much like a betrayal.  However, looking down into her beautiful brown eyes of her angelic, oval face with my cock in her mouth is too much.  The little traitor in her mouth quickly grows under her loving ministrations.  Soon, I am fully erect as she tries to shove me deeper into her mouth, but she can’t get me past the back of her throat.  She never has mastered deepthroat.
I reach down and hook my hands under her shoulders.  My cock slides out of her mouth and I pull her to me.  I open my legs as my little monster stands straight and tall.  “Straddle me, Kitten.  I want to hold you to me.”
Audrey steps up as I slide forward.  I sit with my knees akimbo.  Audrey steps over my leg and sits on my lap as I slot my cock into her entrance.  She slowly slides down onto my cock as she wraps her legs around my waist.
“Love me, William.  Love me with your body like you love me with your heart.”
I can’t deny her.  She saved me when I was in danger of turning away from all emotional connections after my divorce.  I would gladly give her anything.
We start grinding into each other as we kiss.  I caress her back with my right hand as my left strokes downward along her back to grasp her firm, round tushy.  She moans into my mouth as our grinding gets more strident.  I bite her lower lip and suck on it.
Audrey clasps my face and pulls back to look at me.  I grab her other ass cheek and lift her by her gorgeous ass.  I slam her down as she gasps with her eyes locked on my face. 
“Willam James, I am yours forever.  I will find my way back to you.  Don’t give up on me, Master.”
I gasp back at her.  “Then don’t go.  This doesn’t make sense to me.” 
She squeezes her eyes closed for a quick moment.  “There are too many ways for it to go wrong, Will.  Trust me.”
I let her sit on my cock and look at her.  “Always.”  Then I hook my arms under her knees and grab her ass again.  I lift her and slam her repeatedly down on my cock while thrusting up into her - my own bliss approaches quickly.
She rolls her eyes back and yowls.  Then she looks down at me.  She whispers urgently, “Now, Will!” as I feel her grasp me urgently with her inner muscles.  I lock onto her mouth with mine and slam her urgently down on me once...twice...GEEZ!
We both quake as we fight to gasp and kiss each other while Audrey milks every last bit of my seed from me.  She finally collapses against my chest as my ragged breath gradually slows.  I pray silently, ‘God!  What a woman!  Please bring her back to me!’
I lean to my right and stretch her right leg from behind me.  Once I’m sure I won’t pinch her leg, I roll to my left and lay Audrey on her side as I settle in next to her.  She pushes my right shoulder away and hoists herself onto my chest, laying her chin on her hand.
“Mr. James.  You make me feel like I’m in heaven.  I always love when you tie me up and brutally fuck me, but those times when you just make love to me…”  she grimaces and twists her head just a bit and back.  “...those, my darling man.  Those are the memories that keep me tied to you.  I love you, William James.”
I look down into her eyes.  “I’ll give you six months after your graduation day.  If I don’t hear from you by then, I am going to come hunting for you.”
She looks at me serenely for nearly a full minute before she says, “Okay, Will.  You have a deal.”  She leans up and kisses me.  As I release her mouth she slides back with a melancholy smile.
As she stands she tells me, “If I don’t get up now, I may never leave you.”  She closes her eyes with a pained expression.  “Please support me in this, Master.”
I nod minutely despite not understanding at all what the heck is going on.  I lie in bed watching her get dressed.  She pulls on panties and her short athletic shorts.  She sits on the edge of the bed and pulls on her socks and shoes, so I pull my pants and t-shirt on.  I slip into my boots without socks and grab my room keys as she pulls her tank top over her head and lets it glide down her athletic torso. 
She closes her bag and sets it on the floor, lifts the handle, and wipes her eyes with her hand.  I hand her my handkerchief.  “I gift this to you.  It is yours, so it will not link back to me.  An old man gave it to you when he saw you crying after you and your boyfriend broke up.  Clear?”
Audrey throws herself at me and wraps her arms around me and weeps into my chest.  She moans, “How am I going to do this?  I dream of you all the time!”
I wrap my arms around her.  “You are a master-level sorceress.  Your craft is a pure manifestation of your will.  You summon beings from other dimensions and bind them to you through your willpower alone.  You can do this.  Remember that I love you and I will be waiting for you.  Let that power you.”  I kiss the top of her head.
She says, “I need to call an Uber.”  She steps back and calls for a car.  The app says there is one three minutes away.
She dries her eyes and looks up at me.  I tell her, “I will walk you out to wait for your car.”  She nods at me and dries her eyes again with the handkerchief.  I walk her down the hall to reception.  Her car pulls up.  I walk her out and open my second sight.  I reach for her aura and bathe the bright blue shining connection between us with ‘death,’ or ‘entropy,’ energy while she checks the license plate against the app.  I watch it dissolve quickly where it touches her body.  It breaks loose, and Audrey gasps as it falls.  It feels like I’m pulling my own heart out of my chest.  It looks like there was a core of soul energy connecting us inside the blue.
She puts her bag in the back seat and slides in next to it.  I close her door and step back.  I blow her a kiss as the car pulls away.  I keep my second sight open to see the connection reaching for her.  I draw all the life energy from it and channel it into my well of power.   I turn and slowly trudge back to my suite.
My mind is screaming.  ‘I DON’T GET IT?  WHAT IS SHE SO SCARED OF?’  I blow out a breath as I detour to the bar.  ‘Time to trust, William.  You have not had good luck with that in the past, but if you love her, you have to trust her.’
I walk to the bar and take a stool.  The other seven are empty, and there are a couple of tables pushed together in the middle of the bar with a group of ladies getting rowdily drunk.
Time to drown my sorrows.




22 - Another twist of fate

 
I wake up at 5:30am to the tune of my phone alarm.  Audrey is my first thought.  She often is, but recently with Marissa and Rebecca keeping me so busy, she had fallen in priority - my strategy has been ‘deal with the immediately available lovely ladies, then think of the one that is absent.’  I had been looking forward to giving her top billing for a few days.
Without the distraction from my other loves, my recent split with Audrey smacks me right in the head first thing.
Last night wrapped up in a mostly uneventful manner.  I had a double ‘old number 7,’ neat, a large club soda, and a bacon cheeseburger with a side salad.  As I was having dinner at the bar, I was interrupted three times by ladies from the drunk group trying for a hook-up.  None of them could compare to any of my ladies, and I declined as politely as I could.    Instead, I hooked up with a 22oz Stella Artois draft chaser as I finished dinner.
When I finished dinner and my beer, I thanked the young gentleman behind the bar, left him a good tip, and headed to the travelers’ store to pick up a couple bottles of water.   Then I went to my room.  I stripped down to my boxers, grabbed my phone, and called Rebecca.  She didn’t answer, so I tried Josie’s.  She answered on the fourth ring.  She, Rebecca, and Marissa were laughing as Marissa gave Josie directions on how to put the phone on speakerphone.  First, I told them that I loved them and I missed them.  I heard all three voices tell me that they loved me.  Then I told them that Audrey and I broke up at her request.  They tried to console me and asked for details.  I told them that something I did upset her greatly and that I would explain when I returned home.  They wished me a good night and assured me that they loved me.  Marissa said she was going home, but assured me she would check in with the girls every night.
I did some stretches and meditation after we disconnected.  Once I was a little more relaxed, I brushed my teeth and went to bed at roughly 9:30pm.
Now, I shake my head as yesterday runs through my brain.  I get up, drain Willy, and get dressed in workout togs.  I grab my key and water bottle and head to the little fitness room.  I warm up with twenty minutes on an elliptical and follow that with an 18-Minute Workout - replacing burpees with twenty pound dumbells for the normal ‘ball slam.’  An attractive late-thirties to early-forties brunette woman in a stylish workout outfit flirts with me a bit.  She is tall, slender but curvy, nice arms and shoulders, perky breasts, and just a touch of saddlebag on her thighs.  If I were in the market, I would be all over her, but I just smile and wave goodbye.  I drink water on the way back to my room and do a yoga stretch routine once I get there.
Then I dress in chinos, oxford, and blazer before going to breakfast and hustling to the conference room.
I set up my computer and test the audio-visual.  The attractive woman from the gym shows up and introduces herself - she turns out to be my boss, Susan Rey.  She laughs because she rightly thinks I figured she was hitting on me.  It’s funny - I’ve worked with her for three years, and I had never seen her.  She’s one of the many folks that are video-shy on conference calls.  I manage a small smile, and she picks up on my mood.  She thinks my melancholy is from the attack on Thursday.  She tries to be supportive when I tell her that my girlfriend broke up with me yesterday, too.  I confess I won’t be particularly chipper initially, but I’ll work to pull myself up by noon.
The audience shuffles in slowly, and I see a group of eight women drag themselves in painfully.  Three of them look at me, look at each other, and hide their eyes.  That does get a chuckle out of me.  When it looks like we have a full house, I start the workshop. 
I start drawing everyone in, and my spirits pick up considerably as we get going.  At the first break, I see I have a message from Zach.  I grab a glass of water as I listen to the message.  ‘Interesting!’  Hmm...
Before I call Zach, I call my real estate agent and have her send me a seller agreement by email for docusign.  This is a battle drill for her, so I have it in my email by the time I get out of the loo.  I quickly run through the electronic signature process.  I receive the acknowledgement with just a minute to spare before I am to resume.  I tell Susan I need to make a call after I kick off the planned exercise after the break.  Then I kick off the workshop and orient everyone to the group exercise.  Once everyone has broken into their groups and started work, I walk out into the corridor and called Zach.
“Hello Zach!  I got your message.”
“Sorry to bother you, Will.  I thought it was important.” 
“No, Zach.  It’s no problem at all.  Regrettably, I’m leading a workshop and didn’t check my phone until I had a break.”
“Can you talk now?”
“Yeah, I’ve got a few minutes.  I started them on an exercise.  I have ten minutes before I need to be back.”
“Oh, good!  This older guy came by dressed in an old-fashioned striped suit.  White hair, goatee, mustache, Panama hat, etcetera.  He has a slight southern accent.  He says that he is looking for a family heirloom that should be stored on the property.”
“Oh?  How odd.  What is this guy’s name?”
“He said his name is Julius Lafayette.” 
I think, ‘Oh shit’ before I respond.  “Lafayette?  I don’t know anyone named Lafayette.  What is he looking for?”
“He didn’t say specifically.  He just said he was looking for an old family heirloom.  He kept looking at the chains, but he tried not to.  I think that’s what he wants.”
“How wierd.  What did he say when he left?”
“He said he was going to have the City put the project on hold until his investigation was finished.”
“He doesn’t have a leg to stand on.  If he comes back, have your boys take his picture while you talk to him.  You can send the pics to me.”
“Will do, Will.  Hold on a minute.”  I hear muffled discussion followed by Zach returning to the phone.  “I told them...uh.  Apparently not a moment too soon.  Bruce Bennett is walking on site, and the old guy is with him.”
“Okay.  Tell them you have the owner on the phone, and then put me on speaker.”
“Sure, Will.  Stand by.”  I hear more muffled conversation.  Eventually, I hear Zach return.  “Hey, Will - are you there?”
“Yeah, Zach.  What’s going on?”
“I have Bruce Bennett and Mr. Julius Lafayette here.   Gentlemen, I have Mr. William James on the phone, the owner of the property.”
I jump in.  “Hello, Mr. Lafayette.  Hey, Bruce!  How are Mary and the kids?”
I hear a “Hello, Mr. Jerome” with a slight New Orleans accent as Bruce answers.  “Hello, Will.  They’re doing okay, thanks for asking.  Mickey is now a starter on his little league team, and Mary is coaching Addie on the tennis court.  Both kids would love to have you at a game.”
I grin.  I know Bruce well from working with him on the permits.  I’ve got him halfway onto my side already.  “That’s great, Bruce.  I am out of town this week on business, but make sure I have their schedules.” 
I address the stranger.  “So, Mr. Lafayette.  I have about five minutes before I need to head back to my students.  What may I do for you?”
The elder man says, “Mr. James, I need you to stop construction while I search for a valuable artifact from my family that was buried here on the property.”
“Well Mr. Lafayette, I can’t say that I’ve found anything of value in the two years I have lived here.  Come to think of it, I worked with Bruce to research the history of the home.  It was built by a Leuvenfeld family in the 1860s.  The house burned down in 1891 and was rebuilt by the Johnson family less than a year later.  After them came three generations of MacAfees before I bought it.  There are no Lafayette’s involved.  Did I get that right, Bruce?”
Bruce confirms, “That’s right, Will.”
Lafayette says, “Mr. James I know for a fact that what I’m looking for is on the property.”
“Mr. Lafayette, I understand.  I also know you have no legal claim to the property or anything on it.”
The elder gentleman says, “Mr. James, I don’t think you understand who I am or how far I’m willing to go to get my property.  I can tie you up in court for years.”
I chuckle, “Oh, Mr. Lafayette.  That would be quite a trick.  No court in the country would listen to your case for more than an hour, and I would counter-sue for court costs and penalties I would have to pay to Zach’s firm.  They would likely find in my favor.  If you want to convince me, you will have to figure out how to do it by behaving like a gentleman rather than an asshole.”
The old guy is quiet for a moment.  “Mr. James, I would like to offer to buy your property.”
I think, ‘I’ve got him!’  “Well, Mr. Lafayette.  This property, in particular this renovation project, is a labor of love.  I’ve worked for two years to save up the money to do it, spent nearly nine months working with Bruce to research the property’s history, and struggled to get an architect to work with us to create a modern home that has the charm of a 1800’s Victorian home.  Now we finally are working on it, and you want to take it away from me.  I’m not rich enough to say ‘no way ever,’ but it will be expensive for you.”
Lafayette says, “I will pay you one million for the property.”
I think, ‘Score!  Let’s see how bad he really wants it.’
I tell him, “Well, Mr. Lafayette.  I can’t let it go for less than two million in cash.”
He scoffs, “Mr. James.  Let’s not get greedy!”
“Mr. Lafayette, the price just went to three million.  I’m not willing to negotiate.  I will have to find a new home, and it will probably require a similar nut-roll to get an approved design and to get going on the required renovations.  That’s assuming I can find one in the historical district.  I will need to find a different temporary place to live as this lease runs out before long.  In short, there  is a lot of time and a lot of effort involved that I didn’t intend to spend.”
Lafayette growls, “You don’t know who you’re dealing with, Mr. James.  I am not a man to toy with.”
“Mr. Lafayette, I firmly believe that no one should be toyed with.  Honestly, I think you are toying with me, and your last comment sounded suspiciously like a threat.  I don’t respond well to threats.  The price just went to five million.”
I hear Zach murmur, “Holy shit, Will!”  Lafayette says nothing for a moment.
I push him.  “What will it be, Mr. Lafayette?  Honestly, as angry as you’re making me, I really don’t think I can justify raising the price again.  Five million dollars cash.  You can own it by the end of the week.  What is your decision?”
“Fine, Mr. James.  I will pay you five million dollars cash.  I want to close as soon as possible,” he says.
“I agree, Mr. Lafayette.  I need to get moving on finding a new home.  My agent is Delores Aguilar at Realty One.  I will call her and tell her what to expect.  I am sure she can make time to meet with your agent this afternoon.  Getting the title paperwork through the Title Agency will be the problem.  I’ll have Delores see if I can motivate them out of the five million.  Zach, please stop work for the day.  Also, put the dumpster pickup on hold, so Mr. Lafayette can root through all the scrap in case what he is looking for is in there.”
Zach says, “Sure, Will.  There will be delay and cancellation penalties, but they won’t come due until the end of the month.  It sounds like you will be able to afford it.”
I ask, “Mr. Lafayette, would you like us to fill the cellar back in.  We were about to try digging the pillars out because we couldn’t cut them, but I want to act in good faith - and I imagine you probably don’t want the risk of an open pit.  I know I don’t.  What’s your preference?”
He says, “Please leave it as it is.”
I ask, “Do you want to look in the garage before I start moving my stuff out of it?  It was built in seventies.  I doubt what you’re looking for is there.  I’ll move my truck and tools out when I get back to town.”
He says, “No.  I can wait until you clear your tools, Mr. James.  Don’t try to take anything else.  I really dislike being toyed with.”
“Me too, Mr. Lafayette.  Zach, please ensure the fence around the property stays locked.  I’ll call when I get back in town to clear my truck and tools out of the garage.  I’ll give you a call to let me in,” I tell him.
“Sure thing, Will.  Anything else?”
“Nope.  I need to call Delores.  We all good?” I ask.  I hear a chorus of ‘yes’ responses.  I say, “Goodbye.”
I call Delores quickly and tell her what to expect.  I also explain that I’m not above paying a bonus to get through closing by Friday or earlier.  She’s ecstatic about the huge commission for almost no effort.
Then I go back to my workshop with a genuine smile on my face.  I may have lost Audrey for now, but I will be ready to take care of her well when she comes back.




23 - Workshop

 
My good humor fades over the day as I repeatedly remember that Audrey will not be waiting for me when my day is done.  Despite that, the group of student-colleagues stays engaged, and I manage to share some genuine smiles and laughs with them.  After we finish the last exercise, I talk them through a ‘lessons-learned’ exercise and dismiss them.  I take a couple of minutes to look through my content for tomorrow.  I apply some of the feedback to the order of things, pack everything up, and drag it up to my suite before I join the class for a beer in the bar.
I tease the three trolling ladies from last night mercilessly, and we all have a good laugh.  I see Susan eyeing me speculatively as I toss back the last of my pint.   I wave and leave the group for the night with a warning not to hurt themselves.  Susan slides her arm through mine as I walk past reception toward the parking lot.
“Company for dinner, Will?” she asks.
I give her a small, sincere smile.  “Not tonight, Susan.  I have an errand to run.  I am free tomorrow night.”
She smiles at me brightly.  “I’ll hold you to that, Will.  I’ll treat.”
I nod.  “Yes ma’am.”  Susan releases my arm and watches me walk out into the lot.  I get into my car and pull out.
Roughly twelve minutes later, I’m pulling into the parking lot of Bizarre Guitar and Drum.  I walk in and let them know that I’m browsing and start walking the aisle to see what they have of interest.
I have a great acoustic and a great electric.  I am open to a good used electric guitar amp, but I came here planning to buy an inexpensive acoustic or acoustic-electric.  I did not want to bring my trusty Zager OM50CE because I don’t consider it nearly disposable enough to leave in a hotel room.  I didn’t figure it would be an issue since I had planned to spend my evenings loving and abusing Audrey.  Without her, I want to be able to play music in the evening.  I don’t find an amp that interests me; although, they have a good selection of new and used amps.  I don’t find an electric that I can’t live without, either. 
I do find an Ibanez AEG12II-NT acoustic-electric guitar.  It’s a thin-line acoustic design in a dark natural finish.  It’s nowhere close to my Zager in tone or playability.  However, it is decent to play and has decent tone, plus I get a gig bag with it, a cheap glass slide, and some free picks for $180 out the door.  I head back to the hotel, stopping by Rubios for fish tacos on the way.  I get into the room, strip out of my clothes, and pull on shorts and t-shirt. 
I spend about two hours playing the new guitar.  I run through a variety of songs.  I work on a couple with the slide, do some blues solos, and just lose myself in the joy of music.
Eventually I wind down, put my new toy away, and get ready for bed.  I call the girls for a quick goodnight before I crawl between the covers.
The next morning I get up at six.  I get ready quickly and go to my conference room.  Once there, I do a sunrise salute and follow it with a twenty minute play session of animal motions from the GMB Essentials program.  By the time I’m finished, my clothes are soaked, and I feel like I got a good workout.  I hurry back to the room and do a comprehensive stretch and cool down.  Afterward, I hustle through a shower, pull on grey slacks, white shirt, and blazer before heading out to grab a quick breakfast.
I get to the conference room thirty minutes before our start time, and I finish setting up with ten minutes to spare.  Half of the students are seated by the time I’m ready.  The last eight coming in as a group at a slow crawl as my clock turns to start time - yes, it’s the same group from the first night.  We all laugh as they take their seats with painful grimaces.
The day goes well.  There are a couple of thoughtful, passionate arguments, but everyone manages to not get spiteful, and we all have a good time.  During the lunch break, I walk through the contract for the offer, digitally sign it, and see the signed contract notification came back through email.  We wrap the day up with initial instructions for the day-long assignment for tomorrow and a lessons-learned session.  After that I follow the same procedure as last night and end with the group in the bar.
Susan and I chat over a drink as we meander through the group.  Again I leave them with an admonishment not to hurt themselves as Susan and I walk out.  She hooks my elbow again. 
I smile at Susan as we walk out.  “Where to, Susan?”
“Someplace light and healthy,” she says. 
“Okay,” I acknowledge her desires.  I open the door.  She gives me a flash of knees and a smile as she slides into my CRV.  I drive us to the nearest Pita Jungle.  She has a Sauvignon Blanc and I have a berry tea - each of us has water, too.  We peruse the menu as we laugh at observations from today’s session. 
I finally ask her about her meal choices.  “So, what do you think?”
Susan admits, “I have not made up my mind.  Many of the salads look good.   That Mediterranean antipasto looks good, too.”
“It is,” I agree. “It’s also a big meal for one person all on its own.  The mushroom lavosh pizza is excellent; although, I usually add chicken to it.  The hummus trio with seared tuna is deadly.  Tough choices.  I used to get multiple dishes and take a bunch of leftovers home.”
“So, Will.  What are you thinking?”
“Try this.  We split a lentil fattoush salad, the wood-fired cauliflower, and each have a cup of the Tunisian Gazpacho.  We’ll both be full after that,” I tell her.
She arches an eyebrow to me.  “Skip the cauliflower.  Skip the soup.”
“Fine by me.  That lunch today was pretty caloric,” I agree with a shrug.
We order and visit while we wait for the salad to arrive.  She shares some of the things that are queuing up for new projects that corporate HQ has in the works and asks me about some of the issues and risks on my two projects.  She also asks about me taking this workshop on the road for the company.
“You’re helping our project managers better understand the larger impact of the projects we’re doing,” she says.  “Lauren can’t believe an IT guy is teaching her about business.”
“Right?” I laugh.  “An IT guy is teaching marketing people about how to deliver projects in a way that the company and customers will appreciate.  Whooda thunk it?”  We laugh.  “It might be fun for a while.  I think I would get bored with it after too long.  Then again, there doesn’t sound like anything particularly interesting coming up anytime soon.   I can’t say that I want to be a road warrior.”
She nods, “Let me socialize the idea and pull a framework together.  I’ll send it to you to see what you think.”
“Okay,” I agree.
We split the salad when it arrives and dig in.  Susan asks, “So, what was your mysterious errand yesterday?  Is it something you’re comfortable talking about?”
“Sure.  I went to buy a cheap guitar.  I have two guitars, and neither are ones I wanted to drag along on road trips.  I didn’t plan to pick one up here, but I have more time on my hands with Audrey dumping me.  So, I picked up a cheap guitar that is actually good enough to gig with.  I played for about two straight hours last night.”
“Oh wow!” she exclaims after choking down a mouthful of salad.  “I don’t think I’ve ever heard you play.”  She sips her wine as she looks at me expectantly.  She squints at me playfully as I shove a forkful of salad, lentils, and rice into my mouth.
I think she is trying to mess with me when she says, “So your grand plan was to teach all day and fuck all night?”
I almost snort salad out my nose, but I manage to control myself - just barely.  I sip my tea as I think about how to answer that.  I decide, ‘Okay, fine!’ 
I set my fork and glass on the table and open my phone.  I open my photos and pull up one of my favorites of Audrey in a blond wig, bound, kneeling - facing away from the camera so that she is facing to my 2:30 position towards an audience.  It was taken at the last show at Bernadette’s.  Viktorijia managed the lighting and I took the photo with a digital SLR camera.  Audrey is wrapped in a net of rope with coils holding her elbows and wrists together with her legs bound similarly to how I bound them Sunday night.  I lay the phone face up on the table next to Susan’s plate and turn it to face her.
She drops her fork and covers her mouth with her hand as she stares at my gorgeous ex.  She looks up at me and then back down to the picture as the server walks up to refill my tea.
“Not only that.  We practice our art.”
“Oh my God,” the waitress gasps.  “That’s so beautiful!  Do you think the artist would tie me up?”
I shake my head.  “Probably not.  She was his muse, and she isn’t seeing him any longer.  He said he’s going to take a break.”
“Oh suck!” the server exclaims.  “Probably for the best anyway.  Getting nekkid for a stranger is probably a bad idea.”  She did actually say ‘nekkid.’  I think it’s kind of cute.  I’m also thinking there is probably a dearth of guys wanting to see her acres of round tattooed flesh on her 5’2” frame.
The server marches off and Susan asks, “You do this kind of stuff?”
“What do you mean ‘stuff?’  This is an erotic art form from Japan.  There are a couple of different erotic Japanese knot arts.  Most practitioners generally refer to them collectively as Shibaru.  Purists will generally use the proper Japanese term Kinbaku.  I had seen pictures and always been interested, and so I took a class after I caught Melanie fucking the gardner while sucking off the pool boy...or vice versa.”
Susan asks for clarification.  “You did this with Audrey?”
I nod, “We did.  This picture is our last show at a local salon.  That’s Audrey.”
“You did this in front of people?” She is aghast.
I shrug.  “Sure.  You can see the mask on her face.  I’m wearing one, too.  The audience is generally masked, too.  If I do a good job, they will generally start engaging in sexual activities while they watch.  The second show we did together, I actually fed my cock to Audrey, but that caused way too many invitations to join some of the audience.  That didn’t interest me.”
Susan says, “But that mask can’t hide her identity.  You just have to watch out for an athletic blond with that haircut.”
I chuckle, “Audrey’s not blond.  She shaves and then waxes, so no one knows the difference.”  I sober.  “She won’t have to do that again.”  I put my phone away. 
Susan says, “She looks young.”
My face twists into a wry grin.  “She is twenty.”
Susan gasps.  She whispers, “I swear you’re two years older than me, how are you keeping a young thing like that satisfied?”
I look her in the eye and tap the phone.  Susan’s eyes look like saucers in her face.  We both return to eating and she pins me with a considering look for the rest of the meal.
After we leave, I seat Susan in the car and she tries to act nonchalant as I pull into traffic.
“So, Will.  What kind of music are you playing tonight?” she asks.
I shrug.  “I dunno.  I don’t have a plan for tonight.  I’ll probably warm up with some instrumental bits, and then see what comes next.”
She asks, “Would you play for me?  She asks.
I shrug again.  “Sure.  Meet you in the lobby?”
“I’ll just follow along, if you don’t mind.  Your suite has a sitting room, right?” she asks.
“I was hoping you would buy me a beer, but I don’t mind.”
“Rain check on the beer?”
I look at her out of the corner of my eye.  “Okay.”
Susan flashes me a quick grin before schooling her features to look ‘innocent.’
‘I think this is going to get tricky,’ I think to myself.
Susan gets out before I get around to open her door, but she hooks her arm in mine and we walk back to my suite.  I open the door and wave her into the suite.  I offer her a seat and go back to the bedroom to grab my guitar.  I turn around to find her standing right in front of me.
She places her hands on my chest, and her eyes open wide.  She says, “Well, based on what’s under the shirt, maybe it’s not just your prowess with a rope that kept young Audrey enthralled.”
I look at her with my second sight.  Her aura has a sickly yellow tint to it.
I place a finger on her lips.  “Have you ever been tied up, Susan?”
“No,” she whispers.
“Then you have no idea,” I murmur as I lean my forehead onto hers and stare into her eyes.  The finger on her lips keeps her from closing the distance.  I turn away and set the guitar on the floor, leaning it against the credenza.  Then I pick up the coil of one-inch rope.  I tell her, “Turn around, Susan.”
She gives me a classic deer-in-the-headlights look.  I hold the rope up in both hands at shoulder height.  I command firmly, “Turn around, Susan.”  Slowly, she does.
I quickly and gently pull her arms behind her and tie two half-hitches around her wrists.  I pull her elbows gently together.  I feel her shoulders hit the ease-of-motion barrier, and then back off about an inch.
I murmur into her ear, “Straighten your arms.”  I lift her bound wrists, and her shoulders still move easily. 
I start wrapping her forearms in a series of knots that results in something that resembles a macrame gauntlet encasing both forearms.  Her sleeves are open and gathered at the top of the gauntlet.
I ask her, “How does that feel?”
Susan shimmies from side-to-side.  “Uh...it’s okay.  She finds this a turn-on?”
I slide her phone out of her purse and unlock it using the gesture she’s been using for the last two days in the workshops.  I take a picture and show it to her.
I tell her, “It’s a part of the play.  There’s a sensuality to the ropes and the flesh.  Usually, there’s a lot more to it.  For instance, this particular set of knot work is usually done with a ‘shrimp’ or ‘ball’ tie on a nude subject.  I have been perfecting some new postures that use a ‘shrimp’ variant with this arm tie.  Usually it’s a tableau that leads to sex.  I’ve even used it on a suspension where she hangs in the air with her legs splayed open.  That’s nice because I can walk by and enjoy a treat.”
Susan purrs, “Sex sounds like a good idea.”
I think to myself, ‘Danger, Will James!’  I look at her bound wrists and give a mental shrug.  ‘Oh, I am soooo baaaaad!’
I tell her, “How does three orgasms in ten minutes sound?”
Susan looks over her shoulder at me.  “Like a good start.”
I grab my phone and kick on the voice memo app.
“O-o-kay,” I drawl.  “You’re giving your consent for me to continue past tying your hands.”
Susan hisses, “Yesssss.  Pleeeezze.”
I leave the voice memo running on the credenza while I set my iPad on the side table to record video.  I retrieve a silk tie from my suitcase.  I step behind Susan and lay the silk against her neck on the right side and glide it around the front of her neck and up the left side.  As the silk glides, Susan leans her head back and moans. 
I murmur in her ear. “Bondage arts are as much about sensuality and mental stimulation as sexual stimulation.  The glide of ropes on flesh, the bite of them, the excitement of being bound, the thrill of giving up control, and learning to trust.  Being bound by someone you trust is seriously arousing.”
I kiss her shoulder through her blouse.  “Do you trust me, Susan?”
“Ye-esssss,” she breathes.
I lift the tie over her eyes and tie it in place.  I place a slow gentle kiss on the corner of her jaw.  “Time to play, Susan.”
I step back and unzip her skirt and slide my hands inside the waistline of the skirt.  Leaving her panties in place and sliding my hands down her thighs to remove the skirt.  I allow myself the pleasure of gliding my cheek along her silken-clad butt cheek and her smooth thigh.  She sighs as she reaches her bound hands to run through my hair.
I glide my fingers up her legs gently as I stand behind her.  She reaches back for my package, so I spank her ass - she gasps.  For a thirty-nine year old office worker, her ass is in great shape.
I warn her, “You’re topping from the bottom, Susan.  We are partners in this, but we each have a role.  For both of us to get the maximum pleasure, we have to play our roles.  I am the dominant, or ‘Dom.’  You are the submissive, or for knot arts the subject - in either case, the ‘Sub.’  My job is to guide.  Your job is to submit.  If you try to drive again, I’m going to spank that  pretty little ass of yours.”
“You think my ass is pretty?” She fishes for more compliments.
I give her a gentle spank on the other cheek.  “Yes.  I think you are very pretty all over.”  I press my body against her back, her hands hang just below my crotch.  I unbutton her blouse slowly with my mouth against her ear.  Her top two buttons were already open, so I pop the third open.  I murmur, “Under different circumstances I would be pursuing you.  Given our work relationship, your marital status, and my relationships - I don’t feel that I can.  But, I am going to give you this experience, and I will treasure giving it to you.”  At that point I’m opening the last button.
I glide my hands up the open fabric of her blouse and lift it back off her shoulders to drape off the gauntlet on her forearms.  While I work, she says, “Relationship?  But Audrey just broke up with you.” 
I answer, “I have three other ladies in a committed relationship back home in Prescott.”  Her bra is unfortunately a rear-close model.  I look around the front and see it’s an underwire, pushup model, too.  Having bought lingerie for Audrey, I know it’s not cheap.
“You’ve never mentioned them,” she murmurs with disappointment.
I kiss her shoulder.  “I never mentioned Audrey before, either.  I wouldn’t have now except I thought the breakup would affect my performance.  I’m going to bare your goodies now, Susan.”
She takes in a gasp of air and releases it with a nod.  I unhook her bra and frown.  “How attached are you to this bra?”
She bites her lip.  “I bought it for this trip.”
I grab a handful of her dark, curly, locks and slowly pull her head back.  “Were you contemplating adultery, Susan?”
She gasps, “Yes!  It’s been so long, and you are always so nice.  He doesn’t even look at me anymore, let alone touch me.  I run.  I work out.  Nothing makes a difference.  I turn forty next year, and everything is starting to sag.  Now he’s fucking a twenty-two year old intern named Buffy - in our bed!” she wails.  “I just want to feel beautiful again,” she adds with a whimper.
I wrap my arms around her waist and tuck my face against hers.  “You are very beautiful despite your imagined faults.  If we were both in a different relationship status, we would be lovers.  Period.  Now this pretty garment is hanging in the way of what I plan to do to your pretty breasts, so I’m going to cut it off of you.  I pull my knife and cut both straps.  The offending obstacle drops to the floor. 
I grasp her elbow.  “I want you to kneel on the bed, Susan.  Let me help you.”  I guide her to the edge of the bed and she displays uncanny balance and agility as she gets situated facing to my right, kneeling in the middle standing on her knees.
I pick up both phones, and pull up the camera apps.  I hold hers up, “This is your camera, Susan.  I am going to take a couple of pictures so you can see how beautiful you look.  Sit back on your feet.  Good.  Spread your knees wide.  Excellent.  Point your chin to the sky.”  Her torso straightens and her pert, full breasts stand proud.  I take a picture with each camera from the side.
“Now sag forward.  Let your shoulders and head hang, but don’t lay down.”  She is starting to get into it.  I take a side view and rear view.  I just drink in the line of her arms and the curve of her spine and buttocks.  I like that her panty is sized correctly - it drapes rather than digs in.  I also notice a slight discoloration in the crotch.  Somebody is getting excited.
“Susan, you look so beautiful like that.  It is taking all my willpower to not crawl up behind you, pull that pretty panty aside, and shove my fat cock in your pussy.”  I’m only exaggerating a little bit.
I direct, “Sit up and stand on your knees, Susan.”  I coil the loose ends of the rope that are dangling from the top of the gauntlet so they are in two balls.  I crawl on the bed and thread both balls over her gathered blouse, cross the strands across her back before I thread them around the front - one below her breasts pushing them up, and one on top squeezing them into the bottom rope.
Susan gasps at the pressure on her tender flesh.  I keep a little patter going to keep her relaxed.  “The trick is to make the bindings firm enough to hold without digging in.”  I wrap the ropes around her back again and cross them.  “One art, Kinbaku, or ‘tight binding,’ allows more digging in because restraining the subject is key.”  I run the cords down her gently curved abdomen and around to the crack of her buttock.  I tie both strands into a single square knot as I add, “I think of Shibaru as a little less focused on restraint and a little more focused on stimulation and aesthetics.  Open just a bit, sweetie.”
I run the cords between her legs and measure them off based on the circle of her crotch.  “The type of materials of the cord makes a difference.”  I make a tight round overhand knot with both cords together about two inches below the square knot.  “The types of knots and their placement also have different purposes.”  I quickly tie a series of two smaller overhand knots in each cord followed immediately by two flat square knots.  “I’m experimenting here a bit to give you as much pleasure from the experience as possible.  Susan, sit back like before and open your legs wide.”
She follows my instructions, and I run the ropes under her and up the center of her torso.  “Good job, sweetie.”  I intuit ‘good girl’ might be a bridge too far for Susan.  I use it with my ladies, but they all know me well despite varying degrees of submissiveness.  One of the square knots is at the top of the dark spot, the other is slightly above.  I think ‘That should work perfectly.  We’ll see.’  I thread the strands up her décolletage through the ropes already on her chest and then cast them over her shoulders.  It looks like I have about eight feet left - good.
“Sit back straight and proud, Susan.”
She murmurs, “Yes, sir” as she follows orders.  I string the cords under the existing strands and cross them again.  “Resistance, pressure, and friction are the tools of the art that bring the subject pleasure.”  I run the cords along the sides of her now swollen breasts, around the front, and around the back again.  As I tighten the cords, they clamp her swollen nipples between them.  I cross the cords in back again before I follow the reverse of the abdomen wrap from before.  “Almost done, dear Susan.” 
I run the cords between her legs, and then I trace the cords once more with my hands from the gauntlet to the end to - removing excess slack.  Then I wrap each ankle twice, loop twice around the instep of each foot, and then twice more around the ankle before tying each tail off with a quick release.
I caress Susan’s shoulder and then step off the bed.  I adjust my hard cock to take some of the pressure off of it.  I take some photos with her phone, and I look at the clock on my phone as the voice recorder runs.  After noting the time, I give the square knot over Susan’s sacrum a gentle tug.  She gasps as I murmur, “Move, Susan.  Ten minutes starting now.”
I adjust the easy chair and face her as I pull the guitar in my lap.  I check the tuning and start playing Water Song to warm up, humming along.  I usually play the short melody three times.  Before I finish the first time, Susan is whimpering.  Just as I hit the ringing note at the end of the second, she gasps and a flood of fluid soaks her panty.  As the final note rings, she is alternating between sitting up straight to ease the pressure on her breasts and scrunching forward to ease the pressure on her clit from the top square knot and her labia and asshole from the other knots between it and her sacrum.  Every time she moves she is taken by a different tremor.
I play the intro to Dust in the Wind, as she gets to the point where the tremors don’t stop.  Rather than fighting the ropes she appears to be arching her back, which increases the pressure in all her contact points.  As I finish that song, I see her thighs flexing to dig the ropes in for more pressure.  She looks like she’s about to scream.  I grab a clean pair of knit boxers and stuff them into her gaping mouth just in time.
Susan bites down hard and screams.  A torrent of fluid rains out of her panty.  I cock an eyebrow as I sit back down.  My cock is getting painful watching the show.
I pick up the guitar and play South City Midnight Lady.  I sing along and solo a bit.  I’m about half-way through when Susan spasms again and sags.  After I enter the outtro solo section she spits out the gag and gasps.  “Enough!  No more.  Please, Will.”
I turn off the iPad, check the clock, and pull the quick releases.  Then I start cutting ropes until she only has the gauntlet on.  I carefully cut it to allow it to lay open but still keep its integrity.  I set it on the credenza, close my knife and remove the blindfold.  She collapses onto her side.
I slide her sodden panty off and then I pick her up and place her on a dry corner of the bed to rest.  I moisten a wash rag in warm water in the bathroom and bring a towel.   I clean her sodden legs, avoiding her still glistening pussy.  Then I dry them.  I roll her over face down and run back to the bathroom to rinse and warm the washcloth.  Then I wipe down her neck, back, shoulders, butt, and legs. 
I peruse her beautiful body.  I don’t see anything wrong with her.  I look at her with my second sight.  Her aura is now bright white - not big like a crafter, but clean and bright regardless - healthy.  I see there are swirls of entropic energy throughout her, but nothing that looks like a problem.  Just the effects of age.  I probably look very similar.
Okay, she mentioned butt and boobs sagging plus saddle bags.  I tap my lips and think about what I could do with my abilities.  I reach down and draw a star on each saddlebag with entropic energy with the intent of making the fat there dissolve.  Hopefully that will fuel her exercise from there first.  Then I draw a rather large star on the top of each buttock with life energy - maybe I should call it growth energy instead?
I slide her blouse up her arms and roll her back over.  I wipe down her neck and upper chest before moving to the torso below her breasts to her hips.  Then I dry her with a towel.  I’m drawing stars at the tops of her breasts when she mutters, “Pussy still wet.  Should clean that.”
“Not happening, Susan.”
“You said ten minutes.  That was hours.  Need to get ready for work.”
I chuckle, “You only lasted eight minutes, sweetie.” 
She gives me ‘stink eye.’  “No way!”
I nod emphatically.  “It’s not quite eight o’clock yet.”  I thread her feet into her skirt before I pull her forward until her feet are on the ground.  I look at her sitting there propped on her arms.  “Can you stand?”
She nods and slowly stands, steadying herself on my shoulders as I slide the skirt up her long legs. 
She looks at me strangely. “I didn’t like that, Will.”
I cock an eyebrow at her again as I button her blouse.  “Really.  Eight minutes.  I counted four visible orgasms.  How many did you really have?”
She walks toward the chair as she tucks her blouse into her skirt.   I hear her murmur toward the drapes.  “I lost count after eight.”  She corkscrews herself down into the chair and catches her face in her hands.  “Why am I such a tramp?”  She is seriously embarrassed.
I kneel at her feet.  “You have no reason to be ashamed, Susan.  It is just a sensual pleasure.  People around the world enjoy giving it and receiving it.  I wanted to give it to you as a gift of pleasure.  I know it’s not what you were hoping for, but it’s what I could give you.”
“Why?”
“Because I could give you a novel, pleasurable experience without personally touching you intimately.”
“That felt intimate.”
“Emotionally, yes.  Very much so.”  I get up off the floor and sit on the corner of the bed.  “Susan, you have been an important person in my life for over three years.  You hired me when I was going through my divorce.  You’ve been understanding and supportive.  I wanted to give you this to help you through your hard time.” 
She stands up, and I join her.  She steps in and wraps her arms around me and buries her face in my chest.  I wrap her in a warm hug.  Susan murmurs, “This isn’t what I wanted, Will.  But, I have to admit it was cathartic.  You did make me feel desired.”
I kiss the top of her head.  “I do desire you, Susan.  I would welcome you into my family and gladly bed you - if you were not already married.  You need to figure out how you and your husband are going to resolve your relationship.  After that, come see me if that is what you still want.  If you ever need a pick-me-up, look at the pictures on your phone.”
She gives me a puzzled look.  I exclaim, “Oh!”  I release her and pick up the dismembered gauntlet.  “This kind of looks like a piece of artwork now.  You can keep it in a shadow box and claim it’s just that.  Hopefully it will bring a smile to your face when you need it.”
Susan grins at me.  Then she grows serious.  “If I come back to you, I will want you to myself, Will.” 
I shake my head.  “You deserve that, Susan.  I’m just not going to be able to give it to you.  If you want in my family, show up with your divorce decree and talk to Marissa.”
I tamp her panty dry and fold it.  She stuffs it into her clutch, and I walk her to the door.  She turns to kiss my lips softly, then looks up into my eyes.  “Until tomorrow, Will.”  I let her out, and secure the door.




24 - Checking out

 
I lean against the door and try to catch my breath and try to get the smell of Susan’s arousal out of my mind.  I don’t care how much she complains about her failing charms, she is a very sexy woman.  I went farther with her than I should have.  I would like to believe that I wouldn’t cross the line, especially given her ‘not yet divorced’ status and my relationship with my three remaining ladies.  I’m thankful Susan didn’t push harder than she did.  What we did may strain our relationship already.  Breaking my personal code to fuck my still married boss would have been a devasting hit to my self-esteem, too.  Given Audrey’s departure, the funk would have been deadly.
Okay, I’m getting overly-dramatic.  I go pick up the guitar and sit playing in the easy chair.  I am at it for a full forty-five minutes before the wood in my pants goes down.  I probably should have just wanked it out and been done, but I really want to separate my sex life from Susan.  I know I’m an emotional mess.  This is probably the most vulnerable time she could have picked to make a play.  I need the distance to ensure I don’t hurt Susan or myself until I get my head screwed on straight.  Thankfully, I realize I’m out of balance.  Ironically, that self-awareness is mostly due to my friendship with a madame and my kinky love affair with Audrey.
I put the guitar down, take a leak, crack open another bottle of water, and call my ladies on my iPad’s Facetime app.  It feels so good to hear their voices and see their faces.  Suddenly, resisting Susan doesn’t seem to be such a trial.  They tell me about their days.  I tell them about the class, dinner, and Susan’s introduction to sensual bondage.  All three ladies alternate between gasping, crying, and laughing as I relate how Susan put the moves on me, her heartbreak at her husband’s treatment, and how my solution made her feel beautiful.  Josie is wide-eyed as she asks questions about how I tied the knots and the effects on Susan’s body.  When I finish my story, they all look at each other for a moment.  Eventually Marissa starts cackling.  Then Josie and Rebecca join in her laughter.  They laugh raucously as I sit there with a confused smile on my face. 
Marissa howls to Josie.  “Do you want to explain it to him?”  
 
Josie snorts out her nose as she nods.  I find myself laughing, and I don’t know why.  Finally Josie calms down enough to talk.  “William, love.  I don’t know why you didn’t just fuck her and make her feel loved.”  All the ladies break up laughing again. 
Rebecca finally slows her laughter to the point she can speak again.  “You probably gave her more orgasms in eight minutes than she’s had in months.”
“Years!” shouts Marissa. 
“Ever,” adds Josie as she raises her hand.
I point at Josie, “Which is why I didn’t fuck her.  You deserve to be first, Josie.  Plus she’s still married.”
“I appreciate that, Will.  I’ll be ready when you get home,” Josie responds.  She is very earnest.  Then she grins at me.  “No ropes this first time, William.  Maybe later.”
I grin back at her.  “As you wish, Josie.”
Rebecca chimes in at the same time, “I’ll try the ropes.” 
Marissa follows quickly with a, “Me too!” 
We all laugh.  I tell my ladies that I love them and disconnect.  I get ready for bed feeling much lighter in my soul.
Wednesday morning came to me when it was still dark.  Given it’s the last day in August, that means that I woke up early.  I check my phone, and it says it is four-thirty in the morning. 
“Geez!”
I go take a leak and slowly get dressed in workout togs.  I grab an empty water bottle to refill and my key before heading out the door to the fitness center.
I have the room to myself.  I start off on the elliptical for thirty minutes, after which I still have the room to myself.  I jump into the 18-minute workout.  I double the weight of the dumbells from Monday.  I have to be careful of form with the extra weight, but I manage to only lose about three reps on average on the squat sets and none on the weighted burpees.  I grab one of the yoga mats in the back corner and start working through a Sunrise Salutation.  I’m into the third grouping, doing my first Plank into Serpent transition, when the door opens.  I smile as I recognize the scent of the person joining me. 
I push back into Downward Dog as a mat flops next to mine, and a tall sexy brunette with curly hair drops to Plank, Serpent, and Downward Dog in quick succession to catch up with me.
“Good morning,” I tell my neighbor.
“Good morning,” Susan responds.
I lead the way through my routine, and she follows without a word.  We finish supine in Child’s Pose.  I get up and roll the mat, Susan follows me.  I murmur, “You smell just as delicious as last night.”
She spanks my ass.  “Don’t make this harder than it already is, Will.  I’m embarrassed.”  She cuts me off before I can protest.  “Not by what you did to me, but by my lack of restraint and decorum.  I should never have gone to your room.  I know you tried to dissuade me, but I was lost.  Thank you for not taking advantage of me.”
I turn to look at her as I sip my water.  I lower the bottle.  “You’re too important to me to mess this up, Susan.  I’ve got your back.”  She gives a gentle smile.  I see her aura is marginally less bright than last night, but still pure white.  “I’m going to hit the shower and then have a leisurely breakfast.  I’ll see you at the session.”
* * *
The rest of the day passed quickly, if uneventfully.  The final day of the workshop was a half-day exercise until lunch, followed by a quick lunch and team briefings of the plans they made in the exercise taking until early afternoon.  I gave a thirty minute after-action review at the end of the day to gather lessons-learned feedback, handed out the ubiquitous surveys, and got everyone out of the door by four-thirty in the afternoon to fight their way to the airport.
Susan and I shared a drink in the bar after I picked up the detritus in the conference room.  She declined to let me take her to dinner, which was probably for the best.  I asked for Friday off, and she agreed.
I grabbed a Reuben sandwich at the bar, and then retired for the night.  I played guitar for a while before I packed it up.  I stripped down to boxers and sat on the floor up against the wall, crossed my legs and began deep breathing exercises.
* * *
I walk through the workshop in my mind.  I note a few things that I think could be improved.  Then I think about my short time with Audrey - the joy and the heartbreak.  The things she revealed about this secret world and the role of the Church.  The Church’s likely reaction to finding me and-or Rebecca.  I suspect they’ve all but forgotten about thaumaturges, but if they find out about Josie, either way they will try to capture her.  Maybe I can throw Lafayette under the bus to save my family.  I probably need to hold off on bringing Sidney, Mason, and Charlene out of their bolts until I have a more-secure environment. 
That brings me to thinking about my new family.  I’ve gone from having a distant relationship and a sometimes sex friend to having three women that love me.  Audrey.  Make that four women that love me, but one that is afraid to be with me.  Susan.  Don’t even go there!  She is off limits - boss and married.  I need to get a decent home for my three ladies, and keep room in case Audrey does show up.  I need to send Rebecca and Josie to school.  I think we can go the GED route, then into Yavapai County for basics and sciences.  Bachelor’s degree is something we’ll have to figure out along the way - Flagstaff isn’t too far away.  I suspect Josie will be very interested in physics and chemistry.  I’m guessing biology and medicine for Rebecca.
Then I start to ponder my power.  Apparently, I have quite a bit of it.  I need to learn how to use it.  I think Josie can teach me quite a bit, but it might be better to get both her and Charlene teaching me.  I’ll have to discuss that with Josie.  I open my eyes and my second sight.  I conjure a small ball of ‘growth’ or ‘life’ into my left hand - about the size of a golf ball.  It swirls and emits a light blue glow - like a summer sky.  Then I conjure a ball of ‘entropy’ in my right of the same size.  It swirls and manages to shine despite being black.  I move them together and the two balls rebound away from each other. 
‘Growth’ I kind of get, but I’m still not sure what to do with ‘entropy.’  Intuitively, it felt like the right solution to use the energy stored where Susan didn’t want visible pockets of fat.  I think we need it in our digestive tracts.  How about in our brains?  Do we need it there?  Do the chemical reactions in the brain require an entropic reaction?  How about other organs?  Our skin does to a certain extent, but maybe that’s more of the cells living a full life and new life replacing it.  Entropy impacts cell division adversely - the breakdown of the telomeres on the chromosome pairs is obvious entropy.  Can that be held in check without adverse impact?
So, I can pull souls from bodies, suck the life out of zombies, push ghosts or spirits into zombies, push them into golems, kill with entropic energy, heal by removing entropic energy and adding growth energy, and who knows what else.  I’ve got a lot to learn.
I turn my palms and smack them together with intent.  The two spheres in my palms collide, and then they explode in a white flash.  I’m pushed back into the wall with a thud.  It reminds me of when my grandad’s milk cow kicked me in the chest when I was a kid.  The bed moves and the windows rattle.  The mirror over the desk cracks, but doesn’t shatter.  The room is noticeably colder.  ‘What the heck?’
The two balls are gone, replaced by a single white glowing ball.  I focus on it and try to see into it.  I think I see faint eddies in it.  It looks like a … soul.  I don’t feel any awareness in it, but it’s like the energy that powers Gwen.  I push it into my well, but it doesn’t go.  I pinch it with the fingers of both hands and pull with intent.  Oh my!  Now I have two golf-ball sized balls again - one entropic, one growth.  The room is now noticeably warmer.  The two balls return to my well just fine.  Okay...I definitely need to discuss this with Josie.
I get up and call the ladies on Facetime.   Marissa picks it up on her phone.  They are all at her parent’s house for dinner and a slumber party.  I laugh at that image.   Marissa tells me they are just finishing dinner, and they will call back in about an hour. 
I spend the time checking work emails, and giving some detailed instruction to a team member.   Delores sends me a note asking if I can sign paperwork downtown at Yavapai Title tomorrow afternoon.  I tell her my availability.   I schedule a work meeting to talk through an issue first thing in the morning.  Afterward, I call Bernadette to let her know that I can drop by tomorrow late morning.  She says she looks forward to the meeting.  She doesn’t indicate whether the package is ready or not, but I don’t want to talk about it on the phone anyway.
My iPad rings as I finish brushing my teeth.  I crawl into bed and answer.  Marissa is smiling at me with a large naked breast by one ear and a small one by the other.  I tease her about growing boobs out of her ears and the other two ladies drop down to show me their pretty faces.  All three of them are relatively tipsy.  I suspect there will be some drunken frolicking tonight.  Josie keeps howling ‘I love you’ repeatedly to both of them and me.  Rebecca is giving each of them sloppy kisses. 
Marissa giggles, “William, we are all in desperate need of your magnificent cock.  Come home lover!”
I laugh, “Yes ma’am.  I’ll be home early tomorrow evening.  I’ll stop by the title company to sign paperwork on the way home.”
“Okay.  The girls will be at the apartment when you get home.  Mom is taking them over after lunch - she’s having a great time having more daughters.  I need to head out to Flagstaff early tomorrow, so I’ll probably be after six in the evening before I get home.”
“Okay.  Be safe, Marissa.  I couldn’t stand to lose you.”
“I know, Will.  I feel the same about you.  Come home safe, my love.”
At that we have a round of ‘goodbyes’ and ‘I love yous’ before we disconnect.
I wake late the next morning.  I do yoga, some martial arts drills, and finish with taiji and more yoga.  Then I shower and grab a quick breakfast before I return to the room to take the conference call.  I wrap up that call and another impromptu one before I shut down for the morning.  I get a call from Susan as I’m closing my suitcase.  She expresses her gratitude for both the professional effort and the friendship.  I tell her I’m looking forward to seeing her again.  She rings off, and I drag my guitar, roller bag, and attaché out the door.
At reception, I close out my bill.  I tell them about the mirror, and the clerk, Haimish again, tells me not to worry about it.  He hands me a box about the size of a ream of legal paper.  I sit in one of the easy chairs and open it.  Inside is a shadowbox with a familiar piece of ropework.  There is a hand-written note.
Dearest Will,

Please keep this for me.  I will come to recover it from you one day, but I don’t want to take it on the plane.  I have your pictures of me wearing it, and those will have to keep my memories alive.

I have a long path to walk before I am no longer a mess.  I think yours is short by comparison.  Regardless, your kindness and affection have shown me what I want from life.  I have to work for it now.  I may not always be your boss, but I will always be…

...yours,

Susan

I smile and pack it all into the box before shoving the whole thing into my attaché.
I head out to my car and pack everything into the back. 
* * *
In a corner of the hotel parking lot stands a pretty young Asian woman with a pageboy haircut wearing an orange sundress, floppy hat and sunglasses.  She is propped in the open door of her Accord watching a tall man head out of the lobby to the parking lot.  He loads a guitar, briefcase, and rollbag into the back of a grey Honda CRV.  She watches him get in and drive away as she sobs heartbreakingly.




25 - Wrapping up business

 
I keep thinking of Audrey as I load my CRV.  I close the hatch and get myself situated in the driver’s seat.  I close my eyes and breathe deeply, leaning my head on my hands.
I counsel myself, ‘You are not going to turn into a weepy child, William!  Man up!’
I sit up, turn on the engine, and queue up some tunes.  ‘Oh!  Buckle up!’ 
With my head marginally screwed on straight, I put the car in gear and drive off to meet Bernadette.  It isn’t far to Bernadette’s townhouse from the hotel, and the morning rush hour is over.  I stop first at Bank of America to withdraw five thousand dollars, and I follow that with a stop at Chase for the other five thousand I need to give Bernadette for the balance I owe her.  Then I have another leisurely twenty minute drive to her house.
I pull into her circle drive and park.  As I get out of the car, Manuel steps out of the door.  As I approach the door, Viktorija steps into the doorway and smiles at me.  She’s wearing a gold, halter-top jumpsuit that looks loose and airy around her legs.  She also has on matching gold sandals with a modest heel.  Her hair is up in a twist.  Viktorija murmurs to Manuel, who nods in response with a kind smile. 
Manuel pats my shoulder as I pass.  Viktorija wraps her arms around my waist and buries her face in my chest.
She looks up at me.  “I heard about Audrey.  How are you holding up?”
I kiss her pink painted lips.  “How did you hear about that?”
“She came to visit yesterday.  I held her while she had a good cry.  She told me all about the split.  Apparently she went to see you Tuesday evening to tell you she made a mistake, and she saw you with a pretty woman on your arm walking into the hotel.  She followed you in and saw her enter your hotel room.”
“That was my boss.  She took me out for dinner, and then she wanted to hear me play guitar,” I explain.  “I tried for the bar, but she insisted on my suite, and yes, she did make a play.  I managed to avoid it, but I had to tie her up to get her past it.  I didn’t know you two were friends.”
Viktorija laughs lightly.  “Audrey and I have been friends since the day I met you.  You were kind to me and introduced me to her.  I had been here three days and had already been groped by every man in town and about half the women.  You held me and comforted me.  Afterwards, Audrey told me she remembered what it was like to be new in town.  Before the two of you retired to your room, she gave me her phone number and told me to call her if I was lonely.  I did.  I spend most of my days off with her shopping, eating, or hanging out.”
Viktorija releases her hug and takes my arm.  She leads me through the entry to Bernadette’s office.  “Will, the Mistress is engaged elsewhere in the house, but she asked that I seat you in her office.  She will be with you shortly.”  I sit down in the armchair facing the desk.  Viktorija kisses my cheek and hurries out to let Bernadette know I arrived.
* * *
Viktorija pulls her phone out of a pocket in the voluminous trousers of her jumpsuit.  She dials a number from her recent calls.
“Hey, Audrey.” 
Audrey moans, “I choked!  I saw him in the parking lot, and I froze.  I stood there watching him pack up and leave while I bawled my eyes out.”
Viktorija says, “Calm down, sweetie.  All is not lost.  He is here.  Now.”
Audrey sobs, “It doesn’t matter.  I saw him with her.  He was smiling at her and then they went into his hotel room.”
Viktoria responds, “And he didn’t fuck her.  He may have been smiling, but I’m willing to bet that it was like the one he gave me when I met him two minutes ago - it got nowhere close to his eyes.  I know he cares about me, but I couldn’t get a real smile from him.”
Audrey say, “Tori, I don’t know.  I should never have let him go.”
Viktorija fires right back.  “You’re right.  You had to be insane.  But the insanity has passed, and you have a chance to get him back.  Get over here!  No argument!  Get over here now!”
A hand reaches in and takes the phone from Viktorija.  “Audrey, this is Bernadette.  I have about fifteen minutes worth of business to discuss with William.  I can’t stretch it much.  You better be standing in front of my office door before I’m done.  No is not an option.”  Then Bernadette disconnects the phone.
Bernadette hands the phone back to Viktorija.  “Too much?”
Viktorija smiles and shakes her head.  “No, Mistress.  It was perfect!  Better than I imagined.”
Bernadette grasps Viktorija’s chin in her hand and stares in her eyes from five inches away.  “Remember that when I tell you the same thing, Darling.”
Viktorija drops her eyes.  “He doesn’t love me like that, Mistress.”
Bernadette whispers, “Do you really think any man that didn’t love you would keep coming back and asking for you just to check on how you are feeling?  Do you think any man that doesn’t love you would hold you and comfort you and not try to fuck that pretty little body or face?  William is a special man, and he loves you.  Finish your service to me, Darling.  You are so close.  Then go knock on his door.”
Viktoria’s eyes moisten as she smiles at her mentor.  “Mistress, if you make me cry, I’ll have to go redo my makeup.”
Bernadette kisses her warmly and squeezes her tight bum.  “Watch for your friend, Darling.” 
Then the Lady of the House rushes off to her office.
* * *
I sit in the armchair and close my eyes.  Audrey’s image is waiting behind my eyelids, kneeling on the bed smiling at me over her right shoulder.  ‘I miss you, sweetheart.’
I open my eyes and stare at the middle distance as I breathe deeply.  After a couple of minutes of waiting, I hear a confident stride on the entry tile.
“William, Darling!”
I stand and face my hostess.  Bernadette opens her robe to bare her body and presses her breasts into my chest before she wraps her arms around my waist.
“How are you doing, Darling William?” she asks.  “I've been worried about you since Viktorija told me about your break up.  Do you need me to comfort you, Darling?”
I smile at her sadly.  “Tempting, Bernadette.  I remember you as a fantastic lover, and you look just as awe-inspiring as you ever have.  I have three ladies waiting for me at home, so I suppose I should pass.”
“I would be happy to help, Darling.  Your endowment made quite an impression on me, as did your skill.  It would be absolutely no hardship for me,” she says with a seductive smile.
I chuckle instinctively.  Then I lean down to claim her mouth, and raise my hand to claim her left breast.  I fondle her and kiss her until she moans.  Then I release her breast and hug her as I release the kiss.  “Bernadette, I am sorely tempted.  I love my ladies, but your charms are sinfully alluring.”
“Oo, sinful!  Appealing to my heritage, William.”   She turns her head and cocks an eyebrow coyly.  “Diabolical!  You should know what that does to me.”  She raises two soaked fingers to me, and I suck them into my mouth. 
“Hmmm.”  I pop them out of my mouth.  “Yummy.  Bernadette, I almost said ‘you’re too much,’ but honestly, I think you’re perfect.”  I kiss her quickly again.  She releases me and buttons her robe. 
Bernadette reaches inside her lapel and adjusts her plump breasts as she walks around to sit behind her desk.  She pulls up her chair and floats gracefully down into her chair and pulls the two folders that rest in front of her closer.  Opening the top one.  She looks at it and turns it to face me.  Bernadette holds a finger in the air before picking up the bell from her desk and ringing it.  The shades slide down into place.  The screen also drops over the door.
She begins to review the file in front of me without looking at it. “Rebecca Silverstein.  Born Angela Marie Olsen on November 2, 1999 at the general hospital in Fort Collins, Colorado.  She was handed over to child services on November 4, and she died November 6th.  Her birth mother looks enough like your Rebecca to be a close cousin.  Her legend is that she was adopted on 05 November, by Jacob and Lenore Silverstein of Littleton, Colorado.  Her parents bought a house shortly after, and she lived there until she disappeared the day of her eighteenth birthday nearly two years ago.  Her adopted parents died two months later in a car wreck.”
She takes a breath before continuing.  “Rebecca went to school in Littleton, attending high school there, excelling at science, math, English,and music.  She played piano for the school choir.  She was not very popular, and few of her classmates remember her.  We do have a six of them lined up.  She didn’t have a job, but worked on a variety of fundraisers.  Ms. Levinson organized many of them and still loves talking your ear off about all of Rebecca’s good works.  There is a Ms. Levinson, and she will provide bona fides.  Rebecca never learned to drive, but she did get to take a trip to the UK for an ‘English Literature Tour’ the summer of her junior year of high school.  We found her State ID, issued when she was sixteen, her passport, and her Social Security Card.  We also got a copy of her birth certificate from the state.”
Bernadette raises a finger and winks her eye at me.  “We also engaged a private investigator to find her trail from Littleton.  She flopped in Denver for about six months, spending Christmas in a Salvation Army shelter.  She disappeared before New Year.  He picked up her trail in Winter Park where she ran one of the ski lifts for the season.  She worked housekeeping in a Motel 6 in Fort Collins after that for a couple of months and then disappeared again.  She showed up as a lift operator at Sunrise ski resort in Grier, Arizona this winter and disappeared in mid-March.  That’s where we found the documents.  There was no trail again until you found her in Prescott walking up the hill at Carlton and Cortez.”
I am amazed.  “The private investigator’s a nice touch.”
“He owed me a favor or a thousand.  He’ll back it up.  My forger is an artist, don’t you think?”  she asks.
I nod.  “They look like they were left in a random drawer by a vagabond.”  I smile. “They will definitely work.  I’ll get her enrolled to take the GED and then community college.  That should be enough to get her an official ‘Real ID’ driver’s license.”
Bernadette taps her lips.  “Maybe you should put the two foundlings up in that little apartment officially.  You and the other one shack up officially, and they come to visit their good friend…”
“Marissa,” I clarify.
“...Marissa regularly.  Then they build some history of holding a residence.  That will help with the new ID, too.”
“If everything goes well, I will be able to afford it.”  I grin, “I need to be back to Prescott by four in the afternoon to sign the sale contract of my house.”
Bernadette waves her hand at me dismissively.  “You have nearly three hours before you need to leave.  Maybe you will join us for lunch.  Vanessa and Clarice are making some creole dish with shrimp and whitefish.  It sounded delicious.”
“Maybe,” I answer.  “Let’s talk through Josie’s legend.”
Bernadette smirks at me sexily.  “We found a Josephine Carroll born in Springfield, Missouri on April 6th, 1995.  The original Josephine left for New Orleans after she turned eighteen, started calling herself Toby Cox, had the surgery, and was shot by police after killing his girlfriend.  He died of his wounds before he was charged.   We have a clean break in the trail between Josephine and Toby.”
Bernadette shows me a trio of pictures.  “Josephine at seventeen.  Her mother.  Her father.  It’s not much of a stretch from this Josephine to yours.”  She lays out two more pictures.  “This is your Josephine.  This is a composite my artist made blending it with the image of the seventeen-year old version.  The composite becomes Josephine as she was a waitress in Fort Smith, Arkansas.  She was there for two months before picking up another waitress job in Muskogee, Oklahoma.  She followed the same pattern until she landed in Santa Fe, New Mexico.  There she got her GED, and she took math and English at Santa Fe Community College.  She dated a guy there that was part of a drug ring.  She was questioned and released.  Months later she appeared in Colorado Springs.  She was there for seven months, then Boulder for nine months.  Four months later she showed up in Saint George, Utah, Indian Springs, Nevada, Kingman, Arizona, and then Flagstaff - each time working waitress or housekeeping jobs.  She left in July and showed up in Prescott two weeks ago.”
She sits back in her chair and crosses her shapely legs.  “We have a birth certificate, driver’s license, and social security card.  We have school records from Santa Fe and a GED certificate.  Fortunately, Toby never did an official name change, and he died without the police documenting the connection.  That means a records check on the social security number will find no crimes.  We created a record in Santa Fe of her questioning.  You’ll need to teach her to drive.”
I think out loud.  “I’ll need to get her some basic education so she can actually pass a GED, too.  From what she told me, she never went to school.  I don’t know if she can read.  Yet, she is smart.  I think given opportunity and support, she will soar.”
Bernadette nods.  “I suspect you are right.”
There is a knock at the door of Bernadette’s office.  The screen in front of the door rises.  “Would you check that, William Darling?”
I get up.  “Certainly.”  
I open the door to find Audrey standing there in a knee-length orange sundress with tears running down her face.
I pull her to me, and she hugs me tightly to her.  “Master, I’m so sorry.  I made a mistake.”
I kiss her forehead.  I murmur, “Welcome to humanity, sweetheart.  Would you feel better if I recited the litany of mistakes I have made?  We could stand here for days.”
She sobs a laugh, “As long as you hold me, I’m okay with that.”
I breathe in the scent of her as I hold her close.  “Audrey my love, I’m in the middle of a business transaction with Ms. Bernadette.  You may join us if you like.”
“Please, Will.  I will have to go back to my apartment tonight, and my parents will probably stop by to check on me - they’re worried because I’ve been such a wreck since Sunday.  Until then, I want to spend as much time with you as I can.  I think I damaged my soul by breaking away.  I need you to hold me.”  Then she looks up at me.  “I might need you to claim me again, Master.”
I throw my head back and laugh hard.  “God, I’ve missed this woman!”  I look down at her.  “I already feel healed just having you back in my arms, but I’m sure we can arrange a quick claiming before I have to leave.”  I look over my shoulder to Bernadette.  “I brought cash, but I can add a check for room rental.”
She stands and lets her gown open to show her glorious body as she walks around her desk.  “Oh pooh, William,” she says as she waves a languid hand in dismissal.  “You don’t have enough time to create a thorough mess.  Just use the chaise lounge here in my office.”  She waves a hand languorously and shrugs, which creates a delightful motion in her right breast. “ I’ll get the benefit of being able to savor the smells of you two rutting for days, and then I can use the cleanup to discipline one of my wards.”
Bernadette closes on us and wraps us in a hug.  “Come back inside and have a seat, William Darling.  We need to finish our business, so you can progress to pleasure.” 
I release Audrey and reach for the door as Bernadette guides Audrey inside.  I see Viktorija across the entryway in the door of the salon.  She has a melancholy smile on her face as tears run down her cheeks.  I comment “just a moment” over my right shoulder as I walk across the foyer to stand before the Latvian beauty.
“Viktorija, sweetie.  Who has hurt you?  I will end them.” 
Her eyes saucer as she sees how serious I am.  She quietly answers.  “Sir, I am only hurting myself.  I’m happy Audrey finally returned to you, and I want something I can’t have.”  Her smile breaks and she cries, covering her face in her hands. 
She starts to turn away, but I grab her shoulders and pull her to me.  I wrap my left arm around her waist and pull her left hand to my mouth.  I kiss it dry of tears.  Then I lean in and kiss her cheek dry, then her eyes, the other cheek, and finally switching hands, her right hand.
I place a finger under her chin.  Her expression is very ‘deer in the headlights.’
“Viktorija, my love.  I intentionally have not pursued you while you work for Bernadette - especially after you told me about your journey to get here.  But know, dear Viktorija, that I am here for you.  There is always room in my house for you, and in my heart for you.  When your service to your Mistress is done, I hope you will come find me.  Whether you need a father, a brother, or a lover - it doesn’t matter.  I am here for you.  I always will be.”
I cup her right cheek in my hand as I lean in and press a tender kiss to her left.  I look at her eyes.  “You deserve to have a single man or woman that will love you unreservedly with their whole heart.  I can’t give you that.  If you want that, I will help you find that.  Regardless, I will always love you unreservedly.”
“William,” she answers with anguish in her voice.  “I am a whore.  You can’t love me.”  Tears threaten to spill.
I hold her gaze.  “I can, and I do.  You have had to make hard choices.  All of Bernadette’s boys and girls have.  I think submitting to her was a harder choice for you than it was for most of her wards.  I can’t judge you for your choice - I won’t judge you even if you decide it’s a long-term career choice.  I only get to choose whether to love you, or not love you.  I chose to love you...as though I have any real choice in the matter.  Your strength of spirit and your kindness pretty much took the choice away from me.”  At that point, I have to kiss more tears dry, this time with her arms wrapped around my neck. 
I see a flash of orange in my periphery before Audrey rests her chin on Viktorija’s shoulder and wraps her arms around her.  She tells Viktorija, “Keep faith, Tori.  I am your friend forever.  You really are my best friend, so - BFFs, right?”  Viktorija laughs lightly.  Audrey continues, “Will is not the only one holding back until you finish your obligations.  I dream of a long happy life with you and Will - raising each other’s babies and growing old together as we make the world our bitch.  I would love nothing more than to make a family with the two of you and his happy harem in Prescott.  Remember that, Tori.” 
Audrey kisses her friend’s lips gently before stepping back and pushing the spaghetti straps of her sundress off her shoulders.  It falls in a pool around her feet, and Viktorija and I are mesmerized as Audrey steps out of it.  I have a moment of déja vu when she squats to retrieve it and throws it over her shoulder as she struts naked back to Bernadette’s office.  She calls over her shoulder in an uncanny Bernadette impersonation.  “William Darling, don’t make me wait.  I need you to claim me, Darling.”
Viktorija and I laugh.  I kiss her cheek before I follow Audrey’s taut buttocks back to Bernadette’s office.
I see Viktorija standing rooted with her hands in a prayer pose pressed to her lips.  She has a hopeful smile on her face as I close the door.
Audrey’s dress is hanging on a hat rack, and my lover is propped on the edge of Bernadette’s desk with her legs crossed - reminiscent of a pinup model pose.  I walk over and resume my seat before I beckon her to sit in my lap.
“Kitten, were you in the parking lot of my hotel?  Floppy hat and big black shades?”
“Yes, Master.  I stood there sobbing like an idiot thinking you’d dropped me for that MILF I saw you with rather than running into your arms to have you claim me back,” she confesses.
I kiss her passionately and cup her left breast.  Then I turn my attention to the Venus across the desktop.  “What else do we have, Bernadette?
 
Bernadette shrugs prettily, and she smiles when she sees my eyes follow her breasts.  “Not much more, Darling.  Stand by for a moment.”  She picks up the bell from her desk and rings it.  The screen drops over the door.   Finally, Bernadette continues.  “I wanted to ask if you want us to change the names in the police files for Rebecca to match her legend.  I would need some additional funds for that.  I’m afraid I underestimated the cost of the private investigator work, so I have nothing left to cover the expense of the additional work.”
I ask, “Didn’t you say that was a favor you called in?”
She nods slowly, “Of course, but that was to get him to do the parts that were illegal.  He still had to be paid.  Plus, I burned a favor from a valuable asset.  Fortunately, he owes me more than one measly favor can erase, and he knows it.  I really need to press you for another ten thousand whether we do the additional work or not.”
I nod back as I roll Audrey’s hard nipple between my fingers.  “For consulting?  I can put that on a check, and then give you the additional cash.  Oh!  As to your question, let’s not change the police records.  Higher risk for little reward.  The legend is she was muddled, Silverstein and Silberschmid are close enough that I think we can play it off as an honest mistake.”
Bernadette agrees.  “Sounds good.  As for payment, I can take a check for twenty thousand for ‘consulting services.’  You keep the cash on hand.  It’s always good to have money available.  I like to keep both cash, metals, and gem stones on hand.”  I can’t argue with her logic.  Audrey stands so I can pull my checkbook from my bag and write the check.  Bernadette rings the bell again as I write the check.
I hand Bernadette the check and put the two folders into my attaché.   She stands and walks around the desk and opens her robe to present her body to us.  Audrey and I both wrap her in a hug and she laughs coyly.  Audrey pops a nipple in her mouth, and I claim Bernadette’s mouth with my own.  This reminds me of some fun times the three of us have had together in the past.
I release my kiss, and Bernadette pulls Audrey’s mouth to hers for a kiss.  When they break, Bernadette looks wistfully at each of us.  “I better go.  If I stay, I’m going to make this all about me.”  She looks at Audrey.  “Congratulations, Audrey.  I’m glad you had the courage to show up.  I’m proud of you.”
She marches to the door at a stately pace.  As she backs out, pulling the door closed, she leaves us with one parting instruction.  “Please make a big wet mess on the chaise lounge.  I’ll enjoy it later.”  I swear I see a quick flash of red in her eyes as she pulls the door closed.
I pull off my jacket and kick off my boots as my eyes burn into Audrey.  “Somebody needs to be claimed.”
Audrey backs toward the chaise lounge, turns, and mounts it on her hands and knees.  “Ready, Master.”




26 - Connecting

(The entry foyer outside Bernadette’s office)
 
Viktorija is leaning against the doorsill of the salon as Bernadette turns towards her after pulling the door closed.
“Gathering wool, my dear?” Bernadette queries as she stalks toward her ward.
Viktoria stands straight and checks the door of the office before sketching a curtsy.  “I’m afraid you caught me daydreaming, Your Grace.”
Bernadette extends the signet ring on the index finger of her left hand.  “Rise, dear.”  Viktorija kisses the ring of the offered hand as Bernadette continues.  “You know the rules, Precious.  I appreciate the use of my honorific, but you are only to use it when we have no guests.  What penance shall I assign?”
Viktorija curtsies again. “Whatever you wish, Mistress.”
Bernadette hooks Viktorija’s arm.  “Attend me, Precious.  We are going to watch a show from my suite.”  Bernadette guides her through the salon, through the dressing room and up the stairs to the bedrooms.  They enter through the open French doors of Bernadette’s suite.  “Close the doors, Precious.”  Bernadette moves behind the screen in the corner and removes her gown, and hangs it carefully.  She calls out to Viktorija, “Put the cameras from my office onscreen please, Precious Viktorija.” 
Bernadette kicks out of her heeled sandals and places them on the shelf.  She walks out to see Viktorija raptly watching the two other people on the planet that she loves, her hand is over her gaping mouth.
Bernadette walks up behind her ward, pressing her bare breasts into Viktorija’s exposed back.   The older woman slides her hands inside the bodice of her ward’s jumpsuit and forward to cup her breasts.  “They are glorious, aren’t they, Darling?”
Viktorija just nods in response, which causes her mistress to pinch her nipples HARD.  The Latvian beauty gasps before responding.  “Oh!  Yes!  Yes, Mistress!”
Bernadette eases the pressure and caresses the underside of Viktorija’s full globes.  Viktorija leans back onto her mistress and reaches back to grab Bernadette’s full, firm ass.  Bernadette says, “Look at that.  She’s so trim, strong, and adorable all at once.  And him!  Oh my!  Look at that side view!  See how his heavy cock bounces when he stalks towards her.  He is a real man.  Lean strong muscles, and a magnificent cock.  It’s still pointed up in the air despite the weight of it.  See how her eyes are locked on his cock.  She craves him.  She is a shadow of herself without him.  Her full potential is only realized when he is fucking her.” 
Viktorija shakes her head as she defends her friend.  “Not true, Mistress.  She would probably agree with you, but we’ve spent days talking over the last couple of years.  She has a brilliant mind and a strong will.  If she had never met him, she would have no constraints on her potential.  However, she did.  I think he owned her from the first kiss.  Yet, despite that she does great works when they are separated.  If she had not met him today, she would have wasted away for months, but you saved her.  My love and encouragement were not enough.  She needed to be commanded to do the right thing.  She needs to be connected to him even if she is not beside him.”  
Viktorija reaches back and pulls her mistress’ mouth to her own and devours her succulent lips.  She feels Bernadette’s nipples pebble to diamond hardness into the soft skin covering the lean muscles of her own back.  Viktorija and Bernadette both moan their passion as Viktorija slowly retreats from her mistress’s loving lips.  She looks at Bernadette with eyes hooded with desire.  “Thank you, Mistress.”
“It was my pleasure, my Beloved Pet.”  She drops her left hand to wrap around Viktorija’s waist.  “You do know you are my favorite, Pet.  I have loved many men and women with my body, but you are the only one I have given my heart to.”
Viktorija nods and slides her right hand from her mistress’ tushy and hip to cup Bernadette’s hot, juicy vulva.  Bernadette moans, and Viktorija speaks.  “I too have fucked many women despite how I despise most of them for wanting me.  I have not connected with any of the men either; although, it’s easier to offer myself to most of them.  All of them, men and women, left me running cold.  You however made me burn with desire from the moment I met you.  I don’t care if it’s part of your otherworldly nature.”  She slides her fingers on either side of Bernadette’s labia.  She offers her neck as her fingers work their magic. 
Viktorija continues to speak.  “I loved William from the moment he wrapped me in a hug and talked to me.  I loved Audrey immediately for the friendship she offered, but I’m not certain about whether I desire her or not.  You - you I love, and the happiest times in my life have been in your arms.”
Bernadette moans as she presses her hips forward into her lover’s knowing fingers.  She begins to nibble Viktorija’s neck as Viktorija’s fingers pierce her wet folds.  Bernadette murmurs haltingly, “And yet you will leave me for William and Audrey when your service is completed.  You have to.  You have to know what life is like with them.  You must fly from the birdcage, my darling.”
Bernadette switches hands, cupping Viktorija’s right breast with her left hand and sliding her hand down to cup her younger lover’s pussy.   Viktorija moans, “Tell me to stay, Your Grace!  Command me, my liege!  For your command, I will stay.”
A light spasm takes Bernadette at the joy those exclamations light in her supposedly cold whore’s heart.  She responds.  “I can’t, Precious.  I can’t stand in your way.  You have to find out if William is what you really want from life.  If not, come home to me.  If he is, come love your poor old mistress occasionally.”
“I see how he looks at you, my liege.  You could own him just like you own me!” Viktorija moans as Bernadette slides a single finger into her tight opening.  “Come with me, Mistress.  We can both love him.”
Bernadette withdraws her fingers as she watches the man in question receive an enthusiastic blow-job from his lover as she kneels on the chaise.  Audrey looks up into William’s eyes, letting her adoration for her lover show.  Bernadette sucks her finger clean, and then undoes the clasp resting at the back of Viktorija’s neck.
The halter of Viktorija’s jumpsuit slides across her breasts and then the garment falls into a pool at her feet.  She removes her fingers from Bernadette as she steps out of the garment.  Bernadette walks to a chest of drawers as Viktorija picks up her jumpsuit and shoes - using the wingback chair on the far side of the bed as garment valet.
Bernadette says as she opens the second drawer down.  “I can’t take him.  Even before he came into his powers I tried to take him.  He would have been the perfect male pet to be paired with you.  He made love to me passionately, but I couldn’t snare him.  It’s probably for the best.  I earned your love the old-fashioned way.  It would have been a travesty to force him.”  She pulls a double-headed dildo and harness from the drawer before pushing it closed.
Bernadette continues, “I don’t know how I could go with him when I told Jack I could never submit to anyone.  If I went with William, it would be too much like a betrayal of Jack.”
Viktorija walks over to her mistress.  She kisses each nipple before standing up to look in her lover’s eyes.  “Jack will never love you like William would.  In Jack’s eyes, there is Darcie, then there is everyone else.  He connected with Candice before Darcie, but Darcie could make him forget Candice, Clarice, you, his ex, and all the rest of us.  He would give up his businesses for that woman.  She is a treasure, but I think you and the girls deserve better than to be treated like Jack treated you last time.”
Bernadette points at the bed.  “Face the screen, Beloved.  Keep the control handy.”  Viktorija crawls onto the bed on all fours, facing the big-screen on the wall.  Bernadette responds to Viktorija’s assertion.  “I fear you are correct.  I thought we graduated to the next step when he was here in June, but their visit a couple of weeks ago left me feeling decidedly under-appreciated - I was just a distraction.  Regardless, Candice and Clarice will go to him when their times come.”  Bernadette's attention is caught by the action on the screen.
William has Audrey bent over the arm of the chaise with a fistful of her hair in his left hand and his right hand pulling her back as he brutally slams his hips forward.  “Lower left,” the lady of the house orders.  Viktorija manipulates the tablet and suddenly there is a view from the chandelier filling the big-screen.  Bernadette sits on the foot of the bed.  “Oh my!” 
Viktorija wraps her arms around her mistress and rests her head on her shoulder.  “You’re right, Your Grace.  I really want to know what that is like.  Look how his cock is stretching her pussy.”
Bernadette murmurs.  “He used me harshly, but differently.  It’s as though he gives each lover the flavor they need at the moment.”  At that point Audrey’s mouth opens in an apparent scream as she bucks violently and squirts around William’s cock.  He picks her up and throws her feet into the seat of the chaise lounge so her squirted emissions soak the piece of furniture rather than the rug.  Then he buries his face in her neck.
Viktorija gasps.  “He just whipped her around like she weighed nothing at all.  I wonder if he will do that to me.”
Bernadette is transfixed, too.  “Yes.  I believe he will, Precious.  He maneuvered me wherever and however he wanted me.  Between the spell of his touch, his strong body, and strong will...I had no chance of resisting him.”  Audrey has stopped bucking and is gasping to catch her breath.  William starts kissing her cheeks, forehead, eyes, nose, and finally she turns and devours his mouth.   He still appears to be fully erect.  
Audrey asks a question as Viktorija changes to a different camera for a better angle.  Then she takes the double phallus and harness from Bernadette and slides one phallus through the ring of the harness.  She crawls off the bed and slides the harness over her mistress’ legs.  When she looks up at Bernadette, Viktorija is overcome by the look of love and lust her mistress is shining upon her.  Bernadette lifts and spreads her knees.  Viktorija slides the harness up her lover’s legs until the tip of the phallus is at Bernadette’s opening. 
Viktorija slides the tip back and forth through the juices of Bernadette’s pussy before inserting it into her channel.  Bernadette gasps and grabs her thighs as she falls back onto the bed holding her knees open in the air.  Viktorija moves to the side to provide a clear view of the screen while she pushes the phallus in and out.  It takes a fair amount of effort, but eventually the thick cock is hilted to the balls in her mistress’ juicy cunt.
Bernadette is watching Viktorija rather than the screen as she gasps to catch her breath.  Viktorija asks, “Two?  I thought I counted three for a second, but I think that was just the second one spiraling up.”
Bernadette shakes her head.  “Three.  Damn it’s big.”
Viktorija asks, “Is he really this big?”
Bernadette nods with her eyes closed as she adjusts to the intrusion.  “He had me make a cast of it shortly after he and Audrey started dating.  He wanted her to be able to enjoy him even if he wasn’t there.  She told me she rarely uses it herself because it doesn’t compare to the real thing.  I have to agree with her, but DAMN!  It still feels good inside me!”  She slowly sits up and stands to adjust the straps. 
Viktorija resumes her all-fours position before taking in the screen again.  She exclaims, “Oh no!  He’s making love to her!”   Bernadette crawls up behind her in time to see William seated in the puddle of Lake Audrey with her straddling his lap facing him.  Bernadette reaches around her young lover and hits another square, and then another until she gets what she thinks is the optimal view.  The phallus pointing out of her body bumps gently against Viktorija’s leg, causing her to whimper.
Bernadette positions herself behind Viktorija and rubs the tip of the phallus in her moisture with her left hand as she reaches under her lover to stroke her clit.  Viktorija’s arms collapse as a small orgasm hits her.  Bernadette pushes the tip into her ward’s channel and spanks her ass hard.  Viktorija gasps as her mistress smacks the other side and orders, “Get up, Precious.”
Viktorija struggles back up on her hands as Bernadette grasps both hips and starts working herself into Viktorija’s tight, wet pussy with short, vicious strokes.  As she thrusts, Bernadette watches William and Audrey caress each other’s faces and bodies as they rock back and forth to a gentle steady rhythm.  They kiss frequently. 
“They are so beautiful together, My Liege.” 
“Yes,” is all Bernadette says.  “Honestly, I’m a little jealous of both of you.  She gets him now.  You will have the same from him eventually, too.”
Viktorija drops her upper body and looks over her shoulder as her right hand clasps Bernadette’s.  “You must join us Mistress.  I want that for you, too.”
Bernadette looks into Viktorija’s eyes, matching the look of adoration in her young lover’s eyes.  “Darling, I’ve been a whore for over one hundred fifty years.  You are a temp.  I am a pro.  I gave up on that a long time ago.  It’s a fluke that I found it with you.”
Viktorija just looks at her for a moment as Bernadette starts to set a slow, steady in-and-out rhythm.  She feels another orgasm building, and closes her eyes thinking, ‘I need to say this before she drives me out of my mind!’  She opens her eyes and speaks very carefully, “Bernadette, my love.  As much as I want the life that William and Audrey offer, I don’t want it without you.  You are my mistress, my liege, my Duchess, and my first love.  I want you there beside me.  I am open to sharing with Audrey and William, but it’s you that I really want to share him with.  I love you Bernadette Pasquale.  I am yours first and always.”
Bernadette picks up the speed to create a punishing pace as she fights the tears threatening her eyes.  She berates herself, ‘You are the Duchess of all Succubi.  You will not cry over these mortals, you fool!  They were created to be your playthings.  Toughen up!’
Bernadette smacks Viktorija’s firm ass again.  “Watch the screen, Precious!   I’m going to fuck you senseless while you watch your boyfriend fuck your best friend, and you’re going to beg me to do it!  Then you’re going to lick me until I’m satisfied.”
“YES!  YES, Mistress!  Fuck me!  Use me as your little plaything!  Take me, Mistress!” Viktorija screams as the first hard orgasm takes her and her cries turn incoherent.
* * *
I am holding Audrey in my lap kissing her as I slowly move in and out of her.  I gently grab her scalp and arch her back to point her plump pert breasts at my mouth.  I suckle them mercilessly as she presses my head into her sensitive flesh.  When she starts moaning, I kiss my way up her neck and suckle behind her left ear. 
She moans, “I’m never letting you go again, Will.  Never.  We may have to be apart, but I will always be yours.”
I nip her earlobe in front of the pearl post in her ear.  “Mine.  I’m yours.”
“You can have your harem,” she says.  “I don’t care as long as I’m part of it.”  She is looking into my eyes.  “I’ve met enough men to know how special you are.  There are too many of us out there that need you.  Make them all yours, my love.”
“I’m not hunting for any more, honey.  They just keep showing up.”
She nods, “The ones that need you will find you.  Like Tori.  Like Marissa.  Like Bernadette.”  I raise my eyes at that.  Audrey just nods.  “She needs you, Master.  She has been good to us both.  Don’t put her off too long.  She’s an old soul.  If you don’t save her, she may be beyond salvation.”
I stop moving; although, she doesn’t.  I just look at her.  ‘Bernadette?  Wow!’  I say, “Audrey, she has her act together well.  She doesn’t need me.”
“Will, that’s just it.  It’s an act.  I think she lets Tori in, but I’m not sure.  I thought she might let my Uncle Jack in too, but quite honestly he’s so taken with his new girlfriend that he doesn’t treat Bernadette, Candice, or Clarice like someone he loves.  You don’t claim to love her, but you treat Bernadette with kindness and love.  She needs you.”
I kiss her quickly.  “I’ll consider that on the drive home.  Right now, my Audrey needs to know that I claim her as my own.”  She smiles brightly and stops moving.  I hook under her knees and grab her trim hips.  I kiss her deeply and raise her and then slam her down on my cock.  She immediately starts to spasm.
I gasp, “You mentioned babies, Audrey.”
She murmurs into my gasping mouth.  “Breed me if you can, my love.  I stopped taking the pill Saturday.  If not this time, we’ll do it later.”
I stand and turn so I can lay her onto the moist cushion and fuck her for all I am worth.  I pound her repeatedly.  I’m starting to gasp for air when she starts gushing.  I immediately start to spurt my seed into her for the second time in the last hour.  Maybe.  We’ll see.




27 - Going Home

 
I slowly stir.  I must have fallen asleep.  Audrey has her arms wrapped around my head, which is tucked into her neck.
I hear her voice murmur.  “Well hello, sleepyhead!  Did I wear you out, Will?”
I chuckle.  “Frequently!  I swear I work less when I tie you up!”
She giggles.  “I love it when you do.  Submitting to your ropes is a small emotional surrender, but struggling against them while you drive me wild results in complete emotional surrender and release.  I am completely yours because I gave you my choices.”
I look at her as she looks down into my eyes.  “I love you, Audrey.  I wish I had told you as soon as I knew, but I was scared shitless of being hurt again.  You letting me tie you up makes me feel in control, which makes loving you less scary.”
She smiles at me.  “Remember when we went to the seminar in California and we had to take turns tying each other up?  I thought you were going to explode the first time you couldn’t get free.”  She kisses my forehead.  “I knew then that you loved me.  You wouldn’t have submitted to that otherwise.”
I just look at her.  Finally she sketches a cute little frown.  “Will, when will you introduce me to Marissa and the others?  You said they are Rebecca and Josie, right?”
I sit up and then slowly take my feet.  I extend a hand.  “How about right now?” 
She smiles at me.  “Really?”
I nod emphatically.  “Sure.  Marissa isn’t due to get home until six tonight.  We can facetime you when she gets back.  However, I think at least Rebecca and Josie are home now.  Wanna try?”
She launches to her feet and into the air, wrapping her arms and legs around me and kissing me.  “Yes!” she exclaims as I adjust my stance to hold her weight. 
I walk to the chair in front of Bernadette’s desk.  “Down, Kitten.”  She drops down and I sit in the chair.  I fish out my iPad and set it on the edge of the desk.  I unlock the screen, and open the FaceTime app.  I ring Rebecca’s phone.
I’m about to hang up and try Josie when Rebecca answers.  I watch as she turns the device over and gets it set on some surface or another - biting her lip.  Josie’s face shows up over Rebecca’s shoulder.  Audrey cuddles in close to me with her face against mine.
“Hello, my lovelies.  How are you?” I ask.
They both exclaim, “Hello, Master!” 
Josie asks, “Hello.  Who is with you, William?”
“Rebecca,” I point to her on the screen.  “Josie,” I point again.  “This is the famous Audrey.”  I indicate the beauty on my lap.  “Audrey, this is Rebecca Silverstein…” I hold a finger to my lips as I look at Rebecca, “... and Josephine Carroll, two of my three girlfriends in Prescott.”  I look back at the girls.  “Marissa is not home yet, is she?”
Josie shakes her head.  “No.  She called, and said she got a cancellation call while she was driving to Flagstaff.  She detoured to Sedona to meet with some other clients.  She said she had one medical center and a couple of clinics to visit, and then she planned to run to the medical center in Cottonwood.  She thinks she will still get home by six this evening.  In the meantime, Maria has been entertaining us.  We’re at her house.”
“Okay.  Well, if Marissa beats me home, tell her that Audrey has decided to pick me back up off the curb and keep me after all,” I tell the girls.
Audrey says, “Not true at all, ladies.  I was adrift.  I was scared by what I learned of Will’s newest adventure.”  She indicates the two ladies on the screen.  “I thought I would break away, set defenses in place, and finish school so I could slip away clean and join him again later.”  
Tears run down her face, and I cup her face.  Audrey pulls my hand to her mouth and kisses it before turning back to the screen.  “I didn’t take into account that William is my anchor, that he keeps me grounded and makes me feel loved like no other can.  My best friend has been trying to help me get my head on straight, but it wasn’t working.  Then I saw him with his boss, and I thought he had replaced me already.  Tori called me to tell me he was here.  Bernadette jumped on the line and verbally beat me until I got in my car and drove over here.  They were just finishing their business when Will saw me.  I threw myself at him.  He has claimed me again, and I claimed him again.  I’m still scared about his newest adventure, but I can’t function without him.  We’ll have to work through my fears together…,” she looks at the girls on the screen.  “Will you help, too?”
Rebecca says immediately, “Of course.”
Josie looks at Rebecca, and then she looks at me before turning to Audrey.  She says, “Audrey, I don’t know you, but I know William loves you.  He has been going through hell since you left him.  This is the first time since Sunday that he has smiled at any of us with his eyes.  If you love him, I will help you.  If you ever hurt him again, I will kill you.”
Audrey doesn’t even flinch.  “Josie, darling.  If I ever hurt him again, I would prefer that you kill me rather than living through the hell of the last few days.  Thank you.”
Josie smiles at Audrey.  “I like you.”
Audrey chuckles, “I like you too, Josie.  I hope we can spend some time together soon.”
“As a family?” Rebecca asks.
“I would like that,” Audrey answers.
Josie smiles.  “Me too.  You make our man happy.  I would like to get to know you.  There’s so much I don’t know about...life.  Despite knowing so little, I’ve had more joy in the last week with William and my loving sisters.  I want you here.  Please come join us.”
Audrey covers her gaping mouth and weeps.  Eventually says, “I will, Josie.  I promise, I will be there soon.  I’ve spent too much time away from our man.  I want to get to know you all.”
I kiss her cheek and turn to the screen.  I cock an eyebrow.  “So, is it my imagination, or did the two of you run into a rampant pair of scissors?”   They look at each other and break out laughing.
Rebecca explains, “Marissa made an appointment for us, and we both got modern haircuts.  Since my hair was all broken off at different lengths, she gave me a razor cut.”  She backs up and turns her head from side-to-side so I can see her feathered, short hair.
“It looks great on you, baby.  I guess I’ll have to wait a year before I can wrap your hair around my fist again,” I tease. 
She blushes prettily as she deflects attention to Josie.  “Josie got a really cute haircut.  I wanted one like it, but my hair isn’t healthy enough to hold the … perm?”  I nod as she turns the camera to Josie.  She is sporting a pixie cut. 
I tell her, “Josie, that looks sexy on you.  You were pretty before, but this is very flattering.”
She smiles brilliantly at me.  “Will it get you to take me to bed tonight?” she asks.
I agree immediately, “For certain, Josie.  I planned to anyway, but now I must because you went to all the effort.”
Rebecca says, “I’ll be staying with Marissa tonight.  We’ll go to her place after dinner.  We’ve put clean sheets on the bed.”
Audrey raises her finger, “Make sure he takes a shower.  I’ve been fucking him for the last hour.”
I look at the clock.  “All good plans.  I need to get back on the road.  I will stop to sign paperwork on the sale of the house.  I should still get back before six p.m.”
Rebecca asks, “Are you going to get dressed first?”
Josie snorts a laugh.  “I don’t mind if you show up naked, William.  I don’t even care if you don’t shower.”
We all crack up.  We all wish each other goodbye, and I disconnect.  Then the door to the office opens.  Audrey kisses me before she slowly gets up and saunters to slide her sundress over her head.  Luis and Manuel bring in a small antique dinette table and four chairs.  Candice pushes a cart in with service for four with covered dishes, a carafe of water, and a carafe of iced tea.
I put the iPad in the attaché before I get up to retrieve my clothes.  I hear from the doorway, “That’s a nice look on you, Mr. James.”
I step into my chinos as I look to see the enigmatic Clarice is standing in the doorway. 
Clarice, a pretty young blond girl with her hair held up with two chopsticks, is wearing a sea foam green halter-top jumpsuit similar to the one Viktorija had on.
“Thank you, Clarice.  Bernadette said you were making a special lunch.  Thank you for sharing it with us.”  I know she is underage, but there is something about her that seems much older.  It must come from growing up in a brothel.    She doesn’t say anything else, but curtsies and flashes a genuine smile before she backs out of the door.
I pull my t-shirt over my head and address the two men dressed in ‘Miami Vice chic’ - loose trousers, espadrilles, tight t-shirts, and loose jackets with the sleeves rolled up.  “Maurice.  Luis.  Thank you.” 
They nod and leave.  Maurice smiles, “Enjoy, Will.”
I turn to the young woman wearing a red, halter-top jumpsuit  “Candice, you set a lovely table.  Thank you for taking care of us.”  It appears halter-top jumpsuits are the uniform of the day. 
The short, cute Asian curtsies.  She smiles shyly.  “Thank you, Sir.  I hope you enjoy the meal.  Please call me if you need anything.  I’ll be right outside.  The Mistress and Viktorija will be joining you shortly.”  She backs out of the door in time for a gorgeous quadroon, or maybe mulatto is the correct term, glides in carrying a covered basket and a butter dish.  She must be new.  She is wearing a transparent white halter-top jumpsuit.  Her dark nipples are clearly visible through the fabric and noticeably erect.  The rest of her café-au-lait skin disappears under the fabric, but contrasts nicely with the gossamer white where exposed.  Her hair is straightened and thrown up in a similar up-do as Clarice’s - complete with chopsticks.  Candice leads her into the room and directs her on the placement of the items on the table, as I finish buttoning and tuck my shirt into my chinos.  Audrey pulls Candice and the new girl into a hug as I sit in the office chair to don my socks and boots.
Audrey drags both ladies over to say hello as I stand and pull on my blazer.  “Master, Candice could use a hug.  She’s had a rough couple of weeks, too.” 
I’m well enough acquainted with Candice to be comfortable with it.  I open my arms to her and she steps hesitantly into my embrace.  I hug her snug to me.  “I’m sorry you are having a bad time, Candice.  I can understand.  My week has been tragic with intermittent high points.”  I plant a chaste kiss on the hairline of her forehead.  If she weren’t wearing ‘fuck me pumps,’ I wouldn’t have been able to reach that without squatting.  She’s quite a diminutive Asian treasure.  She’s beautiful, but I prefer taller women.
She looks up at me as she steps back.  She doesn’t say anything for a moment.  When she does break her silence I’m not sure what to think about what she says.  “Thank you, Sir.  In many ways you’re like the one that hurt me, but in other ways you’re completely different.  Thank you for your kindness.”
I palm her upper arms and slide my hands down her arms to grasp her hands.  I back up and hook the chair with my foot to turn it away from the desk.  I sit down and look up into Candice’s eyes - trying to be as completely non-threatening, non-dominant as I am able.
I tell her “Candice, I don’t know who you’re talking about.  Also, I don’t know you well.  However, you appear to be a genuinely sweet person.  You deserve to be happy.  If this guy isn’t making you happy, wash your hands of him and find someone that does.  I know you have obligations, but if you need a break, maybe your mistress will let you come visit our family.  We are all split among different abodes at the moment, but we will find a place for you if you need a break.  You can relax, hang with the ladies, and we will have fun without the sexual overtone that permeates Bernadette’s house.”
Audrey chuckles, “Well the sexual overtones are probably still there, but it’s from Will’s girlfriends toward him and - I think each other.  You will be safe unless you don’t want to be.”
Candice crawls onto my lap and hugs me again.  I give her a gentle squeeze, and then she slides back out.  “Thank you, Lord William.”  She bows to me, smiles shyly, and steps back before checking the table.
I’m thinking, ‘Lord William?  How odd.’ 
I stand up as Audrey says, “Will, this is Vanessa.  She arrived at the end of May, a couple of days after our last show here.”  She addresses the beautiful quadroon.  “Vanessa, this is the master of my heart, William James.  He prefers to be called Will.”
Vanessa steps forward and wraps her arms around my waist and presses her breasts into my chest.  I finally lift my arms from their akimbo posture to encircle her tiny waist and give her a gentle squeeze.  I manage to say, “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Vanessa.”
She kisses me chastely on the mouth and steps back, all while giving me a hungry look.  On a whim, I open my second sight and immediately see the red aura.  It doesn’t tell me what type of traveler she is, but I’m guessing she is the same as Bernadette. 
Vanessa says, “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Sir.  I think Candice might be correct that ‘Lord’ is  appropriate in your case, but house rules are there is only one at the moment.  Don’t think ill of Candice for breaking the rule, she is just very wroth with her lord.”
“If he is treating her poorly, then perhaps he’s not so noble after all,” I opine. 
“That is the Mistress’ call to make.  She bestowed the title.  She can take it away,” Vanessa informs me.
She looks to Audrey, “If your master is ever in need of comfort when you are not available, I would be happy to accommodate him.”  I see a quick glimmer of red from her eyes even without second sight.
“Control, Vanessa.  I suspect your mistress would be quite…” I think for a moment to recall the term she used “...quite wroth with you if she knew.”  I tap below my eye, and she bites her lower lip as she realizes her mistake.
Audrey hugs her and murmurs, “I wouldn’t say that too loudly around Viktorija.  She will be hurt and angry.” 
Vanessa’s eyes bug slightly.  “Thank you for telling me, Audrey.  I’ve made her angry before, and it was a thoroughly unpleasant experience.”
She steps back and clasps her hands in front of her crotch and then bows to me.  “Sir, it was a pleasure meeting you.  Please enjoy the meal.”  Candice grabs her arm as she stands and leads Vanessa firmly toward the door. 
Audrey sidles up and slides an arm around my waist as we watch the ladies walk away.  She murmurs, “Vanessa is a hottie, isn’t she.  Would you look at that motor work?” 
Vanessa smiles back over her shoulder from the doorway as I murmur in response, “Very hot indeed.”
“Tori would kill her if she seduced you first,” Audrey says quietly again.  Vanessa shivers slightly and walks out the door.
Candice says from the doorway, “Please begin while it’s hot.  The Mistress is going to be delayed only a couple of minutes.”  She backs out of the door and closes it.
I seat Audrey.  I remove the covers from our plates and place them on the cart, which Candice left off to the side.  Audrey is placing a slice of steaming crusty bread on my chaser as I sit to her left. 
I ask as I pick up my fork.  “Jambalaya?”  Audrey is moaning in pleasure over her first bite.  I take a bite and understand immediately why.
Audrey says, “It may have started out that way, but the spices are different.  Cumin and harissa.  Maybe a bit of curry, too, in addition to a standard Jambalaya.”  She takes another bite.
I enthuse, “Whatever it is, it’s delicious!  It has red beans in it, too.  Damn!  I could eat this regularly!”  I butter the bread.  “This bread is promising too.  I wish I could bake bread like this, but I seem to be stuck firmly in the ‘rustic bread’ category.  When I try to bake brötchen or baguette, they turn out either hard or gummy.”  I take a bite of the warm treat and release my own moan of pleasure.
The door opens and Bernadette and Viktorija both walk in wearing identical jumpsuits.  Bernadette says, “Oh!  It’s the food.  I heard William moan and thought maybe you had his cock in your mouth.”  Both ladies look a little flushed, like they have been doing heavy labor outdoors.
I seat them both - Viktorija next to Audrey and Bernadette to my left.  Each gets a kiss on the cheek before I remove the covers on their dishes and stash them before returning to my meal.
We demolish the meal.  The normally refined Bernadette wolfs it down like she’s a farm hand.  Viktoria, Audrey, and I rush to keep up.  Moans of pleasure rise from the table with each bite.
Bernadette sits back and looses a loud burp.  She covers her mouth and blushes.  “Excuse me!  That was not very lady-like, was it.”   We all laugh, which causes other burps, which causes more laughter...you get the picture.
Audrey sighs and places a hand on my knee.  She gives me a sultry look.  “I could sure use a creamy dessert.” 
Bernadette sits up straight.  “Oh!  That does sound good!”  She places a hand on my other knee.
Viktorija bites her lip for a moment and a gorgeous flush runs up her neck and down her décollétage.  Finally she grins, “Okay then.  Crème brûlée coming up!”  We get a good chuckle at that.
“I really do need to get going.  I need to stop along the route to tank up, and I don’t want to be late for my appointment in Prescott.” 
Bernadette stands and murmurs, “Candice, we are finished.”   We all stand as the door opens.  Candice and Vanessa come in.
Clarice sticks her head in.  “Mr. James.  I will lead you to the loo if you like.”
“Good idea,” I agree.  I turn to the ladies standing around me.  “Please excuse me.”
I follow the enigmatic girl through the entryway to the corridor immediately to the right of the salon.  There are upscale public-style male and female restrooms with mahogany doors.  I walk through the appropriate door to stand in front of one of the three urinals.  It seems a little over the top for a residence to have industrial strength toilet accommodations, but I know that at the end of the corridor we entered is an auditorium that will hold roughly seventy people.  Audrey and I pack it whenever we put on a show.
I pull out Willy and let him run wild.  As I start to water the porcelain, I notice Clarice is leaning against the wall.  I have a momentary pause in my flow, but I shrug knowing she’s seen me naked, and seen me in flagrante delicto with both Audrey, her guardian, or both on a couple occasions.  Willy figures out there’s no imminent sex, so I’m able to finish draining my bladder.  I tuck away, zip up, and walk past Clarice to wash my hands.  She walks up behind me and wraps her arms around me as I wash - her hard nipples stab into my back and I feel her face laying between my shoulder blades. 
I shut off the water and shake off the excess before reaching for one of the stacked linen towels on the shelf behind the backsplash.  The hand on my left side turns palm up, so I place the damp towel into it.
I turn to see Clarice’s halter is arranged outside her generous breasts, which has the added benefit of creating a slight camel toe in her crotch.  She is a beautiful girl.  ‘A very YOUNG girl,’ I remind myself.  She keeps her eyes locked on mine as she tucks her breasts back into the halter and adjusts them.
She says, “There’s a very lightweight shelf built into the halter to reduce bouncing.  It let’s the girls run free without hurting themselves.”  Her eyes never leave mine.
“I’m guessing you followed me in here for a reason…” I leave the comment hanging in the air.
She nods slowly.  “Candice and I were both hurt by the man we love.  It was thoughtless of him.  I suspect he will figure it out over time, but he hurt Candice badly.  She had hoped to run away with him after her indenture is complete, but he found a pet back in June.  She’s a beautiful young woman, easily young enough to be his daughter; although, the same can be said about Candice and I.  Darcie, his pet, is perfectly submissive.  He offered her a three month trial to be his pet, she waived it after a couple of days and did so repeatedly despite his insistence.  He relented after two months.  It’s the only thing she’s ever pushed back on.  They visited a little while back.  She told me she fully expects Candice, me, and the Mistress to move in with them at some point.  However, he, the Lord, is completely smitten with her - Darcie.   As a result, he barely acknowledged us when he was last here.” 
She clasps her hands behind her back to point her breasts toward the ceiling as she continues.  I keep my eyes on her face.  “He had some business with the Mistress.  They talked for about forty-five minutes behind closed doors.  His pet stayed with us, and she was sweet to all of us as always.  When he came out he collected his pet, buried his tongue down her throat, and then dragged her out the door.  He did call ‘goodbye ladies’ over his shoulder.  The Mistress was visibly upset when she came out, and Candice was crushed by his callous disregard.  Candice was his solace after his divorce.  She thought he loved her.  Now she isn’t sure.”
She walks into my personal space, stands on her toes, and kisses my lips gently.  Her breasts brush my chest as her lips brush my mouth, otherwise she doesn’t touch me.  Then she steps back.  “Thank you for comforting Candice.  Candice, Bernadette, and myself have all been quite smitten with the Lord for years, but I think all us are starting to understand Viktorija’s perspective better.  Thank you for your kindness, Lord William.”  She curtsies again.
I offer my arm.  “Everyone deserves to be happy, Clarice.  Candice has always been a sweet girl.”  I open the door and wave her through.  She takes my arm again as we walk back to the entry.  “All of you have been perfectly lovely to Audrey and myself - both the ladies and the gentlemen.  If any of you are in need, I will do what I can to help.”
“One other thing before we join the others.”  She drags me to a halt.  She faces me with a hand on my chest.  “Learn to dampen your energy.  Those of us that can feel it knew you had it, but where before it was like a match in the distance at night, now it’s like a beacon shining down on my head from a short distance away.  You will be hunted if you don’t learn to dampen it.”
I look at Clarice with my second site.  She looks like a normal human aura - white.  She says, “I am the child of two dimension travelers.  My aura shows that I am native, and my biology is human.  I have a couple of mutations, which may over time make me look like one or the other of my parents’ races - hopefully more my mother than my father.”
I nod.  “We can discuss that more in the future if you like.  Thank you for being open with me, Clarice.”
She gives me another of her rare, genuine smiles before waving towards the entryway.
We step into the entryway, and all the staff I have seen today are gathered there.  I kiss Clarice’s cheek as she releases my arm.  I shake Luis’ hand, hug Candice and kiss her cheek, and I hug Manuel and Vanessa.  I wrap Viktorija in a hug and give her a chaste kiss on the lips.  I tell her.  “Any time, Viktorija.  You have a place.  Any time.”  I kiss her again, and her lips open slightly.  I feel her tongue on my lip.  I hold her cheek and look into her eyes.  “Message received, and accepted.”
“When I am free,” she says.  I nod my agreement.  She squeezes me tightly before walking away into the salon.
Bernadette wraps me in a clinch and devours my mouth.  I give as good as I get.  She pulls back.  “Practice, William.  I have need of your services, but you need to be confident.  Maybe in a week or two for the first task.”
I look at her a minute.  “Craft?”  She nods minutely.  “I’m pretty confident already, just not particularly well informed.”
She ponders for a moment and then responds, “That actually may be more of a benefit than you might think.  Follow Clarice’s advice.”  She kisses me again with wild abandon.  “Now get out of here, William.  I don’t want you to get me all in a lather and then leave me in the lurch.”
I spank her round ass.  She gasps as I bow.  “Yes, your highness.”
All of her staff gasp.  Clarice says, “The appropriate term is ‘Your Grace,’ William.”  They gasp again.  Audrey does too.
I take Bernadette’s hand and kiss the ruby on her index finger.  “My pardon, Your Grace.”  I stand and look in Bernadette’s bemused face.  “Audrey.  Bernadette is our friend.  We will keep her secrets like they are our own.  Is that clear, Kitten?”
I hear her gasp again, and then she sighs. “Yes, Master.” 
I lean in and kiss Bernadette on the corner of her jaw, just below her ear.  I murmur, “Always.”
I step back, bow to Bernadette and then step back to take my attaché from Audrey.  The two folders, iPad and the papers I had in there all seem to be in order.
I bid them all “Goodbye my friends.  I look forward to seeing you again, soon.”
They wave and say ‘goodbye’ as we walk out the front door.  I walk to my car and put my attaché in the back seat before walking Audrey to her car.  I see her keys are still in the ignition of her Accord, and her clutch is on the floorboards of the passenger seat.
“Were you in a hurry, Audrey?” 
She nods as she opens the door and stands facing me in the open doorway with a worried expression on her face.  “William, do you know what that means?”
“Not outside, love.  At some point when we are in a secure location.  They are our friends.  We will protect them,” I tell her sternly.
Her eyes are big, “Of course, Will.  Always.  But the threat may be bigger than you understand.  We’ll talk tonight.”
“Good girl,” I tell her.  “Now pull your skirt up over your waist before you sit down.  Show me.”
Audrey lifts her skirt and sits on the driver’s seat before rotating her knees to the front.  I lean inside and devour her hot lips as I slide the spaghetti straps of her dress off her shoulders.  I release her mouth and pull the bodice down until her breasts are exposed.  I ask, “Are you ready for your orders?”
“Yes, Master,” she whimpers.  A rosy flush is warming the tops of her breasts, neck, and cheeks.
“You are so beautiful, Audrey.  These are your orders.  You will drive home with your pussy and breasts exposed.  When you get home, you will mount your roommate’s face and have her lick you clean while you rub one out while thinking about our afternoon.  Then you will focus on your studies until we next meet.  We will talk tonight, and I expect you to be wearing that floral robe I gave you and nothing else.  Are we clear?”
“Yes, Master.”  She is literally mewling and panting.
I lean down in front of her.  “I love you Audrey.  You are mine.  No more fooling around unless I approve it.  Clear.”
“Yes, Master.” 
“Your roommate doesn’t count,” I tell her.
She grins, “Thank you, Master.  She really is hot.  She has some video on the internet.  I’ll send you copies.”
I kiss her again.  “Be safe, Kitten.  I love you.”
“I love you too, William James.  I am yours,” she says breathlessly.  I step back and close the car door as she buckles herself in.  She starts the car and pulls out of Bernadette’s drive.  I mount up in my CRV.  I start it and see I have a little over half a tank.  That will get me where I’m going.
I pull out and head generally north until I get to 7th Street.  I drive north on it until I turn left on Greenway, which I follow to I-17.   From there it’s freeway until Cordes Junction.  While I drive, I think about how I might dampen my power.  I try some of the tropes that I know from literature.  Unfortunately, I have no way to gather feedback.  In the end, I go with the ‘I’m not here’ approach.  It worked when I was in the sandbox, maybe it will in this case too.  At Cordes Junction I follow AZ 69 towards Prescott.  I pull over at a little mini-market in Mayer.  It’s one of three such places that take turns being the lowest priced gas in Arizona.  I fill up and resume my drive to Prescott - practicing my ‘I’m not here’ tactic the whole way when there were no cars close by.  I didn’t want to find out it was working through an auto collision. 
Finally I arrive in Prescott.  I stay on AZ 69 until I can take the Gurley Street turn-off and follow it all the way to Montezuma.  Then I turn right and drive past Yavapai Title without finding a parking spot.  I finally park in the empty lot across from Farm Provisions, and get out and stretch for a minute.  My bladder is full, and my water bottle is empty.  I figure I can address both inside.  It’s three-fifteen, and my appointment is at four.  Why wait?
I pull my attaché from the back seat, lock up, and make my way across the street and up the hill to the office.  Once inside, I meet a receptionist named Kelly at the desk.  She’s dark haired and corpulent, but also pregnant.  She is also very nice.  She shows me the loo and then indicates a conference room for me to wait for the Title Officer, Morgan.  I relieve myself, washup, and take a seat in the conference room.  Kelly brings in two bottles of water.  When she is gone, I pull out my passport, driver’s license, and social security card while I wait on Morgan.
I don’t wait long.  Morgan looks like a former cheerleader working her way towards sixty.  She tells me I’m her last appointment for the day, and she’s more than happy to start early.  We confirm my identity and then start working our way through the two-foot stack of papers.  Morgan explains that normally I wouldn’t expect this as a seller, but with everything being done electronically for the rush sale, there were a couple of things we need to review and sign. 
Forty-five minutes later, we have the stack complete.  Now that it’s done, it only looks to be about three inches tall.  Tomorrow, Lord willing and the creek don’t rise, I’ll pocket four million, five hundred thousand and change.  Not bad for fifteen minutes of negotiation and forty-five minutes of paperwork. 
I hope it goes through.  I could use the windfall for my burgeoning family.
Morgan shakes my hand, hands me my copies from the stack in an envelope, and wishes me well.  I look down the corridor and notice a familiar elderly gentlemen standing outside scoping the parking lot.  I start my ‘I’m not here’ tactic and quietly make my way to the lobby.  Kelly doesn’t pay any attention.  I sit down for a moment and focus on withdrawing my presence from notice.  Slowly the gentleman makes his way to the door.  He stands with the door open, and I calmly rise and walk through the open door as he releases the door.
I hear him ask Kelly, “Has Mr. James arrived?”
She points down the corridor, “Second door on the left, sir.  Who are you?”
He smiles and extends a hand as the door closes behind me.  I am sure he is being charming.
I walk slowly and calmly toward my car, keeping my focus on my ‘don’t notice me’ tactic.  I walk calmly down the hill, cross the streets with the lights twice, and finally make it back to my car.   I drop my hiding tactic as I scan the environment.  I see a black Lincoln Towncar with Colorado plates double parked out front, but the driver is looking in the building.   I get in and leave the parking lot, turning right toward Granite rather than left toward Cortez.  I take Granite to a right on Gurley, then left on McCormick and left on Goodwin.  I take Goodwin past the courthouse and then make the right turn on Cortez towards the apartment.  I luck into a parking slot just past the front of the building. 
I unload the car and drag everything into the apartment.  No one is home.  I thought Rebecca and Josie would be here.  I text them both. 
Josie texts back immediately.  ‘At Marissa’s parents.  Maria took us to look at houses. R is cooking.  Love you. -J’
I shrug and call Zach.  He says he’ll meet me at the property to help me load out.  As I hang my blazer and kick off my dress boots, I notice that the bedside table is jammed into the left corner, the bed is jammed next to it, and an additional twin bed is shoved into the gap between the full bed and the right wall.  I scratch my head and then shrug and pull on a grungy pair of boots.  I trade my shirt out for an old work shirt, roll up the sleeves, and clip my pistol on my belt.  I clear the weapon, work the action, function-check, and then load it again.  I holster it, grab my truck keys, and lock the door.  Then I walk up to my garage for the last time.
Zach is waiting for me when I get there.  He says, “I figured you would be here before too long.  I was at another site close by.”
I smile, “That’s great, Zach.  Let’s get my stuff out of here.”  I look at the garage and open my second sight.  There are a couple of red glyphs on the ground in front of the vehicle and people doors.  There is another pair on the locks.  I hold Zach back for a moment before I unleash entropy energy on them until they disappear.  Then I nod and unlock the vehicle door. 
Fortunately, I don’t own a lot of tools.  I’ve got a Porter-Cable battery-powered tool set plus some basic carpentry and painting tools.  All of it is in plastic tubs loaded in the back of the truck.  I have a gun safe in the garage, I open it and pull out the two shotguns and the boxes of ammo.  I put them in the flexible gun cases and slide them behind the back seat of the truck.  I reset the combination to 0000, and document it on the inside and outside of the door with a sharpie on blue tape.  We pick up the jack stands and the two hydraulic jacks.   We put the rake, hoe, and shovel in the bed and the cordless leaf blower in the back seat.
Everything is loaded.  I walk the path out looking for more glyphs, but there are none in evidence.  I wave at Zach before mounting up, starting the truck, and pulling out.  I leave the garage door open.  I pull into the alley and then turn right on Aubrey out of the alley.  I take a left on Marina and make my way to my storage unit.
I offload everything into the storage unit except the two shotguns and ammo for them.  You can’t see them from the windows of the truck, so I figure I’ll keep them there.  Both are empty at the moment.  I head back to the apartment, pulling into the alley behind it off Aubrey.




28 - Welcome home

 
By the time I walk in the door it’s six o’clock.  Again, silence greets me when I open the apartment door.  I text the girls again.  Rebecca answers, ‘Sorry.  Ran long.  CU 20 min. M is here. LuvU. - R.’
Relaxing, I strip and shower.  Afterward, I pull on jeans and another work shirt before I go look for laundry.  Apparently the only dirties in the house are the ones in my bag.  I unpack, put away my bag, and play my new guitar for a while.  Then I put it away and get my Zager out.  The Ibanez is a good instrument, but it doesn’t compare.  I lose myself in playing until I hear a key in the door. 
I set my instrument aside as a whirlwind of laughing, beautiful women walk in.  They are all in short black workout shorts, trainers, and camisole-style workout tops.
Marissa sees me first and attacks me with her loving lips.  I squeeze her hard ass, and she moans into my mouth.  “I need you inside me, lover.”
I hear a smack and Marissa jumps in my arms.  Josie puts her face right next to Marissa’s.  She says, “Wait your turn, strumpet.”  She pushes her face in to collect a kiss.  I devour her lips, too.  She’s obviously been practicing.  Suddenly both ladies gasp as they tilt their heads back and pull away from me.  Then Rebecca sticks her face in for her own wet kiss. 
Rebecca releases the scalps of the other two and wraps her arms around them.  “You’d think they haven’t been laid in a hundred years,” she says with a grin.
Josie pipes up, “I haven’t!”
Marissa caresses her cheek.  “Tonight, beloved.  Then we are going to all crawl into bed together tomorrow night.” 
Josie rolls her eyes, “What?  Another orgy?”  Then all three of them cackle.
I chuckle.  “So, I guess that answers the question of who Josie has been practicing kissing with.”
Rebecca gasps, “As if there was any doubt!  Master, you know what a slut Marissa is!”
“Ha!” Marissa exclaims and spanks Rebecca’s ass.  “You make me look like a nun, slut.”
Josie chips in, “And you love it, slut.”
Marissa gets a wry grin on her face.  “Actually, I do.”  She points at Josie, “I’m still waiting on you to strap on and fuck me like William does.” 
Josie bites her lip in response.  “I can’t do that until I experience it, and maybe watch him fucking you.”  The other two laugh and crush her in a hug.
I don’t see any food, so I ask, “Shall we go to the Barley Hound for dinner?”
“Oh shit!” Rebecca exclaims.  She grabs Marissa’s keys and runs outside. 
Marissa follows her out calling, “See!  I’m a nun by comparison!”
I clip on my pistol and grab my keys before I follow them out. 
Rebecca says, “Oh!  Yes!  Will, please carry this inside.”  She points to a shallow plastic tub, and I pick it up. “We’ll bring the bags.  Let’s go bitches!”
I call over my shoulder, “Heavens, Rebecca.  Where did you learn to talk like that?”
Marissa rubs against me as I place the container on the table.  She looks chagrined.  “I may have shown them some contemporary television shows.”
“Oh, Jesus have mercy,” I groan.
Rebecca rubs her breast against my arm.  “Too bad I’m Jewish.”  She hurries off to the kitchen counter calling over her shoulder, and I notice her tight shorts are a little fuller.  “Oh William, my beloved master.  Did you know that apparently Jewish girls are easy?”    Her face doesn’t look as emaciated.
I answer, “That’s news to me.  Where did you hear that?” 
All three of them stop, look at each other, and say in perfect unison, “I saw it on TV, it must be true!”  They break up into hysterical laughter. 
I roll my eyes as I walk toward the door and ask “Is that everything?”  I reach for the door.
Josie says “Yes” from right behind me.  She sticks her arm out the door and presses the lock button on Marissa’s remote.  The car locks, and I close the door and lock it.
Josie holds the remote up.  “These are so cool!  Of course, cars are cool.  And airplanes.  And the internet…” she bounces with each statement which has a mind boggling effect on her D cup breasts.  “...and cell phones.  And television.  And…,”  Josie stops and looks at me.  “And you, William James.  You made all of this possible for me, and you didn’t even know me.  You treated me like a valued family member from the beginning.  You tell me I’m pretty.”
I put a finger on her mouth and take a turn.  “You are pretty.  And I love you.  And I treasure you.  And tonight, if you want it, I am going to make love to you.”
The tall amazon woman melts into my arms.  I kiss her tenderly, and then she burrows her face into my neck.
“I’ll make you proud of me, Master.”
“Shh,” I hush her.  “Josie, I’m already proud of you.  Also, despite understanding the necromancer-slave dynamic, if you are mine, you are free.  Clear?”
She nods into my neck, “Which makes me love you even more.”  Then she looks up to my face and winks before saying, “Plus you gave me these hot bitches to dominate!”
A chorus of ‘as if,’ ‘you wish,’ ‘yeah right,’ etcetera comes from the other two.
 
Then Josie gives me a glorious smile.
I ask, “Are you sure you weren’t born in the 1990’s?”  She hugs me before we walk arm in arm back to the table.
Rebecca hands off plates to me out of the container - shallow pasta bowls about ten inches across.  Marissa sets out a trivet in the center of the small table and placemats before I set them on the surface.  Josie follows with cutlery.  Rebecca brings over a dutch oven, which she sets in the center of the table.  Josie brings a loaf of challah style bread and butter.  Rebecca pours red wine for everyone, and we take our seats.  Marissa reaches out for the hands on either side of her, and soon we have a prayer circle.
She intones, “Divine parent.  Thank you for this beautiful family.  Thank you for the love we have for each other.  And thank you for the food on our table.  Please continue to bless and keep us.”
We all look at Marissa.  Then we all intone, “Amen.”
“Well done, Pastor,” I tell her before kissing her hand.
“Oh shush, you!  Eat!” she orders as she smacks my hand.
Rebecca murmurs, “I swear she’s like the slut reincarnation of my mother.”
Josie says, “Think about that the next time you lick her pussy.”
Rebecca cocks and eyebrow at her.  “Don’t say anything against it until you try it.”  Then she begins to ladle a rich beef stew into our bowls.  It is thick and full of vegetables, too.
Marissa says, “She may not be about to put her face in there, but she is getting good at tribbing.”  She takes a bit.  “Oh GOD!  Rebecca, this is delicious!  Great job, baby.”
“Um hmm!” Josie adds as she chews on a piece of bread.  I’m guessing that growing up in mines probably didn’t teach her table manners.  Regardless, Rebecca blushes from the praise as I take my first bite.
“Baby, this is wonderful.  Thank you for putting in the work to make it,” I tell her.
She shyly looks at her bowl.  “Thank you, Master.”  Then she scoops a spoon into her mouth and evaluates her efforts.
I tell her, “Don’t even try, Rebecca.  It’s delicious.  If you want to improve it, we will all be happy to devour the cast-offs.”
She smiles gloriously at me. 
Marissa shares the story of her day.  “Apparently the hospital administrator and the head of surgery took a trip together on Saturday, and no one heard from them until yesterday evening.  Apparently, they ran off for a romantic getaway, their car broke down, and so they decided to shack up until it was fixed.  They called their admins late last night.  Apparently their individual spouses are on a rampage.  The admin for the Chief of Surgery called me just as I passed the last Sedona turn off.  Fortunately, I was able to pull off at Munds Park.  I stopped at the side of the road, called my Sedona customers and Cottonwood customers, and was able to salvage something from the trip.  I handled a technical issue in Sedona and placed two orders that were not on my radar.  Then I got a call from Rebecca as I popped over the mountain behind Jerome to pick them up at Mama’s house.  We all got a workout in while dinner simmered.”  She grins.  “Enough about my day, I want to eat some of this, so one of you talk for a while.”
We chuckle.  I’m the only one without food in my mouth, so I start.
“I think you were all surprised that I sold the house.  Here’s why I chose to do so.”  I pause for a moment to taste the stew.  I swallow the tasty morsel as the ladies all wait attentively for my story.
I look at the newest member of our family, “Josie.  On Monday, Julius Lafayette showed up at my property demanding to halt the project in order for him to search for some property of his family that was supposed to be buried on the property.”  Josie gets a fearful look on her face.  I continue, “Based on what Zach told me, he was mesmerized by the chains.  I deduce his ‘property’ was our friend, Gwen.  I told him to bugger off.”  Josie’s expression looks both thrilled and shocked - her hand is over her mouth.
I wink at her.  “He dragged the city building inspector into the middle of it by bringing him to the site.  Zach had them both on a conference call with me.  I just regurgitated the documented facts that Bruce Bennett, the inspector, agreed to before I got him to sign the permits.  After much posturing and ambiguous threats, he offered to buy my property for one million dollars.”
“Oh my goodness!” gasps Rebecca. 
I grin at her knowing how much difficulty she has grasping the scale of modern economics.  Josie looks on with a similar expression.  Marissa is also surprised because she has a pretty good idea that the property was worth about half that much or less.
I continue, “But wait.  It gets better.  I told him I couldn’t sell for less than two million.  He claimed it was too much, and he protested my greed.  So, I raised the price by another million.  He threatened me, I told him that I have killed better men than him and that the price was now five million.  He sputtered and threatened, and I admitted that I couldn’t in good conscience go any higher despite it being warranted by his behavior.  I gave Zach instructions to save all the rubble from the demolition, which was happily still on site.  Eventually, Lafayette succumbed to the desire to get his hands on ‘his property.’  He agreed.”
I take a sip of wine.  “This afternoon I signed the final documents.  The contract will close and be recorded tomorrow.  If all goes as planned, I will have a little over four and a half million dollars of Mr. Lafayette’s money.  I’ll owe Zach’s company roughly two hundred thousand in penalties.  That will leave a little over four million to build our home.”
Rebecca asks, “Do you think it’s Gwen he’s after?” 
“He just arrived a few weeks before he killed the Leuvenfelds.  They built that house.  The only other option is that he dropped something after he killed Josie and is looking for it in the rubble.  Did he have any specific valuable possessions?”
“He had a knife from his grandfather that was supposedly a ceremonial sacrificial knife from an old Jewish temple in Jerusalem.  He also had a notebook that he always kept with him.  He always said he didn’t need anything but his own power.  Compared to you, he wasn’t very powerful.  Compared to others in craft, he was pretty powerful.  Charlene once told me that he had a nemesis from New Orleans.  They dueled three times.  Mr. Saint Jacques defeated him easily each time.  He supposedly left Lafayette alive each time to watch him suffer.”
I think to myself, ‘Five-times Great Grand-papa - what were you?  I could really use your guidance about now.’
I tell my ladies, “At Bernadette’s, I was counseled to learn to hide my power.  How do I do that, Josie?”
Josie looks at me wide-eyed.  “I don’t know, William.  I never was in a position to learn.”
Rebecca says, “I know of potions, but they either permanently lock it away until an antidote is administered, or they are temporary and unreliable.  Some of them just dampen it permanently.”
I tap a tattoo on the table for a moment’s pause.  “Hold on a minute.  I’ll be right back.” 
I walk to the bathroom noting the bedroom door is standing open.  I close the bathroom door and start focusing on the idea that ‘I’m not here.’   I focus on it with deep breathing, and then I try to keep the idea in mind as I walk into the bedroom and back out into the great room.  The ladies are talking about home decorating.  As I carefully walk around the loveseat to stand behind Rebecca.  I figure doing this to Marissa might result in a bloody nose, so I stop here and place my hands on Rebecca’s shoulders.  All three of them startle, and as I suspect, Marissa is on her feet ready to attack in an instant.
“How did that work?”  I ask. 
Josie looks at me consideringly as Marissa warily takes her seat.  Marissa says, “I didn’t see you at all until you were standing with your hands on Rebecca’s shoulder.”
Josie adds, “I could feel you nearby, but I didn’t notice you walking in.”  I nod.
Rebecca adds, “I always sense you when you’re near.” 
Josie nods, and Marissa interjects, “I envy you that.”
Rebecca grabs Marissa’s hand and continues.  “Despite knowing you were near, I thought you were still in the bath.  I didn’t feel you behind me until your hands landed on my shoulders.”
Josie is still analyzing as I kiss Rebecca’s lips and retake my seat.  Finally she says, “It wasn’t that your power was hidden.  You were.  It’s like you were not here.  What did you do?”
“Something any prey knows to do,” I answer.  “I had a Tac-Sergeant tell us in AIT, ‘when you are being hunted, find a defensible position and focus on the idea that “I’m not here.”’  I used it in combat a couple of times - it allowed me to hide a wounded buddy and get us both out alive.”
Josie says, “I wonder if it would work if they knew you were there.”
Rebecca says, “I heard about that happening in Apache skirmishes.  Your power may actually make it more effective for you than others.”
I shrug, “Maybe?  After Clarice and Bernadette told me to hide my power, I thought about it the whole way home.  I practiced focusing on it when there was no traffic near me.  Then I saw Lafayette coming into the Title Agency as I was leaving.  I started focusing on it, walked past the receptionist, and sat in the lobby.  Lafayette came in and asked for me, I slipped out the door he held open, and she directed him to the conference room I was in earlier.  I maintained it until I was out of their lines of sight.”
Josie continues to ponder.  “Maybe if you concentrated on, ‘I have no power’ instead of ‘I’m not here?’  That would mean you would be focusing on only hiding what you want to.  I wonder if maybe your power can help do that.”
I purse my lips as I consider it.  “It’s worth a try, Darlin’.  Maybe you can help me practice.  All of us probably should.  Lafayette will be able to sense power.  I felt his as he walked into the lobby.  Also, Audrey’s biggest fear is the Catholic Church coming to find me.  She said they enslave necromancers and kill witches outright.”
“Definitely going to work on that,” Rebecca says emphatically.
“Why would the Church do that?” Marissa asks.
I hold her hand.  “Apparently, they take the whole ‘suffer not a witch to live’ quite literally.  They supposedly managed to kill most of them off in World War One - apparently they all volunteered to nurse on both sides of the conflict.  Audrey said the Germans killed them all at the Church’s request - apparently their own as well as the allies.  There might be some that survived, but the urban legend is they are all dead.  Our Rebecca may be the only one in existence.”  Josie and Marissa both get up and hug her, kneeling on either side of her.
Marissa asks, “So what about necromancers?  The idea is mind-boggling to me that you exist at all, but I think you are all pretty harmless to most folks.”
Josie immediately starts shaking her head.  I nod at her.  “I see Josie disagrees with that statement.”
She clarifies, “Most are power-hungry and not the least bit compassionate.”  Then she gets all doe-eyed.  “Unlike our William.”  I scrape the dregs from my bowl and smile as I chew.
I share what I know.  “I don’t know exactly what all this means, but Audrey had a pretty comprehensive picture.  Apparently the Church has a ‘ministry’ that hunts down rogue demons.  They send out three-person teams of a necromancer, sorcerer, and a bad-ass normal they refer to as a ‘hunter.’  The hunter finds and kills while the sorcerer binds and expels demons from this plane.  The necromancer is there to keep the other two alive, expel demons from hosts, and - this is just speculation - provide weapons of mass destruction.  The hunters are generally scary dudes, but the sorcerers and necromancers are generally pretty bad-ass too.”
“I saw you spar with Daddy,” Marissa says somberly.  “You’re pretty bad-ass yourself, Will.”  Josie nods as Rebecca’s gaze works it’s way around a couple of circuits around the table.
“So,” I say.  “That is why I need to figure out how to hide my power.”  I look at my two crafter ladies.  “Both of you, too.”
“And I will defend you all,” Marissa murmurs fiercely.  “I grew up in the Church, but I will let no one harm my family.”
“I believe it,” I tell her.  “Regardless, Audrey’s father and her ‘Uncle Jack’ are two of the few that the Church ever allowed to retire.  I inferred from her words that most die on the job.  Her dad has a lot of kills under his belt, and apparently ‘Uncle Jack’ was the Jack Reacher of the Hunter teams - they sent him after the difficult cases and even ‘rogue hunters,’ whatever those are.  Part of the agreement with the Church that allowed them to retire is they are required to report demon activity and sightings of necromancers.”  I ponder that for a moment, “I’m not sure how Bernadette has managed to avoid getting reported.”
Josie moves to the bottom line.  “So we have to all start training on this immediately.”
“Yes,” the rest of us all agree in unison.
“Also…” I add.  “We need to find a place to live.  This isn’t going to work for long.  However, I do think that I will keep the two of you registered here for about a year, so you start to create roots for your legends.”
“Legends?” Rebecca asks.
“Your official identity,” Marissa says.
“Oh!  THAT’s why you said my name wrong when you introduced me to Audrey,” Rebecca says.
I nod, “Exactly.  Anytime we are communicating electronically, we need to maintain those legends.”
“NO!” Josie exclaims adamantly.  “I am not living apart from any of you.”  She points a finger at me.  “I felt adrift when you left, Will.  Thank Heaven for my sisters keeping me grounded and distracted.”
Rebecca purses her lips before agreeing.  “What she said.”
“Definitely been watching too much TV,” I say.  They don’t even smile.  “Okay, that idea goes in the reject bin.  How do you feel about buying the old Prescott Hotel building and renovating it?  We can live on the top floor.”
They look at each other as I grab another piece of bread and slather butter on it. 
Marissa says, “That will take a while.  I want to live with you all now.  I suppose we could all live in the guest house until it’s ready, but I’m not sure my parents’ reaction will be very pleasant.  I know you would try to avoid hurting Daddy, but he won’t be holding back if he thinks you’re not treating me properly.”
I just look at her for a moment.  She says, “I saw you Will.  I saw you start to move, and then change tactics to something less devastating.  Daddy caught a couple of them.  You shook him with that combination of Krav Maga and Aiki techniques, but I think he missed most of your change ups.”
“I’m not all that, Marissa.”
“Yeah, Will.  I think you are.  I’m so convinced that I want to start training with you.  I want you to train all of us.  With the risk of the Church hunting you three, I want all of us to be as prepared as possible.”
Josie nods, “I didn’t miss that you didn’t tell anyone that I’m an apprentice necromancer and thaumaturge.”
I nod as I grasp her hand.  “I’m afraid they would treat you like a bug under a looking glass.”
Josie smiles widely as Rebecca giggles.  Rebecca says, “Thank you for using an idiom from our time, Will.”
Josie says, “Maria showed us a house today on Mount Vernon.  She knows the owner, and they are going to put it - ‘up for sale?’  Is that the right term?”
Marissa and I both confirm it is, and Josie continues.  “It is a one story with a porch across the front.  Maria called it a craftsman style house.  She said it’s big enough for us all to live there, and that it has a full…”  She thinks back to remember the right word. “...a full basement.”
Rebecca says, “Her friend gave us a tour of the house.  It’s gorgeous.  It has a lovely modern kitchen.  The…”   She looks at Josie to confirm.  “...Master Suite?”  Josie nods.  “The Master Suite was as big as this whole front area of the apartment.  There are four more small bedrooms and two more bathrooms.  The living and dining space is about three times this size.”
Marissa says, “Oh!  They’re finally selling?”  She grabs my hand excitedly.  “Will, that’s what we need to buy!  It would be perfect for us!  The basement is actually two stories deep.  It would give us room to expand with the other ghosts in the bolts, Audrey, your boss, or whomever.”
All three ladies are nodding excitedly.  “Okay,” I say.  “Let’s see if Maria will get us all in to see it tomorrow.  I’ll also call Delores about seeing the hotel tomorrow.”
Marissa says, “That might be a good business opportunity either way, and we can always keep the top floor for ourselves until we decide we are ready to expand for more rooms.”
I sit back and sip my wine.  “It sounds like we have a plan for tomorrow.  I have a couple other things,” I tell them.  “First of all, we’re supposed to FaceTime Audrey tonight.”  I look at Marissa.  “She met Josie and Rebecca this afternoon, but she wants to meet you, too.”
Marissa cocks an eyebrow.  Rebecca says, “Josie already threatened to kill her if she hurts William like that again.”
Marissa smirks.  “Good.  So I probably only need to give her the hairy eyeball for about thirty seconds.”  She smiles at me.  “The girls told me about her.  She sounds like fun.”
I smile at her.  “The other thing is that Bernadette has asked me to come help her with an issue using my craft.  You are all invited.  You will meet her entire staff, one of whom is Viktorija.  Viktorija was new to Bernadette’s service when I met her a couple years back, and I’ve kept our relationship very platonic.  She made it very clear that she hated the idea of giving her body to customers.  I gave her hugs, cuddles and friendship.  I introduced her to Audrey.  Apparently, they are BFFs now, and Viktorija was instrumental in getting Audrey and I back together.”
“Oh!  How nice,” Rebecca says.
“Viktorija made it very clear that she will be showing up at our door when her service to Bernadette is complete.  I ask that you all get to know her.  We may also get visits from Bernadette and some of her other staff for ‘vacations.’  One in particular, Candice, is struggling with a relationship.  I know you all will welcome whoever shows up, but I want you to be prepared.”
Josie looks at me for a moment, but she eventually shrugs and nods.   Rebecca and Marissa nod after watching Josie’s reaction. 
I ask, “What was that about, Josie?”
“That was me trying not to be a bitch,” she says shyly.  “I wanted to scream ‘no more!’  Then I thought about what would have happened to me if Marissa, Rebecca, or Audrey had said that about me.  I may still get jealous, but I’ll try not to.  They don’t deserve my anger.  Honestly, neither do you.”
She raises her eyes to look at me with moist eyes.  Rebecca grabs her hand and says, “Tell him, Josie.”
Josie drops her eyes again before rolling her shoulders back and raising her gaze to mine.  “Necromancers generally have many partners.  It’s common to use the Arabian term - hareem.  The more powerful they are, the larger the harem.  Yours will likely be - huge.”
I sigh before I put my napkin on the table and lift her to her feet.  I wrap her in a hug.  “You are still special, Josie.  You are still unique.  I could never replace you, even if you had no power at all.”
She looks into my eyes, and tears begin to fall.  I kiss each one away before I claim her lips.  Afterward, I look into her eyes.  “You are mine, Josie.  But I am also yours.  This only works if we are all on even ground - even if you and Rebecca think of yourselves as my property.”
She cups my face and gives me a melancholy smile.  “Thank you, Will.”
I cock an eyebrow at her.  “So, does this mean you’re going to have a harem, too?”
Josie says, “But William, darling.  I already have one!  I have you and the bitches!”  All the ladies burst out laughing, and I join in.
Rebecca kisses Josie’s cheek.  She says, “Let’s start cleaning up before we call Audrey.”




29 - A quick call before bed

 
I snag Rebecca as she reaches for the Dutch oven and pull her into my lap.  She squeals, but the grin on her face gives away that it’s from delight rather than pain.
I give her a wet kiss.  “That was a wonderful meal, baby.”
She cuddles in close and squirms in my lap.  “Thank you, Will.  It’s important to me that I take care of my family.”
I nuzzle her cute, short hair.  “It’s important to me too, baby.  That also means I need you to take care of yourself.   The reason I grabbed you was to let you know that I see a visible difference from when I left.  Your skin doesn’t look as empty.  Your face looks healthier, and I swear I see a little bit of an ass in those tight shorts.”
She giggles, “It’s the shorts, Will.”
I roll her hip up, reach down, and squeeze the available butt cheek.  She responds in an unexpected manner.  “Ow!  Master, please be gentle with me.  Marissa has been having us exercise every day.  My ass may be a little swollen.” 
I gently caress the offending area.  “Hmmm.  That’s much better.  Thank you, William.”   I kiss her gently.  She responds, “Be careful what you wish for.  My mother, both grandmothers, and Aunt Judith all had butts that would shame the Kard...”
I smack her sore ass.  “That name will never be mentioned in my house, woman.”
“Ow!  Okay, okay, okay!” She tries to cover her butt, but I’m already caressing it again.
Marissa asks with a grin.  “What don’t you like about the...” I cock an eyebrow at her.  Marissa bites her lip with an evil twinkle in her eye before she continues.  “...that family.”
I shrug, “They are a perfect example of what is wrong with our society.  They have no talents, and yet they are famous.  Honestly, it’s not just them.  We could shut down the entire ‘entertainment industry,’ and we would all be better for it.  Maybe people would focus long enough to do something worthwhile.”
Marissa decides to defend the famous family in question.  “Well one of that family has that whole justice initiative going on - she’s set several wrongly accused people free.  Another has fragrance and cosmetics line.  The youngest, who has a different surname, by the way, is supposedly a self-made billionaire.”
I grimace.  “I view the first two as cases of ‘blind squirrel finds a nut.’  I don’t know enough about the third, but that sounds like a headline from a Hollywood rag rather than validated news.”  Marissa’s about to jump in, but I interrupt.  “Don’t get me wrong.  I don’t blame them for making a living.  All of them have been successful at separating people from their money to maintain a lavish lifestyle.  Then they have gone off to sell the idea of that lavish lifestyle to millions of people who don’t have a snowball’s chance in hell of ever achieving it - making more money in the process.  I actually respect the justice initiative thing that one is doing, and I respect the fact that not every victory turns into a national press release.   Otherwise, I have more respect for Bernadette’s stable than I do them.  It’s a more honest form of prostitution.”
Marissa sits back in her chair with a teasing smile.  “You’ve actually put some thought into that Will.”
I shrug with a wry grin.  “When I first moved here, I would usually turn on the evening news while I cooked dinner.  The Hollywood rag shows come on for that half hour between the news and the start of the evening network programming.  Those would generally run down the ‘Family X’ news in nauseating detail sometime in the first fifteen minutes.  That was the primary motivator for me giving up on most TV.  I confess to still enjoying the home improvement shows.”
Marissa chuckles.  I turn to Rebecca, who is still cradled in my lap.  “Baby, I will still love you if you get a K-butt.”
She kisses me with a “Thank you, husband” as she jumps up off my lap.”
“You have a husband?” Josie asks in astonishment.
“Yes,” Rebecca replies.  “So does Marissa.  Come morning, so will you.”
Marissa says, “Can we have rings?”
Josie agrees, “I definitely want a ring, but it can wait until after we congregate the wedding.”
The other girls and I chuckle.  Josie looks sheepish.  She says, “I used the wrong word again, didn’t I?”
Rebecca kisses her cheek.  “You meant to say ‘consummate.’  It means the sexual claiming of spouses to seal the marriage.”
Marissa grins and says, “Fucking to seal the deal.”
Josie points at her, “That’s the one I’ll probably remember.”  We chuckle at that.
I join in.  “That does pretty much sum it up nicely, Marissa.  And to answer your question, I think rings are definitely in order.  Maybe something unconventional since we’re an unconventional family.  Or...maybe a conventional ring for the public and something unconventional just for us.”
Rebecca says, “I like that, Will.  Now go shower, husband.  Josie deserves to not have you smelling like sex with Audrey her first time.”
“Yes, ma’am.” I answer as I stand again.  I kiss Marissa, then Rebecca, and then Josie.  Then I tell them, “I did shower when I got home, so I think I’ve met the standard.”
Josie stands and wraps her arms around me.  She murmurs, “I’m still all sweaty from working out.  Maybe you could help me shower, Will.”
“Let’s go, punkin’,” I tell her.  I grab her hand, and we walk to the bedroom. 
Once there, I point to the wall.  “Kick off your shoes and socks, Josie.  Then just lean up against the wall.” 
I pull off my boots, strip my shirt off, and put my holster in the drawer of the bedside table.  Then I strip off my jeans and boxers.  Josie’s eyes are traveling up and down my body when I turn to her.  Her eyes find mine and she bites her lower lip.
“We start now, Josie.  Are you ready?” I ask.
“Yes, master.”
“Josie, I want you to call me Will.  I would even prefer William to ‘master.’  Audrey calls me that based on the games we play.  I need to break Rebecca of it, too.  Option B is I start tying you both up to fuck.”
“Not tonight, Will.  I want you to make love to me like a new bride,” she says.
“As you wish,” I tell her.
I hear Marissa shout from the kitchen.  “I did not just hear a Princess Bride quote, did I?”
I roll my eyes before I step in to kiss Josie.  She wraps her arms around my neck as we kiss.  I slide my hands inside the waistband of her tight shorts and panties to slowly start pushing them down.  Josie keeps kissing me, but she twitches her hips from side-to-side to help slide the snug waistband off her hips.  Suddenly, I’m past her wide hips, and she points her left knee toward her right to allow them to slowly slide down her strong legs.  I squat down, kissing her throat, upper chest, between her breasts, down her stomach until my face is in front of her trimmed, dirty blond bush.
I press my cheek into her mons and murmur.  “Step out of them, beloved.”
Josie lifts her left leg out, sets if firmly on the floor and then lifts her right.  I toss them to the pile of my laundry as I take in the warm, moist scent of her womanhood.  She smells rich.  Like flowers, fertile ground, and herbs.  I squat a little lower to kiss the top of her vulva before I start kissing my way back up to her mouth.  My hands glide upwards as I slowly stand, eventually hooking the hem of her workout camisole.  I’m kissing her lips as I slowly raise the hem of her top until her large breasts pop loose.  I press my chest into them to feel her erect nipples push into my flesh until her top is right under her armpits.
“Raise your arms and close your eyes,”  I tell her.
Josie follows my orders, and I kiss her generous lips one more time before I raise the top up her arms and over her head until it is around her wrists.  When I twist the top to trap her hands over her head, Josie’s eye’s slowly open.  She struggles feebly to free them as I attack her lips again.  She starts to moan and whimper in my mouth as my erect cock slides between her strong thighs.
I ask, “Are you sure you don’t want to be tied up tonight, Josie?”
She looks at me through hooded eyes.  “Not tonight, husband.  Tonight, I want to be your bride, not your concubine.  Try me again next week for the other.”
I release the twist and whip the garment off her arms as I kiss her again.
I smile at her.  “Let’s go clean up, beautiful.  Then we can come back here and get dirty.”
“That sounds like a good plan, Will.”
I grab her left hand in my right and lead her into the bathroom.  I get the water running while she pulls out towels and washcloths.  Then she sits to pee.   Once I’m satisfied with the temperature, I turn to her.  “Don’t flush yet, punkin’.  I’ll add to it - save water on the flushes.”
“Okay.”  She takes a bit of paper, and dries herself.  Then she stands and kisses me as she flits by to step into the shower.  I drain Willy, then I join her after flushing. 
“Keep my hair dry, Will.  I’m supposed to let the perm set for three days,”  Josie instructs. 
I hear a voice from the bedroom.  “Oh good.  I was just coming back to remind you,” says Rebecca.  “Have fun, my loves.”
I mouth ‘thanks mom’ to Josie, and then we both shout it out loud.
I hear the Marissa howl of laughter and an exasperated ‘Oh!’ from Rebecca.
I hear Rebecca’s voice from the other room, “Oh that was rude!”
Marissa answers quietly.  I hear her say, “Oh come now, baby.  You really are…”  The rest is lost in the hiss of the shower. 
I grab the soap and start scrubbing Josie’s shoulders, back, tushy, and legs.  She hums and sighs as I run my soapy hands along her flesh, in the crack of her bum, and very gently up between her legs.  I tease her anus and then I slide my hands up to the small of the back before my hands circle her tapered waist.  She throws her head back over her shoulder, and I claim her mouth as I press my cock between her thighs.
I murmur in her ear, “Turn around, beautiful.”
Josie moans as she turns.  I gently press her against the wall.  I lift first her right hand to scrub that arm clean all the way into the pits.  It looks like she has trimmed her sparse hair closely with scissors.  I raise the other arm and clean it thoroughly too.  Then I scrub her neck, collarbones, down through the deep valley between her breasts to scrub her abdomen.  I squat down and scrub her legs.  When I finish, my soapy fingers glide up her thighs, up the taper of her waist, up to cup the pendulous cones of her breasts.  I scrub them them and pinch the nipples firmly as she looks at me through hooded eyes. 
“Yes, Josie.   I am going to touch you everywhere.  I am going to kiss you everywhere.  I am going to drive you crazy with pleasure and love.”
“You already do, William.  More than you can imagine.”
I take a washrag, wet it, and pull her closer to the spray.  I rinse her body, sluicing off the soap with the cloth.  I stand under the spray and duck my head forward.  Josie’s fingers dig into my scalp and I feel the silkiness of the shampoo and the strength of her fingers.  Her fingers leave my head, and shortly thereafter I feel her scrubbing my back and legs.  She scrubs between my asscrack and along my taint until she fondles my balls with a giggle. I turn, and she scrubs my chest, my pits, my arms, my abs, and works her way down my legs.  Finally, she reaches the bottom and rubs her face across my cock head.  She kisses it and then soaps it heavily.  I stand under the spray as she scrubs me down with the wash rag.  I turn, and she scrubs my back. 
Finally, she sets the washrag aside, and I take her into my arms and kiss her.  I back her against the wall and bury my face in her neck as I cup her pussy in my hand.  Josie wraps her right leg around my waist as I nibble her neck.  She moans and holds my head in place.  I slowly bend down lower until I can suck her nipple into my mouth.  It’s large, full, and rubbery.  I suckle on it and nibble.
Josie murmurs, “Oh, sweet Jesus!”
Rebecca’s voice interrupts us.  “Hey, you two!  Time enough for that after we call Aubrey.” 
Josie groans, “Yes, mom!”
I laugh as Rebecca groans.  “Oh, enough of that already!  Get your ass out here, strumpet!”
I kiss Josie.  “Come on, honey.  I’ll dry you.”  I ensure she has her feet under her before I shut off the water.  Rebecca opens the door and hands me a towel.  I dry Josie’s limbs and torso before I kiss her lips.  Rebecca takes the towel and lays it on the floor.  Josie steps onto it as Rebecca hands me a towel of my own.  Then she kneels to dry Josie’s feet while I towel off rapidly.
Rebecca leads Josie by hand directly into the living room.  I dry my feet and follow to find a fresh sheet stretched across the loveseat.
Rebecca smirks.  “Try not to make a mess on this one, dear William.”
I resist the temptation to use the ‘mom’ response, but I go with another classic instead.  “Yes, dear.” 
Rebecca grins and hurries to the table to pick up two glasses of wine as Marissa walks up to hand one to Josie.  I grab my phone from the side table and text Audrey, ‘Calling now.’
I start up the Facetime app on my desktop video conferencing rig.  Audrey’s face shows on the screen as I back up to the loveseat.
Audrey backs up from her camera, and I can see her bare breasts.  I sit down between Rebecca and Marissa before Josie crawls onto my lap.
“Hello Kitten,”  I greet her.  “You’re looking lovely.”
She smiles and responds, “Thank you, Master.  I did as you bid.”
I cock an eyebrow.  “Robe?”  She steps back to show it draped from her elbows with no other garments. 
She lifts her feet one at a time.  “No shoes or socks either, Master.”
“Good girl, Kitten.”  I smile at her.  “Audrey, you already know the vision to my left and the one on my lap.  The vision to my right is Marissa.”  I look past Josie’s shoulder.  “Marissa, meet Audrey.”
Audrey’s mouth is agape.  Marissa is trying to maintain her hairy eyeball, but I see she is equally taken with Audrey.  Audrey finally speaks, “You’re that Marissa?  Geez!  I remember you from martial arts tournaments.  You were a beast in all competitions.”
Marissa smiles, “I remember you, too.  You started competing in the womens’ division the last year I competed.  We only faced each other that one time, but you did well despite being - was it sixteen?”
“Yes.  What rank are you now?  Third degree?” Audrey asks.
Marissa shakes her head.  “No. I quit training hard after brown.  My dad and I have been talking about taking it back up again and testing for my black in the spring.”
Audrey grimaces, “Every time I would think about taking a break my dad would drag me out onto the mat and tell me, ‘If you can defeat me, you can quit.’  Needless to say, I’m still training with him.”
Marissa gasps, “I’m sorry, Audrey.  I’m supposed to threaten your life if you ever hurt Will again.”
Audrey smiles sadly, “Message received, Marissa.  Josie delivered it quite well this afternoon.”
Josie pipes up.  “She believed me.”  Audrey nods.
“Good,” Rebecca and Marissa say in unison. 
Then Marissa says, “Now hurry up and move your skanky bitch ass up here, so we can beat up on each other, girlfriend.”
Audrey laughs with the ladies on my side of the camera.
“Okay ladies, we’ve got some serious stuff to discuss.  You can trade terms of endearment later.”  That elicits some mild chuckles - honestly, I thought it was funnier than that.  “Our mutual friend’s standing in society, I am assuming that puts her in a bad group as far as the cool kids are concerned?”
Audrey processes that for a short moment.  “Definitely.  They would group her with Rebecca.”
“Unacceptable,” I respond.  “Okay, did you discuss our situation with your parents?  You said your father might try to get in good with the cool kids.”
Audrey shakes her head now that she’s picked up on the subtext.  “Nope.  He is not happy about our extracurriculars, but he also considers our friend a friend of his.  He is actually wanting to meet with you about that craft you do as a hobby.”
“He knows about how much of our extracurriculars?”  I ask.
She grimaces bashfully.  “That we put on shows at the salon.”
I murmur, “Oh, shit.” 
“It’s not all that bad,” she says.
“You’re his child.  He has to let you live,” I say.
Audrey smirks, “He started to act all murderous, but mom reminded him that they used to go to sex parties in California.  He got all defensive, but mom actually knew our Shibaru instructor.  She said she never tried it, but I’m not one hundred percent convinced.”
“Well,” I say.  “It’s not like we can stuff that secret back into the bag.”
“He did say that it now made sense for us to know our mutual friend.  It will be alright,” Audrey says.
Marissa asks, “Your dad knows my dad, right?”
“I think so.  He at least knows of him,” Audrey answers.
“Tell them that my dad has a very healthy respect for William,”  she stretches to kiss my cheek.  I wink at her in response.
“So now that you’re not hiding me from your parents, do you think you could come to visit?” I ask.
She grins.  “I will be coming to visit.  My mom also wants you to come to dinner.  I told her we better set four additional places and why.  She was both shocked and intrigued.”
I sigh.  “I suppose we should stop digging while we’re already over our heads.”
Rebecca chuckles, “Don’t worry, Will.  Josie and I will protect you.” 
I look at her fondly.  “I’m sure you will, baby.”  Turning back to Audrey.  “Anything else, Kitten?”
“I miss you, Master.  I missed three whole days of loving you due to my fear.  I need to make that up.”
Marissa says, “We’re thinking four extra long twin mattresses bound together into a big sex platform.” 
Josie throws her head back with an attitude.  “Do you think you can hang, slut?”
Audrey gives it right back to her.  “You bitches better watch out, cause I’m gonna be up there to show you how it's done.”
Rebecca squeals with laughter, and the other two laugh loudly. 
“Okay, Kitten.  We need to sign off.  Study hard.  Use Erica to keep yourself focused.  Clear?”
“Yes, Master,” Audrey answers.  “Actually, Erica was thrilled to have that role in my life.  She didn’t glow with joy, but I could tell.” 
The way she emphasized ‘glow’ makes me feel there’s more subtext.  I hold my arms out to the front and make a ‘uuurgh’ sound.  Audrey laughs and says, “Exactly.  It has worked out quite well for us.  We’ve been roommates since shortly after I met you.”
“Okay.  Be safe.  Sweet dreams, Audrey.  I love you,” I tell her.
“I love you too, Will.  And I hope you delicious bitches are all scissor sisters, cause I want some of that,” Audrey says before blowing four kisses at the camera.
“YES!” exclaims Rebecca with a proper fist pump.
We all wave, and Marissa jumps up to disconnect.
I cock an eyebrow at Rebecca.
“What?” she asks.
“You want some of that?” I ask as I nod at the screen. 
She gives me a very matter-of-fact look.  “William, darling.  You have one mouth and one cock.  That leaves someone with a toy.  Audrey would ensure we all have playmates.”
Josie shrugs.  “I can scissor.”
Marissa says, “Can you ever, girlfriend!”  Then she crawls on top of Josie to kiss me.  Afterward, she continues.  “So Will, please clue in the dumb normie.” 
I look at the two magician ladies.  “Want to try?”
Josie says, “Your mutual friend is Bernadette.  I don’t know what her status is.”
I murmur, “I’m not going to share that right now because it doesn’t matter.  Just know that there are people that would want to kill her, and we need to be prepared to protect her.  Who are the cool kids?”
“The Catholic Church,” Rebecca says.  “Her status will put her in the same bucket with them as me, which is ‘kill on site.’  Given that and her profession, I have a pretty good guess as to why despite it being outside of my craft’s body of knowledge.  She’s a traveler.” 
I nod and watch the light go on as Marissa translates ‘traveler’ to ‘demon’ in her head.  I tell Josie and Rebecca, “She has gone out of her way to help you out doing some things that are highly illegal - calling in some favors to get it done.  There is a folder with your new identities.  Josie’s name stays the same.  Rebecca’s surname changes slightly.  We have enough documentation to make you both cruise well below the watchful eye of the law.”
Rebecca says, “I don’t need it tonight.  I know that my name is now Silverstein rather than Silberschmid.  Otherwise, everything stays on the same story as before.”  She stands and sips her wine.  “Marissa, do you think we could skip getting dressed to go to your place?”  She gives us all an ‘innocent’ smile.
Marissa smacks her bony ass.  “Get dressed, trollop!”    She turns to me as Rebecca prances off to pull her gym togs back on.  “Will, I want to stay tonight, but we need to respect Josie’s rights too.  This is going to be hard no matter how much we care for each other.  Add Audrey and Viktorija - maybe Susan.  The bedroom will be crowded.”  She kisses me tenderly.  “Be careful with our hearts and patient with our weaknesses, Will.  We love one another and you desperately.  We will make mistakes.   Just - be patient and love us.”
“Marissa, I am the one most likely to make mistakes, but I’ll get through it because we all stand on even footing and love each other.  Everything else we can work out.”  She nods at my response, and then she kisses me again. 
Marissa stands and slams back her wine.  Then she slowly walks to the table to retrieve her workout clothes and slowly pulls them on.
Josie whispers, “It’s the opposite of a strip-tease.”  Marissa maintains an air of innocence as she acts like we’re not there.
“And very seductive,” I agree.
Rebecca and Marissa come to collect kisses, grab their things and head out the door.  I hear the bolt lock once the door is closed.
I look Josie in the eyes.  “Are you ready, Ms. Carroll?”
She looks at me intensely for a moment.  “I am, Mr. James.”  She gets up languorously.  She reaches a hand for me.  “Don’t make me carry you, husband.”  I grin as I take her hand and follow that mass of strong femininity into the bedroom.




30 - Homesearch

 
I wake up with my large lover spooned next to my chest.  I smile as I think about our lovemaking last night.
Josie is by far the largest woman I’ve ever had sex with.  I have always been attracted to tall women, but generally they’ve been more lean and slim.  Josie is more woman in almost every conceivable way - wider hips, wider shoulders, thicker limbs, larger breasts, and even a more generously sized channel between her legs. 
I’ve always kind of taken my size for granted.  Last night I warmed Josie up with my mouth and fingers.  After I had given her a couple of orgasms, I pulled three fingers out of her and found myself very glad that I had the endowments God gave me. 
Josie was tentative at first, but she relaxed the more I nibbled and caressed her.  I suckled her neck, I suckled her breasts, left marks on her breasts and abdomen - she moaned and squirmed the whole time, getting more animated the whole time.  By the time my mouth landed on her pussy, Josie was gasping and whimpering without cease.  I lapped up her nectar before I started to seriously attack her with my mouth.  After three orgasms, I withdrew those three fingers and proceeded to claim her with my cock.  We fucked each other fiercely.  We made love tenderly.  We slithered over each other’s sweaty bodies.  It took a lot more energy to man-handle Josie than any other woman I’d ever been with, but she loved for me to move her, to pound her sex, to hold her ankles in the air or her hands above her head as she struggled. 
We crawled into bed before nine at night.  I collapsed from exhaustion at three in the morning.  Josie looked at me lying next to her as she lay there with limbs akimbo.  She asked, “Had enough, husband?”
I gasped to catch my breath.  I looked at her, and after a moment I told her, “Give me five minutes.”
“Oh Jesus!” she gasped.
I lie in bed now with a grin on my face remembering the passion and acrobatics of the night before. 
“That good, huh?”
I look towards the door to see Marissa leaning on the frame of the bedroom door with two cups of coffee in her hands.  Rebecca’s grinning face is leaning on Marissa’s shoulder.
I grin back.  “Yeah, it was that good.  What time is it?”
Josie whimpers and rolls over to wrap her arms over me.  She asks, “Has it been five minutes, yet.”
I chuckle.  Marissa says, “It’s almost nine in the morning.  Delores is going to meet us at the house at nine-forty-five.  Then we’re looking at the hotel at eleven - Zach is joining us.  So get up, you two love birds.”
Josie gives me a weary, brilliant smile.  “Good morning, husband.”
“Good morning, darling wife,” I answer
She kisses me and slowly works her way out of bed.  She moans every time she moves her legs.
Rebecca chortles, “Somebody have a sore pussy?”
Josie nods.  Suddenly she notices the coffee in Marissa’s hand.  “For me?”
Marissa holds one out.  “Hurry up, Punkin.  We need to leave shortly.”
Josie grabs the coffee and mosies stiffly to the bathroom.  She stops and looks at me from the door.  She points at her chest.  “Yours.”
I mimic her gesture.  “Yours.” 
Josie grins and disappears into the bathroom.
I get out of bed and pull out fresh clothes.  Marissa gets some out for Josie.  We tag team for the bathroom, and Rebecca hands me coffee as I return to the bedroom.  I pull my holster from the nightstand, clip it on, and collect my coffee and a kiss.   We meet Marissa and Josie in the kitchen buttering toast and smearing liverwurst on it or dropping slices of cheese on them.  We stand in the kitchen and wolf down breakfast.  We wash the plates up quickly and head to the door.
We meet Delores at the house at 236 S. Mt. Vernon.  It’s a beautifully maintained white craftsman.  The east-facing deep porch provides shade for the leaded glass of the door and front windows.  It looks like it’s sitting on a tall stem wall centered on the crest of the hill, but based on the news from the ladies, I assume it’s actually the basement wall.  We walk up onto the porch and are greeted by the homeowner - handshakes and hugs all around.  Then we get the grand tour.  Just inside is a large living room with a baby grand piano on the right side and a sitting area facing it on the other.  Then a large dining table bisects the space before flowing into a roomy, modern kitchen.  There’s a powder room on the far left wall, and a walkway runs along the right side of the kitchen past a pantry and laundry, past a stairwell leading down, before ending in the doorway of a spacious master suite.  There’s a small balcony out the left hand corner of the building, a modest ensuite, and modest walk-in closet.
Downstairs are four more bedrooms, two baths and a small rec room.  Towards the front of the house is another staircase going down.  Towards the back is an exit to the back yard.   We head down the spiral staircase at the front into a bonus space in the sub-basement.  There is a full bath with a large jetted tub, a bar, and a large open space.  In the back of the space is a door with stairs leading up into the back yard.  The backyard has a large two-and-a-half car stand-alone garage, a patio with firepit, and a grill. 
I huddle with my ladies and Delores.  “What are we thinking?”
Rebecca says, “The piano comes with it!  I like the kitchen, too.”
Marissa says, “That bonus space could be a training room.”
“Or music room,” Josie and Rebecca say.
I point out, “That was a king bed, and there was plenty of room around it for growth.”  My ladies all nod seriously while Delores looks puzzled.
Rebecca observes, “I found the metal rings on the bed posts intriguing.”
Marissa smiles, “I also noticed a large X-shaped shadow on the wall.  I didn’t know they were into that.”
“Can we buy it, William?” Josie asks. 
I look at Delores.  “When does my sale record?” 
She answers, “Supposedly by noon.  The papers were all signed last night.  I checked what they want versus the comps.  They are a little high, but not more than about two percent.  If you want it, take it before someone from California runs in and takes it.” 
Marissa says, “I can put fifty grand as earnest money.  Can you cover cash on the rest?”
“Yes, if we do a thirty or forty-five day closing,” I agree.
Delores says, “They want forty-five minimum, ideally sixty days.” 
“Offer ten percent under asking price for forty-five days, full price for thirty days.  Can you do that?” I ask.
Delores taps her lips for a moment.  “Yes.  I know how to do that.  I’ll get it to them today.  They haven’t asked me to represent them, but they don’t have anyone else either.  I’ll pitch the offer to them tonight.”
“Okay.”  I look at my phone to check the time.  “Wow, we’ve spent nearly an hour here.  Ready to go see the hotel?”
Josie wraps her arm around my waist as I start walking around the side of the house.  We meet the owners up front, thank them for showing us their lovely home, and then we load into the Audi.  Delores leads the way in her Escalade.
We get to the hotel ten minutes early.  Marissa and Josie head down to the Raven to get coffee for everyone.  Zach shows up with a minute to spare.  The girls return with coffee a couple minutes later.  We stand around in front of the entrance drinking coffee for five minutes before a smarmy gentlemen with liver spots all over his head shows up.  He has reptilian eyes, and his sparse hair is greased back.   He is wearing a dirty short-sleeved western shirt with a string tie.  He’s not a zombie.  He’s just a reprehensible human being.
I refuse to shake his hand as I thank him facetiously for respecting our time.  At that point I am nearly overwhelmed by the reek of stale sweat, stale alcohol, and stale cigarettes wafting from him.  He opens the door and waves us in.  He looks lustfully at my coffee as I walk inside.
Immediately inside, there is a counter, display case, and old wooden stairs visible when we walk in.  The geezer wheezes, “You’ve seen the ‘Prescott Hotel’ printed on the north side of the building.  That original building was built in 1900, and then it was rebuilt in 1949 after the fire here.  It was the territorial courthouse for a while, and then as you look back there...” he points to the back of the current space.  “...this was also a fitness center.  In 1979, the owner rebuilt the inside of the structure with metal girders inside to create essentially a building within the building.  From there, they added four racquetball courts and a gym.” 
He leans against the counter as he continues gasping out his spiel.  “The last owner had architectural plans drawn up for a development that made this area a ‘craft cocktail bar’ - someplace quiet to have conversations or quiet parties.  Behind the stairs was to be a retail rental space.  Then there would be six condos ranging in price from two hundred fifty to five hundred thousand each.”
I tell him, “Okay.  Let’s see the rest of it.”  The geezer crawls up the stairs, and my posse and I follow him up.
He wheezes out, “There is also a twelve-spot parking lot in the alley, which was planned to be a gated parking facility for residents.” 
The second floor is still full of small hotel rooms, as is the third.
I’m mentally adding up all the things we would need to do, and I’m quickly coming to the conclusion that my paltry four-point-five million windfall is going to evaporate quickly.  One-point-four for the hotel, five hundred thousand for the house, at least another five hundred for renovations on the hotel, probably about five thousand for immediate minor repairs and filling furniture gaps.  That still leaves two million - if my estimates are right.  Most of that will likely be taken by capital gains taxes unless there’s a loophole for reinvestment.  I need an accountant.  Much to think about.
The geezer leads us back downstairs and reveals the ‘retail space’ part too.  After that we gather outside on the sidewalk.  The geezer locks up and marches away. 
I look at each of my ladies.  They all look like they’re trying to puzzle through what to do with the hotel.  I turn to my real estate agent.  “Delores, let’s move forward with the house as we discussed.”  She nods.  “I think I need to discuss the hotel over with the ladies.  I may want to enlist an investor or two.” 
Delores says, “I don’t think there is a rush.  It has been on the market for nearly a year.  He said he’s only shown it three times in the last six months.”
I ask Zach, “What do you think, Zach?  I have a ballpark figure in mind for renovations, but I have no idea how close it is.”
Zach says, “Tell me what you’re thinking for scope of work.”
I start ticking things off.  “Rework the electric and plumbing.  Make a residence on the top floor, hotel suites on the second floor, put a café-style restaurant on the ground floor, and maybe a handful of smaller rooms if there is space.  Working patio lounge on the roof, with hot tub, and solar collectors to run the building.  Fenced-in parking lot in the back.”
Zach shrugs, “Well without actual plans it’s difficult to say.   I would need to do a full inspection, but I don’t see any obvious signs of problems with the foundation.  It had an industrial-strength renovation in 1979, so the structure should be solid.  Even so, between architectural design, engineering, demolition, construction, and finishing it could easily run up to two-fifty to four hundred thousand...maybe as much as five.”
“Do you think they would take considerably less for the property?” Marissa asks Delores.  “If we could get it for nine hundred thousand or even a flat one million, the renovations might be manageable.”
“I don’t know,” answers Delores.  “Think about what you want to do, and let me know.  I’ll pitch any offer you want.  I’ll pull together an offer on the house.  Can you join me in my office in an hour?  I’ll have the contract filled out, and then we can review it and sign.”
Marissa says, “Let’s say two hours.  We’re going to get some lunch and discuss this.” 
“Sure thing,” I agree.  “Where do you want to go?” 
“Mama has lunch on standby.  We’ll just go there,” Marissa says.
So we do.  Maria lays on a great lunch as I check my bank account.  I see that I have an additional four-point-five million that I didn’t have this morning.  I beckon Marissa over and show her the banking app.  We share goofy smiles as we sit down for lunch.
We all talk about the properties and what it would take to get the hotel into shape to open for business.  Dan thinks that my five hundred thousand dollar estimate is probably not far off.
I lay out my concerns that some of the money I just earned needs to be earmarked for getting Rebecca and Josie an education.  That gets them all excited, so we talk about all the different things they could study.  As we talk and laugh, I get a call from Bernadette, inviting us all down for a long weekend this coming Friday.  She mentions there might be a little something I can help her with.  I guess it’s time to find out if I am really a necromancer or not.
We visit and laugh together with Marissa’s family.  After two hours we finally wrap up our visit with Dan and Maria to meet Delores.
As Marissa drives us to the real estate office, she reveals that she booked a hotel room with a king-sized bed at the Hassayampa for Saturday night.  I immediately have the Google Assistant schedule brunch at Prescott Station for Sunday.
Delores welcomes us warmly at the front counter as we walk in.  “I just finished.  I have a couple blanks to fill in, but otherwise I think it is solid.  Let’s take a seat in this conference room.”  I see there are five copies of the contract with accompanying pens and bottles of water waiting for us.  I worry that Josie’s reading skills may not be up to the task, so I ensure I sit next to her. 
As we get settled, I grab Josie's hand.  I address the former ghost across the table first.  “Rebecca.  Josie.  There is a lot of legal verbiage in these documents, but I need your help reviewing them.  These are to secure our new home for us.  If you find words you don’t understand, circle them and then put a little vertical line in the left margin like this.”  I demonstrate on the third line with a ‘heretowith’ right in the middle of it.  They both nod their understanding.  “If you see something that doesn’t make logical sense, add a star in the margin.”  More nods.
Marissa said, “I always hate this part.  I used to have a condo, and I thought I would die from the paperwork to buy it.   Selling it was marginally easier.”
Delores smiles.  “Will’s sale was a bit of a mess as there was no standing structure and it was a construction project in progress.”
We all turn our attention to the contracts, and we get through it relatively quickly.  The only hitch is that I want all three ladies listed on the title.  Delores says that we would have to buy it as a company to do that.  We all agree that ‘mother’ Rebecca will be on the title with me.
Delores goes off to print the final copies.  Marissa and I review Josie’s and Rebecca’s marked words while Delores is out of the room.  We get through most of them before Delores comes back.  Josie had fewer than I expected.
Josie grins, “I guess all those penny dreadfuls and westerns papa used to teach me readin’ must have been better education than I thought.”
I kiss her cheek.  “Either way, I want you both to take reading comprehension and math tests, so we get you into the right level of college courses to start your education.” 
Rebecca nods her agreement.  She asks, “What’s this GED thing I need to do?”
Marissa says, “GED stands for ‘General Educational Development.’  It is equivalent to a high school diploma.”
Rebecca says, “We have to have that before college, right?” 
“Yes,” I confirm.  “High school is basically the minimum requirement for most jobs and further education.  Josie already has it, but she’s been out of school for a while.”  I turn to her, “I hope you don’t mind going through everything again.”
She grins, “I wasn’t a very good student.  Studying with Rebecca will be very helpful to get a running start.”
Delores returns with the final paperwork.  We sign and initial everything.  Delores makes a package of copies for us, and then hugs each of us.
As we’re heading out of the conference room, Delores pulls me aside.  She looks up at me.  “All three of them?”
I smile, “Yes.”
“You love them?”
“Yes.  They are each a wife to me,” I confirm.
“You know that’s not legal,” she says.
“I know,” I acknowledge.  “Which ones would you have me discard?  I can’t choose.”
She looks surprised at my question.  She looks at them and finally concedes, “They are all lovely souls in addition to being pretty ladies.”  She turns back to look at me.  “Fortunately, I’m your agent, so your secrets are safe with me.  Just be careful.  Some people will come after you.”
“Yes, ma’am”  I hug her again, and catch up to the trio of beauties waiting for me at the door.
“What was that about?” Marissa asks as we load into her car.
“She was warning that I can’t legally have three wives,” I explain.
Marissa hums for a moment.  “Maybe Bernadette has some ideas on how to get around that.”
“Good idea,” I agree.  “We’ll ask when we go visit.”
We drive past the Barley Hound on the way to the apartment, and Marissa stops.  She looks at me over her shoulder as I cuddle Rebecca.  “Will, would you see if we can get a reservation for seven tonight.  Inside would be better, but it’s supposed to be clear tonight.  I kiss Rebecca as she releases me. 
“Sure thing, beautiful.”  I get out and lean in.  “I’ll meet you all at the apartment.”  I close the door, and the Audi pulls away.  I walk up to the host station, and the young man asks for the number in my party.  He says that he can do outdoor at seven, but indoor would be available at seven-thirty.  I go with the inside option.
I get home and the ladies are sitting around drinking water.  Rebecca gets up and pours a glass for me as I lock the door.
Rebecca hands it to me as Marissa says, “Carla was waiting for us when I pulled up.”
Suddenly, I’m on guard.  “What happened?”
“She just made an impassioned plea for me to come home.  She said I just didn’t understand what she’s going through at work.  I agreed, but also said that she would have to share some of that for me to understand.  I told her that since she hadn’t done that, and that she has shown no empathy for my health problems nor any desire to connect with my family, I was done with her.  She shrugged and left.”
Josie says, “She’s a zombie.  By nature they have difficulty connecting.”
Rebecca nods and says, “Aunt Judith used the term sociopathic.  They lack any social skills or ability to connect.”
Marissa buries her face in her hands.  “I can’t believe I’ve been in love with a zombie.” 
Josie and Rebecca beat me to hugging her.  Josie says, “If I understood the pantomime from William, Audrey seems to enjoy her zombie roommate.  I suspect if you knew what you were getting into the two of you could have just had fun.”
Marissa looks up from her embarrassment and shrugs.  “She was good in bed.”
“So, we have four hours until dinner,” I say.  “Whatever should we do?”
Three hungry expressions turn to look at me like I’m their next meal.
I shake my head.  “Work, work, work.”
They don’t even crack a smile as they get up and attack.




31 - Unease

 
I wake up stiffly, spread-eagle in the middle of the spacious king-sized bed.  I’m momentarily disoriented until I remember I’m in the historic hotel for Marissa’s ‘Hassayampa Orgy.’  My body feels sticky with sweat and bodily fluids, but the sensation I’m most aware of is the Josie’s weight sprawled over my body and somebody’s mouth on my cock.  Since Josie’s head is buried in the left crook of my neck, and Marissa is tucked inside my right armpit with Josie’s arm draped over her, I’m hopeful it’s Rebecca’s mouth on me.  I feel a skinny limb under my right leg as my cock is swallowed down someone’s throat, so that reinforces my guess.  Since I can’t really move my arms, I caress my lover with my left foot, and Rebecca gets more enthusiastic.
I don’t know how long she’s been at it, but I feel like I’m about to explode.  Just as I start to let go, Josie sits up - dislodging Rebecca from her mount as I groan and continue to squirt my load.  Rebecca jumps back in, taking three shots in the face before she swallows me down again.
Marissa murmurs, “That looks good.”  She slides down to lick my semen from Rebecca’s face, and Josie slowly joins her in time to get a sample for herself.    Rebecca slides off my cock in time to catch a kiss from first Josie, and then Marissa.  After a minute of that, Rebecca crawls up on top of me and lays straddling my torso.  I turn my face to the left to capture her mouth.
Eventually we break for a breath, and I look at my skinny woman.  “I love you, Rebecca Silberschmid.”
“Silverstein,” she murmurs.  She props herself up on my chest and smiles down at me.  “That’s who I am now, Will.  We need to just adopt it; although, I appreciate you acknowledging my family.”  She pecks my lips again.  “You can call me whatever you want so long as I’m yours, William.” 
At that point Rebecca gasps.  “Damn, Marissa!  Are you that hungry?” 
Marissa’s face returns to my right shoulder.  “Not me, sweetheart.  I might have told Josie that I saw some of Will’s seed in your pussy.  She dove in for a snack.”
I look past Rebecca’s shoulder to see Josie’s pixie cut bobbing behind her buttocks.  Suddenly she stops and crawls up to lay on Rebecca’s butt with her arms wrapped around us all.  “Nothing there, ‘Rissa.  Tasted good regardless.  May have to try that some more.” 
Rebecca and Marissa grin at each other and bump their fists.  “Yes!”
Rebecca adds, “For the first time, that was pretty good, Punkin.  You can practice on me anytime.”
Josie giggles.  “After you strapped that thing on and took me like Will would, I kind of figure I owe it to you.”
Marissa orders, “Shower, bitches!  Now!  Move it.”  She rolls off the side of the bed barking orders.  “Let’s go girls!  Tits and asses in the water in ten...nine...eight…” 
Josie and Rebecca launch off the bed with giggles as they run to the shower with a delightful display of jiggling, firm flesh.
I down half of the bottle of water on the bedside table and then collapse onto the moist mattress.  I think back to Friday night.
I laugh as I think about how we barely made it to dinner in time.   We ended up sitting outside because the inside table didn’t clear in time, but we had a great meal and a lovely dinner together laughing and talking.  After dinner and a couple bottles of wine and a couple of water, we meandered back to the apartment.
Afterwards, we decided to meet the other three ghosts.  I pulled the bolts out of the safe, and recalled them one at a time.  We agreed on what we were going to say to them and ask them beforehand.  Josie and I pushed enough energy into them to allow them to become visible to Marissa.
First was Sidney Beauchamps.  He was considered a ‘dandy,’ and he was an apprentice sorcerer to Clement.  He was ready for his master work when he was murdered.  He seemed intelligent, fun, and willing to join the family - he was definitely excited at the prospect of coming back.  He was willing to follow Rebecca’s method, but was okay when I graciously declined.  He insisted he would gladly be my bitch, but I had to tell him I don’t roll that way.  Josie asked if he knew how to hide power, and Sidney said he’d never heard of anyone wanting to.  His final comment was to ask if I would put him in a pretty female zombie.  He specifically said ‘someone pretty like Charlene.’  When I told him we could make that the goal, he was very excited - clapping like a young girl.  Despite the girly behavior, the man was well-spoken and inquisitive.  We agreed he would be a good addition to our family.
We invited Mason Smith out next.  He was definitely tall - maybe an inch taller than me.  Unfortunately, his ghost does nothing but gibber.  He reminds me of Goldie Hawn in the movie ‘Overboard’ - muttering ‘bu-bu-bu’ incessantly.  I pushed him back into the bolt.  Rebecca called Gwen, and we turned Mason over to the angel.  Gwen stuck around while we talked to the last one.
Finally, I called out the red-headed Charlene Tully, Lafayette’s other apprentice necromancer.  She was ready to do whatever was required to come back to life.  She was undeniably physically beautiful.  Charlene couldn’t fathom why anyone would want to hide their power, and she definitely had no idea how.  She was particularly interested in Rebecca’s method of being raised.  I finally asked her what she wanted from life.  Her answer floored me.  She said, ‘I want to have power over as many men as I can.  I’ll let them fuck me, so each will desire me with all their being.  Then I will own them.’  Josie pointed out that her pussy wasn’t enough to keep Lafayette from killing her.  Charlene said that was Josie’s fault.  At that point, I was done with her, and after watching her and interacting with her I found I wasn’t interested in her.  I pushed her back into the bolt and closed the glyph.  I was sorely tempted to give her to Gwen to take away. 
Rebecca asked about maybe putting Sidney inside Carla, but Marissa vetoed that.  I told them we could worry about it later.  I started to have an idea, but I put it away as Rebecca grabbed the bench from the table, and placed it in front of the piano.  We listened to her play, and then Josie and I took turns. 
When we were done playing, Gwen wished us goodnight and went back to its home dimension.  We all hydrated, brushed teeth, and stripped to crawl onto the room-sized bed.  We started off with me inside Marissa, Josie sitting on her face, and Rebecca sitting on her torso kissing me while Josie caressed her.   Things got wild from there.
Delores woke us up Saturday morning with a phone call to tell us that the Carsons, the owners of the house, accepted our offer.  That caused a celebratory round in the bedroom, but we did eventually get up for a light breakfast.  We followed that by a hike around Lynx lake. 
While we walked Josie talked to me about the basics of dueling as a necromancer.  It sounded like vectors of energy sent as attacks, others are sent to deflect attacks - it sounded like a fist fight.  I started singing ‘everybody was kung-fu fighting,’ and Marissa cracked up.  Josie and Rebecca were trying to figure out what was so funny.  As we walked, Josie sent out increasingly stronger attacks at me to practice defense and counter tactics.  She also told me that being able to achieve physical contact with the opponent lets you attack with nearly 100% assurance of landing the attack.   After our hike, we had a lovely German lunch at the Lynx Lake Cafe.  We made our way back to the apartment for showers, and the ladies packed Josie and Rebecca a change of clothes for our staycation.  Marissa said she had her outfit in the car, and I packed a change of shirt, a pair of shorts, and my shaving kit.  I considered taking my Zager, but I ended up not taking an instrument.
We agreed that we had time, so the ladies walked down to Cuppers for a cup of coffee to allow me some quiet time to practice some skills.  I sat down on one of the kitchen chairs and started focusing on breathing.  I focused on pulling the energies of my craft deep into the well in my center.   I held the energy in and focused on relaxing my mind and body.  Eventually, I stood and worked through some chi-gung exercises while trying to hold the energy inside.  It was a good idea because you can’t really do chi-gung unless you relax, but I suddenly had the feeling that chi-gung was exactly the wrong exercise for my goal - it encourages circulating energy through your body, not making it swirl and hide in your dantien - or ‘chi well.’  I felt the energy surge through my body.
I stopped and stood stock still - breathing deeply to reel my energy back in.  Then I thought back to more martial exercises.  Those focus on staying relaxed until the moment of impact, extending energy into the strike.  I decided to try a basic form, Kenpo’s ‘Short Form 1,’ holding my energy inside until the strike.  It seemed to work, so I tried it with a taiji form designed for small spaces.  Again, I had the feeling that I succeeded.  The ladies returned about that time, so I demonstrated for Josie and Rebecca.  Josie said I looked like an untrained necromancer until I extended the streams of energy.  Each of them tried it while I coached them for about an hour.  Then we tested each other.
I had a glass of water before we grabbed my roller bag with our clothes for tomorrow.   Marissa drove us to the Hassayampa.  We checked in and found our way to our room.  I stowed the bag after the ladies hung up their spare dresses.  We huddled at the foot of the bed while we kissed and caressed each other.  After a bit of that, Rebecca crawled on the bed and stood on the mattress.  She imperiously ordered, “Everyone must strip now!”  We all laughed and began to strip each other carefully with sensuous caresses.  And then the bacchanale truly began.  Since we had a big meal at lunch, we didn’t even break for meals.
We did take a break from our orgy - we cuddled and watched a movie.  It was a great night.
Now we are cleaning up and getting ready to check out prior to walking across the street for brunch.   There is a knock at the door.  I pull the pair of athletic shorts I brought along and answer the door to collect a stack of towels from an elderly maid.  I hand them into the bathroom with a, “Save me one.”  One delicate hand sticks out the door with a folded towel in it.  I laugh and go sit on the bed.  I take the time to clean my pistol.  As I finish and holster it a parade of lovely female nudity marches into the main room.  I drop my shorts and kiss each one as I pass them to take a shower. 
Fifteen minutes later, I’m shaved, showered, and dry as I rejoin my ladies.  Rebecca is sitting in the wingback chair in a russet sleeveless dress that has buttons down the front to below her knees.  One lean leg is revealed by the open gap that ends at the button about four inches above her knee.  Josie is wearing a yellow halter-top sundress with a generous skirt and broad white lapels.  She really seems to favor yellow.   Marissa is wearing thigh-high russet stockings, a russet bustier-style corset.  She pulls on a semi-transparent russet skirt before she drops a transparent white tunic over her head to hang about two inches above the hem of the mid-thigh length skirt.  I pull on boxers, chinos, and a flat-cut shirt tail while I watch Marissa bend over to pull on heeled ankle boots.  Then she twists her hair into an updo and strikes a pose.  I kiss her and squeeze her firm ass.  Then Josie and Rebecca move in for the same treatment.
We pack the remnants of our clothing into the bag.  We file out, and I drag the bag.  Marissa and Rebecca check out while Josie and I take the bag to the Audi, which is parked in front of the annex just north of the circle drive.   Once we reconnect, we all walk hand-in-hand across the street.  Soon we’re seated on the covered patio with menus, water, a bottle of champagne, and a carafe of organic juice.  Marissa is to my right, Rebecca is to my left, and Josie is across the table.
We order and coffee arrives.  We visit for a couple of minutes when Marissa looks past my shoulder.  A moment later a muscle-bound guy with a bullet shaped head appears.  He growls at me, “Mr. Lafayette would like to talk to you.” 
I open my second sight and check out the goon.  He has a red aura - a demon.
I smile, “You can tell Mr. Lafayette that if he wishes to speak with me, that he can come see me like a gentleman would.”
The goon reaches for my right shoulder with his right hand.  I stand as his hand grips my shoulder and tries to dig his fingers into my shoulder.  He’s a couple of inches shorter than me, and he’s strong enough to make it hurt.  Fortunately, he doesn’t have the leverage to really dig in because I’m standing.  To make it really interesting, he’s well inside my range to penetrate his body with any strike I might chose. 
I place my left hand on top of the hand on my shoulder as I slowly drop my weight just a little bit to make him think I was sagging.  When my legs are coiled a little bit, I snap a kick to the outside of his right knee.  I hear an audible pop on impact.  As my foot lands on the ground, I fire a single knuckle into the nerve center in his armpit with my right hand while pulling his grabbing hand and whipping it outward.  My right hand joins my left and presses the back of his hand down and out, and the goon’s forearm shatters and his shoulder dislocates. 
As he falls to the ground, I pull his demonic soul out of his body and dig my fingers into it - then I pull it apart.  His aura splinters into swirls of growth and entropic energy.  I suck all that energy in and then use the growth energy to fuse the bones in his arm.  Then I tell the zombie, “Go sit with Mr. Lafayette.”
I concentrate on pulling all my energy into my well.  I look at the girls, “Pull all your energy in.”  I look around to ensure it’s clear, and then take a moment to charge my pistol before I holster it.  Marissa holds her flashlight taser up to show me and then folds it in her hands in her lap.
Before long a tall, anonymous-looking guy with sandy brown hair shows up behind Marissa.  I check - yep, a red aura.  I murmur, “Demon on your six.”
She answers, “Old guy with a cane.”  Josie’s eyes flash in surprise and then slowly start to simmer with hatred. 
I scoot my chair back towards Rebecca and take in the old guy.  He’s in an old fashioned suit that looks brand new.  I tilt my head.  “Mr. Lafayette, I presume.”
“Indeed,” he says with cold fury.  “Mr. James?”
“Indeed.”
“You have stolen my money and my property.  I will have them back,” he says.
I cock an eyebrow at him.  “Really.  You threatened me, and then your greed caused you to agree to pay me ten times the worth of that lot to get your ‘property.’  You made your bed now you can lay in it, sir.”
He points at Josie with his cane and proclaims, “That is my property, and I will have it back.” 
I clamp my hand around his wrist and release a ton of entropic energy into it.  His hand turns black, and he subsequently drops his cane.  I wrap a knot of entropic energy in his wrist at the top of the black area as I stand and tower over him as his eyes bug.  “Mr. Lafayette, that is my girlfriend.  You killed and discarded her.  I picked her up and gave her back a life.  She chooses to be with me, and if you try to hurt ANY of my family, what I did to your creature will seem like heaven compared to what I will do to you.  Now go.”
He looks at his withered hand.  He turns to the tall demon behind Marissa.  “Let’s go, Lonnie.”
I pick up the cane and hand it to the demon.  “Lonnie.  If you want to live to go home one day, don’t come back.  Take your zombie friend with you.”  I look at Lafayette, “You could do so much good with your powers.  Instead, you have chosen to be a self-serving murderer instead.  I pity you.”
The old guy walks down the stairs and a minute later the tall demon leads his zombie colleague out the door.  They walk back to the parking lot and get in a familiar black town car and drive away.  I notice the Colorado license plate again.
Marissa says, “How long before he comes back?”
“Not long enough,” I answer.




The End





Afterword:

This book has been a bit of an adventure.  I started writing this as a supernatural erotic short story, and it kept growing until now I think there are another two or three more books in this storyline plus there are tie-ins to the story I’m writing in serial on Patreon.  I hope you enjoyed reading this story as much as I’ve enjoyed writing it. 
I would value your feedback.  As you know, Amazon is driven by reviews, so please leave one - especially if you liked it!  I love 5-star reviews!  I’ll get more exposure to new readers when you submit one.  Also, Amazon won’t tell you when my next book lands.  The best way to find out is to follow me on my Amazon page or Facebook.   Links are at the end of this section.
I moved to Prescott, Arizona in April of 2019.  I was in the midst of writing the first Green Lord book when the idea for Ghost Story came to me.  I adopted the habit of going for morning walks on the weekends.  As I would walk down Cortez, I would pass an apartment building at roughly the spot I described.  It has pillars out front, and for the first six months the ‘apartment for rent’ stood outside like a sentinel.  Knowing how tight the rental market is in Prescott, I found it unbelievable that no one snapped it up.  About a block north of the apartment building is the Hotel Vendome, whose coffee bar sign mentions ‘coffees, wines, and friendly ghosts.’  After walking by those two buildings a few times, the seed of Ghost Story was born - obviously the apartment wouldn’t rent because of the ghost that lived there!  There is also a house on the southeast corner of Cortez and Aubrey that really does have two curtain walls. 
Despite getting inspired by real locations, all of the people portrayed in this story are fictional.   Other than some references to a ‘famous family’ and Goldie Hawn, any resemblance to real persons is completely coincidental.  With the exception of Victor’s Pizza, the restaurants I mentioned are all places I enjoy.  I think it makes the story much more interesting to put my characters in locations you can visit yourselves.
I would like to think that it’s obvious that I have fun writing these stories.  I start with an idea, create some characters, and then I watch what they do.  One of my favorite authors, Marilyn Foxworthy, always says she doesn’t know what her characters will do until they do it.  I always had trouble believing that until I started writing my first book.  In Ghost Story, Rebecca’s ‘hun-ree’ was a bit of a surprise.  Even after that I was concerned about how I was going to get her out of the house until Will raised her - accidental necromancer was the obvious jump from there.  Bernadette and her staff arriving from ‘Master of the Road’ was unexpected, but Bernadette’s salon was the obvious venue for Audrey and Will’s ‘shows.’  Plus, Will needed to have a friend on the periphery of the criminal world - who better than a madame?
So, what if Zombies are real?  They aren’t undead, flesh-eating monsters.  They are humans animated with life energy, but no soul. 
The supernatural elements of magic and demons were something that sprang from a conversation with a friend of mine.  He’s a bit of a geek and a font of knowledge on a wide variety of topics.  One day when we were having a discussion over breakfast at First Watch in Phoenix, my buddy mentioned that he had been reading about a school of philosophy that believes that there are a fixed number of souls on the planet.  As people die, the souls are reborn into new bodies - standard reincarnation.  As population has increased, the number of people has exceeded the number of available souls.  The philosophers of this school believe these soulless people are here to challenge the rest of us to help us grow.  That percolated in my brain over time, and eventually the soulless became the basis for zombies. 
Having necromancers made sense once I had zombies.  As I mentioned, having Rebecca get stronger from Will’s semen raised the question of why.  ‘Necromancer’ seemed like the obvious answer.  Since I had one type of magician crossed the threshold, having a ghost that was a witch provided a reasonable way for Will to get some explanations.  At that point, I sat down to develop a framework for magic, zombies, and the Church’s involvement.  As I finished developing the framework for Ghost Story, I started writing it into Master of the Road, too.  I eventually decided to put them all into the same ‘zombieverse.’  I’m thinking my wizardry story is going to fit into this framework, too.
Previously, I have tipped my hat to the many sci-fi and fantasy authors I’ve read over the last 20 years.  I’m a voracious reader, and only break from regular reading when work projects, music projects, or writing absorb my focus.  I am currently reading the latest Michael-Scott Earle, and I have recent selections from Eric Vall, Randi Darren, Eden Redd, Shawn Keys, and PS Power queued up.  I read a lot of the big names in ‘Harem-lit’ - William E. Brown, Daniel Schinhofen, William D. Arand (AKA Randi Darren), Michael-Scott Earle, John Van Stry (AKA Jan Stryvant), Eden Redd, Marilyn Foxworthy, M. Tefler, and Eric Vall.  I also enjoy the works of Cebelius, Maxx Whittaker, Logan Jacobs, Daniel Pierce, and I’ve recently discovered the works of Shawn Keys’ books and Rodzil Labraun’s ‘Dystopian Girls’ series.  There are so many good authors.  Hopefully I’ll work my way up to that level.  In the meantime, I appreciate your support and feedback.
I have a Facebook page and a Patreon site, which follows the example of M. Tefler.  Originally my Patreon story, ‘Master of the Road,’ was planned to be a straight erotic story, but as I said those characters introduced me to Bernadette.  I won’t publish that series on Amazon until about six months after I have a book’s worth of content complete on Patreon.  I need to do that to stay on my publisher’s good side.   I’m maintaining a one premium post per month pace at the moment.  I’m overdue to write the March offering, which is another sex scene rather than a more action oriented one.  I will continue to work to catch that story line up to this one at least in outline form and get a few more chapters out for that story as I start the next books.  I will also keep the Ghost Story storyline going, but I am feeling pulled to start the space adventure, and finish the Green Lord History I have started.  Given the demands of the day job, it will take some time to get these all done, so I’m thinking it will probably be August before I publish the next book.  With luck, maybe sooner.  Let me know on Patreon or Facebook which ones you’re most interested in.  I look forward to putting all those stories in your hands before too long.
I’m on my FaceBook page 2-3 times each week minimum.  I’m a member of several groups, too.   Here are a few I like to recommend:
●           Harem Lit Group on Facebook.  Many of the authors in the harem-lit genre are members and pitch their new works there.  If you like my books, you will find other authors to enjoy between mine!   I’ve been banned from it for doing something stupid.  It’s not their fault - I earned it.  Regardless, you can find it at https://www.facebook.com/groups/haremlit/.   With luck I’ll eventually finish my sentence and meet you there.

●           Eden’s Lewd Fantasy & Sci-fi Garden.  This is Eden Redd’s group.  Lots of fun to be had, and a lot of the Harem-lit authors hang there.  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 Cool News and Humor group is mostly fans.  Good times.  Very little in the way of politics.  Address is a https://www.facebook.com/groups/584252842052663/

It’s time for me to get back to 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://smile.amazon.com/JG-Jerome/e/B07TWJJSYL




Appendices:





People:

 
●           William (Will) James - Main character.  Former Military Policeman.  Martial Artist.   Technologist and project manager. The Accidental Necromancer.

●           Rebecca Silberschmid (Silverstein) - 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.

●           Marta Silberschmid - Rebecca’s mother

●           Yacob Silberschmid - Rebecca’s father

●           Judith Silberschmid - Rebecca’s aunt.  Sister to Yacob Silberschmid.  Necromancer.

●           Marvin Feinstein - Yacob’s business partner.

●           Gerry - Will’s friend from the gym.  Helps Will move.

●           Diana - Gerry’s wife

●           Zach - construction supervisor at Hanson Construction.  Supervisor for the project to renovate Will’s house

●           Melanie - Will’s ex-wife.  Adulteress.

●           Marissa Tomlinson - initially Will’s playmate.  Later, she is his girlfriend / wife.  Irish-Mexican heritage, bodybuilder and martial artist.  Works in medical equipment sales.  Originally in a relationship with Carla Jackson.

●           Carla Jackson - zombie.  Human Resources lawyer for an international mining company.  Marissa’s ex-partner.

●           Audrey Cheung - girlfriend in Phoenix.  Korean-American.  Volleyball player for GCU.  Studying Biomedical and Mechanical engineering.

●           Erica - Audrey’s roommate.  Zombie.  Does online sex shows.

●           Michael - musician friend

●           Sonya - Michael’s insane girlfriend.

●           Roger Banks - Brother in law

●           Allison Banks - sister.  Cancer.  Raleigh North Carolina.

●           Susan Rey - Will’s boss at work.  Tall, lean, sexy.  Italian-American.  Tries to seduce Will.  Unfinished business.

●           Steven Cheung - Audrey’s father.

●           Officer Johnson - Male police officer.  Questions William in the Walgreens after the zombie attack.

●           Officer Bird - Female police officer.   Questions Rebecca in the Walgreens after the zombie attack.

●           Sergeant Lewis - Male police sergeant.  Lead the investigation at the Walgreens after the zombie attack.

●           Officer Lopez - police officer that interviews witnesses at the Walgreens after the zombie attack.  Mentioned, but not seen.

●           Officer Brown - police officer that interviews witnesses at the Walgreens after the zombie attack.  Mentioned, but not seen.

●           Ms. Martinez - middle-aged Latina with a baby.  Witness at the Walgreens after the zombie attack.

●           Remy St. Jacques - Will’s five-times-great grandfather on both sides of his family.

●           Susan Rey - Will’s boss and Construction Insurance Brokerage (CIB), Director of Change Management

●           Mrs. Sara Leuvenfeld - witch from the 1800s.  Rebecca’s mentor.

●           Mr. Shimon Leuvenfeld - sorcerer from the 1800s.  Husband to Rebecca’s mentor.  Summoned Gwen to be Rebecca’s guardian angel.

●           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.

●           Angélus Gwenéfron - summoned by Shimon Leuvenfeld to be Rebecca’s  ‘Angélus Cústos,’ guardian angel.  Had previously only worked as an ‘Angélus Núntius,’ or messenger angel

●           Julius Lafayette - necromancer from the 1800’s.  Killed the Leuvenfeld family in trying to take ownership of Gwen.  Was the master of Josephine and Charlene

●           Laurence Clement - sorcerer from the 1800’s.  Worked with Lafayette to capture Gwen.

●           Josephine 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.”

●           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

●           Mason Smith - apprentice sorcerer in the 1800s.  He’s over six feet tall, dour apprentice to Laurence Clement.

●           Sidney Beauchamps - apprentice sorcerer in the 1800s.  He’s the dandy apprentice to Laurence Clement.  Gay man, but wants to be a woman.  Roughly 5’8” tall, very attractive young man.

●           Dan 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.

●           Haimish - clerk at the Biltmore Embassy Suites.

●           Bruce Bennett - City Building Inspector and chair of the Historical Review Board.

●           Mary Bennett - Bruce’s wife

●           Michael ‘Mickey’ Bennett - Bruce and Mary’s 10-year old son.  Plays sports, particularly Little League baseball.

●           Addison ‘Addie’ Bennett - Bruce and Mary’s 8-year old daughter.  Tennis prodigy.

●           Delores Aguilar - Will’s real estate agent.

●           Kelly - receptionist at Yavapai Title.  Obese, pregnant, pretty with died black hair

●           Morgan - Title Officer at Yavapai Title.  Aging cheerleader.  Somewhere around 60 years old.

●           The Carsons - owners of the house we buy on Mt. Vernon.

●           Lonnie - Henchman of Julius Lafayette.  Unknown demon.  Will suspects he’s an elf because Gwen said there was an elf and a devourer as henchmen.





Notes

 
●           Salaries in the 1890s. 

○           $ 0.10 an hour

○           60 hours each week

○           51 weeks per year - assumes a full week lost for holidays and illness. 

○           $6.00 * 51 weeks = $306

○           average increase of cost of living and wages at three percent

○           ($306/yr * 1.03) [132 years] ~ $15,143.81 annual salary
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