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“Love is at the root of everything. 

Love or the lack of it.” 

— Fred Rogers
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Foreword


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

As such, this story includes descriptions of genitalia, descriptions of sexual activities, mixing of US and UK idioms, panamorous relationships, harem relationships, romance, bro-mance, BFFs, cursing, bathroom fondling, co-ed showers, off-beat humor, eating food while naked or partially naked, drinking, BDSM, unusual interpretations of supernatural conventions, erotic rope arts, martial arts, prostitution, going to the bathroom, the IT industry, domestic violence, cooking, construction, women trash-talking each other, and many other things that might possibly offend someone in our judgmental society.  

I also write in a first person, slice-of-life style.

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

If you’re not dissuaded, then one more word before we begin.

This is the continuation of the story of William James and his ladies as they come to terms with being a family together and learning what is happening in the unseen world.  There is an appendix that summarizes the events of the first book in the series, Ghost Story, and the second, Den of Iniquity.  They set the stage for the events in this book, so I definitely recommend you read them before you read Succubus Rescue.


Prologue


(Bernadette’s house in Phoenix - Wednesday after the elf attack)

Upon waking from a long nap after his security shift, Luis is feeling hungry, so he heads down to the kitchen for a sandwich. He makes a sandwich of dark rye bread, Black Forest ham, Brie, tomato, pickle, mustard under the meat and mayo on the top. He thinks to himself, ‘All the drama hasn’t hurt my appetite. Thank goodness the decorators are finished. Maybe we can have some peace and quiet for a while.’’

Luis plates his masterpiece, cuts it diagonally, and puts a scoop of Candice’s broccoli slaw next to it. He thinks, ‘I’m going to miss Candice’s cooking now that the Mistress has hired full-time kitchen staff.’

He pours a glass of iced tea and then puts all the fixings away. He sits on a stool at the prep table to enjoy his late lunch right there in the kitchen. He takes a bite of the sandwich when he hears three bells repeating - one tone, down a fifth, back up to the first tone. Luis launches off his stool and runs to the back of the house thinking, ‘Shit! I jinxed us!’

Luis opens the armory closet as Clarice runs up carrying a kevlar tunic and a eight-foot whip with a nasty iron barb at the end of it. She drops the whip and slides the kevlar over her head. Luis helps her pull the body armor into place before he grabs an MP5 from the closet. He hands it to Clarice and pulls on his own body armor vest and helmet. Finally he pulls an MP5 for himself. They clear and function check the weapons before locking magazines into place and chambering a round.

Luis asks, “Where’s your helmet?” He looks at the screen and sees the problem.

“In my room. I was doing a dance workout on the stage, and I forgot to grab it. I gotta get a couple more to stage in the armories like you do.” She frowns as she moves to block the corridor into the house. “I’m on overwatch. Ready.”

Luis nods. “On point. There’s a male elf on the back step. Ready.”

“Go,” whispers Clarice.

Luis slides the bolts on the back door and opens it. He levels the weapon at the elf. “What do you want?”

The elf’s eyes open wide. He says, “Um...I’m looking for the Mistress of the house or Miss Viktorija. I’m Koree. Duchess Valoren killed Rallent’or Nix when he made his claim for the bounty on the elf woman. Master told me to come here and report to the Mistress or Miss Viktorija if that happened.”

Luis nods. “Okay. Strip.” He calls to Clarice. “Get Tori. Inform the Mistress.”

Koree strips on the back veranda. He pulls a sheaf of paper out of his shirt and lays it on the patio before removing his jacket and shirt. Then he kicks off his running shoes and slides his pants down his skinny legs.

Clarice picks up the phone and reports to the security closet at the front of the house. “Hey, Tanu! Please send Viktorija to the back door. Have her bring my helmet if she’s in the dorms. Let the Mistress know the elf Koree is at the back door and that we called Viktorija to handle it. The Mistress may want to contact Lord William.”

Luis tells Koree, “Put your clothes in the middle of the garden, and then get in here.” Koree follows instructions, snagging the papers on his way inside. Luis keeps his weapon pointed at the elf, kicking the door closed. “Kneel on the floor - hands on your head, head against the wall.”

Clarice locks all the bolts on the door before moving back to the door of the security closet, aiming at Koree. Once she’s certain Luis has him covered, she starts checking all of the side and back cameras.

Luis asks Koree, “Who else came with you?” The elf lifts his head to answer, but Luis pushes the muzzle into the base of his skull. “Don’t move. Just answer,” the stoic Latino says.

“Ne-no one,” the overwhelmed elf stutters.

Clarice nods to Luis.

They wait for about a minute before Viktorija runs down the hall in a grey tie-die version of her halter lounger, a slate blue cotton cardigan, and white deck shoes. She holds a phone against her head and extends her other arm to deliver Clarice’s helmet.

Viktorija says into the phone, “Yes, Lord. He looks like the same person. I don’t have the same skills you do, but it looks like him.” Luis nods at Clarice, so she hands her weapon to Viktorija.

Once she has a hand free, Clarice pulls the two chopsticks out of her updo, tucks them into her waistband, and puts on her helmet. She retrieves her weapon from Viktorija.

Viktorija says into the phone, “Yes, Lord. He has a sheaf of papers in a death grip. We’ll get him water, food, and a shower while we await your arrival.”

Lara, the elf lady that William brought back as a zombie, walks up with a long dagger in her right hand. She looks at Koree, while Viktoria listens and nods. Viktorija touches her shoulder gently before sliding her free arm over Lara’s shoulders to hug her.

Viktorija responds, “Yes, Lord. I’ll have it set up shortly. I’ll text when we are ready.”... “Bye.” She bites her lip to hide her joy at William’s return. Then she turns all business. She nods to Luis, and he and Clarice adjust their position to keep their weapons on the male elf.

Viktorija addresses the naked man. “Hello, Koree. I’m Viktorija. You asked for me. Turn to face me and tell me why you are here.”

Koree looks carefully over his shoulder before he slowly adjusts his posture to face Viktorija and Lara. He is surprised with the apparent affection Viktorija is showing Lara. He hisses, “Miss Viktorija, she is the Duchess’ creature.”

Viktorija nods and squeezes Lara gently. “She was, and the Duchess Valeran treated her poorly. Ilara’en died protecting our family. Your master brought her back, just like he did you. We call her Lara. Why are you here?”

Koree answers, “Master said to come here if anything happened to Rallent’or Nix. Duchess Valeran refused to pay his claim. Instead, she had him tied to a post in the brothel. She personally opened his veins before turning her pets loose to beat and sodomize him to death.” He pauses for a moment, “Ilara’en, Maliar’en was on duty on the pillar next to him. She heard that he killed you and immediately became hysterical. Duchess Valeran slit her throat to quiet her screams.”

“No!” the little elf woman wails. “You lie!”

Koree shakes his head sadly. “I wish I were, Ilara’en. Your sister was a beautiful person. She was too good to be one of us. I’m sorry for your loss.”

Lara weeps quietly for a moment. She mutters, “I thought the blessing of my condition is the emotions wouldn’t affect me.” She looks up at Viktorija. “It still hurts! I’m going to kill Valya!”

Viktorija pulls the smaller woman to her breast and caresses her back. “Our Lord may do it himself, but if it means that much to you he may arrange for you to strike the final blow. Talk to him. He will be here soon.” She looks at Koree over Lara, “If you came here just to torture Lara, I will kill you myself.”

Koree’s eyes bug in fear. “No, Miss Viktorija. I brought the map Master ordered. I also brought inventory records, bank records, and something called ‘bearer bonds.’ They have large numbers on them.”

Lara slides out of Viktorija’s comforting embrace and takes the papers from Koree and hands them to Viktorija. Lara stands facing Koree with her arms hanging limp and the dagger dangling from her right hand. She looks lost.

Viktorija quickly scans the papers and a malicious grin slowly forms on her face as she reads the bank records. She murmurs, “Valya, I am so going to fuck you up with these.” As she reaches the ten bearer bonds, her eyes bug out. They are $500 million US Treasury Bonds. “Holy shit,” Viktorija exclaims. “These are very rare and unbelievably valuable!”

“How valuable?” Clarice asks.

Viktorija looks at her. “Take a huge chunk out of the national debt level of valuable.” She looks into the distance and murmurs, “Valuable enough to buy your own army, supply it, and fund operations.” She pauses to collect her thoughts. “Valya, you conniving bitch. Where the hell did you get these?”

She looks at Koree. “You did well, Koree. I will tell your master when he arrives.”

Koree says, “They were lying on a desk in the finance department next to the bank records when I was grabbing the inventories.”

Viktorija says, “Luis, we need to go on full alert. When Valya learns these are missing, she will go on a hunt to find them. I imagine she will throw everything she has at us.”

Koree bites his lip. “It might be a while, Miss Viktorija. I started a fire in the finance office as I left. I heard what she did to Rallent’or Nix, so I started collecting more information for the Master before I left. I heard my commander send a detail to find me. I scurried into the finance office to hide, and that’s when I found these. The treasurer left his pipe and matches on the desk, so I lit several piles of paper, slipped out in the smoke, pulled the fire alarm, and slinked out past the humans.”

“Lucky that,” she says.

Lara says, “I would hate to be the treasurer right about now. What Valya did to Nix will likely seem mild.”

“Regardless,” Viktorija says. “Full security coverage. Get everyone in battle gear. Clarice, notify the Mistress. Luis, Tanu is on shift. Is she able to organize everyone?”

Luis shrugs. “She’s coming along, but I think she would appreciate the help. I’ll go check on her before I finish my lunch.”

Viktorija shakes her head. “Finish your lunch. Clarice, brief Tanu before you contact the Mistress. Tell her Luis will join as soon as he fuels up. Also, have her execute a full recall. Everyone gears up and rallies in the salon.”

Clarice snaps to attention. “Yes, ma’am. I’ll brief her via the comms, so I can cover the back door.

Viktorija nods her agreement. “Lara, get Koree some water to drink and then take him to the dorms for a shower. Get him some clothes and get him something to eat once he is clean. We don’t have your armor yet, so I want you to stay in the Salon once you are complete with these tasks.”

Lara nods, “Yes, mistress...er...ma’am.”

Viktorija hugs her and murmurs into her hairline. “You will have justice for your sister, sweetie. Count on it.”

Lara squeezes her before grabbing Koree by the arm. She takes the belt from her uniform and wraps it around his eyes. “You stay with me with your eyes covered until I tell you otherwise. If you make a mistake I will kill you. You’ll stay that way until Master decides to bring you back.” She drags the frightened, blindfolded, naked elf towards the dorms.


1
Working the J-O-B


(Chicago)

After all of the excitement of ending Xranalazny and dealing with the elves last week, traveling for work is positively low stress. There were a few events of interest in the week before this business trip.

Before we left Bernadette’s on the Sunday after the battle, I raised John Copeland. He appeared to be more robust and his brain worked fine. Bernadette sent him home Monday through her foundation, and we were all happy that all the crap with Xralanazny yielded a positive outcome.

Wednesday I had to run down to Bernadette’s because one of the trojan horses I sent to Valya managed to survive. Viktorija set up the passages to allow me to step through after work. Jack and Darcie were still in town, so they met me there. Steven arrived with them. Bernadette recalled all of her staff to establish a security perimeter.

Jack, Steven, Bernadette, and I debriefed Koree. I praised the elven zombie profusely for the quick thinking that allowed him to not only harvest all the information, but also to survive to deliver it. He was pretty certain that Rallent’or Nix gave him up under torture because his commander was looking for him as he made his escape.

Koree walked us through the hand-drawn map, and talked us through every detail. Viktorija pulled up a graphic she had created of the floor plan of the Esplanade on her computer and filled in the details as Koree explained. By the time we were done with the briefing, we had a detailed package of maps to scale. Jack and Steven each took a copy with them and left immediately after the debrief.

Bernadette committed to liquidating the $5 billion in bearer bonds. She and I agreed to split the proceeds sixty-forty with any fees coming from her sixty percent. Viktorija hacked into a White House server and took over the user account of a deputy National Security Advisor. She used that credential to access a CIA mainframe to hack into all three of the banks where Valya had money stashed and emptied them into a CIA account. I watched her do it; I found it fascinating. The bank accounts held a little over $300 million. Afterward, Viktorija planned to use an account belonging to a North Korean hacker to access the CIA account and send all of Valya’s money to a variety of accounts all over the Carribean, South America, and Europe that belong to organized crime families. From there, the money will travel to a variety of political organizations of every imaginable bent courtesy of a ‘Russian hacker.’ Finally, a ‘Brazilian hacker’ will move all of the money as payments to a variety of card services institutions that exclusively handle pornography services. Those institutions will mysteriously buy a bunch of Bitcoin on the dark web courtesy of a ‘Chinese hacker’ before the trail gets really murky.

Viktorija explained that she started putting this together about a year ago for another project but never pulled the trigger on it. Now that she’s used it, she can’t ever use any of those accounts or accounting trails again. She has a few other catfish established that continue to generate regular traffic, so she can start to set up a different network in case she ever needs it again.

Girlfriend has some seriously mad skills!

Lara crawled in my lap and cried as she told me about Valya killing her sister as if she were no more than a bug. It wasn’t the emotionally detached response I expected from a zombie, but I dismissed the anomaly as a result of the deep connection she had to her sister which predated her soul leaving. I assured her that if it was possible I would hand her the knife and let her finish Valya.

The next day, Audrey travelled to Kansas City with her GCU team for a volleyball tournament. That is also the day Bernadette, Viktorija, Clarice, and Luis drove up for a day trip to look at the hotel. I started my work day early and took a break at 10am to meet them. I gave them a tour of the hotel construction site - complete with hard hats, coveralls, facemasks, and goggles.

Without going into all the details, they liked the layout. The ground floor will be the hotel reception, cafe, a small ballroom, and a small retail space for a certain clothes designer I am very fond of. The second floor is all guest rooms. Essentially they are mini suites with a king bed, a small sitting area, and a ‘three-quarter’ bath. The concept is similar to Bernadette’s party rooms at her Phoenix salon. There are guest rooms around the perimeter of the building except for the back wall and where the elevator is. The rooms in the center alternate opening on either the north or south corridor. Cameras mounted on the exterior wall allow us to mount ‘windows’ on the walls of the interior suites. Viktorija came up with that idea when we were doing initial planning. The top floor is seventy-five percent residence and twenty-five percent salon.

The salon will be reserved for Bernadette by default, but as she releases dates, I expect we can use it for small conferences, parties, etcetera. The salon itself is a forty foot by fifty foot open space. Around its perimeter there are a variety of rooms. There are two four-person restrooms, and a cloak room. There are four eight-by-eight multiple-use rooms with queen-size murphy beds, which will likely be used as party rooms during parties, but which can also serve as small conference rooms. There are two fifteen-by-twelve mini suites, which will double as guest suites when there are no events scheduled. Tucked between all these features are an eight-by-eight linen & supply closet and an audio-visual and electronics closet.

In the twelve-foot corridor between the residence and the salon is a custom ten-by-ten cage elevator with a six-foot opening on the door, a broom closet, and a dumbwaiter that is served by the Cafe kitchen. The elevator looks vintage, but it’s brand new - no operator required. During the tour we were in the process of digging out the pit for the elevator twenty-four feet down into the rock. Josie has been using thaumaturgy to break up the rock and reinforce the walls. All of the machinery that makes the elevator work is in an even deeper pit at the bottom. The elevator will open into a twenty-by-thirty foot transportation room that will house Josie’s passageways to different locations. This will be the transportation hub for the family. I plan to have a Security Desk to monitor open passages and traffic in and out. It might be a good post for Koree. Accessing the basement will require a magnetic key fob. Security can override it if needed.

After the tour, we lunched at the house on Mount Vernon. Judith joined us for lunch, which resulted in her and Bernadette sitting in a corner of the living room for lunch while the rest of us ate at the conglomeration of dinettes that still passes for our ‘dining table.’ The two grand dames looked like they were having a good time catching up. Rebecca gave our guests a tour of our home after lunch while Viktorija reviewed Judith’s documents with her. I noticed Rebecca put Viktorija’s bag in Audrey and Erica’s room. After Rebecca’s tour, I led the group through the passageway to the Cortez apartment and gave them a walking tour to the Cortez House. There wasn’t a lot to see yet because Zach’s crew had just started framing earlier in the week.

Bernadette tapped her lips consideringly as she looked at the house. When we returned to the apartment ‘office,’ she said, “William Darling, as I will be taking a significant percentage from liquidating our recent gains, I might want to buy the house from you.” She tilts her head prettily. “Or maybe rent it from you when it’s complete. I suspect the time to reinvent myself is rapidly approaching.”

I nodded, “We’ll see, Bernadette. Regardless, I want you close by. I’ve become quite attached to you, Love.”

She gave me an inscrutable look. She slowly stepped up and wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me below my ear. “Deal, William.” We shared up a wet kiss before continuing.

We wrapped up their visit with Bernadette reviewing the articles of incorporation for a cooperative that would be the legal basis for my marriage to all my ladies. All the ladies except Audrey joined us - she was in transit to Kansas City at the time.

Bernadette explained that this is basically the same agreement she wrote for the Barns Cooperative in Ash Fork. They have a boutique hotel and an IT Service Desk outsourcing business as the income sources for the cooperative. Bernadette said she thinks they’re all normal humans, and the agreement seems to be lucrative and satisfactory for all involved.

The concept behind the cooperative, or ‘co-op,’ is rather elegant to my untutored eye. The organization has three tiers of membership.

The top tier of membership are ‘Households.’ Male members of a Household hold the role of ‘husbands.’ Female members are ‘wives.’ Transgenders go by what they present as, otherwise the roles are based on biology. That one caught us all by surprise, but apparently it came up in the Barnes Co-op. One individual is chosen to be the ‘Head of Household,’ and this person represents the Household to the rest of the cooperative. All income and properties of Household members belong to the Household. Sixty percent of all Household income goes to the cooperative. Personal financial allowances are agreed by the Household for its members. Rules governing conduct between the Household members are agreed by its members. All needs for the members of a Household are provided by the Household from its forty percent. Each member of a Household has duties to maintain the cooperative.

The second tier is for individuals. These individuals make a long-term commitment to the cooperative, and their role is ‘Concubine.’ The cooperative provides Concubines food, housing, healthcare, legal representation, and educational opportunities - all funded by the co-op. They may be employed at cooperative-owned businesses. Fifty percent of each Concubine’s income goes to the cooperative. Concubines will have frequent personal interaction with members of Households, and they may be invited to join Households.

Bernadette clarified that if a member of a Household desires a sexual companion outside the Household, they will look among the Concubines. Therefore, becoming a Concubine requires approval by the majority of Households in the cooperative.

The lowest tier is also for individuals. These individuals are called ‘Associates,’ and they are employees of the cooperative’s businesses. They receive employment benefits including healthcare coverage, insurance, investment, educational opportunities through the cooperative. Each Associate pays ten percent of salary to pay for these benefits; although, the cost of the benefits is significantly higher than their contributions pay for.

Bernadette handed a thumb drive and a sheaf of printed copies to Carla, who has become our de facto ‘in-house counsel.’ Bernadette encouraged us to review it and decide quickly if we want to go this route.

Bernadette ended her presentation by saying, “There have been three lawsuits against the Barns Co-op, all of which have gone in favor of the Co-op. The Attorney General attempted to get an indictment for criminal charges, but the Grand Jury failed to recommend moving forward, or ‘indict.’ The agreement’s verbiage is quite tight and aligned with current state and federal law. I recommend you decide quickly. There is a risk the legislature may make a law against it. If you already have the agreement in effect, you would still be okay because you will be grandfathered.”

We passed out hugs and kisses before Bernadette took her group back to Phoenix.

Friday was generally a standard workday for Marissa, Carla, and myself, but we had dinner with Aunt Judith and Julius Lafayette early in the evening. They told us they were leaving town together on Saturday. Judith will use her new documents until she is settled at their new location and she has finished her rejuvenation. Julius Lafayette said he also plans to rejuvenate slightly. He has his own source for IDs. He happily reported that his side business rejuvenating people is proving quite lucrative. He seemed nicer. Judith is having a positive impact on him.

Audrey opened a passage Friday evening from her hotel room in Kansas City while her roommate was in the shower.  We passed her a walk-through passage, and Josie went through, checked into our reserved suite, and hung the passage there.  Audrey helped her check in.  Marissa, Carla, Rebecca, Viktorija, and Erica went through the passage into the suite.  Marissa went downstairs and checked into the adjoining suite.  Steven and Lidia followed us through with their own roll-on bags and promptly ran downstairs to check into their own suite. 

I joined everyone in Kansas City after I finished my gig playing at the Lonesome Valley Brewing Company.   I didn’t book another.

We spent Saturday cheering on Audrey and the ‘Lopes volleyball team.

Early Sunday morning we all did the express check-out and took the passage home - Steven and Lidia as well as all my ladies - except Audrey. Audrey folded up the passage, sent it home, and returned to her room in time to get ready for her morning match.

Josie and I immediately took a passage to Bernadette’s with Viktorija. After handing out goodbye kisses, Josie and I caught an Uber to the Phoenix airport and flew to Chicago late Sunday morning. Josie finally got to ride on an airplane, and she was giddy the whole flight.

We took a cab from O’Hare to downtown Chicago’s JW Marriott on Adams. It’s only about a six block walk to the Construction Insurance Brokerage office on Michigan Avenue overlooking Millennium Park.

Monday was full of meetings at the office with business sponsors for next year’s projects, meetings with IT leaders, and setting up the conference room back at the hotel. Susan arranged for us to use a conference room at the hotel for the workshop to keep everyone focused on the workshop discussion rather than office distractions. Josie wandered Chicago while I worked. Tuesday through Thursday were dedicated to the workshop. It went well. One of the students was a VP of business development. He wanted me to do the same class for his staff, so I’ll be back in Chicago again in January. Friday consisted of more meetings with finance and contracting to get the statement of work, or ‘SOW,’ together for external developers for next year’s projects.

In between bouts of work, Susan and I got closer. She joined me for a drink after work Monday. She slid an envelope across the bar table to me. I opened it to find a copy of her executed divorce decree. I asked her, “What do you want, Susan?”

She looked around the bar before locking eyes with me. “You, Will. I want you.”

“I’m happy to give you that, but you know my situation. Can you live with that?” I asked.

“I want to get to know your family before I commit,” she responded.

I nodded, “That’s fair. Would you join us for dinner on Friday?” Josie walks up in a short, midnight blue cocktail dress with heels high enough to put her eyes on the same level as mine.

Susan nodded. “I would like that.”

Josie leaned over to kiss me, catching Susan by surprise. Josie joined us for a drink before the three of us went for dinner at Morton’s.

That night, Josie and I went home through a passage after dinner to sleep with our wives, but I woke early Tuesday to return to Chicago. Tuesday and Thursday evening, Josie and I went home through a passage for training. Tuesday night, Carla came back with us to Chicago, sleeping sandwiched between Josie and I. Carla dragged me out for a run along the lake parks on Wednesday morning. Wednesday evening Josie went to dinner with Susan, leaving me on my own to catch up on work and work out. Josie and I soiled the sheets heavily Wednesday night when she returned. Apparently, Susan got her quite excited.
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It feels good to relax after a very hectic week. It’s still more relaxing than fighting elves and greater imp lords, but the long sessions with groups of people is draining nonetheless. My brain needs to decompress. Susan joins Josie and I in the hotel bar for a drink before we retire to the suite.

Once we are in the suite, I lock the deadbolt and slider. I also put a black rubber wedge under the door while Josie hangs a passage on the wall.

I turn to catch Susan watching Josie with curiosity shining from her pretty face.

“Susan.” She turns to look at me. “We’re about to go down the rabbit hole. This is a part of our family. We’re dining in Arizona this evening. Are you ready for a little adventure?”

After sending a quick text, Josie hugs Susan and gently kisses her lips, surprising Susan. They did that Monday evening, but there was considerably more alcohol involved - less chastity, too. “Come with me, Susan. Meet my sisters.” Josie clasps her hand and leads my boss to meet my family.

All of my various ladies - the wives, Carla, and Erica are all there. Erica is very clingy toward everyone, including Susan. We take Susan on a tour using passages - first the Mount Vernon house, followed by Carla’s townhome, and the apartment. Susan stands to admire the shadowbox she gave me with the rope gauntlet inside, biting her lip in blatant desire.

Josie says, “Will tied me up the same way. It was mind blowing, wasn’t it.”

Susan gives her a fond smile. “Yes, you told me Wednesday night at dinner.”

Josie takes her hand, and the group walks south to show her the Cortez house under construction. When we finish there, we take the passages from the apartment to Mount Vernon and then to the hotel for a tour. We finish the tour of the hotel in time to walk the two blocks to John’s Chophouse for an early dinner.

We get home after dinner around eight o’clock. We sit around the living room as we talk to Susan about the reality around us. Susan vows secrecy, so we ‘open the kimono’ - figuratively. Rebecca explains about magic. Audrey explains about demons. Josie talks about how thaumaturgy works at a high level. Carla and Erica discuss their experiences as zombies and their different experiences getting a soul. I explain what I can do with my craft.

Marissa is refilling wine glasses again. She says, “Honestly, I’m just here because I’m a slut. I was dating Carla, but I periodically needed cock. I eventually found Will. Carla and I broke up, then Rebecca and Josie met us. I finally met Audrey. Carla and I have reconciled, too. I have a man to love me and use me harshly when I want that, and I’m surrounded by all these intelligent, strong women who let me shower them in affection. I’m swimming in pussy and cock, and I couldn’t be happier.”

Everyone laughs in response. Rebecca adds, “She may be a slut, but she’s also a … Carla, what did you call her?”

“Our badass warrior babe,” Carla says as she sends Marissa a smoldering look of lust.

Audrey says, “I think I’m a bigger slut than Marissa.”

Rebecca says, “No, I don’t think so, Kitten. You’re a badass warrior babe yourself, a gifted sorceress, and a great scientist. However,” Rebecca holds her finger in the air. “I do think you win the title of ‘kinkiest.’ I can’t imagine being bound and having sex on stage in front of people.”

Erica says, “I give her competition for that. Don’t forget how I pay the bills - online sex shows.”

Audrey says, “Yeah, but you don’t really like doing it all that much, do you? You do it for the money. I do it because I need it.”

At almost nine, I get a phone call from Bernadette’s cell phone. I answer, “Hello Bernadette, can I call you back?”

The response is not what I expected. “Hello, Will. Viktorija here. Clarice is with me on speaker. Our mistress is missing. We called Aldo, her driver. He said he got a cancellation message, so he didn’t pick her up. So now we’re at her office. Will, we found no sign of her. We walked around the building and found her cell phone on the ground by the back entrance to the parking lot. The security footage looks like an abduction.”

Clarice adds, “We were hoping you can come by tonight.” I hold my hand over my wine glass before Marissa refills it.

I ask, “Did you call the police?”

“Yes, Will,’ Viktorija answers. “But they took the report and said they’ll get back to us in a couple of days.”

Clarice growls, “I smell Valerans, Lord.”

I think to myself, ‘Oh, shit!’ I take a moment to focus. I tell them, “Meet me at the townhouse. Tell the staff to prepare for my arrival. I’ll be right there.”

I disconnect and look at the ladies scattered around the room. “Someone has taken Bernadette.”


2
Investigating


After a pause while everyone processes the news, the ladies explode into a flurry of questions.

“Calm down,” I respond forcefully. I explain once the quiet descends again. “That was Viktorija and Clarice. Apparently someone left a message with her normal driver to cancel her ride home. When she didn’t return home or answer calls, Viktorija and Clarice went to her office. There was no sign of her in the office, but they found her cell phone lying on the ground outside the back door to the parking lot. Viktorija said security video looks like she was abducted. Clarice said she ‘smelled Valerans,’ but I assume she was alluding to her suspicion that the elves took her.”

I look around the room. “Who’s sober enough to go with me?” All hands go up, but several slowly drop. Carla, Marissa, and Susan all have theirs in the air after Audrey, Erica, Josie, and Rebecca figure out that maybe not.

I ask, “Rebecca, any ideas how to process the alcohol out of our systems faster?”

She shakes her head, “Not possible. You have to process it. I can give you something to replace minerals and fluids. Give me just a moment.” She saunters past me towards the kitchen. I watch her ass as she glides toward the kitchen.

Rebecca catches me as she turns toward the entrance to the kitchen. She flashes me a big grin at catching me admiring her figure.

I turn back to look at my boss. “Susan, this is the part we hadn’t gotten to yet. Our friend and sometimes lover is Bernadette. She is a complex, intelligent woman with lots of business interests. She is a lawyer, but one of her other business interests is a salon, a bordello if you prefer, that manages to just barely walk the line of legality. She is also a succubus.”

“What?” Susan gasps. “You have a friend that is a demon?”

“Yes,” I answer. “I guess if you count Lara and Shryl, I have three.”

Audrey says, “Bernadette’s business model is more like hosting parties with expensive entry fees. Her staff are available for entertainment, but they don’t get paid for sex directly. It’s a grey line, but so far it’s kept her out of trouble. Will and I have both been in her bed. The bondage shows we do are at her salon. She’s a lovely person, and I’m pretty sure she is as deeply in love with William as you are.”

Susan stutters, “I…”

Carla says, “Don’t deny it, Susan. I was planning to sit down with you and explain what we’re thinking to make it legally possible for you to join us as an equal wife. There’s no rush, but I thought you should know we think it is possible. We won’t even be the first to do it.”

I interrupt, “Susan, the rest of the stuff I haven’t told you yet is there is a nation of elves looking to colonize Earth. I suspect human genocide is part of their plan. Clarice thinks the elves took Bernadette.”

“Who’s Clarice,” Susan asks. I can see she’s grasping at straws as her world view is violently yanked away from her.

“She is Bernadette’s ward, or step-daughter. I think she is a niece by blood based on something Clarice said in an unguarded moment. Regardless, Bernadette loves that girl like she was her own, and Clarice considers Bernadette her mother despite never saying it out loud. They love each other fiercely.”

Susan says, “That doesn’t seem like a demon from Hell.”

“Yeah,” I admit with a nod. “Much of what our culture has taught us about angels, demons, and the afterlife is just wrong. Then again, I have it on good authority from the archangel Michael that God does exist.”

“Wow,” Susan says.

Josie blurts, “Mick is the archangel Michael?”

The ladies are looking at me intensely. “I’m sorry, my loves. I thought I told you. Jack is the one that told me. Mick didn’t introduce itself that way.”

“It?” Susan asks. “Don’t you mean him?”

Rebecca calls from the kitchen, “No. Angels are androgynous. They have the sex organs of both males and females, and they are unbelievably beautiful.”

Marissa adds, “They look like gorgeous female fitness models or bodybuilders with cocks. We have another angel friend, Gwen, that I’m fairly certain William would bed if the opportunity arose, despite its ‘additional bits’ - Will’s term.”

“No,” I shake my head. “Gwen is beautiful, but I can’t get past the ‘additional bits.’ Sorry, I’m pretty open-minded, but I’m not that open-minded.”

Rebecca counters, “Don’t forget, my love. Gwen can take either a male or female form.” She gives me an ornery grin.

I pinch the bridge of my nose. “Susan, the reason for rushing into these last topics is that I am going to hunt for Bernadette.”

Marissa gasps, “Hunt! I think Jack is in Phoenix. Let me call him.” She picks up her phone and walks back to the kitchen.

I look at Carla, “Would you summon the critters when we get to Phoenix? I think their sense of smell will prove useful.”

“Of course,” Carla says as she stands. She slinks over to me and wraps me in a hug. “We’ll find her, Will. If she is harmed at all, we will shed a river of blood.” She pulls my mouth to hers and kisses me passionately.

Carla releases my mouth. “I’m going to drink a litre of water and put on more appropriate clothing.” She’s still wearing a wool business skirt and black silk blouse. I turn to watch her leave. She calls over her shoulder, “Don’t you have things to do, Mr. James?”

“You are mesmerizing, Ms. Jackson,” I flirt back. Unfortunately, my good humor vanishes quickly with Carla’s lean figure. I mutter, “I need to go change, too.”

I look at my boss, “Susan, I think it’s too soon to bring you in on something like this. Stay here with the ladies. Take time. Acclimate.”

Susan says, “No, Will. I want to go. The only thing that kept me going through the divorce was that you...all of you...were waiting on the other side. I didn’t know a quarter of what that meant, but I am all in. Plus, I’m an expert pistol shot. I seriously considered shooting Elliot when I found out he was fucking his toy in our bed, so I invested the time to learn.” She fumes silently for a moment. Finally she sighs, “The affection you gave me coupled with the gentlemanly way you handled me in my lowest moment have just added to my craving to be yours. My divorce was thankfully fast, but it was brutal. Memories of our two evenings together kept me sane. We have both kept everything professional, but I don’t want to be professional with you. I want to release my passion and give it to you, Will. I will stand with you in battle if needed.”

Marissa calls from the kitchen. “Jack is in Phoenix. I think I caught him in the middle of fucking Darcie, but he said he could be there in an hour or less.”

I wave an acknowledgement to Marissa. “Okay,” I respond to Susan. “Just know that if it looks overly dangerous, I will send you back.” Susan nods. “I need to change. My primary pistol is in Chicago, so I better go get it, too. Marissa, please see if we can find a pair of jeans and boots that will fit Susan. We’ll need to get her a pistol, too.” I take a breath. “Pardon me, ladies.” Rebecca hands me a big glass of water as I go downstairs to get my pistol in Chicago.
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Thirty minutes later, Marissa, Carla, and Susan follow me out of the passage into our suite at Bernadette’s salon wearing similar outfits of long-sleeved dark t-shirts, dark jeans, boots, shoulder holsters, and light jackets. We are all equipped with a taser flashlight and collapsible baton, too. I’ve got two batons. Marissa brought a rattan jo staff, instead of a second baton.

Chantelle is standing by the passage to greet me with a tearful hug. Jack and Darcie are standing in the seating area watching us emerge. Jack and Darcie look surprised to see us essentially walk out of the wall.

I introduce Susan to Chantelle. Marissa and Carla collect hugs from Chantelle as I introduce Susan to Jack and Darcie. Jack shakes her hand. Darcie hugs me and then Susan. She asks, “Are you new to the family?”

Susan said, “Yes. I have known Will for over three years, and I grew to love him rapidly. I just got divorced, and Will invited me to dine with him and his wives this evening.

Carla hugs Jack and says to Susan, “I’m not a wife, yet.”

Darcie pulls her from Jack’s embrace. “Carla, from my perspective, it looks like a done deal,” she says.

Carla hugs her tightly and nods. “We love each other, but I want to wait on consummation until I can order my thoughts better. I don’t think you know my whole story.”

Darcie squeezes her back. “I noticed a change in you at brunch after Rebecca’s birthday. You seemed warmer. More emotionally available.”

Carla places her fingers on Darcie’s lips. “Don’t say another word unless you want me to weep like a little girl. I’ll tell you the next time you visit. Okay?” Darcie smiles and nods enthusiastically.

Jack frowns at the passage. I tell him, “It’s a ‘passage,’ an invention of Josie’s.”

Jack says, “It’s a portal.”

I nod, “Exactly. Matched pairs of doorways.”

Jack scratches his scalp. “I’ve never heard of a necromancer doing anything like that.’

I look at him. “Jack, you don’t know all of our secrets anymore than we know all of yours. I don’t have the time to pussyfoot around right now. Can I trust you to protect my family? Protect our secrets?”

Jack says, “As long as you commit the same to me and mine.” His eyes are locked on mine.

I nod, “Done.” I offer him my hand, and we shake. “Josie was a thaumaturge before she started studying necromancy.”

Jack is gobsmacked. “The last thaumaturge died in the early 1900s.”

I nod. “Yeah. 1891 in her case. We can discuss that over drinks some time soon.”

Jack points at the passage. “I might be in the market to buy a set from Josie.”

I purse my lips and nod. “I’m sure she would be happy to discuss it with you. Shall we go find our friend?”

“Let’s do it,” he nods.

Chantelle starts disassembling the passage. She says, “Go ahead. I’m going to send this back to Josie, and then I’ll join you.”

I lead the way down the stairs. Clarice and Viktorija run from the back of the house to intercept us as I reach the bottom of the stairs.

Clarice throws herself at me and wraps me in a tight hug. She looks up at me. “Will, they took Mummy!” Tears flow freely down her face. Viktorija loses it when the normally cheerful and flirtatious girl breaks down.

I kiss Clarice’s forehead. “We’ll get your Mummy back, and whoever did it will pay in pain and blood, my dear girl. Trust me on that.”

Clarice buries her face in my chest. “I do, my Lord. I do trust you.”

I open an arm and Viktorija slides in to make it a group hug. I kiss her tears away before I give her a chaste kiss. I tell the two young ladies in my arms, “Go get your battle rattle my loves. We’re going on a hunt.”

Lara runs in from the dining room door in ballistic vest, a black mail skirt, and black combat boots. She has a long dagger strapped to her right hip, an MP5 on a sling under her left arm, and a helmet tucked under her right. Viktoria and Clarice slide away and run off to get ready. Lara slides in for a hug, and Susan gasps as she see’s Lara’s long pointed ears.

Marissa whispers in her ear, and Lara looks up at me. Lara says, “I’m ready, Lord.”

I kiss her forehead gently. “I see that, Lara. You’re assuming Valya took her?” I ask.

The gorgeous diminutive woman nods. “Who else, Lord?”

I cup her face in my hand. “Lara, you’re probably right, but we need to find her quickly. That means we need to be certain. We’re going to summon imps to track them. Then we hunt.”

Lara says, “You promised, Lord.”

I look into her glistening eyes, “I promised that if it were possible, you could finish her. I will ensure you can do so safely. You are important too, Lara. First we rescue Bernadette. Clear?”

She closes her eyes and tears escape. “Yes, Lord. You’re right. Save the mistress first.”

I kiss her tears dry and hug her to me. “We’ll get her, Lara.”

Jack says, “Revenge is a dish best served cold.” Lara looks at him like he’s insane. Jack continues, “Yeah, I never understood that either, but it is a common proverb.”

Manuel joins us from the salon. “Hello everyone.” His normally cheerful demeanor is subdued. “Luis and Viktorija will be driving you. Coffee and water are in the trucks. The rest of us will maintain security, plus we have a few guests in the house. Lara will lead the way.” He nods to the small elf.

Lara disengages from me. “This way, Lord.” I follow closely behind.

I ask, “Lara, do you have vests I can put on my ladies?”

“Yes, Lord. We have them for you, Jack, and your ladies. We prepared them after you told Manuel how many to expect. Viktorija has the map from Koree. He’s locked in a dorm room until this is over.”

Lara helps me fit Susan, Carla, and Marissa with a vest. Jack says, “Darcie and I have our vests in my car. We’ll follow behind.”

Viktoria runs up holding Clarice’s hand. Both have kevlar tunics on over jeans and hiking boots. Each carries a helmet in the crook of her arm. Clarice has a wicked looking whip coiled around her shoulder.

Each grabs an MP5, checks it, and loads it. Viktorija looks up. “Let’s go.”

I jump in the Lincoln SUV with Viktoria. Susan and Clarice sit in the back.

Marissa rides in Luis’ SUV with Carla and Lara. Jack and Darcie hop in his CR-V to follow behind it. It looks like a newer model than mine, but I approve of his choice of vehicles.

Viktorija leads the way, followed by Jack and then Luis. She takes us to Greenway, and then we head east to US-51. Along the way, I introduce Susan to Viktorija and Clarice.

Viktorija comments as she drives, “No wonder Audrey was jealous, Susan. You are quite pretty.” I hear a Slavic accent coming back into her speech. She hasn’t had that since she first arrived at Bernadette’s years ago. “Welcome to the family.”

Clarice just stews quietly in the back seat as Susan replies, “Thank you.”

We follow US-51 south through the center of town to Lincoln. We take Lincoln east to 24th street to Camelback. I spy Valya’s stronghold as we turn east on Camelback towards Arcadia. We turn north on 44th Street and then left into the complex of offices that houses Bernadette’s law office. I see the sign for ‘Pasquale and George, Attorneys at Law.’ We pull in, and Viktorija launches out of her seat.

Viktorija pulls her phone and dials a number. “Hello, Mr. George. Viktorija Ozoliņa again. I’ve brought some investigators.” She waits a moment. “Thank you, sir.” Viktorija turns to me after she hangs up. “He doesn’t know anything about the hidden world, Will.”

“Okay, honey.” I turn to Susan. “That means all the stuff we were discussing at our house doesn’t get mentioned until we are back to Bernadette’s house or until Mr. George leaves.”

Susan nods seriously at me. “Got it, Will.”

A fifty-ish man with a bald head and glasses opens the door. He’s still wearing his suit pants and braces, but his shirt is open at the collar. “Please come in.”

“Thanks, Mr. George,” Viktorija responds with a slight smile. He pats her shoulder as she walks by. He looks questioningly at our body armor, especially Lara, Clarice, and Viktorija’s. Lara’s helm is fortunately covering her ears.

I nod as we walk past. Viktorija leads us to a reception desk. She sits at the desk and pulls up a security application.

Mr. George says, “I’m leaving. You have a key, Viktorija?

She says, “Yes, sir. Thank you for your trust.” She pulls up the security control console on the monitor.

Mr. George says, “Please let me know if you learn anything.”

Viktorija says, “Of course, sir.” She opens the recording from the back door camera. She backs it up to 17:12. We see Bernadette with a small purse over her shoulder and holding her phone in her hand. She drops her phone down behind her right thigh. A driver runs around the car to open the door. He’s very short, and slightly built.

Bernadette drops her phone behind her. The driver opens the door. The driver says something, and Bernadette squats down to see into the back seat. I see her mouth move as she kicks her phone toward the trash bin by the back door. She says something and shakes her head. She stands and sighs to the sky. She looks at the camera and says something. I’m crap at lip reading, but it looks like ‘Valya’ to me. Bernadette steps forward and crawls into the back seat of the car. The car pulls away. I watch to see if the license is visible, but the camera is pointing in the wrong direction.

Viktorija pulls up a different camera and we watch the car turn toward the camera. She says, “They scoped the cameras. This one should have caught the license.” She pulls up another camera. We watch the car pull off at an oblique angle to the camera to drive behind a line of parked cars. “Yeah, they planned this well.”

I put a hand on her shoulder. “It’s okay, Viktorija. You’ve done what you could. Let’s give Carla and the critters a chance. Is there room in Bernadette’s office?”

She looks at me with tears in her eyes. “Yes, Lord. We will have to move the furniture around and roll up the rug, but there is enough space in her office. Let me show you.”

She gets up and walks down the corridor. She opens a door and walks in. I stop everyone else at the door. “Carla,” I call over my shoulder.

“Here, Will.” The response comes from right next to me. She caresses my face. “I got this.” She looks into the room and then cocks an eye at me. “As soon as my big, manly man moves all the furniture.”

I kiss her quickly. “Yes, dear.”

I start moving the chairs from the conference table to the side as I hear Darcie say, “Are you sure you’re not a wife, Carla? That kinda sounded like you bossing Will around.”

Jack comes to give me a hand as I call out, “Yeah, Darcie. Carla has mad skills like that.”

“I love you too,” Carla says as we clear the conference table out of the way.

Jack and I set the table to the side. I walk quickly over to Carla and kiss her passionately. I release her and look into her wide eyes. I murmur, “I do love you, Carla.” Marissa and Susan are both looking at me hungrily. I hold up a finger. “Hold that thought, loves. I need to get Carla started summoning the critters.”

Jack and I roll the oriental carpet to the side of the room as Viktorija says, “I’ll take some of that too when you get a minute, Will.”

I nod and focus on my task, “You bet, honey.”

Jack says, “That should do. Go get your reward, Will.”

I look at him. “Are you smirking at me, Jack?” He laughs, and I get up and walk over to the door. Carla grabs another kiss before pulling out her chalk. I watch her squat down and start scribing on the floor.

Carla doesn’t even look up. “Don’t you have ladies to kiss, Mr. James?”

“Yes, dear,” I sigh. I wink at Marissa, and she laughs. I pull her into an embrace and kiss her like I just came back from war.

When we break for a breath she gasps, “Damn! Hey, Carla. I want you to warm him up all the time.” I spank Marissa’s hard, round ass. She moans, “Oh yes, Will”

I smirk and brush her lips with mine once more. “Careful, Strumpet.”

Marissa cups my face. “William. How many times do I have to tell you. I’m ‘slut.’ Rebecca is ‘strumpet.’ Get it right, husband.”

Jack says, “Will, just put collars on them and call them all ‘Pet.’” He slides past Susan with a nod. He adds, “It works for me.”

Marissa asks, “Sure, Jack. How does it work for Darcie?”

Darcie moans, “Oh, it definitely works for me and all Jack’s ladies. We love being Master’s pets.”

Susan says quietly, “I gave myself to William once, and he took care of me just how I needed him to. I would gladly be his pet.” She raises her arms, and I slide into them to claim Susan’s lips, to devour them. She moans into my mouth as I squeeze her to me.

Marissa slides up close behind Susan and squeezes her body hard against Susan’s with her hands on Susan’s hips. She whispers into Susan’s ear, “Welcome to the family, beautiful.” I feel Marissa’s hands slide up Susan’s body to cup her breasts. She whispers again, “On behalf of all the ladies of the family, welcome.”

Susan moans as she grinds her hips forward into my growing hard-on. I release her mouth, but before I can speak she turns to capture Marissa’s mouth. Suddenly, I’m completely rampant watching these two sexy ladies devour each other’s mouths.

They break the kiss, and Susan just looks in Marissa’s eyes with lust. Susan says, “You really are a slut, aren’t you?”

“Yes, I am,” Marissa answers without an ounce of shame.

Susan responds, “You are my new role model. I have way too many hang-ups.”

I release Susan into a side-hug and Marissa slides under the other arm. “You just have to (smack) Oh!”


3
Marshalling the troops


Ilook at her. “Marissa, this is a good conversation to have, but I don’t want to distract Carla. So dampen the fires a bit, my love. We need to find Bernadette.”

Carla calls back, “Thank you, Mr. James. I’ve got this regardless, but I appreciate you watching out for me.”

“It’s my pleasure to support you, Ms. Jackson.” I see Viktoria standing next to Bernadette’s desk. “Come here, Precious.”

Viktorija’s head whips to me as I release the ladies on either side of me. I beckon her with a crooked finger and she tentatively walks to me. I hold my arms out to her, and she rushes into my arms. I clasp her armored body to me.

She looks into my eyes. “That’s what Mistress calls me, Will.”

“I know, Viktorija. You are precious to her,” I tell her. “You are precious to me. If you come to join us, you will be my ‘Precious Tori’ as well as hers. For now, my focus is finding her, easing the pain of all her family and mine, and bringing her back to us. Let me ease your pain, Precious.”

I give Viktorija a lover’s kiss, and she melts into me. I release her lips and pull her head to my chest. A shorter, helmeted figure slides in to hug me on my right.

I see blond hair sticking out, so I murmur into the helmet. “We’ll get your mummy soon, sweetheart.”

Carla stands to walk her circle to inspect it. She nods to herself before looking at me. “Here we go, Will.”

“Okay.”

Carla starts chanting in the language she uses to summon imps. Shortly after, there is a little critter in the middle of the circle. She says, “Hello, Xerxes. My lord requires reconnaissance, will you take this mission? We will fetch a jar of peanut butter for you if you are willing to do this.”

Xerxes stands at attention and gives Carla a British salute. “Aye aye, Captain. I will take this contract.”

Carla says, “The deal is struck.”

Xerxes replies, “The deal is agreed.”

Carla says, “Jump out of the circle and report to my Lord General.”

“Aye aye, Captain!” The little critter jumps out of the circle. It’s on a high trajectory to land on Clarice’s head, so I step through the circle of hugs and barely manage to snag the two-foot tall little monster with my right arm. I spin backwards and pull Xerxes with me, guiding it to the ground.

Once it is on its feet, Xerxes salutes. “Reporting for duty, General! That was fun. Can we do it again?”

I laugh, “You wouldn’t have found it so fun if Clarice decided to rip you a new asshole for landing on her head.”

Xerxes shrugs. “I’m an imp. Being a pest is what I do.” I chuckle at it.

Hermes jumps in right next to Xerxes. “Reporting for duty, General!” It turns to Xerxes. “What was fun?”

Xerxes shrugs, “The general caught me in the air before I could terrorize the little one with the helmet.”

Argos lands on the other side of Xerxes. “Reporting for duty, General!” It sniffs the air. “I smell elf!”

I squat down in front of the three imps and nod. “Lara is here. She is one of my people.”

I see the elven woman peak around the doorframe. I wave her in and gently wrap an arm around her waist. I tell Argos, “I think you remember her. She is part of my extended family. You are not to harm her in any way. In the last battle, she fought the other elves to protect my family, so I value her greatly. Is that clear, my critters?”

They snap to attention, salute, and sound off. “Aye, aye, General.”

I salute them back before I respond. “Your mission is tracking and reconnaissance. I need to find the mistress of the house where we battled last.” I point to Bernadette’s chair. “That is where she sits when she works here in case you need a refresh on her scent.”

Viktorija adds, “Her phone is on the desk. It is the last thing she touched.”

I tell them, “I need you to track her, and find her if possible. If you can’t find her, note well where you lose the trail. One of you comes back to tell me where the trail ends while the other two watch and learn - UNLESS, the trail ends at the Valeran stronghold. Argos knows where that is. If the trail ends there, then two of you come back, and one stays to watch. Are you clear on your mission?”

Again, they snap to attention, salute, and sound off. “Aye, aye, General.”

Quietly I tell them, “Check your scent and go.” They explode into motion. One hops on the desk and sniffs the phone. The other two hit the chair. Then they dash off.

I follow them to the back door, and open it for them. They follow the route the car took, running on all fours.

I walk back inside. As I take a seat in one of the chairs around Bernadette’s conference table while I pull out my phone. I dial a familiar number.

I hear a grumble. “Hello, Monty. Will James here.”

“What’s up, Studley Doright?” he answers. I think the only way I’ll get rid of that nickname is to ignore it.

I respond, “Yeah, well I need to kick my game up a notch, so I thought I would impress the ladies by clearing a building tonight.”

“Oh, I’m sure that would impress your ladies. Are you fucking insane?” he growls.

“Yeah, likely. It’s this new team building thing. It’s essentially clearing a building like we did in the desert, but quieter. There is even OPFOR.”

“OPFOR, huh?”

“Yeah, I’m getting the G2 on it now, I’ll know within an hour whether it’s a go for tonight or not. I’d love for you to join us.”

“Hmmm. Well, Monique is out of town, so why not. I suppose I should bring my own paintball gun?” he asks.

“That’s right. Rally point is Pasquale and George law office, 4634 North 44th Street,” I tell him.

“Okay. Should I come by now?” he asks.

“Yeah, come on by. If it doesn’t work out, I’ll buy the first round.”

“This is going to cost you at least two,” he growls.

“Ha-ha-ha. Sure, the first two rounds. I’ll see you soon.” I disconnect.

I call out, “Luis. Can you get some peanut butter?”

Luis sticks his head inside the office, and I get up to meet him - again avoiding stepping on the circle on the ground. Luis asks, “How much do we need?”

“At least three, but I’d like to get about twenty-five to thirty if you can find them. Don’t worry about getting anything special. Just all the same size jars,” I explain.

Luis nods, “There’s an AJ’s across the street, but I better hurry before they close. I should be back in less than thirty minutes unless I need to troll convenience stores.”

I give him a quick hug. “Thanks, Luis.” I get the obligatory pats on the back in return before he backs off and runs toward his car.”

Marissa dashes off and calls, “I’ll come along, Luis!”

I hug Susan. “How are you doing with all this?”

“Oka-a-ay,” she says dubiously. “What were those?” She points to the circle.

“Imps,” I tell her. “Little demons. They feed off chaos. They are fast, have a great sense of smell, and the only thing they hate more than greater imps are elves. The only thing they like to eat more than emotional strife from chaos are elves. They rather like peanut butter, too. That makes it a good method of payment for their services.”

“That’s why you told them about Lara,” she says rhetorically. Carla, Viktorija, Clarice, and even Lara all join us in a group hug.

I nod once. “Yep.”

Lara tells Susan, “I am the Lord’s property. Duchess Valeran sent me to the Mistress in the guise of a gift to collect intelligence on her house. My Lord removed the glyph she put on me that forced me to do that. I fought to protect his ladies while they worked to kill the greater imp lord Xranalazny and fight off the elves. I died after that battle. My Lord let my spirit go to the Summerlands at my request, but he resurrected my body to serve the mistress. I am a zombie. Despite that I have a good life serving my lord and the Mistress.”

Lara is normally fairly stand-offish, but she has been emotionally raw since the death of her sister. This is the most verbose I’ve ever seen her. Her behavior reminds me of Erica growing her new soul. This is not what I’ve come to expect from zombies, but maybe it is just anger manifesting as emotional pain. I’ll have to investigate later.

I hug Lara and address Viktorija. “Precious, I’m thinking when Bernadette looked into the security camera, she said ‘Valya.’ Did you see that, or did I imagine it?”

Viktorija says, “I thought so too, Will. I didn’t want to say anything in case I was imagining it. I despise her, so my brain went to Valya as soon we discovered Bernadette was missing.”

“Let’s go sit down. Is there a conference room here?” I ask.

Viktorija leads out of Bernadette’s office. “This way?”

I check to ensure the back door is open for the critters to return. Then, as I usher our crew to the conference room. I ask, “How much research have you done on the area around the Esplanade, Precious?”

“Some,” Viktorija says. “I’ve been trying to hack the security cameras all the way around their building. I’ve gotten into all of the Valeran cameras, the ones across the street to the north, and three of the four buildings that have cameras facing the back parking lot entrance to the Esplanade. I just got the name of the monitoring firm this afternoon on the fourth. The one across the street to the east doesn’t have a view into the back door, so I haven’t been focused there at all.”

I ask, “Does the fourth building have a line of site onto the back door? Can we get to the back door without showing up on their camera?”

Viktorija grimaces. “I think so, but I can’t be certain until I get control of their monitoring console. That will take a little time.”

I rub my scalp to work out my frustration.

Viktorija bites her lip for a moment. “Will, I might have another solution.”

“What are you thinking, Viktorija?”

She bites her lip again as she focuses her thoughts. “I have a contingency plan that I’ve had for a while. I have a drone that I can use to disable cameras. I can either cut an exposed cable or spray paint a lens. I did a test flight and function test Tuesday. It’s ready.”

“How long for it to get on station?” I ask.

“To the Esplanade from the townhouse?” she asks. I nod. “Fifteen minutes if I’m careful. It’s a big, powerful drone, and it’s not very far. I have a ninety minute flight time on the battery, so I might need to bring it here once I finish sabotaging the cameras.” She shrugs. “It depends on how fast I can fix the cameras.”

I smile at her. “Okay, that sounds like it will work. Do you want to go get it and come back here?”

She shakes her head. “No. The last thing I want is for someone to see me getting it out. I’m a little worried about someone seeing it land. If I can get it done quickly, I’ll send it back to the house, but this is the first time I’ve actually used it other than a couple of test flights. It didn’t seem very windy out, so I’m hopeful.”

I ask Carla, “Could we have the critters do it?”

She smirks at me. “How much carnage do you want?”

Jack says, “I think the only way to use imps is how you are currently doing. If you send them out to destroy something it will go wrong.”

Carla smirks, “Master Clement sent one to steal a briefcase out of the Cherokee House hotel. He told it to ‘do whatever it takes.’ That turned into the Great Fire of Denver in 1863.”

Susan visits with Clarice, Darcie, and Lara as they go to find a restroom. Jack asks me, “Who did you call?”

“Gus Montgomery. He’s the guy that brought all the guns to the range in Prescott. I train with him in Master Hiromatsu’s dojo, and we were both with the First Infantry Division in Turkey covering Fourth Infantry. I got out after that, but he went on to retire as Command Sergeant Major, 18th Airborne Corps. He’s Ranger, Special Forces, and he looks like he could still mount up and deploy to the sandbox to kick ass.”

Jack nods and says, “I remember him. How do you propose to clear Valya’s building with just three of us that know how to do it? She has nearly two thousand people in that building.”

I glare at him, “Bring more of those little terrors along, and turn them loose on the elves. I’ll follow along behind them sucking the souls out of the elves and the human guards.”

Carla says, “I will be hard pressed to keep more than about twenty or twenty-five, Will. If I do more than twenty-five or thirty, some will get away. We don’t want that.”

“No we don’t,” I concede. “Okay, our initial three, plus seven each. That gives us twenty-four.”

Carla crawls onto my lap. “Will, I understand you're angry and worried, but the eighteen last time was a challenge. Can we just go with that number again? Please.”

I can see the concern in her beautiful grey eyes. “Okay. I don’t want to set you up for failure. I’m concerned that we are going to be severely outnumbered. If Josie hadn’t been tipsy, I would have brought her along to zombify more elves. I’ll need to zombify the guards, too. I would have had to kill them either way.”

Jack says, “Let me see if Steven can come out to play tonight.” He steps out into the hallway.

Viktorija says, “Koree said most of them will have daggers on them at all times. Swords, bows, crossbows, and firearms are kept in an armory on each floor. Remember, they prefer the quieter weapons, and their firearms are mostly low velocity and spring fired - essentially technical crossbows.”

I nod, “Yeah, I remember that. What was that about magnetic propulsion weapons again?”

Viktorija grabs my hand and reminds me. “They are supposed to get five crates of high-velocity, magnetic propulsion weapons in the next couple of weeks from House Elassaine. They are to be delivered here directly to encourage House Valeran to keep their word not to use them on the prime planet. He said…”

I nod, “...two dozen in a crate. So 120 of these dream weapons in the hands of House Valeran. Just abso-fucking-lovely.”

“Exactly,” says Viktorija.

Jack returns, “Steven said he is already a bottle of wine into the night. He said he would come if necessary, but Lidia would have to drive him.” He frowns to emphasize we’re fucked.

“Yeah, but the longer we wait to mount a rescue, the more likely is that Valya has hurt her,” I say.

“Or sent her to her sister, the Archduchess Gabrielle,” Viktorija says. “I think she would rather die than that.”

I call Audrey, “Hello Kitten. What do you think about Shryl?”

“Hello, Will. So she’s really gone?” Audrey asks. “Suck. Uh Shryl...she’s lovey, but she is young. I was surprised to find she was known to the royals due to her age unless she was a lady-in-waiting for one of the younger royals.”

“I’m contingency planning,” I explain. “Do you think we can trust her to be our eyes among Bernadette’s family?”

Audrey says, “Certainly. She adores Bernadette. She’ll do whatever is required to find her. I know how to reach her, so no research is required.”

“Okay, Kitten. Love to all the ladies. I love you.” She responds in kind just before I disconnect.

Viktorija gets a ping on her phone and leaves the room. A minute later, Luis and Marissa traipse in carrying two cases of peanut butter each. They run back out and return with Viktorija and coffee mugs from the trucks as the other ladies chatter quietly in the conference room.

Luis puts on a pot of coffee while Darcie slides onto Jack’s lap. Clarice, Lara, and Viktorija remove their helmets and lay them on the table or a credenza nearby. Carla gives Clarice the seat on my lap, and Viktorija sits closely next to us. Lara, Marissa, and Carla all squeeze in as tightly as they can in chairs and the tabletop while Susan drapes herself around my neck from behind me.

We sip coffee. We nuzzle, cuddle, caress, and kiss each other for comfort as we wait impatiently for word of our beloved friend and lover.

Susan asks, “Am I understanding this correctly? We’re going to attack a building full of elves, Will?”

I kiss the crown of Clarice’s head. “If the trail takes them there. Otherwise, we’ll go where the trail leads.”

Darcie gasps and rocks in Jack’s lap. He says, “Susan, the odds are that is where we are going.”

Darcie gasps, “Oh Jesus, YES” as she spasms in Jack’s lap.

Jack murmurs, “Good job, my Pet. They belong to me. Give them to me.”

I pick Clarice up and turn her to face away from Jack and Darcie. I tell him, “Jack, if you have a fantasy about fucking on a lawyer’s desk, you can probably take care of that if you hurry.”

Jack cocks an eyebrow at me. “Good idea, Will. Let’s go, Pet.”

I tell him, “Not Bernadette’s. It’s not that she wouldn’t appreciate the gesture, but I’d like to not scuff up the circle.”

Viktorija calls out, “Jared Carlisle’s desk. He’s an ass.”

“Got it,” I hear Jack call from down the hall.

After listening to Darcie’s moans and groans, I’m starting to think about taking a turn with Marissa on the conference table, but I hear the critters run in the back door.

Clarice jumps off my lap, I slide past Susan and out into the hall. I call out, “What did you learn, my critters?”

All three of them stand there and salute. I think it’s Xerxes who says, “It is Valeran Castle, General. We followed them into a parking field and to a back door. When we got close to the door, it made us feel sick. Hermes,” it points to the scratched comrade with green ooze coming out of the scratches. “Hermes was attacked by an owl while Argos and I were scouting around the building.”

Hermes growls, “The big fucker just dropped out of the sky. It had a ribbon around its neck, so I held on and bit its head off. I saw more of them, but they were hard to count. They moved all the time. We all came back rather than risk fighting those fuckers.”

Argos salutes again. “I confirmed it’s the right castle, General.”


4
Battle plans


Iopen my mouth to speak when I hear a gentle bang on the door. Marissa says, “I’ve got it. It’s probably Monty.”

I look at Carla. “Honey, are you good with eighteen? This will be a longer battle. There are fourteen floors, and we have to clear them all to ensure we can get back out again.”

Her grey eyes lock on mine. “What do you want them to do, Will?”

“Keep the elves away from their armories and create as much chaos in their ranks until I can suck their souls out,” I answer.

“That’s right!” Monty’s baritone voice responds. “I forgot you can suck out souls, Studley Doright.”

I look over my shoulder. “Hello, Monty. Are you ready to step through the looking glass?”

The tall, black man chuckles evilly. “I built the fucking Looking Glaaa...what the fuck are those?” He looks like he’s seen a ghost as he looks at the critters.

“Those are imps, Monty. Demons. They are great at tracking, fast as hell, and hate elves,” I tell him. I point at my elven zombie. “Lara is an elf. She’s from a royal bloodline, so her ears are longer than average. Based on the roughly twenty-five I’ve seen, I’d say they range from…” I look at Lara. “...4’ to 5’5”?”

She nods her head side-to-side like an Indian woman. “Ranging from 120 to165 centimeters - your measures translate to that pretty well, Lord.”

I continue pulling the bandaid off. “Elves are faster and stronger than most humans - about on a par with an elite human athlete.

Monty is suddenly very serious. “You’re not kidding.”

I shake my head, “When I told you I’d about been killed, it was elves that did it.” I light a ball of soul energy in my hand to preclude scoffing. The imps look decidedly ill as the ball comes into existence. “Those elves had additional assistance - collars with magical enhancements for speed, strength, and faster healing. I got lucky. Since then I’ve learned how to bring some magic of my own.”

I dismiss the ball of soul energy, and the imps seem more energetic again. I tell them, “Give me just a second, critters. Carla will pay you for your recon mission. We have another for you and some friends. Get some water, coffee, go outside to relieve yourself, and hurry back here.”

They snap to attention. “Aye, aye, General.”

Monty chuckles on that. “General, huh.” I get up and walk over to welcome him.

I chuckle with him as I shake his hand. “Their choice. They call Carla ‘Captain.’ You bring weapons?”

He nods, “Yeah. Vest and helmet too. You sounded too strange on the phone not to take it seriously.”

“Yeah. You can’t tell anyone about this. Not even Monique. We can read her in over time, but I need you to keep this a state secret for now,” I tell him. I point at Jack and Darcie as they come out of an office with a definite glow about them. “Jack’s former employers might ‘disappear you’ if you do.”

Jack replies, “No, Will. They would imprison you and kill people we care about, but they’d probably just wipe his mind.” He walks up and offers the big man his hand with a grin. “Welcome to my hell, Monty.”

“Hey, Jack. You’re in on this, too?” he asks.

“Monty, I used to hunt demons for the Church. I’m one of only two people I know of that they let retire, and I was called back in earlier this year for a special case. Thankfully that’s done, and I’m back to being retired. Bottom line, demons are real and the Church is neck deep in ‘em,” he wraps up.

“Ho-ly shi-it!” Monty exclaims. “We need to have a long talk at some point.” He looks at me, “So what’s this about you pulling out souls and doing light shows?”

Remembering what Magnus told me, I tell him, “I’m learning magic. Like Jack said, the Church would either imprison or kill me if they knew about me. I’m afraid what we’re going to do tonight could draw their attention. I really don’t want that, but I don’t feel I have a choice.”

The big man nods at me to continue. “A very good friend of mine was abducted this evening about dusk. The imps tracked her trail to a building that is known to be the elves first stronghold on this planet. The ‘stronghold’ is the Esplanade condo complex on Camelback. This is the base from which the elves plan to colonize the planet. We don’t think our friend's abduction is related to the invasion; it’s more likely the elves did it in retribution for a recent loss, or a political play from our friend’s royal family.”

“Your friend is a princess?” Monty jokes.

I look at him seriously. “She’s a duchess. Her name is Bernadette, and she’s dear to me, Monty. Like one of the ladies you know, you just haven’t met her yet.”

I hear Viktorija gasp at my admission. “That is Viktorija. The shorter blond is Clarice, Bernadette’s stepdaughter. The tall brunette is Susan; she’s one of my ladies. The gentleman is Luis; he works with Bernadette, Lara, Viktorija, and Clarice.”

I turn back to Monty from the introductions. “I’m going, Monty. I could use your help. I’m going either way. I can’t leave her to the tender mercies of Duchess Valya Valeran.” Monty looks confused, so I explain. “The resident elven royal.”

Monty asks, “Just a minute, Will.” He pauses for a moment to collect his thoughts. “You said the elves were planning to colonize here. Why?”

Lara says, “House Valeran has about 21 billion people on a landmass about the size of Australia. The rest of the planet isn’t that densely packed, but they still have multiples of this planet’s population and the planet is slightly smaller. They are planning to bring 15 billion people to Earth. I expect them to kill off many humans to make room.”

“Okay,” Monty says. “So we need to shut them down. Can’t we get the military involved?”

Jack says, “How long do you want to stay in the looney bin, Monty? Until they reveal themselves, the Church is the only institution that knows about them. I really don’t think that we want to count on them to do the right thing. They will let the elves take over as long as they still get to govern the remainder of humanities’ souls.”

I nod my agreement. “Everything they teach is like a fantasy version of the reality of angels, demons, and even God.” I shake my head and look at Monty. “Monty, I don’t trust the elves not to hurt Bernadette. I need to go, so I need to cobble a plan together. I need to know if you’re in or out.”

“In,” Monty says. “What are you thinking?”

I look at the imps as they run back inside. “Would you be willing to lead squads again, critters? We’re going to be hunting elves.”

They salute and sound off. “Aye, aye, General.”

“Good,” I say. “Okay, here’s the plan. I enter the front of the building and disable the security staff.”

Jack says, “You mean suck out their souls.”

I cock an eyebrow at him. “Right. I suck their souls out, and reanimate them. I send them to the back door to let the rest of you in from the parking lot. Jack, Monty, Marissa, Clarice, Carla, Lara, Luis, and the critters come along. I raise as many guards as I can. They secure the doors, and any additional come with us.”

Jack tells Monty, “By raise, he means reanimate their corpses into zombies.”

I rub my temple for a moment. “We will have eighteen imps with us. We’ll send one squad to each of the first three barracks floors. They will need to keep around two hundred elves from accessing the armories until I can suck their souls out. Once we clear one floor, they move to the next floor until we’ve cleared floors one through eight. We want to keep it as quiet as possible, so the higher floors don’t set defenses or counter attack. Six imps can cause a lot of damage, so there may not be any left by the time I get to the third floor.”

The imps just grin when I say that. I continue my thoughts. “Carla watches for glyphs as we go that could be wards or traps. Monty watches for incoming threats on one flank, Jack on the other. Any security zombies not covering the doors follow behind us in reserve, but Marissa and Luis will watch our trail regardless. Clarice and Lara are in the center.”

I press the bridge of my nose and close my eyes for a minute. “Viktorija, you can start to prep the cameras.”

“Of course, Lord.” Viktorija kisses my cheek and hands me an envelope. “Koree’s notes, love.” She then goes back into the conference room with her phone to get the drone on station.

I tell my latest lady, “Susan, you will stay here with Viktorija and Darcie. Darcie has been training, but she’s not up for this kind of mission, yet. All three of you have good firearm skills, and Darcie is progressing well on unarmed combat. Watch out for each other and check in with the ladies in Prescott regularly. We’ll check in with you. I’ll call you once the ground floor is secure and as I’m able to afterward. If you don’t hear from us in four hours, then Darcie will take you all to the salon. Go back to Prescott, and the ladies will get you home.”

She says quietly, “I don’t like it, Will. I’d rather be with you.”

I look at her for a moment. “Susan, I don’t think you’re ready to watch me kill roughly two thousand people, but that’s what I’m about to do.”

She slides through the press of people to wrap her arms around me. “Just be careful, Will. I get these are bad...elves, but I just got some hope of a life with you. Don’t take that away from me - from all of us. Come home to us.”

“I will,” I tell her.

“Are you sure that you can’t let someone else do this?” she asks.

“If it were you, would you want me to come get you?” I ask.

She drops her head in shame. “Of course. I shouldn’t have asked that.”

I kiss her forehead. “You and Bernadette are the two ladies I’ve known the longest. I can’t leave her out there any more than I could leave you out there.” I kiss her now upturned lips gently. “This is not an easy relationship. It only works because we all love each other, respect each other, and work at it. Welcome to the family, Love.” I let her go after another quick kiss.

I pull Carla close and whisper in her ear, “Assemble the squads, darling.”

She pulls my mouth down for a wet kiss. “Yes, Lord.” She winks at me with the honorific before turning to sashay down the hall to her circle in Bernadette’s office. “You have work to do, Mr. James.”

“Just admiring the view, Ms. Jackson,” I call in response. She leans on the doorjamb to Bernadette’s office and blows me a kiss before disappearing.

I look at Marissa. “You chose well there, Love.”

She grins, “Yes, I did.”

We all glide into the conference room to review Koree’s map. It looks like the 13th floor will be the toughest one. There are wards and something marked as ‘defensive glyphs’ in front of the elevator and stairs. The portal is there, too. That is supposed to be guarded by a squad of twelve soldiers in addition to the Court Magician and his staff. We need to secure that. Everything below that is just a problem of dealing with the number of combatants.

The royal chambers don’t appear to be particularly well guarded, but Koree said he didn’t have much cause to get up there. That might turn into a surprise ‘shit sandwich’ we have to eat.

On the ninth floor, we plan to only kill any soldiers in the bordello and anyone that actively fights or tries to raise an alarm. Those girls have been through enough without me killing them for the crime of being forced into sexual slavery. If we can save and recruit the healer, we will do that. Otherwise, all the general’s staff and royal staff will die.

I ask Lara, “How many do you think will fight.”

She shrugs. “The madame might. She has Valya’s ear. I suspect the rest are going to be too exhausted to fight even if they wanted to. I don’t think there’s much loyalty, but who knows. My loyalties were conflicted with Valya because I had a better life than many, but she was so cruel. I cut her slack because she brought Maliar’en to Earth - the brothels on Prime are much more brutal than this one. Some of them might fight because they would be dead if they weren’t kept for chattel.”

“Alright,” I acknowledge her information. We’re as ready as we’re going to be.

I ask Viktorija, “How long until you’re on station?”

“Two minutes,” she responds.

“Okay,” I say. “LD in twenty minutes?”

Monty says, “Make it thirty. It won’t hurt us, but it gives us time to check all the weapons at a leisurely pace.”

Viktorija says, “Plus I don’t know what I’m going to find with the drone until it’s on station.”

“Okay,” I agree. “LD in thirty minutes.”

Lara looks at me vacantly. “‘LD’ means ‘line of departure’ - crossing out of safe territory. We leave in thirty minutes,” I clarify.

“Ah,” she says.


5
Line of departure


The critters all arrive in the conference room - all eighteen of them. I show them the diagram. Hermes says, “I think we should swarm one floor at a time. We can clear each floor quickly and move on.”

Monty nods, “I agree. I don’t like splitting our forces, and I don’t see an advantage to doing that.”

Argos growls, “We can bite out their voice box. It’s a favorite tactic of ours because it keeps the noise down if we are being sneaky. We are being sneaky - right, General?”

Monty laughs at the title, but I confirm. “That’s right, Argos.”

Monty says, “Well, Lord General Studley Doright. I have silencers and additional magazines that should work on your pistols. I see the MP5s have them already. I have about 5,000 rounds of 9mm with me. I’ve also got a Moss 505 tactical shotgun.”

Jack says, “I’ve got a .12 guage bullpup, a silenced 9mm pistol with a spare magazine, and a folding tanto.”

I say, “Carla, Marissa, and I all have our Sigs, collapsible batons, knives, and Taser flashlights. No helmets, but vests courtesy of Viktorija. Luis, Clarice, and Lara all have body armor, helmets, and MP5s. Lara has an 18” dirk, and Clarice has that nasty-looking barbed whip. Susan, Darcie, and Viktorija are all armed despite their post being here.”

Viktorija says, “Marissa, take my MP5. It’s silenced, and it’s really easy to shoot. You can have your pistol as backup. Mistress has a pistol in her safe that I can borrow.”

Marissa says, “Thanks, Tori.”

Jack claps me on the shoulder. “Go get your head on straight, Will. What you are about to do will fuck your brain even if you are ready for it - I don’t care how easily you can justify it. You’re going to pull the souls out of roughly two thousand people. Make peace with that now. We can’t afford for you to freak out in the middle of it. Have a plan to deal with the energy, too. I’ve seen what happens to an unprepared necromancer, and it is not something I wish for you.”

I nod and traipse down to Bernadette’s office. Carla is sitting on the floor next to her circle meditating. I sit straight in Bernadette’s desk chair with my hands on the blotter of her desk. I close my eyes and start meditative breathing. I visualize myself walking through the plan, dealing with problems, and killing hundreds of elves at a time. I come up with an idea that might help negate the collared elves. Then I think about what to do if my power well gets too full. The obvious answer is I’ll push growth energy into my team and entropy into the elven corpses.

After a few minutes, I hear Carla get up. She walks quietly around her circle and Bernadette’s desk. She doesn’t say anything, but I feel the corner of the desk settle slightly under my hand as she sits on it.

I continue to breathe deeply until I feel a hand on my shoulder. “Five minutes, Will.”

I look into Carla’s beautiful grey eyes. She adds, “You better go pee before we...LD?”

I smirk. “Yes ma’am.”

“Luis and Jack are bringing the trucks around back,” Marissa tells me as I walk into the loo.

When I come out Viktorija hugs me. “I love you, William James. Come home to me.”

I smile and tell her, “I love you too, Viktorija Ozoliņa. I will be back with your Mistress if it’s at all possible.”

Susan pulls me into a wet kiss. “I’ll be fine here, Will. And ditto what Viktorija said. I love you.”

“I love you too, Susan Rey.”

Darcie says, “You’ve got enough women giving you wet kisses, Will.” She hugs me closely and kisses my cheek. “Take care of Jack, and bring them all home safe.”

I kiss her forehead. “Yes, ma’am.”

The other ladies kiss me as I help them into the vehicles. Clarice and Marissa ride with Jack and Monty. Carla and Lara ride with Luis and myself. The critters are piled into the backs of both SUVs like packs of puppies.

I got a message from Viktorija as we passed 32nd Street that cameras are disabled, and two more owls are dead. She is sending the drone home, but there are two more owls flying out there. We turn left on 24th street and stop about a half-block south of Camelback. I get out and walk to the front of the building on Camelback while the trucks pull south to enter the parking lot from Highland.

I walk in the reception area to be met by a lean, fit, dark-skinned black guy and a burly white guy, both in blue navy blazers that don’t do anything to hide their shoulder holsters.

I ask, “Is this the Esplanade?”

The black guy says, “Yes sir, it is. We are not entertaining guests at this time, so I’ll have to ask you to return another day.”

I’m curious, “What are visiting hours?”

The guy starts to answer when the burly white guy says, “Don’t worry about it. Just leave.”

I pull his soul out and absorb it into my well. I try it on the black guy, but his soul fights back.”

I think we’re both caught by surprise. “Valya gave you a collar? She must like you a lot.”

He gives me an evil smirk and winds up a punch. The collar makes it harder, but I know from experience that it isn’t impossible. I give his soul a sharp tug, and it pops out. The collar opens immediately as I absorb the soul energy. I catch him before he hits the floor and pull the collar off him. I animate him as I slowly drop him and scribe my glyph on the base of his skull.

“Who am I?” I ask.

“Master,” he responds. He seems to be struggling with the idea.

“Would you prefer ‘Boss’ instead?” I ask.

He nods. “Yes, please.”

“Okay, I’m your new boss. What’s your name?” I ask.

“Darius,” he replies. I help him to his feet.

“I’m William. Darius, I need you to hold the fort here. If any elves come in, kill them and hide their bodies in the back. How many people are here from your security team?”

“There are twelve total. The supervisor is off shift, but the boss lady said everyone had to be on site today for the next week.” He points to a door towards the back on the other side of the elevators.

I reach over and reanimate the burly lunk. “How many are actively guarding in there?”

Darius shrugs, “It depends on whether they are actually watching the camera on the desk. They’re usually watching porn on the monitor.”

“Okay, Darius. The front door is yours until I relieve you from duty,” I tell him.

He snaps a salute, “Aye, aye, sir.”

I roll my eyes. “Don’t tell me you’re a jar-head, Darius.”

“Corporal Darius Fields, Force Recon, sir.” He almost smiled. I guess I make a better class of zombie.

I tease him, “Too bad you couldn’t hang in the military, Marine.” He snorts in response. Operant conditioning at work. “I’ll be back shortly, Darius.”

I turn to the lunk. “What’s your name?”

“Alan Caldwell, Master,” he responds.

“Lead me to the barracks, Alan.” He leads me to the door Darius indicated and walks in. I follow behind him and suck the souls out of all of them. A muscle-bound Hispanic guy also has a collar, but they are all dead in under thirty seconds. Alan lets my team in through the back door, and I go with him to disable the glyphs. My caution was unnecessary as opening the door apparently disables the glyphs. I look at the door with my second sight and wish I had more time to study the glyphs that powered that reaction. My team enters, and I return to raise the Hispanic guy. I have him take me on a tour of the first floor. I figure I should check in case they have the guards watching Bernadette. They don’t.

As I guessed from the collar, the Hispanic guy is the supervisor. His name is Raul Contreras, and he shows me five crates in the storage room. I look for glyphs or anything dangerous, but don’t see any. One of the crates has a lid sitting slightly ajar. I lift the lid to see twenty-four of the most futuristic weapons I’ve ever seen. The barrels are very long with a receiver about the same size as an M-16, but with lights on it.

We will be taking these with us.

I give Raul his marching orders as I raise the rest of his staff. Two zombies will cover the front door, and two go on the back. Eight follow along with me. They are to subdue with the Tasers and clubs that are apparently part of the standard uniform. Firearms don’t appear to be part of their equipment.

I call Viktorija to check in before I send one of the new zombies up first to let the critters in the door. The eighteen little monsters run inside quietly. Marissa hands me her jo since she will have her hands full with the MP5. We follow, leaving two guards on the stairwell. I think the floor plan was originally four condo units per floor. I can’t imagine two hundred people in four condos - I don’t care how small they are. That changes as we come out of the stairwell.

It looks like the walls were knocked out to make bigger open spaces. I see cabinets full of weapons just outside the stairwell. Just past the weapons racks, all of the units are wide open, the field of view broken only by concrete pillars and fixtures. The area to my left is wide open with racks of body armor, helmets, and shields. There are three rows of lunchroom tables in the corridor. The bathrooms have been gutted and metal troughs have been installed as urinals and sinks. Four-bunk beds and footlockers appear to be arranged in every available space. There are small drill and recreation areas between the bunks.

Throughout the open floor are scattered the two hundred or more elves billeted on this floor. All of them are staring in horror at the quietly growling imps. Some of the elves run away, some pull daggers. One, in a breechclout of all things is wearing a familiar metal collar around his neck. He looks at us and coils himself to run. I test my idea by throwing a thin horizontal blade of power across the short corridor in front of us when he disappears and then explodes as he cuts himself in half on my energy construct. I hold the energy blade in front of us and start walking forward, sucking souls out of the elves as we go. Unbelievably, the imps have already reduced the number of living elves by at least a quarter, and we’ve been here for less than a minute. I start by pulling out the souls from those that are still standing or cowering - ten at a time. Jack explains about the collars, so he and Monty entertain themselves by competing to count how many collars they can collect from headshots. Clarice and Lara shoot any elves that come close before I drain them. The imps diligently take a bite out of each throat, and I ensure there are no elven souls remaining. We collect all of the collars.

My well feels full at first, but just like when I absorbed the first zombie - my well adjusts to accommodate it. I point upstairs, and the imps dash to the stairs.

We work through floors three through seven in this manner without a problem. Heading upstairs to the eighth floor, we encounter six elven soldiers strutting down the stairs from the brothel, laughing and joking in their native language in the relaxed, cocky manner of soldiers on leave.

“Imps,” I whisper quietly. The zombies catch two of them with tasers, and the critters take off after the rest. I should have just soul drained them when they were standing there in shock, but I didn’t think of it before the elves dashed. I get one of the slowest of the escapees and the two taser victims, but the imps have to get the other three.

Imps are incredibly fast, but one of the elves apparently has a collar. He screams an alarm as he runs up the stairs. The imps throw a large ball of chaos energy to the top of the stairwell, and it bounces off the ceiling and manages to hit him as he grabs the door handle at the top floor. That allows the imps to catch him before he can open the door. They tear his throat out repeatedly as he spasms from the chaos ball - the healing of the collar can’t keep up with the ravenous imps. They eventually drag his corpse down the stairs. One of the imps is carrying his collar hanging it around its neck. I grab it before one of its mates decides to snap it closed.

I’m sure someone on floors nine through fourteen heard the alarm, but we have to deal with the two hundred soldiers on this floor before getting busy with the higher floors. I put two more zombies on stairwell coverage and loose the imps onto the eighth floor.

That’s when we get lucky. Guessing from the uniforms arrayed before us, Valya’s commanding general, his staff, the Court Magician, and a couple of his sycophants are inspecting the troops on the eighth floor with their backs to us. The imps swarm them and all eight of them are dead in an instant. I grab the souls of the elves standing at attention at the front of the formation as the leaders fall. We roll through them so quickly that the elves don’t even break formation. We clear the floor, and move to the ninth.

I steel my nerves to face the elven bordello. I have no problem with soldiers using professional women that decide to sell their charms. I have a real problem with sex slaves. I suppose some might think that ironic given my unusual marriage, but it’s worth noting that all of my ladies are strong, intelligent, and free to choose. They choose to be with me. Tying women to a post to service all comers, pardon the pun, is a grave injustice. So, the grave they will have.

Before the lead zombie opens the door, I order “hold!” I look down at Lara. “How many of the women are likely to fight?”

She shakes her head. “Like I said, I don’t expect many.”

I nod, “Males first and any females that attack. Go.”

The stench of dead bodies and sex pours out the doorway as it opens. We rush in and see roughly sixty elves standing in line, and thirty or so are standing in front of pillars thrusting into their chosen victim - elven women tied suspended from posts. The imps jump on the thrusting males and gnaw their necks until their heads pop off. I drain the souls from all the predators waiting a turn. I tell the zombies to cut the ladies down while I follow my nose. Behind the posts in the back right corner is a pile of dead bodies. Most of them are women who appear to have their throats cut, but also I see Rallent’or Nix’s face sticking out the bottom of the pile.

I ask one of the elven ladies, “What happened?” She cops an attitude and starts jabbering at me in her native tongue.

Lara runs up and stabs her in the heart. Then she stands on the chest of the dying woman calling out in elvish. Nearly a hundred exhausted, naked elven women cluster around her - short slender bodies with slender waists and small breasts, long slender necks, eyes that are slightly larger in proportion than human, and pointed ears of differing lengths. Lara continues to address them in her native tongue. I have no idea what she is saying, but she is brooking no argument. She points at me. She wags her finger at them, and finally makes a loud declaration and waits for a response.

Up front, one of the ladies explains. Lara nods as she speaks. When the elven woman finishes. Lara speaks quietly to them. They murmur, turn around, and leave.

Lara turns to me. “When Valya killed my sister, all the girls on duty threw a fit. Valya started cutting throats until they shut up. Thirty-seven girls died in solidarity with my sister.” She wipes her eyes with the back of her hand. “I told them you would save them or send them to the Summerlands. I suspect you will get volunteers in both directions.”

“They don’t speak English?” I ask.

Lara nods, “Not much. They are all learning Earth languages, but they don’t have much opportunity to study or practice. Plus, some are learning languages for other countries. Many are not fans of humans because we view them as an obstacle to living.” She looks up at me and places her hand on my heart. “You are the bringer of death, but you are also the bringer of life and defender of the defenseless. I worship you, Master.”

I kiss her helmet and murmur, “Lara, I’m not worthy of that level of adoration, but I appreciate you nonetheless.” She hugs me. I tell her, “I can’t raise your sister. It’s been too long. Her brain wouldn’t function. You can try to call her soul. If she is still here, we can capture her and raise her into a new body. After a week, it’s not likely that she is still here unless she ghosted.”

Lara says, “I will call her, Master. I agree it’s not likely.”

She walks around the room calling out in her musical native language. ‘Maliar’en’ is the only word I understand. I don’t sense anyone reaching out. Lara returns to stand next to me.

I wrap my arms loosely around her shoulders. “Tell her you love her and will always carry her with you.”

Lara nods, “I did, Master. That is exactly what I told her. Let’s go save the Mistress and let Valya know what we really think of her.”

“Yes, ma’am,” I respond. “Critters, next floor. You and you…” I point at two of the zombie guards. Stand guard outside that door, and let only me or one of my ladies in. We need to give them a break from testosterone.” Lara translates my instructions to the few ladies that didn’t crawl off to rest.

We clear the admin staff from the tenth floor. We quickly clear the junior army staff from the eleventh floor and the remainder of the senior army staff from the twelfth.

I marshall the troops after the twelfth floor. I ask the zombie guards, “The elevator still works?”

They nod vigorously.

Lara describes the portal and the healer staff. I give direction to the crew, and everyone takes their positions.

The last two zombies go down to the tenth floor with the imps. They ride the elevator up to thirteen while I push a wave of entropy energy under the door to erode any glyphs on the floor.

I hear the ping of the elevator arrival. I envision the two zombies walking out toward the portal, Tasering anyone that tries to stop them. After two shots each, they’ll have to touch their targets. Imps stream out of the elevator ceiling and follow the zombie guards and attack anyone that attacks the guards.

I lead the way in the door with Lara at my side once I hear the growling of the imps. Lara follows calling out in Elvish. She is supposed to be saying something like, “Lay down on the ground if you want to live. Lay down and put your hands on your head.” I put the energy blade up in a ring around us just in time for three elves to explode on it. Jack and Monty start their game.

Carla points out where there are still active glyphs on the floor, and I use entropy on them until they pop. Keeping the pure energy blade up while doing so is fairly taxing, but it’s a good thing I do because we continue to catch exploding elves on it. Apparently the guard force here is two squads instead of one, all with collars. Marissa flexes at Jack’s request to join the game of ‘cap the collar.’

One elf runs up with a sword and calls in English. “I challenge your champion.” Everything stops and the room goes quiet.

Monty asks, “Who is our champion?”

Jack responds, “I thought it was you.”

Monty shrugs. “That works.” He puts a bullet through the elf’s eye. Chaos ensues.

There are two magician’s holding shields up around the portal. Another is pressing glyphs on the portal. It reminds me of the Stargate from the television program but smaller. I fire off small bolts of energy to entertain the magicians holding the energy shields while I send a snake of entropy around the room. One of them watches as the dark energy snakes around the side of his shield and tries to adjust it. Jack shoots him in the back of the head when he does. The other gets the snake of entropy wrapped around his head.

When the second shield drops, I release the band of energy and run to my two zombies. They’re both dead again, so I reanimate them. One’s head is a mess, but I pull him back together. It’s freaky to watch his head reform. The other has a gaping wound in his abdomen.

Lara walks over to the portal, shoots the elf pressing the glyph on the portal with a short burst, and presses a glyph on the portal herself. It appears to power down. I hear a couple of ‘pew’ sounds as Monty, Jack, Marissa, and Luis clear the floor. While they work, I throw a new iteration of the sharp energy blade across the entryway to protect our backs.

The imps guard the prisoners. Apparently, ‘guard’ means ‘poke and growl until they scream and pee themselves.’

I hear the calls of “Clear!” echoing throughout the space from Monty, Marissa, Luis, and Jack. Slowly they return to the center of the room.

I walk over to the prisoners and bark, “Critters! Knock it off.”

They cower. I point to a spot by the door. I order, “Squad leaders, form your squads to guard the door and elevator.” They run over the prone prisoners in their haste to obey, causing the prisoners to squeal, cry, holler, and scream.

I watch them all run to the elevator. “Xerxes, Hermes, Argos! Anyone playing in the elevator will forfeit half their peanut butter!” They all stop short. I walk over to stand in the middle of them. “My critters, I know that guard duty is not something you are built for. You’ve managed to only take minor injuries, and we have only one more floor to clear. Just rest here in place. We will launch our final assault shortly.”

I walk over to the prisoners. “Lara please ask them to sit. Hands on their heads.”

Lara speaks in Elvish, and the prisoners slowly push themselves to the requested position.

“Who is chief healer?” I ask. An elven matron raises her hand before Lara starts speaking. “You can understand me?” I ask.

She says, “Yes. I speak some of your tongue.”

I nod. “Please stand. What is your name?”

“Leonore,” she answers.

I respond, “Hello, Leonore. My name is William. I wish we had met under more pleasant circumstances.” She looks quizzically at me, so Lara interprets into Elvish.

“Leonore, please have all your healing staff rise.”

She asks, “Care staff, too?”

I nod. “Just not the Court Magician’s staff.”

She speaks in her native language and twenty-three additional people rise. They all are wearing an outfit similar to Lenore’s - it looks similar to a floor-length operating gown from the early 1900’s.

I look to my elven zombie, “Lara, please translate to ensure the subtleties aren’t missed.”

She nods, and I start speaking to the healer. “Leonore, there are approximately one hundred of your people on the ninth floor that are exhausted from torture and sexual abuse. Clarice and Marissa will escort you downstairs, so you and your staff can help them however you are able. They will leave you there, and my zombies will guard the door from intrusion.”

Leonore nods her understanding before responding. “What is to happen to me and my people?”

I tell her, “I’m not certain. By the time I’m done, I expect that all of your people that survive will be on the ninth floor or here. I don’t know what to do with you, but you will survive so long as you don’t try to harm me or mine.” She looks to Lara to translate.

Leonore asks, “Are you moving up or down?”

“Up,” I tell her.

She accuses, “So you’ve killed nearly two thousand of my people already?”

“Yes,” I confirm without flinching. “If you and your staff had tried to fight, you would be dead, too.”

She looks at me, assessing me. “Why leave us alive?”

I stare into her eyes as I form an answer. “I...don’t wish your people harm, Leonore. However, I will not stand by when they hurt my people. I will not idly stand by while they plan my race’s extinction. I can’t help but think that despite all of your people’s failings, they are not all that different from mine. There are good ones. There are bad ones. Try as my people might, they will not eradicate all the elven people from our planet. It might be worthwhile having a group of elven healers to tend to those that need it without repercussion. If there had been, then maybe Lara would still be ‘Ilara’en’ with her soul intact rather than just her empty body.”

Lenore says with defeat in her voice, “So we would be your slaves?”

Lara spats back in Elvish. Lenore’s surprise is evident as Lara chews her ass out there for everyone to hear.

When they are both quiet, I continue. “I don’t keep slaves, Lenore. I need to find a sanctuary for the…‘pleasure slaves?’” She nods. “...the pleasure slaves downstairs. I don’t have a solution for them or you. If you hurt my family or friends, I will end you. Otherwise, you will not be harmed, nor will you be slaves. That’s all I can tell you for now. Maybe we can devise a solution later, but I need to get upstairs and try to rescue my friend. Pardon me.”

Lenore says, “If you mean the succubus, you are too late. Valya killed her. I left in disgust as soon as I was dismissed from the theater of it all.”

Clarice wails. I pull her into a hug. “You and Lara get to finish her, my girl. I’ll try desperately to leave enough of her for you both to strike her.”

Leonore says, “She has three full squads of her elite on duty. They all have the collars for speed, strength, and healing. She has the two remaining senior magicians with her. You are the necromancer she has been expecting?”

I nod as one of the ladies still on the floor spats up at Lenore. I pull her soul out and absorb it.

“She may expect my arrival, but she’s about to have her expectations dashed,” I murmur. After a moment, I call out, “Marissa!”
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“Yes, husband,” Marissa responds.

“Please take Leonore and her staff down to the brothel. Join us when you are finished,” I tell her as she slides in for a hug. I kiss her gently.

“This way, Leonore. I’m Marissa, one of William’s wives,” she says as she leads the healer and her staff away. I drop the energy blade from the doorway, so they can pass safely.

Monty looks at me. “You’re married to all of them? Are you crazy?”

I look right back at him. “I’d be crazy not to. You ready?”

“Shi-it,” he exclaims. He shrugs and says, “Sure, let’s go kill some more bad people.”

I look down at the remaining people on the floor. “Tell me why I shouldn’t kill you all right now.”

An elven woman looks up at me and spews hate in her native tongue. Lara looses a three-round burst into her head.

A young elfin boy raises his hand. I tell him, “Do your best.”

He looks up with tears in his eyes. “Sir, I don’t want to die.”

I shake my head. Lara raises her weapon, but I push it down. I walk over to him and squat down in front of him. A man lying next to him starts to rise up, but after a glance at his expression, I pull his soul out of him. I extend a narrow blade of force and plunge it behind his ear.

I look at the boy. “No one does, son. The eight billion of my people on this planet don’t want to die either. As much as it pains me to do it, I will kill all your people if it will save mine. Does that sound familiar?”

Tears stream down his face as he lowers his face in shame. He nods slowly. I ask, “What’s your name, son.”

“Mica, Lord. Mica Hawthorne,” he whispers.

“Would you be my squire, Mica?” I ask. He looks up at me with hope in his eyes. I continue, “My people haven’t had squires in many centuries, so we will have to figure out what that means. Regardless, I offer this to you. I think having an elf for a squire might help me understand your people better. Maybe one day I can find a better way to deal with them than killing them all.”

“Ye-yes, Lord,” the boy chokes out.

“Mica, if you break my trust, I will give you to Lara to kill. I won’t even do it myself. Am I clear?” I ask.

“Ye-yes, Lord,” he replies.

“Get up, Mica. Which of these are Duchess Valeran’s creature?” I ask.

He stands straight and says, “All of them except T’os, Lord.”

Three of the remainder all try to vault to their feet; one fires a spell at the boy. I get a shield up in time to protect the boy and drain the souls from the three of them. I look at Lara, and she cuts their throats with her dirk.

I look at the old man remaining. “Are you T’os?” I ask.

“Yes, Lord,” the old man growls.

“Please rise, T’os,” I tell him. Slowly he does. He’s big for an elf - about 5’8” and huskier. His skin has a greyish tint to it, and his ear points are shorter and droop out to the side just a little.

I see short tusks from his bottom lip as he answers, “Yes, Lord.”

“I have business upstairs, T’os. Would you watch after my squire, Mica, please?”

The old man grins at the boy. “It would be my honor, Lord.”

I gather everyone around.

Jack says, “Will, there are a bunch of crates off to the side by the elevator. They may be those guns we heard about from Koree.”

I nod, “There are some down in the storage room already. We’ll deal with this after we rescue Bernadette or avenge her.”

“Both,” Clarice sobs.

“Yes, sweetheart. Just like that,” I assure her. I address the assembled group as Marissa bounds back into the room. “The plan is that I will exit the stairs with one squad of critters. Argos, you’re with me.”

The little imp salutes, “Aye, aye, General.”

“Jack and Monty follow me out and cover the flanks while I throw up a blade construct to catch attackers. I’ll try to get a shield up, too. If they are expecting us, I imagine that one of those fuckers will eventually chuck something at us we don’t want to be hit by. Hermes and Xerxes, you come up the elevator with your squads.” I point to one of the zombies. “You ride up and use the door open button to hold it open until they all get off. Then get back down here to help your buddy guard the portal. I’m going to bring in two of the guys off the stairs for that, too. As a matter of fact, Luis. Can you take charge of guarding the portal, the crates, T’os, and my squire?”

“Yes, Lord,” he answers. He looks a little lost.

I ask, “You okay, Luis?”

He whispers, “She said the Mistress is dead.” Tears stream down his face.

“Luis, you know where she’s from?” I ask. He nods and wipes his eyes. “The odds are she went home. We’ll find her.” He tries to smile at that. I notice Clarice’s posture straightens at the thought. “Grab two of the guys out of the stairwell now.” I drop the energy blade, and Luis runs off to get his team together.

I look at the four ladies on the team. “You stay in the stairwell with the zombies. I’ll tell you when it’s clear to come in.” Clarice, Lara, and Marissa all nod. “You doing okay, Carla?”

She grins tiredly at me. “I’m getting weary. There is a lot of chaos I’m holding in check.”

I hug her and push a little growth energy into her. I kiss her and hold her against me. “Not much longer, Love.” She gets googly-eyed at the term of endearment and slowly stands a little taller.

I kiss her again. I look around. “This is the final assault. Don’t get sloppy. I want everyone to get home safely. Clear?”

I get fierce nods in return. Luis returns with the two additional zombies. I command all four zombies, “You will take your direction from Luis until I tell you differently. Is that clear?”

They all nod vigorously. The one that lost his head may not last much longer. He doesn’t seem to be very well focused. I’ll check on him later. I turn to Mica and T’or. “Listen to Luis. He is my voice while I’m gone.”

“Yes, master,” they respond.

I nod and take a big breath. I let it out and jog to the stairwell. Argos’ squad flanks me and everyone falls into position. I slide out the door and quietly hurry to the top. I send the two zombies downstairs to guard the thirteenth floor doorway. I tell the imps, “Count to five after I open the door, then go.”

I pull together a huge amount of power from my well and open the door. I blast the power out in a cone to create pressure on any glyphs laid on the ground. It turns out to be about four times the amount of pressure I expected. The blast creates a wave in the concrete floor and blows the guards arrayed in front of the doors across the room. “Now Argos,” I call. I step forward and throw up the blade first, and then the shield. Both take impacts immediately - spears, bullets, and exploding elven body parts. Apparently the force blade is something they’ve never experienced; they keep falling for it.

I turn toward the northeast corner looking for Valya.

Jack asks, “Can we shoot through this thing?”

I nod, “If I did it right. Shoot at the top part first to test it. A ricochet will bounce upward.”

Jack tests it, and the bullet passes through. He and Monty start capping the guards.

I call out, “Okay, ladies.” I draw a glyph on the floor with power and try to anchor my two constructs to it. It seems to work.

I step around my shield and extend a blade of power from the jo staff I’ve been carrying since Marissa handed it to me. I wield it like a bokken rather than as a staff.

Monty yells out, “Damnit, Will. Are you behind the shield? Get your happy ass back here.” One of the guards stops in front of me for an instant, and I cut him in half with the new weapon. I push a light corona of power around me. I feel pressure coming from a vector to my 7:00. I pivot and drop, cutting across my body in time to cut another elf soldier in half.

I hear a voice yell, “STOP!” All the elves stop moving. I take the opportunity to yank all their souls out. Valya comes out of the corner I expect her to...closest to the grounds of the Biltmore. She is flanked by two elves in robes - a male and a female. The robes have symbols all over them that resemble some of the glyphs on the portal. Valya is dragging Bernadette’s corpse by the collar of her blouse.

She stops about twenty feet from me and sneers, “You’re too late, necromancer. I sat her in a circle of power and shot her in the stomach. When she tried to escape her body, the circle sent her directly to her sister.”

I trickle entropy energy to the two nearest pillars and spool it over the heads of the two magicians. I cock an eyebrow at Valya. “Which one?”

Valya answers, “The Archduchess Gabrielle.”

I nod and look at the body of my lover. “Her head is split open, Valya. That would kill her soul.”

Valya shakes her head. “I didn’t do that until she stepped out of her body. She’s nearly two hundred years old. She didn’t even need a human host any more.” She shoots me a seductive look. “So you have finally come to be my play toy, William.”

Valya drops Bernadette’s body and shrugs out of her robe to reveal her naked body underneath. Suddenly her appearance changes and I see the most divinely beautiful creature I’ve ever seen. Valya looks like a hybrid between an elf and an angel.

I close my eyes and focus. She says, “Bask in my glory, William. All of you will be my creatures.” I open my eyes and push out a massive amount of entropy into the ceiling. Chunks of concrete crash down, crushing the two magicians and breaking Valya’s concentration.

I fire off sharp darts of energy at her, but a shield of force becomes visible as it absorbs the energy.

Valya exudes sexuality as she exerts her will again. It feels wrong - like she’s extending a glamour rather than dropping it. I think, ‘How the Hell do I know that?’ She stalks toward me. “You belong to me now, William. Maybe I’ll keep your friends as pets and put your ladies to service in the bordello. Ilara’en has experience already.”

She’s only about ten feet away from me when I hear a whistle from past my left ear and loud crack. The tiara flies from Valya’s head with a chunk of flesh. The blood from the wound splashes my face.

Lara walks up to my right as Clarice retrieves the tiara and tosses it to the side.

Lara growls, “You killed my sister.” She pulls the dirk from its sheath.

Valya’s face actually doesn’t look very elfin now. It’s twisted, scarred, and mirrors the ugliness of her soul. I’m guessing from the scarring that she has been caught in a fire at some point. If not for the pointed ears and sharp cheekbones, I might guess her to be nothing other than a short, ugly, scarred human.

Clarice cracks her whip again, and the iron barb tears a gouge in Valya’s face. She growls, “You killed my Mummy! You’re gonna suffer, bitch!” Again, she stripes the barb from above Valya’s left breast to her right hip.

Valya screams and collapses to her knees.

I grab both Lara and Clarice. “You both owe her for what she has taken from you.” I pull my clip knife and lock the blade. I hand it to Clarice. “Decide amongst yourselves, ladies. Throat and heart. Finish it.”

Clarice asks Lara, “Can I have the throat? This blade isn’t long enough for a good heart shot.”

Lara says, “Trade me blades. I want to give her what she gave to my sister.” The ladies swap weapons. “Let her suffer for a bit before you finish her, Clarice.”

“My pleasure,” the distraught girl responds.

Clarice hands me her whip, and the two ladies stalk up to Valya.

I coil the whip as I ask conversationally. “So Valya, was all your magic from the relic?” I walk up closer to stand before the elven ruler.

She sobs, “Not all. Stay back, both of you.”

I nod, “So you could do ritual magic and mind magic. That’s why you had to carve the glyphs into Lara’s flesh. You didn’t have enough power to compel her without it.” I look at her with second sight, and she has a normal non-magical aura for an elf - a slight corona in red. “Ladies, she has no magic of her own. Vengeance is thine.”

Lara launches behind Valya, hooking her fingertips under the brow ridge of her skull. I look into Valya’s eyes as Lara opens her throat from ear to ear. There is both arterial spray and venal flow. Valya’s blood sprays my face. She won’t last long.

Lara says conversationally, “Lord, the glyphs allow the intent of the magician to ride on the subject. That’s normal. I never did see her cast anything other than glyphs and glamor.” She steps around to watch Valya wither. “Clarice, I think about another thirty seconds she’ll lose awareness. Maybe slide it in slowly now, so she can feel the pain of the strike as her life drains away.”

Clarice takes Lara’s advice.

I tell Valya, “I’m not even going to harvest your soul. I don’t want your soul inside me, Valya. Rot in the Hell of your own making.”

I walk over to Bernadette’s body. There is a gaping hole beneath her breast bone and multiple clefts in her skull. It’s gross to look upon, but I need to. I need to ask her for advice on how to proceed. Hopefully enough memories persist that I can talk to her.

I sit down on the ground and pull her corpse into my lap. I close my eyes and collect my thoughts around my sorrow.

I call, “Critters, attend me.” I look at Carla. “I’ve always wanted to say that.”

She chuckles and rolls her eyes.

I look at the eighteen imps. Several are scratched or bleeding, but the tough little fuckers survived battle with roughly two thousand elves. Note to self, don’t underestimate imps.

I tell them. “I am proud of you, my critters. You served me well, and you all survived. The peanut butter is at the office, so I’m going to bid you all take two elf corpses with you and go home. The Captain will summon the squad leaders to pay them your peanut butter before morning here. Does that work for you?”

A scarred little guy standing next to Argos has an expression of wonder on his face. “I gets to eat two whole elves all myself?”

I nod, “That’s right.” He grins from ear-to-ear - literally. “Squad leaders, does that work for you?”

They snap to attention, all eighteen of them. “Aye, aye, General!”

I nod to them. “Good enough. Grab your prizes, and report to the Captain to be dismissed. Go.” They scatter like birdshot.

I start resurrecting Bernadette. The gaping wound in her stomach closes and the mush of her skull slowly firms and takes on its original shape. Her hair grows back in. Her face is still covered with gore, but her eyes open. I see one of them is milky white, but it slowly clears back to her beautiful, soulful, brown color.

“Hello Bernadette, my love,” I greet her. Clarice slides up next to Bernadette’s body on the other side.

She gently shakes her head. She croaks out a response. “Not, Bern’dette. Babette.” She gets better control of her voice as I push more energy. She says, “Stop. No more ener-gy.” She places a hand on my chest as she speaks slowly. “Ber-na-dette is dead. She was Bab-ette and Alö-ise toge-ther. My brain no’ work now. You mus’ le tme die. Save Alö-ise. Home planet. Sis’r Gabi.”

“How, Babette? Can I just summon her?” I ask desperately.

“Try. Prob’ly not. Go get her?” she proposes.

“How?” I plead.

She raises her hand to cup my face. “Do’t know, Love. Re-gard-less.” She squeezes her eyes closed to marshall her energy. She opens them again. “You must. Jus’ you. More will bring sol-diers. Be sneak-y.”

She holds a hand up to Clarice and looks at her. “She love syou...all of heart. You our joy when there was none. You our joy now. Will is your dad-dy, now. O-bey, my ba-by.”

“Oh, Mummy!” Clarice sobs.

“Bab-ette proud to be your Mum-my, dear-est,” the broken zombie says slowly, but sincerely.

Clarice hugs her fiercely. “Don’t go, Mummy! Please!”

Babette says, “Ur Mum-my gone al-read-y, child. I dead for hund-fif-ty years. You my joy. I mus’ go now.”

She looks at me. “You stopped in time. Pull life en-er’y out. Death in. Wounds come back. Like no heal. Jus’ bro-ken dea’ bo-dy.”

Carla dismisses the critters as I nod. I repeat to be clear, “Pull the life out, and push death back in. It will restore the wounds like I never tried to heal you. It will leave just your broken, dead body.”

She smiles, “Yessss. Goo’bye, love.”

I lean over and kiss her lips. Clarice follows my example. Lara, Marissa, Carla, and Jack all come to kiss her goodbye. We all stand around her in a circle, and I follow her instructions. The wounds reappear, and the light goes out of her eyes.

Clarice breaks down and cries again. She wraps her arms around me and sobs into my chest. Slowly she raises her head. “Daddy?”

I kiss her forehead and squeeze her tightly. “Always, my girl. Always.”

I pull everyone into a group hug. I’m surprised, but Monty doesn’t hesitate. He says, “Y’all are one weird fucking family. I’m honored you included me on this.”

“Welcome to the family, Monty. We’ll get Monique read in before too long if you think we should,” I tell him. I look at everyone else. “Okay, I need to break the news to Luis. We need to pack up all those crates and get them out of here. We need to get the living elves out of here, and we need to ensure we don’t leave any fingerprints. All the collars and the relic tiara need to go with us. Let’s get Luis and the zombies in on the planning for this.”

Lara hands me a heavy key on a ribbon. She says, “Valya had it around her neck. I know where she keeps the ribbon. I’ll get you one that isn’t bloody.” I caress her shoulder to show my appreciation. I call Viktorija with a status before I turn to wrapping things up here.

We police up all the artifacts, scuff up my bloody handprints, and use Valya’s discarded gown to wipe down the handles and the door. We make our way slowly down to the thirteenth floor.
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Consolidate the battlefield


Isend one of the zombies downstairs to fetch Raul, the supervisor. I tell him to use the lift.

Then I pull Luis to the side. “She’s gone, Luis. Valya put her in a ritual circle, shot her in the stomach, and when she pulled out of Babette, she was sent back to her sister, Gabrielle.”

“Babette is gone, but Bernadette is on her home planet?” he asks. He’s got a better grasp of this than I anticipated.

I nod, so I won’t freak him out. “Babette says that Bernadette was a mix of Babette and Alöise. Bernadette is gone forever because Babette is gone forever.” I pull him into a hug. “Valya turned her brain to hamburger. Despite my best efforts, she could barely speak when I brought her back. She asked me to let her go, so I did. Now I need to figure out how to rescue Alöise.” I release him and hold his shoulders while I look in his eyes.

Luis sniffs and wipes his eyes. “Thanks, Will. I want to go with you to rescue her.”

I nod at him. “I understand, Luis. It may not be possible. Babette still had many of Alöise’s memories and some last instructions. I’m going to try to summon her, but if that doesn’t work I’ll have to go get her. Babette said one person going alone has a better chance than more. She indicated that more would trigger alerts to summon soldiers. If that’s how I go, it’s going to need to be a stealth mission. Jack is probably ideal from a stealth perspective, but I’m not bad that way. Plus, I have powers Jack doesn’t, so if anyone goes, it will be me.”

Jack walks up and says, “Some of the glyphs on my back would probably make me a beacon on another dimension. I can’t be the one, Will. I’m not willing to knowingly throw my life away and leave my pets alone.”

I nod and tell Jack, “I understand.” I look at Luis. “For now, do what Bernadette would have you do if she were here - protect the family.”

Luis dries his eyes and pulls himself together. “You’re pretty good at this whole patriarch thing, Will. What do you need me to do?”

“We’ve got…” I look over at Jack. “...ten crates of weapons? Plus about one hundred elves that need a home. We’ll probably be hiring the zombies for additional security, but I need to discuss this with their supervisor. His name is Raul Contreras, and I sent one of the other zombies to fetch him. In short, we need a couple of trucks, a storage facility that we can get into tonight, and a large dormitory with cots and accommodations for at least one hundred elves. We’ll need to have humans there to support them, because even if they can glamour to hide their appearance, many of them don’t speak an Earth language. I don’t know how well the ladies will handle having males around, so we need to think about that too.”

Jack says, “I think I can help. I have a farm between Mayer and Dewey. It’s stuck back in the hills, has its own water supply, and I have a couple of big barns and a machine shed. Plus my farm manager is a vampire.”

I look at him. “A vampire? I’m going to assume that’s a good thing or you wouldn’t offer it.”

Jack looks exasperated. “I keep forgetting you don’t really know much about the demon realms. Vampires feed off emotional energy. Unlike a succubus, they feed on all emotional energy. The benefit of that is that it severely reduces the emotions they’re feeding on. Warren used to work at a youth home. He would feed off all the angst, fear, and confusion of the kids. They loved him for it. With a hundred plus elves captured by the group that killed two thousand of their colleagues and their ruler - it might come in handy. We can make beds of hay or straw until we can get blankets in.”

I look at Luis. “Sounds like a good plan to me, what do you think?”

He shrugs, “I don’t have a better idea. I can check with Tori and Clarice. They pretty much run the day-to-day operations.”

I tell him, “By the way. As you might imagine Clarice is very broken up about Bernadette’s death. Babette named me her ‘Daddy,’ I’m guessing foster-father. Once we get all of the immediate stuff ironed out, we need to see if there is some kind of will to that effect.”

Luis waves a hand dismissively. “If not, Tori can just create one, and Mr. George will help us get it right.”

“Yeah,” I agree. “I’d rather not tempt fate with any more forged documents than necessary. We may need to do that for the elves, too.”

The elevator pings, and Raul Contreras walks out onto the floor with the zombie I sent for him.

“Hello Raul,” I greet him. “We have cleared the floors and subdued everyone we didn’t kill. This is Luis Montoya. I’ve asked him to take charge of getting the remaining elf refugees and valuable materiel transported out of here. Can you give him a hand coordinating transport and loading?”

“Yessir,” he snaps to attention.

I frown at him. “You weren’t a marine, were you?”

He frowns dismissively. “Hell no, sir. I was in the military.”

I nod sharply. “Good man. By the way, I was an army sergeant, so I really don’t need the ‘sir’ business.”

“Yessir,” he smirks at me.

I say, “Why did I raise you from the dead?”

Raul says, “Bad judgement, sir.” I chuckle and shake my head and wave him toward Luis. A little levity is nice right about now because my mind is screaming repeatedly, ‘BERNADETTE IS GONE!’

Jack taps my shoulder and says, “Come back and take a look at these crates.” He looks at me like he just found El Dorado or something.

“O-ka-ay,” I agree as we take off toward the back corner.

“Monty is guarding them,” he says. “Once I saw these, I figured I needed to keep them supervised by someone I trust.”

I see five crates of rifles. “Yeah, I saw five more of these downstairs.”

“Not those,” Jack says. “These.” He points to another set of crates. Again they are wooden crates, but inside is something like straw. Nestled in the middle of the straw is a golden, metallic oblong object with a glass panel on the front of it.

“What the fuck?” I exclaim.

Jack lifts up the lid. “I can’t read this, but that,” he points at the oblong object, “looks like a bomb to me.”

I call out, “T’os! Mica! Lara! Come here, please!”

The three elves run over quickly. The elderly gent moves pretty well despite his apparent age. Lara is damn fast, and she has her MP5 in the ready position.

Jack says, “Lara, you look like a special ops soldier. Good form and instincts.”

She nods quietly to Jack. I ask the elves. “What are these?”

Mica looks at T’os. Lara just reads the lid out loud. “It says ‘Neutron Generator,’ Lord.”

T’os coughs into his hand, and I focus on him. The elder elf asks, “You have neutron weapons here?”

I nod. Jack says, “Yeah. We call them ‘enhanced radiation weapons’ or something like that. They generate a lower percentage of persistent radiation than other nuclear weapons with a lower blast to radiation ratio. They allow you to occupy the land shortly after you detonate one.”

T’os nods. “Exactly. This is not a bomb in the sense you use the word. This is a device created by technomancy to generate neutron waves, usually without an explosion at all. The plan was to use these to clear out the population of cities, so we could quickly occupy settlers.”

I look around at the crates. “There are six here,” I observe. That would pretty much kill everyone in the Phoenix valley.”

T’os shakes his head. “No, Lord. I estimated we would need at least ten, and probably eleven to do that. There are supposed to be five more coming.”

I look at him. “T’os, what was your job?”

He has the grace to look sheepish. “I was a slave to the Court Magician. I have some minor talent at technomancy, which allows me to target devices of mass destruction like this and the ability to intuit how technology works.”

I ask, “Do you know how to detonate them?”

“Yes, Lord. You set a delay, and duration. The longer the duration the slower the neutrons escape the device...more of a trickle. Setting them to the fastest setting results in an explosion. Once started, the device runs until all its fuel is depleted. They can also be sent into the sky to rain down radiation.”

“Like an air burst,” I muse. “Where were you targeting them?”

“The first one was to go over the air force base to neutralize that. The second was to go over the army airfield where the rotary wing aircraft are. Then to carpet the city, so no soul was left alive.”

I fume, “Five million people gone, just like that. No big deal.” I ask him, “Do you know how to run the portal?”

He nods, “Yes, Lord. Your squire, Mica, is also trained on the use of the portals.”

“How do they work?” I demand.

T’os looks afraid. “L-lord, it’s very simple. You key in the address for the destination. The portal at the destination opens and you have a doorway through to the other side.”

“What if you want to go someplace that doesn’t have a portal?” I ask, trying to be a little less intense.

Mica speaks up, “Uh, Lord. You can key in relative coordinates from a known point. It’s a one way trip if you do that because there is no portal to let you dial back.”

“If I were at a known point when you opened it, would I be able to come through?” I ask my squire.

T’os and Mica look at each other for a moment. Mica shrugs. T’os nods and says, “You would need to be in position to see the disturbance in the air. It would be more like heat waves on the desert floor rather than a portal you can see through. I guess we could lower a ramp out of the portal to assist the person on the other side. You would also want to enter at nearly the center of the disturbance to minimize risk of injury, so the ramp would be helpful.”

I grasp a shoulder from each of them. “Good information. Thank you, gentlemen. Now to practical matters. If we pushed one of these devices through the portal and ignited it. How much damage could we do to the House Valeran leadership.”

Lara slides up next to me and cuddles into my side. She says, “If you sent it back to the debarkation point, you can probably get nearly half a billion people, but the headquarters isn’t there.”

“Who would be there?” Jack asks.

T’os says, “about 50 million soldiers, and 450 million to two billion colonists - depending on how fast the orders were sent to gather.” He doesn’t look happy about where I’m going with this.

“Is there a portal that we could push one through near your army headquarters or government headquarters,” I ask.

T’os clams up, but Mica says, “Yes, Lord. However, there is shielding specifically on those buildings.”

I look at the elder elf. “T’os, your people came here to kill mine. We did nothing to earn that other than not fuck like bunnies for thousands of years and completely destroy our planet. It’s not that we’re not trying to destroy our planet, but we haven’t managed it yet. Your people could have made that choice, but they didn’t.”

T’os says, “Lord, I don’t feel any allegiance to house Valeran, but I hesitate to kill millions of people simply because they want a better life.”

I stare down into his eyes. “I’m not excited about killing those people either, T’os. Give me an option. I’ve definitely had a lifetime-worth of killing tonight. I really would rather not have to do more of it. However, those ‘innocent’ people are waiting for the five million people of this valley to die, so they can take our place. Want to or not, I need to stop them. Give me options.”

T’os looks at Mica before saying, “Do the staging area, Lord. That will create a setback. Most of the leaders of House Valeran are already on this planet; however, the bureaucrats and functionionaires that make things happen are at the headquarters organizing. The former Court Magician, the one that devised this plan, is living close to the headquarters’ gate. Rather than firing one at the headquarters, irradiate their living quarters. It should still be dark there for about two more of our hours.” He looks at Mica. “I’m sorry, lad.”

Mica shrugs, “My mother and father agreed to sell me as a slave. They fully expected me to be buggered for my dinner. They are dead to me already.”

I nod. “Okay, how many do we need to send?”

T’os says, “Send four to the residential areas around the headquarters and two to the staging areas. Two is overkill for the staging area since they will be closely packed, but there is nothing to be gained by sending five to the residential area.”

Lara says, “Shift change. They do shift change at the government house in about thirty minutes. Can we run one in the front door? We could catch two shifts. Especially if you can make it explode. Didn’t you say they can be made to explode?”

T’os nods, “They can explode. As I said, instead of a slow generation, set the device for max speed. That causes an explosion. I think I know how we can get them into the headquarters. We’ll have to give up a crate of rifles.”

I agree, “As long as they will be destroyed.”

T’os nods. “I need a couple more elves.”

I look around. “Any particular ones that will help?”

He points at one of the magicians and someone that just appears to be a soldier. “They will work.”

I drag them away from where T’os and Mica are working as they start preparing a crate. They empty one of the rifle crates, and put one of the oblong devices in the bottom of it. T’os powers on the screen and keys in instructions. I can’t follow what he’s doing, but I’ve chosen to trust him. My two new elven retainers cover up the oblong with the straw-like material, and then set a layer of rifles on top.

I raise the two elves. I tell them, “Duchess Valeran and I have made amends. She asked me to raise you specifically to help T’os with a task for the Court Magician. She’s meeting with him and her generals upstairs. Will you do this for your people?”

“Yes, Master,” they respond. I think my lie is necessary to create the mindset. I’m not sure they know I own them, but it seems to be a consistent zombie behavior.

T’os calls out, “Lord, I am ready.”

I guide the two elven zombies over to T’os. The crate for the ‘bomb’ is reassembled and stacked with the others. There isn’t much straw on the ground.

T’os talks to the zombies in Elvish. They hammer the lid onto the crate. I ensure all of the humans are out of the line of site of the portal, and Mica lights it up.

The magician cops an attitude and barks at T’os. Then the two zombies push the crate through the portal. The magician starts barking orders as soon as they crest the ramp.

T’os relates what he sees. “He’s got a couple of soldiers helping load the crate onto a cart. They are hustling away.”

Mica closes the portal. T’os calls out. “Get all the neutron generator crates open!”

Jack, Monty, Luis, Carla, Marissa, Clarice, and Lara all pitch in. We lay them out next to the ramp and crack them open with a pry bar. Jack and Luis take one and stage it at the top of the ramp.

I ask T’os what the Magician said to the soldiers on the other side.

He says, “He started shouting, ‘The Duchess said to take this crate of weapons to the stage of the auditorium in Government House.’ Then he started yelling at them to move faster. I’m not sorry he will be caught in it.”

The devices themselves are fairly heavy. Jack says, “They’re about the same size as an eight-inch artillery round.”

We get four of them laid out on the ramp. Mica pulls up a reference atlas of Elven Prime, and T’or programs the four devices.

When he is finished, T’os pulls me aside. “The soldiers may react; they may attack and try to keep the portal open.”

I get my extended family lined up with weapons. Mica opens the portal, and T’os pushes a button on each of them. Monty pushes them over the ramp as soldiers start shouting and running toward the portal. Jack, Marissa, Lara, Luis, and Carla start popping them with their silenced weapons. I pull twelve souls out as we get past the half-way point. The first device ignites and takes off into the air. The third one crests the ramp, and then Monty pushes the last one over.

T’os yells, “Now, Mica.”

Mica smacks the glyph that closes it. Nothing happens. I tell him, “Hold, Mica.” I stick my pistol through first followed by my head. There is a magician holding his hand on a glyph. I shoot him twice, which gets him to back away. I step back to our side.

“Clear. Now, Mica.” I say quietly. Mica hits the glyph and the portal closes.

Jack and Monty load the last one up on the ramp. T’os programs it.

He tells my squire, “Staging area, Mica. Now.”

I see a magician and four soldiers on the other side sitting on the ground playing a game. T’os hits the activate button and Monty pushes it over the threshold. After about a five count the device lifts up into the air and slowly rises and moves away from the portal. The soldiers and the magician all scramble to their feet.

“Now, Mica,” T’os directs.

Mica closes the portal and taps in another sequence.

I ask, “What was that?”

He says, “I took it offline.”

“Can we break it down and take it with us?” I ask. “We already have the one from the surveillance site.”

Mica says, “That one would need a bigger power supply to reach the home dimensions on Prime. This one can be broken down and taken from here easily enough.”

T’os smiles at Mica proudly.

“You care about him,” I observe.

T’os says, “As a half-breed, I am encouraged to not fornicate with elves, so a son of my own is out of the question. I’m lucky they didn’t emasculate me. I couldn’t be more proud of Mica if he were my own blood.”

“What is your non-elf parent?” I ask.

He nods but acts ashamed. “A groll, Lord.”

“I have no idea what a groll is, T’os. You act with honor, and you will have my respect regardless of your parentage,” I tell him.

He bows to me, “Thank you, my Lord.”

I tell him, “You’ll learn this eventually, so I might as well tell you. I’m not a lord. I’m no one special. I’m just a guy trying to care for his family and protect his planet.”

“Who is becoming a more powerful magician with each passing day, who can suck the souls out of the living, and raise the dead,” Jack says ironically.

“Ignore him, T’os,” I tell the half-elf. “He’s an asshole.”

I smirk at Jack, and he shrugs. He answers, “You’re not wrong, but neither am I.” I laugh at that, and my family joins me.

The stairway door opens to allow the healer, Leonore, into the room. She says, “I’m glad there is something worth laughing about.” She has a slight smile on her weary face.

“Not so much, Leonore,” I admit. “Just the macabre humor of soldiers.”

She smirks, “I’ve worked with soldiers for a long time, Lord. I understand what you mean.” She sobers, “Most of the ladies are exhausted and some had a little damage from constant fornication and sodomy, but they will all recover with rest and support.”

I tell her, “We’re taking you all out of town to a temporary lodging on a farm. There is a vampire there, who I am told may be able to help with any emotional pain. It will be pretty rustic for a few days until we get bedding and amenities in place. Then we will work on getting a more permanent solution. It may take a while. Can you be patient with me?” I ask.

She nods somberly. “It beats any other option we might have. I suspect it will be better than the tender care of Valya Valeran.”

“Okay, let’s get moving,” I call out.
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Evacuation


Raul showed up with a cart. He and a couple of zombies loaded the rifle crates. Since T’os only used half of the crate for the ruse, we wrapped the remainder in sheets from the infirmary.

Lenore explained to the sex slaves that they were no longer sex slaves and they will be sleeping in a barn temporarily until we can figure out how to integrate them into Earth society. They quickly volunteered to grab all the linens they could find - sheets, pillows, and blankets. I also asked them to pick up any shell casings they find. I hold one up to demonstrate. Marissa, Carla, Jack, and Monty were already policing brass, but more eyes and hands would be useful for the task. I passed several of the elven ladies as I walked through the building again. Many cowered. Some smiled tentatively. A couple even touched my hand flirtatiously. All of them curtsied.

I stopped next to Valya’s corpse and flooded it with entropy energy. By the time I was done, her body was a pile of ash and goo. Two of the sex slaves and one of the healers stood by and watched in awe. My new daughter stepped up to hold my hand. I grabbed a carton and picked up any papers and books I could find. Clarice and I filled a carton in Valya’s quarters. Then I tore it apart to ensure I left nothing of value behind. I found a couple of trinkets of jewelry and ceremonial regalia. I found a bundle of five journals in Elvish. I took it all. The elves took all of her linens and clothing. Before we left the penthouse, I kissed Babette’s destroyed face before leaving her there. We can bury her appropriately after the authorities find her.

We retrieved a couple cartons of books and papers from the 13th floor and another pair from the 12th. On the 12th we also found two heavy, metal chests. They’re locked. I look around for a key. Lara walks up and hands me the key on a fresh blue ribbon. I cock an eyebrow, and she nods. I try the key on the two chests. It opens both of them.

One was filled with small plates of gold about the size of a cell phone. I lift one. There was a marking of ‘500g’ on the face of it - a little more than a standard English pound. The chest is a little bigger than an army foot locker. I’m guessing it easily weighs 500 pounds. The second chest has small bags stacked on top of more gold.

I asked Lara, “What is this?”

She said, “The treasury. The first chest with just gold was full when we got here. It looks like about four layers are gone.”

I did some quick math. “Four by ten is forty. Times four is one hundred sixty of these plates times 500g each. Times the worth of each plate is...”

Lara said, “Roughly thirty thousand each, Lord. It is actually running a little higher right now, but that’s the number we used to calculate the value of the treasury. That translates to a little under five million in circulation. We valued the full chest at sixty million US dollars - two thousand ingots in the case. The second chest holds another forty million in gold.”

“The bags?” I ask.

“Platinum beads,” she answered. “There are a little more than three Kilograms in a bag. The platinum is minted into beads of one troy ounce, one hundred beads in a bag. Platinum is plentiful in our lands, and we have no use for it. More is being mined and formed into beads in preparation for funding other efforts. It’s not as highly valued as gold here, but for elves it’s like paying with dirt.”

I nodded, “Okay. Shit, that’s a metric ton per case. We need to take it along.” I grabbed two gold plates before we locked the chests. I asked Clarice to hang the key from her neck.

While I worked with the elves to strip the building, Luis took Jack and Monty back to the Pasquale and George office. Luis brought Susan and Viktorija back. Jack and Darcie arrived right behind them. Monty followed them back with his Escalade.

Monty caught up to me on the seventh floor, and he asked how he could help. I thanked him for his help, and invited him up to Prescott to visit. I shook his hand and handed him a gold plate.

“Spoils of war,” I told him.

He looked at it and responded. “Always good to have.” Monty clapped me on the shoulder. “Keep in touch, Will. Call if you need help.” We shared a manly hug, and he headed down the stairs.

I found Susan was standing with Darcie and Viktorija just inside the back door talking to Leonore. Susan’s eyes were wide with surprise as she took in the sea of small, naked, pointy-eared ladies. I heard Leonore ask the ladies, “Are you all the Lord’s wives?”

Almost all the elves were between us, but they were very quiet. I could actually hear the ladies talking as I gently slid through the sea of elven ladies.

Susan asked, “The Lord? Will?” The title threw her.

Leonore confirmed. “Yes, Lord William, the necromancer.”

Darcie laughed, “I am Jack’s. More like a concubine than a wife.”

Viktorija scoffed, “Darcie is Jack’s wife in every way that matters.” She hugged Darcie and Susan. “Susan and I are both planning to marry William.”

Susan nodded, “I will marry him soon. I love him dearly.” I slid up behind her and hugged her, kissing her neck.

Leonore nodded, “He’s very powerful. You would do well to marry him. This morning we had 2,367 souls here, not counting the humans. I don’t have a firm count yet, but I think less than one hundred twenty remain. I understand he sucked their souls right out. Can you imagine the power?” Susan is starting to shiver.

Leonore asked me, “Do you have any idea how many of the elven women you will take for concubines?”

I shook my head. “None, Leonore. I have no intention of putting any of them back into servitude.”

She sighed, “It’s a shame. Several are asking already.” I dragged Susan and Viktorija into a corner and hugged them as we watched preparations proceed. It was about 11:45 at night.

By the time we finished scavenging the Esplanade, we had a twenty-two-foot truck full of crates, linens, the portal, and a handful of the elves. We also had two plastic cartons filled with two hundred forty collars and the tiara, as well as the two chests from the treasury. Getting those into the trucks was a trial. Raul got another two twenty-two-foot trucks from somewhere, and we loaded the rest of the elves in. Marissa and Carla rode along with Jack, Mica, and T’os. They led the convoy of trucks slowly to Jack’s farm.

Viktorija hacked into the building’s surveillance systems. She disabled them, buggered the system logic, and ran a scrambling algorithm on all the video.

Darius and Alan, the two guards that were on duty, stayed to cover the reception center. They were to call the police at 2:30 in the morning, so it looked like they discovered all the dead elves during their normal walk-through. I told them to take video as soon as they encountered the first body on their rounds. Raul sent everyone home that had a separate place to stay. I ordered the ones that lived in the Esplanade to shower, go to bed, and fall asleep for eight hours unless they are awakened.

I gave Darius and Raul my phone number. Both have no families, and I plan to employ them after this is cleaned up.

Then we left.
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Luis is leading the way back to the salon with Lara riding shotgun and Clarice in back. Viktorija follows, driving Susan, Darcie, and I to the salon. I give the ladies the shorthand version of the battle, my conversation with Babette, the elven massacre on Elven Prime, and the current plan for the surviving elves.

We pull into the garage, and I jump out to grab Clarice. She hugs me closely and sobs.

I tell her, “Honey, pack a bag. You’re coming home with me. I need to go to Chicago tonight, so I can fly home tomorrow. Or if you want to sleep here tonight, that’s fine. I’ll pick you up tomorrow on the way home. What do you want to do?”

Clarice sniffs, “Can I come with you, Daddy?

I kiss her hairline. “Of course, honey. You just can’t go with me to Chicago. Okay?”

She nods and sniffs. “Okay. I’ll be surrounded with your lady wives while you’re gone, so it will be like you’re there even when you’re not.”

“Tell your family here goodbye. They love you and will worry about you while you are gone. Bring your school materials, too. We’ll come back frequently, but I want you close while I figure out how to bring your Mummy home. Okay?” I ask.

“Thank you, Daddy.” She kisses my cheek and walks slowly inside.

Twenty minutes later Clarice is packed and ready. She joins me and the assembled group in my standard suite at Bernadette’s.

I pull Viktorija into a hug. “Plan to have Audrey or Carla here all the time. Mostly Audrey. She may bring Erica along. If I’m not here to protect you, I want them to have the ability to bring imps here quickly. I’ll have to talk to them about working with Josie to find a way to create a construct where you wouldn’t need a sorcerer at all. I’ll see what else I can do to help protect you all here.”

“Okay, Will.” She hugs me tight. “I’m scared, Will. They killed her body. What if it’s a permanent death?”

“Then I may lose most of my remorse and all my reticence about killing elves,” I tell her. “Bernadette has been a dear friend for many years. Despite being surrounded by women I love, I would invite her in a heartbeat to join our family if I thought she would. I love her. You, her, my other ladies. Can you imagine the formidable, loving family we would make?”

Tears run down Viktorija’s face as she answers. “Yes. Yes, I can. I dream of it almost every night.”

I kiss her passionately, and Viktorija returns my passion in kind. After catching her breath she tells me, “You should take Lara with you. She can be your official translator until you build some trust among the newer elves.”

“Good idea, love. I was considering that anyway, but I didn’t want to strip your staff,” I tell her.

Viktorija pats me on the chest. “We managed before she arrived. I’m sure we can manage for a couple of days.” She looks at me for a moment. “The salon is Clarice’s inheritance. She is now your daughter. I will be a good steward of her legacy.”

“I know you will, Love.” I smirk. “It’s ironic really. Not two weeks ago she was wanting me to take her to bed as a lover. Now she wants to be my little girl.”

Viktorija nods. “I get it. Her need for a parent outweighs her desire to be a sexual adult. You kinda did that for me, too. I had no one to fill a father figure in my life long before I arrived here despite living with my birth father and uncle for many years.” She pokes a finger between my eyes. “Just be careful. As soon as she feels secure, she will probably revert to type. I know it wasn’t long before I started fantasizing about you being my lover. The ‘father’ and ‘lover’ get mixed easily into ‘daddy.’ I might have a stepdaughter fantasy about you myself.”

We both smirk. I tell her, “That’s what I’m afraid of - her, not you. I may need to put a chastity belt on her and throw away the key.”

Clarice pouts, “I heard that, Daddy!”

We chuckle before I kiss Viktorija again. Chantelle and Serena each slide in for a hug and a kiss after Viktorija releases me. Candice is sitting on the bed stunned as Darcie hugs her and whispers into her ear. As Serena looks at me shyly while backing away from our embrace, Candice runs up to hug me before I lead Darcie, Clarice, Lara, and Susan through the portal from our suite to the Mount Vernon house.

Josie tackles me as I walk out of the passage in Prescott. I manage to maneuver her out of the way for the other ladies to walk through.

I announce, “We need to go to Mayer. Carla and Marissa will meet us there. Darcie and Lara are going to ride with Josie, who is to drive Marissa’s Audi. Darcie navigates. Audrey, Erica, Susan, and Rebecca are to stay here. Josie and Darcie will lead the way. I’ll follow with Clarice.”

Rebecca pries me out of Josie’s hug to give me one of her own while Audrey and Erica pile onto the hug.

Rebecca says, “Take Susan with you. Let her maximize her time with you.”

I tell Rebecca, “I’m returning to Chicago with her tonight once we get back, but you make a great point.” I pull Audrey and Erica each in for a hug and a kiss from each of them. “Let me introduce you to my new daughter, Clarice. Clarice,” I beckon her to me. She slides into the cuddle. “They can’t replace your Mummy, but my lady wives will love you and be there for you.”

Rebecca says, “William, you’re a mess. Go shower. Susan, go with him.”

I listen to my practical and doting witchy wife, and grab Susan’s hand to lead her to the ensuite.

Susan murmurs as we enter the bathroom, “I’m not dirty, Will. I only have my dress from work, so there’s really no point.

Audrey walks in behind us, “Actually, Carla called. She said to give you anything you need from her closet. One of us is bound to have a dress that should fit you, but Carla is pretty certain you can wear most of her clothes.”

For a moment I think Susan’s first time with me is going to be with me in the shower.

She says, “No.” She strips off her borrowed clothes and reaches for her dress.

Susan looks at me with tears in her eyes. “Will, I want this with you desperately. I just...I just can’t. It’s too much to take in. You just killed…”

I nod, “Upwards of two thousand people.”

“You just killed upwards of two thousand...elves,” she says. “You have this insanely powerful death magic ability. You have four wives, and you will have as many as eight before too long. Honestly, that freaks me out less than it should. It’s the killing that has me freaked out.”

She wraps her nearly nude body around mine and weeps. “It’s too much at one time, Will. I want this. I don’t mind the other women too much. I’m sure I’ll be a jealous bitch sometimes, but I want this relationship with you and with them. I think...I think I’ll be able to keep the jealousy to a minimum with the help of the others. I just need to process all this elven apocalypse stuff. Maybe for now, I just need to be your ba-ba-boss.” Susan buries her head in my shoulder and cries piteously.

“Okay, beloved,” I tell Susan. “I’ve still got a long night ahead of me, so maybe I should take you home now before I shower. Would you prefer that?”

“Please, Will,” she sniffs.

“Okay, sweetie. Get dressed and grab anything you brought with you. Leave your pistol with Audrey,” I tell her.

Susan hands the holster to Audrey and puts her work suit back on. I walk her downstairs and we crawl through the portal. I pull the rubber stop out from under the door. I kiss her passionately before opening the door out of my hotel room.

She looks into my face with teary eyes. “I love you, William James. I just didn't know what I was getting into. It’s so much to process.”

“Susan, I don’t blame you, love. I’m living this, and I still get my mind blown nearly every day,” I tell her. I cup her face in my two filthy, bloodstained hands. “Be careful going home; you’re precious to me. I love you, Susan Rey. Now that I know you want to join us, I can hardly wait to have you with us.”

She sighs. “I love you too, Will. I want this, too. Please be patient with me. Oh! And keep me posted.”

“I will, but it may require speaking in person. This is not stuff we can discuss over the phone.” Her shock shows as she registers my comment. “Which reminds me…” I go pull a slim eight-by-ten box from my bag. “A gift from the family, so you can visit whenever you like.”

I open the door and collect another quick kiss as Susan slides by me and walks down the hall. I watch her disappear around the corner before I close the door and hammer the rubber doorstop under the door and throw the deadbolt.

I look around to ensure I don’t need anything else while I’m here. I’m pretty used to traveling through passages at this point, but I don’t think I’ll ever forget some of the dire warnings Josie gave me early on.

I crawl through the passage to find Rebecca sitting in front of it in a lotus position wearing her floral on black robe from Viktorija. Yoga wasn’t a thing when Rebecca was growing up, but she has really taken to it. It has become her favorite way to relax or meditate and her second-favorite form of exercise - bedroom acrobatics being her favorite.

Rebecca unwinds gracefully and stands in front of me. She drops her robe, kisses me lightly, and wraps me in a hug. “Audrey told me about Susan backing out. Are you okay?”

“I’m about as well as I can be. I don’t blame Susan. I think she would have been okay if we didn’t just massacre a building full of elves. She is drawn to all of you, and wants to join us. She says she just needs to wrap her head around me being a murderer.”

“She didn’t say that,” Rebecca scolds.

I snort, “Not exactly. The verbiage is mine. Maybe I’m projecting a little too. I think she’s also worried a little about jealousy among the wives.”

Rebecca nods, “That’s expected. We’re all humans with a full range of emotions and the attendant needs. I’m lucky that the relationship with Josie and Marissa grew organically, so I don’t have much of a jealousy issue with them. I had a real problem with Audrey initially, and I still have mild fits of jealousy over her, Tori, Bernadette, and Carla from time to time. Not so much with Susan or Erica yet, but it might happen. I’ve talked with all the ladies about it, and we all experience it a little bit. I think it’s fairly normal. Knowing that, we have committed to talking rather than screaming our issues out. Bernadette counseled that we all just spread as much love around to each other while realizing that we all need to feel special to a certain extent.”

She pulls my head down and kisses me passionately. “You do a wonderful job of making each of us feel special.”

I nod. “Jack warned me I needed to be ready for the emotional backlash of killing them all. I think I underestimated the impact. I felt nothing after the battle with the elves at Bernadette’s salon. I was expecting to shrug it off, but my conscience is smacking me pretty hard at the moment.”

“This was a significantly bigger event,” she says as she caresses my face. “Unlike when they came to Bernadette’s, you went there expecting to murder them. Despite them abducting Bernadette, we instigated this…” she puts a finger on my lips to forestall a retort. “...we could have stayed out of it. We chose not to because we love Bernadette. She is our family, and...” Her eyes smolder with anger. “...no one fucks with our family.”

She removes her finger as I nod. “Exactly. That helped. Thank you, my love.” I lean in to kiss her. “I need to take a shower. Since you’re naked, why don’t you join me.”

“That is the plan, William. I figured I’d save my robe and just shower after rubbing on you,” she smiles at me with lascivious intent.

“Leave it, Rebecca,” Darcie says as she walks up behind us. “You probably have blood on your hands. I’ll take it up to your bedroom.” Darcie addresses me. “Will, they just passed Anthem. Jack said they are taking their time since the passengers are packed pretty tightly in the trucks. It will take us about thirty-five minutes to get there - maybe a little longer since it’s dark. I called Warren, and he’s expecting us.”

“Thanks, Darcie.” I scoop Rebecca up into a bridal carry. Darcie grabs her robe as I start up the stairs out of the play room.

Darcie says, “Jack’s a little worried about Customs and Border Patrol checkpoints. Three trucks in the middle of the night. He’s concerned it will smell like drugs or coyotes. What should they do if that happens? He’s thinking his options are give them the elves or kill them all.”

“Shit!” I lean against the stair rail. “I should be with them. We are not ready to out the elves.”

Darcie places her hand on my back. “It’s okay, Will. You can’t think of everything. Honestly, if you turn the elves over to the government, then they become their problem.”

“Yeah, then they become science experiments, and their cultural bias towards humans gets worse.” I start back up the stairs. “Plus, we don’t want to give the government those weapons. I guess we pray, because otherwise CBP agents will have to die.” I mutter, “Damn!” as I mount the second flight of stairs.

Darcie says, “I’ll let Jack know, Will.” She follows quietly until I step out onto the main floor.

“Will, hold on a minute,” Darcie calls out. I turn around as Rebecca kisses my cheek.

Darcie puts her hand on my arm. “Two things. Firstly, I’ve had to talk Jack out of a funk after killing people. The killing can tear at you. Jack can be a cold hearted animal when he has a mission, but it tears at even him. Candice and I work hard to bring him back when that happens. Lean on your family. Share your struggles. You are surrounded by a family that loves you. Use that.”

She pauses for a second as I chew on that. “Secondly,” she says. “I have learned a lot about life since I became Jack’s sub. Being a submissive frees me from having to worry about anything - I just have to worry about following my Master’s instructions. To a certain extent, that’s true for everyone - you can’t own what you can’t control. You are doing what you can, which from what Jack has told me of your abilities, is considerably more than many could do. Be satisfied, and keep striving to make things better.”

I smile sadly. “Damn, Darcie. I may ask you to be my guru.”

She smiles back at me. “Will, you are my teacher and my friend. Your wives are my friends. I want only the best for you and your family.”

I nod, “Thanks for the pep-talk, Darcie.” I set Rebecca on the floor, and she sashays off in front of me. I follow the sway of Rebecca’s naked ass into the bathroom.

Darcie follows me into the bedroom and lays Rebecca’s robe on the bed. She smiles as she giggles, “Don’t take too long, you two!” She goes back out to the living room.

I strip off quickly as Rebecca starts the shower. I shampoo and rinse my hair. Rebecca tries to keep her hair dry as we soap each other and rinse.

As I’m running a washcloth on her lower legs, she grabs my hair and drags me upward. “Quickly, husband. Take me. Fuck me. Please. I need you,” she whispers fiercely.

I stand before her and my little friend also starts to transition from ‘showering with the wife’ half-hard to ‘let’s fuck’ hard. I look in Rebecca’s eyes and drink in her desire before I press her against the wall and devour her mouth. As we kiss passionately, she hooks her right leg around my hip to give me access. I grab her ass and press forward into her welcoming moist heat. She wraps her other leg around me and throws her head back.

“So deep. So full,” she mutters. “William, my beloved. You barely fit, but you please me so well.” She grasps my face as I brutally pound her into the wall. Her gasps crescendo from moans to screams, “That’s it! Claim me, husband! Fuck me! Mark me! Nnnnnnnnn… AAAAAAAAAAAA!” I suckle her neck nearly hard enough to break skin as her clasping channel milks my own release. My seed jets inside Rebecca as she holds my head to her neck and screams her own release.

I hear somebody rush into the bathroom and then a muttered, “Excuse me.”

I nuzzle Rebecca’s neck and face as she croons her happiness.

I murmur. “You left one out, Baby. Normally you’d say, ‘mark me, fuck me, breed me.’” I kiss her gently and give her a genuine smile.

Rebecca grins back. “You can’t breed me right now, William. You’ve already bred me.”
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“What?” I’m dumbstruck.

Rebecca nods vigorously. “That’s right husband. I am pregnant. After dying alone in my parent’s basement and haunting that property for over a hundred years, I’m not only alive but pregnant with my husband’s baby. I am so happy.”

“Wow!” I say as a huge grin spreads across my face.

“Wow is exactly right,” she agrees.

“When?” I ask.

She shrugs. “I’m thinking it was when we were last at Allie and Roger’s house.”

I set Rebecca on her feet, and my cock slides out of her.

Audrey steps into the bathroom excitedly. She gasps, “You’re pregnant?” Rebecca nods at her happily.

Audrey runs out of the room, I’m guessing to share the news. I towel Rebecca dry as she scoops up the semen leaking from her and pops it into her mouth.

She murmurs, “Hun-ree,” and we break out in laughter.

Josie runs in and scoops Rebecca off her feet, carting her out to the bedroom exclaiming, “Oh my God, I’m so happy for you!”

I tune out the chorus of female voices from the next room as my grin slowly fades. I towel off as I try to turn my focus on what I need to do to settle the elves and save Bernadette. The coolness of knowing that my first baby is on the way does help lighten the load.

I stop to pee and then walk out to find Audrey ‘cleaning’ Rebecca vigorously as Josie, Erica, Clarice, and Darcie all sit on the bed around her congratulating her.

I walk to the bureau to grab some clean underwear when I hear a gasp. I look around to see Clarice’s hand over Darcie’s eyes. Clarice has her hands over her own eyes too, but there is a significant gap between her fingers.

“Sorry, Darcie. I didn’t think,” I say as I pull on a pair of boxers.

Darcie answers, “It’s my fault, Will. I knew you were in the shower. I just got so excited by Rebecca’s news.”

I grab a fresh pair of jeans, a waffle shirt, and clean socks. I sit on the bed and pull on my jeans. “It’s okay. I should have grabbed clothes on my way into the bathroom. I knew we had guests. I’m very distracted.” I smile down at the mother of my first baby. “Not all of it is bad, either.”

Rebecca glows at me as I button my jeans closed and pull the henley waffle shirt on. I grab a flannel lined jean jacket and my socks. “Ten minutes, ladies,” I call as I pull on socks, boots, and a belt. I clear, function check, and holster my pistol before going for a couple glasses of water. I load my pockets.

Audrey follows me into the living room to kiss me. She says, “I thought you might like some taste of ‘baby mama’ to carry you through the early morning hours.”

“Thank you, Kitten.” I cuddle her closely to me. “I love you, Audrey.”

“I love you too, Will. Um...I went back on the pill when you and I split. I figured I’d stay on it until volleyball season is over. After that, maybe we can try,” she says quietly.

I sit and pull her onto my lap. “I think we should wait until you finish school. Rebecca is probably going to wish she had waited, too. Regardless of my opinion. It is your body. I will support whatever you decide. My job is just to love you, and when our child gets here, to love it too.”

We kiss as Josie glides into the living room. She kisses us each on the cheek. “I’m ready, husband.” I caress her cheek and Audrey stands.

Audrey says, “I’ll protect the ladies, husband. Be safe out there.” She stands up and hugs Rebecca and Erica to her as I collect kisses from each.

I tell Audrey, “Be ready to summon Alöise when I get back. If that doesn’t work, we’ll try again tomorrow. Summoning Shryl is the fall-back position.”

“Yes, Master,” she says. She is serious and focused. “I’ll also think about what we can do about having critters on call.”

“Thanks, Kitten.”

I look at Clarice dressed casually in jeans, hiking boots, and a biker jacket. “Battle armor for you, Clarice. You can carry your helmet.”

She responds immediately, “Chain mail and kevlar inside, Daddy.” She holds her jacket open for me to feel. While I do she adds, “My helmet is in your car already.” Audrey hands her a gym bag. Clarice looks inside and hefts it. “My MP5 is in here.”

I hug her under my arm. “Alright let’s go.”

We leave through the back entrance to the garage and alley. I ground guide Josie as she backs Marissa’s Audi SUV out. Then I jump in my CR-V and follow her down the alley to Goodwin, over to Mount Vernon, and then out of town on Gurley.

Clarice says, “Erica and the wives pulled together as much spare bedding as they could find. It’s in the cargo space.”

“Thanks, Clarice. How are you holding up, sweetie?” I ask.

She sits quietly. After a couple of minutes of quiet she says, “I’m about as confused as can be. I’ve been fantasizing about bedding you for a year or so - ever since I first saw you naked. Right now, it just doesn’t seem that important.”

I reach over to hold her hand. Eventually she says, “I’m conflicted because I helped kill one biological parent, and the other discarded me. I hate to think of my stepmother in those terms because she is far from wicked and has loved me without reservation - my Mummy.” She whispered that last part. She says clearly, “Daddy, I’m worried about Mummy. I want to go with you to get her, but I know you won’t let me. Plus, Mummy would be seriously pissed if I showed up in her home dimension, probably because Aunt Gabrielle would kill me.”

“Aunt Gabrielle,” I repeat. “Clarice, I’m going to make a leap here. I’ve also heard you address Bernadette as ‘Aunt.’ Is Queen Alafair your mother?”

Clarice looks down at her feet. “Yes,” she whispers.

“Who is your father, honey?”

“Xranalazny,” she whispers.

“Holy shit,” I whisper. “I didn’t know, honey.”

“It doesn’t matter,” Clarice says as she squeezes my hand. “It was an evil fuck, and it needed to die. Since we’re talking about the human hosts of demons...” She shrugs and continues to squeeze my hand harder and harder. “I don’t know what I’m going to turn into, Daddy. Cambions of powerful demons frequently manifest physical characteristics of their demon parent. I’m the daughter of both one of the most powerful greater imp lords ever and a succubus queen. I’m almost guaranteed to manifest some demonic traits, and it scares me. That’s part of why I’m so flirty. I want someone to love me before I turn into an ugly monster.”

“Clarice my love, I doubt you could ever be an ugly monster,” I tell her. “I’ve seen Shryl’s natural form, and she was beautiful. Xranalazny’s natural form was strong and fierce, but masculine - minus the male bits. I imagine a female version would look like a hot orc chick with a wicked tail.”

Clarice hiccups a laugh. “You’re silly, Daddy.” She sobers. “I don’t want to look differently. I want to look like me.”

I try to assure her, “You’ll be loved regardless of what you look like Clarice. Also, I suspect there is a good chance that two demon parents may well cancel each other’s influence out. Don’t you think?”

She shrugs, “Maybe, Daddy.” She sits quietly, lightly holding my hand. She eventually says, “William, Darling. Lord William. Daddy.”

She sits quietly for a moment before speaking again. “Each of those forms of address triggers different thoughts for me. ‘William Darling’ tells me you’re dear to Mummy, and that I need to try to impress you. ‘Lord William’ tells me you are powerful and desirable, and that I should try to get you into my bed to breed me. ‘Daddy’ makes me feel safe and want to share all of my insecurities, but it also makes me feel like a young child again rather than a young lady on the cusp of adulthood.” She looks at me, “I’m going to need a lot of affection and reassurance.”

I nod as I watch the road. “Of course, Clarice. You just need to understand that ‘Daddy’ is my role in your life. Those other things can’t figure into it.”

She shrugs. “That’s okay. I kinda promised my virginity to Jack.”

I snort, “What?”

“I’ve had a crush on him since I was fourteen,” she confesses. “He’s such a horndog, that I figure that if anyone would appreciate a little freshly legal pussy, it would be him.”

I bust out laughing. She eventually joins me. I tell her, “You know I’m going to have to give him grief about seducing my daughter right?” We both laugh louder.

She squeezes my hand with both of hers. “Thank you, Daddy. I needed that.”

“You bet, sweetie. Do you know anything about Bernadette’s … er … Alöise’s home world?” I ask.

“It’s named after her family, Ravissement,” she replies. “It’s arid, lots of high desert steppes and desert. Plants of all types are protected because they are so rare. A similar imp planet became inhabitable because the imps tore out all the plants - no more oxygen released into the air and they choked to death, laughing all the way. Ravissement does have a couple of large oceans that are full of plankton and kelp, so that helps mitigate the dearth of dirt plants somewhat. Farmers are considered the most esteemed profession, because feeding people food on the planet is difficult. Fishermen are the second most esteemed - same reason. The travel brokers are the third most esteemed - they manage the queues of people travelling to feeding grounds for their hunger.”

“Huh?” I respond.

“A young succubus or incubus gets their curse, their hunger for lust energies, when their bodies reach their first stage of maturity - roughly about their eighteenth birthday,” she says.

I interrupt, “So, feeding off lust just like the common lore. Incubus is a male succubus?”

“Daddy, don’t you know anything?” she sighs in an exasperated manner. Then she giggles, “It’s fun to tease you. You are correct.” She goes back into teacher mode. “Both genders get the hunger; although, I think I remember Mummy saying the males get it a little later. Regardless from that point on, they need to feed this hunger for lust or lose their sanity. They get trained to feed off ambient lust first, and eventually they learn to feed from a sexual partner. Training is important because you can overfeed and suck the life force from your partner if you’re not careful.”

I nod, “I remember Bernadette mentioning that once.”

“In order to avoid killing off their own people, which does happen with those new to the curse, they go to feeding grounds. Those are usually dimensions populated by humans or humanoids with strong sex drives. Humans and elves are the most popular because they breed like rabbits. From the succubus’ perspective, it’s considered less of a tragedy if one of them dies because they are food. After training is complete, they will also travel to gorge on buffets of lust. That’s why this place is so popular. Eight billion horny people to feed them. The travel brokers arrange schedules and hunting grounds for training and recreation. The agents are gifted, they help focus the intent of the traveler to the dimension they will hunt on to help them jump dimensions. For Earth, they actually intercept calls from sorcerers that are looking for a playmate. They pick a likely candidate based upon a few key words, et voila, the sorcerer has a ‘made to order’ succubus.”

She shrugs, “That’s about all I know, Daddy.”

“Hmpf!” I snort. “Not really helpful in finding your Mummy, but it’s interesting regardless. I think we’ll try to summon her by name. If that doesn’t work, we’ll try summoning Shryl.”

The cute little vixen that is now my daughter shrugs. “Sounds reasonable to me, Daddy. I don’t have any real idea of where to start.”

We drive in silence, Clarice holding my hand. About twenty minutes after leaving the house we are decelerating down the hill into Mayer. At the bottom of the business district, we take a left just past the little market. The pavement ends, and shortly thereafter we turn to the right. We continue past another major dirt road, but keep following the road we’re on up and down hills until a farmstead’s lights become visible.

I see several large barns, some smaller outbuildings, a large propane tank, a couple large banks of standalone solar collectors, and an unusual house.

We pull in next to Josie in front of the barn. Josie slides out and wraps me in a hug. She says joyfully, “This is out in the country!”

I agree as she lets me close the door of my CR-V.

A whip-thin man dressed in black denim and engineer boots appears out of a nearby shadow. He is Josie’s height with black hair in a widow’s peak.

He definitely gives a Bela Lugosi vibe when he speaks. “Hallo! I am the vam-pyre.”

Darcie rolls her eyes and tells him, “Knock it off, Warren.”

He bows deeply at the waist. “Yes, Mistress.” This time he is channeling Renfield.

Darcie says, “I’m serious, Warren. Keep it up, and I’ll tell everyone that you are really a blond.”

Gasps, “No, Mistress! Not that!” He’s grinning when he says it.

Darcie says, “I forgot to warn you, Warren can be a bit of an ass.”

Warren quips, “Not so fine as yours, Mistress.” Again with the deep, courtly bow.

Darcie warns him with a finger pointed at him. “Jack just came out of combat. You know how he gets. Do you really want to be commenting on my figure when he’s like that?”

Warren chuckles, “Duly noted, Darcie. I better get my hug in before he arrives then.”

They hug like old friends and kiss each other’s cheeks.

Darcie makes the introductions. “Everyone, this is Warren Dark. Regardless of his goofy schtick, he really is a vampire. He is also Jack’s farm manager. Josie Carroll, Clarice Pasquale, Lara Vallaye, and William James.

I tell Warren as we shake, “Please, call me ‘Will.’ By the way, I think Julian Sands was one of the creepiest vampires in film.”

Warren chuckles, “Right? Maybe I should grow out my roots.”

I smile weakly. I tell him, “Warren we have…Darcie what was the final count?”

“One hundred twenty, plus Mica and T’os,” she answers. “Twenty-three are staff for the healer. Ninety-seven are abused women that need shelter. Will’s new squire and his mentor will probably return to Prescott with us, but there are eight male elves on the healer’s staff. We should separate them from the tormented.”

I point out, “There were more. Several of the tormented women killed themselves before the healer could sedate them. Also, Mica and T’os will probably stay here tonight.”

Warren’s demeanor changes. Whereas he seemed like a caricature initially and then a jokester, now he’s all business. “The best we can do for them are the barns. I have both hay and straw available. I’ve got a bobcat with a trencher on it to dig a trench latrine - maybe two separated by gender. I have a big stock tank and a heater that I use to keep it from icing in the winter. It should get the water to at least a tepid temperature. How about we set up the equipment shed for the guys? I really don’t want to put them in the woodshop with all the tools in there.”

“Sounds good, Warren. Direct us where you need hands. I grew up on a farm, but haven’t been back since my parents died, so you’re probably better off running the machinery.”

We get busy.

The ladies roll a big stock tank into place while Warren parks a small flat-bed hay trailer at the bottom of the hay mount. We set up a hay elevator resting on the bed of the trailer. Warren shows Clarice how to control it, and I start feeding bales of straw down it. Clarice drags them out of the way on the bottom until the surface of the trailer is full. I run downstairs and show her how to grab the bales by their strings and snatch them into the air. We stack them three bales high before I send another batch down.

I lift the end of the conveyor off the trailer and set it on the ground. Warren is trenching so I start the tractor and pull it forward as Josie and Darcie join us. Darcie gets gloves and hay hooks for the ladies while I crawl back up into the loft to feed more bales onto the conveyor. Darcie shows the ladies how to use the hooks, and they start dragging the bales inside the barn with them.

We set them up in four-bale beds with about three feet between them. We run out of room about the time Jack arrives with the convoy. Raul and his crew jump out and lower the ramp, allowing the diminutive people to stream out of the trucks.

Darcie calls out, “Ladies follow me, and I’ll show you where you can relieve yourselves . Gentlemen, please follow Warren.” Warren raises his hand as Lara repeats the instructions in Elvish. The elves follow along, mostly fairly meekly; although, several of the young ladies smile, wink, or blow kisses at me flirtatiously as they walk by. I pretty much ignore them.

One young lady does catch my attention. She is standing among the healers, but she is dressed differently. Since she has dark brown hair and is wearing robes more like the magicians rather than hastily assembled linens or medical uniforms, I’m assuming she’s not one of the sex slaves or medical staff. I wave Lara to me.

I hug her under my arm, and she wraps her arm around my waist as I point out the one I’m noticing. “Find out what her story is. Don’t kill her unless she attacks you, but she seems to be neither a healer nor a sex slave.”

“Yes, Lord,” Lara murmurs as she glides away.

Marissa and Carla run up and wrap me up in hugs and anoint me with kisses.

“How are you two beauties?” I ask between kisses.

“Mmmmmm, much better now,” Marissa says.

Carla releases my lips, “I’m feeling needy, Mr. James.” She grabs a handful of my ass while Marissa slides her hand inside the neck of my Henley waffle shirt.

“How about we take the linens and make beds for these ladies, so we can go home?” I ask.

“May I interrupt?” Jack asks as he walks up.

“Sure,” I stop flirting, and my ladies each kiss a cheek. They peel away to drag linens into the barn.

Marissa calls out, “Clarice! Give us a hand, honey.”

I give Jack my attention. “What’s on your mind, Jack?

Jack frowns and looks around to see who is close. Apparently he feels safe enough. “Ten crates, two plastic bins, and two chests. Raul needs to off-load and get back.”

“Warren mentioned a wood shop,” I offer.

His frown doesn’t change. “That could take care of it overnight, maybe for a couple of days. I don’t want to keep those crates here for long. Can you get a drive-in storage unit? Big enough to hold a pickup?”

“Sure,” I agree. “What are you thinking?”

“Well,” he looks around again. “Warren’s got an old pickup. We load all the crates in the bed, cover them with a tarp and park it in the storage unit.”

I shrug. “Okay. That’s a couple layers of obfuscation. How many of those rifles do you want? Five?”

Jack looks at me like I’m stoned, but he thinks about it for a moment. “Just three for now. We need to learn more about them and test fire them. What do they fire for ammo?”

“I dunno,” I confess. “They use magnetic rail propulsion rather than gas propulsion, so I’m assuming some kind of iron or steel ammunition.” I shrug. “We’ll have to ask T’os.”

“Ask T’os what, Lord?” I turn to see Mica standing there.

“What munition do the magnetic rifles shoot, Mica?” I ask.

Mica stands at attention. “Lord, the new magnetic rifles shoot any iron or steel projectile between 4.98mm and 5.01mm in diameter. T’os was teaching me how to fabricate the projectiles.”

The elder elf approaches and bows. “Lord, Squire Mica stated everything correctly.”

Jack asks, “Spherical or oblong?”

T’os looks at Mica with a cocked eyebrow. Mica responds, “Either, sir. Oblongs can be up to three times the diameter of the projectile, but any longer than that starts to impact the acceleration.”

Jack asks, “You gave a range of diameters, what is optimal for both accuracy and muzzle velocity?”

Mica says, “Sir! The optimal size projectile for accuracy, muzzle velocity, and kinetic energy of the projectile delivered on the target is 5.00mm by 12.50mm.”

Jack looks at him for a second. “Squire Mica, what type of jacket rounds can you fire through this weapon?”

Mica isn’t sure what to say. Jack expands on his question. “Can you fire a hollow core projectile? How about a steel jacketed lead projectile? How about a depleted uranium or titanium sabot round?”

Mica looks at T’os. T’os pats Mica on the shoulder before he answers. “The first two are feasible, but we generally do solid metal projectiles. Uranium is an element that is only theoretical on our world, so we’re not familiar with it. Jacketed lead would work fine. Titanium is very rare on our world, too. I am also not familiar with the term ‘sabot.’ What is that?”

Jack explains, “Think of a sabot as a collar that holds a smaller, needle-like projectile. It allows the needle projectile to reach higher muzzle velocity and maintain it better as the needle leaves the collar behind. By using a heavy metal needle, you end up getting a faster, heavy round delivering high kinetic energy. Honestly for a 5mm projectile, it’s probably not an issue. I was just curious.”

Mica asks, “T’os, how do those projectiles compare?”

T’os shakes his head, “I don’t know. We would have to experiment.” He looks at me. “One magazine can hold two hundred fifty of the 5.00mm * 12.50mm rounds. It does take a while to load the magazines, but there are four magazines per rifle at the bottom of each crate.”

I chuckle, “Our standard infantry weapon takes a while to load, but we’ve learned to package them in strips that let you push ten it at a time. We’ll have to figure out the manufacturing and packaging bit if we decide not to destroy them.”

I address the two elves. “You two will stay here tonight. I’ll come pick you both up tomorrow when I get back from Chicago. We have bunks set up for you with the other men.”

I hear a gunshot, and then Clarice runs up, “Daddy! Come now! Quickly!” She runs back toward the barn. I follow closely on her heels as she leads me back to the bathing tub area. I barely take note of all the naked elven women because I see Marissa is lying on the ground moaning.


10
A breakdown in relations


Carla is holding her pistol on Leonore. “Heal Marissa now, or I’ll kill you all.” Lara is straddling the back of the young elf who I asked her to investigate. Lara’s long dirk is resting in the small pocket behind the other elf’s right ear.

I kneel next to Marissa and roll her onto her back to find a still smoking hole all the way through her abdomen. She’s still alive and moaning. I hold her hand, and she squeezes it strongly in return. I open my second sight and see a growing ring of entropy around the circumference of the wound, and her aura is fading fairly quickly.

I take a moment to think about how I heal a zombie when I raise it. I messed up with Ilara’en by not healing her immediately - I hesitated too long. Once they’re dead, I just pour healing energy into the zombies without any direction. Somehow they heal regardless. Maybe their DNA provides the roadmap for the actual healing.

I try that with my beloved Marissa. I pull the entropy out of her and flood her with growth.

“Who did this?” I ask.

Lara growls, “This little cunt did. She’s Leonore’s daughter, and an apprentice to the Court Magician.”

“Okay,” I acknowledge. “Her life energy can help Marissia heal,” I say as I start to take energy from Leonore’s daughter.

Leonore begs me, “Please don’t kill my daughter, Lord.”

“I didn’t say I would kill her, Leonore. However, your daughter seems to think that actions have no consequences. If she was an apprentice to the Court Magician, she’s old enough to know better. She is going to be a little weak for a while until she recovers her strength. Maybe next time she will reconsider that before she burns a hole through someone that is trying to find her shelter.”

Lara says, “I asked Leonore who she was, and she wouldn’t answer me. Marissa was standing next to her, so I asked her to detain this one and lead her over to talk to you. The little bitch took it upon herself to fry your wife.”

Carla says, “I gut shot her, but the damage was already done.”

I stop pulling energy from the prone woman. “I’m sorry, Leonore. I didn’t know she was injured.”

Marissa’s grip on my hand slowly releases as the wound closes. I kiss her. She says, “Help me up please, William.” I do.

Marissa walks over to the supine elf and lifts her head by her scalp. Lara gets up off her as Marissa says, “If I can’t have children as a result of this injury, I will torture you for months before you die. Are we clear?” The elf nods minutely.

I caress Marissa’s shoulder to reassure her as she squats in front of the elven girl. I tell Marissa, “The wound was through the left side of your abdomen above the abdominal wall. We’ll get you checked out, but I’m pretty sure that if you were good before, you’re good now.”

She looks up at me with moist eyes. “What if I’m not?”

“Will you still love me?” I ask her.

“Until I die,” she says seriously.

I smile, “Then you will stay with me forever, my love.” I look to Carla. “Ms. Jackson, I think we can postpone killing them until they do something heinous.”

Carla says, “Mr. James, I think I should just shoot her tits off for lying to us.”

“I know, honey. Let’s take the high road this time,” I tell her as soothingly as I can.

Carla looks at me and winks surreptitiously before she brats. “Fi-ine!” She holsters her pistol and slides in for a side hug and a quick kiss.

Marissa stands and holds an arm out to me. “Please help her, Will. We can kill her later if it’s warranted.”

I kiss Marissa and kneel beside the elven girl. “I’m going to roll you over. Are you ready?” She nods as Leonore kneels beside her.

I ask her, “What is your name?”

She grimaces, but she doesn’t try to say anything.

Leonore starts to speak, but I hold up my hand. “Squire Mica,” I call out.

“Yes, Lord.”

“Mica, who is this?” I ask. I keep my eyes locked on the elven girl’s face.

“Her name is Chiara, Lord. She is the Chief Healer’s daughter, and she recently was promoted from Apprentice to Initiate in her service to the Court Magician. She passed her thirtieth birthday just before we arrived on your plane, so she is a fully emancipated adult.”

I nod. “Thank you, Mica. Why did you not tell me about her before?”

Mica responds, “Lord, you asked about those remaining. She had already left with the healers. I didn’t even notice since she apparently threw a glamour to make herself appear to be wearing a healer’s uniform. No one bothers with glamour inside the stronghold, so I didn’t think to look for it. Please accept my apologies. I welcome whatever punishment you think is fitting, Lord. I was wrong.”

“Mica, if I punish you for every little mistake you make, how likely are you to learn?” I ask.

T’os interjects, “It is our way, Lord. Honestly, you can try to withhold punishment, but we are so used to being punished for every infraction, some of us may not think you are serious.”

I turn to my elven zombie. “Lara, what do you think?”

She walks up and takes my left hand before she looks up at me. “I fear Master T’os is correct, Lord. You’re not going to be able to give them all the same personal attention you gave to me. Even I have a hard time believing a human could treat me as well as you do and ask so little of me in return.”

I sigh as I look up at her. “Well, I guess we can try it my way, and then make examples if that doesn’t work. Maybe let Clarice practice her whip on them.”

Clarice says, “Daddy, I’m pretty sure that would only need to happen once. Remember how I destroyed Valya’s face with one stroke?”

I nod my head at Clarice’s theater. The elves start muttering among themselves. Apparently the ones that understand are translating for their neighbors. I respond, “It’s too bad you left it at home.”

Before I turn back to Mica, she says, “It’s in the truck, Daddy. I didn’t want to scare the elves.”

I smile at her. “That’s very kind, my girl.”

I turn to Mica, “Learn from your mistake, Mica. Always tell the truth. If I don’t like the truth, that is my problem. Oversharing should be your default reporting style. I’ll tell you to summarize if that’s what I need at the time. We will learn each other better over time, Mica.”

“Yes, Lord,” Mica responds.

“So, Mica. Should I forgive, punish, or kill Chiara? She has worked to actively deceive us, she tried to kill one of my wives. Why should I trust her?”

Mica is overwhelmed with the responsibility. He squirms in place with the attention as he considers his response. “Lord, I am not qualified to decide her fate. What I can tell you is that she is not a nice person. She terrorized all of her peers among the apprentices, she is rude and demeaning to anyone she perceives to have no power. T’os was responsible for a significant amount of her tutoring, but she barely tolerated him as a teacher. After she passed her lessons with him, she was rude to him. I would recommend you observe her behavior and make up your mind.”

I look down at the wounded elf. “Okay, Chiara. Despite your apparent bitchy behavior, Mica isn’t willing to have me kill you. So, let’s see what we can do about getting you healed.”

I look at Leonore. “There’s no exit wound. Do you have instruments to extract projectiles, or should I just cut her wide open and then use healing energy to close everything up?”

As Leonore’s shock lessens, she calls out in Elvish to one of her people. A middle-aged woman brings a bag over to Leonore. She pulls out a dark fist-sized stone and a long, thin, plier-looking instrument; I think they’re called ‘forceps.’

Leonore tells me, “Cut open her robe to bare her abdomen.”

I pull out my clip knife and snap it open. I reach for the garment when Chiara barks, “No!” Then she releases a stream of Elvish. I don’t understand a word, but I can tell I’m not going to like it.

I pull my pistol and put it in her mouth. She reaches for my arm and I flood her hand with entropy energy as she makes contact. I watch as her hand shrivels before I wave everyone off the line from her head. Then I twist the barrel to point out her mouth through her cheek and pull the trigger.

I pull the gun from Chiara’s bleeding mouth and press the barrel to Leonore’s forehead.

I call out, “Jack! Warren! Do you have a pig sty or chicken coop Chiara could sleep in tonight? I think she needs a lesson in manners.”

I feel energy building in Chiara, so I pull her soul out. The energy dissipates, and I slam Chiara’s soul back into her battered body. She gasps as her soul lights her body back up.

I tell her, “Seriously, Chiara. You need to grow up. You will do so in the next 24 hours or I will make an example of you that will break your mother’s heart. I like your mother. She seems to be a caring person. You will grow to be like her rapidly, or the next time I pull your soul out I will turn your body to dust.”

I holster my pistol and address the Elven healer. “Leonore, I respect that you want to protect your daughter, but I will not put up with this kind of behavior. Not from your daughter. Not from anyone else. Valya used up my last bit of patience I have with the elven people, and we have more than enough human assholes to start importing elven ones. Am I clear?”

Leonore bows her head and tears run down her worn cheeks. “Yes, Lord.”

I hand her my handkerchief. “Dry your eyes, Leonore. She’ll survive this and heal. Whether I let her survive after that is entirely up to her.”

Leonore dabs her eyes dry. “Yes, Lord.”

I tell her, “If I think I need to make an example, I can keep killing her and raising her indefinitely. I honestly could use the practice.” Leonore returns my handkerchief and nods quietly.

I look down at Chiara. “Your fate is in your hands. You can start acting like an adult, or I can keep killing you and raising you until your soul is so tired it won’t be able to make it to the Summerlands. Clear?”

She nods vigorously. I cock an eyebrow at her, and she mutters, “Yssss, Lo...” Missing a third of your teeth probably makes it hard to speak.

Jack says, “Chicken coop. Our pigs have the run of a pasture.”

I nod. “Okay. Chiara, I hope you like chickens. I don’t recommend eating the eggs. It could infect the mouth wound. Sit as carefully as you can. Don’t play in the chicken shit. Don’t pet the chickens. You will have drinking water and a bucket for a toilet.”

I pick her up gently in a bridal carry. Jack leads me to the chicken coop, and Warren meets us there with a bale of straw. He puts the straw in the corner of the coop with the least amount of chicken shit, and I set Chiara on the bale.

I kneel down in front of her, and I dry her tears with my handkerchief. “Spend the night figuring out how you can contribute to your community and this world. Things are going to get ugly. You can help resolve this peacefully with minimum loss of life, or you can be another casualty. I would prefer having your help to having your death on my conscience, too. Tomorrow, I’m going to heal you, and then you will tell me what you want to do.”

Warren brings in a gallon jug of water. He opens it and demonstrates how to open and close. “Hello, little one,” he says. Then he speaks to her in Elvish. She nods and sobs. He pats her shoulder and leaves. Jack follows him.

I stand and turn when Chiara speaks. “Lor…” I turn to face her. “Ki’ mee. ‘leez.”

“No, Chiara. I will not kill you. We humans have a concept called ‘hell,’ eternal punishment in the afterlife. There are a variety of opinions of what that is. The one that scares me the most is revisiting all the evil you did in your life and feeling the impact of those choices repeatedly - forever. You are in hell right now, but I’m going to pull you out in less than a full day.” I return to kneel in front of her, cupping her undamaged cheek in my hand. I tell her fiercely. “Learn, Chiara! Learn!” I caress her shoulder and walk out of the chicken coop and out the enclosure.

Warren says, “You really fucked her up. She’s broken.”

I nod morosely. “Yeah. I just hope it pays off. Please keep an eye on her, Warren. I really don’t want to lose her. As a magician, she has value to the community. Plus, I’ve killed enough elves that I’d prefer not find myself in a position to do it again.”

“She’ll come around,” Warren says. “Now what?”

“Do we have bunks set up for everyone?” I ask.

“Yes. I’ve got a cauldron of chicken and rice ready. I loaded it heavily with butter and herbs, and that should hold them until late-morning.”

Jack adds, “I’ve got Darcie coordinating with Rebecca to see about getting out here to cook pancakes, but we need to hit Costco first.”

I nod. “Okay. Let’s go tell the kids the plan.”

I walk back to the barn to find Marissa, Josie, Carla, and Clarice gathered around Leonore. I pull Marissa into a hug and squeeze her. “Are you doing okay, beloved? I hated leaving you after that.”

Marissa turns her head over her shoulder and kisses me warmly. “I’m fine, Will. She scared the shit out of me, but I knew that one way or another, I’d be here kissing you at the end of it all. My sisters and our daughter comforted me. We’ve been talking to Leonore, telling her what kind of man you are and explaining why we love you. I think she’s relaxing a bit.”

I release Marissa and address Leonore. “We hug to comfort each other, Leonore. If you won’t hug me, or another human, find someone you can trust.”

She nods and sobs, turning her head away. Then she looks back at me and slowly steps closer. I hug her tiny body close and caress her back.

“She will come through on the other side of this a better person. Warren will keep an eye on her. If she takes a turn for the worse, just keep her alive. Worst case, I capture her soul and build her a new body. She will survive,” I tell the Chief Healer.

“Thank you, Lord. I never expected to have a child, and I have been a terrible parent. But I love her. Please save her,” the petite matron begs.

“She will survive and be healed, Leonore. After that, she is an adult. She will have to make her choices and live with the consequences,” I tell her. “Now, you have one hundred twenty other people that need you to lead them. Will you?”

She nods into my sternum. “Of course, Lord.”

“Let’s get everyone together, and I’ll share the immediate plan. I’m going to let everyone know you are in charge. You answer to Warren,” I explain.

Leonore nods before walking off to call everyone together. I lay out the plan for feeding them all tonight and then again late tomorrow morning. I tell them we will get them each a couple of basic changes of clothes over the next couple of days as we come up with a longer term plan. I tell them I’m leaving Leonore in charge of them all, and that she will report to Warren in my absence. I tell them they will all have to find ways to contribute and encourage them to think about what they would like to do. Leonore translates what I say into Elvish nearly simultaneously.

I wish them all a good night.

I check with Warren, and he assures me that he can get them all involved to help themselves. Plates and utensils will be a problem, but he has enough disposable stock on hand for one meal. He asks about giving Chiara a blanket, and I agree readily. I hand him the second gold plate I pulled from the treasury.

“This is to help defray the costs, Warren. Do you have a way to cash it out? Otherwise I can get you cash,” I tell him.

“This is fine, Will. I’ll just use operating cash for now, but I know someone that can get me a top exchange rate for this,” he assures me.

“As long as it’s not Bernadette,” I tell him.

He shakes his head. “I’ve heard of her, but sadly I’ve never had the pleasure of meeting her. Go get some sleep, Will. I’ve got this.”

I ask Lara to stay with the elves until I come back, and she agrees. She plans to circulate among them to gain their trust and ‘spread the gospel of Lord William’ - her words, not mine.

I wish Warren and Lara both a good night and promise to be back tomorrow afternoon. I make a point of also wishing good night to Mica and T’os.

Marissa has Josie drive her home in the Audi. Carla rides with them, and Clarice rides with me. My daughter...that will take some getting used to. My daughter curls up in her seat and falls asleep, holding my hand.
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We arrive home about three o’clock in the morning. I’m expecting to find the ladies in bed, but I hear Rebecca call out as we enter the back door. “We’re in the playroom!”

The five of us traipse down the stairs into the sub-basement.

Audrey has a circle scribed on the basement floor. She yawns and wraps me in a hug after I kiss Rebecca hello. I see Erica curled up in a corner asleep on a pile of cushions.

I ask Audrey after I kiss her. “Are you too tired to do this tonight?”

She nods. “I’ll do it if you want me to, but I’m toasted. Plus I was drinking earlier. Carla’s been managing a shit ton of imps, and it’s 3am. Please, don’t put it on her. I recommend we get some sleep, and do this as soon as you get back tomorrow.”

I sigh and run my hand through my hair. Clarice hugs my arm. “Daddy, you’re exhausted too. Waiting until you get back won’t matter, and it might increase your odds of success.”

I nod, “Maybe Gabrielle will get complacent if we don’t try right away.” I sigh heavily. “Okay. Kisses and hugs, then I need to get to Chicago. It’s already 5am there.”

I go kiss Erica’s cheek. She squirms and settles back into her cushions.

I pull Carla into a hug and kiss her like a lover. “You did great tonight, Carla. I’m honored that you did that for me. Thank you.”

The blond beauty blushes lightly. “You’re very welcome, Mr. James.” She kisses me again and whispers in my ear as she slides away. “Anything for you.”

Marissa slides in to take Carla’s place. I kiss her passionately and squeeze her to me. “I’m so glad you’re okay, beloved. You were awesome in the battle and incredibly kind during the humanitarian bit despite getting shot. We’ll check you out tomorrow again.”

She nods, “I’ve got a well woman exam next month, so all my plumbing will get checked out then. I feel great.” I kiss her again, and she slides away.

Rebecca tells Clarice, “Tell your Daddy goodnight, and I’ll take you to your room, honey.”

Clarice gives me a tight hug looking up at my face. “Goodnight, Lord William. Thank you so much for becoming my Daddy. If anyone can bring back Mummy, it’s you.” She kisses my cheek and slides away. It didn’t escape me that she used the title she said invokes her desire to bed me.

Rebecca kisses me and tells me, “Get some rest, Will. You look exhausted. I love you, and I worry you’re not taking care of yourself.” We kiss again, and she leads Clarice up to the basement.

Audrey cuddles up to me. I ask, “Are you okay, Kitten?”

She nods into my shoulder. “I was just worried about you. Last time we were in battle, I was there beside you. I like that a lot better.”

I kiss her hairline. “I agree, Kitten. It was like I was missing an important part of myself without you being there.”

She kisses me warmly. “I’m just glad you’re alright, Master.”

I nuzzle her neck and murmur. “We were lucky. We got all our people, even all the imps, out of there safely. That is a major coup. I’ll see you tomorrow, my love.”

She says, “I can’t wait” as she caresses my head. I hear her yawn.

I back up and kiss her lips. “Get some sleep, Kitten.” She slides away.

After a moment, I call out, “Audrey.” I pull my holster, and hand it to her. “Hold onto this for me until I get back, Kitten.”

“Certainly, my love,” she yawns and marches off to bed.

I look around and find Josie sitting on the floor against the wall. I walk over to her and kneel in front of her. I lean in and kiss her gently. “I love you, Josie.”

She murmurs, “I love you too, Will.” Otherwise she doesn’t stir. I walk over to the passage on the wall and walk through into my suite in Chicago.

I strip as soon as I arrive in my suite. I’m pretty wired despite being exhausted, so I grab a relaxing hot shower. I dry my body and towel my hair as I walk into the bedroom.

As I pull the towel down, I see a familiar blond sitting on the bed in a lotus posture facing the bathroom door. She is wearing her hair wrapped in a bath towel and her black floral ‘wives’ kimono robe.

I toss the towel back onto the bathroom sink. When I look back at Carla, she is pulling the towel off her hair. She tosses the towel across the room and runs her fingers through her shoulder-length hair as her grey eyes watch me.

“Did you come to be my teddy bear, Ms. Jackson?”

She just shakes her head and pulls open the lapels of her robe to let the fabric pool around her hips. She crooks a finger and beckons me closer.

“Are you sure, Carla?”

“Yes.”

“Aren’t you tired?” I ask.

“Exhausted. You?” is her response.

I nod. “Exhausted. I need to sleep.”

“Can you? I’m wired,” she says.

I chuckle. “Yeah, me too. That’s why I took a shower.”

“Yes. Me, too. However, when I felt my soapy hands running over my body, I knew what I really needed,” she explains.

“What’s that, Carla?”

“You, William. I need you,” she says quietly. “I love you, William. Please make love to me. I want you to make me your wife.”


11
Carla James


So, we made love.

I walked up to the bed slowly, and Carla stood on her knees on the edge of the mattress. I slid my arms around her lean, runner’s physique. We kissed and caressed there, and in no time at all my little friend was poking her leg. I eased her down onto the mattress. I started to maneuver my way south, kissing my way down her abdomen. When I reached her vulva, I found her in full bloom. Her trim outer labia were relaxed and her generous inner petals were dewy and full. I licked her from her taint to her clit with a flat tongue, locking eyes with her as I landed at her clit. She threw her head back and moaned as I gave her a couple of licks, but she quickly looked down and grabbed my face in her hands.

She growled, “Get up here and get inside me, Mr. James.”

I murmured, “As you wish, Ms. Jackson” as I kissed my way up her body.

I stopped to suckle and nip each nipple, which caused her to plead. “Please, William. I need you inside me.” Her hands, which were wrapped around my head to hold me to her breasts, were giving me conflicting messages, but I went with her words.

I resumed my crawl up her delicious body to capture her mouth. The head of my cock poked in the right area, but didn’t get lined up correctly until she shifted her hips. A little thrust of my hips matched the little thrust of hers, and I was in.

Carla wrapped her long, lean legs around me and banged her heels on my ass to encourage me to go where she wanted me. She was so tight and wet that I had to concentrate to not blow off inside her immediately. I backed off and thrust in deeper. And deeper. And deeper until I was hilted in the hot, clasping glove of Carla’s womanhood. Carla spasmed gently as I filled her as completely as I could.

Carla moaned, “Welcome home, my husband.”

I smiled and kissed her lips lightly. “It’s a pleasure to be home, my beautiful, sexy wife.”

We kissed languorously as I started to move. She murmured, “I’m sorry I’m not a virgin for you, William.”

I shook my head as I looked into her eyes from about four inches away. “I’m not, Carla. Virgins are a treat, but there is something especially sexy about an experienced woman that can guide you to maximize her pleasure.” I add with a grin, “Plus, I gotta tell you, my treasure. You are tighter than some virgins.”

“How do you know?” she asked rhetorically. I laughed in response, deciding not to name names of other women while in the act. Carla grinned and added, “Kegeling exercises. Every day.” She turned serious. “Please breed me, William. Fill me up with your seed. Let’s make a baby together.”

I picked up the pace, and Carla came again after the second stroke. Her moans, groans, and growls were driving me to an ever more frenzied pace. The more frenzied my pummeling of her became, the more frenzied her orgasm became. Her nails dug into my back as her moans turned to screams and her channel milked me mercilessly until I finally unloaded in her. My semen splashing inside her spiraled her orgasm upward again into a silent scream. I could feel her flaying my back, but I just didn’t care as I drove deep inside her and rode with her on our combined wave of bliss. The mind-numbing sensations seemed to take us to heaven, but we were still together on the whole trip until the last of the tingles and aftershocks dumped us unceremoniously back onto the hotel bed.

“Damn,” Carla gasped. “I waited waaaay too long for that.”

I chuckled as I held my weight off her chest. “It wasn’t that long love.”

She smirked at me. “Sure, husband. Whatever you say.” Her eyes dance as she bites her lip mischievously. The first rays of sunlight are kissing the dark sky outside. Carla asks, “Do you know what I want right now at this moment?”

I smiled back at her. “No, my love. What do you want right now at this moment?”

She grinned from ear to ear as though I had just fallen into her trap. “I want to run the lakeside with my husband.”

“Oh, Jeez!” I moaned as her heels smacked my ass.

“Get up, William. Get dressed and take me on my perfect honeymoon,” she chided me with a huge grin on her face. I decided at that moment that I probably couldn’t deny her anything.

Despite the sex, I was still wired from the night, so I said, “Why not.”

I pulled out of Carla’s heavenly pussy with a slurping sound. ‘Wow!’ I thought.

“Hurry up, William! Get dressed,” she teased as she bounced off the bed in a most delightful manner.

She reached into her gym bag and pulled on a panty, running tights, socks, and shoes. Then she pulled on a sports bra, dropped a light tech fabric shirt over the top, and a lightweight fleece over that. Then she grabbed a fleece headband that covered her ears and light gloves.

I remembered that it was damned cold when we did this on Wednesday, so I pulled on an old polypro watch cap with light running sweats and a fleece over a t-shirt. We took turns peeing and downed a bottle of water before heading towards the door.

I muttered, “Ms. Jackson, you will be the death of me.”

Carla spun on me. “No, William. Carla Sydney Jackson died in the throes of orgasm on that bed when Carla Sydney James was born. My two sets of memories melded into one. My two personalities were close, but now they are one as well. I am someone new, and I am yours.”

I smiled gently and cupped her cheek. “I hope you aren’t going to break Marissa’s heart again, Carla.”

She smiled wickedly at me. “No, Mr. James. Mrs. James, née Tomlinson, and I are in accord on this. I hope you are prepared to be the meat of the sandwich when we take you to bed.” She kissed me quickly. “Enough stalling, Mr. James. Give me my honeymoon run.”

“As you wish, Mrs. James,” I said with a bow.
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I am kissing Carla as we push back into the suite. As I lock the door, we strip hurriedly with our lips locked, releasing our connection only long enough to remove our garments. Carla presses her naked, sweaty body against mine as she devours my mouth. I push her against the wall, and she hooks a leg around my hip. My hard cock finds its way unerringly into my newest wife’s tight wet pussy, and I thrust forward hard.

Carla moans at the penetration, but she is so tight that I have to make a couple more attempts before I’m hilted in her. It gets easier when I lift her other leg off the ground. She shudders immediately as I bottom out, and she only gets more frantic as I impale her repeatedly. I suckle her neck as I fuck her brutally against the wall.

“Yes, William!” she gasps. “Break my skin. Let your saliva run in my veins. Fuck me! Breed me, William. Give me a baby!”

I kiss her mouth ferociously as I push a finger into her tight asshole. Carla whines and twitches, but when I add a second finger, she bucks spastically as I pummel both of her holes. Both of her channels clamp down on me, and I feel her moisture coating my thighs as I brutally abuse my lover. I reach my peak as her whole body locks up, her nails dig into my shoulders, and her spasming channel milks my seed into her womb.

We continue to kiss throughout our slow return from heaven, my left hand holding her aloft with two fingers in her ass while my right hand twists and pulls at her left nipple. After another aftershock I withdraw my fingers to just hold her and kiss her.

“Mrs. James, I need to get ready for my flight,” I murmur against her bruised neck.

I feel her head nod. I move my head to look into her shining grey eyes. She says, “Your power is showing, William. Make sure you damp it down again.”

“Yes,” I acknowledge. “Thank you for telling me, my love.” We kiss again as I withdraw my cock with a little ‘slurp.’

Carla chuckles. “I bet I make fart sounds when you’re fucking me, too.”

I laugh. “Not that I noticed, my treasure. Oh, shit.” I notice there is a Carla-sized indentation in the drywall. “I guess I better confess that when I check out.”

Carla gives me a push. “Go shower. Your car will be here in a little over an hour.”

I pick up my clothes and toss them on the bed. I brush my teeth and shave while the shower heats, and I get in the shower about five minutes later. Carla crawls in the tiny shower with me. We do manage to wash our hair and bodies, but we are both ready for round three by the time we’re done. We don’t even dry off.

I bend Carla’s wet body over, and she posts her arms on the sink as I drive into her wet tightness. She cums almost immediately upon penetration, and I fuck her hard. She drops her head to the sink and pushes back into each thrust while milking my cock. She gasps out in time with my thrusts. “Please. Breed. Me. Hus-band.”

I don’t even try to hold back as she spirals me into another cosmic orgasm, splashing her insides with my semen.

After we both catch our breath, she reaches back to pat my hip. She says, “Get ready to travel, Mr. James.” She takes my towel from my earlier shower and walks out of the bathroom. I dry off and walk out to find my clothes. Carla is sitting on the bed in a yoga ‘easy seat’ with her hair wrapped in the towel she had around it upon her arrival. As I dress, she periodically reaches between her legs and scoops a glob of semen and pops it in her mouth with a grin.

Finally, I’m dressed in jeans, oxford, boots, and my blazer is hanging on the door knob. All my laundry is in my bag or Carla’s. I take a quick tour around the room and confirm I have everything except my little passage frame.

Carla says, “Ensure all your weapons are in your roll-aboard bag. I’ll take it back with me. I don’t think you need to carry that for appearances. Do you?”

“No,” I agree. “But Josie needs to come along.”

I hear, “I’m ready, Will.” I turn to see my amazon wife crawl through the portal. She’s in jeans, canvas deck shoes, and a tunic style sweater with a gold chain belt resting at the tops of her wide hips. I help her out of the closet.

She looks up to take in Carla before rushing to hug her. Josie says, “Welcome to the family, Mrs. James.”

“You’re quite welcome, Mrs. James,” Carla replies with a brilliant smile.

Josie tells her. “Hurry up. You can have Marissa and Rebecca clean you.”

I ask, “Josie, do you have your ID?” as I push all the bags through the passage.

Josie says, “Yep. I also printed your boarding pass. They’re both here.” She pulls them out of her clutch.

We both hug Carla. I tell her, “Thank you for joining me, Carla. I’m honored.”

Carla smiles adoringly at me. “You better be, Mr. James. I’ll see you in about six hours, William. Make sure you eat something, decaf coffee only, and try to sleep on the plane.”

I chuckle, “Yes, dear.”

Carla shuffles through the passage, and we get it torn down, packed, and sent back to Arizona. Josie tears down the small one and puts it my attaché.

Josie and I cuddle in the elevator on the way down to reception. We check out and step into the restaurant for a quick breakfast from the buffet. As we are sitting down with our plates, Susan walks up to the table in an ankle length taupe sweater dress and lightweight black duster. She has a wide black leather belt hanging loosely from her hips and black boots.

I stand and collect her as she launches into my arms. We kiss warmly, and then Josie kisses her to the succubus standard of chaste. We catch a few looks, but I ignore them.

Susan asks, “Are you okay, Will? You can’t have gotten much sleep last night.”

“None,” I reply as I seat her at our table. “Carla came back with me to make things official. Then we had a ‘honeymoon’ run along the lakeshore. After that, it was time to get ready to travel.”

Josie whispers conspiratorially, “There is a rather large dent in the wall by the door in the suite. I think they broke the wall fucking when they got back from the run.”

The stress in Susan’s eyes releases with her laugh. “Good for Carla.” Susan’s voice drops to a murmur. “I’ll come over when you get home. I’d like to spend the weekend. Just call me when you’re ready.”

I cup her face. “Are you sure?”

She nods and smiles at me. “Yes. I’m sure. Maybe not full membership this weekend, but if I had been spending more time with you, last night wouldn’t have been such a shock. I figure I should address that shortcoming.”

“Okay,” I agree. “We’ll call you in roughly six hours.”

She leans in to kiss some egg off my lip. “Great. I’m going to go home to get some sleep until then. I didn’t sleep last night either.”

Susan kisses Josie goodbye too before she gets up and leaves saying, “Goodbye, my loves.”

Josie and I both watch her hips sway as she walks out. Josie looks at me and asks, “Will, why is it I think I could use my mouth on her?”

I shrug, “I don’t know, Josie. Don’t worry about it. If it’s right, it’s right. I gotta admit, she’s damned sexy, and I really do want her in the family.”

Josie nods and stuffs the last of her French toast into her mouth. We take turns hitting the loo as we sip coffee, decaf for me, and wait for my car to arrive. I get the ping on my phone at the appointed time, and we make our way to the pickup point. The driver is surprised we only have hand baggage, but we are quickly loaded and underway. I borrow a charging cable for the duration of the ride, and forty minutes later we’re walking into the airport, through security, and stopping for coffees on the way to our gate.

Josie and I cuddle for about forty minutes before our flight is called. I get a text from Viktorija saying that Manuel and Rosalie will be at the airport to pick us up as we get in queue to board. We get settled into our seats, 3A & 3B, and we fall asleep leaning on each other before the plane takes off.

I wake up when the plane touches down in Phoenix. We deplane, and Rosa rushes forward to hug each of us as we exit security. She says, “It’s been hectic this morning. The police showed up at 5am. Tori is about on her last nerve. They found Bernadette’s body in that condo complex of Camelback, you know the one?”

I nod, “I do. Viktorija showed me their surveillance tapes last night, and we suspected that group took your boss.”

“Yes,” Rosa smiles sadly at me. She leads us to the elevator for the parking garage. She murmurs, “The security guards at the building were making their rounds early this morning and found dead bodies.” She sobs, “One of them was Bernadette’s.”

Josie and I hug the pretty Latina. We get out on the fifth floor, and Rosa leads us toward Manuel’s SUV. We’re passing the rows of cars near the elevator, and she points to the back corner of the garage. “Manuel is parked back there,” she says.

A gruff voice calls out, “Ms. Maldonado, a word please.”

I turn to see three fit, intense men fanning out in a ‘reverse V’ formation to fence us in. I see shoulder holsters on all three of them despite jackets. I open my second sight. One violet aura. One black and blue swirling aura. One white aura between them.

Josie looks at me, and I nod in return. I murmur, “Take purple.” She nods.

The guy in the middle is the one doing the talking. “Ms. Maldonado, you need to come with us to answer some questions.”

“No, she doesn’t,” I say. “Who are you?”

“That’s not your business, friend,” he says. He has the eyes of a reptile.

“I’m pretty sure you’re not a friend to any of us. Rosa, step behind me and watch our backs, dear,” I say as the hunter gets ready to pounce. I don’t take my eyes off him. “What do you want?”

“We’re trying to find out what happened in a recent mass murder,” the hunter says. “Ms. Maldonado lives in a house owned by one of the victims. We need to ask her some questions.”

Let’s see if I can knock them off balance. “I haven’t seen any badges. If the Church wants you to be effective, they should really give you badges.”

The three of them look at each other and then launch towards me. I shoot darts of energy at the two magicians and pull the soul out of the hunter just as his weapon clears its holster. I see Josie removing a nut from a bolt and then putting it back on. I pull the one out of my pocket and hand it to her, as I feel the necromancer start to pull back on the hunter’s soul. I shoot him with another dart as Josie opens the bolt. I shove the hunter toward the bolt, and Josie shoves him in before screwing the nut on.

I tell Josie, “Take Rosa and find Manuel. If he’s dead, find his soul.”

The necromancer shakes his head and slowly stands up. I tilt my head as I watch him. Then he casts a bolt of entropy at me. I grab it with my willpower and slow it down to a crawl. He reaches out with his will and tries to push it at me faster. I smile at him as I start to pull his life energy away while keeping his attack at bay.

“You picked a bad day to piss me off, Mr. Necromancer. Why are you chasing Bernadette’s people? Haven’t they had enough anguish in their lives?” I ask. His life force drains out of his body steadily until he realizes that he’s getting weaker. He stops pushing the dart at me and creates a cyclone of entropy around his body trying to break my hold on his life force. It works pretty well. I’ll have to remember that tactic in the future.

He smirks. I let him have a moment of satisfaction in the hope he’ll become forthcoming. Finally, he obliges me. “The Monsignor said Ms. Pasquale was a demon. Her body was found in a building full of demon corpses. We’re going to have a hard time containing this one, so we need to find out what HAPPENED!” He throws another dart at me. I just absorb it.

His eyes open wide like saucers. “How are you doing this? You barely have an aura!”

I smile at him. “Keep believing that. Who is the Monsignor?”

The guy is slowly figuring out I’m toying with him. He says, “I-I-I’m not te-telling you a-anything.”

“Too bad,” I tell him. I suck all the entropy from his cyclone and pull out his soul. I drain the soul of energy, and then absorb all the energy seeping out of his well just like the piss and shit seeping out of his relaxed sphincters.

I ponder what he told me. These guys are definitely Church. They will be resurrected and questioned. That will just not do. I pull all the remaining energies from the three bodies. I am pretty certain that if I treat them like I did Valya, the Church won’t be able to resurrect them. However, I need to be very certain.

I send a stream of pure energy into the necromancer’s body. I keep pushing more and more energy into a tiny little space, concentrating on making the energy generate heat. When I estimate I have a ball of energy the size of my SUV squeezed into a volume of about a ping pong ball, I can almost feel the heat. That’s when I release it. There is a bright flame and…

Ash, bubbling concrete, and exposed rebar are all that’s left. I think to myself, ‘Okay. I don't need that much.’

I go for a volume of about the hood of my SUV into a ping pong ball inside the hunter. The concrete bubbles a bit but doesn’t disintegrate. For the sorcerer, I try a volume of about the engine. That leaves just some scorch marks on the concrete and the guys boots. I think I could rebuild a body from that, but the memories should be destroyed. Then again, a trained necromancer might know tricks I don’t.

I look at the burnt ankles and push a ball energy about the size of a walnut squeezed down to a pea, in each one. Scorched concrete and ash result. ‘Good enough.’

I sigh and go looking for the ladies. Josie and Rosalie are both kneeling over Manuel, who has a rapidly closing abdominal wound.

Josie tells me, “He wasn’t dead yet, but he was well on his way. I got to him in time.”

“Good job, Josie. We’ll question the asshats when we get home. Our other friend may know them.”

Manuel stirs, and his eyes slowly open. Rosalie speaks to him rapidly in Spanish. He nods his head and answers in English. “I’m okay, sweetie. Maybe you should drive home though?”

I chuckle, “I agree, Rosa. You’re probably the best option. The only sleep I’ve had recently was on the plane. I think Josie is only an hour or two better off than I am.”

Rosalie answers, “Okay, but I don’t like these garages. People come flying out of nowhere.” She and Josie help Manuel sit up.

I tell them, “You’ll do great, Rosa. Let me get him in the back seat. Keys, Manuel?”

He fishes them out of his coat pocket and hands them to Rosalie. I hoist him up onto his feet, while Rosalie unlocks the vehicle and opens the door. I get him situated on the seat. Josie runs around to the other side and crawls in back to fasten his belt.

Five minutes later, we’re on the highway headed back to the Bernadette’s salon.
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A friendly little conversation


By the time we pull off the freeway, Josie has Manuel back to full health.

I ask him, “Manuel, did you call the house to let them know about the attack?”

“Oh, shit,” he answers. “Let me do that now.”

He pulls his phone and dials. He puts it on speaker before anyone answers.

“Hallo. House Pasquale, Viktorija Ozoliņa at your service,” I hear from a familiar voice.

Manuel holds up his finger as Rosalie gasps, “Tori, this is Manuel. Our friend had a difficult flight. Would it be okay to bring him by the house?”

Viktorija responds, “Probably not, Manuel. Monsignor David is here. Apparently he was Bernadette’s confessor? I knew she contributed to church charities, but I didn’t know she had a confessor. Maybe you should take him to his favorite suites hotel. Chantelle went to make it ready for him. We’re running short staff since the Mistress died, and Luis and Vanessa are trying to help me answer the Monsignor’s questions.”

“Okay, that’s what we’ll do. We’ll be back soon. Bye,” Manuel says.

He waits until Viktorija says, “Bye” before he disconnects. Then he says, “Rosa, stop at the Target up the street. I need a change of shirt.”

Rosa detours, and Manuel explains enroute. “Tori answered her cell phone formally like the house phone. That’s a danger signal. Bernadette barely tolerated her foundations working with Church charities let alone having a confessor and being a member. The rest was insinuation and obfuscation. Go around back. Sneak you up to your suite. Chantelle is standing by to send you home.”

Shortly thereafter, we parked in the Target parking lot. Rosa turns off the vehicle and hands Manuel the keys. She asks, “Size large?” Manuel nods. She says, “With that outfit a sweater and t-shirt would be okay.”

He shakes his head. “If they’re watching, they would know I left in a white polo. See if you can find one. I bought this one here, so with any luck you can get an identical one. If necessary, get a medium.”

I volunteer, “I’ll go in with Rosa. I can handle most stuff without a weapon if needed. You two sit tight and keep your weapons ready.”

Rosalie says, “I have a Taser flashlight. Marissa recommended it for a carry along weapon.” She hands Josie a pistol with a silencer. “Just in case.” She nods at me, and we jump out.

We luck out and find a white polo very similar to the one Manuel is wearing in a size large. We’re back out in the parking lot in less than ten minutes. Manuel strips his ruined shirt off while I pull off the tags. The ruined one goes in the bag. Manuel takes over driving, I sit in the back with Josie.

Manuel pulls us past the front of the store and stops in front of the garden center. Rosalie jumps out and tosses the bag with the ruined shirt in the garbage bin. Once she’s securely back in her seat, Manuel drives off. He asks Rosalie, “Sweet obfuscation?”

She grins at him. “Oo! I like the sound of that!”

Manuel drives up the street a ways and pulls into a Sonic drive-in. He asks, “What do you want?”

Josie looks at me fearfully. She mouths ‘what?’

I tell Manuel, “Limeades. One cherry and one strawberry.”

Rosalie moans, “Blue raspberry slush.”

Manuel chuckles and orders into the speaker, adding a sweet tea for himself. He pays with cash, and then we are back on the road enjoying our sugary goodness.

I comment, “Pretty impressive tradecraft. Walk in with drinks from a place you didn’t dump your shirt. It’s likely they will look in the trash at Sonic instead of Target. I wouldn’t have thought of that.”

Manuel chuckles, “Bernadette has brought in some serious people to train us in operations security and human intelligence tradecraft.” He sobers as he thinks about his dead mentor. “We probably won’t need it, but I’d rather be careful. Besides, Sweetness here has been a very good girl and deserves a treat.” He flashes Rosalie a revealing fond glance.

Josie says, “I thought you and Luis were together.”

Manuel chuckles. “We are. We have been since shortly after I showed up. Rosalie joined Bernadette’s family three years ago, and she joined Luis and I nearly two years ago. Now she has two hot Latin lovers, and Luis and I get to sample the delights of our Sweet Rosalie.”

Rosalie murmurs, “You’re embarrassing me, Papi.”

I tell them, “Well congratulations to all three of you. Maybe you can give me pointers.”

The two up front chuckle at that, but Josie says, “You don’t need pointers, husband. You’re doing very well all on your own.”

We pull onto Bernadette’s street. We turn left on the street running along the north side of the property, and see a town car parked in the circle drive. We don’t see anyone in the alley, but we circle around the block and come up the alley from the south before parking inside the garage. Rosalie presses the door close button as soon as we clear the door.

Rosalie picks up a phone and presses a button. “Rosa. Garage.” She listens for a moment. “Roger. Out.”

She tells Manuel, “The back hall is clear. Let’s take them to the basement, and then take the lift to the second floor.”

“Okay,” he says. “Nice and casual, but swiftly. Ensure you sip on your cup at least once as we cross the back courtyard. Follow me.”

We leave the garage. I take a long sip about a third of the way across. Josie and I swap cups and she tries mine. She shakes her head and grabs the strawberry back. We enter the back door, and follow the corridor that leads to backstage and the dorms. We pass through a door I’ve never used before, down a set of stairs, and step into a maintenance area with a pair of industrial strength washers and dryers, a couple of the residential models, and big folding tables. There are cabinets lining the walls that don’t have machines, easy chairs, and a lounge area with a TV.

Manuel presses a button, and we all get in the elevator. We get out on the second floor and quietly walk to my reserved suite. We slide inside and close the door as quietly as possible. Chantelle is waiting for us. She wraps us all in hugs before hanging the small frame. Josie texts one of the wives, and the large frame comes through immediately after Chantelle is finished.

Josie sets it up, and I collect hugs from Rosalie and Manuel. I tell them, “Have Viktorija call me when she is able.”

Chantelle interjects, “It will be a few hours. We need to do a sweep after the fucking priest leaves. Tori won’t leave him alone for a minute, but I don’t trust him.” Josie collects hugs from Manuel and Rosalie. She kisses Chantelle warmly and slides through the passage.

“You shouldn’t,” I agree. “They left Manuel for dead and planned to abduct Rosa. Ask Tori to send me a picture of this guy. Be safe, you’re important to me.”

All three murmur, “Yes, Lord” as I slide through the passage.
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I arrive in the Mount Vernon house in Prescott to be hugged and kissed by my newest wife.

Josie collects the passage from Chantelle while Carla purrs at me. “Welcome home, Mr. James.”

I grin at Carla’s satisfied expression. “I am so happy to be here with you, Mrs. James.”

Carla smiles seductively. “Husband, all the ladies Mrs. James would like a wet kiss and a grope.”

I laugh. “Come to me, my lovely wives.” First Audrey, then Marissa, and finally Josie all get their kisses. All are in jeans, boots, and sweatshirts or sweaters.

I look around for Rebecca. Audrey says, “Rebecca went to Costco with Darcie. They’re probably serving up pancakes now at Darcie’s farm.”

I hug her again, “Thanks, Kitten. Are you rested enough to try summoning Alöise?”

Audrey says, “Will, I think we need to summon Shryl first. I need to ensure I use the appropriate form of address and inflection to ensure that we have the maximum chance of success.”

“Okay, Kitten. Tell me your plan,” I tell her gently.

Audrey nods, “We summon, Shryl. We have her tell us what she knows, what it’s like on the ground, what our options are. Gather intelligence.”

I ponder her words for a moment. She opens her mouth, but I hold up my hands. “Audrey, that is very wise counsel. In combat, we always collected intelligence before going to battle. My emotional response could have wasted our only opportunity. Thank you for catching me before I made a mistake, Kitten.” I pull her into a hug. “You’re more than just a pretty face, my superb wife.”

Audrey giggles. “Damned right. I’m your kinky submissive slut, too.” She brushes her lips across mine. “Seriously, my husband. Thank you for listening. I know you want to get our girl’s mummy home...our lover...our friend. Be deliberate. Be smart. Be creative. Be wise. We can do this if we don’t rush into making a mistake.”

I nod thoughtfully as I hold my smart volleyball babe. As my brain churns ponderously, I finally get my brain wrapped around the thought that has been teasing me since Audrey mentioned intelligence. I tense as I think to myself, ‘She is not going to like this!’

Audrey murmurs, “Shit. You just thought of it too, didn’t you.”

“Chrysilla,” I murmur in response.

“Damn,” she whispers.

“Yeah,” I agree. “Are any of the others better suited to be an agent for us?”

Audrey shakes her head, “No. The other two reputable brokers only deal within their houses. Chrysilla’s value is that her business spans all houses across Prime.”

“Prime...are there other elven worlds?” I ask.

Audrey nods, but it’s Carla that answers. “Yes, William. There are three colony worlds. House Elassaine rules them all.”

Audrey adds, “Four now - a moon. House Valeran has tried to take them over several times, but Elassaine has the technical and strategic advantage. They are probably the source of the Valeran’s neutron generators, portals, and the rifles. The only question is were they sold or stolen.”

Carla hugs up to Audrey. “I can summon her. You did swear. I didn’t. Let me take this burden from you, Kitten.”

Audrey smiles gently. “I would be grateful, Mrs. James.”

“It’s my pleasure to help you, Mrs. James,” Carla responds with a warm smile and a hug.

Josie slides in to join the cuddle, so Marissa shrugs and joins in, too. Marissa yawns, “Don’t leave out the slut!”

“Well, my lady wives, I want to talk to Lara first. I don’t know her thoughts on Chrysilla, but I can’t imagine they’re positive. I don’t want to spring this on her after the fact,” I murmur.

I address my amazon wife, “We need to call Susan, Josie.”

Josie kisses my cheek. “You are so slow this morning, husband! I already called her. She was asleep, but she’ll text me when she is ready. She said ten minutes.”

“Good,” I reply as I rub Josie’s cheek with my own. “Time enough to make a good cup of coffee.”

Josie asks, “Would you bring me one, Mr. James? I’ll bring Susan up as soon as she gets here.”

“Of course, Mrs. James,” I kiss Josie warmly. “All this ‘Mrs. James’ business is going to get confusing isn’t it?”

My wives all laugh. I notice Erica off to the side, biting her lip as they wives split off. I walk over and hug Erica. “How are you doing, Erica?”

“Okay?” she says. “I feel a little left out of the wife thing, but I am not feeling particularly drawn to you, Will. I know you essentially own me, but is that okay?”

“My glyph is to seal your soul in you and to keep other necromancers from enslaving you. I don’t own you, Erica. You are completely free, and I want you to choose the life you want and live it,” I tell her. “I will always consider you family. I won’t consider you for a wife unless I feel a connection to you, you feel one for me, and all of my wives agree. That need not ever happen. You can be an important part of our family without ever crossing the threshold of the bedroom.”

“Thanks, Will. That helps. Despite the kiss at the gym, I’ve been feeling uncertain about the wife thing. I don’t crave you like the others do. It makes me feel like a third wheel on a bicycle,” Erica says. “That was a very nice kiss, though.”

I chuckle, “So, cousin. Shall we go upstairs and make some coffee?”

“Okay,” she agrees with a chuckle. As we ascend the stairs, Erica gets a mischievous look. “Hey, Will. Can I at least be the sexy cousin that all your wives fuck?”

I laugh out loud. “That sounds like a concubine-level membership in our new family contract. We’ll see.”

As we ascend from the sub-basement to the basement, a naked Clarice runs down the hall and jumps on me for a body hug. She groggily enthuses, “Daddy! You’re home!”

I laugh, “Yes, Clarice. I am. Now, naked time is over. Go put some clothes on your sexy little body before you give your old foster-father a heart attack.”

Clarice brushes a kiss across my lips. “But, Daddy! This is how I sleep,” she pouts.

I spank her round ass. “You’re not in your bedroom right now, are you? I expect at least a robe outside your room or the bathroom. Are we clear, Clarice?”

“Yes, Daddy!” She whimpers. She kisses my cheek and rubs her pert breasts against my arm.

“Clarice!” I bark as I spank her ass again.

“Sorry, Daddy.” She actually does look contrite. “You know my heritage. It’s difficult not to act out.”

I try to be a little less intense. “I know, honey. Your heritage is why you have to stay disciplined. I can’t discipline you; you have to do it yourself. Go put some clothes on and join us upstairs. We’re having coffee until Susan arrives,” I tell her gently.

Clarice gasps, “She’s coming back? Awesome!” She spins and skips towards her bedroom as Erica and I continue upstairs.

Erica gets out cups and milk as I start the espresso machine, a recent contribution to the kitchen courtesy of Carla. I also put the kettle on. Erica and I get the assembly line going, but I have to bail when I get a text from Raul Contreras saying ‘Calling,’ followed by a call from a number identified as Maxim Security.

Erica says, “I’ve got it, Will. Take one and go.”

I kiss her forehead and grab a cup after connecting the call.

“Will here, may I help you?”

Raul is on the phone, and he gives me an update. Raul got called to the site by Darius as soon as they called the police, which is their proper protocol. The police finally let him, Darius and Alan go almost an hour ago.

I look at the clock. ‘Shit! It’s noon!’

Raul said they were told not to go anywhere. Mikey, the zombie with the head wound, was found on the 13th floor. Since he wasn’t supposed to be there, the guards have all been put on suspension until the company finishes its investigation, which will require the police report. The police are pretty freaked out by finding 2,200 tiny dead people with pointy ears and weird weapons. The pile of dead sex slaves on the 9th floor really messed with them. When he left, the FBI and Homeland Security were both on site, and the police had Camelback and Highland both closed. He said it looked like every police car in the city seemed to be there.

“Okay, Raul. Thanks, for the update. Are you on suspension, too?” I ask.

“Yeah. I’ve got a couple of hours of paperwork to do, after that I’m done,” he answers.

I nod as I take a sip of coffee. “Okay. Expect a text with an address tomorrow with a meeting time. I don’t have it scheduled, but I’d like you and Darius to be there. We can discuss requirements when we meet. If you decide you like the job, it will be long-term.”

“Works for me. Talk to you tomorrow, Ma-a-a,” he fumbles with the natural inclination of my zombies to call me ‘Master.’

“Boss is fine, Raul,” I tell him quickly.

“Sure thing, Boss. Talk to you tomorrow.” Raul signs off. Susan and Clarice walk into the kitchen followed closely by Josie.

I kiss Susan’s lips lightly as I give her a welcome hug. I tell her, “Welcome home, Susan.” She smiles shyly.

Josie says, “Clarice was regaling her with tales of your discipline this morning. Apparently the impact it had on her was not what you were expecting.” Josie smirks as Susan slides off to collect hugs from the rest of the family.

I look at my errant daughter as I address Josie. “I don’t care as long as she follows the rules.”

I address Clarice next. “Honey, get a cup of coffee and get changed into jeans and boots. We’re going to Jack’s farm after we do this summoning.”

Clarice’s demeanor changes immediately from flirtatious to ‘all business.’ “Okay, Daddy. Battle rattle?”

“Bring it along, but I don’t think it will be needed,” I tell her. Clarice turns and runs down the stairs.

Carla grabs a coffee cup in one hand and Audrey in the other. “Mr. James, we need to check the circle since Audrey was so tired last night. We’ll meet you downstairs.”

“Okay, Mrs. James,” I answer as I eye-fuck her.

Carla moans and turns, “I do love the sound of that, husband!” Just before they reach the stairs, She calls out, “What are you looking at, Mr. James?”

“Two sexy wives, Mrs. James.” Carla and Audrey chuckle as they turn down the stairs.

Josie and Susan cuddle and murmur back and forth. I can’t hear what they’re saying. They grab cups and head downstairs, leaving me with Marissa and Erica.

I slide in behind Marissa and pull her back into me. She tilts her head to allow me access to her neck. She cradles my head in her arm as I lower my head to suckle her neck.

She murmurs, “William, my love, I adore what you’re doing, but your slut wife needs coffee desperately.”

I chuckle as I nuzzle her neck. “Okay, lover. Give me a kiss, and we can drink coffee on the way downstairs.”

Marissa turns and devours my mouth, pressing her breasts into my chest and groping my ass with the hand not holding her coffee. We break for a breath when Erica announces, “All done. Let’s go, you two lovebirds.”

Marissa hums, “Hmmm” as she walks toward the stairs. I follow her alluring figure, and Erica loops her arm around my elbow.

We arrive downstairs to find Audrey sitting in front of her circle sipping coffee. Carla is sitting right next to her, and the two sorceresses are chatting quietly.

I walk up and murmur, “Okay, my loves. Let’s do this.”

Audrey starts speaking a language that sounds amazingly like French with the word ‘Shryl’ in the middle.

A moment later, the succubus we’re looking for is quivering on the floor. Shryl is completely nude, and she has red skin, long black hair, small black horns, a long tail with a sheathed spike on the end. She has leathery wings and her feet look like a mix between a human and an eagle - a heavy claw out the heel, long toes with clawed nails, but the same red flesh that covers the rest of her body. Otherwise, she is built like a Playboy playmate - busty, curvy, and exuding sex appeal. She looks up at us with shining red eyes with slit pupils. She growls, “Whatever it is, I’ll do it. Just feed me. Please!”

“Help us find Alöise,” Audrey says.

“Deal,” Shryl gasps. “I’ve been stuck in a cell since my return. Please. Feed me.”

“Stay back everyone,” I bark.

Audrey says, “The circle is down.”

I look at Shryl and step into the circle with her. I hug her. “It’s probably not safe for you to have sex, is it?” Shryl shakes her head as her clawed nails dig into my shoulders.

I turn to my wives. “I’m sorry, my loves. We need to feed Shryl.” Clarice walks into the room as I say, “Please strip.” I squeeze Shryl and carefully step out. She stays huddled inside the circle.

Clarice gasps, “Shryl! Oh, honey! What did they do to you?”

I explain, “She hasn’t been fed since she left. We need to generate lust.”

Clarice interrupts. “No you don’t.”

I look at her questioningly. “Explain quickly, honey. The poor girl is starving.” Clarice looks at me panicked. I’m guessing she doesn’t want to share her heritage. I tell her, “Clarice, you lived with two succubae, one for your entire life. What do we need to do?”

Clarice relaxes and says, “Love is more powerful food than lust. You have four wives here, and three other people that love you. Hold each other. Kiss each other. Just do what comes naturally. Lust will arise, of course, but don’t try to orchestrate anything. Just do what comes naturally. That will be much more effective than trying to artificially generate lust for her.”

I pull Clarice into a hug and kiss her cheek. Shryl moans, “Yes!” She sounds orgasmic. I look down at Clarice.

Clarice shrugs. “Daddy, I love you as the father figure in my life, but I don’t think I will ever stop lusting for you.”

I smile ironically. “Well I suppose this is the one time I won’t give you grief about it.”

Clarice grins, “My bedroom is right above here. I’m going to go do what comes naturally to sexually frustrated teenagers. I’ll be back in a little while.”
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Clarice dashes off, and I look around to find that my wives are already busily feeding Shryl.

Marissa and Carla are groping each other’s partially undressed bodies aggressively as they devour each other’s mouths. Erica is naked, reaching inside Audrey’s panties while they kiss and work to strip Audrey. Josie is still dressed, standing behind Susan with a hand on her abdomen and another caressing her arm as she whispers in Susan’s ear. Susan is still dressed in the outfit she wore in Chicago. She’s breathing heavily and leaning into Josie’s face as the larger woman caresses her.

Well, I’m definitely filled with lust. I carefully step into the circle, squat, and lift Shryl into a bridal carry. I carefully step out of the circle and take Shryl to the center of it all. I lay her down on cushions. I kiss her cheek. I tell her, “You are surrounded by love, Shryl. Soak it in.”

As I stand, Shryl opens her legs and touches her obviously moist slit. She looks at me with hooded, glowing eyes. She purrs, “Thank you, Lord.”

I walk up to Susan and wrap her and Josie in a hug. I can see lust fogging their eyes. I kiss Susan, and she moans into my mouth. I caress the underside of her breast. “This is the part that you may not have thought much about, Susan. My wives love each other at least as much as they love me.”

“Yes,” she murmurs as she rubs her cheek against Josie’s lips. “Marissa kissed me last night.” She sighs. “Their lips are so soft! Their touch is so soft!”

I tell her, “Your first time with me will be alone and in a bed - proper consummation of our commitment to each other. That doesn’t mean you can’t explore your feelings for Josie right now.” Susan stares at me with lust-hooded eyes. I tell her, “You’re wet right now, aren’t you, Susan?” She nods. “You’re wet for the tall, strong, sexy woman holding you.” She nods again. I kiss Susan passionately. “Then explore that now, Susan - if you like.” She nods again and reaches back to hold onto Josie’s hips.

I lean in and kiss Josie. “Enjoy, Mrs. James.”

“I will, Mr. James,” Josie replies with joy and lust in her eyes.

I make my way to Audrey and Erica. I kiss them both. I whisper into Erica’s ear, “I know who you love, Erica. Let her know it, too.”

Then I whisper to Audrey, “When you are eating her pussy, I’m going come fuck you, Kitten.” Audrey moans at the thought.

I get up, strip, and join Marissa and Carla. We kiss, caress, and grope each other until they are both laying on a cushion facing each other. They kiss and caress each other as I slide my cock into each of them for five strokes at a time. Carla goes first, then Marissa collapses. I kiss them both before I go make good on my promise to Audrey. Audrey collapses in a pile on top of Erica when I cum inside her. I lay down on the floor, and my Kitten and Erica each crawl up onto a shoulder to cuddle. Erica’s soft flesh feels wonderful against my body, but I restrain myself from more than caressing her shoulder gently as I hug her to me. As I look over at the red-skinned beauty next to us, my thoughts turn to how I can find my missing lover.

Shryl is lying relaxed on her cushion gently caressing her breasts and pussy. The red glow is gone from her eyes.

I slide out from between the two lovely ladies and get dressed. Marissa follows my example, and Carla follows shortly thereafter. Susan is in her panty and boots laying on Josie’s naked body, wrapped in her arms. I don’t know if they went farther than that, but they are talking and caressing each other as I look around for my coffee cup.

I take a sip from the cold dregs as I stand over Shryl. She raises a hand languidly, and I pull her up. She wraps her arms around my waist and her tail around my leg. Her skin is perfect and soft as silk. Her face turns up toward mine. I wrap an arm under her right wing and caress her lower back. She looks up at me with eyes that have pink sclera, golden irises, and vertically oval pupils. She really is exotically beautiful.

Shryl says, “Thank you, Lord. I really needed that. They’ve had me in a cell since I got back home.”

I frown. “I bet you could use some real food, too. Let’s get you something to eat, and maybe we can figure out how to rescue Alöise.”

Susan walks up and kisses my shoulder. “Thank you, fiancé.” She gives me a significant look. “Before I go home on Sunday.” I notice she is still dressed in just her panty and boots, carrying her dress, belt, and bra.

I tell her. “No rush, my love. I’m here waiting for you.” I lean over and catch the kiss she wants to give me. “Shryl, this is Susan Rey. She is both my boss at work and my fiancé. Susan, meet Shryl. We only knew her as Vanessa until quite recently, the name of her zombie host. Vanessa still lives at the salon in Phoenix with Viktorija, Luis, and the rest of the family. I don’t think you got to meet her. This is the first time we’ve had the pleasure of seeing Shryl in her natural form.”

Josie, Audrey, Marissa, and Carla all come up to hug Shryl. Carla introduces herself because I forgot she didn’t know Vanessa before Shryl left.

I ask my wives, “Can we find her a skirt and work up some kind of halter for her? I know the tail and wings will make it difficult, but we need to get out to the farm. I don’t want her to stand out even more than she already does. We need to hurry out there, so I can heal Chiara.”

Audrey says, “Let her stay here with me. I’ll question her about the lay of the land. You can question her again when you get back.”

I think about it. “No, I think we all go. I think we will need to send her back to talk to Queen Alafair. That means we need to send her to a particular place. We need the elven portals to do that. Simple covering. Maybe my duster over what I described. It can cover her wings.”

Shryl asks, “Can I shower quickly? I’m filthy.”

Clarice joins us wrapped in a short, grey kimono style robe.

I sigh. “Okay. You have fifteen minutes to shower. Clarice can brush out your hair in the car. Clarice, take her to your shower. Josie and Carla, please find something for her to wear. Marissa, Audrey, Erica, and Susan - get basic weapons. I don’t expect trouble at the farm, but we should be prepared.”

Susan says, “I’ll change into jeans and a sweater.”

I look at her standing there with her bare pointed breasts, panty, and boots. “That’s a shame, Susan. I’m digging this look on you.”

“Oh, pooh!” She waves a hand at me dismissively and goes upstairs to find some clothes with Josie and Carla. Her ass is mesmerizing in the flimsy fabric of the panty hanging from her hips and draping her lovely ass. She looks over her shoulder to catch me looking and smiles shyly before she disappears.

I call out, “The bus leaves in twenty minutes, ladies.”

I step into the loo off the playroom and pee. I wash up, and head up to the master suite. I strip my pistol, clean it quickly, and reassemble it. I function check the weapon and load a magazine. I put a couple of drops of oil on the blade and into the joints of my folding knife. There is a significant amount of blood still in the pores of the metal. I oil it again and wipe it down again. The rag looks clean, so I fold the knife and tuck it into my pocket. I grab my batons and tuck them into my back pockets. I grab a jean jacket and put my Taser flashlight in a pocket.

I hurry out to the kitchen to fill water bottles only to find Erica already filling them and coffee mugs. She sets the current set of vessels on the counter and looks at me. I cup her face and kiss her...no tongue, but warm and lingering. I look into her startled eyes and tell her. “Thank you, Erica. You are a valuable member of the family, and I appreciate you.”

Erica just stares into my eyes, her warm brown eyes looking at me through her glasses. I tell her, “I’m going to put a jo in the car for myself. Do you want one? Maybe a bokken?”

Erica whispers, “A bokken please.” She hesitates for a moment. “Why did you kiss me?”

I answer, “I care about you, and I appreciate you. I think that kiss did say that, right?” I get out sandwich fixings, but turn back in time to see her reaction.

She nods and bites her lip. “Will, I think I prefer girls.”

“It doesn’t matter to me, Erica,” is my response. “I care for you regardless. I might even go so far as to say that I love you - just not like I do my wives. Sex doesn’t have to figure into our relationship at all, but the love is there nonetheless - like a friend, sibling, cousin.” I cock an eyebrow at her, and she smiles remembering the comments before Shryl arrived. “Make sense?”

She nods solemnly and slowly smiles. She kisses me similarly to how I kissed her, but I feel her tongue lick my mouth as she pulls away. She spins away rapidly.

I think to myself, ‘That poor girl is confused!’

I start to rest my hands on her hips, but redirect them to her shoulders. “I’m here for you Erica. Even if you just want to sit with a cup of coffee and talk through things.” I kiss the crown of her head.

She bows her head. “Thank you, Will.” She sniffs and points to the drinking vessels. “I washed them all, so take any pair. I’ll talk to Rebecca about getting labels, so everyone has their own.”

“Labels probably don’t matter. There are some drink carriers we’ve recycled under the sink. Let’s load them up,” I offer. I whip a quick ham and havarti cheese sandwich together for Shryl, and wrap it in foil.

Erica opens the cabinet and looks inside as I put the food back in the refrigerator. She pulls out a handful of folded cardboard drink carriers. She smiles at me as she lays them out and opens them. I put pairs of drinks into the carriers. Erica says, “I gotta go pee before we go.” She leans up to kiss my cheek. “Leave me a couple to carry.” She dashes off to the powder room.

“Where’s your jacket?” I call.

Audrey walks in and calls out, “I have it, Erica.”

“Thanks, Audrey,” echoes down the hall.

Audrey kisses me wetly. I can still taste Erica on her mouth. ‘It’s a shame, Erica tastes delicious.’

Audrey tells me, “I’m afraid she’s just into me, Master.”

I nod and smile, “I know, Kitten. She and I have been talking about it. Encourage her to talk - you, me, or one of the other wives. We’re about as safe as a set of ears can be. She doesn’t need to be my lover to be a part of our family.” Audrey nods and smiles. I tell her, “You need to figure out if you love her as much as she loves you.” Audrey’s eyes flash open, and she bites her lip.

I add, “You are my wife, and I love you. I have no intention of ever letting you go, Kitten, but I’m okay if you love Erica, too. You have a big, loving heart. I know you love Rebecca, Marissa, Josie, and Carla. You have a big enough heart to love many more. Just don’t take Erica for granted. She’s a special girl. Okay?”

She nods vigorously and sniffs. “William, just when I think I can’t love you any more than I do, you do something like this.”

I whisper in Audrey’s ear, “Is it just me, or does she taste like buttery popcorn?”

Audrey laughs. “Right? Unsalted, heavily buttered popcorn. Salty after a workout.” She whispers in my ear, “I want to eat her pussy every time I watch a movie.”

“You are so bad, Kitten,” I chuckle.

“I know, but you love me anyway. Shall I take these?” she asks as she grabs two carriers.

“Yes, I do - and yes, please,” I confirm. “You, Clarice, and Shryl will ride with me. Marissa, Carla, and Erica will ride in the Audi. Josie and Susan will take the pickup. We can swap on the return, but we will have Rebecca, Lara, Mica, and probably T’os on the return” I set Shryl’s sandwich in one of the carriers and pick up two carriers in each hand as Erica returns. She puts on her jacket and grabs the last two carriers.

We start down the stairs toward the back door. I call out, “Let’s go, ladies!”

We walk past the bedrooms in the basement. I see Shryl in a seafoam green bikini top, Carla’s running headband over her horns, and a high-waisted grey skirt with her tail curled around her left leg. She appears to be wearing my old hiking boots.

Marissa sees where I’m looking. She says, “It was either tie her feet into these, or put her in flip flops.”

I call out as I walk down the hall, “Bring the flip flops if they’re handy. I can’t imagine that is going to work well for her.”

I hear Shryl’s sultry voice call out, “I’ll be okay, Lord.”

“Great. Bring them anyway,” I answer. “Marissa, please take a jo outside for me and a bokken for Erica. My hands are full.”

“I got ‘em!” Clarice hollers before I hear her boots stomping down the stairs.

We end up jockeying around the seating plan, so I have Erica in addition to my planned passengers. Josie and Susan pull out in the pickup. Marissa follows, and I take the trail position. I’ve still got half a tank, so I’m not worried about fuel.

I do not want to pull into a petrol station with Shryl in the car. I’ve got Audrey and Erica sitting on either side of her in the back seat to hide her. She’s about the same height as Erica.
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The trip out was uneventful. I called Rebecca as soon as we got on the road to let her know we’re on our way. Shryl finished her sandwich before we got to Gurley and Sheldon. After I disconnected, Audrey and I questioned Shryl on the situation on planet Ravissement.

The gist of what I learned from Shryl is this...

Since only her soul came to earth, the Archduchess Gabrielle’s agents found Shryl’s body and transferred it to a cell in the Citadel while Shryl was on earth. When she returned, she returned into her body in the Citadel’s dungeon. She never got the opportunity to talk to Queen Alafair. A distant cousin visited her in her cell shortly after arriving in the Citadel. The cousin said she would get a message to the Queen, but she was gone for weeks with no word.

Shry doesn’t think we should try to summon Alöise. Currently, she is still alive and in a cell in Gabrielle’s citadel. Shryl was across the corridor from Alöise’s cell. Gabrielle gloated about how easy it had been to capture her, and she got quite upset when Alöise ignored her. Gabrielle has an elf-tech band around Alöise’ arm that supposedly interferes with sorcerer summons of the person wearing the band. Shryl doesn’t know exactly what it does, but the Archduchess arranged a demonstration. The result was the band shocked Alöise brutally. She didn’t wake up for hours afterwards.

Gabrielle initially tried to beat Alöise herself, but she started sending squads of soldiers in to do it after our Alöise beat the shit out of her sister every time.

I asked Shryl if she could find the Queen’s palace if we had a map. She said she could, and assured me that she could point out Gabrielle’s citadel, too.

That’s as far as we got before arriving at the farm.

We parked by the barn.
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Rebecca runs up and launches into the air to wrap me in a body hug while devouring my face. Eventually, she lets me breath and slides delightfully down my body to hug me. She looks at me with a relieved smile. “I’ve been worried about you, beloved.”

I chuckle, “I’d like to say there was nothing to worry about, but that would be a lie. Let me take care of Chiara, and then I need to chat with Jack, and then we all need to talk - everyone here.”

I see Leonore standing in the open door of the barn with her hands clasped together, her bag hanging from them. I call her, “Leonore, let’s go visit Chiara.”

Darcie walks up and hands a travel mug to Rebecca. Darcie laughs, “Rebecca, you forgot something in your haste for some sugar.”

Rebecca covers her mouth. “Oops!” She takes my nearly empty coffee mug and transfers the new mug to my hand. “This is a VERY strong tonic to fight infections and strengthen the constitution. Leonore, said the ingredients were all safe for elven biology. Once you heal Chiara’s mouth, have her drink it.”

I brush another kiss on her lips. “Thank you, Baby. You’re the best.” Clarice hands me the jo staff. I notice her whip is coiled over the shoulder of her armored biker jacket.

“Make sure you say hello to Shryl, Rebecca. Darcie, you and Jack should say hello, too. I’m certain she’ll be happy to see you,” I say.

Darcie gasps, “Damn! Shryl, I didn’t know you are so hot! I loved you as Vanessa, but this is...wow! I hope you’ve been fed, otherwise Jack will insist on feeding you himself.”

Shryl giggles. “We did have some good times, didn’t we? The James family fed me quite well, but it had been weeks before that. I wouldn’t turn down a top-off with you and your master.”

Rebecca gives the succubus a hug. “Welcome home, Shryl. It’s good to see you again. Have you talked to Vanessa?”

Shryl removes the headband and shakes her head. “No. When I arrived, there was an emergency orgy to feed me, then a scramble to find clothes for me. Then we left to come here. I haven’t gotten to speak to any of my Earth family in Phoenix.”

“Yeah,” I growl. “It will be a while. I ran into a hunter team at the airport that were tracking Manuel and Rosalie. All I currently know is they were sent by someone named ‘the Monsignor’ to find out more about the building full of elf corpses. They didn’t seem particularly concerned about hurting civilians. Coincidentally, Viktorija had a visit from someone named Monsignor David shortly after we took care of that problem.” I look at Darcie. “Thus my need to talk to Jack.”

Darcie nods soberly. “I know a Monsignor David. He’s a dangerous snake. I’ll let Jack know. He and Warren are in the house.” Darcie directs her attention to the succubus. “Shryl, we have left-over pancake batter. Come inside, and I’ll whip you up a plate.”
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Discipline and spies


Ioffer Leonore my arm. She looks at me funnily. I explain, “It’s customary for a gentleman to offer a lady his arm when they are to walk together. There are a variety of reasons behind the origin of that tradition, but I find that it is an effective way to ensure I don’t run off and leave you behind.” I let her reflect for a moment. “Just loop your arm through the crook of mine. You can use it like a break to slow me down if I get moving too fast.”

Leonore hooks her arm through mine and says, “You do know that elves are faster than humans on average, right?”

“Ye-es,” I drawl. “A couple of ruffians named Yoren and Reddy taught me that lesson quite well.”

Leonore gasps. “I should have known that was you. Valya fumed for days over their deaths.”

“Sadly, she didn’t seem to have any remorse over Feliz’s death.” I am suddenly angry thinking about it. “Feliz was a lovely girl.”

“Yes,” Leonore agrees as we approach the chicken coop. “Sadly she either wasn’t very bright, or she was stubborn. I…”

“She was compassionate and kind,” Lara says as she walks up and slides in for a side hug. Lara relieves me of my jo and loops her arm through my now free right arm. She adds, “After my sister, she was the best among us, Leonore.”

Leonore says, “I have to agree that your sister was the best. Feliz was in for treatment so frequently, I figured she was just dense.”

Lara says, “I think she was empathic. She was very compassionate to everyone, and she couldn’t help but act upon it. She hated her service as a sex slave, but I know she took the place of some of the ladies when they were exhausted. Lord William would probably have her as a wife if she had survived. I was horribly cruel to her trying to keep Valya’s favor.” Lara wipes her eyes.

‘Definitely not typical zombie behavior,’ I think to myself.

I ask the two elves, “Um...I think I need to get an agent on Prime. Who…”

Both elves immediately say, “Chrysilla.”

I look at Lara. “Are you okay with me working with her?”

Lara looks up at me. “First of all, you are the Lord. I don’t get to second guess you. Second of all, it’s not Chrysilla’s fault that Rallent’or Nix killed me. Third...of all?” I shrug as she looks to me for confirmation.

“Thirdly?” I offer.

“Thirdly,” Lara continues. “Chrysilla is known as an information broker world wide. Her house, House Spirituae, taxes her heavily to ensure she stays on the edge of penury. Otherwise she would be the most powerful person in the house if not on Prime. If you offer to pay her, but also to be her bank, I think she will enslave herself to you.”

Leonore opens the gate into the chicken coop and waves me in. She says, “Don’t count on the enslavement, Lord. Lara may be exaggerating a little. Chrysilla will do anything to protect her granddaughter. After that she craves respect; she is proud. The houses all use her, but none of them respect her. Offer her respect. Offer to pay her generously. Maybe offering to be her bank would help, but above all show her respect. She will serve you well.”

“You know her well,” I observe as I step into the chicken coop.

“Like Rallent’or Nix, she’s a relative - I think ‘aunt’ is the correct term,” Leonore acknowledges. “I knew her when I was a little girl. I used to play with her daughter and Rall as a child.”

I kneel in front of Chiara and cup her wounded cheek. She startles. I say to Leonore, “That lodestone you had on her abdomen. Is that a painkiller?”

“Yes, Lord. Just put it near the wound. It creates a ten centimeter sphere of an analgesic effect,” she explains.

“Please place it under her jaw.” She does. Then I say, “Chiara, I’m going to remove more flesh from around the wound to remove infection. Plus, I imagine the flies have been trying to lay eggs in the wound. So I’m going to use entropy energy to debride the area, then I’m going to heal the wound in your mouth.”

Chiara is shaking with fright. I tell her, “You have nothing to fear from me. If you would prefer, I can just pull your soul out of your body and create a new body for you. Regardless, I am healing you now. Do you have a preference?” She shakes her head.

“Okay, turn your head to your right,” I direct. “Leonore, the stone?”

The healer raises the pain killing artifact. I look in Chiara’s mouth and see destroyed teeth and gums. I stream entropy through the gaping hole in her face to dissolve the broken teeth, jaws, and gums. Her mouth fills with a nasty sludge.

I tell her, “Spit it out, Chiara.” She does, and I do it again. She spits again.

“Look at me and open your mouth as wide as you can, Chiara.” She does. “Wider.” She gets a little bit bigger opening. “Chiara, I am pretty sure you won’t feel pain. Open wider. If you can’t do it, I’ll end up prying your mouth open with my hands.”

She struggles to open wider, but her jaw isn’t moving. I tell Leonore, “Apparently, I destroyed too much muscle, or they have atrophied.” I pull out my Taser flashlight and shine it into her mouth and pry her mouth open. I think I got it all. I use my second sight, and see a couple of pockets of very hot growth.

“I think I see a couple more spots of infection,” I report. I draw the growth energy out of those hot spots and then drive entropy deeply into those tissues until they dissolve. I turn her head again. “Spit,” I tell her.

Chiara does, and I look into her mouth again. Then I look through her destroyed cheek. I debride the hole in her cheek. I look around and spot my daughter. “Clarice, I need a bottle of water.”

She holds one up. “Do you want it open, Daddy?”

“Please, love,” I respond without thinking. She cracks the bottle cap and hands me the bottle. I pour water into the hole in Chiara’s cheek. “Spit.”

Chiara follows my command. I do it again. “Spit” She does.

I check her cheek with my second sight, and I don’t see any hot spots. I murmur, “Here we go.” I draw forth a wave of growth energy and push it into her jaw. When I see a set of perfect gums and teeth emerge, I redirect the wave to her face. The gaping hole steadily closes until there is perfect, unblemished skin.

I reach down and undo the damage I did to her black hand.

“How does that feel Chiara?” I ask.

She touches her cheek and her large eyes flash wide. “You healed me!” she gasps.

I nod, “I said I would. I keep my word, Chiara.” I scoop her up in a bridal carry. I kick the straw bale around and lay her down on top of it.

I look at the girl’s mother. “Get the bullet out, Leonore.”

Leonore pulls open Chiara’s robe where I cut it last night and lays the stone on her abdomen. I look at the stone with my second sight as she reaches into her daughter’s abdomen with the forceps, guided by what looks like a magnifying glass with shining glyphs. Chiara whines, and I see something disturbing. “Leonore, the glyphs on the stone are fading.”

“Feces! I don’t have another or a way to recharge it,” she responds.

“I’m going to try to push energy gently into the glyphs and see if we can keep it going.” I start pushing a trickle of soul energy into the weakest of the three glyphs for a ten-count. It’s still the weakest, so I give it a twenty-count. I switch to the new weakest one. I do this repeatedly, rotating through all three glyphs.

Leonore sighs as she pulls out the intact bullet. She tosses it on the ground. I send entropy into the wound to debride it.

Leonore says, “The glyphs on the ‘analode’ look good. Let me irrigate the wound with a disinfectant.”

I ask, “Analode?” as she pulls out a fat metal and glass syringe and a bottle of clear fluid closed with a cork.

Leonore nods, “That’s the name of the artifact. This is pure alcohol.” She pops out the plunger and fills the tube with alcohol. Clarice takes the bottle of alcohol and stoppers it again while Leonore puts the plunger into the syringe and depresses it until alcohol squirts out of it. Then she sticks the needle into the wound and flushes the entire contents through it. I think that should burn, but apparently the analode is doing its job. Chiara doesn’t make a sound.

Leonore pulls a metal box out of her bag, opens it, and pulls out two patches of what looks like cheesecloth. I see glyphs on the lid of the box. She sets the swabs on the wound, closes the box, and returns it to her bag. Then she presses the swabs into the wound to absorb bloody fluid. She nods.

Leonore says, “Go ahead, Lord.”

I flood Chiara’s wound with growth energy and the wound closes rapidly. I stop and look down at our patient.

I tell her, “Chiara, I want you to l drink this.” I raise the mug of Rebecca’s tonic and pull her into a sitting position. “Drink all of this and another bottle of water. Get something to eat. Shower, and find something clean to wear. We’ll talk after that.”

She bows her head. “Yes, Lord. Thank you for healing me.” I squeeze her shoulder and get up to walk out. Leonore kisses her daughter’s forehead, and I usher my daughter out the door.

I see Rebecca approaching as I open the gate.

Leonore asks me as I hold the gate open for her. “How powerful are you?”

I shrug, “I have no idea.”

Rebecca answers, “If he had been born in ancient Syria, they would have called him a god.”

I look at my wife. “Don’t exaggerate, Rebecca.”

She looks at me seriously. “I’m not. I think Magnus would agree with me.”

I chuckle, “I doubt it. He’s kicked my ass way too many times to say anything like that.” I hold up my hand. “Baby, can you get Chiara something to eat. She’s drinking your tonic now.”

“I’m coming,” Chiara says as she makes her way gingerly to the gate.

“Are you still sore?” I ask.

“No,” she responds. “I’m just getting used to the idea of not being in pain any longer. My jaw doesn’t ache. The toothache I had before you destroyed my face doesn’t bother me, either. Since I was shot, my stomach burned. It’s all gone, and there are no twinges from sore flesh.”

Chiara walks less gingerly with every step until she finally relaxes. She stops and looks up at my face with her left hand on my chest. Her large eyes traverse my face for a long moment before she gently pats my chest. She says, “I need to apologize to your wives, where might I find them?”

I tell her, “Rebecca is one of my wives. You need to eat and get cleaned up. Rebecca will feed you and ensure you get a chance to apologize to Carla and Marissa on your way to bathe.”

I look at Rebecca, and she nods gently. Rebecca says, “They’re eating pancakes with Shryl. Apparently no one made breakfast this morning.” She looks at me archly.

I close the chicken coop and gather Rebecca for a passionate kiss. She says, “Come let me feed you, beloved.”

I smile and squeeze her. I say, “Sounds good” about the same time I hear Jack call my name.

Rebecca gives me a slight frown, and I shrug. “I’ll be there shortly, my love.”

Rebecca answers, “I’ll wrap you a couple of pancakes. The girls are brewing another pot of coffee, so I’ll send it all out when it’s ready.” She kisses my cheek and wraps her arm around Chiara and guides her and Leonore away. Lara and Clarice stay with me.

Jack looks harried. “I need to run to the airport. I want to hear what you have to share, but plausible deniability is more important since I’m meeting with my former control from the Church. I’m glad I was able to report the elves to that fucking asshole before today.”

“How’d you manage that?” I ask.

He grins ruefully, “I’ll tell you over a beer tonight. We’re still on?”

I wave at all the elves running around, “I honestly don’t know. I really don’t want to drag Dan and Maria into this, but I don’t want them caught unaware either.”

Jack shrugs, “Tell ‘em. I used to argue with the bishop that we should just share the truth. Unfortunately, the Church is only interested in the version of the truth they want to sell, not the one that will help folks stay alive. I gotta go, Will.” He claps me on the shoulder and runs over to his CR-V. Darcie meets him there and hands him a cup of coffee while Warren puts a box of vegetables in the back of the CR-V. Jack and Darcie load up and drive off.

I start toward the house with Clarice and Lara in tow. I didn’t really notice last night, but the house is kind of an unusual looking construct. Warren intercepts me on the way. “Coffee?” he asks.

“Yes,” I agree. “That’s an unusual house.”

Warren chuckles, “You can tell me it’s ugly. You won’t hurt my feelings. It’s called an ‘earth ship’ design.”

I balk a little bit. “I thought those were buried in the ground.”

He nods as he ushers me toward the house. Lara and Clarice each grab an arm, so I end up slowing to a more sedate pace. Warren explains, “They can be. They’re really about using earth-friendly or renewable construction materials, water recycling, renewable energy, and earth-friendly waste disposal. This one is made of blocks of recycled plastic, straw, and mud. The house and barn both have solar panels covering their roofs. The machinery shed and wood shop solar systems are redundant systems. We have water collection systems, water filtration systems, waste water recycling systems, and grey water distribution systems. The plumbing is all modern, but the low water-use toilets are on the grey water system and feed into a composting system.”

“Wow,” I exclaim. “It must take a lot of time to keep all of that running.”

“Neh,” he says with a shrug. “It took a lot of work to set up, and there was a fair amount of trial and error involved. Now, I probably spend about a day each month on systems maintenance.” Warren steps in front of me. “You have a spy.”

Lara says, “The youngest male on Leonore’s team. He didn’t bathe last night, and he spends time muttering by himself.”

Warren nods, “Yes. He exudes a lot of fear whenever someone walks near him.”

Lara asks, “I wanted to check with you before killing him, Lord.”

“I’d like to know how he’s reporting and what he has reported. Can you handle that?” I ask.

Lara nods, “Consider it done, Lord.”

Clarice asks, “May I go with her Daddy? I’m not the least bit squeamish.”

I counter, “You need some breakfast, honey. I’ll go.” I remind Lara, “You claimed that you didn’t have much choice when Valya put the glyphs on you. If he’s a victim, he’ll get the same treatment I gave you.”

“Okay, Daddy. I’ll grab something really quickly and then join you,” Clarice interjects.

Lara says, “We could wait for Clarice, Lord. I don’t think there is any rush. There hasn’t been much to report since we arrived.” She hands my jo back to me.

I frown, “No, Lara. I want this resolved now. Let’s go introduce ourselves. Clarice, be careful. Let Leonore know what is going on and get something to eat.”

We walk into the barn, and we’re immediately mobbed by a bunch of elven ladies - mostly the barely clad former slaves, but a couple of the healers are in the group too. A couple of the elven gentlemen wander over too with smirks on their faces. They point directly at me and chuckle, but they don’t appear malicious about it.

Lara says, “In the shadows by the back door.”

I see who she means. He seems rather sullen. “Lara, would you ask the ladies to mob him please?”

An elven woman wearing a garment that looks like a modified pillowcase says in halting English. “He bad, Lord. Be careful.” Lara speaks quietly and intensely to the crowd as I talk to the delicate strawberry blond in the pillowcase.

“Bad how?” I ask. I kneel down on a knee in front of her. I suspect she’s less than 4’2” tall. If it weren’t for the slight lines around her eye’s I would think she was an adolescent.

“Mean to girls. Hurts us. Tell him’s father ‘bout Duchess Valeran,” she says as the rest of the women mob the suspect.

I watch as the ladies paw him and wrap their arms around his arms and legs. The tiny woman sits on my bent knee and lays her arm around my neck. I instinctively wrap an arm around her tiny waist as I watch the young man struggle. She plants a light kiss on my cheek. I look back at her. “What’s your name?”

“I Zenia, Lord,” she says shyly.

“Zenia, thank you for the information,” I speak slowly and clearly. “I need to talk to the bad man now.”

Zenia slides off my knee, and Mica steps up as I stand.

Mica informs me, “His name is Le’szak, Lord. Le’szak Valeran. His father is Lorn Valeran’s brother, Mal’szak Valeran. With Valya’s death, Mal’szak is the new Duke Valeran. Le’szak is an apprentice healer, but he spent as much or more time spying on Lorn and Valya than he did working at learning his craft. Everyone is afraid to confront him. The Court Magician was even careful of him.”

“Time to rock his world,” I tell my squire.

Le’szak sees me approaching and tries to escape the ladies who have immobilized his limbs, but they laugh and hold tight, teasing him incessantly. He looks at me with distaste.

I ask, “Lara, would you please ask the ladies to strip him.”

His eyes flash in fear as he comprehends what I said. I tell him, “Hello Le’szak Valeran, I’m William James. I’ll probably get credit for killing your aunt and uncle, but I haven’t actually killed a Valeran yet. Do you want to be my first?”

Lara says, “Not true, Lord. Reddy and Yoren were Valerans.”

Le’szak whimpers, “They were my older brothers.”

I shrug. “Both were trying to kill me at the time for interfering with their effort to torture and kill Feliz, so I don’t have much regret over it. I understand you were spying on your aunt and now you’re spying on us. Why and how?”

The ladies open his robe and pull it down. I see a metallic collar before he says in broken English, “None you fornicating business, hooman,” the guy cops an attitude. He starts yelling in Elvish and struggles against the ladies, managing to backhand one of them. His robe falls to the ground as the ladies pull on it and try to grab his arms again.

“Get down,” I shout as I pull my pistol. Lara repeats it in Elvish. The ladies drop to the ground, and I put a round in his upper left chest from about twenty feet away as I rapidly walk closer. He stumbles back into the wall.

The noise scares the ladies and they scatter. I’m only about twelve feet away. He turns to run away, and I shoot two rounds into the back of his right knee. I’m surprised that I hit him with both of them, and he drops to the ground.

I shoot him in the other knee, and he screams again. I say conversationally, “I’m guessing the collar isn’t working so well since Valya is dead. That has to suck - thinking you’re invincible and suddenly your superpowers fail you right when you need them most.”

I drop the staff on the ground as I kneel on his back and press the gun into his lower spine while gripping the collar with my left hand. I push entropy into the collar as I tell him, “Yoren was an impressive dude. He was fit, strong, and fast.” The collar opens, and I pull it off. “He would have been a challenge without a collar. I learned a lot about how to fight someone wearing a collar when I killed him. I got lucky with Reddy.” I holster my weapon and get off him.

I tell Mica and Lara. “If you saw him muttering in a corner, he’s either got a technical or magical device he’s transmitting his report through - or recording it. Search his garments and his body.”

My five wives, daughter, and Erica come running into the barns with weapons out. Leonore, T’os, and Warren are with them, the latter with a shotgun in his hands. I hold up a hand to slow them down. I pick up my staff. Lara roots through Le’szak’s robe and Mica runs his fingers through Le’szak’s long hair. Mica pulls gold clasps from Le’szak’s hair, but there is no magic signature off either of them. Lara shakes her head as she roots through pockets of his robe.

T’os walks up and asks Lara to inspect the garment. I can’t see enough of the garment between them to assess if there is a magical signature. T’os and Lara discuss the garment. T’os gives a command to Le’szak. Le’szak shakes his head and tucks his arms underneath his body.

I pull out my Taser flashlight. I ask T’os, “You want him turned over?”

“Yes, Lord,” T’os and Lara respond in unison.

I squat down next to the wounded elf. “Le’szak, I need you to turn over. You can do it yourself, or I can make you do it. You really don’t want me to force you.”

“Self-fornicate,” the elf spats.

I shock his shoulder with the Taser. He jumps up off the ground, and I do it again as he begins to settle. I put the Taser in my jacket pocket and slide my jo in under his chest. As the elf spasms, I roll him over onto his back. I kneel on his right shoulder and place the end of the staff next to the bullet wound on his left shoulder.

I tell him, “If you move, I’m going to make you wish you were dead.” I look at the half-groll elf. “What are you looking for T’os?”

He scrunches his eyebrows. “A glyph. There is a storage device in the collar of his healer’s robe. That means there has to be a partner device to capture and transmit. Since we didn’t find a partner device, I’m assuming there is a glyph or network of glyphs near where the storage sits on his body. Since there is a storage device, it probably can’t transmit unless there is a working portal close by or a receiver is within one hundred kilometers.”

“What would the partner device look like?” I ask.

T’os says, “It’s usually a fairly large medallion or a stone that can be held in the hand. Putting a glyph or network of them on the chest is also fairly common.” Lara calls out in Elvish and all the ladies start rooting around. A couple of the males call out and run out of the barn.

I use my second sight on the kid’s chest, but I don’t see anything. I ask, “Would the glyph have to have power all the time? I’m thinking he doesn’t need it to be. Is it something that could be tattooed into his skin with a clear ink, and only be active when he pushes power into it? If he had the collar on when they tattooed it, it wouldn’t leave any visible scars, would it?”

Remembering my experience with Ilara’en, I reach down and use entropy to remove all the kid’s hair. I lift his head and look on the back of his skull. I denude the patch above his genitals, but even with second sight I see nothing in either location.

T’os says, “I’ve not seen that nor heard of it, Lord.”

I place my right hand on the elf’s chest and push pure energy into it thinking, ‘I want to transmit.’

A glyph lights upon under my hand, and I say, “Mal’szak Valeran, your youngest son is dead now, too. I’m coming for you next.”

Le’szak starts muttering in Elvish and a network of glyphs light up on his body. T’os gasps. I light up a blade of power out the end of my jo pushing it into Le’szak’s shoulder and then dragging it towards his head. The blade cuts through his shoulder and his neck as I pull his soul out of his body and absorb all its energy. The glyphs slowly fade, and I hurry the process by flooding them with entropy energy. I finish the job by flooding the corpse with entropy until it’s a pile of sludge.

Josie walks up and does the same to the head, the hair remnants, and the battery while I dismiss the blade from the staff.
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Come together


Josie wraps me in a hug and murmurs in my ear. “Are you okay, husband?”

I nod. I kiss her before turning to Leonore. I keep Josie cuddled up close to me. “Hey, Leonore. I will offer amnesty to anyone that comes forward right now. I have way too many people here to put them at risk from the standard elven intrigue games. Anyone spying later will die by my hand. I don’t care who they are spying for. Am I clear?”

“Yes, Lord,” the healer replies.

“T’os, Mica, Warren, please join my family out by the cars. Leonore, please join us when you are done talking to your people. Please pass on my thanks for their help capturing Le’szak.”

I turn to look at them all. They look pretty shell-shocked from the power demonstration. I bow gently toward the largest group. I see Zenia among them, and she steps out front and kneels on the ground and bows deeply. She doesn’t get up, and several others join her as I walk out of the barn.

When we are all out by the cars, I turn to see Chiara approaching the group. Her damp dark hair is in a loose braid, and she is wearing a short toga that looks like it was originally part of a bed sheet.

Shryl joins us carrying a plate with a napkin over it, and Susan carries a travel mug that she offers to me. I lift the napkin to find two thin, dense pancakes with nutella and bananas rolled inside. I look over at Rebecca, “Thank you, Baby.”

She smiles at me and says, “Susan made those.” I turn to my sexy boss and she smiles shyly in return.

I tell Susan, “Thank you, Ms. Rey.”

She purrs in response, “Anything for you, Mr. James.” She cuddles up close and collects a kiss.

I tell the red-skinned, sexy demon. “Thank you, Shryl.”

She kisses me lightly and steps back. I tell the group, “Okay, things are moving fast around us, but so far we seem to be spinning our wheels. We have to find and retrieve our dear friend Alöise, the person we knew as Bernadette. We have hopefully delayed the elven occupation, but from what T’os tells me, the new Duke is already out there and will likely strike elsewhere soon. We have one hundred twenty-two elven refugees. We need to be able to house them in less-rustic lodging, protect them, and give them something useful to do. Warren can’t host them for very long. I don’t think we can feed them from Costco for very long before it becomes apparent we have a large group, but then again it may not matter. We need another solution quickly. The Church is looking for information on the elves, and I don’t know whether local authorities have figured out that we have an elven invasion ongoing. We need to figure out how to let them know in a way they won’t dismiss, but also doesn’t reveal the presence of the refugees. We can’t fight off all of House Valeran by ourselves. We don’t have time to deal with these problems individually; we need to deal with all of them now.”

I eat one of the pancakes and sip coffee for a moment.

I summarize the rescue business first, “To recover Alöise, we need to get Shryl in front of her queen on planet Ravissement to explain what happened with Archduchess Gabrielle and Duchess Alöise. Actually, I think those are separate but related actions. Regardless, I need to get to the dungeon of Archduchess Gabrielle to break Alöise out of her cell and bring her home. Ideally, we probably want to bring Shryl back here at the end of this, so Gabrielle can’t harm her.” Shryl nods vehemently at that idea. “I have no idea how to travel there or how to get back. Maybe our elven friends have some ideas.” I see Chiara look at T’os and nod. I think to myself, ‘That’s encouraging.’

I sip my coffee. “Bernadette’s staff and household in Phoenix have been attacked by elves in the past. We need to provide security for them. I have an idea for that.”

Lara says, “I can check with Viktorija, but I think we could take some elves back to help with housekeeping and security.”

I nod. “Good idea, Lara.”

Warren says, “I could probably keep a handful here, too. They can help on the farm and provide security. Leave the ones with the worst emotional problems. I can help them, and they can help me.”

Josie says, “I have an idea for a device that can share the location between its two halves, but I haven’t yet figured out how to get it to tell me the location of the half I’m not holding. If I can get it to work, we can send it to Shryl and use it to open a portal. Knowing the location should be a straightforward question or...query?” I nod and she continues, “...query of ‘where is your other half.’ At least I think so.”

Chiara chimes in, “That’s harder than it sounds, but it’s a common apprentice exercise to make an object report its location. It will default to a location on this planet. We will need to put a dimensional framework on it to provide a reference of where you are across the dimensions of time and space. I can help you with that.”

I nod at the dark-haired elf. “Are you sure, Chiara?”

She kneels on the ground at my feet and bows her forehead into the ground. She looks up at me. “Lord, I want to serve. The leaders of our house, any house really, rarely show the smallest fraction of concern for their people. You treat us so much better. I hurt one of your wives, and you used it as a teaching opportunity and healed me. You don’t treat us as refugees of a race trying to extinguish your own. You treat us as your own people, entrusted to your care. Please let me serve, Lord. However my skills may permit.”

“Of course, Chiara. Please rise. You’ll learn over time that I’m easily as fallible as anyone else and unworthy of that level of regard. We need your help. I welcome it.”

Josie teases, “You speak English better than I do, Chiara.” The elf bows towards my amazon wife with a shy smile.

T’os says, “I would gladly add my own skills to the project. Mica could learn a lot from helping, too. He has not yet passed that exercise.”

Shryl adds, “I can work with them to let them know the details of the situation.”

“Sounds like a plan,” I agree. “Let’s go with it.

As Chiara rises, Leonore hugs her daughter warmly. She says, “I’m so proud of you, Chiara.”

Chiara hugs her mother reluctantly at first, but embraces her warmly after the initial reticence. “Thank you, Mother.”

I pick up the narrative again. “We need to know what is happening on Elven Prime. I have a plan to engage someone to help us gather intelligence.” Rebecca and Josie look perplexed. I explain, “That’s the military term for ‘information about the enemy.’ I’m afraid I’m reverting to type a little bit. Regardless, Audrey and Carla are going to help me with that. They’re also working on finding a way to bring imps across to help us in a fight.”

“No!” Leonore gasps.

I nod. “Leonore, they love killing your people, and your people are the major threat at the moment. We’re talking about small squads like what we used at your stronghold. Your reaction reminds me of something. Josie, we need a way to let the critters know who are our elven allies, and who are meat on the hoof. Let’s chat with Audrey and Carla about it. It was easy when it was just Lara we had to worry about, but we need a better solution with one hundred twenty-some-odd elves on our side.”

Leonore seems slightly mollified, but her horror at the thought of imps eating elves hasn’t completely left her.

I wrap up, “There are literally hundreds of small problems wrapped up in these bigger ones, and we don’t know what they are. We don’t have solutions for them all either. It will take a very long time for me to solve them all, so I need you all to think about what you can bring to table. We need information, and we need solutions. Think about it, and we’ll all meet again later today.”

Everyone nods and we break up. My wives all cuddle close with Susan, Erica, Shryl, Clarice and Lara all climbing into the cuddle puddle. They do allow me enough space to finish eating once I’ve handed out kisses to everyone.

Audrey asks, “Shall we start preparing to summon Chrysilla?”

I think about it. “Ye-es.”

Lara says, “I recommend setting up snacks and drinks, cushions to sit on, all on a nice carpet. Tasteful decorations around the room and serving staff standing by. That’s how the royals negotiate. If Chrysilla craves respect, treat her like this.”

Lenore says, “That will appeal to her. I think I should also be there as someone she knows and maybe trusts a bit.”

I look at Warren, “Is that doable?”

He nods, “The back patio. It has a roof, and it is large enough to set up what you’re describing without crowding by Earth standards. Plus it looks out over the fields to the north with the mountains behind them. That should appeal to elven nature. I have a variety of decorative vases around the house with peacock feathers, pampas grass, etcetera that should suffice for decorations. I’ll want to give the patio a good scrub first, and then pull the rug out of my office. It’s an eleven-by-fourteen foot Afghan rug.”

I look at my elven advisors, and they all nod.

Leonore calls out in Elvish, and one of the elven women runs up from the barn. Leonore gives her instructions and then the girl runs off. She looks at me, “I asked her to bring five ladies to help with the cleaning and setup. They all want something to do. I told her the volunteers should all speak at least some English.”

“Thanks, Lenore.” I address the group again. “We should also assess what the elves know about fighting.”

Warren says, “I’m going to get starting on the prep.” He walks off to the house.

Lara says, “Everyone goes through basic military training in their youth. Usually from age twenty to twenty-three. They will know basic blade skills, marksmanship skills, and parade drill. Not much more than that, but they will have gone through several combat training exercises.”

Marissa says, “That’s a good start. Shall I start working with Leonore to identify likely security folks?”

“Yes,” I agree. “I think we’re going to have to cultivate multiple skill sets in everyone to be successful.”

Rebecca says, “I agree. I need to get a core group that is able to feed them all. I’ll work with Marissa and Leonore to start screening candidates. We’ll also need gardners, farmers, cleaning staff, etcetera. A rotation may be best, so everyone gets to try things. Susan, would you like to help with that? You probably have the most experience in people development and interviewing.”

Susan slides off me and hugs Rebecca. “I would love to help.”

Erica says, “Shall I see if Warren has a pad and pen? We can get everyone’s names and summarize their skills.”

Susan answers, “Good idea, Erica. Thank you.”

She grins at the praise and runs off to find Warren. That turns out to be easy because he sticks his head out of the front door of the house. “Will, you might want to see the news.”
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I hurried to the house and followed Warren inside. To my left was a large kitchen with a rustic dining table in the middle of it. To the right was a large great room area with a big flat screen television on the wall. My ladies all sat on the couch facing the TV until it was full. The rest leaned on the back of the sofa on either side of me, cuddling close and touching their sisters seated in front of them. Lenore, Chiara, Mica, and T’os all sat on a loveseat nearby, but Lara was cuddled on the couch between Rebecca and Carla.

Warren sat in a worn leather recliner and grabbed a remote. He said, “I record the local news every morning and the national news every evening. I can’t tolerate any more of what passes for news in the morning, but I figure I better keep tabs on things. This way I can catch the daily scandal reports around the work I need to do. I turned it on as I started to gather the vases, and found this.” He hits a button and the screen plays the recording.

I was surprised to see the bland brunette that runs the station’s weekday morning show on the screen. She reported seriously. “Early this morning, police received a call to a crime scene at the Esplanade condominiums on Camelback. Security guards were conducting their early morning rounds when they discovered many dead bodies on nearly every floor of the fourteen-floor building. Walls had been torn out to make each floor a large open bay. Of the over two thousand dead all but two were short, slightly built humanoid persons with elongated ears. The images we are about to share with you are disturbing. If you have a weak constitution, you may want to turn away from the screen.”

They showed a couple of still photos of elves that weren’t mutilated too badly. Then some footage of the 8th floor with the waves of soldiers who died in formation. The vapid brunette continued, “The bodies bear gunshot wounds, stab wounds, slashing wounds, and animal bites. Several bodies were literally cut in half. The police are processing the scene, but are asking for information from the public. There is a reward for information that leads to arrests in this crime. Call Silent Witness at 480-WITNESS, that’s 480-948-6377, or 1-800-343-TIPS, that’s 1-800-343-8477, if you have information on this or any other crime.”

The camera switched to a pretty boy who looks about sixteen, who then talked about a major drug bust last night at a club in Scottsdale.

I said, “No wonder the Church was nosing around this morning.”

That got the attention of Warren, so I explained getting accosted by the hunter team, killing them, and getting to Bernadette’s salon only to find a priest there questioning Viktorija. Then I had to explain hunter teams and the importance of the Church to the elves. Lara knew a little, but the other four were completely uninformed.

The two elves from the kitchen stood to the side wringing their hands as they processed our conversation. I asked them for a coffee refill, and the one with the ash blond hair took my mug from me and curtsied before she hurried off to the kitchen.

Rebecca followed her to the kitchen, wrapping her arm around the golden blond elf enroute and escorting her gently to her post. Shortly the two elves returned with trays of coffee and water glasses. I drained a glass of water and sipped my coffee. After they curtsied and left, we discussed our immediate tasks again.

Warren offered a guest room for summoning Chrysilla, and my two sorcerer wives immediately got busy with preparing a circle.

Josie begged a pen, a pencil, and a pad of paper from Warren. Josie tore off a couple sheets of paper and kept the pencil. She gave the rest to Erica. Josie, the elven magicians, and Shryl retired to the kitchen to discuss plans for transportation to rescue Bernadette ...er… Alöise.

Marissa, Clarice, Lara, Susan, and Erica all collected hugs and kisses before they went to talk to the rest of the refugees.

Leonore stopped by to talk to me. “Lord, I and most of my staff are all originally from House Spirituae. They all collect information and report it to me, and I send it to the head of the Healers Academy for House Spirituae on Prime. I’ve been doing this since long before the plan to come to Earth. My daughter doesn’t know about it. My staff and I would like to take advantage of your offer of amnesty.”

I looked at her and shook my head in anger. “I guess I shouldn’t be surprised. I just assumed that you were trained within House Valeran.”

Leonore explained, “Lord, this is the way of my people. House Spirituae are the most gifted at healing. The courts generally hire their top healers from my house, just like they hire their top magicians from House Serenissima and their top technomancers from House Ellisande or House Ludmilla. Most have their homegrown talent too, but the training isn’t as good as the houses that specialize, and the gifts tend to run stronger in the people from the traditional houses. It’s common practice to hire the talent you need and then try to win them over with rewards, while hiding your biggest secrets from them.”

I commented, “That’s just great. How about the pleasure slaves? Are they likely to be spies, too.”

Leonore said, “No. They are all house Valeran daughters that didn’t have enough magical talent to bother training. There was one from Serenissima, but Valya killed her when she killed Ilara’en’s sister. All of the pleasure slaves went to basic military training after basic education. If they didn’t find an apprenticeship, their parents would sell them for sex slaves. If they are not pretty enough to get picked or there is a low demand, they could end up living with their parents indefinitely. My people are generally not particularly sentimental. If the parents were poor or tired of having unemployed children around the house, the parents would feed them a large final meal, drug them, and then decapitate them. The parents would turn their heads in for culling credit and eat their daughter’s flesh. If they were really poor or overly sentimental, they would sell the meat. Male children sometimes will get sold for sex slaves but are more often sold off to soldier. Otherwise, the same practices apply. Many children have cried through their entire last meal knowing they will not see the next day.”

I dropped my head and wept in sorrow for the lives of the average elf. Leonore laid her hand on my shoulder. “Many of the people you killed on prime were hoping to escape this cycle, but knowing the Valeran leaders, they had no chance. I hate to admit it, but killing them was likely a mercy.”

I took a moment to compose myself and raised my eyes toward the sky. “Most High, I can’t let these people destroy mine, but please never let me forget that despite looking and thinking differently, they are still people. Remind me to grant mercy when I can, to make their deaths mercifully quick when I can’t, and the wisdom to know the difference. Amen.”

I bowed my head and heard Rebecca in the background intone, “Thus mote it be.”

I pulled Leonore into a hug. “Thank you for explaining that, Leonore.”

I released her, and she went off to gather the cleaning detail. I drank coffee and tried to collect my thoughts. The pretty little kitchen elves and my sexy witchy wife all kept me supplied with coffee and water until Audrey came to lead me back to the summoning about an hour later.


16
Negotiating with Chrysilla


Audrey leads me out to the back porch to inspect it before we summon Chrysilla. The patio is set up perfectly. The large red rug with small blue and gold squares throughout is centered between the central two posts overlooking the pastoral scene. A large coffee table covered with a navy cloth sits toward the front laden with china coffee cups, matching plates, a complete coffee and tea service, and a trays of snacks. There is a cushion on either end of the table with an elven girl in a white toga similar to the one Chiara was wearing - one is the golden-haired elf from the kitchen, the other is a tiny strawberry-blond. I think, ‘Her name is Zenia.’ Both ladies blush at my regard.

I turn to inspect the other details before the twitch in my pants grows more problematic gazing upon them. There is a semi-circle of couch cushions - five cushions alternating taupe and burnt orange. I’m guessing they came from the living room based on the colors. Large vases or pots with peacock feathers, pampas grass, silk ferns and ficus adorn the base of each post of the patio. There is a hibachi with glowing coals toward the rear between the cushions and the wall of the house to take the edge off the chill from being on the north side patio on the cusp of winter. On either end of the rug, two cushions are arrayed, each with another elven maiden in a toga. On the right, a third cushion has a bed tray and a laptop computer sitting upon it.

Audrey says, “Carla will scribe. She and I will sit on the wings. You will sit in the center. Rebecca will sit to your left to represent the wives. Chrysilla will sit to your right, and Leonore will sit between her and Carla.”

I nod, “We should have T’os, Chiara, Mica and Lara sitting in the gallery. I want Chrysilla to see that her people are an integral part of this. Also, I want Lara to sit to my left. I don’t want to snub Rebecca, but I already have two wives present. Lara is my trusted elven advisor, so she should sit to my left.”

“Damn,” says Audrey. “I owe Rebecca an hour of pussy licking. She bet me you would say that.”

I almost chuckle at that. “She is very attuned to me, but then again you all are.”

Audrey whispers, “Master, please don’t let this tear you down. I know you’re under a lot of pressure. Use me to relieve yourself.”

All the elves gasp at the ‘use me’ comment.

Audrey caresses my face, “All of us are here for you to use or to help with the work. Just tell us what you need, my husband.”

I pull Audrey into a passionate kiss and squeeze her firm athletic ass. She moans in my mouth and crawls up my body until her legs are wrapped around my waist. I consider taking her right now on the carpet in front of all the elves. Fortunately, I pull myself together.

“I love you, Kitten. You are a treasure beyond measure,” I murmur into her neck. “Let’s do this.”

Audrey slides down my body to stand on her own feet again. We walk in and find Rebecca standing next to the door of the guestroom we are using for a summoning chamber. Audrey nods to her, and Rebecca pumps her fist and exclaims, “Yes!”

“Excited, Baby?” I ask with a smile.

“Are you kidding? Audrey has mad skills!” she gushes with a grin on her face. I notice her hair is just about reaching her shoulders, and there are errant little curls popping up.

I cup Rebecca’s face with my right hand as I hold Audrey to my left. I slowly feast on Rebecca’s lips, and she moans into my mouth.

“Soon, Baby. I need you,” I tell her.

“I need you too, Mr. James,” she answers with a joyful glint in her eye.

I release both ladies and walk into the summoning room. It’s a small circle, but Carla nods her head when I cock an eyebrow at her. Audrey assures me, “It’s okay, husband. We don’t need anything bigger. We will dismiss it immediately upon her arrival.”

I look around and see Leonore and Lara standing outside as the other elves walk past on their way to the patio. I ask them, “What are your family names?

“Vallaye,” Lara says.

“Nessian,” Leonore says. She adds, “Chrysilla’s is Nix. As I mentioned Rallent’or was her nephew. I am her niece by her sister.”

I ask, “Do either of you know how much the bounty was for healers?”

Leonore says, “Five hundred grams of gold, Lord. It’s the only thing more valuable than food.”

I shake my head, “I’ll never understand how metals got to be more valuable than food.” I turn to Rebecca. “Please let Clarice know I need one of those plates, rikki tik.”

Rebecca nods, “Right away, William.” She hurries off after brushing a kiss on my lips.

I nod to Audrey, “Let’s begin.”

Audrey places me to Carla’s left and she takes a seat to Carla’s right. Carla begins to intone a summons in what I’m starting to recognize as the Elven language. A haze begins to form and then fade away.

Carla stops speaking in Elvish. “She’s busy, and asked to call back in ten minutes.” She crawls onto my lap and says, “I wish I wore a skirt, I could ride you while we wait, Mr. James.”

I hold her and think happy thoughts as we wait.

Clarice runs up. “Here, Daddy.” She holds out a 500g gold plate.

I take it and put it in my left jacket pocket. “Thanks, honey,” I tell her. I brush a kiss on her cheek, and she hugs Carla and I before returning the kiss and dashing off.

Carla says, “She’s going to have ‘Daddy issues,’ Mr. James.”

“I’m aware, Mrs. James. I’m aware,” I muse.

Carla kisses me again and slides languidly from my lap. She takes her place and does deep breathing exercises for about a full minute before she starts speaking again in Elvish. With my second sight, I watch purple power light the glyph in front of her as she speaks.

Slowly a haze develops that coalesces into the elderly elven matron I remember from before. She looks like she is wearing a Victorian nightdress and dressing gown similar to the one Rebecca’s ghost was wearing.

Carla addresses her in Elvish. All I understand are ‘Carla James née Jackson’ and English.

Chrysilla looks at Audrey with a sour face. Then she turns to look at me. She doesn’t utter a word. Carla presents an open palm toward her left and says, “This is my Lord Husband, Willam James, on whose behalf I have summoned you.” She extends her right, “This is my sister-wife, Audrey James née Cheung. She asked to be present in the hopes of mending your relationship.”

Chrysilla’s eyes squint in distrust at Audrey before she turns to me with a neutral expression.

I open the dialog. “Chrysilla Nix.” Her eyebrows lift at my use of her family name. “I would like to engage you in a long-term contract. Will you negotiate?”

“For what?” she asks shortly.

“I’m looking for an information broker on Prime. A spymaster, if you prefer. Someone who can get information from all the houses that would be valuable to me,” I explain.

She scoffs, “I’ve had every ambassador from every royal house at my door today asking for information about what happened to the Valeran stronghold. They will pay handsomely for that information.”

I smile slightly, “Probably; however, how much of it will you be able to keep? How heavily will you be taxed? How will it help you protect your granddaughter?”

She is surprised by my response and opens her mouth to speak, but I hold up my hand to forestall her response. “Lady Nix, this is no way to conduct negotiations. If you will commit to negotiate with me, we will escort you to a more suitable location.”

Chrysilla’s mouth snaps shut. After a moment of consideration she says, “I do commit to negotiating with you. I only have an hour before the local governor is due to show up at my door.”

I look at Carla, and she breaks the circle. I stand and offer my arm. “Lady Nix, it is our custom for gentlemen to escort ladies on their arm. Would you do me the honor?” She looks at me with a puzzled look. “Just hook your arm through mine. It allows you to use my arm to slow me down if I go too fast.”

The elderly elf grouses, “If my arthritis weren’t acting up I would reject your offer, but I don’t have my cane with me.” She hooks my arm, and I Iead her at a stately pace toward the back porch. Mica opens the door when he sees me coming and snaps to attention as he holds the door.

Chrysilla takes in my squire, and I have to caution her to watch the doorsill. I guide her to her seat and grab both of her hands as she gently squats onto the cushion we have for her.

I seat Carla, Audrey, then Leonore steps up, and I help her into her seat. Chrysilla gasps in surprise. Finally, I seat Lara and take my seat. I make introductions. “Lady Nix, you know my wives Carla and Audrey. Beside you is my new friend Leonore Nessian formerly of House Spirituae and former Chief Healer of House Valeran, now leader of the elven refugees. To my left is Lara James, formerly Ilara’en Vallaye of House Valeran.”

Lara touches my hand and smiles before bowing gently to Chrysilla.

I ask Chrysilla, “Would you like some coffee, tea, juice, or water to drink, Lady Nix? We have wine available, but I don’t recommend it when negotiating.”

“Tea, please,” the elven matron responds, looking a little shell-shocked. She looks at me wide-eyed. “I’m from a good family, but I’m no royal, Lord William. Just call me Chrysilla.”

I nod to the two elven attendants, “Please serve refreshments.” They begin as I offer my hand to Chrysilla, and she lays hers in it. “I’m honored, Chrysilla. I am no lord either despite how some of my family, friends, and the refugees bandy the title around. I’m just a common guy caught in an uncommon situation.” I indicate the back porch with an expansive gesture. “I understand this is how business is conducted on your home world. It’s not too dissimilar to what we do here. I rather like the elven version.”

She smiles slightly. “This is how royals negotiate between houses. Sometimes between royals within a house. My lineage doesn’t demand this.”

I smile gently. “I asked three people I trust who would be the best person to create a network and run it for me. They all three gave me your name. One is my wife, Audrey. One is your niece, Leonore. The other is Lara, the one who was killed by your nephew. Two of those people might have a reason to hold a grudge, but they both readily set it aside to have you as an ally.”

Chrysilla starts to speak, but I interrupt. “Perhaps you would like a moment to greet your niece and great-niece?”

I can tell I’ve got her off guard. “Great-niece?”

I turn to the elven magicians. “Chiara, please raise your hand.” She does. “Make sure you give your mother’s aunt a hug before she leaves.”

Chiara smiles gently, “Gladly, Lord. Mother has told me tales of growing up playing with her cousins and aunt. I’m honored to meet you, great-aunt.”

Chrysilla looks startled as she turns to Leonore, “When?”

“Shortly after being named Chief Healer,” Leonore explains. “Maybe fifty years later? The Duke ordered me to his bedchamber,...” Chiara gasps as Leonore continues, “...and thirty years later my beautiful daughter stands before you as an initiate magician.”

Leonore hugs her aunt before sitting back to hold her shoulders. “The Lord took Rall for killing Ilara’en, but he saved me and Chiara. I suspect that he would have kept Rall as a valued retainer if he hadn’t betrayed the trust the Lord placed in him.”

I take the conversation back over. “Chrysilla, can you pass the bounty to Rallent’or Nix’s family?”

She nods. I pull out the gold plate and set it on the ground between us. I look into her eyes. “They get all of this. He sold his soul for it. His family shouldn’t have to suffer for it. I will ensure you and your granddaughter are taken care of as a part of my deal with you. If you insist on a commission for this, I will pay it separately.”

“What do you want me to do?” she asks me with a shrewd look returning to her face.

“A few things,” I tell her. She nods. “Primarily, I want you to be my spy master, or spy mistress if you prefer. Gather information across Prime. I’ll tell you specifically what I’m looking for, and you set agents to find it. As you run across information that you think I might find valuable, you let me know. I may ask you to help me counter-attack, either by setting mercenaries to do the work or by helping me acquire elven weapons of mass destruction and use them.”

“That was you. 1.2 billion elves dead. That was you,” she says. It’s not a question.

I nod. “Yes. And I’ll give you more details that you can sell to those ambassadors if you wish. Right now, I need to know where the Valerans have their people. Where is Mal’szak? Who is where in the line of succession after him? What is their military chain of command and where are they? What weapons do they have staged where? What are their timelines?” I take a breath as Chrysilla looks at me in awe. “Do you understand, Chrysilla? The Valerans have declared war on my entire race to colonize my planet. I need to stop them, and I need to make it brutal enough that none of the other houses will try it again.”

“What’s in it for me?” she asks.

“You and your granddaughter will never go hungry again. I will pay you in food, and give you gold as you need it for operating capital. I’ll arm you with human weapons. You keep sixty percent of any gold you can separate directly from the houses, and forty percent will go to continue funding your operations. I’ll bank the forty percent here. I can also bank for your personal funds too, if you need it. I understand you get taxed quite heavily.”

Carla types my terms as Chrysilla scoffs, “Quite heavily is an understatement. I think I’ve personally kept House Spirituae solvent.”

I can see I have her interest, but she’s not sold yet. “How safe is your granddaughter?”

She starts at the question, and I see murder in her eyes for a moment. I raise a hand to forestall a violent response before I continue, “How would you like her to be out of reach of the people that would harm her. She could stay with my family, and we would protect her like our own. If you want to visit her, come visit. If things get too dangerous for you, come join her.”

She says, “I probably only have another seventy-five to one hundred good years left. This won’t be a long-term thing.”

I shrug. “Normally with human lifespans that wouldn’t be an issue, but with my gifts I and my wives will be around considerably longer.” I look at her with my second sight and notice the entropy around her knees, ankles, and hips - in her spine, shoulders, elbows, and wrists, too. “I can probably heal your arthritis, too.” I start drawing off her entropic energy as we sit there.

“Can you fix my granddaughter’s eyesight? She’s half human, and has to wear corrective lenses. Every time I get enough to pay a healer for the procedure, the government comes and empties my coffers,” she said.

I lean forward and look at Leonore. “I think I can only restore the genetic code that is written. Can you do the eye procedure? I’m still learning healing.”

Leonore nods, “Probably. Unless it’s something highly unusual.”

Chrysilla says, “The healers at the academy say it’s fairly easy to correct. It’s unusual in pure bloods of our people, but human hybrids tend to get it commonly. They offered to just buy her for meat rather than heal her. I am not giving my granddaughter over to be eaten.”

“What’s her name,” I ask.

“Lleandra,” she says. She makes a ‘ye’ sound at the beginning, so I assume it’s two ‘el’s at the beginning.

“Can Lleandra use glamour well enough to hide her appearance?” I ask. “If so, we can send her to human school here, and she can blend right into our society.”

Chrysilla looks at me quietly for a moment; I’m assuming she’s assessing my sincerity. “She’s nineteen years old and looks human. Her ear points are so short that her classmates all called her ‘round ears.’ She has had no success so far with glamour, but she’s still young. Sometimes the ability arrives in the early twenties, but I suspect she will never have it. She has no magical aptitude at all.”

“It won’t matter here, Chrysilla. Some of my family have magical talent. Some don’t. All are loved equally,” I tell her.

“I don’t want her to be a sex slave,” the broker says quickly.

“I wouldn’t dream of it, Chrysilla, and I’ll kill anyone that tries to take her that way. You do need to know that as a nineteen-year old young woman, she will be considered an adult here. I’m assuming there are differences between how our races mature emotionally. However, unless we create an identity for her that is younger than her age, she could choose to have a sexual relationship or even marry if she wishes. However, they will have to deal with me as a foster father. I recently inherited a daughter. I can play the over-protective father easily enough for Lleandra as well, I assure you.”

Chrysilla explains, “She doesn’t trust men, Lord.”

“Then I’ll have to earn her trust,” I answer immediately.

I start pushing healing energy into Chrysilla’s hips and spine. Chrysilla looks at me steadily for a solid minute. Finally she speaks. “Lleandra will live with you for five years, and then you find her a home of her own if she wants it. She has her own bed and at least a small closet of her own from day one.” I nod, and Carla types it into the computer.

Chrysilla adds, “You will pay me twenty kilograms of food every month. Plant-based foods mostly, but at least a kilogram of meat.”

“Rice, beans, flour, and two cartons of vegetables twice each month so they don’t spoil,” I clarify. “If you want to change it up, we can do that. However, lentils and brown rice together are a complete protein. We can also send you chicken eggs, a ten-pound bag of onions, some garlic, and spices. If you don’t know what to ask for, you can come visit to see what we have on offer and how we prepare it. Is fresh fish ok? Also we have fish and meat preserved in cans, too.”

Her mouth is hanging open. I tell her, “Chrysilla, people starve on this planet too, but it’s more an issue of politics, wealth distribution, and logistics than a shortage of food. I will try to keep your granddaughter from getting fat. It is a danger here.” Her hips and spine look much better. I start pushing growth into her knees and ankles.

“I would like a pistol that can fit in my hand with ammunition,” she says.

I agree, “You will likely need to come here to test them for fit. I have a friend that is a weapons broker, so I can arrange it. How does your hand compare to Leonore’s?”

Leonore holds her hand up and her aunt places hers palm to palm. I nod, “Okay, we can have Leonore try some to get candidates in the right size, then you can pick from among them. If you don’t have a place to practice, we can bring you here to train with it. If you don’t know how to use it, it’s as much of a danger to you as it is to your attackers.”

She nods, “Good plan. I agree. The last thing. I want Liam Blissande dead. He left my daughter out to die on that forsaken moon House Elassaine colonized. I want justice.”

I nod, “That will be the most difficult part, but I imagine it’s do-able. You’re sure he’s the one?”

“Yes,” the old matron growls. “He comes by to gloat on the anniversary of her death every year.”

“When does he come by next?” I ask.

“In seven weeks, and two days,” she says.

I think about it for a moment before I agree. “Done. We will provide you with a way to travel here and for us to travel there. I have a couple of ideas how we can turn Mr. Blissande into a corpse.”

“And a meatlover’s pizza. I’d like to share it with my grand-daughter before she comes here,” she says.

I look at Audrey, and she nods. “We can have it for you tonight,” I tell her.

She looks at me carefully. “Can you get the gold cut into five gram ingots?”

I think for a minute. “I’ll have to find someone that can do that. They cost more to buy than these plates do.”

T’os speaks up. “Lord, we can do it magically. We’ll need to acquire a scale and do a couple of test runs, but it’s a simple problem to solve.”

I nod at the old magician. “Okay, I agree,” I tell Chrysilla.

She says, “Lord James, we have a deal.”

Carla says, “Give me a minute to clean this up and print it, and it will be ready for you to sign.”

[image: ]


As Carla walked out, I looked at the elven girls sitting beside the table. “Please ensure everyone has drinks and pass around the snacks.”

I offered Chrysilla a rolled up pancake like the ones Susan made for me earlier. She took one and put it on her plate with a couple of segments from an orange. I started pushing growth energy into her shoulders, elbows and wrists as we nibbled on snacks. Leonore and Chiara sat close around Chrysilla as they reacquainted themselves until Carla returned with the contract.

After we both signed both copies of the document, I told Chrysilla everything that has come to pass since I first ran into house Valeran. She shared that the bureaucracy of House Valeran and its military chain of command are nonexistent after the work of the neutron generators. Having the one in the headquarters building explode turned out to be an inspired decision since the building had a variety of magical shields for outside attacks, but nothing for inside attacks. Between the blast and the radiation everyone in the building and in a one Kilometer radius died. Most of the residential and staging area deaths were quick, if not painless. The immediate casualties were 1,230,917,067, but they expect it to get close to two billion by the time the radiation sickness is done. She’s a lot more gleeful about it than I am.

I learned that Mal’szak Valeran is in Asia, and that he travels between the top ten largest cities in China, plus Singapore, Mumbai, Bengaluru, Delhi, Kuala Lumpur, and Hong Kong. Pinning him down is going to be difficult. We finished just in time to get her back home for her meeting. Audrey ordered a pizza from Chrysilla’s favorite place. Chrysilla’s niece and great-niece gave her hugs. Audrey gave her a plate of pancake rollups to take home, and Carla banished her.


17
Learning things


Audrey and Clarice take my CR-V back to Prescott, so they can slip through the passages to get the pizza.

Carla gives me a significant look as we’re picking stuff up. I drag her back into the guestroom we used for the summoning. After a quickie, we both feel much better.

Josie smirks as we walk by the group in the kitchen with our arms around each other. We get glasses of water and cuddle while Josie and Shryl have an animated discussion with the elven magicians. It sounds like the device on Bernadette’s...er… Alöise’s arm may not be an issue. I’ll let them work it out.

I lean in and kiss Josie’s cheek before grabbing Carla’s hand and walking out to check on the progress of the skills and interest assessment in the barn. I do a hand-to-hand combat assessment on the seven males from the healer team - three healers and four care assistants. The youngest of the assistants, Migosh, shows pretty good aptitude. With more training, he could become significantly skilled. We use wooden knives and short swords to test their blade skills. Migosh does okay, but the eldest healer is definitely the best at both the knife and sword. I’m guessing it’s just more years of experience making the difference. I have a hard time keeping up with their speed, but I am at a higher skill level. That gave me enough of an advantage to come out on top every time. They’re all on a par with what I would expect from one of Master Hiromatsu’s 1-year students or better - just faster. The elder healer would be in the intermediate class. I hug Erica and tell her, “You’re not far behind them, sweetie. Keep training.”

Erica hugs me back. “Thank you, Lord.”

I tickle her ribs, and she giggles. “You are saying that just to mess with me!” She breaks away, giggling.

Erica gasps, “No!” She holds her hands up to ward me off. I grab her arm and spin her around to hug her from behind. She says, “You saved me, William. You and Josie gave me the ability to connect with Audrey how I always wanted to.” I turn her to face me, and she caresses my face. “Even if I don’t end up in your bed, I will always honor you.” She kisses my cheek. “I need to go check on how Audrey is doing. She was going to try to make amends with Chrysilla when she gives the pizza to her.”

I release the bottle blond Latina vixen. I tell her, “Okay. Let me know if she needs me.”

Erica smirks, “She always needs you. I tried to talk her out of seeing you ever since she met you, so I could have her to myself. I’m glad you’re not jealous of me.” She calls out from the barn door. “I may need to take a turn with you out of gratitude!” I frown at her, and she laughs and runs to the house.

I watch her round motor work as my phone pings. It’s a message from Viktorija on WhatsApp saying ‘HMA.’ I start the HideMyAss app and set my location to Spokane. Then I message back, ‘OK.’ I get an immediate voice call from Viktorija via WhatsApp.

“Hello, Will.” She sounds exhausted.

“How are you holding up, Precious?” I ask.

“I’m looking forward to sleeping tonight. The priest asked about Bernadette. He asked ‘Do you have any other succubae on staff?’ I told him, ‘We don’t have any.’ He asked me to bring all my staff to one of the churches here in town, I told him to fuck off. He said ‘You don’t understand the severity of the situation.’ I told him, ‘We had three of the pointy-eared fuckers murder one of their own on our stage as a form of entertainment for themselves.’ He asked about them having collars. I said, ‘They did, but bullets in the brain pan overcame that pretty well.’ He asked, ‘How do you manage to keep a brothel open in Phoenix?’ I yelled at him, ‘We are not a brothel! We host parties for the rich, and our staff host. I won’t have anyone call me or my colleagues whores. Get your shriveled hateful ass out of our house.’ I might have punctuated my position with a slap across his face and pistol pointed at his liver.”

I laugh gently. “I wish I had seen that, honey. It sounds like you handled him well.”

Viktorija sighs, “Luis pulled his pistol at that ‘brothel’ comment, too. If he had ridden a taxi here, his body would be wrapped in plastic in the garden shed. Too bad.” She sighs again. “Is Lara okay? She’s been very emotional since Koree told her about her sister.”

“That’s understandable; although, I’m surprised at how emotive she is. A zombie shouldn’t do that,” I observe. “Regardless, she’s doing well, and she’s been a godsend. I’ll bring her back tomorrow.”

Viktorija says, “I cancelled tonight’s festivities. I got some pushback until I explained that Bernadette had been murdered. Then I got four offers to comfort me tonight. A certain weather girl called me three times after I hung up with her.”

I chuckle. “You are very special, Precious. I can understand her obsession. I’ll be by with a couple of security guys tomorrow. I want them to take over your protection and ride along when you have to leave the salon. Is 10:00 okay?”

“Yes, Lord,” she murmurs. After a moment she says, “Will, I need you. I really want to fall asleep in your arms.”

“I need you too, Tori. I don’t know if I can get down there tonight or not,” I tell her. “If I do, I might have to bring the entire bed-full.”

“I’m fine with that, Will. You know I love them,” she responds.

“I have some news,” I tell her. “Susan freaked out last night and went home, but she’s back today. Carla married me last night, and she dragged me out for a ‘honeymoon run’ this morning along Lake Michigan.” Viktorija laughs at that. I let her laughter dwindle before I drop the bomb. “The final news is that Rebecca is pregnant.”

Viktorija gasps, and the line is silent for a moment. “Ohmigod! I’ve got to call her. I’ll talk to you soon, Love.”

I chuckle, “I’ll let you know if we can make it tonight. Either way, I’ll be there tomorrow. Cuddle up with Vanessa and take a nap, Beloved.”

“Good idea,” Viktorija agrees. “After I call Rebecca. I love you, Will.”

“I love you too, Precious. Bye for now,” I tell her and kiss into the phone. I disconnect and look around. I don’t see Rebecca, so I guess she’s inside.

I send a text to Raul as Leonore calls all the elves together. Leonore talks to the assembled group for a bit in their native language. I tell Raul to meet me at the salon’s address tomorrow at 10am. Clarice slides up for a hug from her daddy as I walk in to listen to the narrative in the musical language flow from Leonore. Susan is standing behind Leonore with the pad. She winks at me, and I give her a moué in return. Carla and Marissa are side hugging each other nearby. Lara joins Clarice and me, hugging my waist and leaning on my arm as I rest my lips in Clarice’s hair. I rest one arm around Lara’s shoulders as Leonore talks to her charges.

I watch the expressions of the elves as Leonore talks. At first I see a variety of expressions varying from fear to cynicism. Slowly, Leonore draws them in. The cynicism fades. The fear fades. Smiles appear here and there. Others lean in, whether from eagerness or hope I really can’t say. Others hug each other and nod their heads. Leonore has more power than her ability to heal. She can inspire.

Leonore gestures to Susan before she ticks off her fingers, I’m guessing talking about opportunities. Leonore folds her hands in front of her and makes one more statement. Slowly hands starts to rise. Leonore recognizes a young elven maiden. She says something, and her face and body language convey fear or apprehension.

Lara murmurs, “She asking if it’s true that they don’t have to be sex slaves any longer. Leonore confirmed it.”

Leonore acknowledges another young lady. Lara translates with a giggle. “She’s asking if she can be the Lord’s concubine.” Leonore looks at me.

I chuckle, “I’m honored she would ask. I am not planning to take any concubines. I have five wives and three more waiting to join me soon. I think that should be enough love for any man. Don’t you?”

Leonore starts to translate when a familiar strawberry-blond stands and exclaims, “No, Lord. Me. You need me.”

I start to reply, but Leonore holds up her hand. I smile and bow in her direction, and Leonore addresses the question and the interruption.

Zenia smiles and nods. She responds in Elvish and sits. I notice a couple of other excited looks. I ask Lara, “What did she say?”

Lara looks up at me and says, “I’m sorry, Lord. I missed it.” She won’t look at me, but I see the ghost of a smile on her lips.

“Are you playing me, Lara?” I ask. Clarice laughs.

Lara says, “I’m a zombie, Lord. I don’t know how to play.” Again with the almost-smile.

“Lara, I’m more than willing to spank your naked ass in front of all of them if it will help you concentrate,” I cock an eyebrow and smirk at her.

Lara’s surprise is evident, but she recovers quickly. “Lord, if you think it will help, I will strip now.” Then the little minx grins at me. Clarice roars with laughter.

I release Clarice and scoop Lara up and throw her over my shoulder. I spank her ass as I walk back towards the house. She squeals and laughs. I spank her again and tell her, “It’s good to hear you laugh, Lara.” I pick her up by the waist and set her on her feet. “So good.”

She looks at me and throws herself against me wrapping her arms tightly around my torso. “I think you didn’t make me right. Ever since I learned about Maliar’en, I’ve been flooded with emotions. I’m not a very good zombie.”

I wrap my arms around her shoulders and kiss the crown of her head. “I’ve noticed, Lara. I don’t have a good explanation. Vanessa is pretty emotional too, and the zombie guards all seem to have more personality than the other zombies I’ve met. There’s a reason, I just don’t know what it is. Do you mind?”

Lara shakes her head in my chest and squeezes me tighter. She looks up at me. “Lord, when you find the Mistress will you marry her?”

I nod, “If she will have me.”

Lara says, “Then I would like to serve your family. In your home. You and your wives and your children.”

I tell her, “I may need you to split your time, Lara. Either way, yes. You are my trusted advisor. You are the protector of my family. Of course, dear. I insist on you joining us.”

Lara reaches up to hold my face to brush a light kiss across my lips. Her large eyes glisten. “Thank you, my Lord.”

“Let’s go see how things are going with Audrey,” I tell her.

Carla, Marissa, Susan, and Clarice walk by as Lara pulls back. Carla stage whispers, “There’s number nine, ladies.”

Lara smirks and runs over to join them. She tells Carla, “I guess I better get over here with the wives and fiancés.” They all laugh and wave at me.

I chuckle and follow the crowd of fine female flesh hurrying to the house.

I walk into the house and join the magicians at the table.

They are discussing various objects and strategies to get accurate location information, teleportation, leveraging portals or passages depending on who is talking. It doesn’t sound like they’ve gotten any farther than we were all when we gathered around my vehicle.

I interrupt the conversation. “Hey, folks. I manage software and organizational change projects for a living. It doesn’t appear that we’re making any progress. When I see software teams in this state, I tell them they are admiring the problem. We’re not really moving forward. Am I wrong?”

Their sheepish looks tell me that I’ve hit pretty close to the target. None of them say a word.

I ask, “What is the problem we’re trying to solve?” Susan is leaning on the counter smiling. She’s heard me do this many times before. Carla sits on the counter next to her and wraps an arm around her. Marissa leans back onto Carla. Clarice leans on the counter on the other side of Susan. I don’t see Lara.

I hear the magicians respond with ‘teleporting,’ ‘passages, and ‘location for portals.’ Finally, Mica says, “Transportation.”

I nod, “Mica is closest to how I see it. I think the problem is that I need to find and retrieve my lady safely. An ideal solution would allow me to quickly retrieve Alöise, and to put Shryl in front of her queen long before the Archduchess Gabrielle can get there with whatever story she is concocting.”

The team immediately erupts in a chorus of all the considerations to get me in front of Alöise - teleporting, power for portals, passages, different spells, the device on Alöise’s arm, Alöise’s location, Queen Alafair’s location, etcetera. I raise my hand, and the comments taper off.

I say, “Shryl is here. What happens if we banish her?”

T’os says, “She goes back to her planet.” Chiara, Carla, and Mica nod.

“Where on her planet?” I ask.

Carla says, “From wherever she was summoned.”

I look at Shryl. “We summoned you from your cell, right?” She nods.

Then I ask, “What happens if Shryl has her arms wrapped around me?”

Carla gasps. “You can go with her if we do the banishment correctly.”

I nod. I had hoped, but I wasn’t confident by any stretch of the imagination. I respond, “Good. I wasn’t certain. Assume I have weapons and a small portal with me. Do those go with me?”

Carla nods, “Again, if we do it correctly, you can go fully armed and equipped. We just need to include the correct subclauses in the banishment. Same applies to summoning.”

I look at the succubus sitting quietly at the table. “Shryl, describe your cell.”

She says, “It’s an open room with bars across the front of the corridor. There's a bucket for waste and another with a ladle with clean water. The door is in the center of the wall with bars. There is a lock built into the left-hand side of the door.”

“Great,” I encourage her. “Where are the hinges? “

She looks up and purses her lips before answering. “On the outside, to my right.”

“Where is Bernadette’s … er … Alöise’s cell?” I ask.

“Directly across from mine,” she answers.

“Is it the same structure as yours?” I ask.

Shryl closes her eyes. “It mirrors mine. In addition to the lock, there is a chain with a lock securing the door.”

I grab a blank piece of paper and draw a corridor. “Where is the entrance into the jail?”

“Dungeon,” Shryl says. “It’s not expected that you will leave alive once you go in. The entrance is to my left. I’m in the last cell on my side.” She’s picking up on what I’m trying to do. I sketch in details as she talks. “The Mistress is in the last one on her side. There is a table with a water urn to my right that the guards use to refill our water buckets. The guards are generally stationed at the entrance to the left. However, they have a bed in the cell next to the Mistress’ cell, so they can feed her. Sadly they hadn’t started yet when you summoned me. I was starving.”

“How are they armed, dear?”

Shryl smiles at the pet name. “They are armed with truncheons and daggers. The guard captain is a royal incubus, the others are standards - two incubae and six succubae in addition to the captain.”

I ask her, “What does that mean? Royal incubus.”

Shryl says, “It’s a male of my people with feathers on his wings - generally black feathers. Royals are a little bigger and stronger from their angelic blood.”

My head pops back in surprise. “Wait a minute. Royal succubae are angelic hybrids?”

Shryl nods. “Yes. The legend is that an angel arrived to find a succubus alone in the desert going insane from hunger. The angel took pity on her and made love to her for three days. The succubus was in heat, which made her hunger worse. By the time the angel left, she was pregnant. The first royal succubus was born 24 months later. That first child established the Luxure Empire of seven planets. The angelic features - size and feathered wings, were passed to her offspring, and they eventually became the first planetary queens.”

“Interesting,” I say. “Where do the guards sleep?”

“Their barracks,” Shryl says.

I voice my understanding of the threat, “Other than daggers and truncheons, I don’t have to worry about weapons.”

Shryl says, “Don’t forget their tails.” Her tail curls up over her shoulder and the sheath pulls back to reveal an eight-inch long spike that is glistening with moisture. Shryl says, “The venom on the spike will drive you to insane levels of lust that can persist for twenty-four to forty-eight hours. The victim rarely survives. It's a survival mechanism that evolved over millennia - cause prey to generate lust to feed from. Plus, given the length of the spike, a stab wound could be fatal on its own. I wouldn’t be surprised if they tried to stab you with their tails first to feed off you.”

“I’m guessing killing the royal will be frowned on,” I observe.

Shryl says, “Killing any of them would be, but royals in particular. Our population is sparse - only about two million planet-wide. They don’t like Archduchess Gabrielle much, so it would be a shame and a waste to kill them. We heal pretty well, so injury is okay.”

I nod. “I better take a sword. Maybe a wakizashi or gladius and a jo staff. Ideally we go in, get Alöise, and Shryl goes to address the Queen as we come home.”

Josie says, “Shryl comes back here. We have a reference for the throne room for Queen Alafair. We can send her through the elf portal.”

Shryl nods, “Otherwise, it would take me many dimension hops to get there. Her Grace Gabrielle can do it in fewer because she’s royal and she knows the way better than I do. Coming back here is really my only chance to get there first.”

I ask, “Do we know what this device is on Alöise’ arm?”

T’os says, “I suspect it’s a standard torture device. It is most often used for behavior modification. I don’t know how they have it connected to a teleportation detector. I’ve never heard of such a thing.”

Chiara says, “Maybe we’re overthinking it. They use brokers. Maybe they have a broker set up nearby. When a call comes in for Alöise, they just don’t pass on the signal and shock her instead.”

Carla says, “There was some kind of circle that Valya used to ensure Bernadette got sent to Gabrielle.”

Shryl says, “There’s no circle in her cell or around it. I wouldn’t put it past Gabrielle to just have someone shock her preemptively and tell her it’s from someone trying to summon her.”

“How do I get it off her?” I ask.

T’os says, “It’s usually a small lock - like your padlocks here.”

Josie summarizes, “So you need a short sword, a short staff, a small passage, a Taser - might come in handy, a pistol in case you want to make noise, and silencer in case you don’t. We banish you and Shryl to the dungeon. You break Bernadette out of jail, and we summon the three of you home. Then we send Shryl through the elven portal to the Queen.”

I nod. “Sounds right. Let's do this.”

Shryl says, “We may want to wait until evening. The guards on duty will be feeding their hunger.”

I frown. “Okay.”

Audrey walks in and says, “Chrysilla would like to send Lleandra through tomorrow. Lara’s watching her. What can I tell her?”

“In the afternoon? I need to be in Phoenix in the morning.”

“Afternoon is good,” she acknowledges.

“Okay. Let’s go with that,” I agree. “Maybe invite Chrysilla for an informal early dinner.”

Josie resumes the discussion on solving problems. “I’ve got a cloth passage on stand-by in case you have problems getting home. In an emergency, we pass it through your small one and tear it after you’re home.”

“What happens if I try to pull it through itself?” I ask.

Josie says, “Same effect as tearing or breaking it. I tested it multiple times with cloth and heavy paper. It breaks the enchantment.”

“I need to get a permanent passage to the salon in Phoenix. How long to gin one up like we talked about?” I ask.

Josie waves her hand. “Done. I had the frames done last week before we had the first battle with Valya. The security doors arrived Wednesday, so I came back Thursday morning and put them together while you were busy impressing Susan with your professionalism.”

Susan grins, “He never stops impressing me. I’m going to miss him at work when he decides he’s too busy saving the world to make a living.”

I look around the room. “What else do we need to do here?” I ask. No one says anything. I tell them, “Good work guys. Getting a new team productive quickly takes time. You all did well. I heard the seeds of a lot of good ideas and good thought processes. Don’t bin your ideas. Prototype, test, and learn. They may come in handy in the future.”

Rebecca says, “I’ve got a couple pots of lentils stewing, brown rice simmering, and vegetables roasting in the oven. The girls are making naan as fast as they possibly can. Dinner should be ready shortly.”

Marissa exclaims, “Shit! Mom and Dad!”

I purse my lips in thought. “Go through the passage and bring them here. We’ll eat and catch them up. They might as well meet the elves.”

Warren walks in the front door. “Darcie just called to say Jack’s meeting just finished. She said they’ll meet you at your house.”

Marissa tells me, “I’ll bring them along.” She looks at Carla. “Wanna come with? I think you have a treat for me, right?”

Carla grimaces, “It’s probably pretty nasty by now. I’ll go with you regardless.” She smiles at our ‘bad-ass warrior babe.’

Susan sits on my lap and walks through her skills assessment on her legal pad. She says, “Basic soldiering and fucking seem to be their core skill sets. A handful said they had magic, but that it wasn’t considered strong enough for them to get an apprenticeship.”

I look up at T’os and Chiara. “Excuse me.” The two elven magicians look at me. “How do you feel about training new apprentices? We have...how many, Susan?”

“Nineteen,” she answers after referencing her worksheet.

“We have nineteen of the pleasure slaves that were assessed with magical talent, but were judged too weak to train. I don’t think we have that luxury.”

T’os looks at Chiara and shrugs. He says to her, “You and I can cover all of the basics. We will have some gaps in certain areas, but maybe Chrysilla can get reference materials.”

Chiara says, “Maybe she can find a master that would be willing to join us.”

I tell them, “My priority is to give them offensive and defensive skills they can use to protect all of us - elves and humans alike.”

T’os nods his head. “Understood, Lord. We can give them basics. How effective they are will depend on how well they learn and how much power they can cultivate.”

Chiara says, “We might be able to augment their power if they can learn the techniques well enough, but only those who can pass tests, Master T’os.”

T’os is surprised by the honorific. Chiara adds, “You were due the title long ago, and I owed it to you as an apprentice. I was a true brat about it. I’m trying to make it up to you, Master T’os.”

He pats her hand. “T’os is just fine, Chiara.” She nods bashfully.

I ask T’os. “Would you walk with me for a moment?” Susan slides off my lap. I tell her, “I’ll be right back, beloved.” I kiss her as I get up.
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Dinner with elves


T’os and I walk outside.

I address a problem that’s been bothering me. “T’os, you mentioned that you were not permitted to have sex with the elves. That constraint no longer applies. If you form a relationship with a woman, regardless of race, and she is willing, there is no reason you could not have a sexual relationship with her. I will ask all the ladies to limit themselves to one child each. Rebecca probably has an herbal tonic they can take to prevent pregnancies until you want one. I’ll talk to Rebecca and Leonore about getting the word out to the elven ladies. Regardless, I want you to understand - you are not a second-class member of our family. As elves come out in public, I’ll ensure you are also not a second-class citizen in our world either.”

T’os reaches up and pats my shoulder. “You cannot guarantee it for the world or even this nation, Lord. I’ve been studying humans through your media and histories since long before I arrived here. I have seen how strong human prejudices are. Your dark-skinned humans are not treated as equals by the light-skinned humans, and the reverse is also true. Your males don’t respect your females, and your females hate that the males subjugate them. National boundaries also generate prejudice. Your nation thinks they are superior to all others. Each Asian group thinks they are superior to everyone else, including other Asian groups - it doesn’t matter which one because they all think that way despite how very similar their appearance is. Then add in your religions and political ideologies, and it’s amazing you’ve managed to not kill each other off centuries ago.”

I hang my head in shame because he’s right. T’os sighs, “Lorn Valeran justified colonizing your planet and euthanizing your race by saying, ‘It is inevitable that they will eventually kill each other off whether we come or not. We might as well take advantage and hurry the process along before they destroy their ecosystem.’ Did you know your race’s tendencies to hate and violence make your people valuable mercenary slaves among the space-faring pirates. They give you the opportunity to breed, and you will create more hateful fighters for whoever feeds you.”

I object, “We value our individual freedom. I can’t imagine humans, especially from the United States, making good slaves.”

T’os shakes his head in disagreement. “Your countrymen are among the worst. Your corporate leaders tell you what to believe and who to hate. They feed you a twisted version of ‘liberty’ as a religion that has nothing to do with freedom. Easily 75% of the population buy it completely. Independent thought has been bred and trained out of you, and then they use the media to distract you with meaningless entertainment and sporting events all while whipping you to spend wealth you don’t have on things you don’t need. Most are like sheep. Like your Roman empire, the success of your country is the root cause of its eminent downfall.”

He stands in front of me. “I know you mean well, Lord. And I believe you will fight for me. I am satisfied that your word is law among us here and the rest of your family, but you can’t change human nature or the culture of your country or world. Don’t set yourself up for frustration and failure. I appreciate that you saved us rather than killing everyone. That single act makes you a human of distinction. There are few that would have done the same. I hope one day you will call me your friend.”

I smile ruefully at that. “You’re more astute than I am, T’os. And I hope one day I earn your friendship, too.”

He smiles at me. “Well, I would like to go see if I can catch the eye of any of the ladies. It’s been a long time. Wish me luck, Lord.”

“Good luck, T’os,” I answer with a chuckle.

I go back inside to rejoin the group at the dining table and finish reviewing with Susan. Clarice and Lara are helping Rebecca get food ready.

Before I sit, Rebecca stops me with a hand on my arm. “We will be ready to set up the serving line in about thirty minutes. Will you help, William?”

I pull her into a hug and kiss her passionately while I grope her firm little ass. As I let go of her mouth she smacks me. “William, I’m cooking. Don’t distract me!” Her words say ‘no’ but her face and the way her fingers are cinched in my hair say ‘yes!’

“You look good in those jeans, Baby. Shall I skin them off you?” I murmur in her ear.

She smacks my shoulders. “No, husband.”

I kiss her neck and murmur, “I could lay you right down on the table and shock everyone.”

“William, go do your work with Susan! Go!” She points out of the room, and tries desperately to look stern. “I’ll call you when I need you.”

“Fine,” I sigh. “Let me get a couple glasses of water.” The ash blond elven girl smirks at us and fills two glasses from the tap.

The elf says quietly, “Safe to drink this water.”

I bow graciously. “Thank you, miss.” She darts in and kisses my cheek.

I sit on the couch and Susan lays back in my lap and resumes her earlier report. “As I said, of the ninety-seven sex slaves, basic soldiering and fucking seem to be their core skill sets. Nineteen said they had magic. A handful, seven to be exact, worked in the kitchens as soldiers. Three grew up on farms helping grow and preserve food. One of them claimed to have basic butchering skills, but she broke down when she said it was butchering her brother and two elder sisters.”

I interrupt her report, “Let’s not put her in position to butcher meat.”

Susan grimaces, “She says she would like the opportunity to practice it on animals rather than people.”

I nod. “Okay, but we need to keep an eye on her. Maybe ask Warren to check her out and ease her suffering.”

She looks up at me. “Warren said he has some truly messed up cases to deal with. Apparently this one is well off in comparison, but we can keep an eye on her and shower her in kindness.” I nod, and she continues. “Of the ninety-seven pleasure slaves and nineteen female healer staff, fifty-eight of them want to be your concubine or wife.” I palm my face. Susan continues, “The tiny one with the strawberry-blond hair, Zenia…” I nod with my face still in my hand. “...she’s not taking no for an answer.” She looks up at me trying to stifle a laugh.

“I almost hate to ask, but what exactly did she say?” I murmur into my hand.

Susan loses it then. “She said, ‘Lord love me. I love him. Make huge hooman babies.’ I told her, ‘Get in line, sister. There are four ahead of you...I kind of assumed Lara was in there with Tori and Berna… er … Alöise.”

“Yeah,” I grimace. “I still struggle with using her given name, too. I never knew it until Babette told me on her deathbed.”

We’re both quiet for a couple of minutes holding hands. “Would you like to consummate our marriage now, Susan?” I ask.

“I want to, but I think we can wait until we can get to a bed,” she murmurs. Then she bites her lip.

I smirk. “If you’re not sure, we can go inspect the guest room,” I tell her quietly.

She gives me an intense look and bites her lip. Finally she whispers, “God! I want you so badly, William.”

I lean down and kiss her. “How about we do lots of cuddles and kisses until you just can’t wait any longer.”

She smiles at me warmly. “That’s just what I need.”

“I love you, Susan.”

She scrambles and crawls into my lap, and cuddles into my chest. I wrap her up and nibble her ear. She sighs and relaxes into my embrace.

Susan murmurs, “You don’t know how many times over the last three years I thought about transferring you to home office just so I could do this with you.”

I chuckle as I nuzzle her neck. “I doubt I would have gone for it unless you got divorced and told me the reason you wanted me to move up there. Chicago is no Prescott.”

She turns her head to bare her long neck to my mouth. “Yeah,” she moans. “I didn’t think it through very well. I should have just proposed marriage.”

I cup her breast and squeeze her ass cheek as I nibble on her ear.

Clarice pops in the room. “Excuse me, Daddy. Rebecca said ‘stop groping Susan and get in here to help me.’ What should I tell her?”

I laugh, “Tell her, ‘yes, dear.’ Thanks, honey.”

“You’re welcome, Daddy.” Clarice leans in to kiss my cheek before whispering to Susan. “You should have fucked him, Susan.” She giggles and skips away.

Susan laughs and calls after my daughter, “You’re probably right, Clarice.” She gets up and leads the way into the kitchen. She murmurs, “She really likes calling you ‘Daddy.’ Did she do that before?”

I shake my head. “Only since Babette told her to.”

Warren calls me to help setting up tables, but Rebecca stops me first to take a big pot of stewed lentils outside. The smell of the onions and garlic are mesmerizing. Clarice points to a table with a cloth on it, and I set it down. Then Warren and I set up saw horses and with plywood on top for tables. Susan and Lara put tablecloths on the tables while Erica and Audrey set up chairs around the tables. Zenia and a couple other elven ladies run inside to help carry food, bowls, plates, and utensils to the three folding tables in a row. Rebecca sends Warren and me in for the big iced tea dispenser and the big water dispenser.

We get everything set up as Marissa walks out of the barn with her parents, Jack, Darcie, and a young woman I’m sure I’ve seen on a magazine cover.

Jack frowns at the elves helping serve and the gathering elves getting ready to eat. I collect hugs from Dan and Maria and introduce them to Susan and Lara. Darcie introduces us to April, their guest.

April is a tall, lean, brunette. Her skin is like a smoky cream, and there is a hint of wavy hair to indicate a bit of African heritage. She is Susan’s height, maybe even Josie’s - it’s hard to say with the heels on her thigh-high boots. Her lean figure is encased in a tight black knit dress with a collar that is open enough to show underboob. The hem of her dress barely extends four inches past her treasures. I estimate her breast size as B-cup, but her nipples and areola are tenting the fabric of her dress. Apparently, April is excited to be here. Her hair is down, hanging just past her shoulders to nearly touch the slopes of her breasts. If I weren’t prejudiced towards my lovely wives, I would have to admit that April is probably the most beautiful woman I’ve ever met. Dan and Maria have their eyes glued to April.

Also, April is wearing a black braided leather collar. Darcie is holding the leash. Apparently she is a new pet of Jack and Darcie’s.

I shake her hand, and my wives hug and engage her in conversation as Jack draws me off to the side.

Jack sidles up. “We need to talk. Soon.”

“Is this about the priest that called Viktorija a whore? I may have to kill him, too.” I am pretty certain my expression tells Jack I’m serious.

He asks, “Do you know anything about a hunter team in town?”

I nod, “They tried to kill Manuel and abduct Rosalie. I objected. Stridently.”

He looks around and whispers to me. “Damn it, Will. They’ll resurrect them and find out what happened.”

I look at him. “Can they resurrect them from ash and scorched concrete?” Jack startles. I continue, “I think I would have to have left something for them to find, right?”

Jack nods slowly. I tell him, “I have the hunter and sorcerer contained. I figured you might want to be present when I interview them.”

Jack murmurs, “You are full of surprises today, Will.”

“Trying to keep ahead of the jackals, Jack.”

That elicits a chuckle. “Okay,” he says. He frowns again. “I have stuff I need to share with the group, too. We can do that later. For now, we’re on KP?”

I nod, “Yep. Mama Bear’s orders.” We laugh and report to Rebecca for our assignments.

Dan, Maria, and April are all amazed by the elves, and a little wigged out from T’os’ tusks. I notice about five ladies are huddled around him, obviously flirting with him, and he is giving as good as he gets. I think to myself, ‘You go, big man!’ He shoots me a grin and a wave.

Rebecca hands me a bowl, and I put a big scoop of lentils stewed with tomato, onion, garlic, celery, and carrots into each bowl before Josie adds a scoop of brown rice. Susan serves roasted vegetables on a small plate that sits on top of each bowl. Carla and Marissa are serving up the naan and a handful of fresh vegetables from Costco veggie trays. Jack is serving drinks. Audrey, Erica, Darcie, and Lara all help people get to tables with the drinks and plates. We all make an effort to smile and greet each of the elves.

Suddenly, Zenia is standing beside me. She shouts, “Lord! You no serve!” As soon as I hand the bowl off to Josie, the tiny elf grasps my arm with both hands and pulls hard. She’s tiny, but elves are definitely stronger than they appear.

She yells again, “You no serve! You the Lord!” She looks scared. I use her tight grasp to pull her closer and snatch her by her throat and lift her up into the air. The poor girl’s eyes bug, and she gasps for breath.

I look at her. “Are you going to stop?” She tries to nod her head as she switches her grip from my spooning arm to the one holding her in the air. I set the spoon down. I snag her legs and then shift her to rest in my left arm with my right holding her legs to firm up her seat. She is surprisingly lightweight for how strong she is.

“Listen closely, Zenia.” She nods seriously and slowly. “We are all working to create a community here where elves and humans can live and thrive together.” Zenia looks confused. I look around and call out, “I need a translator, please!” I murmur to the little elf, “Hold onto my neck, Zenia. I don’t want you to fall.” She nods and leans forward to grab my neck as Leonore and T’os hurry up.

I feel a hand on my lower back, so I look down. Lara says, “I am here, Lord.”

I smile at her. “Let Leonore do it. It will help reinforce her position with her people. You can check her work. Stand beside her so you can correct her quietly without embarrassing her in front of the people.”

My elven advisor smiles back. “As you wish, Lord.” She runs around and stands next to Leonore and murmurs what is going on.

Leonore nods and asks, “How may I serve, Lord?”

“Zenia was upset that I was serving food,” I explain. “She didn’t understand the words I used. Would you translate? Lara can help if you run into a problem.” She nods, so I start over addressing Zenia.

“We are all working to create a community here where elves and humans can live and thrive together. You all treat me like a lord, but you need to understand there is no place for an elven-style lord in this community.” I wait for Leonore to finish speaking. “I refuse to act like an elven lord.” I wait for her to finish that short translation before I continue. “I believe that a leader serves the people he or she leads.” Leonore speaks after a short consultation with Lara. “That means that the leader sets standards and expectations. The leader ensures the people understand, and that the people have everything they need to meet their leader’s expectations.” Leonore shares that with Zenia loud enough that all the people nearby can hear.

I look at Zenia, “When I decided to keep you alive, I took responsibility for you. You are not elves to me. You are my people, my extended family. I do not treat my family like footstools. I do not kill my family and eat them. I do not treat my family as disposable.”

Leonore consults with Lara on the disposable comment and repeats it in Elvish.

“I know almost nothing of your culture, but I am trying to learn and take into account that your expectations and mine are likely not the same. Serving you food, training with you, working beside you, are things that I will do to get to know you, and to allow you to get to know me.”

I continue after Leonore pauses, “There is a storm coming. The people you left behind on Prime want to take our lives and our land. We will have to work together to survive. There is a lot of work to do, and it is all important. Each of us, myself included, will have to perform a variety of duties to ensure that we not only survive, but thrive. I will be compassionate when I can. I will be harsh when I have to be. And I will get you through the coming storm to a life of peace, prosperity, and happiness.” Leonore wraps up her translation.

I grin, “Now everybody eat before your food gets cold!” Some of the elves laugh, and the others join in after Leonore translates.

I look at the little beauty in my arms. “Clear?”

She nods, “Lord serve food. Lord work like us. Lord…” she struggles to find the word in English. “... cares us.”

I nod, “Yes.”

She gives me a tearful, wide-eyed innocent look. “Lord no for-ni-cate Zenia?”

I shake my head, “No, sweetie.”

Lara says something in Elvish to Zenia.

Zenia’s response is a dreamy expression. Then she kisses my cheek. “Down, Lord.”

Lara says, “No, Zenia. Say ‘Please put me down, Lord.’ You...” the rest is in Elvish.

Zenia says slowly, “Please put me down, Lord.”

I set her on her feet, and she hurries away with the tails of her little toga flapping in the breeze.

I pick up my ladle and ask, “Who’s hungry?” as I take another bowl from Rebecca.

I hear Jack murmur to Warren, “Someone just took charge.”

Warren mutters back. “There was never any doubt, was there?”

I throw a frown over at the two of them, and Warren gives me a shit eating grin.
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I walk around with a bowl and sit talking to the elves after I’m done serving. I rotate through the tables. All of my core family do the same. There is fortunately usually at least one elf at every table that speaks enough English to assist in translation. Leonore assigns one to each table after she sees what we are doing. I tell them to ensure they eat their fill. They liked the lentils, rice, and roasted veggies well enough, but the fresh vegetables are the biggest hit. I also ask them what they would like to do. I focus on what they say, and try desperately to put a name to a face with their desires. If I can get 50%, I’ll consider it a win. The elves all seem to be more comfortable with my ladies than me, but that’s okay.

I see a few scandalized looks whenever one of my wives kisses another, but no one says anything. It kind of looks like they might think it’s a cultural taboo. We’ll have to include that in our orientation.

When everyone is done eating, we put the bowls, plates, and utensils into the trash. Leonore organizes a clean-up detail to remove table cloths, break down tables and chairs, and put them all in the barn. A handful of young ladies go to the kitchen to help with cleaning up there. Jack, Darcie, Warren, April, Dan & Maria, Lara, Leonore, Mica, T’os, Chiara, and my ladies all convene with me in the living room.

I sit on the floor in front of Marissa, and Susan sits on my lap. Audrey and Rebecca curl up next to me on the floor. Clarice is cuddled up to Audrey. Lara is nestled under Rebecca’s arm.

I squeeze Susan tightly. “Well folks, we have a lot to discuss. Shall we get started.”

I get a variety of nods from the crowd.


19
News from the front


Ilook at Jack. “Marissa’s parents are read into this world, but I’ve intentionally tried to keep them seperate from it. How much does April know?”

Jack runs his hand through his hair in frustration. “More than I want her to, and still not much. We had arranged for her to join us for the weekend, and in all the adventure I forgot to call her to cancel. We waited to come through the passage long enough to give her heads-up that there were going to be real elves here.”

“Okay, Jack. Do you want her here for this or not?” I ask.

April says, “Master, I’m here already. The cat is out of the bag - elves and succubuses exist. I can’t unknow that.” I’m assuming she’s addressing Jack.

Jack frowns before responding, “Pet, that’s not actually true. I can arrange a mind wipe, but I’m not willing to do that to you. Will and I were talking about this earlier today regarding Dan and Maria. He thinks we need to get the word out as widely as possible.”

I add, “I remember seeing a poster in a German Gasthaus that said, ‘Wissen ist Macht.’ ‘Knowledge is power.’ That rings true in this case.”

Jack chuckles. “Let me guess a little boy lifting the hem of a short red dress. I remember that poster.”

I nod, and we all get a good laugh at the mental picture.

Darcie wraps her arms around April. “Vampires are also real, Pet.” She points at Warren, who raises his hand and waves his fingers. “Vampires are just a race of psychic people, like elves are short people with pointy ears and magic. Forget just about everything you’ve read or seen in movies.”

April looks at Darcie with big eyes. “Yes, Mistress.”

Warren says, “I feed off strong emotions - what I frequently refer to as ‘emotional slop.’ I’m only harmful when I haven’t fed, and that’s only because I’ll try to make you afraid, angry, frustrated, or horny, so I can feed off the remnants.” Then he goes full Bela Lugosi complete with a ‘Transylvanian’ accent. “I don’t want to drink your blood, even though I am the vam-pyre.”

More laughs ensue from the group.

When the laughter slows down. “I’m glad we can all find some cause for laughter today. There hasn’t been much in the last forty-eight hours. Yesterday, our beloved Bernadette was abducted. Those of you that don’t know her, she is a lawyer as well as the owner of a very exclusive private club in Phoenix. She is also Clarice’s stepmother and a succubus that was hosted in a one hundred fifty year old zombie until last night. Carla, Marissa, and Susan joined Jack, Darcie, Lara, Viktorija, Clarice, Luis and me last night to find her. We were successful. She was abducted by Valya Valeran, duchess of the elven House Valeran. Lara, Leonore, Mica, T’os, and Chiara were her subjects. Lara joined us a couple of weeks ago as a result of another incident with Valya. There were over 2,300 elves and twelve humans in the building where they were holding Bernadette. Lara, Leonore, Mica, T’os, Chiara, and the elves outside are all that remain. Valya killed Bernadette’s zombie host and sent her succubus soul back to her home planet - the same one Shryl is from, the planet Ravissement.”

“The French for rapture,” April says. “Specifically, sexual rapture.” She cuddles into Darcie.

Warren says, “You don’t have to get wound up on my account ladies. All the pain and uncertainty outside has me well-fed.”

Aprils looks in Darcie’s eyes with a sultry expression. “I’m not doing it on your account, Warren.”

Darcie kisses her wetly, and we’re all stunned as we watch the two beauties kiss. Darcie tells her, “Now behave, Pet. This is important, and I need to ensure I understand it. Sit upright.”

April sits up and crosses her legs primly. She looks at me and says, “I apologize, Will. I haven’t seen these two in weeks, and I’m finding self-control difficult. Please continue.”

“No problem, April. I have my own bevy of distractions around me,” I tell her. “So. Planet Ravissement. Back to the elves - we have one hundred twenty-two elves here, and we killed the rest. Eleven of the twelve humans are zombies under my control. The remaining one was so damaged in the fight I couldn’t raise him. There were also a bunch of weapons of mass destruction - close enough to neutron bombs to use that term. We sent them back through the elven portal, effectively killing 1.2 billion elves immediately with a final fatality count expected to be nearer 2 billion. I decided to do that because the elves of House Valeran are planning to colonize earth, kill most of humanity, and enslave the rest.”

I kiss Susan’s hair as I gather my thoughts. I continue after a deep sigh. “Most of the elves here with us are former sex slaves for the soldiers. The rest are healers and magicians. Bernadette’s zombie host was dead and damaged to the point I could only resurrect her into a ghoul. She left Clarice in my care, which is why she calls me ‘Daddy’ now.”

Lara calls toward the kitchen in Elvish. I’m about to resume my narrative when Zenia walks in with a glass of water for me. She hands it to me and leaves.

I gratefully take a sip and murmur, “Thanks, Zenia. You too, Lara.” Then I continue, “After we got them all settled early this morning, I went back to Chicago through a passage, so I could try to get some rest and then fly back here. I wanted to ensure the records showed that Josie and I checked out of that hotel half-way across the country this morning and flew back.”

“Why?” Maria asks.

I explain, “Josie and I flew out there for work earlier in the week. Susan came here via passage last night to dine with the family, then the abduction happened. In order to ensure that the records all showed normal and explainable transportation, Susan had to go back by passage. Josie and I had to ‘fly home,’ especially since I probably missed some fingerprints somewhere in that building. Having an alibi that I was in Chicago all week is a good thing.”

Carla says, “Josie slept here and Susan went home, so I followed him to Chicago, became a wife, and took him for a run along the lake shore this morning. We’re both on cameras somewhere along that route.”

Everyone congratulates Carla and I. April looks questioningly at Darcie, who shakes her head in response.

Carla says, “Hopefully my face in Chicago doesn’t create more questions.”

Josie picks up the narrative. “When we arrived in Phoenix, Rosalie and Manuel from Bernadette’s staff met us at the airport. Manuel stayed with the car, and Rosa met us at security. As we walked out into the garage, three men verbally accosted us. They were a hunter team from the Church. I took the sorcerer out and stuffed his soul in a container. Will did the same with the hunter while he fought the necromancer. Rosa and I ran off to find Manuel, who was bleeding from an abdominal knife wound. Will disposed of the bodies, and I healed Manuel. We took a round-about trail back to the salon, only to find a priest interrogating Viktorija. Manuel and Rosa snuck us in the back way, and we came home via passage.”

Carla says, “Then Audrey and I summoned Shryl. The poor girl was starving, so we fed her. Then we got her some food and clothes before we arrived here.”

Josie says, “Chiara, T’os, Mica, and myself worked with Will to create a plan to rescue Bernadette. We’re going to do that tonight - probably in Phoenix?”

I shake my head. “Let’s do it at our house.” I look at Jack. “I don’t know what kind of magical surveillance the Church has. I would rather not risk doing banishments and summonings there unless we absolutely must.”

T’os says, “Do it here, Lord. We can set up the portal here without creating a big fuss.”

Jack asks, “Is there anywhere else we could do it? I’m concerned the Church has surveillance here, too.” He looks around the room. “I got a call from my old control from the Church a few hours ago. That’s why Darcie and I left so quickly. He wanted me to meet him at the Prescott airport. The first thing he asked was, ‘What took you so long? Were you out on the farm?’ Darcie’s quick thinking threw a smokescreen, but I don’t know if he took it or not.”

Warren asks, “What did you say?”

Darcie purses her lips before answering. “I blurted out that we had been to Fifer’s Farm Market for lunch but didn’t find everything at the quality of produce we wanted, so we stopped at Mortimer Farm’s to pick up some produce.”

Warren ponders that as I ask Jack, “What else did he say?”

Jack’s frown sours, “He said that my succubus friend was dead and asked what I knew about the elf massacre in Phoenix. I told him not much. He asked what I was doing last night, and I told him that Darcie and I snuck into a dickhead lawyer’s office to leave a wet mess on his desk, went home to an orgy with the neighbors, and then came back to Prescott this morning and stopped for produce.”

“Will that hold up?” I ask.

He sighs heavily. “Yeah. The order is off, but it will hold. I told Maddy and Felicia to deny having sex with Darcie and me no matter who asks. They said they would, but their tells should indicate they are lying to a seasoned investigator. That will provide confirmation.”

April gasps, “Damn! I knew I should have come home a day earlier.”

Jack genuinely smiles for the first time since we got the elves here. He continues his narrative, “He told me he wants me to work on convincing Viktorija and her staff to go into the local diocese office. I foresee failing at that task, but I’ll need to drive down there over the next couple of days or he’ll start harassing me. He’s stationing another hunter team in Phoenix to continue investigating the elves and the disappearance of Krill’s hunter team - that was the team leader’s name, Mason Krill. I suspect they’ll be watching Bernadette’s, so I need to make appearances there.”

I tell him, “None of them will agree to going to the diocese, and I have no more problem killing a bunch of humans that hurt my people than I do elves.”

Jack’s frown reappears. “Yeah, I know that, but I thought it best not to tell David that he’s on your shit list already for harassing Viktorija and crew.” He sighs and continues. “He also said that the Church has had many sightings reported through local priests of small persons with pointy ears coming in world wide. Hunter teams are running themselves ragged. He threatened reactivating me again, but I reminded him the Bishop said ‘never again.’ The dickhead just smirked and said, ‘The needs of the many outweigh the needs of the one.’ He also said they are having a hard time keeping elves under wraps.”

“Why bother?” Dan asks. “Shouldn’t we know we’re being invaded and colonized by a hostile race?”

Jack growls, “That’s what I told him when I first reported the elves, Dan!” April and Darcie get up and crawl into his lap.

Jack takes a moment to squeeze them both to himself and recenter. Finally he opens his eyes. He says in a calmer voice, “I’m sorry, Dan. None of this is working out how I think it should. After Valya sent soldiers to Bernadette’s, I had to figure out how to get word to the Church without compromising any of our friends. I pulled surveillance on the Esplanade until I caught one of the little fuckers running around on his own.”

I make calming motions to my elven associates. Jack raises his hand in apology to them as he continues. “I put three rounds in his head and cut it off. I sent that and a collar to the Bishop with a report saying I heard from them at the salon that they were on Camelback, so I pulled surveillance, caught one running around, and tortured him for info, and then packaged him for my report. I told him there were over two thousand in there, and told him we needed to alert the authorities to get some serious firepower involved. David said ‘they’d take it under advisement.’ He also said they were developing a virus to attack the elves.”

“Biological warfare?” I gasp in horror. “That never goes well!”

Jack nods, “This one is nasty. It’s a rare variant of the SARS virus they found in bats and something called a pangolin. Apparently those are the source of the original SARS virus, too.”

Mica raises his hand and asks, “What is SARS?”

Marissa explains, “It’s a viral disease. SARS stands for Severe Acute Respiratory Syndrome. I was still in school when the first SARS epidemic appeared in China.”

Jack grimaces, “Yeah. Well the good Monsignor was chortling about how they found this new variant, and they are playing with it in a lab in Wuhan, China. They released it Monday into the general populations. Humans are expected to get mildly ill, and elves are expected to die of it within forty-eight hours of contracting it. Unfortunately, the humans are showing up more ill than expected. He didn’t have any data on elves, yet. They are trying to capture some more to conduct tests. The subjects they had all died from respiratory failure. I don’t suppose we could get any volunteers from our group.”

“No!” I bark. “Not fucking funny, Jack.” He has the grace to look ashamed. I reach for Lara’s hand as Leonore, Chiara, Mica, and T’os sit there gobsmacked with horror.

Jack says, “Sorry. Bad soldier’s humor.”

“We need to get protective equipment for our people,” I say as I look at Marissa. She nods immediately, and Susan makes a note. “Rebecca, please work with Leonore for a tonic that will strengthen both our humans and our elves.” Susan makes another note.

“It may require two different tonics, William. Maybe different ones for Warren and our succubaen ladies, too. We also need to get some to Chrysilla. Regardless, it will be done,” she says firmly. She asks Jack, “Who do I need to kill to stop this?” Mama bear’s claws are out.

Jack shrugs, “The head of the Church’s Department of Spiritual Security, Archbishop MacDougall. Maybe the pope. Definitely Monsignor David Lewis. He has dual doctorates in biochemistry and virology. I wouldn’t be surprised if this viral attack is his brainchild. He gets off on killing demons and hunter teams. The fucker is just evil.”

I look at T’os, “Chrysilla said that Mal’szak, the new Duke Valeran, is spending most of his time in east Asia. Was Wuhan one of those cities?”

T’os reminds me, “She said the ten most populated cities in China with some others around Asia. I don’t know what those are.”

Carla pulls her phone out of her pocket and says, “T’os, my friend, let me introduce you to the joys of Google.” She types in her phone and looks up at me. “Wuhan is number ten.”

I shake my head, “I suppose it’s too much to hope that the virus gets him.”

Leonore says, “It wouldn’t be fair for those ladies to be killed after the life they’ve had, especially now that they are starting to have some hope.”

“I agree.” I nod to reinforce the statement. “However, we need to tell them. Hiding the danger doesn’t allow them to defend themselves against it. We need to tell the folks at the salon, too. Who else?”

Rebecca taps her lips for a moment. The movement catches my attention, and I turn my head to see what she’s about to say. Finally, she says, “I’ll open a ‘natural remedies’ business. I’ll sell the human tonic locally, and maybe eventually mail-order. Generating enough energy to power huge doses will be a challenge, but I’ll have to see what I come up with first. I may need to recruit more witches.” She looks at me, “We need to get some to Roger and Allie, too.”

“Shit,” I respond. “Yeah, we need to tell them about this, too.”

Jack says, “I need to get some of those passages you guys are using.” He looks at Josie. “I’ll pay you fifty thousand each for two sets.”

Carla interrupts before Josie even opens her mouth. “Jack, these are one-of-a-kind magical constructs that you can’t get anywhere else. The next best thing would be to recruit an elven magician to make you one of theirs, but I suspect the price will be exponentially higher.”

Josie says, “But they don’t cost that much to make.”

I intercede, “That’s not the point, Josie. There are potential dangers, and you are the only person on this planet that can make them. They need to be expensive enough to dissuade people from being frivolous about them. Also, we need to lay out the security considerations.”

Jack says flatly, “Two hundred fifty thousand a set.”

Josie about passes out at the amount. I smile as she gets up and worms between Rebecca and me to cuddle. I look at her and make a proposal. “What do you think about ten thousand for the eight-by-ten frames of any material, one hundred for the canvas crawl-through or walk-through ones, and two hundred fifty for the ones like you built for the salon.”

Josie says, “The cloth ones that are big enough to pass through should have a small frame included.”

I shrug. “If that’s what you think is best.”

Jack says, “I like the crawl through variety. That leaves someone pretty vulnerable when they come through. It’s almost a feature for security against possible breaches. What are you putting into the salon?”

Josie answers, “Walk-through wooden frames with metal security doors on them. They lock with deadbolts and each half has a security door.”

Jack nods, “When can you have them?”

Josie says, “Next week if I can get the doors. It took three weeks from the time I ordered these until the time they arrived.”

Warren asks, “How much do they charge for the doors?”

Josie says, “Custom ones are about two thousand five hundred. I can get standard ones from Lowes and Home Depot for $130 to $250, but they’re not to the standard I want. Ideally, I want a solid metal door on the far side, sheet metal welded to the metal frame all the way around the circumference, with a rubber gasket to seal the metal frame against the wooden frame. That keeps it vapor safe as well as intruder safe. I paid twenty-five hundred for those doors. The steel cage variety is okay for our side so long as they are welded all the way around - no spot welds. That should be fine on our side unless we think there is a big threat, then we want the same thing there. With the circumference welded as I want, they still charged me a thousand each for the cage type.”

Warren says, “I’ll get the materials and have them for you four days after you give me the measurements. $500 for each, plus I’ll teach you how to make them.”

Josie looks excited. “Sure!”

She looks at me, and I nod my agreement. I add, “Warren, maybe we teach some of the elves the welding bit, too. It would be one more skill they could use to support themselves.”

He shrugs, “I can’t give them a full trade school course, but I can teach them the basics with an arc welder.”

I nod. “I’ll pay you for your time.”

Warren nods solemnly. “Also, with the Church threat, I think I want to increase the number of folks to keep here. I was thinking ten originally, but now I’m thinking twenty-five or thirty.” He looks at Jack. “We need to teach them patrolling, scouting, and squad tactics in addition to the farm work.”

Jack nods, “Maybe we can enlist Will to help with that. Or Monty?”

I nod, “I’ll talk to him.” I look around to catch Susan’s eye. “We need to put Monty on the briefing list, too.” Susan makes some more notes. I grin at her, “You also need to turn over your scribing duties to Mica. As my squire, he will publicly appear as my Personal Assistant.”

Darcie looks at the young elf. “I do that for Jack. When we go into the business world, I’m his PA.”

I say, “Okay, rescuing Bernadette.” I stick to her alias here to keep things from getting confused. “Are we ready?”


20
Bringing Bernadette home


Jack says, “I don’t like setting up the elven portal here.”

I look at T’os. “The basement of my house only has ten-foot ceilings - essentially three meters. Will that work?”

“No,” he says. “We’d need about another meter.”

I frown, “Jack, we need to get her now. I don’t know what Gabrielle will do to her.”

Shryl chips in, “She’s had her beaten since our mistress is too good of a fighter for Gabrielle to do it herself. Plus that shocking device has been used on her repeatedly. Sooner is better than later.”

“Fine,” Jack snarls. “But after that, it gets packed up and taken off the property.”

Josie says, “We need a cavern. Hidden. Rock would absorb or reflect any energy leaks.”

I ask, “Mine shafts wouldn’t be big enough, would they?”

Josie says, “No. They’re generally just big enough to get equipment in and out. I suppose that’s bigger now than when I grew up in the mines, but still. Maybe we can purchase some property backed up onto a mountain. I could excavate a cavern.”

“Okay, Josie. We can look into that this next week. Mica, put that on the list.” The young elf gets the pad and paper from Susan and sits at my feet. He slowly makes the note. I tell him, “Also put English reading and writing classes for everyone.”

“Erica, would you be willing to rent a ten-by-twenty storage unit?” I ask. “I’ll give you the money, but you’re the one least obviously tied to me.”

“Okay, Will,” she agrees readily with a big smile. I cock my head, and she adds, “I’ve been wondering what I can do to help. You found something for me. It’s nice.”

“My pleasure, sweetie,” I tell her. “Warren, I think I‘ll leave you a full crate of these rifles we took from the elves. We need to test fire them to see what they do.”

Warren answers, “We can do that while you’re off rescuing Bernadette.”

Marissa says, “Susan and I can take Erica to get the storage unit right now. We can’t help much with the summoning. We’ll take your car since it’s already at the house.” Susan and I both nod at the same time.

Susan says, “I’m in. I need to get to know my new hometown.” She grins at me and stands.

Audrey says, “We can do the banishment and summoning from the house. Carla and I can proof the circle and be ready to go in twenty minutes.” She grabs my face and kisses me passionately. She stands, and I follow her example.

I help Rebeca up. I ask T’os as Rebecca wraps me in a hug. “How long to get the portal ready?”

He looks at Chiara and Mica as he says, “Thirty minutes, maybe as much as forty-five. I will train some folks on how to help, so it will take a little longer.”

I look at Warren. He says, “I’ll help them get it out and set it up in the machinery shed. It’s metal, so that should provide some shielding and keep it out of sight.”

“Anything else we need to discuss?” I ask. Everyone shakes their heads. “Alright, let’s get to it.”
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I kissed Rebecca goodbye before following the rest of the group to the portal. Darcie, April, and Jack stayed. Maria came along to take the passage home, but Dan stayed to help set up the portal and test fire the weapons. Once he heard we were talking about elven weapons, he was very interested.

Warren asked me to wait a minute. He ran into the depths of the house and returned in about three minutes with a gladius in a leather sheath. He said, “This isn’t my original, but it’s probably better quality. Use it with pride. It’s a gladius hispaniensis - used around the time the Romans conquered Hispania.”

I cocked an eye at him. He clarified, “My feeding restores my body and my soul. If you ever want to hear Latin spoken by someone that spoke it fluently on a daily basis, let me know.” He winked at me and left the house.

That blew my mind.

I walked through the portal with Mica at my heels. I looked down at the elven youth. “Welcome to my home, Mica.”

He responded with a genuine smile. “Thank you, Lord.”

“Mica, how old are you?” I asked.

He frowned. “I’m twenty-four years old, Lord. I have a little over five years before I’m an adult.”

I smiled at him benignly. “When I was young, I couldn’t wait to be older. Then when I became older, I longed for some of that freedom from my youth. Five years will pass in a flash. Also, keep in mind that in the local culture, at twenty-four, you’re an adult already. We’ll have to figure out how that works with the elven population.”

He frowned again, “Theoretically, in elven society it meant that I couldn’t have sex, open a business, or participate in a government job until I was thirty. In practice, my parents sold me to the court magician to be his personal sex toy. I don’t like getting buggered.”

“I’m glad we let the imps eat him,” I growled.

Mica grinned, “Me, too.”

Clarice said, “Mica, we minors need to stick together.”

I kissed Marissa, Erica, and Susan when I arrived, and they left immediately in my CR-V to get the rental space arranged. Once they were out the door, I gave Clarice, Lara, and Mica the two-dollar tour of the house. I think the playroom is the coolest part of the house, but all three of them were more impressed with the music corner in the great room. I excused myself and left them to fend for themselves while I took a leak and cleaned my pistol and silencer. I grabbed a hip holster made specifically to hold my pistol with a silencer, and stuffed three spare magazines in the slots on the belt. Then I strapped the gladius on my left hip and took some practice draws of the blade. I worked some skills in the air and quickly decided that I liked it better than a wakizashi.

I removed both weapons belts and reordered them, sword first, then gun over the top. I stuck a Taser X2 in the gun belt in an appendix carry. I stuffed the Taser flashlight in my jacket pocket. My clip knife is in my right pocket, so I put a telescoping baton in my back right pocket and the second baton in my left back pocket.

Josie gave me a rolled up portal. I was surprised to find it has a 8” round opening. Josie showed me that it has red paint on the back side, and it’s black on the front. She reminded me not to stick my fingers through from the red side and also demonstrated how to manipulate the stiff fabric properly to use it as a cutting tool.

I practiced while Josie coached me, “Although you don’t want your fingers to go through the red side, that would be the side you would put toward the locks. I tested it, and even metal readily cuts when you put it in backwards. I’ve got the mate right there on the wall, and I have a crawl-through portal ready. You probably won’t need it, but I feel better having a backup plan.”

I hugged her voluptuous body to me and kissed her, squeezing her full, round ass. I told her, “I’ll be back before you know it.”

I patted Mica on the shoulder before Carla, Audrey, Laura, and Clarice all collected kisses.

Clarice handed my jo staff to me, and Shryl clasped my hand. She said, “Kiss for luck” before she kissed me to the succubus standard of chaste.

Audrey said, “Shryl, wrap your arms and legs around him like he’s fucking you.”

Shryl looked confused, so I backed her up against the wall and started kissing her again. She raised a leg, which I hooked around my waist. I leaned the staff on the wall next to her and hooked her other leg as I pressed my crotch into hers. Suddenly, she had arms and legs tightly wrapped around me while devouring my mouth and dry humping me. I held her up with my left hand under her ass as I reached for my staff. Someone placed my staff in my hand.

I stopped the kiss and looked into Shryl’s eye’s. “Now,” I commanded.

Audrey called out a short phrase that sounded kinda like French, and the world spun out of control around us.
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The world is coming into focus rapidly. My equilibrium struggles, and I drop Shryl. She lands lightly on her feet. We’re in a stone cell with metal bars on the front of the cell. Unfortunately, we’re not alone.

A beaten and broken incubus is scrambling slowly to his feet. I shoot him with the Taser, and he jerks in the air before dropping to the ground. I stumble over to step on his tail and use entropy to remove the barb off the end.

Shryl moans, “Nooooo.” I look out the front of the cell to the door of our neighboring cell. The door of that cell is open, and there is a 6’ tall greater imp leaning over a beaten and broken succubus with black wings. The vile fuck is licking the succubus’ face and chortling. It looks at us in the cell and laughs before returning to his task. I hand the staff to Shryl.

I consider shooting the greater imp for an instant since it’s obviously here in the flesh. Then again, I remember how Xranalazny hated soul energy.

I wrap the beast’s ankles with a loop of pure energy and cinch it tight. That pulls the beast off its feet. It howls as I tie up that wicked looking barbed tail next before I lift him off the ground and spin the beast like a bobbin as I wrap it in energy until it’s hanging in the air like a cocoon from the rope of energy running out from my hand. Then I repeated the compacting tactic I used to burn the hunter team. The cocoon gets smaller and tighter as I work my will on the energy. The beast howls, moans, and screams as I push heat into the construct and continue squishing it. I drag it out into the corridor as it approaches the mass of a softball. Then it flashes with a blast of heat, and the cocoon and the greater imp are both gone.

The incubus in the corner starts to stir. I pull my pistol and shoot it in the knee with a quiet little ‘pew’ sound. It screams piteously as I holster my weapon and pull out the circular passage. I open it and bend it to start pulling chunks out of the locking mechanism until the door swings open.

I roll it up quickly as I step into the corridor, but am not careful enough. The index finger of my left hand passes in the red zone, and a wave of pain engulfs my hand. I’ve got a bleeding stump where my finger used to be.

I choke down the groan and push growth energy into my finger. Shryl picks up the passage and carefully rolls it up as my finger regrows.

‘Freaky!’ I think to myself.

The broken form on the floor moans, “William, Darling. You shouldn’t be here.”

I let Shryl hold onto the portal as I kneel next to the beautiful creature on the floor. Shryl cuts the lock of the shocking cuff and removes it as I survey Alöise in her natural form.

Bernadette, or Babette, was a beautiful woman. Her succubus alter ego has similar facial features, yet somehow she is still beautiful despite her russet red skin, dark wings, and wavy black hair - or maybe because of it.

I kneel beside her, “Hello, Love. Have you had enough adventure?”

Alöise laughs weakly. “Definitely, beloved.” I help her sit before I lift her to her feet.

“You look like someone beat the shit out of you, Your Grace.” I try to arrange her broken wings. She locks her lips and screams out her nose. She sighs when I’m done.

“You should see the other guy,” she quips in between moans.

I nod to Shryl. “Tell them we’re ready.”

Shryl sticks her fingers through the correct side and wiggles them. I hold Alöise tightly and wait for the summons.

And I wait.

And I wait.

Slowly the incubus in the other cells starts laughing quietly.

‘Oh, shit! A trap,’ I curse to myself.

I maneuver Bernadette around to hold her with my other arm and pull my pistol. I tell the Incubus, “Let us pass.”

He laughs, “It won’t matter. There are six of us. All of our lives are forfeit if Duchess Alöise escapes.”

I keep my weapon on him. “Shryl, tell them we need the passage.”

Shryl screams into the small passage, “We need the passage.”

Apparently they heard me say it because the larger rolled passage bumps Shryl in the face.

“Lay it on the floor,” I direct as I hear a door clang open at the far end of the corridor.

Shryl grasps the roll and throws it open like a carpet on the dirty straw of the cell. I pick up Alöise and stick her feet into the passage. “Keep your wings close to your body, my Love. I’m going to drop you through.” She kisses me quickly and nods. I drop her and she disappears through the floor. I can see the ladies carrying her off on the other side, but the perspective is a little off.

I take the small passage from Shryl. “Go, sweetie.”

Shryl takes a little hop and gravity carries her through and I hear a delicate “Oomph” as she drops a couple of inches to the floor. I roll up the small passage and tuck it into my coat as I see a royal incubus and two succubae a couple of cells down. I jump into the hole to land on the floor of the playroom.

Josie hands me a string with two hooks. I look through the passage and see three faces looking down at me. I shoot hot darts of magic at them, and they back off. I reach into the passage and hook each of the two ‘walls’ from my perspective.

Something scratches my hand as I withdraw it. That doesn’t prevent me from reeling in the string to pull the passage on the other side. The cloth frame on Ravissement starts to pass through the one on the near side, and then the hole in the wall goes dark and shows only the wall of the sub-basement behind it.

I scramble over to Alöise and start pumping growth energy into her body. Her beautiful wings slowly right themselves with a couple of gentle pops and a crackle. Alöise sighs and moves her wings gracefully to shake them out. Clarice kneels next to her and sobs, “Mummy.” Alöis wraps her into a hug.

I sit back on my ass with a thud as I notice my hand tingling. I look down at the scratch as warmth spreads rapidly up my arm from the scratch. Alöise grabs my hand and licks the wound. Her face falls.

“Clarice, go hide,” she says sternly.

Clarice says, “Why, Mummy? What’s wrong with Daddy?”

Alöise says, “One of the succubae scratched him with its tail spike. Your Daddy is about to go insane with lust! If he survives, he will NEVER forgive himself for raping you! GO!”

Clarice’s eyes bug as my whole left arm turns into an erogenous zone. She runs off to her room.

I gasp out, “Shryl to Alafair. Carla. Take her. To the farm. Take Mica, too. Please.” I’m slowly losing my grasp on what’s going on as the tingling spreads across my chest.

“Not yet,” Alöise countermands my direction. “Ladies, help me strip him and get him up to the bedroom. Shryl and I will start him off. We’re built for this. Humans aren’t. Audrey, you’re next after that. You’re used to being brutalized by him.”

Josie says, “Marissa likes to have him pound her for hours. She can probably handle him in a frenzy. I’m pretty sure I can handle anything he deals out. I’ll call Marissa and meet you there.”

Alöise says, “I don’t think he got a full dose, so I’m hopeful his passions will drop down into the normal range after three of us are worn out.”


21
Insane with lust


I’m having a hard time focusing as I feel hands remove weapons, boots, and clothes. Shryl and Alöise, my two succubus lovers...wait...two?

Bernadette and Shryl?

Alöise and Shryl?

It doesn’t matter, I want to fuck them both.

Their hands on my arms feel divine - similar to the sensations when they stroke my cock. Wait...Shryl doesn’t...Shryl is MINE! I will FUCK her. NOW.

Alöise kisses me, and it feels like heaven! My feet feel as sensitive as my cock on the bedroom rug.

‘Wait? How did I get here?’ I wonder.

Alöise murmurs in my ear, “I love you William James. Give me your passion. Then give it to Shryl, your devoted concubine. Then give it to all your loving wives.”

One sane thought bubbles to the surface of my mind. “Alöise! Marry me!”

“Yes, my Darling Lord. Yes! Yes! A thousand times, yes!” she murmurs as she lowers herself onto my painfully hard cock. “Make me yours, William!”

I’m on my bed as my beautiful red-skinned lover rides me. ‘How’d I get here?’
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Things devolved quickly. William quickly became incoherent as he kissed Alöise and thrust up into her willing body. After a short minute, Alöise started to moan as her body clenched.

Will sat up on the bed and picked her up. He slammed her into a wall before he pummeled her with his hips as hard as his muscled body could manage.

Alöise moans, “Oh my goodness, yes!” In the one hundred eighty-five years since she became sexually active, she’s never had a man use her like this. Then again, she’s never used her venom. Alöise’s clawed fingers dig into her lover’s muscled back as Shryl rubs up against him from the rear. Tails and wings join hands, legs, and mouths on their lord’s flesh trying to bring him up to orgasm.

Given how sensitive Will’s flesh is, it doesn’t take the two demons long to induce their lover’s first orgasm. Alöise goes with him. Both demons feed off the emotions emanating not only from him but from each other. William stumbles back to the bed and falls back, holding Alöise to him as he mutters incoherently.

Shryl moans, “I can feel his love for you! I thought the venom only resulted in lust!”

Alöise shakes her head. “This was all theoretical until he got stung. I guess it depends on whether the love exists or not.”

William rolls her over and starts thrusting brutally into her again.

Alöise moans, “Oh, jeez!” Despite the mindless brutality of it, Alöise can’t help but thrust back in time with her lover’s thrusts. She locks her ankles around his waist and slides the clawed spur from her heel into his ass, goading him to fuck her harder, deeper, faster.

Shryl looks at the man fucking her duchess, “He’s not stopping. I thought he came.”

Alöise grunts in time with William and his thrusts. “He. Did. Nec-ro-manc-er. No re-cov-er-y need-ed!” She pulls Williams' head down to her breast. “Suck. Will.”

William obediently suckles and nips Alöises turgid nipples until she starts to moan again, “Nnnn-nnn-nnn-AAAAAAAA!” Her screams can probably be heard by the neighbors.

Alöise visibly shakes as her orgasm takes her again. Each of William’s thrusts produces a squelching sound as the viscous fluid in Alöise’s grasping pussy is displaced by his thrusting cock. William cums in her again.

Alöise uses her hands and legs to push William off her and quickly rolls over before he can mount her again. William grabs her hips and pulls them up as he crawls behind her. Immediately after he gets into position, he pulls Alöise’s hips back as he thrusts his raging cock into her.

Alöise moans as he resumes maniacally driving his cock into her brutally. She starts spasming immediately as his long, full stroke hits every spot she has from the U-spot just inside her entrance, over her G-spot until the head slides past her cervix to stroke the elusive A-spot.

Alöise moans, “Yes! Give-it-to-me husband. Break me! Use me!” Will unloads into Alöise again and collapses onto her back.

Alöise gasps, “Shryl! Beside me! Take him!”

Shryl kneels next to her mistress. “Will he be okay with this?” she asks as she gleefully sticks her ass in the air and lays her head on the mattress.

Alöise snickers as she tries to catch her breath. “He-he won’t know the difference. I think you become his concubine as a result. Call him.”

Shryl moans at the thought before she calls out, “Lord Wiliam! Please use me!”

William moans as he levers himself off Alöise’s back and groans. He pulls out of Alöise and shuffles behind Shryl.
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Audrey runs into the master bedroom to find William pulling out of Alöise. The royal succubus moans, “Audrey! Hurry! We need a break! “

Audrey gasps, “Damn! How many orgasms does it take to wear out a succubus?”

She unlaces her boots as William looks at her. Shryl moans, “Twelve,” as Alöise groans, “Eighteen.”

Audrey murmurs, “Damn! You haven’t been here that long!” She whips her sweatshirt off to see William reaching for her. “I’m coming, Master.” She unbuckles her belt and pushes her jeans to the floor as William steps off the bed.

William picks Audrey up by the waist, and she kicks her jeans to the ground. He spins her as he lays her down. Once Audrey is prone on the bed, the insane man grabs her panty and rips it from her body.

Audrey moans, “Yes, Master. Please, fill my empty pu-uhs.” Her voice modulates down two octaves as Will pushes into her barely moist channel. Audrey loves it, screaming out in combined pain and ecstasy. She has a mild orgasm as he shoves his painfully rigid cock into her unready channel. The additional fluid from her first orgasm makes the subsequent thrusts from her husband tolerable, and then mind-blowingly pleasurable.

“Oh God, yes!” she exclaims. “Break me! Destroy me! Fuck your slutty Kitten, Master!”

Josie looks in with a phone to her ear. “Yes! He’s already broken Bernadette and Shryl. Audrey just started.”

Carla calls, “Shryl, come on! We can handle this, but you have to go see Alafair. Come on!”

Shryl stumbles off the bed toward Carla, and the tall slender blond escorts her down the stairs.
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Marissa runs into the bedroom naked with a bowl.

Audrey gasps, “What’s that?”

Marissa says, “As soon as he finishes in Josie, rub this into his cock. It’s coconut oil. He’s going to be raw, but this should help. I’m gonna enema real quick, so I have more to offer. Keep him busy.”

Audrey moans, “My pussy is already sore!”

Alöise purrs, “I’m ready. I can take a couple more.”

“Good,” Marissa calls as Lara walks into the bedroom without a stitch on.

The chestnut-haired elven beauty says, “I’m ready, Mistress.”

Alöise smiles fondly at the little elven zombie. Alöise says, “Welcome to the rotation, darling.”

Lara smiles, “Welcome home, Mistress!”

Alöise hugs the tiny woman. She says, “He’s big for a human, Lara. Be careful, dear. He’ll hurt you.”

Lara chuckles, “I’m an elf. We are very elastic.”

“You want to go next?” Alöise asks.

“I would be honored to become my Lord’s concubine,” Lara says with a shy smile as Josie screams her fourth orgasm and William grunts as he unloads into her.

The svelte elven beauty crawls onto the bed and pulls her lord’s mouth to her own. When he breaks away and looks at her with crazed eyes, Lara says, “Take me, my Lord. I belong to you. Use me as you need.”

William slowly pulls out of Josie and looks at the diminutive beauty. He spits in his hand, drops it between Lara’s legs, and rubs up her bare pussy. The elven woman moans and grabs his wrist to hold it in place. He lifts her up and holds her up with a hand under her ass while she reaches down to grab his shaft and guide him into her.

Audrey curses, “Shit! I didn’t get him lubed up.”
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Marissa is taking over from Carla for her second turn. William kisses Carla, and slowly stands up to his knees. He says, “Damn, my cock is sore!”
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I become aware and notice I’m laying on top of Carla, who is collapsed face down underneath me with her face turned to the right. I lean down and kiss her before slowly pushing to my hands and knees. My cock pops out of Carla, and I stand up on my knees moaning, “Damn, my cock is sore!”

Marissa calls out, “Erica! Gimme that coconut oil!”

Erica groans, “Okay! Damn, my pussy aches. I’ve stuffed some big dildos in there. I never expected to get brutalized by the real thing.” She grabs the bowl of semi-solid oil. “I’ve got him,” she says as she waves Marissa off.

I look at Erica. “Did we?” I ask.

Erica walks up and grabs a glob of coconut oil. “Yes, Master,” she replies with a grin. “You’re the only man I’ve been with. I’m still firmly on the other team, but you might talk me into it again if you can get Audrey to play with us.” She smears the coconut oil on my mostly hard member.

Marissa says, “I’m surprised it’s not raw. Little Lara seized up hard on you, but you kept on pounding into her. Me, too - both my pussy and my ass.”

Carla and Audrey just barely raise their hands. Audrey moans, “Me, too. I swear, I don’t think I’ll be able to walk to volleyball practice, and that’s two days away.”

Josie says from the doorway. “Oh good! You’re coherent now, husband?”

I look at her standing naked in the doorway to see Rebecca, Darcie, Jack, and April all looking around Josie’s shoulders. “I can at least kinda order my thoughts, but the pressure in my balls and cock are building. Hopefully, I don’t lose my mind again.” The member in question is pointing straight up

Rebecca says, “Good. I’m willing to take turns, but I don’t want you to brutalize me like you did the rest of these girls. I’ve gotta watch my baby bump.”

“Of course,” I respond as my eyes lock with April’s when she looks up from my cock.

Jack murmurs, “April, it’s your choice, but you’ll never be with Darcie and myself again if you do.”

April looks down ashamed. “Sorry, Master.”

I say, “Jack, please get them out of here. I don’t want to cause any trouble, but if I lose it again I won’t know what I’m doing until you all tell me about it later.”

Darcie says, “My clutch is on the bureau, Marissa. Would you bring it out?” Marissa nods as Darcie addresses April, “Come along, Pet.” Jack waves, and they all leave.

I crook a finger at Rebecca and beckon her into the bedroom. She’s still in her jeans and sweater, but she strips off quickly with a gorgeous smile.

I see Alöise leaning on the headboard holding a sleeping Lara. Alöise says, “If you have the situation under control, my sisters, I’ll go check on my daughter.”

Erica says, “I’ll show you the way.” She looks at me and asks, “Shall I send Susan up?”

I nod but say, “It’s her choice. It won’t be very romantic.”

Rebecca is still undressing, but Marissa is standing right there. I push my warrior babe wife against the wall and start kissing her as my hands roam her firm body. Snagging her right leg in my hand as we share a heated kiss, I line myself up and push into her welcoming body. Marissa hooks her leg around my hip as I fondle her breasts roughly. I lose myself in the tight embrace of both her arms and her spasming cunt as I brutally thrust into her.
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Rebecca is lying on my supine body. Carla is cuddled up to my left arm, and Susan is tucked under my right with a warm, glowing smile.

Susan asks, “Do I need to take another turn, Rebecca?” She bites her lip and looks into my eyes. “I’m ready if needed.”

I kiss her warmly, but I don’t feel the explosive rigidity returning to my cock despite feeling warm all over by being surrounded by my loving wives.

Rebecca rubs her face against my left shoulder as Carla caresses her. Rebecca releases a “hmm-mmm.” She kisses my cheek, so she doesn’t have to raise her head. “No,” she finally responds. “It seems like the big boy is finally taking a rest.”

“Thank God,” I murmur.

Carla says, “five hours straight, nearly six. Can you imagine if you had received a full dose?”

Lara smirks as she replies from the chair in the corner where she is sitting in Erica’s lap. “We would have had to bring Zenia over.”

Susan says, “There are what - fifty-seven elves that want to be his concubine or wife? I think a full dose would have required all of them. Bernadette said twenty-four to forty-eight hours.”

I murmur, “No wonder surviving the experience is a rarity.”

Josie says from behind Susan, “Darcie’s little plaything wanted our husband’s cock. Did you see her salivating.”

Rebecca murmurs, “Darcie and I talked about her while Jack took her off for a fuck. She doesn’t want to fully surrender to Jack like Darcie did. Apparently too many people tried to take her money when she was young. She readily admits to having trust issues.”

“I don’t blame her,” I comment.

“Me either,” Marissa says from behind Carla.

Rebecca adds, “Darcie said Jack hasn’t asked April again since she said no. I told Darcie about our marriage contract, but she didn’t think Jack would go for marriage after how his divorce wounded him. Their neighbors in Phoenix and a young lady with a chauffeur business in Phoenix are all in the same situation as April, but Candice is planning to join them when she finishes her obligations to Bernadette.”

We’re all quiet for a while.

Eventually Susan asks, “Did Bernadette beat me to the punch with her super-succubus pussy?” She has a wicked smile on her face, so I’m pretty certain she’s mostly joking.

Josie answers from behind Susan. “Yeah. You’re number seven, lover.”

Rebecca pouts. “Don’t be upset, Susan. At least Josie is willing to eat your pussy. She will barely deign to share her talented tongue on the rest of us, and those rare occasions she agrees require prolific begging.”

Josie says, “You’re just jealous because Susan is my pet.”

Susan smiles with a “hmmmm” and squirms between Josie and I.

I ask, “Where’s Audrey?”

Erica says, “Alöise … er … Bernadette came to get her.”

“Hm. Okay,” I sigh and squirm as the soaked fabric under my back sticks to my skin. “I hate to say it, but I am damned hungry and thirsty.”

“I’ll bet,” Josie says. All the ladies laugh in response.

Carla sits up and says, “Let me clean you up, Rebecca.”

Rebecca levers herself up off my chest and squats over me. My flaccid penis flops out of her tight warm channel followed by glops of our combined juices. Susan sits up and scoops the mess into her mouth before I slide off the end of the bed.

I go to the kitchen to down a glass of water and half another.

“Sandwiches?” I call out. I hear voices as the ladies discuss it.

Rebecca’s feet patter into the kitchen. I look at her. “Carla finish already?”

Rebecca shrugs. “I think she’s kinda full after all the semen she’s eaten tonight. She could probably use some real food. Susan gave me a quick cleanup instead. They’re stripping the bed right now, and then they’re going to shower. Let’s lay sandwich stuff out on the table. I’ve got stuff for a salad, so I’ll chop that up quickly.”

I roll a slice of ham around a slice of havarti and pop it into my mouth as I grab serving platters from the cabinets. Rebecca lays sandwich fixings on the counter, and I start plating it all. I lay it all out on the table - sliced ham, sliced turkey, left-over roast beef sliced thin, three cheeses, bread, onion, tomato, pickles, lettuce. Butter, mayo, and a couple types of mustard. Rebecca passes me with a large bowl of chopped salad as I go grab plates and utensils.

I’m about to call the ladies to come eat when I hear, “William! I need you!”
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Saving succubae


Igrab a slice of roast beef and head downstairs. I call out, “Where are you?” before stuffing the meat in my mouth.

Audrey shouts, “Playroom! Hurry!”

I run down to the sub-basement to find Audrey choking out Alöise as the royal succubus reaches for the broken form in the center of the circle.

She begs, “Alöise! Stop! Please! Let us help. Stay outside the circle. Just wait for Will.”

I ask, “Audrey, is the circle down?”

She gasps, “Yes! Hurry! She’s strong, and she’s not gonna stop until Shryl is better.”

Shryl’s broken body is lying in the middle of the circle. There’s no way for me to jump into the center of the circle. Audrey points to a spot on the circle. “Step there. That part is easy to repair.”

I step where Audrey indicated. Shryl’s tail whips at me, but I manage to catch it below the spike and hold it. I push growth energy into it. I squat next to Shryl and place my other hand on her head - pushing growth into her that direction, too. Using my hands as conduits frees me to draw the entropy from her injuries out of her straight into the well in my abdomen. It almost feels like the energy flowing out of me is drawn to fill the void of the energy I’m drawing into myself, creating a current.

The cuts and tears in her flesh slowly close. The dislocated joints in her arms and hands pop back into place. Her shattered leg shifts, lengthens, and heals. The missing half of her left foot grows back. Her wings straighten and pop as the bones and cartilage realign and heal. After a gasp, Shryl’s breathing becomes easier.

She gasps, “Thank you, my Lord.”

“Always, Shryl. You are my family, dear. Your heart is true, and I will always take care of you,” I tell her as I caress her hair. “I’m going to pick you up and carry you out of the circle, so Alöise can tell you how much she cares for you.”

I pick Shryl up by the waist and lay her across my shoulder. I hold her in place with an arm around her waist and the other cupping her lovely round tushy as I stand. She giggles as I carefully step out of the circle.

Audrey hugs Alöise while they wait for me to set Shryl down. At that point, both of my wives wrap us into their hug.

“What happened?” Alöise asks.

Shryl explains, “I arrived in the throne room as planned, but the Queen was not on her throne. The Chamberlain set a chair for me to wait before going to get her. Queen Alafair arrived in the room about thirty minutes later with eight guards. I rose from my curtsy and told her the Arch-Duchess had captured Duchess Alöise and had been holding her in the dungeon of the Citadel.”

She sighs, “Before the Queen could question me, the Arch-Duchess appeared in the audience chamber and attacked me as I delivered my message. A bunch of her loyal troops attacked the Queen’s Guard as they hurried her out to her private chambers and held the corridor against them. I felt your summons three times, but I couldn’t focus enough to answer until the fourth.”

I look around, but my clothes aren’t laying around where I last remember having them. I look at Alöise. “Let me get dressed and armed. We’ll go save the queen.”

Alöise cups my face and kisses me quickly. “Hurry husband. We may be too late already.”

I start running for the stairs. Audrey calls, “I’ll have the circle repaired in five minutes, but I can banish you all together without it.”

I call up the stairs, “I need my weapons!” I run up the stairs and pull on the first things I can find - jeans and t-shirt.

Carla runs up with the sword and pistol belts, and I strap them on. Marissa runs up and says, “I reloaded your magazine.”

I clear my pistol, seat the magazine, and release the slide. The pistol goes into the holster. Lara hands me the jean jacket. I grab the Taser flashlight and put it into the jacket pocket. The clip knife goes into its jeans pocket. I pull on boots and then head back downstairs.

Rebecca meets me at the top of the stairs. “T’os, Mica, and Chiara are coming in through the passage.

As I return to the sub-basement, Clarice is hugging Alöise as tears run down her face. She hugs me too and grabs a hand from each of us. “Mummy. Daddy. Be careful. I need you.”

I kiss her temple. “We’re going to save your mother, then we’re coming home to raise you, sweetheart. Keep the faith.”

Alöise kisses her. “I love you, my darling. Be a good girl. I’ll be home soon.”

Josie runs down the stairs with the other ladies close behind.

“I have another cloth crawl-through portal ready in case you need it,” she says as she wraps her arms around my neck. “And swap me your little one for this one. I glued a cloth back onto it, so maybe you won’t cut your finger off again.”

Marissa asks, “Shotgun?

I shake my head and tell Josie, “It worked really well to disassemble the locks. Maybe we should keep some around for stuff like that. It’s faster than entropy on metal.”

Alöise shakes her head at Marissa and asks, “Do we have an MP5? Shryl certified on those.”

Clarice says, “Lara and I have them. I’ll grab mine. Lara, spare magazines?” She starts toward the stairs.

Alöise says, “Let me borrow your whip, love.

Clarice stops and looks at Alöise with wide eyes before launching up the stairs. I hear her laugh, “Oh! Mummy’s pissed.” She launches up the stairs with an evil laugh, and Marissa follows her back upstairs.

Alöise asks, “Are you going to use the gladius, or is it a contingency?”

“Mostly a contingency,” I say with a shrug. “You can use it if you want. It’s on loan from Warren. It may be an actual Roman sword from what he said.”

“I would like to have it and the whip if I may, husband. An original Roman gladius, huh?” she asks as I undo my gun belt.

“He offered to demonstrate Latin spoken by someone that actually spoke it,” I say as I disconnect the sword belt and hand it to her. “He called this a gladius hispaniensis. I think I’m going to enjoy talking with him.”

Marissa walks back into the room wearing her floral on black kimono robe with a Taser X2 in her hand. I tell her, “Give it to Alöise. I have my flashlight.”

Marissa nods and says, “Here you go, Bernadette.”

Alöise smiles. “I’ve always liked that identity the best. It’s a shame I need to retire now. Thank you, Marissa. Could we give Shryl a flashlight, too?”

Marissa pulls hers from the pocket of her robe and demonstrates to Shryl how to use it. “Touch them with this part, and press this button. If you do it in the opposite order it works, too. Don’t test it on yourself unless you want to spasm on the floor for a minute.”

Shryl kisses Marissa quickly as a thank you as Clarice and Lara run in with the MP5s. Clarice hands hers over to Shryl, and the succubus does a quick function check before slapping a full magazine in the well.

Clarice points out, “There are three more magazines in the bandolier on the strap.” Shryl gives her a quick buss in thanks, and Clarice hands her prized whip to Alöise.

Lara offers her weapon to me, but I shake my head. “I think my role in this is going to be mostly medical. I’m better with the pistol either way.”

Lara hangs her sling over her shoulder and pulls my face down for a tender, moist kiss. “Come back safe, Master. I want to make love to you again when you’ll remember it.”

“I’ve got a lot of catching up to do, Lara. However, you are on the list,” I assure her with a caress of her cheek.

Audrey rushes in to hug and kiss me. “I am going to put a couple of additional touches on the circle, husband. It will make it easier to summon everyone if they are touching whomever I call. I can send you and Alöise back to the throne room with Shryl before I finish, so whenever you’re ready.”

I look down into her eyes and squeeze her firm, athletic tushy. “You’re way too good to me, Kitten.” We stare into each other’s eyes for a moment before I move in to devour her mouth. “I love you, Audrey,” I tell her after releasing her mouth.

An angelic smile blooms on her face. She caresses my face for a moment before turning to the two succubae - one with leathery wings, the other with luxurious black feathers covering them. Alöise and I each hook an arm through Shryl’s and cuddle close.

Audrey intones a flowing phrase that I swear sounds like French, and the world spins around us.
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Like the last time, the world is coming into focus rapidly. My equilibrium doesn’t struggle as badly this time. Maybe not having Shryl hanging off me helps.

We arrive twenty feet in front of the throne. Off to my right I see two guards in light armor with livery are holding a doorway against six heavily armored assailants.

Alöise says, “Don’t take their souls. It needs to be visible.”

I pull my pistol. “Shryl, knees. Don’t hit the good guys.”

She murmurs, “I got this” right before she blinks out of sight and appears by the wall to my right of the doorway. She fires off short bursts into the attackers with the silenced weapon.

I check to our rear in time to see three more of the chainmail guys closing on us and two running toward Shryl. I pull the souls out of the close ones and shoot the other two with the pistol. I tell the newly created ghosts, “You boys stick around, and I’ll put you back in your bodies if you can behave.

Alöise says, “They may be able to reintegrate on their own. That’s what we do when we come back from earth.”

I look at the ghosts and give them a tug, “Na-ah-ah. Come along boys. I obviously can’t trust you to behave. Stay close. You go wandering around, I’ll drain your souls.”

They converse and then stay close. Alöise is already half-way to the guards. I holster my pistol and jog to catch up with her. The sight of her naked butt with a sword belt and swaying tail peeking out from her wings is sexy as hell.

I catch up to her as she pulls up in front of the guards. She demands, “Where are my sisters? I thought Gabrielle was here.” They give her a blank look, so she repeats it in their native language.

The guard posts to attention and responds. Shryl translates for me, “He said, ‘The Arch-Duchess was here, Your Grace. She disappeared shortly after we set up our defensive position.’ The Mistress asked, ‘Did she jump out or walk?’ It’s hard to sound that pissed off in our language, but the Mistress is doing a great job of it.”

I’ll say. Alöise is figuratively tearing these poor bastards a new asshole.

The incubus responds tentatively. Shryl’s translates, “She dimension jumped, Your Grace,”

Alöise barks, “Shit!” She looks at Shryl and I. “If you see a royal succubus with a corn cob up her ass, shoot her.” She turns back to the guards. She barks at them again, and they run down the hall before us. Alöise says, “I’ll meet you there.” Her wings open about half-way before she disappears.

I look at Shryl, “Could you take me along doing that?”

She says, “Yes, but I’ve never been there. I’d just as likely jump us inside a wall as land somewhere useful in the Queen’s apartment. Go, Will.”

I run ahead and catch the guards. I tell my ghostly friends, “When we get there, circle around Gabrielle and try to get her attention.” Apparently that was confusing. Maybe they don’t speak English either.

The guard on the left begins gurgling and falls to the ground shortly after he steps through the doorway. The other guard holds his shield high and launches into the room.

I kneel next to the fallen guard and pull a throwing knife out of his throat and flood the wound with growth energy. Second sight shows that he should be okay, at least from this wound.

I peek around the doorsill and see a succubus with blond hair in a braid, bandoliers of throwing knives, and a longsword in her right hand. She has the most haughty expression I’ve seen in a long time. This must be Gabrielle.

She sees me and reaches for a throwing knife with her left and cocks her arm to throw it. Before she releases her throw, I hear a whistling sound before a large furrow opens in her face. Gabrielle turns away from the pain.

I don’t see Alöise, but I hear that whistling sound three more times. One wing drops to hang by a sinew, then the other. I finally see the whip as it wraps around Gabrielle’s leg and cuts a deep trench in the flesh as Alöise yanks her sister off her feet.

I look around and notice what appears to be a royal succubus that someone has butchered. I open my second sight and see a ghost standing over the body. I reach out and snag the ghost with my will, pulling it forcefully to me.

When she is standing in front of me, I get her attention. “So, are you my sister-in-law, Alafair?”

The ghost appears shocked, but then she smirks. “I don’t know. I am Queen Alafair. Are you my brother-in-law?”

I hear Gabrielle gasp out, “Angelus Mortis.”

“All done but the paperwork, Your Highness. I doubt she summoned an ‘angel of death’ for herself,” I observe. “This might get complicated.”

Suddenly there is a six foot, six inch tall angel standing near Gabrielle. This one has skin so dark that it nearly looks true black. It has generous breasts, a narrow waist, flared hips, and the typical dual genitalia I’ve observed on the other angels I’ve met. If it weren’t for that huge cock, it would be a gorgeous woman.

Gabrielle points to the butchered meat that used to be her sister and speaks to the angel in the succubus language.

The angel takes a look around, spotting the three soldier ghosts before seeing Alafair’s spirit. I step between Alafair and the angel.

The Angel takes three steps towards me before stating in a rich alto voice, “You may not interfere with a summoned angel of death.”

I respond immediately, “I had her before you were summoned, and I don’t plan to give her up. If you hang tight, I’ll give you the soul of the one that killed this one.”

“I’m not bargaining with you, human,” she says. She whips a backhand at me, but I manage to slip out of the way.

The wiley angel uses the opening to reach for Alafair, who I jerk behind me with my mind. I remember that angels exude auras that look like an exceedingly strong normal human one. I start draining soul energy from the angel.

The oddest thing happens; the angel starts to shrink. Apparently, it really is a being of pure energy. The beautiful being shrinks from it’s imposing size down to about Josie’s size. The sword belt slips from its hips and falls to the ground.

The angel begs, “Stop! Please! I beg of you, stop! What have you done to me?”

“I suspect it’s easily reversed. Do you now understand how serious I am about this?” I ask.

It says, “I can’t go back without a soul. This is my first solo job after training. I’ll end up on probation if I don’t bring a soul back.”

“Calm down. You will have a soul to harvest,” I tell it. “Also, I suspect if I push soul energy into you, you will grow back to your former size.”

All the time we’re talking that whip continues whistling through the air, slowly turning Gabrielle into hamburger. Both arms hang limp as she stands on her knees. As I watch, the whip wraps around Gabrielle’s neck, digging a furrow across her carotid artery, jugular vein, and esophagus. Blood sprays from the arterial wound.

The force of the lash pulling the barb through her flesh pulls the murderous Arch-Duchess to the ground as she releases her final gasp of breath. I watch her ghost start to slowly rise from the new corpse.

I pull Gabrielle’s soul to me and address the angel. “What’s your name?”

It replies, “Larkin. You can summon me as Angélus Larkin.”

“Okay, Larkin. I’m William James. Here is the soul I promised you.” I turn Gabrielle’s soul over to her. “Let me power you back up.” I start pushing soul energy into Larkin, and she slowly regains her previously awesome proportions. “How’s that feel?”

Larkin nods, “Like before. Thank you.” It bends over and picks up the sword belt, letting her heavy breasts dangle a little longer than necessary. She smirks as she catches me looking. “Like the view?”

“Inspiring,” I tell it. “You would make a beautiful woman.”

Larkin chuckles as it buckles the sword belt to hang off its hips. It shimmies its hips slightly and grins at me. I chuckle as Larkin grabs Gabrielle’s soul again. The angel smirks and says, “Thank you. Maybe we can play another time. Goodbye, William James.”

I wave and turn away as she starts to fade. I call over my shoulder, “Give my regards to Michaelis and Gwenefron.”

I squat next to Alafair’s corpse to inspect it. Her head was bisected vertically. Her wings, arms, legs, and torso are peppered with deep slashes and puncture wounds that I suspect came from the long sword. Entropy energy is just starting to take root throughout her body as her cells slowly relinquish their life and bacteria start to take root in the open wounds.

The one oddity I notice is there is a dark cloud of entropy in her lower abdomen. As large as it is, it had to predate her murder. I ask her. “Alafair, there’s a dark cloud of entropy in your lower abdomen. Were you having health problems?” I pump some life energy into the Queen’s ghost, so Alöise can hear, too.

Alafair sighs, “Not unless you count an inexplicable ability to conceive. I swear I’ve bedded every eligible royal incubus and many standard incubae, and still nothing. ”

“I’m going to guess you were poisoned or fed some type of tonic to keep you from conceiving. It probably was dosed to you regularly. How does that fit what we know?” I ask.

Alöise says, “Moonbane. It simulates the feeling of being in heat and destroys your ovaries over time. Extremely fertile succubae use it when they don’t want any more children.”

Alafair’s ghost sobs, “No wonder I’m childless.”

“Alafair, your sister butchered you. What did you ever do to her?” I ask.

“I was born before her. I refused to die. I tried to rule well instead of the tyrannical way she ruled her duchy. Her people were pitied by everyone,” she shrugs forlornly. “The list is endless.”

I nod my head in thought as I look into Alöise’s golden slitted eyes. My demon wife nods back.

“Alafair, I’m going to build you a new body from scratch,” I say. “I’ll push a little soul energy into you to strengthen you, then I’ll flood you with life energy while you work to manifest the body you had before you visited earth.” She looks surprised. I guess it’s because I mentioned her being on earth.

Alöise says, “He knows how my stepdaughter came to be. Actually…” Alöise cocks her pretty face. “I guess she’s our stepdaughter now. He’s been taking care of her while Gabrielle had me in her dungeon.”

I look at Alafair and hold my hands out, palm up. “Here we go. Place your hands on mine.” She does.

I start by pushing soul energy into her through my hands, which results in her soul shining brighter. I stop that quickly and start pushing life energy into her like I did Josie. Alafair starts to steadily appear more solid as I push life into her. Alafair looks much like Alöise. The most readily noticeable feature is her amber hair. It’s not coppery like some red-heads, but it’s a little too coppery to call her a strawberry blond. Amber. Her breasts are shaped differently, too - more sharply conical than Alöise’s more rounded breasts. Alafair’s face is narrower, slightly oval, but with evident cheekbones. She is a little taller and slightly more slender than Alöise’s venus-like perfection, but gorgeous nonetheless. I think the horns poking out of her hairline are a little longer than Alöise’s.

While I work, Alöise checks on the two guards. She’s speaking their native tongue, so I try to ignore the conversation. Eventually, the two incubae walk over to Gabrielle’s corpse and drag it out of Alafair’s apartment. Shortly after they leave, I’m finished.

Alöise rushes up and hugs Alafair tightly. “I’m so glad we could save you, Allie.” While they are at it, I turn Alafair’s corpse into a pile of ash with a massive dose of entropy energy.

Alafair chuckles, “I’m glad too, Alo.” Both of the exotic women shed happy tears.

Alöise waves me over into the hug. “Queen Alafair Ravissement, please allow me to introduce my lord husband, William James.”

I bow before saying, “It’s an honor to meet you, Your Majesty.”

Alafair says, “It’s a pleasure to meet you, William. I never figured Alöise for the marrying type, but then again few of my people are. I wish you both a long happy life together. Thank you both for coming to my rescue.” She looks around to find Shryl standing off to the side. She releases Alöise and myself and walks over to Shryl.

Shryl curtsies, and Alafair tells her, “Rise, Shryl.”

Shryl does as she is bid, and Alafair takes her hands. “You have been the victim in all of this, Shryl. You told me that Gabrielle sent you to Alöise on earth, and you got trapped there. You returned home, and her agents immediately captured you. You escaped and managed to return directly to my court, only to be beaten just short of death for your loyalty to me. I need to reward your dedication, dear. Would you join my court as my lady-in-waiting?”

Shryl’s expression shifts rapidly through joy, shock, fear, and confusion. She turns to Alöise, who is leaning her delicious nude body into mine.

Alöise saunters over to Shryl, and I follow. Alöise says, “Honey, you have been a joy to have with me, but earth is not going to be a safe place for a long time. I would be happy for you to take this opportunity.” She caresses Shryl’s cheek. “You can still come visit us, darling. You will always be part of our family.”

“Always, Shryl.” I tell her. “Besides, Vanessa is going to want to visit with you, I’m sure. Alöise is right. This is too big of an opportunity to let pass.”

Shryl looks at Alafair. “Your majesty, I am honored by your offer. I accept. I ask that you let me return with Duchess Alöise to say goodbye to my friends for a couple of days. I could start three days hence.”

Alafair hugs her. “I agree, Shryl. I will see you upon your return.” She hugs Shryl. Then she hugs Alöise again while looking at me. “Take care of my sister, William.”

“With my life, Your Majesty,” I respond and bow.

I pull out the small portal. I open it and call into it, “Bring us home. Shryl first.”

Shryl disappears, and I quickly roll the portal and grab Alöise in a hug before the world starts to spin around us.
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Homecoming


We coalesce back in the playroom. Shryl is already standing outside the circle with an arm casually thrown around Clarice’s shoulders.

Alöise opens her wings and disappears, only to reappear outside the circle next to Shryl. I jump out of it.

I ask, “What time is it?”

“Just past eleven,” Marissa says. “More work to do tonight, William? I think you need some sleep.”

“I agree,” says Rebecca. All my ladies and my new elven friends are all nodding.

“I also agree,” I tell them. “However, we have members of our extended family that are hurting. I thought I might take Alöise, Shryl, Susan, and Lara down to the salon.”

Clarice pipes up, “Me too, Daddy.”

“Yes, sweetie. You too,” I agree. “Plus my loyal squire, Mica. The rest of you can join us for breakfast in the morning.”

“I’ll go pack!” Clarice exclaims.

Alöise says, “No, Clarice.”

Clarice stops and looks tearfully at Alöise. “Our home is here now with my husband, your Daddy. You can come down tomorrow and pack out your room.” She looks at me. “Is that alright with you, William darling?”

“Of course, Love,” I agree. “I figured the room she’s staying in was hers permanently.”

Alöise kisses me and murmurs, “Thank you, husband.” She smiles at me brightly. “I can’t believe that I’m married after one hundred fifty years of whoring.”

I smile back at her. “I’m glad you’re happy. I think Carla wanted to talk through a couple things with you on the contract, but otherwise I think we’re all prepared to sign the paperwork.”

She says, “I’ll need to get Martin George to execute it. Which means I’ll need to meet with him. Also, I have my new identity prepped, so I just need to decide on a name and execute the transition.”

I nod, “Good. Then you can sign, too.”

She smiles brightly at me. “Tomorrow is soon enough.”

I call the main number at the salon, and Serena answers. I ask her to prepare my suite for my arrival. She agrees and hangs up.

I run up to the bedroom to pack an overnight bag, but Rebecca is there zipping a duffle closed for me.

She smiles brightly at me. She says, “Don’t stay up all night breaking in the new wives. There’s plenty of time for that tomorrow.”

I chuckle, “I’m tired enough that I don’t think it will be a problem. I love you, Rebecca.”

“I love you too, William. I’ll see you tomorrow morning. I’m looking forward to some deep sleep myself,” she admits.

I collect another kiss and head towards the stairs. Erica hands me a water bottle and follows me downstairs.

I kiss all my ladies goodnight and bid T’os and Chiara goodnight, too. Alöise has changed her form to mirror the one she’s worn for the last one hundred fifty years. Marissa gives her a robe to wear and a kiss.

Josie says, “It’s ready. Michele is standing by.”

I kiss her and step through the passage. Mica, Shryl, Susan, and Alöise follow closely behind.
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The trips to the succubus planet were crazy, but last night at the salon was emotionally exhausting.

Viktorija was sitting in one of the chairs looking thoroughly defeated when I stepped through. Michele shrieked with joy and danced when she saw Bernadette step through the passage. Bernadette kissed her lewdly, and then walked over to Viktorija. Viktorija couldn’t believe her eyes.

Bernadette knelt at Viktorija’s feet and cupped her face in her hands.

Viktorija asked, “Mistress? Is it really you?”

Bernadette gave her a gentle kiss before sitting back on her heels. She gave Viktorija a sad smile before answering. “Mostly, Precious. Whereas I was two people before, I am now just a succubus in a human form. I am quite reticent for any of our family here to see my natural body, so I expect I will stay like this. Will you still have me?”

Michele ran out to tell everyone that Bernadette had returned as Viktorija launched off the chair to wrap her mistress in a hug.

“Until I no longer draw breath, Your Grace,” Viktorija gasped after kissing Bernadette passionately.

Bernadette said, “One thing you need to know, Precious.” Viktorija nodded timidly, and Bernadette continued. “I have taken William as my husband.”

Viktorija's eyes flashed wide open and a huge smile erupted on her face. “Really?” Her mistress nodded slowly.

Viktorija wrapped her mistress in a tight hug. “Despite the horror of dealing with the elves, my dreams are coming true.”

Bernadette says, “I want you in our marriage too, Precious.”

Viktorija nodded happily. “As soon as I finish my class, Mistress. Three more weeks.” She leaned in and whispered into Bernadette’s ear. “I already have a bag of clothes up in Prescott.”

Bernadette chuckled. “I remember, Precious. You’ll probably want to move your things here into my suite. William’s house is getting full quickly. Now,” she paused for effect. “Let’s go upstairs. I need a quick shower and a gown to meet with our family here.”

I walked over and helped Viktorija to her feet. She wrapped me in a fierce hug. “Thank you, Will. Thank you for bringing her back to me.”

“Of course, Precious. I knew you needed to see her as soon as we returned,” I told her. She kissed me voraciously before releasing me to hook her hand in Bernadette’s arm. I enjoyed the view of her yoga tights and ‘flashdance-style’ sweatshirt clad body as she and Bernadette leave the suite.

Bernadette stopped in the doorway. “We’ll hurry, William. I’d like you to be in the salon when I address everyone. Will you join me?”

I smiled, “Of course, Love. I’ll shower quickly as well.”

About that time, Luis ran up in pale blue pyjama pants and threw himself into hugging Bernadette. “Thank all that’s good that you’re back, Mistress.”

Bernadette kissed his lips to the succubus standard of chaste. “I’m happy to be back, my dear one. Now go tell everyone that I want to see them in the salon in thirty minutes.”

Luis nodded and caught Manuel and Serena before they launched onto Bernadette. I’m sure they each got a hug and a kiss before Bernadette hurried upstairs to shower and dress.

I told Mica, “Hang tight. We’ll get you a room shortly. If you like, you can lie down on that couch over there until then. There shouldn’t be any notes for you to take tonight.” I pointed to the fainting couch. “Feel free to shower after me if you like.”

Mica nodded and went to sit on the couch. I grabbed my remaining wife and...two concubines? Regardless, I lead Susan, Shryl, and Lara to the shower.

Shryl started the shower while the rest of us stripped. I wrapped arms around my human and elven lovers as we walked into the shower. We all wet down and took turns soaping each other up. All three ladies insisted that I do most of the soaping, and they all wanted to take turns sudsing my body. All three were laughing and teasing each other as we tried to get clean. We managed to finish toweling off with about ten minutes to spare before our appointment downstairs. Susan and I dressed quickly while Lara took Shryl by the hand and led her out into the corridor. Lara called out, “We’ll meet you downstairs, Master.”

After I finished getting dressed, I grabbed a clean towel and a wash rag and laid them on the foot of the fainting couch next to Mica’s head. His boots were off, and he was sound asleep with his head on a small throw pillow. I grabbed a throw and covered him with it. I murmured, “Sleep well, loyal squire.”

I met Susan at the door. We embraced and kissed languidly. She smiled shyly at me before saying, “I can’t believe you’re mine.”

I smiled back at her. “I can’t believe you’re mine, Susan. Let’s go, Sweetheart.” She looped her arm through mine, and we made our way down to the salon. Our eyes were greeted by the sight of all the lovely ladies of the house lounging in lingerie - transparent gowns that revealed everything, lace gowns that hid very little, slinky robes, babydolls, and poet shirts. There were a couple that I recognized as the new kitchen staff, but they were dressed to the same standard and made it look good. The gentlemen were attired similarly. Luis was wearing a smoking jacket and the light silken pyjama pants from before. Manuel was in a kimono that barely covered his parts. Koree, the elven zombie technician, was also wearing a kimono, but on him it hung below his knees.

I took Susan around to meet everyone. Lara escorted Shryl into the room. The succubus was draped in an impromptu short toga that looked like Lara fashioned it from a cream colored bed sheet. The fabric hung from one shoulder before opening to cover Shryl’s full breasts, torso and hips - ending a little higher than mid-thigh. It was belted by a golden cord that looks like it might have been used to hold drapes open. Lara was wearing an identical garment fit for her size.

Vanessa gasped, “Shryl?” The zombie rushed to her former demon possessor and wrapped her in a tight hug. The two sat on one of the many loveseats and whispered excitedly to each other.

A minute later, Bernadette glided into the room with Viktorijia on her arm. Bernadette was wearing a rich burgundy model of her typical French-styled dressing gowns, and Viktorija was wearing a transparent white sheath that left nothing to the imagination. The excited chatter slowly quieted as everyone took note of their entrance.

Then they rushed forward to welcome Bernadette home. She kissed, caressed, and fondled her staff, letting them know that she missed them and was happy to be back. Slowly she prodded them to all return to their seats.

Bernadette reached a hand out to me, so I kissed Susan’s cheek and stood to join Bernadette. Viktorija took my seat next to Susan.

Bernadette addressed her staff - really her family. “Thank you for that warm welcome, my darlings. I understand that several of you assisted in my rescue attempt while the rest of you protected and supported the home front. Thank you all for your efforts on my behalf. Here’s a synopsis of what happened.”

She took a deep breath and squeezed my arm tightly. “Friday evening after work, I was abducted by Valya Valeran and some of her soldiers. They took me to their stronghold on Camelback, and Valya killed my human body, sending me back to my home planet. The body of Babette Printemps, the woman that hosted me much as Vanessa hosted Shryl, was destroyed to the point that William couldn’t resurrect her into a functioning human. My sister back on my home planet, imprisoned me in a cell across from Shryl, tortured me, maimed me, and fed me to a greater imp to play with. Audrey and Carla summoned Shryl out of there, and then Shryl and my beloved William arrived back in Shryl’s cell. William destroyed the imp, broke me out of my cell, healed me, and brought me back here. Shryl went back home to warn the Queen of Gabrielle’s plot.”

The group applauded, but I was uncomfortable with it. Bernadette continued, “We had to return to my planet to rescue my sister, Queen Alafair, from the plot of my other sister, Arch-duchess Gabrielle. We managed to save Alafair, but I killed my sister Gabrielle in the process. William healed Queen Alafair and Shryl. Queen Alafair asked Shryl to become her lady-in-waiting, which Shryl has accepted.” She extended an arm to her loyal friend, and the assembled group applauded.

Bernadette wraps up. “I have agreed to become William’s wife along with Susan,” she indicated toward her sister-wife, “Audrey, Rebecca, Marissa, Josie, and Carla. As such, I will be spending a lot more time in Prescott with my other family. I understand from Josie that we will have a permanent passage from here to Prescott installed tomorrow.”

“Today, Your Grace,” Viktorija says.

Bernadette smiles at her. “Yes, Precious. Today. We also will have more security here at our home. I’ll let William discuss that.” She kissed me to the succubus standard of chaste and everyone cheered.

I told them quickly, “I’ll be bringing both some human zombies and some of the elven refugees here to act as a full-time security force. We’re still working out the details, but the humans will be here at 10am to assess our needs and come up with a plan. Koree will help them in this.”

“Yes, Master,” the elven man acknowledges.

I continue, “Other than that, I am trying to figure out how to ensure that you all have accommodation in Prescott in case it’s needed and how to settle one hundred twenty-two elven refugees - one twenty-three with Koree. I expect there will be an elven magician and guard force here in addition to the humans, but we need to do some training first.” I pause to let that all settle in. “I’m sure you have questions, but I’m going to encourage you to bring them up tomorrow. I think we’re all exhausted. So, I’m going to ask you to try to get some rest. Tomorrow...er...today is going to be a long day.”

Serena asked, “Mistress, do you really look like Shryl?”

Bernadette bit her lip, so I said to cover her hesitation. “As beautiful as Shryl is, Bernadette - or Alöise, which is her proper name - is even more beautiful and exotic.”

“Show us mistress,” Cindy pleaded. “Let us see what you really look like.”

I murmured to Bernadette, “Alöise, they love you as much as I do. They would be thrilled that you would be willing to show them this secret.”

She nodded as tears streamed down her face. She bows her head and murmurs, “They might find me repulsive, William. You know how humans are.”

I hold her close and murmur into her ear, “And you know how many humans summon a succubus because we find them exotically beautiful. As a royal, you’re more beautiful than most. They will adore you,” I assure her.

Her tearful eyes searched mine and assessed my honesty. I tried to show her all my devotion. “Okay,” she murmured. I kissed her and stepped back.

Bernadette started to unbutton her gown as she spoke. “My true name is Alöise Ravissement, first in line for the throne of the planet named after my family.” She slid her robe back from her shoulders to slide down her arms. She let it pool around her feet. “I have the ability to take a human form. This is common to all succubae, and eventually Shryl will be able to as well when she is a little older. However, as a royal I look a little different from Shryl’s form.”

Suddenly, Alöise’s body blurred and shifted, revealing her red skin, black-feathered wings, clawed fingers, avian feet, and slitted pupils with pink sclera and golden irises. “This is the body I was born with,” she said. “I will have to take on a new identity, but I will be using my given name. Feel free to call me, Alöise from this point forth.”

Everyone rushed forward to caress her, hug her, and kiss her. There were a lot of comments, but they were all expressions of adoration. I could see the relief in my demonic wife’s eyes as joy spread across her beautifully exotic features.

After that we all retired. Shryl went with Vanessa. Viktorija accompanied Alöise to her suite for the night. Lara went to her dorm room. Susan and I went back to our suite. We quietly and gently made love before falling into a deep slumber.
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I wake up in the morning cuddled by Susan on one side and Viktorija on the other. Alöise is tucked up closely behind Viktorija wearing her natural form rather than her human form. Her arm is wrapped around Viktorija, and her left wing is spread across all three of us. I just lay in bed cuddling my ladies and thinking about what happened when we arrived in Phoenix. The case clock in the corner says it’s about 9am, so I suppose I should get out of bed.

Susan slowly opens her eyes and smiles. I point at myself and point up. She grins and nods.

Susan sits up and slides over to the edge of the bed and stands. I slide out from under Viktorija and follow Susan off the right hand side of the bed. After I stand, I wrap her into my arms and kiss her.

She says, “Last night was magical. Thank you, Will.”

“You’re welcome, Mrs. James,” I tell her with a grin.

She gives me a sultry look. “Well, Mr. James. I’m going to crawl back into bed with your fiancé and the other Mrs. James.”

Susan slides by me and bends over the mattress shaking her ass at me. I slide my hand under her and cup her puffy, moist pussy. I give her peach a firm squeeze before I grab her hips and kiss her firm, round ass cheeks.

I tell her, “Sleep well, Mrs. James.”

She gives me a come hither look over her shoulder. She murmurs, “I could wait for my nap, husband.”

I smack her firm tushy. “We don’t have long until folks are going to start walking through that portal, wife. Enjoy your nap, love. Come join me when you’re awake, Darling.”

Viktorija murmurs, “Okay” just before Susan does.

I chuckle as I go take a piss. Mica walks into the loo behind me. I wash up and pull my boxers on. Then I do a yoga sunrise salute. Mica follows along. After we finish the yoga, we do pushups, squats, and shoulder raises - using the heavy chairs held with the arms fully extended.

I tell Mica to go take a shower while I work some skills. I notice Lara sleeping on the bench at the foot of the bed. I stretch a bit and then sit next to the petite elven woman. Her long, delicate, pointed ears and flowing chestnut colored hair entrance me. Apparently I fucked her repeatedly in the midst of my lust lunacy. I wish I remembered it.

I kneel down next to her, and kiss her forehead. Her large, slanted eyes open to stare at me. Slowly she reaches up to cup a hand around the back of my neck, and she gently pulls me toward her. She watches me until her nose brushes mine, then her eyes slowly close as our lips mash together. I kiss the petite woman gently, but the kiss slowly heats up until we’re devouring each other’s mouths.

Eventually we break, and Lara holds my face in both hands. “Master, what are you doing to me?”

I pick her up by the waist and sit on the bench. I look into her eyes and try to seat her across my lap, but Lara opens her legs to straddle my torso instead. Her svelte nude body is entrancing, and I’m wishing I had more time to spend with her. Then I remember my promise to her. I lean my forehead against hers before raising my head to look into her large, liquid eyes.

I tell her, “Lara, I promised you that you wouldn’t have to be a sex toy for anyone. That includes me. I meant it.”

She holds my face again. “William. My chosen Lord, you promised me and the other elven ladies that we would not have to have sex with anyone we didn’t wish to. I chose to let you relieve yourself in my body, and I enjoyed every moment of it. I have felt empty since you pulled out of me.”

She pauses for a moment, and I start to speak. However, Lara places her fingers on my lips. “Master, I understood that a zombie doesn’t feel emotions, so I expected to lose that ability when you raised me from the dead. Carla told me that when she was a zombie she essentially only experienced desire, fear, satisfaction, and anger. I was surprised with how strongly I felt Maliar’en’s death. The emotions were nearly as strong as when I was alive before. I don’t feel emotions in the same way that I used to, but I feel them. I feel an affection that I’ve never felt - mostly for you, but also for your wives and extended family. It grows stronger every day. I don’t think that is normal.”

She caresses my lips with her fingertips. “Master, I think what I feel for you is love. I never felt love for anyone other than my sister, and this is different. There’s this yearning that I’ve never felt before - to be with you, to feel your touch. I want to make love to you. Why? I shouldn’t feel these things.”

Her hands slide to my cheeks again, allowing me to speak. I tell her, “Lara, you and I haven’t had much time together, but you impress me with your strength and indomitable will to survive. I don’t have the connection with you that I have with my wives, but I do think it is growing rapidly. I’ve noticed you becoming more affectionate and flirtatious since I raised you from death. I find myself drawn to you.”

She says, “My heart soared when Carla called me wife number nine, Master. I want that.”

I nod, “Well then, let’s ensure we get to know each other.”

Lara whispers, “Would you make love to me again, Master? Even if you don’t marry me right away, or at all. I need to feel you inside me. Treat me as a concubine. I will be yours and only yours. You gave me life, and all that I am belongs to you.”

I cup her cheek, and kiss her passionately before hugging her tightly to me. Her petite body squeezes tightly against mine. I tell her, “We’ll discuss it with the wives, and decide what is best for the entire family, Lara - yourself included.”

I hear Alöise say, “I told you, Susan. He will always consider the wives. Personally, I’m in favor of Lara becoming a wife, but we should let her share in our husband until we can get her an official identity. She died for our family, that’s how she became a zombie.”

“I didn’t know that,” Susan says. “No one mentioned it before. I just knew that she is William’s confidante and advisor on all matters elven. She helped us relieve his rage of lust, and honestly I think she’s as close to the other wives as I am.”

Vikorija says, “Just remember, Susan. It’s not a competition. William just keeps on giving, and I’ve seen no indication he will leave any of us behind.”

Alöise sits next to us and caresses Lara’s hair. “Lara darling, you will have to be considerably less judgemental about the wives being lovers with each other. I know your people don’t approve, but it’s a part of our family.”

Lara leans her head on my shoulder and looks at Alöise. “Mistress, I was appalled the first time I saw ladies kissing and caressing each other. Knowing William’s other wives, and also knowing you and your lovers here, I’ve learned to be more accepting. Seeing Luis and Manuel was also mind opening. I don’t know if I will ever be willing to try it, but I appreciate and care for all of you. You’ve opened your home and hearts to me when I gave you so many reasons to hate me. I am grateful, and I am willing to be accepting of my new family, Mistress.”

Alöise leans in and kisses Lara’s lips gently before saying, “Thank you, Darling. You will not be pressured to do anything you don’t want to do. I’ll talk to the other wives on your behalf.”

Susan says from behind my shoulder. “You have my support, Lara. I know what it is like to want to be a wife but feeling like it might be out of reach. I’ll help you get in, sweetheart.”

Then Susan kisses my cheek. “Mr. James, let’s go shower. You made me very sweaty before we fell asleep.”

That’s when Mica comes out of the bathroom with a towel wrapped around his waist.
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Iget out of the shower with only minimal slap and giggle with the four ladies that joined me. I pull on jeans, t-shirt, and sweatshirt. Alöise and Viktorija left the room naked to get fresh clothes. Susan helps Lara get back into her toga as I pull on my boots.

As Susan dresses, I text Jack to invite him to join us. After that, I text the wives in Prescott. Josie texts back that they will join us in about twenty minutes.

Susan is wearing a grey version of the long knit dress, tall boots, with the black leather belt hanging loosely from her sexy hips. I tell her, “Damn, Mrs. James! You’re looking very sexy.”

She grins and points her chin at Lara. “I’ve gotta up my game, Mr. James. Look at that sexy little elf over there in a toga. How can I compete with her?” She’s grinning as she says it, and Lara is grinning too. Susan says, “Come on, Lara. We who are smitten by Mr. James need to stick together.”

Lara’s giggle tinkles like a bell as she walks up and takes Susan’s hand. “Shall I escort you to the dining room, Mrs. James?”

“Please, Lara.” She laughs as she says, “We will see you downstairs, Mr. James.” I hear her quietly tell Lara, “I’m so glad Carla clued me into the whole Mrs. James thing. I’m diggin it…” Her voice fades as she walks towards the stairs.

I start teaching Mica some of the Kenpo basics that will allow us to communicate during training. His basic military hand-to-hand training lets him pick it up quickly. We do a couple of drills, and once Mica is familiar with them, his superior speed allows him to push me. His physical strength is on a par with mine, which is surprising considering his petite body. He’s going to be a good training partner to help me with speed and agility.

Rebecca comes through the portal first announcing, “I wanted to ensure you were dressed. Jack is bringing Darcie and April through.”

I shrug. “Okay. I suppose it’s best that I don’t show his ladies my junk again. It will probably help keep cordial relations. I want to stay to greet my lady wives, but I’m thinking Mica is about ready to tear my leg off and eat it.”

He chuckles at the comment as I wrap Rebecca into an embrace topped with a passionate kiss. She asks, “Did you get any sleep last night?”

“Yep,” I tell her. “We finished up a little before one o’clock. Mica was passed out, so Susan and I made love like we should have for her first time before we passed out, too. We’ve been up for about a little over an hour. Lara just took Susan downstairs.”

Marissa steps through the passage and runs over to collect a kiss from me. “I missed you, husband. I’m so sore from yesterday, but I swear I want you to brutalize me like that again every day.”

I kiss her again, and Rebecca leans in to suckle her neck. Once our lips pull slowly apart, I tell Marissa, “I’ll do my best, beloved. I know you like it hard.”

Marissa caresses my face and murmurs, “I’ll take it however you’ll give it to me, Mr. James. I love you desperately.” She smirks before adding, “It’s a good thing I have all these pretty ladies to distract me, or I’d be begging you for your cock all the time.”

I chuckle and kiss her quickly as Audrey walks carefully through the passage followed quickly by Erica, Jack, Darcie, and April. Clarice, Leonore, Chiara, and T’os follow them. Carla and Josie bring up the tail end of the queue.

Marissa releases me, and Audrey slides up and kisses me. She murmurs, “My pussy aches. I need a little hair of the dog, husband.”

Erica kisses my cheek, “I am feeling relatively empty at the moment. I hope you haven’t turned me into a meat eater.”

I break out in laughter before kissing Erica’s cheek. Jack waves as he leads his ladies out of the suite. I return the wave and hug Leonore, Chiara, and T’os before Carla and Josie collect their kisses, too.

Clarice finally slides in for a hug and a chaste kiss before greeting me with, “Good morning, Daddy.”

Clarice and Josie each take an arm, and I lead my family and our elven friends downstairs to the dining room. Alöise and eleven of her staff are at the table with Susan, Lara, Shryl, Koree, and a young Latina that I’ve never seen before. The Latina’s eyes look startled as she keeps looking at Shryl and the elves. Tanu and Luis are absent, so I guess they are pulling security duty. Jack looks at me, and I wave his party to the seats. It looks like we’re three seats short.

Clarice says, “Daddy, we can eat in the kitchen.”

She leads me by the hand, but Alöise raises her hand before addressing her staff. “Darlings, we need to discuss some business. If you are done eating, would you please clear your seat? I need my husband, wives, and elven advisors all at the table.”

Michele, Cindy, Serena, Viktorija, and the new Latina girl all clear their seats. Vanessa and Shryl follow them. Candice runs up to collect hugs and kisses from Jack and Darcie.

Vanessa stops and gives me a kiss. She says, “Thank you for bringing Shryl to visit, Lord.”

I smile at her gently. “I thought it important that the two of you get to see each other.”

We sit down to breakfast as Christina and Yelena, Alöise’s new kitchen staff, bring out the platters. We dig into a feast of waffles, eggs, bacon, ham, fresh fruit, juices, water, tea, and coffee.

As we start eating, we talk about what we can do with the elves to give them a life.

I lay out my plans. “I’m thinking we have ten elves plus a human zombie security detail here at the salon. Ideally we would have a healer and a couple of magicians among the elves. We’ll have to see if that’s possible. Based on my conversations with Jack and Warren, we’ll have thirty elves to secure the farm. They will conduct patrols and work as farm hands. We’ll want a couple of magicians and a healer there, too. Warren will train them on the farm equipment and the security procedures he wants to use.”

Jack says, “We should devise standard protocols in case we end up moving staff between sites. I talked to Warren, and he will handle it.”

“Have him work with Luis,” Alöise says. “We have pretty good procedures here for home defense.”

Jack nods as Rebecca adds, “We can use a couple elves around the houses for helping keep things clean.”

“Additional security too,” Carla says. “We should have security staff at the apartment and the house. When the hotel is done, we will need some there, too.”

Marissa says, “Carla, Josie, and I were looking for property in the mountains. We may have found a refuge we can use. It’s not ready-built, but Josie and I were talking about what we could do.”

Josie says, “I can hollow out the mountainside to make as much space as we need. Maybe we could buy out the neighbors, too?” She looks uncertain at that.

“Cash isn’t going to be a problem much longer,” I respond as I look at Alöise and Viktorija.

Alöise responds. “I was able to liquidate the bonds, plus we can convert the Bitcoin into cash. I went for a strategy of moving them quickly rather than maximizing value. I was able to get fifty-five cents on the dollar.” I give her a blank look as I try to calculate that in my head, so she tells me the answer. “Two-point-seven-five. Your cut is one-point-one. I’ve got it all in a Cayman Islands bank at the moment.”

“Million?” Josie asks with eyes as big as the plate in front of her.

I shake my head, “Billion.”

She puts her hand over her heart and mutters. “Oh my goodness!”

I nod, “Yeah. Given we’re on the brink of an elven invasion, having cash, gold, or gem stones might be good. We probably want to convert as much as we can into non-perishable food, dry goods, real estate, weapons, and ammunition as we can. If the banking system fails, our money will be gone.”

T’os shakes his head. “Maybe not. The elves are heavily invested in Bitcoin.”

I frown, “That’s good to know, but that doesn’t mean that humans won’t sabotage it if we have a societal breakdown or open warfare.”

Audrey says, “I’m going to need to set up a lab next summer, and Josie could probably use some lab space too for her thaumaturgy. I was thinking T’os and Chiara might need lab space, too. I’ve found a place in the Prescott industrial park. Some of the elves might be able to help there as lab assistants. Josie and I will eventually make enough to pay them well. It’s a rental, but if you want to buy real estate that is an option.”

Josie agrees. “I need to get out of Dan’s workshop, and the space is already broken into four workspaces plus a reception and office up front for security.”

Alöise cautions, “We need to be careful with cashflow. The last thing we want is to draw notice from the IRS. We should probably create a shell company and pour all of Valya’s money into that.

Susan gets up and whispers in Mica’s ear. He startles, and Clarice gets up and runs from the room. She returns quickly with a pen and legal pad, which she slides in front of Mica. Everyone shuffles, so Susan can sit next to Mica and coach him.

Alöise says, “We need to get all of the elves identities.”

Leonore says, “All my staff have US ID papers. Chiara does, too. T’os, Mica, and the slaves don’t.

Susan says, “All of them need to learn to read and write English. Plus you’re going to need housekeeping staff for the hotel in addition to the security already mentioned.

Tanu walks in wearing black slacks and jacket and a white shirt. She announces, “Your guests are here, Lord. I have them seated in the parlor.”

“Raul and Darius?” I ask.

“Yes,” she replies with a smile.

I look at Alöise, “May we bring them back here?”

She smiles indulgently at me. “Yes, Darling Husband.”

We pick up the previous conversation as Tanu leaves to escort the security team in.

I grouse, “It would be easier if the elves were public knowledge.”

Alöise nods, “Yes, but then we’d have to deal with immigration. It’s probably easier to do this black market.”

Tanu returns with Raul and Darius.

I introduce them to everyone. “Raul Contreras and Darius Fields. They were recently suspended from their security job. I’m trying to talk them into taking over security here and maybe in Prescott. Gentlemen, please have some breakfast.”

Alöise says, “Clarice, please ask Luis to join us.” Our daughter launches out of the chair. Alöise explains to Raul and Darius. “Luis is my head of security, I’ll have him give you a tour.”

We go around the table introducing everyone before I start giving a run-down of the situation. “This is Alöise’s operation. She has fourteen entertainment staff, plus three support staff. All are trained in small arms and play an active role in protecting the staff and guests. We will likely have an elven security detail of ten that will include novice-level magicians and basic soldiering skills. I would like you to take on monitoring and have a reserve on standby - similar to what you did at the Esplanade.”

Clarice and Luis arrive and take a seat.

Alöise says, “This is Luis, my head of security.”

Luis says, “We met.” He gives a nod of greeting for the guests.

Alöise continues, “I will keep one of my staff on duty at all times on the front door, so your staff can call them if a customer arrives. I don’t want your team to be visible to clients.”

Raul nods and asks, “How big is the property?”

Alöise says, “It is two adjacent medium-sized lots combined into one.”

Koree adds, “The property across the alley may be available for expansion. My team rented it while we were pulling surveillance on the Mistress.”

Raul gives him a hard look, so Koree explains. “I remember you from working for Duchess Valeran. The Lord’s imps killed me. He resurrected my body and sent me to infiltrate and gain knowledge. I am what they call a zombie on this planet.”

Darius says, “Yeah. Us too. The boss brought us back to life without souls.”

Alöise says, “Um...maybe. William Darling, look at their auras.”

I do. They both have a very weak corona around them, which indicates they have souls, plus strong ropes of soul energy leading back to me. Erica’s is brighter, but theirs is strong enough to be a complete soul. I look at Lara, but I don’t see a corona. I get up and walk behind her to look at the glyph I drew on the back of her skull. She helpfully bends her head forward and lifts her hair out of the way. There is a small halo around the glyph that wasn’t there when I drew it on her. I caress her elegant neck before checking Koree’s skull. He has a similar halo.

I ask Alöise, “How about Vanessa?”

She shrugs, “I haven’t looked.”

I think about it for a minute before looking at Alöise again. “I have an idea. Maybe you, Josie, and I can discuss it after we finish this meeting.”

She smiles gently, “Of course, Darling.”

I address Alöise’s head of security. “Luis, do you have enough weapons to arm twenty more people?”

He shakes his head. “We have twenty, including the two at your house.”

Alöise murmurs, “I have a contact. I can get a couple more crates.”

Raul asks, “Can you get Heckler & Koch MP7’s? It’s a smaller round, less recoil, easier to control. It’s a great close protection weapon.”

Jack, “It also has specialized ammunition. An MP5 uses standard 9mm Luger rounds, they can be fit with silencers. I personally prefer the full MP5, but since we’re talking about fighting inside the house, maybe go with the MP5K. The barrel is half as long. Will’s friend can probably get us silencers if Bernadette, er...Alöise, can't get them from her supplier.”

Darius asks, “Aren’t you the woman that was killed at the Esplanade?”

Alöise says, “I am. I can tell you more if you swear loyalty to my Lord Husband.”

Raul says, “Ma’am, it’s all I can do not to grovel at his feet and call him Master. I count myself lucky that he treated us like victims and lets us call him Boss instead.”

Darius nods seriously and adds, “I’d like to think I have a choice, Ma’am. Sadly, I’m pretty sure I don’t.”

Raul responds, “Ma’am, Darius and I are in. I’m fairly certain that the remainder of my crew will be too. We met at my apartment last night and talked it over. None of us understand what is going on, but we’re all pretty convinced that fighting for your husband is our best chance of survival and most likely the side of right.”

Alöise nods and looks at April. “How about you, young lady?”

April says, “My fate and my future are tied to Jack and Darcie. I saw what you looked like in William’s bedroom. I’ll keep your secrets, ma’am.”

“I am Alöise Pascal,” Alöise says seriously. “You may call me Alöise, April.” She looks at the two security professionals. “You gentlemen may also address me so. My staff generally call me Mistress. You are right, Darius. My host died, so my soul went home to my natural body. Unfortunately, my sister had locked my body in her dungeon. Shryl’s, too. My Lord Husband rescued me and brought me home.”

Alöise stands and drops her dressing gown before shifting to her natural form. “My given name is Alöise Ravissement, first in line for the throne of planet Ravissement, one of the seven planetary homes of my people. You would call me a succubus. When Shryl returns, you’ll see the differences between a common succubus and a royal like myself.”

“I’m here, Your Grace,” Shryl says as she and Vanessa walk into the room. The visitors gawk at the two beautiful demons.

I check Vanessa with my second sight. She has a halo in about the proportions you would see in old religious paintings, but not a full corona. That fits with my hypothesis, but it doesn’t explain how Darius and Raul have full souls.

I turn my attention back to the conversation at hand. “Succubus. They are dimension travelers - ‘demons’ for short. It’s considerably different than what the Church and popular lore would have you believe. Imps and greater imps are more like what you might expect, but also different.” I tap my hands on the table. “Back to the question at hand. Raul, your thoughts on MP7 are sound, but I’m a fan of simplifying the logistics around ammunition, too. My family all shoot 9mm pistols and AR-15 style rifles. We’re still working to figure out shotguns, but we are leaning toward smaller loads to make controlling the weapons easier. For that reason, I like the sound of MP7, but from a practicality perspective I’m going to say MP5’s. Yours are MP5K’s, right Luis?”

He smiles mildly. “Yes, Lord. The Mistress and I agreed on them after test firing both for the reason you mentioned - a shorter barrel for a little more maneuverability inside a building.” He looks at Alöise. “I’d recommend three cases, Mistress. I’d rather have spares and not need them instead of the other way around.”

Alöise nods her agreement as T’os says, “Lord, we can give them a handful of the magnetic rifles, too. They would be advantageous for rooftop security.”

“I’ll say,” Jack quips. “Warren has equipment to measure muzzle velocity. He set it up before we did the test firing on those things. A standard 7.62mm Nato rifle has a muzzle velocity of roughly 800 meters per second. An M-16 or AR-15 firing 5.56 mm Nato rounds reach a muzzle velocity of roughly 1000 meters per second. An M1 Abrams tank with a 120mm shell reaches about 1700 meters per second. Those elven rifles were consistently firing 1900 meters per second. The one that fired the most was consistently exceeding 2000 meters per second by the time we finished.” He frowns and adds, “If you’re worried about collateral damage, I’d go with something else.”

Darius says, “M-14s. They were the preferred weapon of the Marine Corps marksmanship teams long after the M-16 became the standard combat weapon. They’re very reliable.”

I smirk. “I hate to agree with the jarhead, but he’s right. They are good weapons.”

Darius smirks back, “Semper fi, ma…” His smirk disappears as he has an internal struggle before spitting out, “Boss.”

I look at him. “Darius, I command that you refer to me as Boss rather than Master. Do I make myself clear?”

He visibly relaxes. “Thanks, Boss.”

“Raul, you too,” I command.

Raul nods, “Thanks, Boss.”

I add, “To both of you, when you can bring yourselves to do it, I prefer Will or even William to any title. I suspect you will be there soon.” I look at Alöise’s security chief. “You too, Luis.”

“Yes, Lord,” the dour Hispanic man says with an uncharacteristic grin.

I give him about a second’s worth of hairy eyeball before he chuckles at me and continues. “Ruger Mini-14’s are good, too. They use the 5.56mm NATO cartridges. If you want 7.62mm, they make a Mini-30 as well, with the same basic form factors. But remember the ‘keep the logistics simple’ principle. The 5.56mm is probably fine for our needs.”

Jack says, “Agreed.”

I tell Luis, “Call Monty and have him come here. We can get recommendations from him. Here’s his number.” I pull up the contact info and slide my phone to Luis before asking, “What else do we need to discuss?”

Josie says, “I have the security door for the basement ready. I thought I’d install it in the basement now if that’s okay.”

I nod my agreement. “Sounds good, Josie.”

Josie says, “Jack, I’ll have yours by next weekend at the latest if Warren gets the doors done. I gave him the measurements and standards yesterday.”

“Great,” he responds. “Darcie and I were discussing this. I think we need five more of those small frames sets and a roll-up crawl passage set. I want to ensure that Darcie, April, Felicia, Maddy, and Chelsea have them at all times. When Candice joins us, she’ll need one too.”

“Roll-ups?” Josie asks. Jack nods his agreement.

Alöise says, “Get Candice’s ready too, Josie. She will be ready shortly after New Year. Charge me for it. It will be her graduation present.”

Candice sniffs, “Thank you, Mistress.” She has tears of joy running down her pretty face.

Luis says, “Jack, why don’t you walk around with us? You can tell Raul and Darius about the Church while we inspect the site. Based on what we did Friday, the Church is probably the more imminent threat than the elves.”

“Okay,” Jack says. He looks at me. “You agree with that assessment, Will?”

“Yeah. We probably gained ourselves some time with the elves here in Phoenix, but I don’t know for how long. I’m still worried about other cities. Regardless, I agree with Luis, and I think your buddy in Chicago is a menace I’ll need to deal with shortly,” I agree.

Jack stands, “Let’s go, men. We’re burning daylight, and I have women that need my attention.”

We all chuckle at that.

“Um,” Audrey says, and we all stop. “Josie, Carla, Chiara, T’os, and I discussed how we can get the imps here quickly. Carla is going to cover this week when I need to be in class.”

Carla says, “I don’t have any site visits this week, so I’ll just bring my computer here. Tori can get me set up with network connectivity.” The Latvian beauty nods decisively at Carla.

Audrey continues, “Erica and I will stay overnight in the suite all week, and we’ll put a permanent circle on the floor there tomorrow afternoon. During the week, Carla will negotiate with the critters to get some on stand-by, and Chiara and T’os will work on building an artifact to summon them on demand against a pre-defined contract. It will take a couple of weeks to build and test, but it appears do-able.”

Chiara adds, “We have a plan to ensure all of our elves have a ward that will keep the imps from attacking us.”

“Good, Chiara. I know we talked about it, but I haven’t been focused on it like I should be. Thank you,” I say encouragingly. She blushes and nods. “Anything else?”

Nothing comes up. “Okay. Let’s get to it,” I say to wrap things up.
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Iget up from the table. “Alöise? Josie?” They both give me their attention. “Might I have a private conversation with the two of you?”

Alöise, ever the Mistress of the House, nods with a gentle smile. “Of course, William Darling. In my office.” She looks at the sexy mulatto zombie. “Vanessa darling, please bring coffee service to my office. Just mugs of coffee, not the ceremony. Have Adelina accompany you.”

“Oh good,” Vanessa responds. “I’ve got a long way to go on the ceremony. Tanu hasn’t certified me yet. I’ll have Christina and Yelena prepare it while I fetch Adelina.” Vanessa starts on her errand as Alöise, Josie, and I make our way toward the office.

Jack asks, “Adelina Suarez?” Alöise nods. He continues, “I wondered if that’s who that was. I didn’t know she was such a sexy young thing.”

Darcie purrs, “Do you need more women, Master?”

“No, Pet. It was just an observation,” he tells her. “How’s Michael Foster doing, Bernadette?”

“It’s Alöise, Jack. Get used to it,” she gives him a fierce stare before relaxing. “Michael is doing fine. He’ll graduate in May next year. I arranged for his mother to get a good job, and the lawsuit finished three weeks ago. She will get a rather nice settlement. Michael has been on my roster to valet cars for the last two months,” Alöise says.

Jack says, “I was going to call and thank you for that, but given your recent nuptials, I need to think about how best to do that.” He smirks.

Alöise waves dismissively at him. She says as we parade down the hall toward the parlor, “I was happily surprised when I met Adelina. She just turned eighteen Friday, so she moved in today. She is still trying to finish high school but will graduate this May. We will start indoctrinating and training her now, but we’re going to start her slowly. Unfortunately, she had some bad experiences living on her own, so I doubt she will ever become fully-fledged entertainment staff, but we’ll see. She likes to dance - she was a cheerleader in junior high and the first two years of high school. She’s pretty enough to draw clients if she decides she can do that. She is interested in going to college, so she will be with us for a while.”

Jack, Darcie, and April hand out hugs before heading up the stairs.

Rebecca kisses me quickly. “I’ll go back with Carla to get them home safely. I want to check with Warren about our charges.”

I squeeze her trim little bum. “Okay, Mama Bear. I love you.” I kiss her again before she skips up the stairs.

Carla captures my mouth. We break the kiss, and she says, “I’m going to the townhouse to bring some more things to the house. I’m afraid the townhouse is going to be more of a closet than my home. Maybe we put some elven staff there, too. With my bed and the guest bed, we could probably accommodate four of them there. More if we put in some bunk beds.”

“Sounds good, Mrs. James,” I tell her.

Marissa says, “I’m going with them, Lord Husband. Love you!” She kisses me quickly and dashes up the stairs.”

Lenore, T’os, and Chiara follow her up the stairs saying, “Goodbye for now, Lord.”

Susan kisses me. “I’m going to go back to Chicago to get ready for work tomorrow. I plan to be back for dinner but if not, come through and kiss me goodnight, Mr. James.”

“I’ll do my best, Mrs. James,” I assure her. She sways up the stairs, looking down at me with a warm smile.

Audrey, Erica, and Lara each kiss me before going upstairs to figure out how and where to put the circle. I don’t see Clarice anywhere, but Mica is behind me with his pad and paper.

Alöise reminds me, “If you’re looking for Clarice, she went to her room to pack it out.”

Alöise leads us through the salon to her office, which is next to the parlor off the entryway.

I close the door and we all sit in the chairs in front of her desk.

“Please, explain to me the process to create a zombie as it was told to you,” I ask my wives.

Alöise says, “I can only remember what Babette discussed with you. I have a lot of her memories, but…”

Josie says, “They should be hard for you to access now since you’re not sharing her brain.”

Alöise nods, “I can remember telling you to just pour life energy into a recently dead corpse. I remember talking about making a ghoul with you, I remember her life as a child growing up in the brothel and the experiences she shared with you. She was thinking about the process, basically - energize and bind - as she spoke to you. That’s about it, Darling.”

Josie says, “It’s really that simple. You grab the corpse with your will, infuse it with life energy, and bind it with the glyph. I thought everyone used the same glyph until Babette told us differently.”

“Always, life energy?” I ask to confirm. Then there is a knock on the door.

Josie says, “Yes. Always.” Alöise rises and glides to the door.

Tanu sticks her head in. She says in her slightly sing-song speech, “Please pardon the intrusion, Mistress. There is a Mr. Magnus here to see you.”

She opens the door, and we all stand. The magi that is known only as ‘Magnus’ walks in. I knew him as Chief Sergeant Jonas Hadad when I was fighting in the desert.

Alöise says, “Welcome, Magnus. My husband is here, too.”

He exclaims, “Ah! William is here, too! And you’re married to him? How wonderful!”

Alöise purrs, “It is my pleasure to claim that honor; although, Josie has been his wife longer.” She waves a hand toward Josie to indicate who she’s talking about. “She is his fourth wife. I’m his sixth.”

Magnus keeps his eyes on Josie as he walks into the room. He says absently, “William, I have your books.” He walks up to stand in front of Josie. She’s wearing boots, so she is currently just slightly taller than he is.

Magnus says, “Mrs. James, it is my pleasure to meet you. Would you please be so kind to release your power? Let me see it?”

I step closer to her and drape an arm around her waist. She looks at me for confirmation, and I nod in return.

Josie releases the bonds that cache her magical energies deep in her well. Magnus sharply sucks in a breath quickly and holds it for a moment. After he releases it he asks, “Where and when were you born, child?”

Josie answers, “1876 in Colorado, shortly after they became a state. My pa was the thaumaturge at the Golden Fleece mine near Lake City. My ma died when I was eleven. I died in 1891 in Prescott until my husband brought me back to life.”

Magnus cocks an eye at me. “You raised her and gave her powers back to her?”

I shrug. “Yes. I just strengthened her enough where she could create a body, then I started strengthening the body.”

Magnus squints at her. “You’ve learned necromancy, but you were a thaumaturge before?”

Josie says, “Yes,” and I nod.

Magnus asks, “Did your mother have talent? Powers?”

Josie shakes her head, “Not that I know of.”

Magnus muses. “I suspect she had faith magic. Most magi are born from parents with faith magic on one side and one of the remaining schools on the other.” He shrugs. “It doesn't matter, Mrs. James. May I know your given name?”

Josie nods, “Yes, sir. I was christened Josephine Helene Carroll. Helene was my grandmother. I go by Josie Carroll most of the time; although, I’ve recently begun using Josie James. I haven’t legally changed my name to James, yet. Soon. Very soon.”

Alöise says, “We all will. Probably when Viktorija is ready. Carla and I need to tuck and tie some loose ends she found in the contract.”

Magnus isn’t paying any attention. I ask, “Jonas, what’s going on?”

“I was looking for Miss Carroll in the early 1880’s,” he says. “I had sensed another magi had been born, and was trying to find her to protect and train her.” He looks at Josie. “I’m sorry I didn’t find you, dear one. Your life would have been infinitely better.”

Josie shakes her head slowly. “I was a puppet for men my entire life. I don’t know if that would have changed, and I wouldn’t be here with my loving husband if you had succeeded. I am where I wish to be, Magnus.”

He replies, “That pleases me, Miss Carroll.”

He’s about to continue when Josie interrupts him. “Please call me Mrs. James or Josie, Magnus. I prefer it.”

He bows his head sharply and looks back up. “My apologies, Mrs. James. I can see by the fire in William’s eyes that he’s about to test his skills against mine if I don’t back off.” He looks at me with a wry grin before turning back to Josie.

“Mrs. James, you are the last known magi born,” he says. “There were none born in this last century to the best of my knowledge. Baal, Wodan, Apollo, and myself have heard of none. We thought Grigori Rasputin was the last, but you were born about eight years later. Rasputin was supposedly killed by Bolsheviks, but they were common thieves sent to assassinate him at the behest of the Church.” He strokes his chin for a moment. “Our William has managed to slowly transition to become one, but you were born to it. Necromancy is a good place to start your studies, but then look at thaumaturgy, sorcery, and witchery.”

Josie says, “I still practice both.”

Magnus pulls a rolled up cloth out of his sport coat. “Then you will also benefit from my gift to William.” He holds up the rolled cloth. “This contains a trunk full of books. Basic and advanced books on necromancy, thaumaturgy, sorcery, witchery, and elemental magic. True faith magic comes on its own or it doesn’t. As much as you all know of the unseen world, it’s unlikely that you and William will develop faith magic. You know enough that faith is not really required - you know the answers of many of the mysteries that are required for faith to come into play.”

I nod and say, “I know the Most High exists, but the rest is faith. I’ve met multiple angels; although, I only know Mick, Gwen, and Larkin by name. I just got back from another dimension yesterday.”

That shocks Magnus. “Really? Which one? How did you do it?”

“Planet Ravissement to rescue Alöise and Shryl. I rode there with a banished succubus, Shryl. I came back via one of Josie’s passages,” I explain.

“Passages?” Magnus asks with narrowed eyes.

“A thaumaturgy construct that is essentially a split doorway,” Josie says. “William and I came up with it as we were discussing how we could better protect our extended family. William opened a small one that I sent with him, and then I passed a larger one through it. We pulled the far side through, and that destroyed it.”

Magnus says, “Destroy the remainders. Acid would be best, but fire is a close second. There are elven technomancers that can open your side if you don’t. It’s highly unlikely, but it is possible.”

Josie nods, “I already burned the remnants. Most of it came through when we pulled it, but I burned all the remnants. William is always reinforcing that we need to be able to secure these against unwanted use.”

I nod, and Alöise slides up to wrap me in a hug on my right, the opposite side from Josie. I ask, “The books won’t have any trouble traveling through the passages, will they Jonas?”

He looks at Josie. “They’re just doorways with halves in different locations?”

“Yes, sir,” Josie replies.

Magnus shrugs. “It should not be a problem. That’s a clever solution to that problem. Much lower energy than the elven solution. I don’t think I’ve heard of anyone else trying it.”

I say, “Jonas, we were just discussing an issue we noticed. I have five different zombies that I have raised and marked - well actually fourteen, but I haven’t checked the others. Two have grown souls. Three have halos of soul energy. Did I do something wrong?”

Magnus shakes his head. “No, William. I bet you used soul energy to mark them, no?” I nod. He continues, “When you scribe your glyph at the base of the skull, it’s right over where the soul seed plants itself. By scribing the glyph in soul energy, you effectively are feeding your soul energy into it. All of them will eventually grow a soul back. This is okay. Unless you wanted them soul-less for some reason. That can be handy in some circumstances.”

I sigh. “Good to know. Thanks, Jonas.” I release my ladies and hug my old friend. “Thanks for the books.”

He smiles, “My pleasure, William. Let me know if you want to talk.”

I pause for a second and ask, “What are you doing now? I’d like to introduce you to the family and catch you up on recent events with the elves. Josie is about to install a passage between here and the house. We’ll do that, introduce you to the family, and show you the house. I have an appointment at three, but you’re welcome to stay until then.”

“I cannot stay today, but perhaps on another day. Send some dates to the pager, and I will let you know what works,” he says.

After Magnus leaves, Alöise goes to check on her staff while Koree, Mica, and I help Josie and Manuel install the secured passage down in the basement. There is enough wall space that we could probably install two or three more if we needed to, but I can’t think of any need currently.

When we go to Prescott to get the passage, Rebecca reminds me that we’re meeting Chrysilla and Lleandra at three o’clock. I tell her we should be back at the house by two o’clock.

We just finished bolting the frame to the concrete. I yank and pull on the frame, but it feels solid. Josie kisses me and returns home through the portal.

Alöise and I return to her office. She lays out her plan for the week. She plans to stay in Phoenix to work with Viktorija on establishing her new identity. She is planning to have frequent breaks to connect with her husband in Prescott. She will spend time with Carla during the week to work out the final details on the cooperative contract by Thursday. Once that is ready, she plans to get Martin George busy on the Cortez Cooperative paperwork next week.

She lays out her new legend to me. Her name is Alöise Pascal, a distant French cousin of Bernadette Pasquale’s and her favorite surviving relative. Alöise Pascal studied international law at the Sorbonne and recently passed the CRFPA, the French bar exam, and had been invited by her distant American aunt, Bernadette, to come practice with her in Phoenix. With Bernadette’s passing, Alöise inherited Bernadette’s share of the law practice, so she is the de facto major partner. She will register to take the bar exam and the Arizona Law course required to become a member of the Arizona Bar.

I ask her about reading in her partner, Martin George, on the unseen world. Alöise says she’s tempted to offer for him to buy her out, but wants to be able to practice if necessary. If he will buy her out, she’ll put up her own shingle in Prescott under her new name. She doesn’t think he would handle the news of the hidden world very well.

Tanu, Michelle, and Adelina roll in a tray and perform the coffee ceremony for us rather than Vanesssa bringing it. Tanu and Michelle are in costume, and Adelina is in one of Viktorija’s halter jumpsuits. I guess Tanu is off shift for security. Adelina and Michelle roll the tray out after the service is complete, but Tanu stays to sit with us to enjoy coffee. When they were serving, I thought Tanu and Michelle were wearing saris, but I eventually noticed that Tanu is not wearing a stitch under the gossamer shawl. Alöise and Tanu both give me sultry smirks.

Alöise says she’s going to work on adjusting her facial structure and figure to look like a younger version of herself with darker hair - trimmer overall, a slimmer face, with breasts reduced by a cup size.

I tell her I think it’s a shame because I think she is perfect in almost every way, but I agree she needs to sell the Alöise story.

She says she will also have a Normandy accent by the time she meets Martin George.

Alöise and I agree Clarice can stay with Alöise during the day, but that Prescott is now her home. Clarice will come home every night unless Alöise calls to inform me otherwise on a specific evening.

Viktorija walks in as we finish coffee to tell me it’s time to go. She said Clarice is planning to return home to Prescott tomorrow. Tanu gives me a very warm kiss before wishing me a good day. Viktorija hands me the rolled up passage we used to arrive upstairs. Viktorija and Alöise escort me to the basement. Lara is waiting for me with Mica and Koree next to the door. Chantelle and Candice are waiting with them. I hug and kiss each of Bernadette’s ladies. I give Koree orders to stay here for now until I’m ready to bring him to Prescott. Viktorija and Alöise each give me a lover’s goodbye kiss, and I lead Lara and Mica through the passage.
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With Lleandra moving in, it’s becoming apparent that we are rapidly running out of room at the Mount Vernon house. Clarice, Mica, and Lleandra each having their own rooms means that Audrey, Erica, Marissa, and Rebecca essentially share a room. To give them more closet space, we move the passage to the office to the sub-basement, plus each of the ladies moves their most commonly used clothing up to the master closet. In the end, Marissa moves most of hers back to Carla’s townhouse.

Regardless, by three o’clock we have a room ready for Lleandra. It’s scrubbed clean, has fresh linens, and a vase of fresh flowers on the chest of drawers. It’s one of the two rooms that has a small window toward the ceiling to let in some natural light.

Susan and Alöise join us via passages just before we start the summoning. All seven of my wives, Erica, Lara, Leonore, and Mica are assembled to greet our newest addition.

Josie hands me a wooden frame. I think it’s a picture frame until she shows me that the front of the frame slides to remove the picture from the front to reveal a eight-by-ten wooden passage.

We summon Chrysilla and give her the frame. We show her how it works. I tell her, “The plan is we send you home, we pass a larger portal through. You open it and lay it on the floor, red side down. Then you and Lleandra can both come through, and we will give you a tour of our home and have dinner.”

The elvish matron scrutinizes my face for a bit and nods. Carla banishes her, and about five minutes later we hear her command, “Pass it through.”

We pass the crawl-through portal and lay our half down on the floor. Pretty soon I see Chrysilla’s face. I tell her, “Just lean down and stick your arms through. I’ll pull you up.”

She does just that, but grouses as I turn to set her on her feet, “That messed with my equilibrium.”

“Are you set?” I ask.

“Yes,” she says, but she holds onto my hands for a minute longer. She calls through the hole in the floor in Elvish, and a twisted wooden stick hangs in the middle of the hole as gravity from both sides holds it in place. I pick it up and hand it to Chrysilla.

After she takes it from my hand, I turn to find two carpet bags filling the hole. I start to pull them out one at a time, but it’s a little unwieldy since the handles are facing down from my perspective. I slide my hand deep and grab a handle to pull the bag through before setting it on the floor beside me. Mica drags it out of the way as I repeat the maneuver on the second bag.

I look down to see a cute little round face with big eyes looking up at me through thick glasses. The young woman’s arms are extending up out of the floor from about mid-forearm. I grasp her hands and pull her through.

My hands are above my head, and her face is directly in front of mine. I’m mesmerized.

I release one hand and wrap an arm around her tiny waist as I look into her large mesmerizing eyes. She’s not any more beautiful than any of my ladies, but she is cute as can be. I pull my head out of my ass and turn to set her down next to her grandmother.

Her eyes never leave mine as she speaks to her grandmother in elvish.
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Lleandra says to her grandmother in elvish, “Omi! He’s huge! You want me to seduce him? He’ll tear me apart!”

Chrysilla responds to her in the same language. “You claimed that elven men are all too small to satisfy you, irrespective of the fact that you’re too young to be having sex. I am certain this one will take better care of you than any of those child molesters that have been chasing you.”

“Omi, they thought my size was sexy, and it did help bring in food,” Lleandra replies. “Do you really think he will be more satisfying?”

Chrysilla growls, “Ask his elven mistress, Lara. She’s probably seen whether he is big enough to satisfy you.”

Lara joins the conversation in elvish. “Humans are bigger than elves on average. Our Lord is bigger than many humans. According to women that would know, he’s big - not as long as some, but he’s plenty long and probably in the top ten percent in girth. He was recently poisoned with succubus venom, so I had the opportunity to find out. He stretched me well and penetrated my womb. No elf has ever touched me so, nor any half-elf. If you want him, stake your claim early. The women in his life are lining up to marry him, and most of the elven refugees want to be his concubine if not his wife.”

Lleandra blushes at Lara’s words and then gasps as she notices Lenore, Chiara, and Mica standing in the room. She hides her face in her hands.
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I observe the elven girl as she has a short conversation with her grandmother and Lara in her native language. She must be about 5’4” to 5’5” - tall for an elf, especially a woman. She has a cute round face with a short pronounced chin and amber hair - the same color as Queen Alafair’s. Lleandra is currently wearing hers in a braid that bounces off her pert little ass. Her ears are bare, but I see no obvious point - maybe just a bit of an uplifted corner at the back upper edge. Despite being taller than the average elf, she has the typical elven female build I’ve come to expect from seeing all the naked refugees. Narrow shoulders, an extremely narrow waist, and hips that flair slightly to just a smidgen wider than her shoulders. The girl is wearing a short yellow sundress that contrasts nicely with her darkly tanned skin.

Lleandra hides her face in her hands. Lara giggles and says, “She thinks you’re a monster, Lord.”

“Only when he’s been hit with Succubus venom,” Marissa says with a grin.

Josie smirks, “I wonder if we could scratch him with that about once a month. I enjoyed the hell out of that.”

“Me too,” Lara smirks. “I’m hoping I don’t have to wait until he gets stung again for another turn. He’s rather addicting.”

I interrupt the fun and games. I look at Lleandra and tell her, “I only become a monster when someone threatens my family. Welcome to the family, Lleandra. I’m William. Please call me Will.”

I extend a hand to shake, but the girl slides past it to stand about three inches in front of me. She slowly reaches up to place her hands on my shoulders. She says in a musical voice, “Please lift me again, Lord.”

I reach down and pick her up by her waist. My fingers touch as they circle her waist. Her legs automatically wrap around my waist and her hands cup the back of my neck. I slide my left hand down her back, past her rump, to cradle her right leg.

Lleandra asks, “How many wives do you have, Lord?”

I tell her, “Lleandra, please call me Will. I have seven wives and two fiancés.”

She asks, “What does ‘fiancé’ mean?”

“Betrothed,” I respond. “Someone you’ve made a commitment to marry.”

“My grandmother told me I should seduce you,” she says. Chrysilla hides her face in her hands. “I think it would be better if I act like a daughter until I’m an adult, and then marry you. Would that be okay, Lord...er...Will?”

I chuckle, “Lleandra you are a pretty young girl, and you promise to be a beautiful woman. However, I think it’s best if we agree to ‘foster daughter’ for now. You may decide you don’t like me at all by the time you’re legally an adult.”

“Grandmother said that my age is sufficient to be an adult here,” the pretty half-elven girl points out.

“True,” I acknowledge. “However, I don’t think either of us have a good idea of how elven emotional maturity relates to the average human progression. We are going to create a human identity for you and send you to school with others of the same age as your identity, so you can acclimate to human society. I’m going to set you down now, sweetie.”

Lleandra nods and I squat to set her on the ground.

Chrysilla says, “I would say based on conversations with Audrey, we should make her out to be fifteen or sixteen as a human. My dear granddaughter is fairly promiscuous, but I don’t know if that will be such a problem here. Elven men used to chase her through the streets for a chance to fornicate with her. She is so tall that she was a novelty. I bitched about it and yelled at them. I even reported them, but since she’s half human the authorities ignored it.”

Lleandra says, “I made them give me food.” She looks up in my eyes.

Alöise says, “Sweetie, I was a whore for 150 years, and William still loves me and married me. Don’t worry about that.”

I smile at Alöise before confirming my earlier commitment, “I take my ‘over-protective father’ role seriously, Chrysilla. The boys her age will be terrorized for chasing her, and killed if they hurt her.”

“How about you, Lord? How will I know she is safe from you?” the older elven woman asks.

“If it becomes an issue, I will come to you first,” I commit.

Chrysilla changes topics with a decisive nod. “Good enough. You mentioned dinner?”

We all traipse upstairs for dinner.


Epilogue


Four days later we had a huge celebration for Thanksgiving at Jack’s farm.

Allie and Roger, Dan and Maria, Monty and Monique, Steven and Lidia, and Jack’s whole circle of ladies joined my family, Shryl, Warren, the refugees, Chrysilla, and the staff from the salon. The security team rotated in as well.

We had twenty turkeys, twenty hams, dressing, mashed potatoes, gravy, cranberry sauce, green beans, candied yams, broccoli and cauliflower casserole, tossed salads, pies, and tons of chopped vegetable hors d’oevres and breads.

We had a huge feast around the large improvised tables seated on benches. The elves were aghast at the vast amounts of food. Roger, Allie, and Monique were aghast over the elves, succubae, Jack’s harem, and mine. We spent a fair amount of time reading them into the hidden world. Allie and Roger knew about magic, but elves and succubae were new to them. We started preparing food the evening before and finally had everything ready to serve about one o’clock in the afternoon.

I kicked off the feast with an explanation for the elves of why we celebrate this holiday and the history behind the festival. I gave a short prayer to ‘our divine parents’ in thanks for the blessings we received in 2019, and then shouted, “DIG IN!”

Everyone laughed, and the feasting began. I limited myself to one plate before I got up and kissed all of my wives, Viktorija, Erica, and Lara. I gave hugs to my daughters, Jack and his harem, Chrysilla, and my trusted elven advisors - Lenore, T’os, Chiara, and Mica. Then I walked around to the tables to visit with the elves. After I had visited with each table, I walked to the center of the group and asked for everyone’s attention.

I said, “Everyone, thank you for your attention.” I pause for effect. “There is a lot of uncertainty ahead of us.” I pause as I see the better English speakers among the refugees translating to Elvish. “We have had tragedy, pain, and adventure that none of us really wanted. But there is much to be thankful for this year. Here are the things I’m thankful for.”

I paused for a small sip of iced tea. “I’ve made new friends and strengthened existing bonds. I have gone from being hopeless and divorced to having seven wonderful, beautiful wives.”

One of my wives called out, “and two fiancés.”

Lleandra added quietly, “Three.” She looked shyly at me before smiling and looking down at her plate. Clarice hugged her and grinned at me.

I continued, “I went from being childless to having two beautiful daughters, and a baby on the way.”

Susan adds, “With more on the way soon,” and Carla immediately interjects, “Amen, Mrs. James.”

Much laughter ensued from their interplay. I raised my hands and the laughter slowly dropped. “I’m grateful for my sister Allie’s, and my wife Marissa’s recovery from cancer. I’ve been fortunate in some business deals, had a ton of lucrative side work, and managed to inherit a large enough nest egg that I will be able to take care of you all.”

The elves struggled with ‘nest egg,’ but after a while they figured it out. “Finally, I have developed some new skills and latent talents that will also help take care of this extended family.” I pause for a moment. “We can’t afford to forget the dangers looming on the horizon, because our enemies will not be easily deterred, but it’s important to remember the things we’re thankful for. So, I have shared what I am thankful for. Now I would like to hear from each of you. If you want to speak in Elvish, we have enough translators to help. If you are thankful for something someone else says, that’s okay - tell us anyway. I’d like to start with this table over here. T’os? Would you start please?”

T’os stood and made his contribution first in Elvish and then in English. “I am thankful our Lord spared me. I am thankful to be free, courtesy of our Lord. I am thankful for being treated like a real person, courtesy of our Lord. And finally, I am thankful for the affection of the two ladies on either side of me. That is all.” Everyone applauded as T’os resumed his seat. The aforementioned ladies both blushed, but they also hugged him tightly before the one to his left stood and shared what she was thankful for.

And so the rest of the table stood and spoke in turn. Many tried to follow T’os’ example of speaking in both languages; although, the old gent helped his tablemates when they ran into trouble.

I then asked each table to follow, and we steadily continued around all of the tables.

There were many that echoed T’os’ remarks, but some focused more on being treated like a person rather than a cum sump - my translation - and the healing of Warren. Many also talked about not having to worry about where the next meal comes from or being eaten. All of the humans were struck dumb by the sincere outpouring of emotion from our elven friends.

Jack and his ladies, all five of them, were very thankful for each other. Darcie added that she was thankful Jack survived his mission for the Church over the summer. Candice was thankful that Jack and Darcie still patiently wait for her. Alöise’s staff mostly are grateful for the love and support of their mistress and her safe return, but also for surviving the attacks by the elves. That last bit had a sobering effect on our elves.

My wives’ comments focused around our loving family, but Carla talked about me coming to save her and helping her learn to connect emotionally. Erica echoed that last bit, and was also grateful for finding our extended family. Warren gave thanks for his new pickup before he shared an emotional statement of thanks for having so many new friends. Alöise talked about my rescue of her. Clarice talked about not being the only ‘child in the family,’ the return of her ‘Mummy,’ and discovering her ‘Daddy.’

Lleandra and Chrysilla both shared their thanks for the new relationships with my family and their hope for a brighter future. Allie and Roger talked about Allie’s miraculous recovery from cancer. Steven and Lidia expressed their thanks for the blessing of their daughter. Dan and Maria talked in terms of the blessing of having many daughters now and their improved health. In short there were lots of joyful tears and laughter.

After we cleaned up, stored food, and handed out leftovers we said our goodbyes to Warren and the refugees that remained. Quite a large number came through the passage Josie installed in the barn Wednesday - my family, our five elven household staff, Allie and Roger, Alöise’s staff - including the elven guard force and four human security guards laden with plates for those on duty, Jack’s family, Dan and Maria, Steven and Lidia.

Once we arrived in the sub-basement of the Mount Vernon house, Alöise and I handed out hugs and kisses to her staff as they passed through the passage to Phoenix. We did the same for Allie and Roger. Dan and Maria went through their own passage home - good thing too since Maria was quite tipsy.

Once everyone was gone that was going, the rest of us dragged cushions upstairs and scattered around the great room furniture, the dinette tables, and randomly placed cushions around the large living space. I picked up Lara and set her on top of the piano before doing the same with Zenia, Chelena, Elesain, Serenia, and Morena, our five elven household staff. Mica sat at one of the dinettes with his pad and pen, and Susan sat next to him. He’s coming along quite well at keeping track of actions and issues. I may start using him for contract work.

Jack sat in the middle of the big couch with his ladies around him. Darcie and April flanked him, the former with a Windows Surface for notes. Felicia and Maddy sat next to April, Chelsea sat next to Darcie, and Candice sat at Jack’s feet.

Steven and Lidia took one of the loveseats. Audrey, Erica, and Rebecca squeezed into the other. Josie sat next to Susan. I moved one of the dinettes into the center of the room, and Alöise and Carla set up on that. Viktorija and Marissa sat on the floor on either side of me as I leaned back with my head resting on Audrey’s crossed legs. My two daughters sat on the piano bench.

Alöise looked at Carla, who nodded in return. Each had a stack of paper, a legal pad, and a couple of pens. Alöise said, “Okay! We are ready to begin.”

Then the doorbell rang. I looked out the door and saw a familiar female silhouette. I lifted my phone and looked at the video feed. I saw a familiar face standing in front of the door crying. I said quickly, “Just a minute, Sonya. I’ll be right there.”

I got up and told everyone, “Glamours up. We’re going to have a guest.”

I noticed the elves’ ears disappeared and they all looked less ethereally beautiful than I’ve come to expect as the norm for elves. Lara loosened her braid, and Clarice handed her my dirty old straw hat to cover her ears.

I opened the door. “Sonya, what’s wrong?” I asked as I opened the door and invited her in.

She stepped in sobbing. “I’m having a hard time today. My folks are out of town, and my boyfriend and I broke up yesterday. I was hoping to hang out with some nice folks...ohmigod, you have a full house.”

Rebecca appeared next to me and wrapped the cute police officer in a hug. She looked really good in jeans and a sweater.

Rebecca told her, “Sonya, you’re welcome to stay, but we’re going to be discussing very personal family business. You have to swear not to talk about this to anyone. No friends, no family, no co-workers, no strangers on the street - no one! Do you understand?”

Sonya sniffed and nodded vigorously. “Yes,” she murmured.”

Marissa got up and called, “Red, white, or beer, Sonya?”

“Beer,” she answered.

I announced to the room, “Everyone, this is Officer Sonya Bird of the Prescott Police Department. Not only has she had the misfortune of dealing with me repeatedly, but she is having a rough patch in her personal life. She came here to be surrounded by nice people.” I looked at Jack and said, “Do your best, Jack.”

Jack led the wave of laughter that followed. Marissa sat a beer on one of the tables, and Rebecca escorted Sonya to a seat next to her beer. Marissa sat next to her and draped an arm over her shoulders.

Alöise picked up the narrative. “Okay, let’s begin. Sonya, welcome. I am Alöise James. I believe you know Carla James. I think you’ve picked up that William has a large number of ladies in his family. As you are aware, polygamy is illegal in Arizona and the entire United States. Carla and I are about to describe to our extended family how we’re going to get past that constraint legally. Just so you are aware, I actually wrote the base agreement for a client of mine in Ash Fork, and it has been upheld in the courts. So just listen and learn. Carla and I will take questions as they come up.” Alöise surveyed the room. “Okay. These are the terms and conditions from the Articles of Incorporation of the Cortez Cooperative.”

Alöise walked us carefully through the document, ensuring everyone knew what they were getting into. The major differences were that Carla had insisted that a lifetime non-disclosure agreement, or NDA, be part of the agreement at all levels; however, Alöise was careful to stipulate the differences between the Associate version and the other two levels. The versions for the Concubine and Household levels are pretty similar, but with some tighter controls on the Household version.

The other major addition was the clauses about rules for leaving a Household. The gist of that was that each original household member must agree on the terms within thirty days of the signing of the Household agreement, and once set they will be binding on all members - even those that join later. She also had a version ready for our household.

I listened closely as Alöise talked, but I also kept an eye on Sonya. She was completely gobsmacked. On the positive side, she appeared to have forgotten her earlier angst.

Carla talked us through the James Household agreement. I made a motion that Alöise be the Head of Household rather than myself and explained my logic - she’s used to running a big household, and she has the most life experience to draw upon. After a little discussion we all agreed, and Alöise accepted. Rebecca, Alöise, Carla, Marissa, Audrey, Josie, Susan, Viktorija, and I all signed. Clarice and Lleandra signed as children of the household, witnessed by Jack and Darcie. We have thirty days to pull all of our financials together, but Carla has already created an account for the Cortez Cooperative with a $250,000 initial deposit from her own money.

Jack, Darcie, April, Chelsea, Felicia, and Maddy all signed at the concubine level to start with. Alöise, Carla, and Viktorija will go over the agreement with the folks in the salon.

Alöise said, “We should have all the documents for the household staff here and in Phoenix ironed out next week.”

Carla casually said, “Yes. The elves will all be at the Associate level.”

Sonya immediately asked, “Elves?”

The room went deathly quiet, and Carla grimaced. “I’m sorry, husband. I got careless.”

I stood and wrapped her in a hug. “It’s okay, Mrs. James. I was starting to think you were too perfect, and I couldn’t keep up.”

“Apparently not,” Marissa smirked from next to Sonya. Carla raised her middle finger at her closest lover.

I asked, “What did you think about everything else you heard before that, Sonya?”

She shrugged, “It sounds kinda like a commune, but with better benefits.” She bites her lips. “Did I hear that right? Elves?”

“In or out, Sonya?” I asked. The room was quiet as a tomb as everyone looked at her biting her lip.

“This cooperative thing? Your family?” she asked.

“Yes,” I answered immediately. “And keeping our secrets.”

Sonya looked at me for a long moment and scanned the faces of the people she knows. Finally she said decisively, “In.”

I clarified, “As you are a police officer, you don’t qualify for Associate level. It would have to be Concubine level membership.”

“Okay,” she said with eyes like platters.

I squeezed Carla. “Execute the agreement, Mrs. James.”

Carla grabbed the forms, and Erica said, “You might as well get them for me too, Carla. I’m thinking about upgrading, but I want to talk it through with everyone and think about it a bit.”

Steven asked after talking quietly to Lidia, “May we form our own household?”

“Of course, Steven,” Alöise answered quickly. “Here’s a packet of everything. Take it home and read it. We can execute it Monday if you want to move forward. I’m taking the initial package to Martin Tuesday morning. He and I will go to the Clerk's office to file immediately thereafter. If you need more time, we can record your agreement later.”

Zenia spoke up, “Sonya knows now. Okay to drop glamour, Lord?”

I chuckle, “Sure. Drop your glamour, Zenia.”

Sonya gasped as the appearance of six of the individuals changed markedly.

I kissed each of my wives warmly. Wine and beer was poured and distributed. Cheers and hugs abounded. I noticed that Darcie took a household package from Alöise.

Jack pulled me to the side as the ladies all chatted, hugged, and kissed.

Jack said, “I’ve got a hunter team with some off-duty cops pulling surveillance on the Esplanade. There has been a significant amount of activity this week. Cleaning crews mostly, but there were crates and boxes that could have been weaponry as well as a shit-ton of non-perishable food.”

“They’re getting ready to come back,” I observed. “Makes me wish I’d raised your former colleagues rather than calling Larkin.”

“Yeah,” Jack sighed. “I think we’re gonna wish we had the manpower despite them not knowing anything useful. On the bright side, we found that ownership recently transferred to a local human woman. She’s the one that’s apparently organizing everything to reoccupy the building. We did some background checks on her.” He looked at me pointedly. “Her name is Melanie McElroy.”

“WHAT?” I shouted. Everyone turned to stare at me.

Jack said, “Will, your ex-wife is working for the elves.”

“You gotta be fucking kidding me,” I moaned.

Just when I thought shit couldn’t get more weird.

the end


Afterword


I hope you enjoyed this story.  I would value your feedback.  As you know, Amazon is driven by reviews, so please leave one - especially if you liked it!  I love 5-star reviews!  

Those 5-star reviews are critical because I’ll get more exposure to new readers based on the ratings of each book.  Plus, it helps to counteract the haters out there.  As not all readers will love what I write, it’s important to hear from those of you that do, so I can reach a wider audience.   As a part-time author, I would appreciate the help.  Maybe I can eventually retire from my IT job and just write.

Also, Amazon won’t tell you when my next book lands.   The best way to find out is to follow me on my Amazon page or Facebook.   Links are at the end of this section. 

It wasn’t as much of an adventure to write as ‘Den of Iniquity.’  I had a pretty solid plan going into this one based on the previous two books as well as ‘Clarice’s Admirer.’   Despite that there were some surprises.  Among them are elven refugees, Viktorija’s hacking hijinx, a squad of human made-to-order zombies, and what happens if you get stabbed by the spike of a succubus.  Fighting a hunter team and the visit by the infamous Monsignor David Lewis weren’t part of the plan either, but they showed up regardless.  Warren Dark made an appearance in ‘Master of the Road’ a couple of weeks before he showed up here - good thing too.  I would have hated to write about all those elven suicides otherwise.  In short, the cast of this story have taken me on another thrill ride as an author, and I thoroughly enjoyed.

I always like to call out the origin for my concept for zombies.  It sprang from a conversation with a friend of mine.  He’s a bit of a geek and a font of knowledge on a wide variety of topics.  One day when we were having a discussion over breakfast at First Watch in Phoenix, my buddy mentioned that he had been reading about a school of philosophy that believes that there are a fixed number of souls on the planet.  The idea of this philosophy school is that as people die, the souls are reborn into new bodies - standard reincarnation.  However, as the world population has increased, the number of people has exceeded the number of available souls.  The philosophers of this school believe these soulless people are here to challenge the rest of us to help us grow.  That idea percolated in my brain over time, and eventually the soul-less became the basis for my zombies.  

I still haven’t found many references for that school of philosophy - ‘naturalism’ is as close as I’ve found.  Since my buddy dropped off the face of the planet, I haven’t been able to ask him. If you find a clue, send me a note.

Previously, I have tipped my hat to the many sci-fi and fantasy authors I’ve read over the last 20 years, and last time I listed the books I read during the writing process.  I honestly haven’t read as many this time, but I did make some forward progress on my backlog.  These are some of the authors I particularly like:  Shawn Keys, Logan Jacobs, M. Tefler, Eden Redd, Eric Vall, Michael-Scott Earle, Rodzil Labraun, P.S. Power, Laurence Dahner, Daniel Schinhofen, Randi Darren / William D. Arand, William E. Brown, Marilyn Foxworthy, Cebelius, Maxx Whittaker, and Daniel Pierce.  There are so many good authors to read.  It makes me extra grateful that you are reading my work.

My new web site will soon have links to some of my favorite books, so you can enjoy them too.  I’m also planning to move my blog there from blogspot.  In the immortal words of Darcie Conroy, “Work, work, work!”

I have a Facebook page and a Patreon site, which kinda follows the example of M. Tefler.  As I said, my Patreon story, ‘Master of the Road,’ was planned to be a straight erotic story, but it changed over time.  I won’t publish that series on Amazon until about six months after I have a book’s worth of content complete on Patreon.  I need to do that to stay on my publisher’s good side.   I’m maintaining a one premium post every 2-3 weeks at the moment.  My patrons are telling me ‘give us more,’ so I will be looking at driving more content there in the future.

I have at least one more story in the main Accidental Necromancer (AN) storyline, as well as I expect some more short stories around them.  However, I have a few other projects in queue before I pick that back up.  First of all, I’m working to get a ‘Green Lord Thanksgiving’ short story done in time to publish for...do the math.  I need to let ‘Master of the Road’ catch up a bit before I publish the next AN story.  So my current plan is - 1) ‘Green Lord Thanksgiving,’ 2) my space story, (AKA ‘Cannon Fodder’), and 3) a sequel to Surrender.  Follow me on FaceBook, Patreon, my website, or my Amazon author’s page for updates.

I’m on my FaceBook page 2-3 times each week.  I’m a member of several groups, too.   Here are a few I like to recommend:

• Harem Lit Group on Facebook.  Many of the authors in the harem-lit genre are members and pitch their new works there.  If you like my books, you will find other authors to enjoy between mine!   I’ve been banned from it for doing something stupid.  It’s not their fault - I earned it.  Regardless, you can find it at https://www.facebook.com/groups/haremlit/.   With luck I’ll eventually finish my sentence and meet you there.

• Eden’s Lewd Fantasy & Sci-fi Garden.  This is Eden Redd’s group.  Lots of fun to be had, and a lot of the Harem-lit authors hang there.  I always make a point to drop in and see what’s going on.  Address is https://www.facebook.com/groups/158209654749089 

• Fantasy/Science/Fiction Cool News and Humor group is mostly fans.  Good times.  Very little in the way of politics.  Address is a https://www.facebook.com/groups/584252842052663/ 

It’s time for me to get back to writing.  

‘Til next time.

-JG Jerome

https://www.jgjerome-author.com/ 

https://www.facebook.com/JGJeromeAuthor

https://www.patreon.com/jgjerome

https://www.amazon.com/JG-Jerome/e/B07TWJJSYL


Appendices


Humans

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

• Rebecca Silverstein (Silberschmid) - young Jewish girl, born April 17, 1874 who died in 1891 after her father tried to rape her.  145 year old ghost when Will meets her.  Witch.  Official legend is that she was born Angela Marie Olsen on November 2, 1999 at the general hospital in Fort Collins, Colorado and adopted on 05 November, by Jacob and Lenore Silverstein of Littleton, Colorado.  Left home when she turned 18, and her adopted parents died two months later in a car wreck.

• Marissa Tomlinson - initially Will’s playmate and Carla Jackson’s girlfriend.  Later, she broke up with Carla, and committed to being William’s ‘wife.’  Irish-Mexican heritage, bodybuilder and martial artist.  Works in medical equipment sales.  Originally in a relationship with Carla Jackson.

• Audrey Cheung - Korean-American.  Sorceress.  William’s girlfriend in Phoenix.  Audrey is submissive and likes Will to tie her up.   Volleyball player for GCU.  Studying Biomedical and Mechanical engineering.

• Josephine (‘Josie’) Carroll - apprenticed to her father, Gryffin Carroll, as a thaumaturge in the 1800s.  Sold into apprenticeship to Julius Lafayette as a necromancer.  She is a tall, well-proportioned, strong woman with a cute face and ash blond shoulder-length hair.  Her height is 5’10.”  Official legend is she was born in Springfield, Missouri on April 6th, 1995.

• Carla Sydney Jackson - born a zombie.  Human Resources lawyer for an international mining company.  Marissa’s partner.  Hosts Sidney Aloicious Beauchamps’ ghost, an apprentice sorcerer from the 1800s.  He was a dandy apprentice to Laurence Clement.  Gay man, but wanted to be a woman.  Roughly 5’8” tall, very attractive young man.  Asked Will to find him a ‘pretty zombie.’

• Erica Perez - Audrey’s roommate.  Zombie.  Curvy, blond Latina with glasses.  Does online sex shows to pay for school at GCU.

• Bernadette Pasquale - (AKA Anne-Marie Pasquale, AKA Alöise Pascal) Born Babette Printemps as a necromancer on earth, but also born as Alöise Ravissement as a succubus.  Alöise possessed Babette’s zombie to become first Anne-Marie Pasquale, and then Bernadette Pasquale.  Runs a brothel, but prefers to call it a ‘salon.’  Has a law practice.  

• Aldo - Bernadette’s contract driver.  Surname unknown.

• Judith Silberschmid (AKA ‘Judy Neumann’) - Rebecca’s aunt.  Sister to Yacob Silberschmid.  Necromancer.  Former apprentice to both Remy St. Jacques and Julius Lafayettte.  Lives in the Pioneer Home in Prescott.

• Roger Banks - William’s brother-in-law.  Electrical engineer.  Husband to Allison.  They live in Raleigh, North Carolina.

• Allison Banks - William’s sister.  Has returning lymphoma cancer.  Wive of Roger. They live in Raleigh, North Carolina.

• Steven Cheung - Audrey’s father.  Korean-Anglo American.  Sorcerer.  Only known sorcerer to retire from service with the Church.  Married to Lidia.  Lives in Peoria, Arizona.

• Lidia Cheung - Audrey’s mother. Korean-Black American.  Wife of Steven Cheung.  Lives in Peoria, Arizona.

• Jack Jerome - Retired hunter from the Church.  Occasionally gets called back for ‘special’ cases.  His primary profession now is an IT consultant project manager.  Darcy Conroy is his ‘pet’ and personal assistant or ‘PA’.  Has additional part-time pets (April, Chelsea, Felicia, Maddy, Candice) in addition to being a frequent client of Bernadette’s salon

• Darcy Conroy - Young auburn-haired girl. Jack Jerome’s ‘pet’ and PA.

• April Charles - one of Jack’s pets.  International fashion model of Anglo and African descent.

• Chelsea Green - one of Jack’s pets.  Has independent chauffeur business in Phoenix.

• Madison Hock - AKA Maddy.  Fitness model.  Mousy blond.  Jack’s neighbor in Phoenix.  Partner to Felicia Saunders, and one of Jack’s pets.

• Felicia Saunders - pharmaceutical sales rep.   Jack’s neighbor in Phoenix.  Voluptuous, brunette.  Partner to Maddy Hock, and one of Jack’s pets.

• Susan Rey - Will’s boss at Construction Insurance Brokerage (CIB), Director of Change Management.  Tall, lean, sexy.  Becomes Will’s seventh wife

• Elliot Morgan - Susan Rey’s ex-husband.

• Darius Fields - fit, black security guard on the door of the Esplanade.  Former Corporal in Marine Force Recon.  Will made him a zombie.  

• Alan Caldwell - heavily muscled white security guard at the security desk at the Esplanade.  Will made him a zombie. 

• Raul Contreras - Hispanic.  Supervisor of the guard force at the Esplanade.  Will made him a zombie. 

• Dan Seamus Tomilinson - Marissa’s father.  Married to Maria.  Retired police sergeant.  Security contractor.    Fifth degree blackbelt in American Kenpo.

• Maria Tomlinson - Marissa’s mother.  Married to Dan.

• Jared Carlisle - attorney at Pasquale & George law office.  He has an abrasive personality.  Jack & Darcie leave him a mess on his desk.  Referred to by Viktorija.  Never makes an appearance.

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

• Officer Sonya Bird - Female police officer.   Questions Rebecca in the Walgreens after the zombie attack.  Responds to Carla’s call for assistance when Cyrus threatens her.  Partner to Officer Johnson.  Begins flirting with William starting Halloween.  Shows up for Thanksgiving.

• August Montgomery (AKA Gus, AKA Monty) - Retired Army Sergeant Major.  Martial artist. Firearms dealer and instructor.  Friend of William.

• Monique - Monty’s girlfriend.  Surname not known.

• Jonathan Copeland - dementia patient used to host Xranalazny.  Zombiefied by Will.  Will raised him from his ghost to heal him.  Went home after destroying Xranalazny.

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

• Martin George - Bernadette’s law partner.

• Melanie McElroy - Will’s ex-wife.  Adulteress.  Is somehow associated with House Valeran.

Bernadette’s Salon Staff

• Viktorija Dana Ozoliņa (AKA Viktorija Dana Ozola, AKA Tori) - Latvian girl rescued by Bernadette to work in her stable.  Bernadette’s hacker and dress designer.  Entertainment staff.  Assistant manager of the salon business.  In love with Bernadette and William.

• Candice Jorgensen - petite Chinese-Anglo woman.  Culinary queen of the household as well as part of the entertainment staff.  In love with Jack Jerome.

• Vanessa Conway- voluptuous light-skinned black woman.  Zombie.  Host for Shryl, the succubus, until Shryl is banished home on Bernadette’s business.  Entertainment staff.

• Chantelle Cross - former olympic volleyball player.  Chocolate skinned, tall, and athletic.  Keeps renewing her indenture to Bernadette for new academic interests.  Has witches in her family.  Entertainment staff.

• Rachel Lowenstein - Voluptuous Jewish woman.  Entertainment staff.

• Michelle Bradley - Brunette ‘girl-next door’ - looks like a cheerleader.  Studying nursing.  Entertainment staff.

• Rosalie Maldonado - AKA ‘Rosa.’ Pretty, curvy Mexican woman.  Entertainment staff

• Tanu Khatri - Dark-skinned Bollywood-worthy Indian woman.  Studying Information Technology at ASU.  Entertainment staff.

• Cindy Morgan - voluptuous blond ‘girl-next door’ - looks like a cheerleader.   Studying business marketing, and interning in a local call center.  Entertainment staff.

• Serena Rossi - Italian, brunette.  Law clerk, studying for the bar.   Has a patron couple that she entertains almost exclusively.  Entertainment staff.

• Manuel Torres - good natured male entertainer from California.  Trained paramedic.

• Luis Montoya - stoic Mexican entertainer.  Bernadette’s head of security.  Bartender.  Has a younger brother who Bernadette paid for his college education.  Has witches, or brujas, in his family.

• Lara Vallaye - elven zombie.  Formerly Ilara’en Vallaye, lady-in-waiting to Duchess Valya Valeran.  Valya sent Ilara’en to Bernadette as a ‘gift.’

• Christina Castilllo - new kitchen staff.  From Ecuador.

• Yelena Calderón- new kitchen staff.  From Columbia.

• Adelina Suarez - new rescue of Bernadette’s.  18-years old, orphaned at 15 and has been trying to make it on her own in Phoenix.  Just settling in.

• Michael Foster - 16-year old black youth.  Jack discovered him in June as an unwilling member of a gang heist.  Good student and athlete.  Referred him to Bernadette.  Parks cars for salon events.

• Red Tail Productions - Bernadette’s company that promotes her shows via email

The Church

• Archbishop Fergus MacDougall - Archbishop of Chicago, and the Head of the Department of Spiritual Security internationally.  The Department of Spiritual Security is part of the Corpo della Gendarmeria, the Vatican’s police and security force.

• Monsignor David Lewis - Jack Jerome’s former control.  Works directly for Archbishop Montgomery

• Mason Krill - hunter of the team that attacked Will, Josie, Rosalie, and Manuel at the airport.  Call sign is ‘Krill.’  Will killed him and his necromancer.  Josie killed the sorcerer.

Angels

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

• Angélus Michaélis (AKA ‘Mick,’ AKA ‘the Archangel Michael) - friend of Gwen.

• Angélus Larkin - newly trained Angélus Mortis, Angel of Death.  Summoned for Alafair by Gabrielle.

Imps

• Imps - Don’t call them lesser imps, it’s disrespectful.  They don’t mind being called ‘critters’

	Xerxes

	Hermes

	Argo



• Xralnazny - Greater imp lord that tried to come back to take over earth.  Destroyed by Will, Audrey, and Magnus.

The elves

• House Valeran

	Lorn Valeran - Duke of House Valeran

	Valya Valeran - Duchess of House Valeran.  Magician.  Originally from House Serenissima

	Reddy Valeran - Guard of Lorn and Valya.  Son of Mal’szak.  Brother to Yoren and Le’szak Valeran.  Killed by Will & Josie.

	Yoren Valeran -  Guard of Lorn and Valya.  Son of Mal’szak.  Brother to Reddy and Le’szak Valeran.  Killed by Will & Josie.

	Feliz - Lady-in-waiting to Valya Valeran, commoner.  Killed by Yoren.

	Ilara’en Vallaye - Lady-in-waiting to Valya Valeran.  Royal.  Became the zombie Lara.

	Maliar’en Vallaye - Ilara’en’s sister.  Royal.  Pleasure slave.  

	Mica Hawthorne - indentured apprentice to the Court Magician.    Refugee.

	T’os - half-elf / half- groll slave to the Court Magician.  Master grade magician - technomancy is his primary concentration.  Refugee.

	Leonore Nessian - chief healer for House Valeran.  Refugee.  See house Spirituae

	Chiara Nessian - former apprentice to the Court Magician.  Refugee.  See house Spirituae

	Zenia - pleasure slave.  Refugee.  Shortest of the elven ladies.  Strawberry blond.  Outspoken about desire to become William’s wife or concubine.  Joins William’s household as staff working for Rebecca.

	Chelena - pleasure slave.  Refugee.  Ash blond.  Helped Rebecca at Warren’s house.  Joins William’s household as staff working for Rebecca.

	Elesain  - pleasure slave.  Refugee.  Ebony hair.  Joins William’s household as staff working for Rebecca.

	Serenia - pleasure slave.  Refugee.  Golden blond.  Helped Rebecca at Warren’s house.  Joins William’s household as staff working for Rebecca.

	Morena - pleasure slave.  Refugee.  Greenish-blond.  Joins William’s household as staff working for Rebecca.

	Le’szak Valeran - youngest son of Mal’szak Valeran, the new Duke Valeran.  Brother to Yoren and Reddy.  Apprenticed to Leonore Nessian as a healer.  Spying on the Arizona contingent for his father.   Killed by Will.

	Mal’szak Valeran - is the new Duke Valeran upon Valya’s death.  Thought to be roaming major cities in Asia.

	Migosh - the youngest of the care assistance on Leonore’s staff.  Refugee.



• House Spirituae

	Rallent’or Nix - doctor contracted through Chrysilla.  Killed Ilara’en

	Leonore Nessian - chief healer for House Valeran.  Mother of Chiara Nessian.  Niece to Chrysilla Nix

	Chiara Nessian - former apprentice to the House Valeran the Court Magician.  Fathered by Lorn Valeran.

	Chrysilla Nix - broker for sorcerers.  Information broker across all houses on Elven Prime. Finds elves with certain skills to be contracted.  Audrey’s broker

	Lleandra Nix - granddaughter to Chrysilla.  Half-human.  Fostering with the James Household.

	House Elassaine - house specializing in technomancy.  Has colonized four other worlds

	Liam Blissande - left Chrysilla’s daughter to die on a colonized moon.



• Unknown house

	Lonnie - Lafayette henchman.  Thought to be elven.  Not confirmed. Will suspects he’s an elf because Gwen said there was an elf and a devourer as henchmen. 



The succubae

• Royal House of Luxure - the imperial house of all the succubaen planets.  The family Ravissement is the royal family on Aloïse’s people

	Alafair Ravissement - Planetary Queen and sister of Gabrielle and Aloïse

	Gabrielle Ravissement - Heir to the Queen and sister of Alafair and Aloïse

	Aloïse Ravissement - Duchess and sister to Alafair and Gabrielle.  Hosted in the zombie Babette Printemps since the 1860s.  Goes by ‘Bernadette Pasquale’ until her zombie is killed.

	Shryl - common succubus.  Was hosted by Vanessa.  From a family that has served the Ravissement family for generations.  Tries to help rescue Alöise



Characters from previous books

	Michael - musician friend.   Surname not known.

	Sonya - Michael’s insane girlfriend.  Not the police officer with the same given name.    Surname not known.

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

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

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

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

	Marta Silberschmid - Rebecca’s mother

	Yacob Silberschmid - Rebecca’s father

	Marvin Feinstein - Yacob Silberschmid’s business partner.

	Gerry - Will’s friend from the gym.  Helps Will move.    Surname not known.

	Diana - Gerry’s wife.    Surname not known.

	Lonnie - Henchman of Julius Lafayette.    Last name unknown.

	Alfonse - Henchman of Julius Lafayette.  Devourer hosted in a zombie.  Killed by William James.  Last name unknown.

	Cyrus Masterson - miner that threatens Carla.  Will made him a zombie, and ordered him to suicide by policeman.

	Officer Johnson - Male police officer.  Questions William in the Walgreens after the zombie attack.  Responds to Carla’s call for assistance when Cyrus threatens her.  Partner to Officer Bird.  Given name uknown

	Lars Christiensen - Norweigian miner that dies at Bernadette’s hand by repeatedly reinvigorating him until he died of over stimulation.

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

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

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

	Kory Standish - school classmate of Will’s in high school and college.  Gay.  Will stood by him when others didn’t.  Sydney’s voice in the bolt reminds Will of Kory.

	Laurence Clement - sorcerer from the 1800’s.  Worked with Lafayette to capture Gwen.  Master of Sidney Beauchamps

	Charlene Tully - apprenticed to Julius Lafayette as a necromancer in the 1800s.  Shorter, slender red-headed girl with long hair running down her back dressed in a fashionable dress.  Her ghost is still held in a bolt ‘container’ constructed by Josie.

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

	Haimish - clerk at the Biltmore Embassy Suites.  Surname not known.

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

	Mary Bennett - Bruce’s wife

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

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

	Delores Aguilar - Will’s real estate agent.

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

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

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






Chronology of Ghost Story, the Accidental Necromancer, Book 1:

	William “Will” James moves into an apartment at the Doric Apartments

	Rebecca manifests as a ghost in Will’s mirror in the apartment

	Will has drunken phone sex with his girlfriend in Phoenix, Audrey

	Rebecca eats Will’s essence to discover that it makes her stronger

	Rebecca asks Will to feed her, and he does.  Rebecca becomes more solid with each feeding

	Marissa comes to visit.  Reveals that she has a girlfriend, and that breast tumor disappeared after sex.  Not a fluke; it happened seven times.  

	Will introduces Marissa and Rebecca.  He tells Marissa about Audrey, too

	Rebecca gets enough life force from Will to create a living body.

	Rebecca blows Will’s mind by explaining about the magical world.  She tells him he used magical power to raise her from the dead.

	Will is attacked by a zombie in Walgreens.  Will kills him by sucking the life out of him.

	Will, Marissa, and Rebecca meet Gwen, Rebecca’s guardian angel, chained in the excavated basement of Will’s house.  

	Will picks up the bolts holding the ghosts of Josie, Sidney, Charlene, and Mason.  Will releases

	Will raises Josie from the dead

	Marissa breaks up with Carla, her girlfriend.  Will, Rebecca, and Josie help her move out.

	Will meets Marissa’s parent, Dan and Maria Tomlinson.

	Will contracts with Bernadette to use her connections to get legal identities for Rebecca and Josie.

	Will and Audrey hook up.  Audrey determines that Will is a necromancer.

	Audrey tells Will about the danger the Church poses to him and his growing family.

	Audrey breaks up out of fear of the Church

	Will meets his boss, Susan Rey, face-to-face for the first time while he is holding his workshops at the hotel. 

	Julius Lafayette buys Will’s house hoping to recover ‘his property.’

	Will ties up Susan in a Shibari construct.  She enjoys it.

	Will picks up the documents from Bernadette on his way home.  Viktorija calls Audrey to meet him there.

	Audrey and Will reconcile in Bernadette’s office.  Bernadette and Viktorija enjoy the show from Bernadette’s bedroom.

	Audrey meets Marissa, Rebecca, and Josie.

	Marissa and Will buy a house

	Will destroys Alfonse, Lafayette’s indentured devourer, and maims Lafayette’s left hand.

	Story ends






Chronology of Den of Iniquity, the Accidental Necromancer, Book 2:

	Will, Rebecca, Marissa, and Josie crash at Dan and Maria’s house while they are out of town.

	Will makes experiments with cancer cures on Marissa.  Afterwards, he makes arrangements to visit his sister in North Carolina to help with her cancer.

	Jack Jerome, former Church hunter, makes an appearance at Bernadette’s

	Carla Jackson, Marissa’s ex-girlfriend, shows up at Will’s apartment as the family packs for a weekend in Phoenix.

	Will reveals to Carla that she is a zombie - could have gone much worse

	Marissa, Will, Rebecca, and Josie drive to Phoenix to help Bernadette with a mysterious task.

	Josie, Marissa, and Rebecca meet Audrey, Viktorija, Bernadette, and her staff.

	Bernadette shares her story and teaches William and Josie a lesson necromancy.

	Bernadette shares the plan to send Shryl home

	Tanu performs a coffee ceremony she created with Indian influences for the first time.

	Bernadette explains how she ended up in Phoenix, and she reveals she has a law practice.

	Will’s other wives gain carnal knowledge of Audrey, while he shows his appreciation for them all.

	The family has dinner with Audrey’s parents

	Jack Jerome and Steven Cheung witness sending Shryl home.

	Bernadette’s staff care for Vanessa, while Bernadette, Will, Steven, Jack, and Audrey discuss the plan to kill the greater imp lord Xranalazny.

	Will and his wives go to train with Master Hiromatsu.

	Will and Audrey perform a Shibari demonstration on Bernadette’s stage as ‘Henri et Alouette’ and then Jack demonstrates a party game with Darci, Candice, Chantelle, and Tanu.

	Will and Rebecca fly to North Caroline to treat Allison, AKA ‘Allie,’ of her lymphoma.  They make significant progress.

	Viktorija discover’s Rebecca’s Aunt Judith at the Pioneer home in Prescott.  Will and Rebecca visit her.

	Josie and Will devise a plan for portals using thaumaturgy.

	Aunt Judith comes for dinner with the family.

	Will buys the Prescott Hotel.

	Julius Lafayette returns with cap in hand.  Will buys the Cortez house back from him, gives him a sustainable business model, and tells him about Judith.

	Allison reports that she’s gaining energy after Will and Rebecca’s visit.

	Josie builds her first ‘passage’

	Will’s family reveal the hidden world to Dan and Maria Tomlinson.

	Will fixes some health problems for his in-laws.

	Josie and Marissa travel to Bernadette’s via passage for the first time.

	Will’s family, Jack, and Darcie meet elves at Bernadette’s - Duke and Duchess Valeran with their party.

	BDSM show on stage at Bernadette’s turns into an elven massacre.

	Will tries to save Feliz, the elven lady-in-waiting that was butchered on stage. 

	Bernadette and Viktorija join Will’s family in bed.

	Bernadette confesses how much she hates working as a dominatrix.

	Valya sends her other lady-in-waiting, Ilara’en, as a ‘make-up’ gift to Bernadette.  Will heels her injuries.

	Training with Master Hiromatsu has the ladies working as a team against senior students

	Will and Rebecca return to North Carolina to continue healing Allison.  Audrey, Josie, and Marissa join for dinner before they all head back to Arizona.

	Will and the ladies go shooting with Monty

	Carla calls for help

	Will and the ladies move into the house on Mount Vernon

	Carla and Sidney share their stories

	Jack asks Will to train Darcie

	Halloween at the James House with Carla, Sidney, Dan, Maria, Jack, and Darcie.  Officer Johnson and Officer Bird stop by.

	Erica discovers the passage to Prescott

	Rebecca’s birthday - Erica and Carla get souls

	The angels Gwen and Mick take Will for a quiet chat about strategies for Xranalazny

	Judith tells Will how to contact Magnus

	Will trains with imps - Argos, Hermes, and Xerxes

	Rebecca and Josie have a contest to help study their GEDs.

	Erica and Audrey by musical instruments for the house

	Will’s family goes to Phoenix to deal with Xranalazny

	Will creates a zombie out of John Copeland and puts his soul in a container

	Ilara’en confesses she has been planting surveillance bugs in Bernadette’s house

	Elves attack as Audrey summons Xranalazny.  Ilara’en gravely wounded trying to protect Carla, Josie, Marissa, and Rebecca.

	Will captures the greater imp lord, and Magnus arrives to destroy it.

	Will saves Viktorija from a fatal wound.

	Ilara’en shares all she knows of Valya Valeran’s plans.

	Audrey summons an elven healer for Ilara’en, Rallent’or Nix.  

	Nix tries to kill Ilara’en for the bounty.  Will kills him.

	Ilara’en’s soul goes to the Summerlands, but Will raises her body.

	Imps destroy the listening elven post behind Bernadette’s house.

	Will raises Rallent’or Nix and Koree, the surveillance technician, and sends them on a mission to gather intelligence.

	Book ends
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