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HAREMLIT FACEBOOK GROUPS


Check out these Facebook groups that support the Haremlit community to find your next favorite harem tale!

	Harem-Lit - https://harem-lit.com 

	Dukes of Harem - https://www.facebook.com/groups/dukesofharem 

	Haremlit Readers - https://www.facebook.com/groups/HaremLitBooks 

	Harem Gamelit - https://www.facebook.com/groups/HaremGamelit 

	Romance for Men - https://www.facebook.com/groups/1324476308314052 





AUTHOR’S NOTE: WELCOME TO SERRA BAY


Howdy, folks.

Dive into JACKL Inc.'s mind-mesh via first-person POV hops—like Lost episodes, each chapter's title (voice - location) immerses you in a character’s head. Feel the psychic tangle? That's the point.

Flip the page.

~ Mack Landry

Main Serra Bay spots on the map below.
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Found in Balboa Park near the Enclave.
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ABOUT JACKL INC


Nymphs, Succubi, Vampires—Oh My!

Relocating from Oregon after Familiar Fairytales, Jeremiah Jackson's devoted polyamorous family—humans, halflings, awakened Fae—storms vibrant Serra Bay.

Sea Nymph's Sultry Guidance: Sammi, a Nereid claiming the bay, roots them in La Jolla estates, Downtown lairs, Balboa enclaves—bodies grinding in moonlit ecstasy.

Vampire Spree Ignites Chaos: Fae chief Kevin taps mage Alyssa & Jeremiah vs. rogue Vlad's blood frenzy: five drained husks in Pacific Beach.

Enclave Shadows Beckon: They must modernize Balboa's ancient vault and develop an R&D lab to unearth dark clues.

This spicy urban fantasy pulses with explicit magic, harmonious heat, poly passion! Perfect for fans of immersive supernatural mysteries. One-click to ignite your harem fantasy—devour the light-path thrill!

Our Ethereal Legacy - California series continues the journey as the Jackson family weaves roots into beautiful Serra Bay, unifying Fae/mundane on light path. High-spice multi-POV immerses in magic/mayhem as family adapts to sun/traffic.


To those who find freedom by seeking out and finding a new direction.


The more you love, the more you can love—and the more intensely you love. Nor is there any limit on how many you can love. If a person had time enough, he could love all of that majority who are decent and just.

TIME ENOUGH FOR LOVE - ROBERT A. HEINLEIN


JACKL INC.


PART ONE

SAN DIEGO DAWN


CHAPTER 1
ALYSSA
EMBASSY PENTHOUSE - DOWNTOWN


Iwoke tangled with my bedmates. My eyes focused on the face before me, and I smiled. Megan was still asleep. My arm was around her neck, hers relaxed under mine. Somewhat twisted to the side, I faced her. Our breasts pillowed against each other. My waist lay flat, exposing my sex with legs spread. My left leg rested on a firm thigh.

I slowly turned my head and saw Jeremiah resting beside me. He faced me, arm over my waist. I lifted my head slightly and saw blonde heads—Kelly and Shannon—tangled together on his other side, apparently still sleeping. Jeremiah's eyes blinked open. He smiled, rolled into me, and kissed under my ear. His arm reached past to cup Megan's breast.

She stirred, eyes fluttered open, smiled, then leaned to kiss me. She pressed her chest into his hand. This was always my favorite part of the day—to realign with partners I'd fallen asleep with. Megan's blue eyes held mine. I purred as Jeremiah's cock pressed into my thigh while he turned and pressed into me.

I untangled my legs from over his thigh, twisted to face Megan, and pressed my bottom back into his groin. He lifted my knee and slid his cock between my tender labia. He teased until I moaned into her mouth. She smiled, kissed my full breasts, and suckled a nipple as I writhed between my two lovers.

Jeremiah's phone chirped. I cursed aloud.

"Fuck. Leave it, please," I growled. "Don't stop. I want to feel you inside me, lover."

Jeremiah growled in my ear. "Such a needy slut," he said as his cock pressed into my folds.

"I'm always a slut for your cock," I purred. My fingers combed through Megan's honey-colored tresses, holding her to my breast. My hips pressed back into Jeremiah's thrusts, driving me forward. I felt his hand grip my other breast. Megan's hand dropped between us and circled my clit.

"Yesssss," I groaned. "Please, lovers, don't stop."

I felt a pulse and sensed the bed moving. Kelly had risen on Jeremiah's far side, looking down at Shannon. Her legs still tangled with Shannon's, but the pair aligned. Kelly looked over, kissed me as she rolled her hips. I could tell she mashed her sex into Shannon's. Shannon's gasps confirmed it.

I lowered my hand down Megan's side, curled her waist, and squeezed her ass. I spanked it firmly, and she purred.

"Slide up here," I said. "I'm hungry."

We shifted. Megan pushed back up the bed as I rolled onto my belly, lifted onto my knees, and swayed my ass. Jeremiah moved with me, kneeling behind my spread thighs. I spread Megan's thighs, my lips dancing along her inner thighs. She combed my hair from my face. I felt her tense just before my lips enveloped her vulva.

"Mmmmmm, yesssss," she encouraged me. "Right there, lick my clit, Aly."

I savored her taste and how her fingers directed me. I pressed my hips back into Jeremiah's thrust and groaned, increasing the pace. Kelly's aura made me clench. It wouldn't be long.

Jeremiah's phone chirped again, making me grumble. Then he spanked my ass as he thrust. I immediately returned to the pleasurable sensations. I pressed two fingers into Megan's pussy as I licked her clit.

She ground her hips into me, trembling. I felt her fingers tighten in my hair as I lapped.

I purred, "Cum for me, Megan."

She did, and then I did, followed by Jeremiah. I trembled at the series of orgasmic bliss transmitting through our thought mesh. Kelly crested too, sending a different element of power through our synapses. We writhed as Megan and I rode a series of orgasms, then slowly slumped into the mattress.

Jeremiah pressed into my back and kissed the back of my neck.

"Good morning, love," he said, then slipped off the bed.

I whimpered at the sudden empty feeling but chastised myself. I was blessed to have his cock in me. So many others wouldn't wake up to that pleasure.

Megan slid back down and hugged me. We kissed. I watched Jeremiah check his phone, then look back toward the bed.

"Time to get going, lovers," he said. "Sammi wants us to look at some apartments."

"She's a little taskmaster, isn't she?" I grumbled, but smiled.

It was good to get going, to have a purpose for the day. Our sudden arrival in a new town would disrupt our schedule. We needed to find a new cadence. I began to appreciate Sammi's perseverance, even as I forced myself out of bed.

The bed was soon empty. We took turns showering, toweling, and dressing. Today called for casual—yoga pants, tee shirt, sweatshirt. I wasn't familiar with Serra Bay weather, but the morning was slightly overcast. A breeze came from the balcony, so I decided layers were good.

We coordinated with Carmen to rouse the rest of the family. Then we all met downstairs for the complimentary buffet breakfast. Jeremiah, as usual, had a stack of bacon slices with his eggs and toast.

I saw Naomi in line at the waffle bar and hugged her good morning.

"Do you like these better than toaster waffles?" I teased.

Her smile was always a delight. "Mom, I love these waffles so much. We need one of these machines when we are in our own home!"

We pushed a few tables together and started eating. Sammi arrived and slid between Jeremiah and me. She was all smiles, hugging me. I had a lot of questions for her, but she needed to discuss things with Jeremiah and Kelly first. Our priority was getting out of this hotel and into something more private.

After the three made plans, I got a few minutes of Sammi's time.

"Jeremiah says you're Fae too," I said, keeping my voice low.

"Yes," Sammi said with sparkling eyes. "I'm a Nereid or a water nymph. This bay is my home."

"That's wonderful," I said genuinely. I pointed to those in the Fae family—Leah, Kelly, Lexi, Brooke, and myself. "We only found out who we were a few weeks ago."

"So some of you were reborn?" Sammi asked curiously.

"Leah, Lexi, and Brooke, for sure," I said. "They had no powers until recently. Kelly and I probably had a rebirth years ago but confused our powers as halfling fallen angel influence."

"That's not rare," Sammi smiled, nodding. "There is a lot of mixed-up lore around Fae and angels."

"Who can I talk to?" I asked. "I'm intensely curious about how Fae and humans interact. In our experience as a family, we feel like we have a deeper relationship because of how magic influences our lives. I'm a scientist by education and career. I'm finding I can't explain what I can do naturally, empirically."

Sammi thought for a moment, then took my hand and looked into my eyes. Her brilliant blue eyes were captivating. I felt safe in the conversation. She exuded such a calm demeanor.

"I think you should talk to Kevin," she said. "Let me give you his number."

"Kevin?" I said. "Really? That seems like the least magical name ever."

She smiled enigmatically. "Names can be good masks," she assured me. "Let me call Kevin, and he will contact you. Please don't call him out of the blue. He won't like that."

I tapped his number and name into my phone to recognize his call. Sammi chatted idly with a voice on the other end. She looked over and smiled at me, giving a nod. I tried not to listen or eavesdrop.

Jeremiah got up and sat beside me. I enjoyed his soft lips for a moment.

"Kelly and Carmen are going to decide on the apartment building," he said.

He turned to Sammi as she disconnected. "Kelly has power of attorney and can close on the property if it meets her needs."

"You are a fast mover, Jeremiah," Sammi smiled. "Just this side of impulsive."

Jeremiah smiled at Sammi, then turned to share a look with me. "I tend to leap before looking, but we make it work. We have a lot of things to do. Since we don't have transportation, I thought we could go car shopping."

"Rental or purchase?" Sammi asked. She continued before he could respond. "You can take the light rail a few stops north. All the airport rental lots are right up the way. Then you can find a car you like before buying it. I think they even have vans, which might be good for the size of your family."

"That's a great idea, Sammi," I smiled and looked at Jeremiah. "We don't need to bring everyone along. Maybe just us, Zac, and Megan?"

"Sounds like a plan," Jeremiah said. "Kelly, Carmen, and Maria want to give the apartments a once-over. Lexi and Leah can take the rest of the girls to shop in the village, and we can all meet back there for lunch."

With plans made, we split up and headed in different directions—almost like any other day.


CHAPTER 2
VLAD
GREEN LINE NORTHBOUND - DOWNTOWN


I'm not sure anyone understands thirst. Vampires do. It's our daily experience. No matter how much we drink, we always thirst. Our pores scream for more—endlessly, perpetually.

We've tried many ways to feed our thirst without destroying humans. Little sips from willing thralls. I'd even used animals to satiate hunger and stay sane. It's all bullshit.

I sat on the Green Line train going north and tried not to think about what I knew I would do. I saw a group of people enter the train while we were at the stop behind the barbecue place near the village.

"Why did the train stop here for so long?" I complained to myself.

I'm not a barbecue fan. I like my meat rarer. The aroma of smoked meats sharpened my thirst. I cursed my weakness and tried distracting myself by watching people. Every beating heart pulsed like an ice cream truck rolling musically down the street, marking blood through ventricles.

There were four: two males, two females. One female fae and both males were halflings. But the other female was gloriously human—honey-blonde, stacked, sexy, vibrant. No starving waif enslaved to a scale. She lived well, and her heartbeat sang like a song. She smiled, face flushed as she talked to the older man.

She loved him in a way I'd never perceived before. She entranced me. I watched her through my sunglasses.

Oh, by the way, that sunlight thing—also bullshit. But it helped. The mundanes think we only hunt at night.

I watched and imagined fourteen different ways I could dine on her flesh. She'd enjoy it too. One meal only, which was a pity, but delicious. I might not thirst for hours afterward.

My reverie broke two stops later when they stepped off toward a rental car dealership. I slumped back in my seat. The rest of the train car was empty. I dozed for a bit with two stops left.

I had various transportation options, but enjoyed the train during the day. I probably tortured myself more this way, as I had with that blonde vixen. It was only a fantasy, right? I wouldn't dine like that. I feared the pitchforks too much.

The wooden stake didn't work either. I'd lived and died before. It hurt like hell but was temporary. Aeternal. I'd always be reborn. Memories stark, pain real. Punishment? Meh. Not worth the trouble. We'd still thirst.

What I feared was dislocation and starting over. The risk of getting stuck as a dormant fae for multiple lives was real. If not stuck, I'd relearn everything. The uncertainty of rediscovery, choosing paths—that sucked. I was in a good place here. The scenery was nearly as beautiful as the people. Staked, who knew where I'd wake or how long till rebirth?

I shivered. Siberia wasn't fun.

I wanted to avoid pitchforks as long as possible. They were inevitable for my kind. We always thirsted too much.

I got off at Old Town and meandered down the sidewalk toward a Mexican eatery a block away. I was early, but I knew he was waiting. Weekly check-ins sucked.

I slipped into the joint and removed my sunglasses. My eyes snapped into focus, preferring the dark. He sat in an isolated back booth away from the windows. Bless him—he knew I'd distract myself stalking pedestrians while he talked. I sighed audibly and slid into the other side.

"Kevin," I said as a greeting. "What's the special? A bag of dicks?"

"Vlad," he returned. "How are you? Any serial murders I should know about?"

Kevin was a prick.

He wore the burnt-out surfer mask. Curly hair like a failed Caucasian afro—a mishmash of Bob Ross and Simon Garfunkel. Absurd. He looked like too much weed and acid. Just his mask.

Underneath, white-collar type-A prick. Most powerful fae in the region, holding dominion like a god-given right. The thing was, it was his right. Gaia chose him to keep mundane peace. Fickle bitch, but no one messed with her. His fiefdom. We played chattel.

"Nah, man," I said. "I'm cool, still on the wagon." I tapped my forehead. "Keeping fantasies up here."

"You look on edge," Kevin said, tilting his head to watch closely. "Can I help? Weekend room stocked with surplus blood bank pints?"

"Fuck no," I said. "That's like piss, full of all the... No, that wouldn't help, Kevin."

"So you do need help," Kevin said. He kept his superiority barely checked.

"What can I do?" he asked, eyes intense. "I don't want to find out you've murdered five in Pacific Beach on Monday."

Fucker was always in my dreams.

"Pft," I tried, but his eyes nailed me. "PB? That's tapped out." I changed tack. "Look, Kevin, I'm alright. Might head to the desert for coyotes. Take the edge off. Maybe a cougar—the mundanes freak about big cats on jogging paths."

“Call Jake,” Kevin offered. “Take him. He’s a good sounding board. It’s hard to keep sane solo. We want you to use the community to help.”

“Yeah,” I lied. “I’ll do that.”

If I parroted what he wanted, he’d leave me be.

“Great,” Kevin said, picking up his menu. “I’ll check with you next Monday.”

Dismissed.

I slipped out of the cantina—or whatever—in a worse mood than when I’d entered. I found a bus to Pacific Beach, hopped on with coins, headed to the back, and sat alone, surveying the passengers.

A cute surfer chick sat two rows ahead. Two stops later, I slid in beside her and smiled. “I’m Vlad.”

“I’m Tiffany. Do you live around here?”

“You could say that.” I smiled and lowered my sunglasses, entrancing her with my eyes.

She was short, just over five feet, with blonde hair and tanned flesh. I let my gaze wash over her body, raking past the bikini top that barely covered her full breasts and prominent nipples. Her cut-off shorts were a little dated, but they fit her ocean-lover surf-rat vibe: tats, piercings, sun-bleached hair, almost no makeup.

Her heart had such a sweet little beat.

“Where do you live?”

“Way down in PB,” she smiled. “A little apartment a few blocks off the avenue. Want to see?”

“Sounds like a blast. I’ve got nothing to do this afternoon.”

“Is that so?” She arched her back, making her breasts stretch the skimpy top. “You should think of something—or someone—you could do.”

I grinned. The slutty ones were always the most fun.

Three hours later, she was a hollow shell. I had sucked her dry after fucking her. The first bite was a bad idea. After tasting her, I gorged and could not stop until I emptied her lifeless body in the shadows of her apartment entrance. It was barely dark when I glanced outside. The taste of her blood drove me crazy with more thirst.

A Black couple walked past her place. I crept out, leaving the door unlocked, and stalked them in the gloaming. They turned the corner at the end of the building. I fell in behind them as they entered an apartment. I snapped the male’s neck and pulled the woman inside. I stunned her with my bite before she could scream.

I dined on them both slowly. I wanted it to last. I could feel the pitchforks closing in. I had to enjoy this night. An hour later, the pair lay sucked dry. I drained him first and forced her to watch, paralyzed with fear. She fainted before I began on her. That ruined all my fun.

I can be an asshole.

Still thirsty, I sensed hearts beating close, just on the other side of the wall. I could tell they were fucking—their heartbeats frantic with lust and need.

I had needs, too.

Bursting through the wall into the bedroom, I snapped his neck to stop any interference, then entranced the stunned girl before she could scream. I sucked him dry while he was still inside her, forcing her to watch. Then I drained her lifeless body.

I was fucked. I knew I was done, so I called Jake.

“Jake, bro,” I said. “I’m in a bind.”

Fifteen minutes later, the cleanup team arrived. They restrained me with charmed ropes. Sammi, the busybody nereid, paced the entryway. She talked on her phone and schemed how to clean up my mess.

When Kevin arrived, he took one look at me. He tilted his head for a moment and drawled, “Should’ve hunted cougars. ”Then he rammed a stake through my heart.

Darkness swallowed me as I shrieked in pain.


CHAPTER 3
KEVIN
MEXICAN CANTINA - OLD TOWN


Mexican Cantina - Old Town

Vlad was going to fuck up, and I knew it. I would lock him up to keep him out of trouble if Gaia wasn't such a stickler for free will and consequences. Those principles would give me a heart attack by the ripe age of 546 years.

I felt frustrated not only by Vlad but also by how the morning was shaping up. The call from Sammi seemed odd from the start. She was a cute little busybody with a heart of gold who tended to adopt the most bizarre creatures as self-improvement projects. She needed to understand that the Serra Bay area wasn't her personal domain.

I grumbled to myself, even though I enjoyed her initiative most of the time. I didn't like meeting new people, and whoever Alyssa was along with the company she kept remained complete unknowns to me. I tried reaching out to other regions to gather intel since surely someone would have heard of her. Faeries and structured communications don't align well, however, so my queries fell on deaf ears.

I was a wizard or a mage who looked human even without wearing a mask. This washed-up hippy disguise allowed me to blend in effectively. I'd look more like myself in a downtown business area setting, but my authentic self didn't resemble a wizard either—thank the stars since I wasn't fond of beards and long hair. This getup was starting to make me twitch.

Shortly after Vlad departed on his collision course with destiny, a lovely tall brunette entered alone. She peered into the dim interior and spotted me sitting exactly where I had told her to expect me.

"Hi, I'm Alyssa," she said with a smile as she slipped into the seat Vlad had just vacated.

"Kevin," I replied. "Sammi said you had questions."

"A ton," she smiled. "I would like to focus on the basics first if you have the time."

"Basics of what?" I asked. Basics often included a great deal of complexity.

"Can you tell me what kind of fae I am?" she asked. "I don't seem to have an alternate form."

"How do you know you are a fae at all?" I asked and tilted my head.

She spoke an invisibility spell she had memorized and blinked out of view. I nodded since that was proof enough. Invisibility spells were as elemental as they came, but the nature of magic meant only fae could invoke it with words. Words in and of themselves held no magic, and humans speaking them amounted to mere stagecraft.

She uttered the reversal and popped back into view.

"You are fae," I said. "I'd say you are like me—a mage. Some call our kind wizards or witches. Druid is the old Celtic name."

"So we don't have an alternate form?" she asked.

I morphed into my everyday appearance and slowly blinked at her. She was beginning to bore me. She nodded and made an odd expression.

"Okay, duh. I get it," she said. "I hadn't connected that. I've been able to change forms for decades."

"Where are you from?" I asked since decades of form-shifting prompted me to focus again.

Her story began to intrigue me. She claimed she'd been practicing magic for years. If it happened in my area, I'd know about it since I ran a tight ship in this region and knew all the fae. I had even felt some new arrivals in the past day, so she must be part of that group.

"We just moved down here from Oregon," she said. "Myself and four other faes: a dryad, a kitsune, another mage, and a succubus."

"A succubus?" I asked with my brow lifting. "You don't say. We don't get many feeders nowadays. They all seem to have gone dormant."

"Feeder?" she asked.

"Energy feeders," I explained. "Succubus/incubus, demons, vampires, old-school dark fae mostly."

"Oh, we're not dark," she smiled. "Kelly is the opposite of dark."

"Even more rare," I acknowledged. "Where did you say you were from?"

"Oregon," Alyssa said slowly while emphasizing the correct pronunciation like a native would. "Willamette Valley, though our lines trace back to Montana and other parts in the Northwest."

"Oh, the angel types?" I said while connecting some old memories of bad times. "I recall many old stories from a few decades back. I heard they all got destroyed or scattered."

"That was us," she smiled enigmatically. "We eliminated some dark cult that enslaved human women for financial gain."

"So you're the ones," I nodded while remembering the stories that filtered through our haphazard communication networks. "That's impressive. Even more—you're still around. A lot of darks are still grumbling about that. Rumor had it as halflings though, not true fae."

"Well, we believed some bad lore and thought we were all angelic halflings," she answered. "After that adventure, we kept our heads down. We only recently understood there was a world of fae around us. We've decided we want to help the light."

I paused and looked at her. I wondered if she knew what she was getting herself and her friends into. The truth was that magic had been in decline for centuries, and I didn't see that reversing anytime soon. Sammi and I debated that regularly.

"Help the light?" I repeated while trying to understand what she meant.

She paused and looked to the side. Then she refocused on me and pushed her glasses up on her nose.

"We've been helping humans for decades," she said. "We help them with relationships, marriages, platonic friendships." She paused again. "My partner is a halfling. He can help adjust an entity's moral curve and its self-control. We've used that to heal past scars, including helping those trafficked by the priesthood back to a normal life."

"You say entity," I asked. "Do you mean human?"

"Human, fae, or halfling," she said. "All of them."

"That's hard to believe," I said. "How do you know?"

"I think I should tell you more about my family," she smiled. "It's a long story."

I pushed a thought toward her. Her eyes widened, then she nodded. Then she sent a stream of thoughts toward me like a geyser. She was much more potent than I had first thought. She demonstrated years of practice in psionic powers. She might only know simple spells, but that wasn't all there was to being a mage.

I understood her story almost instantly. Names, places, people, locations—I didn't have to cross-reference. This was pure truth. Her truth, obviously, but she didn't edit. She just pushed her whole story at me. I would need to counsel her on establishing trust.

I held up a hand. "I got it," I said and leveled a gaze at her. "You need to be careful with who you spill that to—I might not have been your ally."

She was naive, but I hadn't felt such power in centuries. From what she expressed, her succubus lover, Kelly, was also potent but guarded. The trauma of her awakening kept most of her power dormant. Her halfling lover, Jeremiah, came from a powerful halfling line that we thought long dead. The other three were babies, newly reborn. We'd have to discover their pasts, but this was a promising start.

"Are you my ally, Kevin?" she asked with confidence now strong.

"If you've talked with Sammi for more than five minutes and you are aligned with her, then you are aligned with me," I stated clearly. "I think she can be optimistic to a fault, but her direction is unambiguous. The world is better with magic, and humans are better with magic."

Alyssa nodded. "Everything in our experience says that is true," she said and paused. "If the magic is used constructively."

"It's often not," I stated. "Frankly, if your family has stayed on the light path on your own, that's significant. How does that happen?"

"Jeremiah," she said. "He keeps us grounded, and we keep him honest. His moral compass is hardly ever wrong. When he has gone down a wrong path, he immediately corrects it. He is the reason we are good."

"Some might say a polyamorous family of five can't possibly be moral," I said while leveling the opposition at her.

"We're now thirteen," she smiled. "Two generations. My daughter and Jeremiah's son are halflings and carry his power. I want to keep them safe and use our influence for good."

"His son," I said. "Who is the boy's mother?"

"Kelly," Alyssa said. "He is an incubus and whatever Jeremiah is. We've always known him to be Yeqon. But the angelic lines are false."

"Impossible," I said while focusing on the boy's maternal side. "A succubus can't bear an incubus. Their powers are similar but different."

"I can't tell you any clearer," she said soberly. "Isaac is her son. His powers are like hers."

I paused since I needed to think. I needed time to determine a new direction. This family exceeded my expectations. I might need to ask Gaia herself for assistance, though she wouldn't be forthcoming with anything material.

"Where are you staying?" I asked. "Do you have a home yet?"

"Our home is still under construction," she admitted. "We're staying at the Embassy by the village. Sammi is finding us an apartment building for a longer stay until the house is complete."

"A whole building?" I asked.

"A family of thirteen," she parried. "Who wish to remain discrete. I don't think it would be good for your plans if we tossed our magic around recklessly. Staying in a public hotel is not a good long-term solution."

I nodded. "Okay, I have your phone number," I said while rising.

Alyssa rose, too, hugging me before kissing my cheek. The surprises kept rolling. Fae weren't always expressive with affection despite common lore.

"I'll look forward to your call," Alyssa said with a smile and then left the cantina for the bright afternoon sun.


CHAPTER 4
ALYSSA
APARTMENT BUILDING - PACIFIC BEACH


Apartment Building - Pacific Beach

I didn’t expect to hear from Kevin so soon. Our pre-lunch meeting had been fascinating, if for nothing else than confirming many things I had been thinking about. I was fae. I was a mage, a witch, a druid, or all three. After lunch, I met with the rest of the family and shopped in the village. We’d gotten three rental cars and a van.

Kevin first called me as we were checking out at the rental car desk, so I took my rental—a white SUV that could seat four—up to Old Town. He seemed businesslike, much more his second form than the burned-out beach bum I first saw. He put off an air of quiet confidence, much like Naeme. Thankfully, he spoke English.

I thought the talk went well. I was surprised at how easy it was to communicate with him. I also appreciated his small critique about oversharing. I was excited to talk to a real fae outside the family. Naeme is a beautiful creature but a bit hard to have a riveting conversation with.

So I was excited to get his call after we returned from dinner right on the bay.

“Alyssa,” Kevin said, direct and to the point. “I would like you to come to this address. Make sure you know the directions. I’ll text you. Do you have a phone with GPS?”

“I do,” I said. “If it is this late at night, I’d like to take Jeremiah with me. Would that be alright?”

“I believe you can take care of yourself,” Kevin said testily.

“Kevin, I barely met you, and now you are asking me to meet you after dark at a strange address,” I explained. “Jeremiah is like my husband. Can you see how this looks from his perspective?”

“Okay,” Kevin said. “Point taken. Did you get the address?”

“Yes,” I said. “We’ll be there as soon as we can.”

“Stay in your car,” he said cryptically. “I’ll come to get you. Park as near as you can.”

I filled Jeremiah in on the details from this morning’s meeting. The drive to the location wasn’t far, but the traffic was slightly heavier than at midday. Soon, I turned off the main avenue and along an extended garage. The apartments were on the other side. We parked on the opposite side of the street and waited.

“We’re supposed to wait,” I said with a shrug to Jeremiah.

He shrugged back, then startled at a knock on his window. It was Kevin, back in burnout beach-bum mode. He waved us out of the car, and we followed him across the dimly lit street and into the shadows of the garage. Kevin walked into a corner, checking to make sure we were alone.

“We had an incident,” he said ominously. “A vampire went berserk and killed five people in this apartment building. We need to clean it up.”

I stared at him, shocked, and was about to say something.

“Not the bodies,” Kevin clarified. “The situation. I need the two of you”—for the first time acknowledging Jeremiah—“to help me figure out how we can leverage the situation.”

“What needs to be leveraged?” I asked.

“He doesn’t want cops involved,” Jeremiah said, and Kevin nodded. “We need to clean up the scene, dispose of the bodies, and figure out a way to keep up a façade of normalcy.”

“Something like that,” Kevin said, then waved us to follow.

We walked up the steps to the first floor of the apartments. The garage was immediately below, so there were no neighbors under us who might have heard a disturbance. The apartments were separate condos, with no second story on the three units involved in the tragedy.

He knocked three times, then paused, then twice more. Someone on the inside knocked once and then opened the door. It was Sammi.

“Oh, Alyssa, Jeremiah,” she whispered. “Such a surprise! Kevin called you in already?”

“Yeah, I’m at a loss,” Kevin grumbled and pointed offhandedly. “That’s Vlad, the vampire.”

He pointed to a handsome younger man with a wooden stake through his heart. There was surprisingly little blood for such a horrific wound.

“I did him myself,” Kevin confessed grimly. “He’ll recycle, hopefully not around here. Vampires are a pain in my ass.”

We stepped past the vampire corpse and into the bedroom. The girl was lying on the bed. It would have seemed peaceful if she weren’t ghostly white with hollowed cheeks. She was blonde, naked, and dead.

“This is Tiffany,” Sammi said, reading from her phone. “AKA Tiff. She is… or was a twenty-five-year-old Caucasian female who just moved into the neighborhood. No known relatives. We need to find out if she has any.”

“She’s not the problem,” Kevin said. “Sammi, have Jake take her corpse to the Enclave, and we’ll store it there until we can coordinate a crematorium.”

“Not a lot of blood,” Jeremiah noted.

“Yeah,” Kevin said with a shrug. “Vampire deaths are pretty clean, which makes dealing with the remains a bit easier. Still a shame. She looks like she was a fun kid. Follow me.”

We followed Kevin back out of the apartment and toward the unit across the hall. He used the same knocking code. This time, the door was opened by a Black woman, who nodded at Kevin, then eyed us.

“Who are the newbs?” she asked.

“De, this is Alyssa,” Kevin said as he slipped by her. “She’s a mage, and Jeremiah—halfling.”

“Hi, I’m Desiree, a tree nymph,” she said. “Follow me. The first couple is in here.”

“First couple?” I asked. “We have a tree nymph in our family—a dryad.”

“Yeah, another couple in the unit next door,” De continued. “Vlad fucking broke down the interior wall to get to these two.” She pointed to a couple who could have been a detailed sculpture of lovers in the middle of intercourse, apart from the man’s twisted neck and pale flesh.

“Is he inside her?” Jeremiah asked, bending down.

“Yeah,” De said. “Vlad was a fucking deviant. Dryad, huh? That’s an oak tree specifically, but it’s used universally. Once a tree nymph, always a tree nymph.”

Jeremiah crouched down, looking at the pair, tilting his head as he often did when he was thinking.

“These two were Bill and Felicia Rhodes,” Sammi recited. “A married couple who just moved to the city two months ago. Bill was a public defender, and Felicia worked at Staples. They have no pets and no children.”

“Looks like Vlad killed him first, then somehow paralyzed her,” Jeremiah said. “Fuck.”

“What?” I asked, my curiosity spiking past the horror.

“He drained him of blood while she watched,” Jeremiah said. “This guy was sick.”

“Not lying,” De said. “Come look at the first couple.”

“This wasn’t the first?” Jeremiah asked as we stepped through what remained of a wall between the two units.

“Nope,” De said. “He did the surfer chick first, then stalked this couple around the building to the entry of their apartment.” She pointed to the splayed bodies of a Black couple just inside their door. “After draining them, he burst through the wall and slayed the last pair as they made love. Every shade of fucked up up in here.”

Jeremiah looked at me and shrugged. Sammi and Kevin joined us, and we all looked at each other.

“Just disappear the bodies?” I started. “Let the police handle them as missing persons?”

“Too much scene evidence,” Jeremiah said. “This should all be torched, but that would raise questions.”

“You see my dilemma,” Kevin said.

“We could use the apartments,” Sammi said. “For reboots and such.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“She means we let fae inhabit these apartments and blend in with the community,” Kevin explained.

“Correct,” Sammi said. “We must keep an eye out for trapped fae. They look human and act human but are fae. They can’t be reborn without a jolt of magic.”

“Which is problematic,” a big, hulking man said as he stepped in through the destroyed wall, “because we can’t tell what type of fae they are until they are reborn.”

He paused. “Jake. Ogre.”

“Ogre, really?” I said. “Like Shrek?”

He rolled his eyes, then smiled. “That’s such an old joke. It is still funny, though. ‘I got layers!’”

I laughed. “I’m Alyssa, mage, I guess. This is my partner, Jeremiah.”

“So what are you saying, Sammi?” Jeremiah asked.

“We take care of the bodies, obviously,” she said. “Then teams of fae can take on the appearance of the victims.”

She flashed into the form of the blonde from the first building, then continued.

“They assume their identities and jobs. Carry on as if nothing happened. Meanwhile, they are closer to the community and can screen for the trapped fae.”

“How will they know how to do their jobs?” Jeremiah asked.

“We are very resourceful, Jeremiah,” she said with a smile. “It would be better, though, if they quit their jobs. It wouldn’t cause a stir. I’ve looked at their backgrounds. All of them are new in town. None has a family to speak of. Distant aunts or uncles. No kids, no parents.”

I frowned, trying to reconcile the plan with the bodies around us. “So you’re saying carry on like a fae didn’t just murder five people? That seems a bit of a dark path.”

“It’s at worst chaotic neutral,” Kevin said thoughtfully. “We can’t un-kill them. Police investigations would uncover too many questions. People don’t die of complete hemorrhagic shock when no blood is found at the scene. This is bad—no debate. But this provides an opportunity for some good in the future. When the time comes, we torch the place and return the remains of this tragedy. They all look like they died in a fire. No questions from police.”

“Except for the arson investigation,” Jeremiah offered.

“Arson isn’t murder,” Kevin rejoined practically. “Arson done well looks like an accident. A tragic accident that took five lives. It’s two nights on the news, then gone from the public eye.”

“Machiavellian,” Jeremiah muttered. “But I see the logic. We did the same in Montana, although the victim had it coming. These poor people were innocents.”

Sammi pointed to the couple caught entwined in the act of making love. “These two people were trapped fae who will now be recycled into new bodies to try again.” She held up her phone. “Just got the confirmation from the records department.”

“Okay, that makes it easier then,” Kevin said. “De and Jake, get a team to take the bodies to the Enclave for cremation. Make sure we get the remains back, including some of their skulls and other bone fragments. You two will live here and take on the personas of the Black couple. You can fix the wall while you are here.”

De and Jake looked at each other, then flashed into the appearances of the deceased.

“No problem, Kevin,” Jake said.

“Sammi,” Kevin said, looking at her. “Who is the new Oceanid?”

“She hasn’t gotten a name yet,” Sammi said.

“Okay, she’ll assume the persona of Tiffany or Tiff. The first apartment is her new home,” Kevin continued. “You handle the arrangements. Tiff can work under you as part of your team. I’ll get volunteers for these last two poor souls until they can get free of their jobs, then they’ll disappear. We can use this unit as staging for a potentially dangerous fae.”

He looked at Jeremiah and me. “Am I missing anything?”

Jeremiah thought for a moment, then shook his head. “No, Kevin, it seems like it’s a good plan. Aly?”

“What did you mean when you said ‘makes it easier then’?” I asked.

“Nature of being recycled,” he said. “They have no background, usually. They seemingly pop into existence. They don’t have any relatives or history. It’s weird, but that is how the system works.”

“Interesting,” I said, realizing my background was different. I let the thought go for now.

“The plan seems solid,” I continued, returning to the subject at hand. “We want to help if we can. What else can we do?”

“I need some help with the financials,” Kevin said. “We’ll have to figure out how to pay rent here to make it look legitimate.”

Jeremiah reached into his back pocket, pulled out his wallet, then his business card, and handed it to Kevin.

“Give us a call in the morning. We can help with that,” Jeremiah said with a smile.

“JACKL Inc., huh?” Kevin read. “What do you do?”

“Whatever you’d like,” Jeremiah said and took my hand as we walked back to the car.


CHAPTER 5
NAOMI
EMBASSY SUITES PENTHOUSE - DOWNTOWN


Iwas beginning to fall in love with Serra Bay. It felt so different from our sometimes dreary home in Oregon. The sun shone brightly, the breeze felt nice, and the warmth was perfect—not too hot. We had a delightful time shopping in the village.

I hung out with Leah and Shannon as we walked around. Many shops catered to tourists, but the bayfront location was beautiful. To the south lay a marina full of yachts and sailboats. To the north stood the cruise ship wharf and the Navy pier with its giant aircraft carrier museum.

It was such a fun place to be, and we’d only explored a tiny corner of the town. We made a list of places to visit that might take a year to complete. The best part, though, was the sun. It seemed to shine differently here than in our valley home.

We finished the day with dinner at a restaurant back in the village. Dad had made a reservation earlier, so we had the room to ourselves. Everyone smiled and enjoyed themselves. I almost didn’t want the day to end.

Mom got a call from someone in town, so she and Jeremiah left to handle it. Kelly hooked her arm in mine and brought me and Shannon with her to the penthouse.

“I need some company,” she said. “At least until J and Aly get back.”

She looked at Shannon and me with hunger in her eyes. I smiled since her look usually meant an extraordinarily good time. Shannon grinned at me, knowing I rarely got time alone with just Kelly. My core clenched with excitement.

Kelly opened the door to their penthouse suite, and the harbor view expanded before us. The cool breeze through the balcony felt calming and good. I stepped to the balcony edge to watch the city as the sun set to the west. I smiled again, loving this new city and its constant buzz.

Kelly had worn a sundress, but now she shed it like a second skin. Nothing underneath—her breasts bounced as I glanced over my shoulder. She stepped onto the balcony completely naked and walked straight toward me.

“You’re overdressed if you want to play, Mi,” she purred while tangling her fingers through my hair.

I enjoyed when she called me Mi, a nickname Leah started that caught on. When Kelly used it during play, I blushed. She was always beautiful, but now she amplified her sex appeal. I felt flushed as the focus of her desire.

I kissed her lightly at first, then deepened it. Her energy throbbed through my nerves, making my pussy clench. I crossed my arms and pulled off my top, tossing it aside. Kelly smiled and took my hand.

“Let’s go inside,” she said.

Inside, Shannon had stripped and lay on the bed. Her hands ran over her breasts while her thighs opened and closed. Eyes closed, she touched herself. I knew even my fingers felt different when Kelly pulsed her energy.

I removed my bra and pushed down my yoga pants. My panties tangled with them in my haste to match my partner’s nakedness.

Kelly smiled at me and winked. Her hands pulled my waist into her arms. Our breasts pressed together—her flesh so warm and inviting. She kissed me, and I sucked her tongue into my mouth. A wanton moan of need flowed past my lips.

Shannon slid over and ran her leg over my thigh. I looked down at her, leaned over, and kissed her deeply. I felt her tongue press between my lips. My hand dropped to her breast and squeezed. She gasped into my mouth. Shannon parted from the kiss and looked up at me.

“I want to lick your pretty pussy, Mi,” she said while shifting invitingly.

“How can I resist that?” I grinned and straddled her head with my thighs.

I felt Kelly’s hand comb through my hair, and I turned to kiss her again. I moaned into her mouth as Shannon’s lips pressed into mine. Her hands gripped my ass to hold me where she wanted. Kelly parted the kiss and moved to the bed.

I watched Kelly crawl onto the bed. She faced me and settled on her bottom. I licked my lips as she spread her thighs and smiled back. She crooked a finger at me, inviting me between her thighs.

“I want your mouth right here, Mi,” she growled.

When I lowered to kiss her there, her hand combed through my hair, gripped, and guided me to her fragrant sex. I licked my lips, then dropped my hands to either side of her pussy. My tongue extended as my fingers spread her lips apart. She moaned and tossed her head back while my tongue delved into her flowing sex.

She tasted like warm honey, and I lapped eagerly. I ground my hips into Shannon’s mouth as she pressed her tongue deep inside me. I felt her hand grip and squeeze my ass. The bed shifted as Kelly rolled to grab Shannon’s ankle, then kissed up her thigh.

We all moved to accommodate the three-way connection we craved. Our moans muffled as we licked each other. My hand lifted to Kelly’s breast as I lapped at her clit. I milked my fingers to her nipple and tugged firmly. I felt Shannon shift her chest and imagined Kelly doing the same to her. Then Shannon’s hand slid up my belly and gripped my breast, finding the nipple.

We all groaned together. We seemed to shift into a synchronous wave of sapphic lust. One person would move, and the sensation rippled through our connected bodies. The feeling multiplied by three as expressive moans reverberated from our lips. More licking and sucking blended into another shift that rippled through our writhing flesh, and we moaned out again.

Kelly’s power grew with our arousal, and I tripped into orgasm when it pulsed through me. Shannon licked my juices hungrily as they flowed from my pussy. Then I felt her tremble into her peak. I heard Kelly growl as she lapped up Shannon’s offering. Her thighs clamped around my head, and I tasted a stream of her girl cum as her hips bucked into me.

We swiveled like synchronized swimmers until we reconnected. My mouth lapped at Shannon’s shining lips. I felt Kelly’s lips press into my pussy. Her fingers spread me open, then slid one inside. I panted and fed my fingers into Shannon’s cleft. I heard Shannon’s expressive moan from her first taste of Kelly’s sex.

Another round of orgasms followed—more extensive and prolonged. Our bodies shook with lust and passion. I heard the door open and lifted my head. I smiled at Leah and invited her to the bed. She slid between us, and the three of us latched onto her. Shannon and I sucked on her breasts as Kelly dined on her bare lips.

Leah spread her arms. Her fingers sought Shannon’s and my pussies. I grunted into her breast and felt her press fingers deep inside me. She hit my G-spot as her thumb rolled circles over my clit. She moaned as Kelly started fingering her too. Too quickly, the three of us orgasmed while Kelly feasted on our energy.

We switched around, and Kelly fell on her back between us. The three of us fed on her glowing flesh. She tossed her head back and let her aura free. That put us all back on edge, and we fed her lust until she crested. Her orgasm pushed us over the brink until we shivered in passion’s throes.

We cuddled into Kelly, the three of us. We kissed and petted each other as we calmed. I felt echoes of Kelly’s energy cycle back through us, returning what she had fed on.

The door opened again. Mom and Dad smiled at the four of us. I smiled shyly back and took Leah’s hand as we slipped from the bed.

I called goodnight as my parents went to the bathroom to change out of their day clothes. Leah took my hand, collected our discarded clothes, and returned to our suite naked. We curled into each other, then swiveled to taste each other’s pussies. We pushed to one final peak before pulling blankets around us and slipping into dreamland.

“I’m going to love this city,” I thought as slumber’s darkness enveloped me.


PART TWO

FAIRVIEW FOUNDATIONS


CHAPTER 6
CARMEN
FAIRVIEW APARTMENTS - DOWNTOWN


Iimmediately felt at home when we landed in Serra Bay. Maria also remarked that she was excited to live in this town. I’d lived most of my life in the Northwest. I loved being with this family even as it grew larger. Serra Bay felt much more inviting to my Hispanic heritage. I could feel my heartbeat adjust to the city’s tempo.

The first day felt like a frenzy. The new home tour excited me, but construction had a long way to go before it was livable. It gave us an opportunity to design the bulk of the building for our unique family. I wanted to make life easy for Maria and me. We were charged with keeping day-to-day operations sustainable, and I knew immediately that would challenge for just two people.

I thought it best to design our new home from the beginning with our extended family in mind. Kelly took a keen interest in my ideas. The three of us started plotting a course to create something that felt like home but operated like an inn. It would prove more sustainable than the haphazard redesign of our Oregon mansion’s upstairs.

The first night in the hotel felt different, too. After decades of sharing a bed with Jeremiah, I felt separated from him and the rest of our family. I could act aloof and independent, but I missed my Master in my bones. Lexi had attached to Brooke through their dual awakening, and I was happy for her. I was forming a deep connection with Maria. These relationship changes were new, and I hadn’t fully adjusted. I still felt attached to my Master and mistresses. Sleeping apart stressed me more than expected.

This morning we all met in the hotel buffet area for breakfast. I got to sit with Kelly and Jeremiah. I didn’t share my feelings since we dove right into business. We needed to leave the hotel for something semi-permanent. Sammi had shown Jeremiah the apartments across the street. He wanted Kelly and me to inspect and approve or reject it. Sammi could negotiate price, but Jeremiah wanted to move fast.

I loved it when Jeremiah acted decisive. The last month had taken a toll on him—the family expansion, then Betsy’s sudden death, and Kelly’s mother. After weeks of quiet and brooding, seeing him engage with his calm leadership felt good. It made me want to kneel at his feet and show how much I loved and needed him.

My submission shone best through service, however, keeping the house running and maintaining a schedule. I sometimes felt like the family’s heartbeat. The new additions appreciated it. I didn’t serve for attention. I served because that was who I was.

Sexually, my submission differed. I could dominate Lexi or Maria with great satisfaction; playing with the youngsters was fun, but my inner self soared highest in Jeremiah’s confident grip.

Kelly led the way to the apartment building with Sammi, while Maria and I followed. A walk across the street, then up a flight of stairs to the management office. Sammi had arranged the meeting with the owner. She already had a signed offer in her folio.

The owner gave us a quick tour, starting at the rooftop pool area. It overlooked the harbor with beautiful views—part club area, part sun deck. A perfect space that would attract tenants. Next came the top-floor apartments completing renovation, available immediately. The rooms were generally larger than other floors with two-story lofts. Building structure with the pool and engineering spaces made these prime units. Eight total on top.

The rest consisted of studio and one-room units needing upgrades to match the top floor. He had signed contracts for renovations, so we’d ensure completion on schedule. Nothing we hadn’t done before through our early Bed & Breakfast networks.

I saw no stoppers and told Kelly so. She had a side conversation with Sammi, explaining we’d rent top-floor apartments and occupy them while the purchase stayed in escrow. Sammi and the owner held a closed-door meeting while we waited in the club room.

“One thing we’re missing, Kelly,” I said. “A good full-sized kitchen for meals. Or at least breakfast.”

“Good point,” Kelly smiled. “I bet you already have an idea?”

“Take two upstairs units and make a breakfast nook, kitchen, conference area,” I began. “Nothing to serve continental breakfast for tenants. We made money that way before. Interim, use for family meals, open after house move.”

“That might need permits if upstairs work finishes already,” Kelly mused. “If not, get an extension. Need an architect, revise plans—but good idea.”

“Until then, use small kitchens,” I mused. “One main prep, others cold storage. Workable plan.”

“We need light touch,” Kelly continued. “Idea is rental income after move. Great area, right price. Pay cash—owner happy.”

“Speaking of keeping people happy,” I grinned. “I miss you.”

“I’m right here, Carmen,” Kelly teased with a wink.

“You know what I mean, Mistress,” I said, lowering my eyes.

“I miss you too, mine,” she said, knowing how that word landed.

“I miss all of you,” I confessed. “I know things feel different…”

I couldn’t finish in public. Maria listened, and I didn’t want her thinking I undervalued her attention. I looked at Kelly, and she nodded.

“It’s hard right now,” Kelly agreed. “Doing things as fast as possible is our normal. I’ll talk with J, okay?”

“Thank you,” I said, letting her honorific drop in the waiting room.

Sammi emerged all smiles and retrieved Kelly. Moments later, two people joined them in the office. Half an hour after signing papers, the building was ours. I couldn’t wait to show Jeremiah our plans.


CHAPTER 7
MEGAN
UNIVERSITY CAMPUS - MISSION VALLEY


The following day, over breakfast, Shannon asked me to come with her to Cal State Serra Bay and help her with enrollment. Zac and Beth asked if they could join us to check the admission requirements. I was glad they asked and happy to help them.

The other three made different decisions. Brooke planned to take at least a year off. “No rush,” she grinned as Lexi pulled her out to hike to the pack. Leah wanted to complete her degree, but getting Naomi up to speed took priority. Guiding her through an accelerated track from pre-school to GED would be a good refresher.

So the four of us piled into the blue SUV rental car and drove from downtown north to the valley, then east to the CSSB Campus. Riding with Zac, Beth, and Shannon reminded me of how I joined this larger family. It also made it clear how much had changed since that first afternoon.

Zac’s primary interest was Beth, and they shared the deepest bond. While they still enjoyed other connections, I was happy to see that their love was deepening. Brooke had attached to Lexi, which made sense with their shared quickening into the true Fae forms. I still felt drawn to Lexi, but she was enjoying her freedom. She still wore her silver collar, and her devotion to Jeremiah was strong. Shannon and I had slid into the orbit of the older circle and enjoyed Kelly’s unique shine in our sexy times.

The Cal State Serra Bay was east of the city’s busiest areas, so it felt a bit warmer without the cool breezes off the bay. The heat of late summer made most of the foliage drab, with shades of brown and dull green, a striking contrast to the lush green surrounding us in Oregon.

We parked and walked to the administration building. The campus was charming, with red-tile roofs and white stucco walls. It felt almost like a mission in some places. We split up when we got into the building—Zac and Beth went to look up admissions information, while Shannon and I went to find the registrar and complete her enrollment.

Things went smoothly until she needed to sign up for student housing. I explained to the frazzled lady behind the counter that Shannon would be living locally since we moved our family down for her to attend, and she would live off campus at home.

"Are you her mother?" the registrar we were talking with asked.

"No," I answered. "But she will live off campus. She's an adult. She doesn't need parental permission to live off campus."

"We will need proof of residence," she said as she looked at the paperwork. "According to this, you live in Oregon. She’ll need to register for student housing until we have proof of local residence."

"When is the deadline for registration?" I asked.

"Registration ends Friday," came her droned answer. "Residency forms are along the wall—Next!”

Shannon was frustrated because she just wanted the process finished. I explained to her that the admin circus was part of the game and nothing personal. Welcome to a large university where you’re more of a number than a person in the gears of academia.

"We can get this fixed up soon," I said. "At the very least, we will rent an apartment to get through the paperwork. Jeremiah and Alyssa will get this smoothed out."

"I know," Shannon said. "It's just frustrating. I could check this box today and not worry about it the rest of the week."

"That is frustrating," I agreed. "This happens a lot, so don't let it get to you."

We waited outside for Zac and Beth and enjoyed the warm sunshine. Everyone would need to update their wardrobes, since the weather in Serra Bay was much sunnier than in Oregon. More shorts and skirts, light blouses. I would need to work on my tan because I felt like I’d be wearing more bikinis sunbathing near the Estate’s rooftop pool.

"We should go to the beach," Shannon said. "I haven't touched the ocean yet, not ever."

"I hear the island across the bay has some great beaches," I offered. "There is more due west of here, south of Mission Bay."

Serra Bay actually had two bays—the large harbor where big sailboats, cruise ships, and naval vessels navigated during the day. Then a smaller collection of linked basins called Mission Bay, with its famous marine park. The east-west freeway we took to the university ran along the south side of the smaller bay to the ocean.

When Zac and Beth found us, we all decided to head to the beach and took the freeway until it ended in a small ocean community. After a short discussion, we headed to Ocean Beach, which was a straight shot between the larger harbor area and the busy connected inlets of Mission Bay.

"I just want to put my toes in the ocean," Shannon said after we parked a few blocks away from the public beach. "We can come back another time in bikinis and board shorts.”

"Sounds like a plan," Zac said and pulled off his shirt.

We all smiled since he had a nice chest and abs, though a bit pale compared to the other local men on the beach.

“Zac in a bikini would look hot!” Beth said, giggling. "You need to work on your tan, babe. You look a bit ghostly."

"That's what I'm trying to do!" Zac grinned, waving at bright sun then his bare chest.

We trooped through the sand toward the sound of the ocean, waves crashing ahead. The beach wasn't crowded, but it had enough people to show that this beach town featured blonde girls in bikinis and well-built men, some amazingly muscled. I enjoyed a few mental vacations admiring their physiques, both male and female.

My admiration for female bodies was new to me. I had always seen myself as heterosexual, with males as the primary focus. After the last few weeks with my new family, I enjoyed the different shapes of the female anatomy. And my experiences in the family nest reminded me of female voices, scents, and sounds.

I looked over at Shannon, and she seemed somewhat distracted by the local scenery, as well as Beth. A glance at Zac and the faint blue glow was evidence that the bare flesh of bikini-clad girls affected him. I walked faster behind him to catch up. The effect of his blooming aura rustled through the crowd, with couples turning to make out and nipples perking through tight bikinis.

"Um, Zac," I said as I came closer.

God, it was hard to focus when Zac's aura bloomed. My nipples felt like rocks, and my pussy clenched. It was like fire with arousal. I gritted my teeth, thankful Jeremiah had maxed our self-control. I tapped Zac on the shoulder.

"What?" he asked, a bit irritated as he turned toward me.

He looked at me, then past me at Shannon and Beth. We all squirmed in different ways. He was the center of our attention. He also drew open wanton stares from beachgoers. He looked at me, and his eyes widened in understanding. I could tell he tried pulling back his effect, but he struggled.

"The ocean, Zac," I said while pushing him. "Go swim. It'll cool you off."

I guessed, but he nodded. He dropped his shoes and ran for the surf. I picked up his stuff and followed hurriedly. Shannon and Beth caught up, and we jogged behind Zac's trail of divots in the sand.

I dropped my shoes, purse, and Zac's stuff at the surf line and waded into the cold water. It helped as I got waist-deep, then dived into the salty surf. The water was cold, but I needed the shock. Beth and Shannon appeared beside me, and we all laughed. We saw Zac's head bobbing a few yards away and swam toward him fully clothed.

"Forgot the ring?" Beth asked, leaning in close and kissing him. "You need to keep that with your lover."

"Are you okay, Zac?" I asked. The cold water cooled me, but had the same effect his aura did on my nipples.

"Yeah," he said, still a bit dazed.

Thankfully, he wasn't glowing anymore.

"Can you keep it together to make it back to the car?" Shannon asked.

"I think so," he said, still red in the face.

"Shannon and I will go get the car and meet you at the parking lot," I said. "You two follow behind and keep your eyes in your head."

I smiled and kissed Zac's cheek, then grabbed Shannon's hand. We waded out of the surf and picked up our things from the sand. The sand stuck to our legs and feet as we walked back to the car. The cement felt hot on our bare soles, but we moved fast and were soon in the car.

We looked at each other and laughed. Both soaked, our light-colored shirts were transparent, revealing our bra outlines. We leaned toward each other and shared a kiss. Then I backed out and headed to the beach.

Zac and Beth waited, looking like drowned rats, too. We all smiled and laughed at ourselves. The locals gave us strange looks, but we didn't care. The pair piled into the car, and we returned to the hotel.

In the elevator, we started to shiver in our cold, soaked clothes. We made it to the top floor, then they all followed me into my room. I closed the door behind Zac and locked it.

"Everyone strip!" I commanded. "Zac, you know what to do."

Zac's aura blazed to life, and we soon became warm, entangled limbs on the bed. We enjoyed the warmth of Zac's aura and the feel of each other's lips, mouths, fingers, and tongues. We took turns with Zac's cock and ended in a pile of bliss-addled bodies.

I was going to like this town.


CHAPTER 8
JEREMIAH
FAIRVIEW APARTMENTS - DOWNTOWN


Itoured our new building with Carmen and Kelly a few hours after the sale was completed. Technically, we had to wait thirty days to clear escrow before the building was technically ours. The owners informed us they had completed a top-floor renovation and hadn't yet opened the eight units for occupancy. Six lofted units would suit our purposes, so we signed lease agreements and could move in starting tomorrow.

It was directly across the street from our hotel, so it would be easy to move in. We decided to reserve one room for dining and entertainment. The loft bedroom would be off limits to anyone except Carmen and Maria if they wanted to sleep close to the kitchen. They could prepare meals in the central location. Carmen had a plan, and refrigerated food would need to be stored in several units since none of the included appliances would be adequate.

We also leased a pair of studio units on the top floor, with plans to convert them into a conference center, complete with a larger industrial kitchen. That would require some building permits from the city, and while construction wouldn't be extensive, it would take about a month to complete. The apartment sharing scheme would have to suffice until then.

It was going to be a busy month.

My phone rang, and I saw it was from a local number, so I answered.

"This is Jeremiah," I said.

"Jeremiah, it's Kevin," Kevin said. "Do you have time to talk?"

"Sure," I said.

The line went dead, and Kevin flashed into my apartment. At least I figured it was Kevin since the beach bum burnout mask was gone and the board member persona stood before me. He allowed himself a tight smile and offered his hand.

"Thanks for your time, Jeremiah," he said.

"My friends call me J," I offered. "How can I help you?"

"I wanted to nail down the financials for the PB location," Kevin started. "We need to ensure there is no exposure there. I am also having issues finding some fae willing to impersonate the deceased."

"Just a second," I said and sent some thoughts to Alyssa.

Within moments, Alyssa, Brooke, Lexi, and Leah poofed in and joined us. I looked at Kevin and shrugged.

"We have some volunteers," I offered. "What do we need to do?"

"Mostly just appear to live there for now," Kevin said. "I'll take care of the communication and clearing them from their jobs. We need people on the scene for the neighborhood to make the place look lived in."

“So we should come and go mornings and evenings," Alyssa explained in shorthand. "Live there part-time. We can transport in and out as needed."

"That's fair," Kevin allowed. "Keep it on the down low. The units are mostly separate from the main location, which gives them more privacy. We will probably move in new folks after a while. We need some help in the interim. Tiffany is in place, as are De and Jake."

"Brooke and I can do an overnight tonight," Lexi offered. "Then Aly and Leah can go another time. We'll set up a schedule. Aly told us what happened. We can help with clean-up and reconstruction, too."

Kevin handed over photos of the deceased couple. After studying them for a few moments, Lexi and Brooke flashed into their forms. It took a bit of time to get the look just right. Then Aly and Leah practiced. In a few minutes, we had two identical sets of tenants.

"That's a bit disconcerting," I said. "I can't tell any difference. How often do fae impersonate humans?"

"We have guidelines," Kevin deflected. "Remembering your promise, can you all take care of changing the rental payments to something more permanent?"

"Yes, we'll take care of that," I said.

Kevin looked around the room as if for the first time. "So you bought the Fairview?" he asked.

"Buying," I corrected. "We're still in escrow. We're leasing a few units as a base of operations in the interim."

"Sounds reasonable," Kevin said. "The Embassy is nice, but a bit too public for a large family like yours. We should discuss using this place for temporary housing from time to time. Fae like to roam, so we often have some migrants who need a home for a short time.

"We can discuss that for sure," I said. “Sincerely, we are here and want to help. Please ask us for anything you need.”

"We have another location up in the park," Kevin said. "It's old and falling apart. Maybe we can take a look at it together and see what we can do to modernize it."

"What's its function?" Alyssa asked.

"I'd call it administration and records," Kevin stated. "The fae population is pretty static, but it seems to be growing lately. Dormant fae are beginning to recycle more readily. We need to keep our records up to date, identify the reborn, classify, and intervene to keep the peace with the mundane.”

"We'd love to help," Alyssa said. "That is right where my interest is in researching and developing technology to identify different fae types. When can we go see it?"

"Let's let this current crisis settle down first," Kevin said. "I appreciate your help with the deception."

"I'll drive us up to the PB condo this evening so we can get a fix on a landing pad inside the apartment," Alyssa said. "Then we can ensure we keep a tight schedule."

"Great," Kevin said, then vanished.

I looked at Aly and shrugged. "Kinda hard to get a read off that guy," I said.

"He loves us, J," Aly said with a grin. "Can't you see it?"

I found Carmen and continued the tour of our new apartment building, including the top-floor suites. I was confident her plan would work. We checked out of our rooms and moved in later that afternoon. It was a rapid pace, but I was already feeling more secure in our new home.


CHAPTER 9
BROOKE
APARTMENTS - PACIFIC BEACH


Alyssa decided to drive Lexi, Leah, and me in her rental car to the Pacific Beach apartment. Along the way, she filled us in on the details of the situation. The vampire's murderous spree frightened me a bit based on those details. Alyssa smiled and reassured me that she would introduce us to other fae who would help protect us.

I was glad that Lexi came with me because she knew how to handle herself in tight spots. In addition to being an endurance athlete, she stayed fit with various martial arts routines. She inspired me and was also a lot of fun. Her smile was infectious, and being around her made me happy.

Alyssa parked on the street in the shadows of an extended low concrete garage. Then we got out and walked into the garage up to the level of the condos. She went to the door of an apartment and knocked three times, paused, then twice more. Whoever was inside knocked once and then opened the door.

"Alyssa!" a Black woman smiled. "Kevin was saying you were coming over. Come in."

"This is Brooke," Alyssa said as she entered. "She is our dryad. Leah is a mage like me, and Lexi is our kitsune."

"I'm Desiree," the woman said and flashed into her tree nymph form. "Call me De."

I grinned and flashed into a similar form. Tree nymph mundane masks varied because we usually melded into trees and moved through forests. Pushing into an anthropomorphic form was rare for me, and I hadn't quite found one I liked.

"I'll help you, hun," De smiled and hugged me. "It is nice to have a sister in the house."

Lexi flashed into her kitsune anthropomorphic form, which she did repeatedly. Her fur was soft, and I enjoyed watching her. Whether mundane, hybrid, or fox, she was a sexy girl.

"Jake!" De called out. "We got company!"

A Black man lumbered in and saw us all in our fae forms, so he transformed too. He grew a few inches and packed on extra mass while his flesh shifted to the hue of dark stone. He looked powerful, but his eyes were friendly.

"Jake," he said. "Ogre. I've got layers."

He broke into a smile, and we all laughed. We shared hugs, and I felt his firm, warm flesh. He appeared like stone, but his flesh was thicker than human and felt alive.

"So what is the process here?" Alyssa asked. "What things can we do? What things shouldn't we do?"

"Just a second De said. "Lemme text Tiff."

A few seconds later, a cute little surfer chick poofed into the room. She scanned our various shapes and forms and transitioned into her ocean water nymph form. Her flesh turned lightly scaled aquamarine, and her hair became a tangle of soft green tresses with bits of seaweed woven into dreadlock-like strands. Her toes and fingers were webbed. She had a terrific smile.

"Hey," she smiled. "Looks like a party! I'm Tiff!"

We did another round of introductions. We were a family of huggers, so we hugged all our new acquaintances. They seemed a bit stiff at first but then leaned into the warm hugs. When everyone had been appropriately squeezed, De got everyone's attention.

"So the process is still evolving," De explained. "The key is that whenever we go in and out of the apartments, we should appear like the normal inhabitants. If anyone knocks without using the code, appear as the normal inhabitants."

"What about their cars?" Alyssa asked. "We should drive them around some, right? To make it look like they are being used."

"Their keys and paperwork are on the counter in their apartment," De explained. "If you're driving their car, you should be in their masks, though."

"Can we transport in and out?" Lexi asked. "Or do we need to spend the night here?"

"You're basically on call," De said. "Jake and I live here, and so does Trish. I understand you're living elsewhere. During the day, it's expected you'd be at work, so there's no need to stay here during working hours.”

"During the night, we need someone here to answer doors or take phone calls," Jake said. "I'm not sure if we can make an alert or something so you can transport in. Until we can make that happen, this is a sleepover assignment."

"We'll have to swap nights," Alyssa said. "Or find a way to set up a schedule. This should be short-term. Maybe we can get a remote app to work with the doorbell and phone. Then poof back into a closet to take care of the interruption."

"Yeah," De replied. "I understand that once Kevin takes care of the work details, we can shuffle you out and leave this unit vacant. This is supposed to be where we monitor a recycled fae, so for us three, this is permanent."

Alyssa thought for a moment. "We can see about setting up the apartment as a sublease or something. That would give us more flexibility. That's more Jeremiah's side. I'll talk with him about it."

I shrugged at Lexi, and she shrugged back. We were okay with the overnights, and this seemed an exciting way to spend some time meeting new friends.

"We got this, Aly," Lexi said. "Brooke and I can take care of this for a week or two. We will find time to come home and visit—no worries."

"If it's alright with both of you,” Aly smiled.

De waved us over since the hole in the wall was still gaping, and we walked into our apartment. De showed us the deceased's possessions, keys, purses, and identification. Lexi flashed into the female tenant, and I took on the male tenant's appearance.

We posed for our fae friends, and they nodded.

"Looks good, guys," Jake said. "Go out and take their car for a spin. Go get something to eat. We'll talk to you when you get back."

Alyssa hugged us, and she and Leah exited through De's apartment door. I grabbed the car keys, and Lexi followed. Tiff flashed into the neighbor's beach chick appearance and walked with us.

"Can I tag along? I've got the munchies," she smiled.

"Sure," Lexi smiled.

The three of us walked down to the garage. I clicked the key fob and heard the chirp. Tiff pointed to the flashing tail lights, and we unlocked the car and headed out into the evening.

I must say that walking around in the skin of a male human form was interesting. Having changed to this form, I knew what I looked like—a tad over six feet tall, average build, brown hair, hazel eyes. The dictionary definition of mundane. Lexi's form was attractive—five and a half feet tall with straight brown hair, green eyes, and fair curves. I wondered if all recycled fae bodies were made to blend in.

Tiff's human form affected my human form, however. Looking at her in the car's back seat gave me an erection, and I had to shift in my seat as I drove to keep it from becoming uncomfortable. Lexi noticed.

"What's the matter, Brooke?" she grinned knowingly.

"There are some biological or chemical things that happen even in a masked form," I struggled to explain. "Am I cheating on you if this form thinks Tiff is hot? From a make-believe undercover relationship point of view."

Tiff leaned forward at the mention of her name and gave me an accidental view down her deep cleavage, which didn't help my tight pants situation. Neither did her hand reaching between the seats to fondle my package.

"Ooh!" she patted me. "Good to know I can turn heads in a mundane form too!"

"Um, maybe not when I'm driving?!" I asked and pulled into a fast food joint. "I thought we were just getting something to eat."

She slipped her hand back. "I'm sure we can investigate after we're back from dinner. Maybe dessert?"

Something about that didn't sit right with me. I was bisexual, but playing as a man with a cock wasn't appealing at all. Sitting with a stiff appendage between one's thighs was just uncomfortable.

We ordered drive-thru hamburgers, fries, and shakes, and ate in the car as I drove around the Pacific Beach area. It felt very suburban with lots of shops and strip malls. There was a park area near the beach where the avenue ended. We turned around and headed back toward the apartment.

I parked back in the underground parking, and we walked together into our unit. Once inside, I flashed back into my normal mundane mask. "Okay, having a penis is just weird," I shuddered.

Lexi laughed, then poofed away. In a few minutes, she poofed back and dropped a duffel on the floor.

"What's in there?" Tiff asked.

"Carmen's toy bag," Lexi grinned. "Strap-ons can get the job done."

I grinned wickedly and grabbed the bag in one hand and Tiff's hand in the other. Lexi followed along with a little skipping motion.

"I get first dibs on the strap-on, Brooke!" she giggled.

It was going to be fun to make new friends!


CHAPTER 10
LEAH
ENCLAVE - BALBOA PARK


The day after we met at the Pacific Beach apartments, Alyssa got a call from Kevin. He wanted to show her a new place called the Enclave. After Alyssa told me the name, I imagined an abbey of monks making wine. This probably wasn’t that.

Alyssa invited me along, and we took her rental out to the park. Kevin had designated a parking lot and said he’d meet us there. The park turned out to be much more than the neighborhood park I had first imagined. This was a small part of a vast chunk of land. The park’s hills shifted from the lower-elevation downtown of Serra Bay to the valley to the north. It included museums, gardens, trails, and even the famous zoo. We parked in a mostly vacant lot in the southern section.

A businessman in a crisp, tailored suit waved at us as we parked. “Oh, he’s in serious mode today,” Alyssa remarked. I recognized him from the brief meeting at the Fairview Apartments. He greeted us with handshakes. His posture made it clear that he wasn’t the hugging type. Still, his smile was warm, and he remembered meeting me the night before.

“The fledgling mage,” he winked. “Good choice of company, Alyssa. She should know what you know.”

He took us up a path. This early morning, the park was quiet. We soon walked past a thick patch of trees and bushes. Kevin stopped, pointed to a small break in the foliage, and then walked through it. We followed him through.

“This is a safe landing pad,” he said. “We have it protected with spells, so the mundanes give it a good distance. This is where you should enter the Enclave if you’re not in human transportation mode.”

Alyssa and I looked around and noted the landmarks. Something in our Fae minds took a fix on the location and created a waypoint we could safely transport to and from in the future.

“Okay, now follow me back this way,” Kevin said. He slipped back through the break in the foliage and onto the path. He gave us a quick background as we walked to a larger building, which was primarily in an ornate Italian Renaissance style.

“The area has always had a heavy Fae population,” he explained. “When the mundanes moved in, they never felt comfortable making this area a place for houses or neighborhoods. The hills would have made that difficult. They ended up cordoning off the area as a park, then adding many buildings and attractions. The Enclave is underneath all of their development, hidden and protected in plain sight.”

The scent of eucalyptus hung heavy in the air, sharpening my senses as we moved deeper into Fae territory. My skin tingled with the subtle hum of protective wards—a comforting buzz that grounded my budding magic.

He walked along one of the pavilion’s sides, uttered a spell after a quick look around, and we all felt fuzzy. I recognized the sensation as invisibility. He pulled an ornate trim piece, and a part of the wall retracted. He pushed it aside, revealing a dark hallway behind the door.

“This is a bit archaic,” he said, “so pardon the fumes.”

He bent and grabbed a torch lying next to the wall, dipped it in a pot of flammable liquid, wrapped a cotton strap around the tip, and lit the end. With a wave of his hand, the door closed, leaving us in a small alcove illuminated only by torchlight.

“Why not use a luminous spell?” Alyssa asked. “This seems nearly barbaric for magical folk.”

“Huh. Good point,” Kevin said. He doused the flame, bathing us in darkness, cast a spell, and a brighter light shone from the tip of the unlit torch.

“Fae can sometimes be slaves to tradition,” he shrugged. “It’s why I wanted to bring you both here. We could use a fresh pair of eyes.”

Now bathed in a bright white supernatural glow, the interior revealed a series of interconnected caves—barely finished stalls at best. As we walked down a hall, some rooms were occupied by various Fae creatures. Some engaged in menial tasks, such as mending clothes or repairing equipment. Others used the rooms as sleeping quarters.

“The common stalls here are multi-purpose,” Kevin narrated. “An individual Fae takes a spot and uses it for work, sleep, or whatever. It’s first-come, first serve. Has been for many years.”

The next area was open but sparsely furnished with simple tables and benches. Some assorted Fae sat paging through old tomes, making notes by candlelight. Others referenced lists and scribed notes in another book.

“This is the admin area,” Kevin said with an apologetic shrug. “The hardest task we have in dealing with aeternal beings is figuring out where everyone is. We don’t procreate, and we don’t die. So there are no births and deaths.”

“Shouldn’t the population be static then?” I asked. “Just migration from one area to the next?”

“Partly,” he said. “Remember, we live in the human world. Some faeries are fine with living out lifetimes out of sight from humans. That’s hard to do here, in such a populated area. Most of us adopt a mask or a human form. For mages, it’s redundant.”

“Brooke and Lexi need their masks,” Alyssa clarified. “They can’t go around in their normal Fae forms.”

“Right,” Kevin said. “But after a few years, as the mask remains the same, the mundanes who interact with the masked Fae start realizing they aren’t aging.”

“What happens then?” I asked.

“They get suspicious or envious, then begin to suspect something nefarious,” Kevin said. “It’s odd. Humans need magic, but once they sense magic is around, they reject it—often violently. Ever hear of the Salem Witch Trials?”

“Of course,” I said. “But that wasn’t magic. Salem was more mass hysteria than outright magic.”

“So the history books say,” Kevin said, looking at Alyssa. “What else is said about history?”

“The victors write it,” Alyssa said. “So who won?”

“Only humans died in the trials,” Kevin said. “Fae had no casualties. It took a bit of effort to influence them towards the mass hysteria angle.”

“Really?” Alyssa said.

“We play a long game,” Kevin admitted. “Anyway, the negative human response to magic—we’ve taken to calling it by a shorthand: pitchforks.”

“Like the villagers in the movie Frankenstein?” I asked.

“Yeah, sure, kinda,” Kevin shrugged. “Sammi has nothing better to do than watch movies in her free time, so she has this knack for pop-culture vernacular.”

“Okay, let’s get back to the point,” Alyssa said. “Keeping track of the Fae population. Over time, Fae that interact with humans need to—what, die?”

“Well, appear to die,” Kevin allowed. “We call it recycling. Purposefully selecting a new mask is sometimes enough. Each Fae handles its mundane resources appropriately and carries on with a new life. The people who know them rarely suspect.”

“So no Fae ever dies?” I asked.

“Their physical form can expire, some violently or sometimes innocuously,” Kevin allowed. “But Gaia usually recycles them into a new form, out of whole cloth. That’s what will happen to the two Fae that Vlad killed. They will pop into existence, having no memory of childhood and no connections. Those are the types of Fae we have trouble keeping track of.”

“So they lose track of themselves,” Alyssa said. “Are they tabula rasa—an empty slate?”

“Mostly,” Kevin said. “They are recycled. They can live like that indefinitely as a mundane. They need a shot of magic to jump-start them and be reborn into their usual Fae form. Overtime older memories can be accessed, especially with a quick recycle.”

“And if no magic is around?” I asked.

“They go dormant,” Kevin said. “They live mundane, unmagical lives, then die. Recycle and do it again and again.”

“So over time, your population is dwindling,” Alyssa said. “You need to find the mundane recycled Fae and reboot them with magic.”

“That’s the idea,” Kevin nodded. “Except maybe we don’t want to recycle dark, malicious Fae.”

“Can you tell the difference?” Alyssa asked.

“No, and that’s the other problem,” Kevin said. “Sammi wants to magic all the dormant Fae and deal with the consequences. Help them, bend them towards the path of light. She believes that over lifetimes, Fae will all turn towards the light and become good.”

“A bit optimistic,” Alyssa shrugged. “But not too far off from concepts of karma and reincarnation from human religions.”

“It’s also reckless,” Kevin said. “Vlad is a prime example. Why do we want to bring a blood feeder into the modern age? The only thing that’s going to happen is trouble. Better to keep them dormant.”

“Trap them in an unmagical hell?” I said.

“Makes my life easier,” Kevin shrugged.

“It’s practical,” Alyssa agreed. “If we can figure out the sorting problem—how to identify a good Fae and a bad Fae before they are reborn, we can recycle them.”

“There’s the rub,” Kevin said. “And it’s one reason we try to keep records. If we know who is in the population, we know who is troublesome and who isn’t. When we know who is missing, it becomes a math problem.”

“A lot of variables,” Alyssa said. “And are you trapping bad Fae, or Fae that have made bad choices in a circle they can’t escape unless random acts of magic are applied?”

“Gaia’s problem,” Kevin complained. “I didn’t invent the system. I’ve just figured out how it works.”

“You drove a wooden stake through Vlad’s heart,” Alyssa said, “knowing he would be recycled.”

“Yeah,” Kevin confessed. “Recycling is sometimes like a slot machine. An expired Fae can recycle anywhere in the world. It’s up to Gaia. An accidental death usually stays in the same area. An act of violence usually pushes them into a different region.”

“Less conflict,” Alyssa theorized.

“No longer my problem,” Kevin shrugged. “We tried to help him, made a community, gave him options. In the end, his nature did him in. He needs human blood to survive. Same for all vamps. They are a menace to good human relations.”

“What other types of Fae are problems?” she asked.

“Feeders in general,” Kevin replied. “Vamps, succubi, incubi. It used to be categorized as Seelie and Unseelie. Now we use Light and Dark. Light is helpful. Dark is destructive.”

“Succubi are always dark?” Alyssa asked.

“I’ve never met one that wasn’t,” Kevin admitted. “It’s the nature of energy feeders. They draw in energy from humans and leave behind the shell.”

“I need to introduce you to Kelly,” Alyssa smiled. “I know she can drain. I’ve seen her do it to a bad human. But she can also recharge. She revived someone from an energy drain.”

“I suppose it’s possible,” Kevin allowed. “Feeders might be able to use their powers beneficially, but that means they have to thrive on less energy. Feeders are generally greedy. They want more. I think they will inevitably go off the reservation at some point.”

“I have a personal question,” Alyssa said. “I remember being young, a child. Kelly does too. According to what you’ve told us, that shouldn’t happen. We should always recycle into a mature, mundane form.”

Kevin scratched behind his ear, then walked over to a wood nymph. She looked a bit like De from last night, a little like Brooke. He asked to look at her book, and she nodded, then retreated deeper into the Enclave.

“What’s back there?” I interrupted.

“This series of catacombs has tunnels all under the hills,” Kevin said. “We want to modernize, but—I mentioned that faeries enjoy tradition, right?”

He flipped through the books. The dates listed were a few decades ago. Then he paused on a page and read through the glyphs of notes.

“There have been times where a Fae has…” he paused, unsure of the word, “ceded their current incarnation to save a human form.”

“Meaning?” Alyssa asked.

“They voluntarily use their power to revive a deceased human to become their next Fae incarnation,” Kevin explained. “They get a complete reset. Remember, the Fae are static. We don’t procreate. We are aeternal. As a race, we were created in a moment by Gaia to live forever.”

“So this reset?” Alyssa asked.

“They start over. Their incarnation ends, and another begins in a moment,” Kevin explained. “The human soul is usually expired—an infant death, stopped breathing, a tragedy. The Fae will relinquish their Fae incarnation to restart fresh in a human incarnation. They have no memories of past lives. As they age, they gradually develop Fae powers, as you’ve described. Other times, they manifest suddenly like a rebirth. Ceding incarnations was a fad about thirty years ago. Many of the Fae were disappointed with their past lives. Felt trapped in a cycle of evil. It’s not suicide, but it’s close.”

“Fascinating,” Alyssa said. She walked deeper into the open space, lost in thought.

“Should we be able to remember our past lives?” I asked Kevin. “I’ve never tried to access that. I’m newly reborn but don’t know how long I was trapped.”

“The longer you’re trapped, the harder it is to get the memories back,” Kevin nodded. “They might not be accessible, if you want my advice. Live this life. Don’t look back on past incarnations.”

“That’s probably the best,” I smiled. “Thank you for the advice.”

“Okay,” Alyssa said. “So what do we know? How many total Fae are there in your area?”

“I think between five and fifteen thousand,” Kevin shrugged. “Paper records are hard to maintain, and it’s the last thing anyone wants to do.”

“We need to automate things, bring in some newer technology, update the interior,” Alyssa said. “We can help with that and provide funds for the materials.”

“That’s generous,” Kevin said. “Did I mention that this is a secret enclave, and we don’t want to draw attention to it?”

“We can work out the details,” Alyssa said with a shrug. “We have a family of thirteen able-bodied people for the labor. We just need to figure out how to pull in materials, maybe through a closer portal to a different, more hidden exit. Leah, I want you to bring Shannon up here. Megan and Naomi, too. Start working through the records. Bring in your laptops.”

“I want to bring Kelly in here to get her ideas on remodeling the place,” she looked back at Kevin. “Aside from administration, what else is this place used for?”

“Temporary lodging,” Kevin said, pointing to a giant troll slumped into a bed too small for him. “They rest here after a rebirth. We check to ensure they have a proper mask, then gauge their lightness before sending them back into the wild.”

“Okay, I understand,” Alyssa said. “Do we need to let you know anytime we come to the Enclave? We might come in pairs to do some planning, then get back to you with a plan, say by Friday.”

“Come and go as you like,” Kevin said. “Let me know when you think you have a workable plan.”

We left with Kevin, returned to our car, and drove back to the apartments. The revelations lingered in my mind like the earthy scent of the caves, opening new layers to our world. I couldn’t wait to dive into these projects.


PART THREE

ENCLAVE SHADOWS


CHAPTER 11
SHANNON
ENCLAVE - BALBOA PARK


Ipulled up in Aly’s rented SUV and parked where Leah told me to. In the car with me were Jeremiah up front and Naomi and Zac in the back. The half-siblings were good friends but couldn’t resist teasing each other. Jeremiah shook his head at their shenanigans, not wanting to play father to his adult children.

Leah walked toward us. She had teleported earlier. We hugged and followed her up the path. Leah walked around the corner, then—making sure no one was within eyesight—cast a spell that made me feel blurry. I’d been invisible before, and it was always slightly odd. Leah tugged at the trim, and a door appeared.

She cast another spell at the wall, which glowed a cool white-blue to illuminate the entrance. She waved us all through before sealing us in and reversing the invisibility spell.

The place felt creepy, dusty, and old. The air smelled of damp earth and something faintly metallic, like forgotten coins in soil. The walls weren’t finished, and torches dimly lit the passageways. Candles flickered in the main room. Leah gathered us around a table for the rundown.

“Alyssa and Kelly might join us,” Leah said. “I’m not sure when they’ll be around. This is the Enclave—just the tip of it. If we want to improve the interior, we need a way to pull in supplies. The Enclave is protected from transportation by many spells and wards. So it must be manual from a secluded landing pad inside the Enclave itself.”

She looked at Jeremiah and Zac. “The caves and tunnels run through the heart of the park above us. We need to discover if there are other entrances, more secluded than the one we just entered. Jeremiah, can you and Zac explore and see if you can map out the tunnel system?”

Jeremiah took a moment to pull out his phone and grinned. “Amazingly, we have internet connectivity inside, so we must not have much metal above us. We can use GPS to create a map as we walk, then overlay it with a surface map. We should be able to figure something out.”

Jeremiah and Zac disappeared behind us. We watched Zac’s flashlight illuminate walls and openings in the distance.

“What are we going to do?” Naomi asked.

“We’re doing research,” Leah said. “Take out your laptops. We can work until we lose battery power for now.”

“What are we researching?” I asked. “How creepy ancient Fae dwellings are?”

Leah smiled and pulled up a stack of large, dusty books. She piled them on the wooden table we sat around.

“The first thing we need is to figure out how to do a census,” Leah explained. “These books are their records of comings and goings. Probably incomplete, but it’s all we have. We need to determine the different types of Fae and how many are currently living in the area.”

“That’s gonna take more battery power than we have,” I shrugged. “So I guess we’ll have many more trips in store to creepy caves.”

“Yeah,” Leah nodded. “We can’t take the books out of the Enclave. So we’re kinda stuck.”

“Can we take photos with our phones?” Naomi asked. “We could go back and study in the apartments with more power and better lighting.”

“Good idea!” Leah said. “Let’s do that. Maybe we’ll be finished when Zac and Jeremiah return.”

We divided up the books, flipped through the pages, and took flash photos. The lighting wasn’t great, and some pages were poorly preserved. We might need to return to some pages and review them manually. I started a quick list of the books’ names so we could reference them later.

The dust tickled my nose, a gritty reminder of centuries hidden underground, but the glow of my phone screen made it feel like a secret adventure. Zac’s teasing grin from earlier lingered in my mind—I couldn’t wait to catch up with him, Beth, and Megan over this later.

A couple of hours later, Zac’s flashlight came back into view. Jeremiah and Zac looked tired, but they gave us a thumbs-up. We put the books back in their proper places. Leah carefully led us out of the Enclave entrance, then waved as we drove off.

This was going to be fascinating, trying to decipher the pages. While the Enclave was a creepy, dark mess, the material was intriguing. It would be good to get Megan’s perspective as well, with her history background.


CHAPTER 12
CARMEN
UNDER CONSTRUCTION ESTATE - LA JOLLA


We had been busy for a few weeks. Our move into the Fairview Apartments was simple, but we had to take care of the essentials. Shannon, Zac, and Beth all finished the admissions process and will start classes in a few more weeks. Kelly and I drove up to the Estate to check on the progress.

Alyssa and her team were involved with a special place she called the Enclave. She wanted to meet us there later today. I was intrigued. We were all so busy, yet we had settled into a steady pattern of busy days and indulgent nights. Jeremiah had reserved a special night with just me.

I loved that Jeremiah took the time to focus on me. The warmth of his touch still lingered on my skin, a spicy trace of cumin and smoke from our last shared meal. I felt spoiled yet ashamed that I needed his attention so badly. He assured me it was because he needed me. How that man could erase my fears, entwine me in his grip, and put me in my place was beautiful. His dominance over me was always steady, which made submitting to him so easy. My Master knew exactly what I needed. I had to scold myself for thinking he would forget me.

The Estate was getting closer. The kitchen and eating area still needed some work and appliances installed. The contractor wanted our sign-off on the lower level—the level we would occupy as a family. We had changed the floor plan and layout the most for that part of the resort.

The resort was built along the side of the cliff. The top level had a pool deck, which was in fair shape. We didn’t need to change that much. The entry was at the top of a round atrium with stairs down to the first level. The resort had three levels in total. The rest of the top story was service areas outside of the entry.

The second floor was in the original design, with sixteen luxury rooms—eight on each side of the central circular atrium. Half of the rooms would remain guest rooms, while the other half would be converted into a kitchen and buffet for meals. We would add office space and conference rooms to support our ongoing operations.

The lower level was designated our living area. The sixteen units were entirely converted into ample open space. Only weight-bearing walls and columns remained. The outer walls became a long stretch of bay windows. The one-way glass would reflect light from the outside, but the ocean view was uninterrupted. We converted the interior walls along the face of the cliffs into a collection of smaller rooms for clothes storage and private spaces. Two spacious open shower areas were built into the spaces between the open living and the private areas. Between the two shower areas were private baths, a sauna, a gym, and dressing rooms.

The expansive living area on the lower level included two large sleeping areas. Each space was made with three king-sized mattresses pressed together. The entire family could fit in one room among the various sleeping areas. The extra half would give us even more options. The two spaces were partitioned apart by load-bearing walls. Other more intimate spaces were arrayed with smaller beds, sofas, ottomans, chairs, and tables. It was at least four times as large as our old home.

We signed off on the renovation, leaving the contractor with a small punch list of minor defects. He said he’d finish the list at the same time as completing the second-level area in two weeks. We would be ahead of schedule. Kelly made some notes and lists for furnishings and details. We could start moving in as soon as the kitchen was complete.

Kelly and I were excited as we pulled out of the gates of the Estate and headed toward the park and the Enclave. Neither of us had been there before. Alyssa had been there a few times, but her attempts to describe it confused Kelly and me. We’d have to see it firsthand.

We pulled into a parking lot in the park, and Alyssa was waiting for us. She had us follow her up the path and along the side of one of the ornate buildings. She cast a spell, and I felt a bit fuzzy. Then she opened a door and walked inside. When the door shut, the odd feeling went away.

The inside was dim. Some walls had actual torches as lighting. The further back into the open caverns, the darker it got. It wasn’t a living space; it was a cave. It needed a lot of work. The air carried a cool, mineral tang, like fresh tortillas cooling on stone after the comal's heat.

“Electricity would be nice,” Kelly said, and I nodded in agreement.

“Jeremiah is trying to come up with a solution for that,” Alyssa explained. “Public utilities for hidden faerie hideouts are a bit tricky. He’s also working on running water and sewer. The plant needs to be working.”

“Yeah, we can’t do much until that’s in place,” I said.

“What I want,” Alyssa said, “is for this front space to be a controlled resort-style area. We will have transitioning Fae moving through this area, and I want them to feel at home. So a standard inn-type feel with maybe a dozen rooms and an eating area.”

She waved her hands as she walked farther into the space, cast a spell, and a wall illuminated, deep into the cavern, bathing the area in light. She walked toward it and turned to face us.

“Behind the inn spaces,” she continued, “I want these spaces to be modern office-type spaces. A large lab for research. An operations room, like in our practice, for coordinating different things. We will need to figure out communications and networking. Jeremiah thinks that it will be easy, as the cellular signals are clear.”

“Do you have measurements?” Kelly asked. “Maybe we can start with a rough floor plan.”

“Jeremiah has a pretty good scan of the area,” Alyssa nodded. “We’ll get you a file with the dimensions to start planning. The problem will be building materials. We have to bring them in through a large tunnel. Jeremiah and Zac are working on the plan. It should be a couple of weeks before it’s ready. We may have to purchase a lot that abuts the park.”

I was at a loss. This space was a bit creepy. I didn’t recognize the many types of creatures. They all seemed friendly and captivated by Alyssa. She could charm most people, so I wasn’t surprised she had a similar effect on Fae folk. I didn’t know how we would get from this place’s derelict condition to the fully functioning space that Alyssa envisioned. What I did know was that she’d figure it out.

I smiled as I watched her. She was engaged and focused. The cavern's echo amplified her voice, rich with that unyielding determination I admired. I felt confident that nothing could stand in her way. Kelly had a similar look—her focus was different, but like her mother, Betsy, she refused to believe in obstacles. I would follow this pair anywhere, and I knew they would listen to me if I saw something that needed to be changed.

“We’ll figure it out, Aly,” I smiled.

“Yes. We always do,” She grinned.


CHAPTER 13
JEREMIAH
FAIRVIEW APARTMENTS - DOWNTOWN


Early morning calls are never fun. Early morning calls from Oregon are even less fun. I looked at my phone while untangling from Kelly. It was my lawyer. I pressed answer as I stood by the bed and walked downstairs to take the call in the kitchen.

“This is Jeremiah,” I said quietly, not wanting to wake anyone upstairs.

“Jeremiah, it’s Thomas,” said my uncle’s oldest son. “I have some bad news. Dad passed away in his sleep last night.”

I didn’t know what to say at first. Shock rooted me in place, the cool tile under my feet a stark anchor amid the fog settling in my chest. Uncle Thomas wasn’t even my blood uncle. He had been my mother’s closest friend when I was growing up, my confidant since her death when I was eighteen. He knew all of my secrets and was loyal to all of my family—even the new additions, which he took in stride. He had quickly helped Naomi with a new identity for her age, done efficiently and effectively.

“I’m sorry, Thomas,” I said. I knew he didn’t like to be called Tommy. “What can I do? Do I need to fly up?”

“No,” Thomas said. “There isn’t much to do that requires you to come up here. It was sudden but not unexpected. Dad had been having heart troubles for a while now. The doctor says it was probably an infarction while he was asleep. He didn’t feel any pain.”

“I appreciate your call,” I said. “If I can help in any way, please let me know. I want to attend his service when you decide to have it.”

“Dad wasn’t big on ceremony,” Thomas said. “I need to check his will.”

He paused, like he didn’t know what to say. I waited in much the same frame of mind. The kitchen clock ticked softly, each second pulling me deeper into isolation, the weight of loss urging me to withdraw.

I couldn’t help thinking of everything I relied on my uncle for. He handled my financials. He managed my will. I usually delegated anything to do with wealth to Thomas, who helped me grow even wealthier through investments.

“I need to come down to see you,” Thomas said, interrupting my thoughts. “We just got a package by certified mail that I need to bring to you personally. I also want to ensure I can take over Dad’s responsibilities with your assets.”

“I can fly up there,” I said. “I’m sure you need to be near your family.”

“Frankly,” Thomas admitted, “I think I need to be away for a day. Mom has things handled, and…I think it’ll be easier for me to make the trip.”

“You’re sounding cryptic,” I said.

“Well, in practical matters,” Thomas explained, “your charter airline is still based here. It would just be easy for me to fly down and fly back, even cheaper than you getting a commercial flight.”

“I’ve never worried much over the price of a plane ticket,” I said. “It’s your decision, though. Tell me when to expect you, and I’ll meet you at the airport.”

“Okay,” Thomas said. “Let me call you back this afternoon when I have everything settled.”

“I’ll be here,” I said. “Goodbye, Thomas.”

I disconnected and put the phone on the counter. I felt Alyssa’s thoughts as her arms wrapped around my chest. Kelly’s cheek pressed against my shoulder as she hugged me from the side.

The apartment we rented was a two-level loft. The upstairs sleeping area was open to the downstairs, so they’d heard my side of the conversation. The other parts were effectively transmitted through our mind mesh. I didn’t have to explain anything. They focused on just comforting me.

I stayed quiet through breakfast, my thoughts retreating inward like fog over the bay. Carmen gave me a few extra slices of bacon, which I appreciated with a smile. The younger generation sensed my grief on the mesh and gave me space. After breakfast, Lexi and Carmen joined Kelly and Alyssa to sit with me.

We shared stories from when our family started, focused on how Uncle Thomas was always on the fringes of our relationships—much as we had told our stories after Betsy, Kelly’s mother, passed away suddenly. We didn’t have many friends that were our parents’ age, so this season of dealing with loss would be short for us. It didn’t make it any less painful.

As we were telling stories, Thomas called to let me know his flight would be landing in the evening. I promised to meet him, and we would get him a room in the Embassy Suites across the street.

While we waited, the five of us reminisced on how they had all first met Uncle Thomas. Carmen’s memory made us smile. She had lived in poverty for so long that the understanding of suddenly being wealthy made for a good story, which Carmen told with her usual good humor. We all smiled at the memory of our first days as a family.

The story of becoming wealthy was always tricky for me to recall. I didn’t want money; I wanted my mother and father. What I could remember from my youth was being raised by my single mother and often making it from month to month financially. Her life insurance policy made money much less of an issue when she died just before my high school graduation in a car crash.

My maternal grandfather had become wealthy by owning large swaths of land outside the growing town around the university where I grew up. He developed some of the lands, sold some of the lands, and was wise with his decisions. After my mother’s death, he revised his will to establish a Trust in my name. When he passed away my first year of college, I stood to inherit his legacy after I turned twenty-one. Until then, my Trust ensured I didn’t have to worry about tuition or rent.

When the five of us—Alyssa, Kelly, Carmen, Lexi, and I—moved into my house, which my grandfather had owned as a rental property for decades, I had just found out about my father’s legacy. My wealth was doubled, although much of the money was held offshore in accounts funded by the illicit activities of the United Priesthood through the evil actions of my paternal grandfather.

After we destroyed the influence of the remnants of the UP, we reinvested the money into a network of bed and breakfast inns in the western states. With the help of Kelly’s mother, Betsy, those investments helped us assist women who the UP had trafficked and increased our wealth.

Alyssa and I started a successful practice, continued to make long-term investments, and sold the bed-and-breakfast network to a Silicon Valley startup, which created a war chest. After deciding to relocate to Serra Bay, we quickly purchased the resort we were renovating and the apartments we were living in. Much of the cost of those new investments came from Kelly’s mother’s inheritance—much of our wealth was still untouched.

Uncle Thomas’s insight and guidance had a significant influence on our affluence. I had some worries that without the wisdom of Betsy and Thomas, we might see our good fortunes reverse. The five of us started discussing how to make sound financial choices as the time to pick up Thomas from the airport approached.

I took Kelly with me to the airport. Thomas had known her for most of his life as my wife. He hadn’t known officially about the structure of my family until after Betsy’s death. It felt proper to keep up appearances. We waited for him in the charter terminal lobby. I welcomed him with a handshake and then pulled him into a hug. His eyes betrayed his emotions, and his forced smile showed he was still in shock from losing his father. The sterile hum of the airport lights pressed in, amplifying the quiet ache of shared grief.

“I wish you had let me come to you,” I said. “You should be with your family.”

“I’ll be back by tomorrow afternoon,” Thomas said. “With this business completed, I won’t have it tickling the back of my mind.”

“What is bothering you?” I asked as we walked to the car.

“Mostly mundane things in the final liquidation of your assets in Oregon,” Thomas said, hefting his briefcase. “There are some papers I found in Dad’s office this morning that need signatures. Also, a certified package was delivered that concerns your mother. I wanted to give it to you personally.”

He stopped abruptly as we reached the car. I opened the trunk, and he hefted his overnight bag and briefcase into it. He slid into the front seat, and Kelly sat in the back as we pulled out of the parking lot and headed to the hotel.

“Do you mind if we discuss business in the morning?” Thomas said, looking suddenly weary.

“Not at all,” I said. “You should rest. Just call me in the morning, and we can meet.”

“Thanks, Jeremiah,” he said.

He slipped into silence from there until I handed him the key to his room.

“I’ll call you in the morning,” Thomas said, hefting his bag from the trunk and walking into the hotel entrance. The weight of unspoken words hung heavy, drawing me further into solitude.


CHAPTER 14
ALYSSA
FAIRVIEW APARTMENTS - DOWNTOWN


The news of Uncle Tommy’s death shook Jeremiah much more than he showed. He was processing the loss of what was essentially the last member of his family. I didn’t understand what having a family was like, but Jeremiah had known Tommy for literally all of his life. He was the only person outside of our family he trusted with everything. Thomas was the only person who knew Jeremiah’s secrets. Being near Jeremiah and sensitive to his thoughts made that understanding palpable, a quiet ache echoing through our mesh like distant thunder.

When Jeremiah returned with Kelly from picking up Thomas from the airport, I was expecting to see Thomas. That he went to his room without further revelations wasn’t overly concerning. His insistence on flying down to meet with us seemed odd. I remembered what it felt like when Betsy passed; all of us were numb. It seemed shockingly discordant for Thomas to fly away from his family so soon after his father’s death.

There was little I could do about that, so we all turned in early. We didn’t engage in sexual shenanigans. Our original family comforted each other, focusing on Jeremiah, and rested fitfully through the night. Lexi, as usual, was the first up. She dressed quietly, then went on her run. Kelly and Carmen awoke soon after and headed to the gym together.

I lay on my side and watched Jeremiah sleep. Since arriving in Serra Bay, he had a different energy. He was more assertive and confident. He was always in control, but he seemed to assume a higher level of responsibility. I sensed that his lack of assertiveness as Zac awakened had complicated the creation of our expanded family. Now, in a new locale, he felt even more responsible for our well-being. The morning light filtered through the blinds, casting soft patterns on his face, highlighting the subtle lines of worry that grief had etched deeper.

Since the start of our family, Jeremiah would silently delegate things to the four of us. We’d drive the details, usually with me coordinating the plans on our mesh. Jeremiah could watch and react, only rarely providing direction if he felt it necessary. Now, after Zac’s awakening and doubling the size of our family, it felt like he wanted to take the reins and lead more overtly. I respected him for asserting himself. The loss of Thomas would be a critical point of inflection. I reasoned he could become even more assertive or relapse into complacency.

I smiled into his eyes as he woke up. I wrapped my arms around him and kissed his forehead. He squeezed me tightly and kissed me softly on the lips. Then he shifted and sat on the edge of the bed. He turned and looked back at me.

“I think we need to find a new lawyer and diversify our finances,” he paused. “I don’t think Thomas knows what we need, and his lack of candor on why he needed to fly down immediately—hasn’t left me with a lot of confidence.”

“I don’t disagree, Jeremiah,” I said. “But he just lost his father. I’m not sure he even knows which way is up.”

“That’s fair,” Jeremiah agreed. “Maybe I feel like we need to cut ties with anything else in Oregon. It was fine with Tommy. I trusted him with everything. I don’t have that same level of trust with Thomas. I’d also like to have our local resources. Dealing with someone a thousand miles away isn’t going to work long-term.”

“That’s true,” I said. “We could find someone local. I wonder if Sammi or Kevin might be able to help.”

Jeremiah checked his phone and read a message from Thomas aloud.

Thomas Jr.: Call me when you're up.

Jeremiah shrugged and dialed back, standing up and roaming to the window overlooking the courtyard of the building.

“Hi, Thomas,” Jeremiah said. “Did you get any sleep?”

I consciously kept from eavesdropping on the call. It was up to Jeremiah’s judgment whether to include me in his dealings with Thomas or not. I felt like he probably would; that was common when he dealt with his uncle. I was feeling a bit troubled by another shift in our lives. I hadn’t had a great track record with my judgment since Zac had gained his powers. Part of me felt like Jeremiah’s stepping up more directly resulted from my lapse in judgment regarding Zac’s impromptu pool party. The courtyard below bustled faintly with morning life, a reminder of the world's persistence amid our private storms.

“Is it okay if he comes over here?” Jeremiah asked me.

“Do you want me to go someplace else?” I asked.

Jeremiah looked at me oddly and shook his head.

“No, I need you with me, Aly,” he said. “I always need you.”

“Then yes,” I smiled, wondering if my self-doubt was leaking. “Say fifteen minutes?”

Jeremiah nodded, then spoke to Thomas, and hung up.

“I’ll go down and meet him and bring him up,” Jeremiah said. “Share a quick shower?”

“Of course!” I grinned and joined him in the bathroom of our temporary apartments.

After a quick shower, with a bit of indulgent fondling and stroking, we dried and started getting dressed. I selected something casual, as did Jeremiah. It didn’t take long, and he was soon ready to head downstairs to meet Thomas.

“Let’s meet in one of the other units,” I offered. “The others will soon be back from runs and gym; they’ll want to shower.”

“Yeah,” Jeremiah said distractedly. “Find an empty one, and let me know.”

I found one of our available apartments empty and sent a thought to Jeremiah with the number. I arranged the table in the dining room for three people, then waited for them to arrive. Thomas greeted me with a half-smile, which was about par for the course with him. I kissed his cheek, guided him to the table, and then locked the door.

“I’m sorry for all the cloak and dagger,” Thomas said when I returned and sat beside Jeremiah. “I wanted to get you these papers on your finances, as well as something that came in the mail for Dad. He never had time to open it. It is from Pine Bluff.”

“Pine Bluff?” I asked. “Something from my mom?”

“I’d imagine,” Thomas said and slid over the envelope to me. “It’s addressed to you, Alyssa.”

“How are the finances holding up?” Jeremiah asked. “I know we’ve dented Betsy’s inheritance pretty bad. All the other investments still holding?”

I lost track of the conversation, looking at the envelope from Pine Bluff. My mother, Rebekah, had never been great at communicating, so a package was unlike her. We were both independent, and while I’d call her from time to time, since the recent upheaval in our lives, I hadn’t gotten around to checking in with her.

She had run the bed and breakfast for a dozen years after we eliminated the Priesthood influence. She stopped managing the day-to-day a few years back but still lived in her same room, as far as I knew. I tore open the package, and inside was a folder about an inch thick, another envelope sealed with a label. It was her will. I searched for the cover letter on top of the stack of paper in the folder.

The handwriting was unknown to me, so I scanned to the bottom. It was from Miriam, an older woman who had befriended Rebekah after we had gutted the cult’s leadership. They had become quite close, I remembered. I scanned back up to the top.

Alyssa,

I'm sorry this has to come by post. I don't have your phone number. I wanted to give you my condolences in person, or at least by phone. But all of your numbers have changed...

I blinked and gasped. Rebekah was gone. The paper trembled in my hands, the faint scent of aged ink stirring memories of dusty books and unspoken regrets.

Jeremiah tore himself away from the mundane conversation on money to look at me. I looked at him, and my eyes filled with tears. I was confused because while it was nice to know I had a mother, we’d never gotten as close as I would’ve liked, and now that was never going to happen.

I handed Jeremiah the paper and then leaned into his shoulder.

“Aly,” Jeremiah said. “I’m so sorry. This is a shock.” He turned to Thomas. “I think we need a couple of minutes, Thomas. I’m sorry. It appears that Alyssa’s mother passed away after we moved.”

“That explains the certified mail,” Thomas said. “They must have had Dad’s address on file. I’ll find some coffee and be right back.”

Thomas left, and I hugged Jeremiah tightly. I kissed the base of his neck and just squeezed. I didn’t have words, and I usually did. I pulled back, took the paper from Jeremiah, and scanned down the page.

She had died quietly, in her sleep. No trauma—just stopped breathing. Miriam found her the following day after she hadn’t met her for their usual breakfast. They had tried to contact us but had run out of options. I shook my head. I should have let her know our new numbers and addresses. I felt horrible that I hadn’t been able to say goodbye.

The last time I talked to her was after Betsy canceled her planned summer trip. Betsy never told us about her terminal cancer until it was too late, which was probably why she decided not to travel to Montana. Rebekah had said all was fine. The business ran smoothly, and the inn provided many opportunities for the few families still left. She sent her love to the family and Naomi, and then we said goodbye.

I looked down, sad at the realization that my daughter would never know her grandmother. Rebekah had barely seen her on a single trip we had made when Naomi was just a baby. I shook my head. My emotions were all over the place, and my rational mind was somewhat shocked that I had feelings for a woman I barely knew.

Jeremiah tore open the envelope. It was a summary of her will. We had agreed years ago that anything she had should be returned to the inn and used to support the remnants of the UP widows and families. It was good to know that’s exactly what she had done. It wasn’t much, and Jeremiah brought up that we should find a way to help the widows more—a trust or something.

Thomas returned, and I started paging through the rest of the folder. Letters that Rebekah had written to me but never sent. They looked to have gone back to the time we freed her from her enslavement to Deacon, the head of the United Priesthood cult. I wished she had sent them; I would have loved to be pen pals.

I put them aside for later and returned my focus to the discussion with Jeremiah and Thomas. They were amiably chatting about shifting Jeremiah’s legal and financial work to a more local operation. Thomas had a few connections. Jeremiah wanted to assure Thomas that the decision was for practical reasons. Thomas understood and assured Jeremiah that changing things wouldn’t negatively affect his livelihood. He never really had much to do with Jeremiah’s business; it was only recently that he’d even known about the family.

“Will that be an issue finding another organization?” Jeremiah asked. “Our arrangement is atypical, and I don’t want to draw any undue attention to our personal lives.”

“Attorney-client privilege is pretty iron-clad,” Thomas assured him. “But I’ll find some good references, and you can do your search and interviews. I can continue to handle your funds until you decide to shift things permanently.”

“Good to know that we’re still solvent,” Jeremiah grinned at his jest.

The total amount of our assets had grown even with the significant investments we recently made. It was a bit surprising, but the economy was in good shape, and the rising tide was lifting our boats. We’d have to keep an eye on the trends.

“I’ll work on that trust for Rebekah’s estate,” Thomas said. “Sorry again for the weird trip. I wanted to make sure you got that personally. I should be getting back on that plane.”

“The timing is terrible,” Jeremiah said. “Give our love to Connie and let us know when the service will be. The five of us want to be there.”

“Certainly,” Thomas said, shaking hands and then leaving.

“So much ado about nothing,” I smiled. “I’m sorry you stressed all night over it, love.”

“I’m sorry to hear about your mother, love,” Jeremiah said. “Her passing isn’t nothing, my love. I wonder if I was sensing something off, and it triggered my anxiety.”

I looked at Jeremiah. We hadn’t had much alone time. I wanted to get something off my chest about many things. This might be a good time. I took his hand and guided him to the sofa, and sat quietly, then pushed my glasses up on my nose.

“Jeremiah,” I said softly. “I wanted to tell you how much I am sorry that I made the wrong decision about handling Zac’s awakening. I still feel torn up about how I led us in the wrong direction. I feel like I’ve lost confidence in my decisions, which affects how we work together.”

“Aly,” Jeremiah said. “We’ve been over this. We both fouled up, and we learned from the experience. I don’t think any lasting harm will come of it.”

“My confidence is a bit shot,” I admitted. “I think you’ve compensated by being more assertive, which I appreciate. I want—no, I need—to know that you still have confidence in me.”

“Alyssa,” Jeremiah said, looking directly into my eyes. “I am always confident in your wisdom and judgment. That’s never wavered. The circumstances of Zac’s awakening and his connections happened so quickly that we never had time to evaluate and discuss them. It was zero percent your responsibility.”

“I can stop time,” I smiled. “We could have taken the day…”

He laughed at that. “I still am getting used to the idea of magic and how it’s woven into all parts of our family,” Jeremiah said. “If there is anything to my being more assertive, it is about finding the quickest way to get us settled, so you can focus on what that means for us and our interests.”

“Well, we need to get closer to Kevin,” I admitted. “There is a lot I need to learn from him.”

“Kevin better lead, follow, or get out of the way, babe,” Jeremiah grinned. “Don’t let him be a reason not to press for what you think is right. He seems steadfast in doing things the way they’ve always been done. We all need to put that mindset behind us and focus on the future. From what you’ve told me, magic has declined, and we need to reverse that trend.”

“I’ll take it up with my team, lover,” I smiled. “Thank you for your confidence in me. You are doing a wonderful job looking out for all of us. I think we all need to do our part to have each other’s backs. Like in the old days. You point; we’ll figure out the details.”

“We’ll get there, I’m sure,” Jeremiah said and leaned over to kiss me tenderly, then deeply.

“We need to make up for the lack of sex this morning soon,” he smiled. “I’m hungry, though.”

“Not hungry for me?” I laughed, getting up to gather the papers from the table. “I’ll never be as good as bacon, will I?”

He laughed along with me, and we made our way to the breakfast that Carmen had made. A new day was dawning, its promise laced with the bittersweet tang of change.


CHAPTER 15
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The morning was a bit weird. I left Brooke in the Pacific Beach apartment so I could be with Master after he heard the news of Uncle Tommy’s death. That made two special people in our lives who had passed away in a few short months. I didn’t sleep well and got up early to run along the harbor as the sun came up, the salty breeze whipping my hair like a kitsune's tail in the wind. Then I showered and poofed back to PB to wake up Brooke.

She always enjoyed my wake-ups. I crawled under the covers and nestled between her legs, teasing her until she groaned and spread wider. She signaled to go harder, so I slid my fingers inside and curled them up. From then, it didn’t take long for her to soak my mouth with her orgasm.

We switched places, and she reciprocated so generously. We rarely used the strap-on, but the double dildo got a bit of action this morning. As we ground into each other, our voices lifted into deeper moans. I heard—we still needed to fix the wall between the two apartments—De encouraging Jake to pound her harder.

Were we a bad influence on our neighbors? Probably, but who cares—trouble's my middle name.

Satiated by our sapphic tryst, we showered, shifted into our mundane disguise forms, and Brooke drove us out to our “work.” Which was to drive down the road, find an empty parking lot, flash back into our typical forms, then go to the Enclave. We parked and walked to the secret door. With a little invisibility spell and a yank on the lever, we disappeared inside, the cool cave air hitting like a sly whisper.

We’d worked at the Enclave for a few days, mostly cleaning out junk and carrying it deeper into the catacombs. Jeremiah and Zac had finished their survey and found a few properties bordering the cave network’s outer limits. The Enclave had a lot of tree-nymphs that Brooke befriended. Through them, she discovered she could touch a root system and move through the tree trunk to the surface.

It was fucking incredible, and she could do that near the identified properties, then spy from the tree to the surrounding areas. After we reconnoitered the places, we found one building on the edge of the park. It was in an industrial zone but not presently occupied. That should be promising.

I smiled as I saw Jeremiah, Kelly, Carmen, and Alyssa arrive. I jogged over and hugged my forever family tightly.

“Do you want to check out that property with me, little one?” Jeremiah asked me. “You and Brooke?”

“I’d love to, Master,” I said. “Who else needs to come?”

“Kelly wants to look at it,” Jeremiah said. “Have you seen Sammi?”

In a flash, Sammi appeared. I wondered how she knew she was needed if she wasn’t part of our mesh. She always smiled mysteriously and claimed coincidence. Sneaky fox like me—love it.

“Did you need me, Jeremiah?” Sammi smiled.

“We want to look at an industrial lot that butts up against the Enclave system,” Jeremiah said.

“Let’s go,” Sammi said. “The sooner we find a spot, the sooner we can start making changes.”

The five of us left and took Jeremiah’s car to the lot. The property was a low cinderblock abandoned car repair shop, then a sprawl of an empty lot with piles of car parts. The lot ran right along the park’s limits and was a bit of an eyesore. The actual business didn’t matter. It would be a front for supplies and possibly a way to provide power and water to the Enclave areas. If we owned it, the financials would be under our control.

Brooke wandered along the back of the lot and pointed to one of the cypress trees overhanging the chain-link fence.

“The Enclave caves are right there,” she said to Jeremiah.

“How deep?” Jeremiah asked.

“Twenty feet?” Brooke offered. “These roots are pretty shallow.”

“Not bad. We can plan out a basement for more storage,” Jeremiah theorized. “Then tunnel over from there after the contractors leave.”

“I bet I can find a crew that would do the complete job,” Sammi smiled. “There are Fae-run businesses like yours that wouldn’t bat an eye to help modernize the Enclave.”

“Kelly?” Jeremiah asked. “Will this fit your needs?”

“Yes,” Kelly said. “We can use this as a warehouse to store building supplies for our projects. Would fit right in with the JACKL cover business.”

“Make the offer, Sammi,” Jeremiah said. “The sooner we can close, the better. We can get the cash if we close escrow and start renovations.”

“I’ll see what they say, Jeremiah,” Sammi said and pulled out her phone.

I grinned at Brooke and walked over to where the trees started, mischief itching under my skin like foxfire sparks.

“Want to race back to the Enclave?” I asked with a grin.

“I’ll beat you like a drum,” she boasted with a smile.

“We’ll meet you back at the Enclave, Master!” I called.

I climbed the fence, flashed into my fox form, and took off into the park. Brooke melded into one of the cypress trees and soon flashed through their network of branches. I knew there were some gaps, so I’d have a chance—if I hightailed it.

I was sitting in the middle of the landing pad, barely panting with my tail flicking, when Brooke slid from the trunk of a nearby tree.

“Damn gaps,” she said.

I flashed back into my standard form and took her hand.

“Better luck next time,” I grinned. “I’ll be thinking of which toy I want to use on you tonight for the rest of the day.”

We walked back to the entrance. We met Jeremiah and the rest back at the door, then proceeded into the depths of the Enclave to the tree that Brooke had identified.

“Sammi,” Jeremiah started. “If we assume the entrance is here, can we get a team to start smoothing this out to have a path to the entrance directly? We can get that part done while we’re closing on the property and digging the new basement level on the new property.”

“I’ll talk with the leaders of the ogres and trolls,” Sammi smiled. “They love digging and creating caves.”

“Great,” Jeremiah said. “Let me know what we can do to reward them for their efforts. I’m not sure how to pay Fae.”

“We enjoy the Benjamins as much as anyone,” Sammi said with a wink. “Most of the Fae have a human form and don’t mind accumulating cash for their alternate forms.”

“Just let me know the rate, and we’ll get this setup,” Jeremiah said, then looked up as Alyssa joined us. “This will probably be our entry for building supplies, Aly. Do you think that will meet your needs?”

“This will be excellent,” Alyssa said. “We just need a way to get power inside quickly—power and water.”

“Sammi said she’d look for Fae-run contractors. Hopefully, we can find one that can do electrical and plumbing and get this area situated as a services station,” Jeremiah mused. “We can fund the utilities as part of the building storage property itself. This will look like part of our business.”

“I’ll find someone,” Sammi said. “We can connect the two properties before the end of the week.”

We all filed back to the central Enclave. The cleanup had made the rough caves and overheads more consistent. The place was shaping up quickly, but there was little more we could do without power and building materials.

We split up. Brooke and I headed back to Pacific Beach and Carmen’s bag of toys. I wondered if Tiff would be up for some fun, her scent already teasing my thoughts like a playful illusion.


PART FOUR

LEGACY RENEWED
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The Enclave was shaping up, and the new modern rooms were nice. The common area served as a good place to meet and eat. We had also constructed some office space behind as we expanded into the underground caves below the park. In the last few months, Shannon, Naomi, and I had transferred all of the old paper-based Fae census data into a database.

The possibilities seemed endless with the addition of electricity and internet from our new building at the edge of the park. Shannon was on a new assignment with Zac and Beth helping. We needed to check the work of the now electronically maintained census physically. With Aly’s help, we got a random sample of over ten thousand records to test the accuracy. It was Shannon’s team’s job to test the validity and, if necessary, make contact to confirm the data.

So while they did field work, Naomi, Alyssa, and I worked on how to identify trapped Fae and collaborate with the established Fae network to determine who needed to be reborn. Thanks to Kevin and Sammi’s influence, the Fae we were already in contact with were friendly and eager to help. Alyssa called the new work our FAEINT, after a similar term for human intelligence. The hum of fluorescent lights mingled with the faint earthy dampness, grounding my focus amid the data's endless scroll.

We passed the information from the old books to teams like De and Jake in the field. They would make contact and observe as the dormant Fae went about their mundane lives. When the opportunity was ripe, they would trigger a rebirth with a bit of magic or a bite from their venomous fangs. Then the newly reborn would be brought to the Enclave for observation.

It was a random process, and the resultant reborn Fae would often be completely different from their mundane appearance. Alyssa wondered whether we could get better information from their everyday signature using a forensic process. She invested in some forensic technology, and the field Fae were trained to capture some of their DNA or saliva.

What we found by examining the trapped Fae forensically was fascinating. Their DNA appeared completely normal—just what we’d expect to see from an actual human. It was the composition of their fluids that was different. The liquid discarded from any human sample, we examined closely and found a structure similar to the double helix of a DNA strand. We started testing that and cataloging the slightly different strands from each new Fae we found.

It was slow work. It didn’t respond well to human testing methods. The only two characteristics that seemed consistent were alignment—the direction of rotation of the structure shaped like a spring—and strength or resiliency, how rigid the structure was. We did some blind testing and found correlations between the newly reborn powers and how they saw the world. The microscope's glow cast ethereal shadows, mirroring the elusive patterns we chased.

As Kevin told it, the lore was that all Fae were separated into Seelie and Unseelie, which had evolved into the current concepts of light and dark alignment. The light would be conscientious toward humans, and the dark would oppose their presence. We had been able to associate those two alignments with the rotational direction of the substance we found.

It was at least someplace to start.

So we captured the information we gathered from the dormant Fae and kept the census data aligned after our teams awoke them, updating as we observed the Fae before releasing them. It would take a few years to see if this meant anything, but at least it was a start.

“So, what if we discover a dark, powerful Fae?” I asked absently while working on some samples.

“Hmm?” Alyssa asked absently. “Are you asking if we should still wake them up?”

“Yeah, kinda,” I shrugged. “I mean, that’s why we are doing this, right? To keep the newly rebooted Fae aligned with our goals. Stop any damage before it starts. Not allow another Vlad incident.”

Sammi stepped into our room and looked around. It wasn’t rare that she showed up, but she often popped into the Enclave about the same time we’d have interesting conversations. I never knew if she did this on purpose or not.

“The alignment of a Fae isn’t permanent,” Sammi said softly. “Each reboot gives them a chance to learn, adapt, and hopefully realign.”

“Was Vlad particularly powerful?” Alyssa asked Sammi, pushing her glasses up.

Sammi shrugged and looked around as Shannon, Megan, and Naomi turned to focus on her. Sammi found an empty chair and crossed one leg over her knee, a pump dangling from one of her toes.

“Before all of you came along, we never really thought about how powerful one Fae was versus another,” Sammi explained. “I didn’t know Vlad well. Nymphs and vampires don’t always run in the same circles. Jake seems to think he was an average vampire, with vampire-like problems.”

“Such as?” Naomi asked innocently.

“Addicted to human blood?” Megan ventured, and Sammi nodded. “I agree with Kevin on this. Any vampire will eventually cause trouble. It’s their nature. We shouldn’t automatically wake up vampires if we have any foreknowledge.”

“There are some humans addicted to bad things,” Shannon said. “Should we eliminate smokers, alcoholics, and drug addicts? How can we know if someone is a serial killer? Should those who fit a serial killer’s profile be incarcerated without committing a crime?”

“I believe that Fae and people alike can make different choices,” Sammi said. “Fae are aeternal. We don’t get one chance; we get many. Every reset and rebirth is a chance to chase the light and an opportunity to choose differently.”

“This is a fascinating conversation,” Alyssa allowed. “But a bit premature. We don’t have nearly enough information on any of the ones we’re tracking to make a decision. We must awaken them and observe.”

“I wasn’t saying we shouldn’t,” I said. “I thought maybe we could intervene, have a positive influence. Isn’t that what you’ve always done in your counseling, Alyssa?”

Alyssa paused and thought for a few moments before nodding. “Yes. Although relationship counseling isn’t always about avoiding violence, it’s more about finding something complementary in your partner and seeing how the synergy is mutually beneficial. Jeremiah’s powers help.”

“Couldn’t he help Fae, too?” I asked. “You always say he helped you be able to love him fully? So obviously, he can shape Fae’s moral curves and self-control.”

Alyssa looked at me and smiled, then turned to Sammi and tilted her head.

“Should that be in our reawakening process, Sammi?” Alyssa asked. “Screen, observe, and adjust. Do an early intervention to help that reborn realign toward the light?”

“I don’t know what that means,” Sammi said. “But I know you and Jeremiah have good instincts, and in the short time I’ve known you, that’s true of your whole family.”

“Jeremiah can influence and resolve conflict within someone’s moral structure—what they see as good or bad. Zac and Naomi also have this ability,” Alyssa started. “The normal way to influence moral preferences is ongoing psychiatric care and support groups.”

“Like Alcoholics Anonymous?” Shannon asked.

“Yeah,” Alyssa nodded. “A group care format is the most effective way for humans to self-assess and adjust. It’s deeply personal work and takes a long time. It can be powerful, but it isn’t always. Morality curves are always shifting. Jeremiah’s power can do in an instant what months, if not years, of counseling can accomplish.”

“So…” Sammi asked. “What you’re saying is we should observe closely any newly reborn Fae, evaluate their direction, and then—if necessary—involve your special powers to quicken the process.”

“Potentially,” Alyssa said. “We are still having this conversation prematurely. We don’t know what results this data will produce. It is still something that we should keep in the back of our minds.”

We all turned back to our research, and conversations retreated to quiet thought-sharing across our multiple mesh networks. The subtle vibration of the equipment hummed through my fingertips, a steady pulse amid the ethical currents swirling in my mind.


CHAPTER 17
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Our new home—or what Jeremiah called the Estate—was getting the finishing touches, and the move-in date was ready to be scheduled. There were a few odds and ends to take care of, last-minute punch lists, and furniture delivery was already on the schedule. The contractors were installing the kitchen and major appliances this week.

We needed to coordinate with our moving company to move our things from storage to the Estate, unpack, and then decide where everything went. I had a collection of spreadsheets with the inventories and room lists, and was having trouble matching them to get things organized. The scent of fresh paint and sawdust lingered, a heady mix that made my skin tingle with anticipation.

That was all my usual business. It never ended with my different projects. I was overseeing the completion of the renovation of the Enclave, which had been in terrible condition. The upgrades to our property at the park border were necessary to give it the appearance of an active business while concealing its purpose as a utility station for the Enclave. All while shepherding the changes to the Fairview apartments and loft, Lexi saw an opportunity to use part of that property for an expanded playroom.

My priority was to finish the Estate and give us a single place to live. I was aching to have the whole family in one area instead of scattered into several lofts at the Fairview. The threesomes and foursomes I’d enjoyed for the past month were barely acceptable. My energy was low, and I realized that I was hungry. For the first time since that night with Jeremiah at the beginning, I felt empty, a hollow ache pulsing low in my belly like an unquenched flame.

Alyssa must have sensed my unease. She walked into the room and leaned to kiss me behind my ear. “I miss the JACKL days, my love. I miss them very much. Do you ever wish we could return to when our magic was new, and we could indulge in such decadent ways?”

I tipped my head back and groaned at the memory. Alyssa’s touch always made me glow, and I felt her tremble as she sensed my energy pulse. She gripped the back of my head, twisted my lips to meet hers, and kissed me in a torrid collision.

“You need to feed, sister,” she growled. “I know you do. I can feel your hunger. Feed on me. I can take it.”

I closed my eyes and let go of my controls. We were in one of the finished rooms at the Estate. It had become my office. I knew it was safe to unfurl my aura, expand it more than I could even in the Fairview apartments. I felt the waves of others sink under my influence. Alyssa shuddered at the feeling of my power blooming. She twisted my chair around, fell to her knees, and pressed my thighs open, lowering her mouth to my leaking sex as her eyes lifted.

“Mind the workers, my love,” she whispered to my clitoris. “Just me for now. We can christen our main bedroom tonight with all of us.”

I nodded but hung on the edge, inhaling the sexual energy my expanded aura enveloped, savoring the fresh arousal of the unexpected workers. I shook my head, found some tenuous control, and shrank my aura back down. My fingers pushed through Alyssa’s hair as she licked and sucked my folds, savoring my taste as if it were ambrosia.

“So hungry,” Aly sighed, and I knew she felt my hunger.

More power seeped into me, making me tremble. I feared I’d lost control, and my eyes flew open. But shocked expression turned feral, my tongue sliding over my fangs as I watched Carmen, Maria, and Jeremiah walk into my office. Jeremiah closed the door, looked past Alyssa kneeling and servicing me, and tilted his head.

“Fuck,” he said eloquently.

Jeremiah stroked his erection through his pants, then pushed them down after kicking off his shoes. Maria helped Carmen undress, and then Carmen did the same for Maria. Alyssa pulled her mouth from my pussy as she moaned, feeling my power ripple through her synapses, and her eyes lidded as she looked around.

“Anyone else? Megan or Shannon—Beth?” Alyssa asked Jeremiah.

“Not here. They’re on their way…” Jeremiah said, then gripped my head and fed me his cock.

Alyssa nodded and pushed back to her feet, stripping her clothes until she was naked, giving Carmen a look that made Carmen sink to her knees at Alyssa’s feet. Maria took Aly’s place between my thighs as Jeremiah worked his thick cock between my lips. “Fuck yes, thank you,” I sighed, feeding on the energy that flowed effortlessly from Maria and Carmen’s human flesh.

Alyssa pulled Carmen’s head between her legs, standing spread and leveling her gaze at Jeremiah as her head tossed back at the feel of Carmen’s tongue.

“Good, she needs those girls. She’s so hungry. We need to feed her,” Alyssa said.

I pulled my mouth off Jeremiah’s cock and pushed him back. My fingers felt like claws as I gripped and ripped my dress from my flesh. I glowed a bright golden hue, my flesh became soft like fur, and I growled as my eyes focused on Jeremiah and slunk toward him. It felt oddly natural as I pushed him back onto the floor.

“Kel?” Jeremiah asked, his eyes widening in shock.

“Fuck me, J,” I growled.

I inhaled the energy, feeling Carmen shiver as I fed from her. I grabbed Jeremiah’s cock, looking down at my hands—long talons on my fingertips as I stroked his thick shaft. I straddled his hips, pushed his crown into my folds, and tossed my head back as I felt his hips drive home.

“Madre Dios,” Maria shrieked, tearing my focus from Jeremiah.

I looked over my shoulder and saw Maria grinding her sex on Alyssa’s face. Carmen was on her knees between Alyssa’s legs. They glowed as they felt my power, and I drank deeply from their lust. I swung my gaze back to focus on Jeremiah. My taloned fingers pressed into his chest as I rode his cock.

“Fuck, babe,” Jeremiah said, his head tossed back, eyes closed. “Fuck.”

He was at a loss for words. I drank from him too, and it fed me deliciously. But it was the pair of human sluts I craved. I heard the door open, and Shannon strode into the room with Beth and Megan on her heels. I licked my fangs and pulled their energy into my body. They looked shocked for a moment when they saw me, but as soon as Megan closed and locked the door, they stripped naked.

“Is this what you need, Kelly?” Megan asked, pressing her tits into the warm fur of my side.

“Yesss,” I purred, pulling their energy into me, greedy for more. “More, I need more. I’m so hungry.”

I rode Jeremiah’s cock as Megan pressed into me and sucked a needy nipple. Her hand ran up my back and over my wings. I felt a hand touch my tail and then looked to see Beth lower and latch onto my other nipple. Flashing my eyes down to Jeremiah, I growled when I found his face covered by a delicious pair of thighs. My lips curled into a feral grin as I lifted my focus to her sexy torso and then fell into Shannon’s blue eyes.

“Mmm, yes,” I purred a growl. I leaned into Shannon, my eyes flicking between her bright blue eyes.

“Goddess,” Shannon moaned as her eyes dulled and blurred her vision—mesmerized by my gaze. I drank deeply from her, watching her buck into orgasm and gush over Jeremiah’s face. I bared my fangs and leaned into Shannon, my claws lifting her chin as I sank my fangs into her neck, injecting her with my venom. I wanted to possess more of this creature trapped in my grasp.

“My love,” Aly said.

I felt her hands tug my head up, her eyes dropping into mine. “Kelly, love, pull back.”

I felt her in my mind. “But I’m so hungry, Aly,” I whimpered.

I felt my being shift into human form at Aly’s prompting. I whined into Aly’s lips as she kissed me, rolling my hips on Jeremiah’s cock, feeling him ejaculate again. How many times had he done that just now?

“Better, my love,” Alyssa said, her lips lowered. “Remember to push some back, just a little.” Her kiss was fierce.

I nodded into the kiss and pressed my tongue into her mouth. My power level had risen, and I felt more like myself. Alyssa’s thoughts encouraged me, and I knew she’d keep us all safe. I had learned how powerful she was, and I thanked the stars for giving me such a treasured sister.

Blinking, I looked around the room. Maria and Carmen were locked into a sixty-nine, bodies undulating as they rode through another orgasm. I sipped from their lust, quenching a bit more of my thirst. My eyes met Shannon’s. Her eyes rolled back as she rocked her hips on Jeremiah’s mouth. I worried for a moment before her gaze returned to mine with her usual sultry smile.

“Fuck, Kel, you bit me,” she said, as she came apart on Jeremiah’s tongue. “So fucking good.”

I looked down, and Megan and Beth were locked in a kiss stretched over Jeremiah’s abdomen. I pushed my fingers into their hair and sipped some of their lust. They shuddered through orgasms as I returned a little energy to them. I felt my peak coming and arched back. My hands supported me as my hips ground up and down on Jeremiah’s cock. The pair of girls turned and lowered their heads between my thighs. Shannon lapped at my clit, then let Beth have a turn. I groaned as my head rocked back and felt my edge slip closer.

With my eyes closed, I felt Aly’s thighs straddle my head. My eyes snapped open, and I focused on her slick, bare labia, the glint of her clit ring flashing as I opened my mouth and sucked her sex. My tongue lifted and flicked over her clit. I pushed a bit of my power into Alyssa, and she shrieked and came, bathing my tongue with her offering.

My whole body tensed, and I felt my orgasm overtake me. My lovers shuddered around me as my power forced another peak from their flesh. I drank a bit more, shivering in bliss. Then slowly, I drew my aura back inside me. The bodies around me slumped as they relaxed into pleasure.

Shannon slid off Jeremiah as I curled down and kissed my husband deeply. I was thrilled at how my breasts compressed against his chest. I inhaled his shallow breaths and breathed into his mouth while pushing my power back into him. I rose and let my aura expand slightly, checking each one of my lovers, ensuring they had a balance that I hadn’t fed from them too drastically.

Then satisfied, I pulled my power back and relaxed against Jeremiah. I rolled off him. A soft whimper left my lips as his cock slid from my pussy. I settled into his arms and felt Aly push into my back. The rest of my lovers drew near as I slipped into a dream.

“Kel,” it was Alyssa’s voice.

I blinked my eyes open and stared into her blue eyes. Before speaking, she smiled at me, combing a curl from my eyes. “There you are. We need to talk when you’ve woken.”

I felt myself nod. My brain felt a bit fuzzy—blurry. I closed my eyes and tried to remember what I was doing before I napped. Then my eyes shot open, and I stared at Aly. Fear and dread crept up my spine as I remembered morphing into my Fae form.

“Is everyone okay?” I asked. “I…I didn’t mean to.”

“Shhhh, love,” Aly said. “Everyone is fine. You did so well. It was a surprise, but you needed more than usual. I’ve been reading some things, and I wanted to discuss them with you.”

“I bit Shannon,” I said in barely a whisper.

“She told me to tell you that she’d thank you alone for that later,” Alyssa said, a feral grin on her lips.

I felt my eyes widen as Aly bared her fangs, leaned into my neck, and drove her fangs into my flesh. I felt the wash of her venom jet into me, and I arched in response, trembling from the magic. Alyssa moaned as she sucked a bit, then her tongue swiped over the punctures, pulling back and licking her lips.

“What the fuck?” I breathed quietly, my eyes lifting to hers, full of questions.

“We are Fae, Kel,” she said as if that explained why she bit me. “We all have fangs; we all have venom. It’s how we share our magic.”

“We’ve never done that before,” I said, and then I remembered the taste of Shannon’s blood on my tongue. I shivered a bit at the memory and the bliss it brought me. “So we’re vampires?”

“No,” Alyssa laughed and pulled me off the floor and onto my feet, then guided me to the sofa in my office, and we sat naked near each other. “Well, I’m not. You’re more of a psionic vampire. You feed on lust and passion, but not blood. That doesn’t mean we don’t savor the taste of human blood a bit. We need a part of them, and we feed them the magic they need.”

“Have you lost your mind?” I sighed. “Are you rereading Tolkien?”

Alyssa grinned and kissed me softly. “Kel, we were so ignorant of who we were. We are much more powerful than we ever imagined.”

“Okay, now you’re sounding Star Wars-y,” I giggled.

“I’ve been researching and talking with Kevin and Sammi. Their knowledge has been beneficial.” Ally explained. “I understand why you morphed. I understand what you need. You are not who you think you are. This…” she rubbed her hands on my shoulder—down my side. “This masks your true self. You are a succubus, Kel.”

“I like this me!” I said. “I fear my monster inside.”

“It’s not… You’re not a monster, Kel,” Aly said firmly. “You can wear your mask, but you need to come to terms with who you really are—an immortal magical creature that consumes sexual energy. Your natural form appears as a lioness with a tail and wings.”

“Oh my god,” I said, laughing at the absurdity. “Where did you get the mushrooms, and will you share?”

“I’m not hallucinating, Kel,” Aly said soberly. “If you search your feelings, you’ll know I’m right.”

“And we’re back to Star Wars,” I said. “Look, Aly, it was a slip. I needed to feed. We haven’t had much time since we moved. I’ll be fine. I am fine. I feel much better.”

“Kel,” Alyssa said, drawing out the L sound.

“Aly, I’m FINE,” I nodded. “We need to plan for moving into the house. Do you think it would be fun to invite some of our old JACKL hosts to a party? We finally have a space large enough to have a proper orgy.”

Alyssa leaned back and looked at me, then she smiled. “Yes, that will be a good idea. I think we could all use a good orgy. The more of… the JACKLtypes, the better it will be for you.”

Alyssa stood and pulled back on her dress. I puzzled over her words as I rose and did the same.

“JACKL types?” I asked.

“The ones we saved from the UP, Kel. Humans. You need to feed from humans more than Fae,” Aly said as she exited my office.

“What the fuck does that mean?” I asked the empty office, then got back to my work. The lingering taste of skin and energy danced on my tongue, a sweet promise of more to come.


CHAPTER 18
JEREMIAH
MEXICAN CANTINA - OLD TOWN


Iallowed Alyssa to enter as I opened the door to the dimly lit interior of the Cantina. It was Wednesday, around two in the afternoon, and the Mexican food diner was empty, save for Kevin. In his standard white-collar appearance, he glanced up and waved us back into the dark of the back room. Alyssa smiled and leaned past Kevin’s outstretched hand to give him a hug and kiss on the cheek.

“We hug, Kevin; it’s what we do,” Alyssa smiled.

I shook Kevin’s hand and slid beside Alyssa while Kevin returned to his side. He scooped up some salsa on a giant tortilla chip, ate it, and waved his hand toward us.

“I keep coming back for this salsa,” he said between bites. “Best place in town.”

I leaned in, helped myself, and enjoyed the spicy fresh taste and the chip’s crunch. The bold cilantro and pepper bite lingered on my tongue, a wry reminder of how even mages craved simple comforts. I looked over at Alyssa, and she lifted an eyebrow and nodded. Neither of us hadn’t had a lot of contact with Kevin, but when we did, he always seemed a bit stiff and disconnected.

“So, how can we help you? Did the rent at the apartment work out for you?” I asked, ordering a beer from a passing server.

“A margarita, please,” Alyssa said before turning back to Kevin. “We also wanted to discuss the next steps for the Enclave. You know we’ve made great strides.”

“Yeah, perfect,” Kevin said, wiping a bit of salsa from his lip. “I recommend the fajitas, by the way. The rent thing went perfectly. Hopefully, we can move in new residents soon so your people can move out—unless they want to help Sammi discover the trapped recycles.”

Alyssa shrugged. “We can talk with them about that. About the Enclave…”

“Alyssa,” Kevin interrupted. “You’ve got carte blanche at the Enclave. Do what you think is best. What I need to discuss is a bit larger scope.”

“Oh?” Aly and I said simultaneously.

“Yeah,” Kevin nodded and relaxed back into his bench, arm lifted across the back. “I’ve been promoted to director of the Southwest region.”

“There are regions?” Alyssa said as I tilted my head.

“Well, we don’t necessarily follow lines drawn on the map. My general area of responsibility covers southern California and Texas, including all of the open spaces there. Believe it or not, this area is sparser than the desert regions and the Rockies. Most of the Fae abandoned the populated areas as California grew with the human population,” Kevin explained.

I think that was the most words I’d ever heard Kevin speak at once. Guy's got layers—like an onion, or a really good enchilada.

“I want to promote you to my spot,” Kevin said to Alyssa. “Not immediately. I still need to mentor you on some things. You took a lot of initiative with the Enclave. The population here trusts you implicitly. Sammi speaks highly of you, and that’s a big plug.”

“Promote me,” Alyssa said. “Kevin, I have no clue what you’re talking about. I work for Jeremiah at JACKL.”

“That’s just your day job,” Kevin shrugged. “I think you know that JACKL and the Fae in this region are linked with how entwined your family has become. Our purposes are aligned, just as you projected when we first met.”

We paused as we placed our order with the waiter. Kevin got the fajitas, Alyssa had a fiesta salad, and I opted for a chimichanga with steak fajita filling. The waiter nodded and smiled.

“That’s Chet,” Kevin said in passing. “He’s one of us, too. That’s why I meet here so often. Chet knows how things work.”

“One of us…?” Alyssa said, trying to pull a bit more information.

“Yeah,” Kevin said. “Would you believe he’s a leprechaun? He has a knack for Mexican food, but try to keep an eye on tequila invoices.” Kevin mimed tipping a shot glass and nodded his head toward Chet’s direction.

Someone smacked Kevin in the back of his head, and I rose to my feet eye to eye with the burnt-out beach bum. “Ralph, what did I say about impersonating me?”

Businessman Kevin morphed into a twenty-five-year-old blond man who burst out laughing. “I think I had them going, Kev,” Ralph, apparently, said.

“Meet my assistant, Ralph,” Kevin drawled, pushing Ralph to the other end of the booth.

Kevin nodded toward Chet with a look that said the usual, then sat down across from me. He chewed his bottom lip for a moment, then looked at Alyssa.

“I’d already briefed Ralph,” Kevin began. “So what he told you is mostly true. I want you to step up into my shoes, Alyssa.”

“Mostly true,” Alyssa said with a head tilt and tight smile. “Should I be pleased?”

“I think it’s the next step for you,” Kevin nodded. “You have proved to be a leader. I also trust you, Jeremiah. I appreciate how you and your family have handled things since your arrival.”

I leaned back and looked back and forth between Ralph and Kevin. Ralph’s appearance had grown more sincere since his prank of impersonating Kevin. I didn’t know much about the hierarchy of the Fae in the region, but our ignorance on that point didn’t seem to bother Kevin.

“What do you want us to do? How does the work?” Alyssa asked.

“Ralph will stay here and help initially,” Kevin said. “I’ll need him soon. For the next few months, I need to tour and get a rough idea about what’s happened in the region outside of human influence.”

“What has happened?” I asked.

“The guy I’m replacing had to recycle, and he’s burnt out,” Kevin said. “He needed a change of scenery and is going on sabbatical. Frankly, it’s been overdue. He’s been too hands-off for decades since the war ended.”

“World War II?” I ventured.

“Civil,” Kevin replied. “I know you guys will figure out what works best. I’ve seen your strength in taking the initiative where it’s needed. Which is pretty old school.”

“Old school?” I asked.

“Fairies didn’t use to be so locked into tradition,” Kevin explained. “The old ways were, at one time, very new. Human technology seemed to be replacing magic. Seeing technology as a challenge to magic, many have become Luddites.”

“We enjoy technology,” I nodded. “We need to keep adapting to everything. Our family motto is: We’ll figure it out.”

“Yes, I am aware,” Kevin drawled. “That’s what we need. I’m sensing a shift, and we need to adapt. You both have taught me that. I may ask for help when I get a handle on the region.”

“Okay,” Alyssa asked. “About the Enclave…”

“You do whatever you want,” Kevin said. “You don’t need a sign-off from me.” Then he looked at me. “Use Jeremiah as a sounding board. You two are a great team, and I’d only slow you down.”

“Okay,” Alyssa said again. “I do have a question, but it’s not related to…normal operations.” She looked at Ralph, then swallowed and spoke briefly. “I need to know about the dangers of feeders.”

“Feeders feed, Alyssa,” Kevin said. “It’s inevitable. Vlad was always going to fall off the wagon.”

“I’m worried about Kelly,” Alyssa said. “She’s changing. I’ve never seen her like this.”

“Larger population than your little valley in Oregon,” Kevin mused. “You lived remotely up north, even outside of the city?”

“Yes,” I continued for Alyssa. “The town we lived in was much smaller in population. Our family home was remote and separate.”

“Yeah, I thought so,” Kevin said. “Your family makeup has helped Kelly. She has access to mundane human and halfling energy. To keep her sane, she needs to feed. Regularly.”

“She feeds us, too,” I said. “She doesn’t hoard the energy but feeds it back to us.”

“That she learned to do that on her own is unique,” Kevin allowed. “Maybe the sexual feeders can co-exist. Vampires rely on blood. It’s very different. My advice—move into your Estate as fast as possible. Kelly needs to feed without worrying about her power growing unchecked. Bring in some human friends if you can. Let her find the balance she needs.”

“We can do that,” Alyssa nodded, sending me a thought about the JACKL bed and breakfast hostesses and the need to repair their cursed tattoos.

“It’s not without risk,” Ralph chipped in. “You understand the danger, don’t you? I met a succubus down in Costa Rica a few decades back. When they let loose…”

“Yes,” Alyssa nodded. “We know. A party may be a good idea, but we might need additional security.”

Kevin and Ralph shared a look. “Need to introduce Alyssa to Ozug and his clan,” Kevin said to Ralph. “They’ve met Jake. I’m sure we can get a few more ogres interested in attending a succubus party.”

“On it, boss,” Ralph said, turning to Alyssa. “I can set up a meet at the Enclave. When do you think you can set a date for the party?”

“We’ll call around,” I said. “It needs to be soon. We’re moving into the Estate this week. We can probably host something the weekend after.”

Our food arrived, and the conversation stalled. The food was delicious. Kevin… er, Ralph wasn’t lying about the fajitas. We talked a bit more about run-of-the-mill things. Alyssa asked about different factions of Fae she’d noticed in the Enclave; Kevin and Ralph filled her in with vague details. I could tell Alyssa was getting frustrated with trying to pull information from the taciturn mage. Sensing her frustration, Kevin blinked slowly, then—with a nod—something passed between the two. Alyssa’s eyes widened, then she nodded back.

“Thank you, Kevin,” Alyssa said with a smile. “I can get more details from Ralph if I need them.”

Kevin wiped his beard with a napkin. “Okay, perfect. I’ll get out of your way.” He stood and held out his hand. “Jeremiah.”

I stood and gripped his hand, then pulled him into a bro-hug. “We hug in this family, Kevin,” I said with a grin.

Kevin blinked with a half-smile on his lips and poofed out of the Cantina.

“I’ve never seen that man smile,” Ralph mused.

“Ralph, I’ll set up an office for you at the Estate,” Alyssa said. “I want you nearby.”

Her authoritative tone brooked no argument. She’d just assumed her new role. I was the lover of the chief Fae of the Serra Bay region now.

“I’ll meet you there then,” Ralph poofed into nothingness.

“I’ve got to figure out the spell to poof you,” Alyssa smiled, took my hand, and walked out of the restaurant to her convertible BMW. “But for now, I like taking in the views of this city with the top down. Thanks for lunch, Chet,” Alyssa called as we stepped into the bright Southern Californian sun, its warmth kissing our skin like a knowing wink.

I opened the door for Alyssa as she slipped into the driver’s seat. I walked around and got in the passenger seat, taking her hand after buckling my seat belt. Aly paused after starting the car and looked over at me.

“How do you feel?” I asked. “I’m here for you, just as you’ve always been there for me.”

“It’s…odd,” Alyssa said. “I didn’t expect it, but now… I feel something, a deeper connection to everything around us. It’s like nothing I’ve felt before. I need to figure out what it means.”

“Why don’t I take care of the mundane side of things?” I ventured. “The human front to JACKL, like the Fairview apartments and our business dealings. You can focus on the Enclave and all things Fae. You know how to lead, lover. You always have.”

Alyssa nodded at me. “Yes, I think…” I watched her face dissolve into a look of bliss, almost ecstasy, her eyes rolling back, her body arching. “I need to… I need to go…”

In a flash, I was alone in the running car. A thought passed through my senses. It felt different than Alyssa’s mesh, larger and more profound. Alyssa sent a message: “Go home. I’ll meet you there.”

Things were changing, as they tended to do in our lives. I got out and slid into the driver’s side, pulled on my seat belt, and drove out of the parking lot. I decided home was now our cliffside Estate and started up the highway toward La Jolla.

“We’ll have to figure this out,” I said wryly to the empty seat.

“You guys are good at that,” said a bright voice, after a flash and pop. Sammi sat in my passenger seat. “I heard the news, so exciting!”

“News?” I asked. “What have you heard?”

“You know,” Sammi grinned. “Alyssa is top Fae. I think that’s wonderful! She was called to this position by Gaia; Kevin was only delivering that message.”

“Sorry,” I said. “Gaia? Like Gaia from Greek mythology?”

“Not Greek mythology,” Sammi giggled. “To Fae, it’s history, not mythology. Though big props to the Greeks for seeing past the veil. Did you know that’s what apocalypse means? Lifting of the veil, neat, right? Bat back to Gaia—she is the one. It’s hard to describe.”

“You’re going to your new place. What do you call it again?” Sammi said, looking over at me, then glancing at the steering wheel, then down at her feet, and keeping them away from the pedals like she didn’t know how to drive a car.

“I think we’ll call it the Estate,” I said. “You have us working on the Enclave. Keeping it east, we’re not the best with naming things. Do you want⁠—”

“I love it!” Sammi answers, with her exuberance at a high. “You should probably drive. I mean, I could poof if you’d rather. I just knew that you’d have some questions. What with Alyssa just poofing away and leaving you alone? Some think I make pretty good company. I think it might be because I get a bit talkative when I’m nervous. I’m a horrible introvert…”

“It’s fine, Sammi,” I interrupted. “I’m enjoying your company, and I probably will have many questions.”

“I’m your girl!” Sammi said, then frowned. “Well, not YOUR girl. You have enough of those, don’t you? Oh! I mean… I think it’s great for you and your family.”

Sammi pressed her lips together, then reached and just rested her petite fingers on top of my hand. I looked over at her, and her brilliant blue eyes focused on mine. I gave her a reassuring grin. I lived with many fabulously passionate and driven women—I knew when to be quiet and let them get whatever was troubling them out of their heads.

“Something is happening, Jeremiah,” she began again, quieter, sober. “Something I haven’t felt in a long time. You’re here for a reason. All of you—Gaia is on your side.”

Then I was suddenly alone again in the car.

I got out, slid into the driver’s seat, left the parking lot, and got on the freeway toward La Jolla. I turned off the highway at our exit and then wound down the road through the hills until the Pacific Ocean appeared suddenly. I turned and drove until I was at the gates of our new home. I allowed myself a moment to ponder what Sammi said before I shut down the car and opened the door.

“We’ll figure it out,” I said under my breath, the ocean's salty whisper agreeing with a wry chuckle.


CHAPTER 19
MEGAN
ESTATE - LA JOLLA CLIFFS


“Megan, can you look at this? I need another set of eyes,” Leah called out to me from her side of the office we shared with Shannon on the top floor of our converted resort.

“Sure, what’s up?”

I put down my laptop where I’d been researching local lore to get an idea of the history of Fae activity in Serra Bay. I walked over to where Leah had spread some papers on the conference table in the center of the room, her laptop open to a spreadsheet with columns of numbers and data. The faint scent of coffee mingled with printer toner, sharpening my focus on the puzzle before us. How she knew what to make of that was still a bit of a mystery to me.

“Do you remember the couple that Vlad killed, the ones that Sammi had claimed were dormant Fae?”

I nodded. We’d all heard the tale of Vlad, the rogue vampire. I’d even seen his picture in some of the archives. I shivered again at a vague memory of seeing him riding on the Green Line train the morning we’d arrived. He had gone rogue hours later in Pacific Beach and killed five people. Alyssa had even tasked Brooke and Lexi to live in one of the apartments to keep the murders secret and the story of a vampire from leaking out into the human population.

“Yeah, I recall. Is this them?” I asked, running my fingers along a paper she had printed out.

“No,” Leah said and pointed to two columns on her laptop. “These are what we got from some of their remains. I’m comparing them to some blips from our first target observations in PB. They… look the same.”

She pointed to one sheet, then the other on the table, then ran her finger across the columns. The numbers were the same. I followed her logic, and each pair of numbers lined up exactly between the old data from the victims of Vlad’s rampage and the two new sheets of data from a random couple of people that popped up in the same neighborhood weeks later.

“What are these numbers?” I asked. “Do we know what they mean?”

“It’s still pretty vague,” Leah shrugged. “We need better correlation among the known population to draw any correlation to what these numbers represent. However, the exactitude of these pairs—I think we’ve found a true match of recycled Fae.”

I pulled over a chair and sat beside her, and picked up a red pen. “Read off the old columns one by one.”

I traced my finger down one column of the data. Every number Leah quoted was an exact match, that I marked with red checks down the page. I grinned at the familiarity that felt like grading papers.

“Perfect match,” I said. “Now do the other column.”

When she was done, we looked at each other and nodded.

“What is it?” Alyssa asked, poofing on the other side of Leah.

“We found a match, Aly.” Leah pointed at my red check marks. “We found the recycled Fae from Vlad’s attack.”

“Where?” Aly said, leaning over Leah to scan the numbers.

“In Pacific Beach,” I said. “Should I call Le…”

“You found them?” Lexi said, poofing up behind me and looking over my shoulder.

Alyssa nodded and pointed to the screen. “These columns—those are the two we think are power and alignment?”

Brooke poofed beside Lexi. “What’s going on?” she asked, leaning over my other shoulder.

Sometimes being the human in a nest of faeries was a bit disconcerting. They had a different connection with each other than I had even as part of Aly’s mesh. The sudden press of bodies carried a mix of perfumes and warmth, intimate yet overwhelming.

I nodded to Brooke and Lexi. “These might be your recycled Fae.”

I pulled sheets out from under the data, bringing up blurry photos to accompany the data retrieved from the samples collected by our observation team.

“Yes, those are the numbers,” Leah said, then stabbed at one with her finger abruptly enough to make the screen shake. “Look at that…haven’t seen that level from any of the normal Fae, Aly. It’s almost as high as your numbers.”

Aly’s forehead creased, and she pushed up her glasses. “So we’re looking at powerful and possibly dark for this one,” she said, then looked down the adjacent column. “This one seems benign, low power and light.”

“I know these faces,” Lexi said and elbowed Brooke. “He’s working in the real estate office off Grand, right?”

Brooke squinted and held up the paper with the grainy photo. “Yeah, that’s him. Same fucking outfit every day.”

Sammi poofed in beside Alyssa. “What’s happening?” she asked with her engaging grin. “So much poofing here this morning. I haven’t even had my coffee yet!”

Alyssa looked at Sammi, and something passed between them because Sammi’s eyes got huge.

“Oh?” Sammi said, ignoring the numbers. “We need to get him under observation then. Lexi, can…”

“Yeah, on it,” Lexi took Brooke’s hand, and they both poofed out of the room.

“What’s happening right now?” I asked aloud.

“Sorry, Meg,” Alyssa said and crossed her arms. “We’ve been doing some data on figuring out forensically what the DNA-like strands in known Fae cells can tell us about the Fae. Remember, we did all those random samples?”

“Okay, I remember doing those,” I said.

“It’s still very preliminary data,” Alyssa explained. “But these two columns describe an alignment, either light or dark.” She drew her hand down one column. “And the other is an estimate of magical power.”

Her finger traced down a list of numbers; one stood out much larger than the others.

“For reference, my number is only fifty points higher than this one,” Aly said, pushing her manicured nail into the screen that Leah had indicated earlier.

“So? What does that mean?”

“It means we potentially have a powerful dark Fae that has recycled, but hasn’t been reborn,” Alyssa said. “Our hypothetical dilemma on whether to awaken a possibly dark feeder like Vlad has become a bit more real.”

“Wow, okay,” I replied. “Where did Lexi and Brooke poof off to?”

“They went to get his guy his new apartment,” Sammi grinned. “Ohh, this is so exciting!”

“What? Why is this exciting?”

“Sammi wants to install this guy in the apartment where Brooke and Lexi have been staying. They went to finish the cleanup, so we can get it ready as a rental,” Alyssa continued.

“Then we’ll put him in there and keep an eye on him,” Sammi continued. “Plan an awakening for him and keep him under wraps, and maybe we can pull him away from the dark side.”

I was still confused, so Aly took my hand and knelt to get on eye level. “We think we can help this Fae to be reborn to be a good Fae and not an out-of-control feeder like Vlad.”

The door opened, and Shannon, Beth, Zac, and Jeremiah walked in.

“What’s going on?” Jeremiah asked.

“Let’s go to the lounge downstairs,” Aly said, more room for everyone.

We walked to the end of the hall, then down the stairway to the circular space at the bottom of the atrium. Everyone sat in the curved sofas that ringed a fire-pit that vented out the top near the entrance to the Estate. Then Aly gave a quick brief on the discovery, pacing around the firepit like she was giving a lecture to a class.

We continued from there to discuss what the news meant and what the plans would be if the discovery panned out. Shannon, Beth, and I sat together—three human girls with smiles on our faces. It was incredible to be in this circle of amazingly talented and attractive magical beings, and it still felt like family gossip hour.

I enjoyed sitting between my two lovely friends, with Zac beside Beth. Jeremiah sat with Aly and Leah tucked beside him in the seat across from him. Sammi poofed to join Brooke and Lexi out in the field, and the news’s excitement started to die. Whenever we were all relaxed and not focused on work, we always focused on our mutual attraction. Something I always enjoyed about the people I loved was how easily we could get aroused around each other. The soft fabric of the sofa cradled us, warm skin brushing in subtle invitation.

I slid my hand along Shannon’s thigh under her skirt. I was looking at Jeremiah as Shannon let out a sigh and parted her thighs, encouraging me to push my fingers higher. Jeremiah leveled a gaze at me that made my core clench, and I bit my bottom lip.

Zac and Beth stood and waved. “We’re going to find Carmen and Maria,” Zac said, leaving the five of us alone.

I kept my eyes locked on Jeremiah as Leah sank to her knees in front of him and ran her hands along his thighs. Alyssa smiled at me and blinked as her clothes disappeared, and she stood naked beside Jeremiah as Leah pulled off his trousers. I gasped as I felt Shannon’s lips envelop my rigid nipple as I pushed my fingers into her slick lips—she’d stopped wearing panties weeks ago.

The room brightened, and I felt a wave of lust sweep through me. Kelly stood naked in front of the glass window overlooking the Pacific Ocean, her flesh glowing. Alyssa moved behind her and hooked her arms around Kelly, cupping and squeezing her breasts.

“We’re safe here, Kel,” Alyssa said and kissed Kelly’s shoulder. “Let’s practice…”

I watched as Alyssa opened her mouth, bared her fangs, and bit into Kelly’s tanned flesh. Kelly responded by arching, and then her form shifted from her glamorous blonde human shape into a golden lioness with wings.

I groaned, arching my back, my core clenching as Kelly’s bloomed aura pushed me into an orgasm. I felt Shannon’s core clench around my fingers as her mouth sucked eagerly at my nipple.

As the waves of lust swirled around us, we scrambled out of our clothes, watching Alyssa and succubus Kelly make out beside us. Jeremiah rose behind Kelly and gripped her flank; his cock was stiff and thick. Jeremiah groaned as he guided his shaft into Kelly’s flowered pussy.

Fuck, the open atrium smelled heavenly as everyone moved and flowed naked in the sunlit room. Shannon shifted onto her back, and I straddled her mouth and lowered my lips to her drooling pussy. I lost track of the action as I focused on making Shannon scream into my needy pussy before I did the same to hers. With Kelly’s glowing aura and the sounds of the other four encouraging each other, I lost track of how many times I peaked when everything went black. The velvet rush left a lingering heat, intimate and profound.

Lazily, I opened my eyes and found myself still entangled with Shannon on the curved couch. Kelly was spooned into Jeremiah in her familiar human form while Alyssa and Leah were entwined on the sofa on the opposite side of the ring. Kelly smiled when she saw my eyes blink and focus on her.

“Mmm, Megan,” Kelly said. “I needed another dose of you. You and Shannon are so delicious to be with when I’m hungry.”

I smiled, though I didn’t understand what she meant. I was learning to enjoy the times when Kelly felt free to be her glorious self. Alyssa winked at me, and I grinned back. I felt safe with these two supernatural, sexy women. They’d always look after us. I let my eyes close and rested warmly in Shannon’s embrace, the shared rhythm of our breaths a quiet affirmation of our bond.
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Chapter 1 - Fever Dream

Pacific Beach Apartments

My eyes snapped open to darkness, and the weight of my own heartbeat thudding in my ears. I lay flat on my back in just my boxers, covers kicked away, sweat cooling on my chest.

Her sounds reached me first—soft, hungry little moans—then the slow, building pull of pleasure. I looked down and saw the shadowed outline of a head moving between my legs, rising and sinking in a smooth, relentless rhythm.

For a dazed moment, I thought I was still dreaming. Then sensation sharpened, bright and electric, and the dream didn’t feel like a dream anymore.

For a second, my brain refused to process it. Then the next wave of heat hit, sharp enough to steal my breath. Who the hell was in my bed?

I moaned and reached down, fingers sliding into her hair. She looked up. I couldn’t make out her features in the dark, just a flash of eyes and the scrape of her breath as she let me slip free with a soft, wet sound. The shadowy puff of a bushy ponytail should’ve been enough of a clue, but it was her voice that made it click.

“Shh,” my roommate purred. “Just enjoy, Tom. You taste so fucking good.”

She closed her eyes, lowered her head, and went right back to what she’d been doing. I just nodded mutely, letting her work, as she focused on wringing every last spark of pleasure out of me.

Trish had moved in… fuck. How long had I been out? An hour? Two? I’d barely dropped that box of books by her door before I face-planted. Maybe this was her idea of a thank-you. Wildly unnecessary—kinda insanely hot.

My brain tried to line up the pieces while she kept on with her task. Everything between my hips felt different—heavier, thicker, like I’d leveled up in my sleep. I hadn’t been this big when I closed my eyes. Had I?

I blinked rapidly, trying to get my eyes adjusted to the dimness. Her head moved up and down. I peered down the length of my body and watched her move. In the dim light, my own shape hit me almost as hard as what she was doing. My stomach was flat, the soft layer I’d been carrying stripped away. Lines of muscle framed my ribs and cut down my abdomen, where I’d just been “kinda in shape” before. My chest looked broader, arms tighter, like I’d spent months in the gym instead of an hour passed out.

Everything below my hips looked upgraded, too—and not just in size. There were changes that shouldn’t have been possible. Flesh that had been taken from me at birth now… wasn’t. Whole again.

“Oh, fuck. Don’t stop.” My voice sounded wrong—lower, rougher, like it had dropped half an octave overnight. My fingers tightened in her hair, and I eased her back, dragging her mouth away in slow inches. The loss of contact was almost painful.

I glanced down to see what she’d been doing to me and froze.

Wait. When the hell did my foreskin grow back‽
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The Jackson Family is moving to Serra Bay, and what they find is more magical than expected. Alyssa and Jeremiah are pulled in to help clean up the aftermath of an out-of-control feeder and link up with the resident fae in the area, bringing their powers to benefit humans and fae alike.

Explore the magic and mysteries of Our Ethereal Legacy as they relocate to Serra Bay, California.

Series includes:

	JACKL Inc. 

	Once Bitten 

	Twice Shy 

	Thrice Charmed 




Our Ethereal Legacy—California

https://books.macklandry.com/oel-california


OUR ETHEREAL LEGACY


Our Ethereal Legacy contains all four novels about Jeremiah’s harem family and legacy in one volume and the correct series order. All of the individual books and expanded universe stories are available here:

Singles: https://books.macklandry.com/OEL

	Molding Minds 

	Awakening Angels 

	Dueling Demons 

	Familiar Fairytales 




Omnibus

https://books.macklandry.com/ourethereallegacy


CHEF’S KISS BARBECUE
AGE GAP HAREM FANTASY ROMANCE
[image: A cartoon image of a chef bracketed by two women, one blonde, one brunette, kissing his cheeks. Chef’s Kiss Barbecue logo]


When tech burnout meets Texas BBQ, sparks fly hotter than hickory smoke.

Ryan Mitchell cashed out of the startup world and hit the road in his RV, seeking something real. He found it in the smoky art of barbecue—and incredible women who'd change everything.

Full of witty banter, explicit heat, and mouth-watering BBQ, this contemporary harem romance serves up age-gap attraction, polyamorous passion, and the ultimate found family. Each book is a complete 2-hour read of Ryan's adventures as he learns that the best things in life are worth the wait—and the heat.

The Chef's Kiss Barbecue series is a slow-burning, slice-of-life, age-gap contemporary romance that melds Texas barbecue culture, RV/van life coastal adventure, and digital nomad lifestyle. Sharp humor, witty banter, and nerd culture combine in this midlife renewal harem romance series.

Chef’s Kiss Barbecue

https://books.macklandry.com/chefs-kiss-barbecue


HOME OFFICE HAREM
AGE GAP HAREM FANTASY ROMANCE


Dive into the complex world of Matt Lewis—a flawed workaholic wrestling with his demons and the intoxicating pull of taboo desire. Grasping at straws after his wife leaves him, he hires the tempting babysitter next door as his nanny while he figures out the next steps.

Home Office Harem

https://books.macklandry.com/home-office-harem


BASICS: NEURAL CONTROL NODE
NEURAL CONTROL NODE


Josh is bored with working from home and buys a gadget online, expecting a fun toy. When the gamer girl neighbor next door grabs it, everything changes instantly.

Will Josh be able to fix the damage? Will an upgrade change everything back to normal? Will he lose his soul mate?

Read this slice-of-life contemporary men's fantasy harem romance.

Basics: Neural Control Node

http://books.macklandry.com/basics


CASCADE MOUNTAIN HAREM
SECOND CHANCE HAREM ROMANCE


Kurt Darby's impromptu vacation in the Cascade Mountains takes him back to growing up nearby and some old friends from high school. The years have passed, but Kurt and Amy's connection as teenagers sparked a fire between the old flames. Kurt's challenges grow when Amy's friends join them to spend a wild weekend in Amy's mountain cabin resort.

Cascade Mountain Harem

books.macklandry.com/cascade-harem


MACK LANDRY COLLECTION
DIVE INTO MORE POLY HEAT, HAREMS, AND HARD-WON LOVE BELOW


Chef’s Kiss Barbecue—A smoky slice-of-life men’s romance about a burned-out tech guy, three fierce heroines, and the Texas BBQ circuit, blending polyamorous heat with cartel danger and a hard-won found family.

Home Office Harem—My life was perfect—until my wife Naomi left, stripping everything and leaving me an overwhelmed single dad. In the wreckage, four devoted young women offered unexpected love and support, forging a devoted harem to heal my soul. Then Naomi returned, forcing us to redefine family... or lose it all.

Cascade Mountain Harem - Second-chance harem romance in the Cascades: wounded hearts reunite at a remote mountain resort, where a mystical spring forges a slow-burn harem as one guy claims a whole new life with the women who insist on sharing it. Six-book series with a spine-tingling ending.

The Candy Man’s Harem (Rocky Cove Candy Company) — Sweet, sticky, and a tad strange: divorced candy man Dominic leads his devoted young team in a quirky age-gap harem at Rocky Cove's coastal shop. They twist taffy—and taboos—into spicy-sweet bliss, unearthing echoes from his grandfather's past.

Belinda and the Beast—Standalone paranormal harem romance: Young Belinda chooses her dream-monster lover, only to lose everything. Amid grief and bisexual awakening, the beast under her bed isn't her only savior—her three devoted friends join the heat. Explicit magic forges an HEA from desire and found family.

Our Ethereal Legacy - A super spicy urban fantasy harem origin: ordinary friends awaken wild powers through trial, error, and tangled desire—binding as lovers against demons, succubi, and ethereal forces in an epic adventure of devotion.

Basics: Neural Control Node—Work-from-home retail therapy buys Josh a dead-on-arrival gadget—until his gamer-girl neighbor activates its seductive AI. She morphs into his perfect assistant for cooking, cleaning, and more, sparking a slice-of-life men's fantasy harem romance.

Explore Mack Landry’s Amazon Author page or find all his stories at his website:

https://books.macklandry.com/mack-landry-collection

[image: Facebook icon]


ABOUT MACK LANDRY


[image: Mack Landry Logo]


Mack Landry crafts scorching, male-led harems where polyamory meets slice-of-life bliss and every story ends in heart-pounding happily ever afters. A former tech instructor turned romance rebel, he fuels your fantasies with ethical heat.

Explore all his titles at books.macklandry.com.

Follow on Amazon or Goodreads.
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Rules for all newcomers

or cufious mundancs)

+ Fae are immortal and do ot perish
* Venom € concenigled gt
& Pilchforks are manifost by féar
+ Light harmonze with (ove and peace
Dark embraces chaos and fear (see #3)
+ Sunlght s good for cieryone
loven vompires)

“ CALIFORNIA

We're glad you're here!

Weare a light side, fun group of fae who
wetcome all classes. You are not a vietim of
your legacy, Feeders welcomey just don' spark
the pitchforks. Hunger? We'e here to help—
reach out. We follow Gaia's golden path of
mandane-fae harmony where allmay erjoy her.
blessings as a magical comunity;and bring

the ight of Love to the mundane.
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