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

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

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

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

	Harem Gamelit - https://www.facebook.com/groups/HaremGamelit 
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AUTHOR’S NOTE: SHY NO MORE—BITE TWICE


Howdy folks,

Straight talk: Twice Shy dives deeper into Fae chaos. Molly's clerk-to-pixie rebirth? No hand-holding—ogres crash in, Rick wrestles urges with Celia amid estate luxuries. Breadcrumbs via bites, bonds, and Balboa enigmas reveal Serra Bay's layers.

Standalone mid-series entry. Earned lore through hungers, harem hints, and high-stakes spice. No tutorials—just raw Fae awakening.

Flip the page.

~ Mack Landry

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


Bored video store clerk Molly's world shatters with a powerful incubus bite, propelling her into Fae rebirths and ogre-led rescues. Meanwhile, devoted Celia bonds deeply with reborn Rick, whisked to oceanfront mansions where their connection tests his restraint against ancient urges. In lush estates and glowing enclaves, passion blooms with loyal companions and emerging powers. This captivating urban fantasy blends awakenings, heartfelt romance, and redemption—ideal for lovers of magical worlds. One click and step into the enchantment!

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


For those who resist their shyness and dare to take a second chance.


Love is lovelier the second time around.

FRANK SINATRA


TWICE SHY


PROLOGUE: MOLLY
VIDEO STORE - PACIFIC BEACH


I drummed my fingers on the counter and sighed.

Why did this store even exist?

For the hundredth time, I asked myself that question. In 2026, hardly anyone bought, sold, or traded videos anymore. VHS tapes died ages ago. DVDs and Blu-rays became extinct about the same time they were created. With 4K streaming flooding directly into people's homes, most folks with decent internet connections never had to leave the house. Even porn came on demand.

A few people didn't have stellar internet. But they also didn't own DVD players. I knew this because the store was always empty. The rental vending box at the gas station across the street got more traffic than we did.

So we sold overpriced popcorn, vintage movie theater candies, and niche paraphernalia to people who didn't actually watch movies. The margins were thin. The foot traffic, thinner.

I was grateful for the job. Barely paid the bills, but it paid them. My manager swore the pandemic had brought new customers, though he'd abandoned me ninety minutes ago to hit the bank. He'd described the mask chaos with this distant, surreal quality---one week everywhere, the next completely absent. Hit or miss, he'd said. I'd had to take his word for it. This was my first day.

We maintained cleanliness standards to stay open. So I wore the branded mask and wiped down surfaces obsessively---the plexiglass shield twice an hour. The sanitizer bottle auto-dispensed in perfect doses. The job description might as well have been "janitor" instead of "sales associate."

The door chimed.

Everything changed.

A tall man entered. Tall, dark, carved from ebony. Flesh that looked sculpted. He wore a black mask, and I wanted to rip it off him to see his lips.

I'll admit it: privileged white girl, lower-middle-class background, absolutely obsessed with big, muscular men built like this one. This customer pressed every single button I had.

He strode toward the register. I blinked. I'd been staring. Drooling, probably.

He pulled his mask down.

My mouth went dry.

"Do you have any new movies?" he asked, then paused for effect. "The kind they wouldn't show in theaters even if they were open."

I blinked. His presence made me dizzy, made my thoughts scatter like frightened birds. Then I caught his meaning.

"Oh. Porn." I smiled, pleased I could form words at all.

He nodded.

I gestured for him to follow me toward the back room, behind the curtain. I didn't ask if he'd ever heard of internet pornography. My mind was already casting him in my favorite fantasies, which felt insane and perfect all at once.

"We get new titles about once a month," I said, keeping my tone bright and professional---what a joke. "You're lucky. Just got a fresh batch yesterday."

He looked at me. Not at the shelves. At me. His eyes traveled the length of my body, lingering on my breasts, my legs, my face. Then back to my eyes.

I felt myself blush. But instead of looking away, I shifted into a coquettish pose, letting my hip tilt and my back arch slightly. This was stupid. This was going to get me fired. I didn't care.

"I think I'm lucky for many reasons," he said. His voice was low, rough. He glanced back toward the store proper. "Are you the only one here?"

I bit my lip and nodded. Then I moistened my lips with the tip of my tongue---a deliberate move, one I knew would set the hook.

He stepped toward me. His hand reached for my hips and pulled me against him.

His erection was instant, insistent, pressing hard against my abdomen. I looked up at him. His eyes locked with mine, and the world narrowed to just this moment, just us.

"I'm Molly," I whispered.

His lips met mine before I could say anything else.

I couldn't help myself. My arms wrapped around his neck, one foot hooked around the back of his knee, and I pressed myself into his embrace. Somewhere in the rational part of my mind, I registered the security cameras. I knew what I was doing would get me fired. I didn't care. I wanted him to take me, to use me, to make me feel anything other than the empty boredom that had haunted me for years.

I inhaled his scent—forest and canyon, nature itself pressed into human form. Every part of him burned a direct line to my core. His taste. His feel. The weight of him against me.

His tongue slipped between my lips, and I sucked on it greedily. His mouth was soft yet firm, contradictory in the best way. His arms held me easily—so easily—as my fingers traced down his biceps, feeling the incredible power there. I pulled away slightly, emitting a soft moan.

So good. So fucking good.

He smiled, then lowered his mouth to the curve where my neck met my shoulder. He kissed there, his hand dropping to cup my ass through the unflattering pants I was forced to wear. His fingers dug in, massaging, possessive.

"Rip them off," I breathed against his shoulder.

I never got to finish the thought.

His teeth found my skin.

The bite burned---bright, intense, racing through my veins and nerves like fire. Like electricity. Like pure, undiluted desire given physical form.

"The fu⁠—”

My whole body bucked, cresting into an orgasm so intense it stole my breath. He held onto me, his sharp fangs embedded in my flesh, his venom flooding through me. Images assaulted my consciousness: flying over fields, diving through canyons, rushing through forests at impossible speeds. Colors too vivid. Sensations too sharp.

Then nothing.

Blackness.

My eyes fluttered open. Conscious but paralyzed, I stared at my captor. He made a low, rumbling sound—a series of syllables I didn't recognize, didn't understand. A golden ring of protection formed around me, shimmering like liquid light.

The world shifted.

Forest clearing. The ring dispersed. He lifted me into his arms and carried me down a path I couldn't fully process, my thoughts scattered, my body heavy.

"Sorry for the abruptness," he said, his voice gentle against my ear. "You were trapped. We wanted to free you. You'll understand in a day or two."

"What's your name?" I managed, unsure if I'd actually spoken aloud or if this was all some strange dream.

"I'm Jake," he said. "I'm an ogre."

An ogre. Like Shrek?

My thoughts drifted in that Sudafed-fog way---simultaneously wide awake and screaming while you sleep. I wrapped my arms around his neck, needing to hold onto something, needing to feel less like a rag doll being carried away from everything I knew.

He stopped before a wall. A door slid open with a whisper of hydraulics.

A beautiful Black woman stood in the entry. She took one look at me, then nodded like she'd seen this a thousand times before.

"Any troubles?" she asked.

"Clean extraction, De," Jake rumbled. His form had already shifted. Not human. Not anymore. But humanoid---powerfully built, impossibly strong. His flesh looked like rock, dark as coal or granite. Not the Shrek version. Perfect, actually. Terrifying in its perfection.

Whatever he'd injected me with was intense. So intense.

"Tell Tiff to clean the tapes," he continued. "No one else was in the store."

"Put her in three," the woman said. De, apparently. "Sammi will stop by later tonight. Glad we found her so soon."

He carried me into a room that resembled a luxury hotel suite and laid me gently on the bed. Gently. As if I were something precious.

As I reclined, the bed seemed to grow, or I shrank. The world blurred at the edges. Everything was too much. Too intense. Too real.

I closed my eyes and let the darkness take me.


PART ONE

ESTATE ENTICEMENT


CHAPTER 1
CELIA
ESTATE - LA JOLLA


I squeezed Rick's hand to draw some comfort into my body. What had I gotten myself into?

I had made the impulsive decision to join Rick and his business partner, Sammi, for an overnight visit to a friend's house. Moments later, we teleported to some posh mansion perched on a cliff overlooking the ocean. Sammi seemed right at home, but I felt disoriented, my stomach still churning from the sudden shift.

At least I was dressed. Rick had been due at my apartment at ten, and I waited for him in the lingerie he had gifted me. By ten-fifteen with no sign of him, I changed into yoga pants and an oversized sleep shirt. The man drove me crazy. I felt off-balance without him, but his presence always soothed me, even when I was irritated or upset. Something in his eyes or his calm demeanor settled my nerves. Even that first time, when he fucked me over my deli counter, he maintained steady control.

Now he seemed a bit on edge as we appeared in a large foyer holding Sammi's hands. He stared out the expansive windows at the ocean, trying to appear calm while we rested on the comfortable curved sofas surrounding the fire pit. I was not sure he expected to arrive here, wherever here was. Sammi hummed quietly, and her tune soothed me. Rick placed his other hand over mine and draped his arm around my shoulders.

A gorgeous brunette emerged from one of the connecting halls, followed by a handsome older man and the most beautiful blonde woman I had ever seen. I suddenly felt self-conscious. These people possessed otherworldly physical beauty.

"I'm so glad you decided to join us, Rick," the brunette said. She approached him, hugged his side, and kissed his cheek. Rick shook hands with the gentleman and smiled at the blonde. He appeared almost as skittish as I felt.

"You must be Celia," she said to me. "I'm Alyssa, and this is Jeremiah, my business partner, and Kelly, his wife."

I smiled and shook hands with both. Alyssa and Kelly pulled me into warm hugs, each planting a kiss on my cheek. Kelly's blue eyes sparkled with invitation. Jeremiah's calm gaze seemed to peer into my soul. Alyssa's curious eyes and kind demeanor eased my anxiety.

"Please sit for a moment," Alyssa said, indicating the sofas around the fire pit.

Rick settled into the middle of one sofa, and I curled beside him. I pulled my knees up and leaned into his side. Sammi hugged each of our hosts, then settled against Rick's other side. I wondered if I should feel jealous or protective. Instead, I was surprised by how comfortable I felt with both of them.

"We just need to wait for Carmen," Kelly explained. "Last-minute visitors always put her in a tizzy. She is checking your rooms with Maria. Sammi, do you want your normal room?"

The question hung in the air. Rick looked at Sammi, and I peered across his torso to meet her gaze.

"I had kinda promised this night to Celia," Rick said. His words made me feel special.

She smiled into Rick's eyes. "I understand, Rick." She turned to Kelly. "Yes, the room by the pool deck would be perfect as always. Thank you."

"Did you want to sleep with us, Sammi?" I asked before I realized what I was saying.

I gulped. I did not consider myself bisexual. I never thought of sharing a bed with another woman, let alone with a man. I blushed and felt warmth flood my cheeks. Part of me grew curious about Sammi. Her eyes captivated me, and her petite figure held an unexpected allure.

"Oh, thank you, Celia," she said with a smile. "I think for tonight, let's go with this plan. I'll be up all night thinking about our meeting tomorrow. I don't want to disturb you and Rick. Thank you for inviting me, though. That's very sweet."

I smiled back, appreciating how she calmed the awkward moment. I still grappled with the surreal nature of this mansion. As we waited quietly, a gaggle of college-aged girls in bikinis and towels descended the stairs. They were accompanied by a college-aged boy strikingly similar to Jeremiah and two older women.

A pair of girls kissed Alyssa's cheek as the rest continued downstairs. "We're done in the pool, Mom," a mid-twenties girl said, smiling at Sammi. "Should be nice and quiet for you now, Sammi."

"Thank you, Naomi," Sammi replied. "You're too sweet. You know you guys never bother me."

Naomi grinned and let her eyes roam over Rick, then tilted her head at me. After a pause, she turned back to Sammi. "It was getting a bit too cool outside. It's time to find someplace warm to cuddle." She swung her arm through her older female companion's arm, and they leaned into each other as they followed the group downstairs.

"That's the rest of our family," Alyssa said with a smile. "I'm sure you'll meet them tomorrow at breakfast."

"That's a pretty big family," I blurted, then covered my lips as I blushed.

"It is," Jeremiah said with a smile. "We are a bit different, but I think you'll find we are loyal and committed friends."

Two Hispanic women entered, and Alyssa rose to hug them both. The older woman looked at me and smiled. Rick and I stood for introductions.

"I'm Carmen," she said. "This is Maria. Let me show you to your room."

Carmen hugged Maria, thanked her for her help, then waved to Alyssa and the others. "I'll be down shortly," she said to Jeremiah. "Keep my spot warm." She pointed us toward a hallway.

"Rick," Sammi said, "meet me here at eight a.m. I'll show you two where breakfast is."

"Okay, Sammi," Rick replied. He smiled and leaned down to kiss her.

Why did I suddenly want to kiss her, too?

Rick took my hand, and we followed Carmen down the hall into a separate wing. "This used to be a resort hotel," Carmen explained. "We moved in about three years ago, so we have plenty of guest rooms. You should have everything you need. All the rooms have en-suite bathrooms."

She looked at Rick. "Lots of towels," she added with a mischievous wink and grin.

"We're happy you're here," she said. She opened the door to our room. "We serve breakfast every morning starting at seven a.m."

The hall lacked an ocean view, but the room door revealed large bay windows with an uninterrupted vista of waves and night sky. It felt like a cruise ship balcony. As we stepped inside, captivated by the low-hanging moon, Carmen closed the door. We were finally alone.

I looked up at Rick, then at the gorgeous view, and smiled. "You have friends in high places, babe. What the fuck is this place?"

I stepped into him and placed my cheek against his chest. My arms rose along his back, and I gripped my hands over his shoulders. He wrapped his strong arms around me, squeezing me into his chest. My breasts pillowed against him, and I loved how he enveloped me. It made me feel small, protected, and safe.

"I'm as amazed as you are," Rick said. "I met these people less than an hour ago, and now they welcome me into their family home."

He looked down at me. Our eyes met. I lifted onto my toes as he lowered his mouth to kiss me. The familiar thrill shot through my nerves. I inhaled deeply. His scent always drove me a bit crazy.

"Sorry if this is weird," he said. "I'm glad you decided to come with me."

I looked up at him and wondered if he knew how connected I felt. It humbled me. I would follow him anywhere. I kissed his chest as my arms dropped down his back. I stepped back and held his gaze. His back faced the window.

"Show me," I whispered. "I want to see the real you."

I hesitated as he studied me. His eyes were expressive yet tentative. I held his gaze. "I'm not afraid."

"I am," he said. "I don't want to lose you, Celia. I don't know how this can work."

"Rick," I said sincerely, "I've put my faith in you. I followed you here. I will follow you anywhere. You're not losing me."

He nodded as if deciding something. Then his true form burst through his mundane mask. He grew taller, his flesh turning dark burgundy. Moonlight glistened off the edges of his scales. He unfurled his black leathery wings, which snapped open and stretched nearly to the window behind him. Muscles rippled under his scaled flesh. Two short black horns adorned his bald head. His black tail flicked anxiously. I looked into his eyes---red irises floating on jet-black pupils.

He was glorious.

I held his gaze for a moment, then dropped my eyes and sank to my knees. His shadow darkened the moon, sending a chill across my skin. Being dressed in his presence felt profane. I scrambled to rid myself of my clothes. His scent enveloped me, raising goose pimples on my flesh and hardening my nipples. I knelt naked at his feet, my juices dripping down my thighs.

I was his. There could never be another. This truth made me shudder.

I lifted my eyes, tracing his muscled thighs to his manhood. It swelled slowly as he sensed my arousal. His testicles hung full and heavy. His shaft grew and stretched, slightly scaled at the base, thinning to bare flesh. His foreskin covered the swelling crown as it stood proudly from his groin.

My mouth watered. I trembled as I marveled at his immense cock. It would never fit, yet all I wanted was to try. I licked my lips and crawled forward on my knees. I kissed his feet.

Was I even worthy?

I looked up into his eyes. He towered above me like a god. His usual presence made me feel small, but now I felt insignificant. A tear leaked from my eye and trailed down my cheek.

"You're so beautiful," we said simultaneously. I blinked.

"You are incredible," I replied. "Why do you even care about me?"

"You make me feel small," he growled in a whisper. "I can't explain it more than that."

His candid words made me grin. My smile transformed into my genuine self, not some doe-eyed thrall. In an instant, I felt like Celia again---only utterly fascinated by his marvelous cock. I reached for his shaft and pressed my lips to the crown. With my fingers, I pulled back his foreskin and kissed the shiny glans. A stream of pre-cum coated my lips. I licked the tip, collecting more to savor on my tongue.

He shuddered. I made this sex god shudder with desire.

I opened my mouth and closed my eyes. His hand lowered to my head, and his meaty crown stretched my lips wide. The tips of his talons raked my scalp as I took as much of his cock as possible, my hands stroking the shaft.

I looked into his eyes, remembering the first time I had his cock in my mouth. I blew out over his shaft, bubbling my drool, then pulled back and stroked the slick fluid along his length.

How much could I take this time?

I sucked his crown back inside, and his cock came alive. The tip thinned, spurting pre-cum that coated my tongue and throat. I growled and leaned forward, feeling it slip deeper. The tip expanded, sealing along my esophagus. I swallowed, consuming more of his meaty shaft. My lips stretched as I pressed forward.

One hand stroked his base, the other cupped his heavy balls. His tip thinned again and stretched further. I swallowed, inhaling through my nose as my eyes dulled with lust.

I needed this beast deeper.

I growled and pressed on. Blowing out through my mouth, I bubbled drool over the fine scales at his base. I inhaled his rich musk, feeling his flesh against my nose.

I grinned victoriously---or as much as possible with my mouth stuffed---and craned my neck to lock eyes with his. Then I slowly pulled back. It felt like withdrawing a broadsword from my throat. I lapped the flesh, tasting his pre-cum and my spit.

"Fuck," Rick growled.

His wings curled around me as I took his cock back in. They felt like warm leather wrapping my back. His tail slithered between my thighs. I purred as I swirled my tongue over his crown.

His tail---an extension of his will---slid up my thigh and wormed between my folds. The inch-thick whip burrowed in, sliding forward and back. I rocked my hips, drowning in sensations and his scent.

I lapped his frenulum and pulled back his foreskin to savor his endless pre-cum. His claws tangled in my hair, pulling me closer, then tugging back and up. His wings spread wide.

Air flowed over my flesh, chasing goose pimples. His fist in my hair urged me to my feet. His other hand gripped my hip and turned me toward the bed. I shook my head, crawled onto the bed, and twisted onto my back to face him.

"I want to see you, watch you while you fuck me," I said softly. "I'm yours, Rick. Let me see you."

He nodded, at a loss for words. We both were. Our emotions tripped up our tongues. His eyes and expression said everything. He wanted me as badly as I craved him.

I spread my thighs wide and pulled my knees apart. He shifted forward, his taloned fist stroking his rigid cock. I froze, hypnotized by the sight.

He reached forward, grabbed my hips, and pulled me to the bed's edge. His hand gripped his shaft, and his crown pressed between my lips. My eyes lidded with lust. He teased the tip along my folds, a river of lubrication---mine and his pre-cum---flowing down my ass. I needed this. I drove my hips up impatiently.

"Fucking take me," I growled. "Fuck me. Don't be gentle."

His crimson eyes flared. His hands---hot like lava---gripped my waist as he slammed his granite-like shaft into me. It felt like I would tear apart, only to stretch deliciously full. I groaned as he stroked in and out with hard, firm thrusts. He took possession of my cunt with his glorious cock. My hips rose to meet him, ankles wrapping his broad hips. I pulled him deeper as he slammed harder.

We communicated with our eyes. Our mouths served only for breathing and moaning. We urged each other higher. My insides clenched around his base, and I bucked hard. My cunt contracted like a vise.

"Don't you dare stop," I grunted through my climax. "I want more. More of you. Take all of me."

Rick's eyes widened. I felt him feed on my lust, gnawing at my soul. I gasped rapturously. Nothing had ever felt like this. He consumed parts of me, drawing me into his hypnotic crimson eyes.

Then he blinked, stopped, and drew back, eyes wide in shock. By then, endless orgasms crested through me. He closed his eyes, robbing me of his warmth. His hips bucked, back arched. My womb filled with his hot cum, his cock throbbing. I pressed my shoulders into the bed, hips suspended in bliss.

He stilled, lowered me to the bed. His shape shrank rapidly to his mundane form. His cock withdrew, and I shuddered at the absence. He pulled me into his arms. His eyes were wild, earnest.

"What's the matter?" I asked, blinking rapidly at his panic. "What's wrong?"

He blinked and shook his head. Words failed him. Then he kissed me and squeezed tight.

"Celia," he said, "I almost..."

I pushed back and knelt, looking down at him. I brushed my fingers through his hair and kissed his forehead. I fixed my eyes on his until they softened.

"Baby," I said, "it's okay. I'm fine. Everything is fine."

He blinked, sat up, and kissed me tenderly on the lips. He slipped off the bed to watch the moon over the ocean. I went to him, pressed my breasts into his back, and wrapped my arms around his broad chest.

"I'm aeternal," he said. "I've recalled past lives. I wasn't always a good man."

"You're a good man now," I said. "You always make me feel treasured."

He lifted a hand to hold mine against his chest. "In past lives, I used my powers to enslave and enthrall. At the peak of orgasm, it's easy. I was right at the edge. You said, ‘Take all of me,' and I wanted to. I almost did."

I kissed his shoulder and squeezed him. I did not fully understand, but I wanted to hear more.

"I would have lost you," he said after a long pause. "You would've been a mindless slave. I had to pull back. You are too... precious to me."

Those words made my soul leap. Warmth flooded me. He loved me. I loved him.

"I'm okay, baby," I said. "I'm fine."

He turned and wrapped me in his arms. "I've never been strong enough to resist before. Something about you made me resist. You've made me stronger."

He lowered to kiss me, then swung me into his arms. I was not dainty, but in his arms, I felt light. I wrapped my arms around his neck. He slid me into bed and joined me.

"I love you, Celia," he said. "Let's go to sleep."

"I love you, Rick," I said, surprised by how deeply I meant it. I closed my eyes.

I pressed my body against him and tried to wrap my soul around him, to keep him safe from his demons.


CHAPTER 2
RICK
ESTATE - LA JOLLA


My phone beeped at seven-thirty a.m. I opened my eyes to overcast skies, dimly lighting the room over the ocean. I could not remember where I had left my phone.

It kept beeping. "Rick, make it stop," Celia groaned beside me.

I slipped out from under her arm and slid to my feet, my toes probing the carpet. My trousers from last night lay on the floor beside the bed. I kicked the pile lightly, felt my phone, pulled up the trousers, extracted it, and turned off the alarm.

Celia sat up and crossed her legs, looking at me tiredly. I could relate.

"Come on," I said with a grin. "Let's shower and make ourselves presentable for breakfast."

"A shower does sound nice," Celia replied. I helped her off the bed.

Of course, the bathroom shower offered an ocean view. As long as no helicopters passed by, it proved enticing. We lathered each other up and rinsed off, sharing a fair amount of kisses and gropes. Then we toweled dry and dressed in our clothes from last night. Neither of us had thought to bring a change.

I went to relieve myself, realizing I had not seen Sammi yet. As if on cue, she poofed into the bathroom just as Celia returned to brush her hair.

"Sorry!" Sammi said with a blushed smile.

"We need to work on boundaries," I said, glancing at Celia apologetically.

Celia surprised us both by hugging Sammi tightly. "Did you sleep well?" she asked, then found a brush and worked the tangles from her hair.

"Not really," Sammi confessed. "I never sleep well in mundane beds, and the pool is not the same as my bay."

"We were just coming to meet you," I said with a smile. "Could you not wait five minutes to see me?"

"Wellll," she replied, smiling and winking at Celia. "I thought I would escort you both, see if you needed anything. I know last night was busy. Did either of you have questions?"

"Who are these people?" Celia blurted. "Are they related to Hearst? This place is amazing."

"I did want to give some background," Sammi said. "The Jacksons' company is called JACKL Inc.---the initials of the first five members of their family. Jeremiah, Alyssa, Kelly, and Carmen, you have met. The L is Lexi. Three of them---Aly, Kelly, and Lexi---are Fae. Jeremiah is a halfling. Carmen is the sweetest human being ever."

"You called them a family?" Celia asked. "If Kelly is married to Jeremiah, how are the rest related?"

"They are a polyamorous family," Sammi explained. "Kelly and Jeremiah have a legitimate marriage, but they all consider themselves committed to each other."

"That's fascinating," I said, noting Celia and Sammi smiling.

"Don't get any ideas, Romeo," Celia laughed.

"They have been together for over twenty years," Sammi continued. "They have two children, Zac and Naomi, both halflings. You saw her briefly last night. Six more females complete their unique family."

"The ratio seems a bit off," I mused, then connected the name. "I met Lexi last night, too, and Brooke?"

"Yes," Sammi said. "Brooke is another Fae, a dryad---tree nymph."

"That explains the log to the chin," I said, rubbing my jaw.

"You're not making any sense," Celia said.

"You had to be there," I replied, changing the subject. "What does JACKL Inc. do exactly?"

"To the outside, JACKL is a property management firm," she said. "If you paid attention to the documents I gave you, Rick, you would have noticed that JACKL owns the Fairview Apartments."

"So it is their legitimate front," I said. "What do they really do?"

"That is what this meeting is for," she smiled. "They want to enhance the relationship between Fae and mundanes. The venue we need to name is part of their plan. They will brief you and want to bring you into JACKL formally."

"Would not all Fae be part of JACKL?" I asked.

"No," she said with a thoughtful frown. "Not all Fae see this as a good thing. Most Fae are unaligned with light or dark and distrust humans. Dark Fae want power and to enslave humans. Jeremiah sees you as someone who can help unite and grow the light Fae faction."

"You sound like the pilot of a Netflix movie," Celia smiled. "You all are geeks and nerds, are you not? Tell me the truth."

"I know," Sammi giggled. "It can sound a bit nuts."

Then Sammi looked at me, her eyes serious. "Rick, you need to know about Kelly."

"The blonde, Jeremiah's wife?" I asked.

"Yes," she said. "Well, one of the blondes---there are a few." Sammi waved her hands distractedly and shook her head to refocus. "Kelly is a full Fae succubus, but she is frightened of her full Fae form. Succubi use their magic differently from male incubi. Succubi have an aura, a sphere of power that enhances their effect. Male incubi have strong pheromones, as you know."

"What about the kid, the halfling?" I asked. "Is he like me?"

"That is the thing," Sammi said. "As a halfling, he inherited his mother's power, so his allure is aura-based, not as strong in pheromones as yours. He also lacks a Fae form because he is a halfling."

"So what are you telling me?" I asked.

"Kelly is unfamiliar with your true form and may see you as a threat," Sammi cautioned. "The only times she has shifted to her true form were under threat. If she perceives you that way, she might attack."

"So don’t reveal your form, lover," Celia said. "Save it just for me."

"I like his form too," Sammi smiled, winking at Celia. "But that will be impossible. To join JACKL, you must demonstrate your true form and be cataloged in the database."

"I thought Tiff had a sample of me," I said. "Does that not qualify?"

"Her samples are from before you fully transformed," Sammi replied. "Besides me, Celia, and Aisha, no one has seen your true form."

"Aisha?" Celia asked.

"Took her shopping," I said with a shrug. “Swimsuits and panties. The ones that didn’t fit you.”

"Ah, right," Celia chuckled. "I want to go shopping..."

"Let us not get distracted," Sammi said. "Let’s go have breakfast. When the meeting begins, know what might happen when you reveal your form. We will figure it out from there."

I checked myself in the mirror and smiled at both women. "I am hungry. Let’s go eat."

I offered an arm to each of them, and they took one. Sammi guided us down the hallway. At the circular foyer, we continued past it on the same level.

"You should know that being invited to the Estate means they think highly of you," Sammi said. "Some newly awakened Fae are not invited for a year or two."

"I hope I can live up to their expectations," I replied.

Part of me was still adjusting to this new world, and memories of my past bubbled up, stirring fears of impulsive decisions that could harm others. Like last night with Celia — that could have ended in disaster. I tamped down my anxiety and projected calm. Inside, nerves churned.

We entered a large room resembling an upscale hotel breakfast buffet. The spread was top-notch. Carmen and Maria worked behind the counter. Faces from last night clustered in small groups. Jeremiah rose from his table to greet us.

"Morning, Rick," he said, shaking my hand, then smiling at Celia. "And you, Celia. I trust you rested well?"

"It has been beautiful, thank you," Celia replied. "I just wish I had something nicer to wear."

He thought for a moment, then tapped the shoulder of one of the other blondes. "Megan," he said. "I would like to introduce you to Celia and Rick."

We exchanged the customary full hugs and cheek kisses. Megan looked at Jeremiah.

"After breakfast, could you take Celia shopping while we have our meeting?" Jeremiah asked.

"That sounds like fun!" Megan said, grinning at Celia. "What do you think?"

"I think I had better call in sick to work," Celia laughed.

In my mind, I considered telling her to quit. I selfishly wanted to absorb her into my life, care for her, and provide for her. But I also wanted her to retain her independence.

"It is up to you," I smiled at Celia. "I am sure we can get you back to work on time if needed."

"Rick," she said sternly, "these are new clothes we are talking about!"

I gave her a blank look. She laughed. "It is my day off today."

I rolled my eyes.

"Your face, though, babe---priceless," she grinned and kissed my cheek. "Shopping sounds great, Megan. Thank you."

With plans set, we went through the line and filled our plates. Introductions interrupted us often as family members hugged and kissed us. Affection ran strong in this group of happy, sexy people. I felt I might be overwhelmed before the meeting began.

Megan also invited Lexi and Brooke to join the shopping trip. The group left in a buzz of excitement, Celia in their clutches. I looked at Sammi and exhaled. She held my hand and smiled into my eyes.

"I believe in you, Rick," she said.

She stood, and I rose with her. Jeremiah, Kelly, and Alyssa smiled as we headed to a conference room down the hall.


CHAPTER 3
JEREMIAH
ESTATE CONFERENCE ROOM - LA JOLLA


I liked Rick immediately when I met him. He seemed intent on doing the right thing and following the proper path. We had kept tabs on him because anything less would have been irresponsible.

He made mistakes, but who among us had not? What mattered more to me was his response afterward. He always corrected course. Given his history, that surprised me. We probably held a better record of his past lives than he realized, which formed part of this evaluation.

We bore responsibility for due diligence. We wanted to guide him toward the path of light in this incarnation. We could not dictate his choices. Experience taught us that forcing morality never worked. Individuals either sought it or they did not. The light path demanded patience and repetition. For some, it spanned many lives. Rick had turned a corner here, and I wanted to nurture that.

Alyssa and Kelly questioned him about specific moral dilemmas — situations that tested right from wrong. Alyssa's specialty lay in crafting these, which had no single correct answer. The true purpose was discussion, allowing me to evaluate character.

Rick's moral compass proved surprisingly steady. He showed dips in unusual areas. As the first pure incubus I had observed closely, his profile intrigued me. His sexual ethics scored low on promiscuity, which made sense, yet he balanced it with robust relationship mores that frankly astonished me. Differentiating casual sex from deep emotional bonds required discipline that few maintained alone.

Kelly grew heated. Something Rick said unsettled her. I had drifted into my thoughts and missed the trigger. Time to redirect.

"Can you show us your true form, Rick?" I asked pleasantly.

Sammi stiffened and glanced between Rick and Kelly. "I don’t think⁠—“

Rick morphed instantly into an eight-foot-tall demonic figure. Horns curved from his head, wings unfurled, talons gleamed, and a black tail lashed. Powerful muscles rippled under reptilian scales. He wore no loincloth, so his gigantic genitalia stood exposed. The room filled with an intense aroma — cinnamon baked in sulfur.

Everything accelerated from there.

"Demon!" Kelly shrieked.

Before I could intervene, she shifted into her golden succubus form, fangs bared. Talons extended from her fingers, muscles rippled beneath short golden fur, her tail whipped, and wings spread wide.

She lunged at Rick. His red eyes flared, lips pulling into a grin. With impressive dexterity, he twisted aside. Her momentum carried her past. His fist seized her tail and yanked.

Her claws gouged deep grooves into the marble floor as she resisted. Rick pulled harder. She sprang back. Suddenly, the aggressor, his tail whipped around her torso, binding her wings. His wings enveloped her, drawing her into his grasp. Powerful arms locked her against his chest.

Kelly faced us, golden eyes wild, fangs gnashing. Claws slashed thin air, arms pinned by his tail. Her breasts heaved with each breath. Rick exhaled hot breath over her face. Her eyes dimmed, and her focus shattered. Nipples hardened to peaks as she licked her lips.

His hand trailed down her abdomen to cup her suddenly slick sex.

"I would be fun to take a turn with you, succubus wench," he growled into her ear.

Something in her softened. She gazed at him pleadingly. Her hips flexed into his hand as he pressed down.

Alyssa stood and intoned a stream of cryptic syllables. The pair froze like grotesque erotic statues. Rick had maneuvered her to her knees before him, his monstrous phallus erect and poised at her flowered sex.

Sammi beamed. "Is he not glorious!"

I shook my head with a small smile. "If he were not about to penetrate my wife, perhaps I would agree, Sammi."

She blushed. "Oh, sorry, Jeremiah. He is just amazing to watch in action."

Alyssa stood with her hands on her hips, nipples taut under her dress. Arousal radiated from her. She spoke another spell. Wind cleared the room's heavy scent. She drew a deep breath and composed herself. Then she looked at me.

"I am not sure unfreezing them now is wise," she said. "That escalated quickly."

Kelly's arousal lingered, making Sammi shift in her seat. Alyssa vanished. Her magic had advanced greatly since fully embracing it. Never having encountered a true incubus, she undoubtedly layered protections and wards.

Alyssa reappeared. The pair unfroze and reverted to human forms. Rick still held Kelly tightly, hand at her crotch, but he withdrew it swiftly, raised both hands, and stepped back.

Kelly dropped to hands and knees, panting. She reined in her arousal, stood on shaky legs, nodded to Rick, and returned to her seat.

Alyssa waited, hands on her hips like a teacher after a playground scuffle. She twisted her neck to relieve tension and sat.

"I am sorry, Kelly," I said. "I got distracted and missed what upset you. I may have timed Rick's reveal poorly."

"My fault, love," Kelly replied, still flushed. "I let emotions overwhelm me."

"Emotions run hot in Fae form," Rick acknowledged. "I may have gone too far. I apologize for any undue contact."

"Your Fae form is glorious," Alyssa said. "As Sammi reported. Have you refrained from revealing it to others?"

"Um," Rick began, blushing. "I morphed accidentally from cold water shock. Privately, I showed Aisha, Celia, and Sammi. One more, perhaps, but her name escapes me."

"I see," Alyssa said. "Your form could raise concerns if widely known."

"I trust Sammi and Celia to stay discreet," Rick added. "Aisha was under my venom's influence—likely saw it as an erotic dream."

"You are forthcoming, Rick," I noted. "Most would spin a different tale."

"I have concluded that truth, even hard truths, beats lies or half-truths," he said. "Lying to Celia or Sammi feels impossible now. You deserve the full picture, even if it disqualifies me."

"Can you lie at all?" Kelly asked.

"I haven’t tried," Rick replied. "Even thinking of it discomforts me. I can omit or misdirect, but not to Celia or Sammi. With strangers, I would evade Fae questions without confessing."

"What if you had to lie for a mission?" Alyssa pressed. "To advance our goals?"

"I honestly do not know," he admitted. "Mission oaths might override what is preventing me. I wish for a firmer answer."

"That is excellent," I said.

"Now that we are calm," I continued, "Kelly, what upset you earlier?"

"A combination, J," she said. "Alyssa and I discussed last night. He revealed his form to Celia and nearly enthralled her, feeding on her energy."

"But he pulled back," I said, glancing at Rick. “Right?”

"Yes," Kelly allowed.

"That triggered old memories?" I asked. "When control slipped for you?"

"Yes," she said softly. "I still have nightmares."

"Maybe Rick can help," Alyssa suggested. "None of us match your powers. He might mentor you."

"Maybe," Kelly replied sullenly.

I sensed her guilt and remorse. Healing old wounds took time. Rick subduing her swiftly boded well for the future—or it could lead to furious passion ad hoc orgies. Fifty-fifty, I figured.

"Are you worried about Celia and your incubus nature?" Alyssa asked. "You seem deeply attached."

"I am," Rick admitted. "I need sex like air or water. Frankly, I am on edge from this encounter. Relying solely on Celia would drain her fast."

"So you want sex now?" Alyssa asked. "One of us, Sammi, Jeremiah?"

"Not Jeremiah," Rick said. "Yes to the rest."

"Against our will?" Kelly probed.

"No," he replied. "Past lives, yes—via enthrallment. Now, I’m only interested in willing consensual sex.”

"That is because you are well-fed," I noted. "How long until your resolve slips?"

"I would seek consenting friends first," he confessed. "I need a network beyond Sammi or Celia."

"What about our extended family?" Alyssa offered. "Nine other females besides Kelly and me. Three Fae, one halfling, five humans who enjoy abundant sex."

"Are they consenting adults?" Rick asked.

"Yes," Alyssa smiled.

"Would it sour our professional ties if I bed your women, Jeremiah?" Rick asked me directly.

"We are frisky," I smiled. “And I am only one man."

“That’s not an answer,” he noted. "Do you practice exclusive polyamory?”

"Not always," I explained. "It takes special people to last. Human men seek monogamy."

"We monsters differ little," Rick smiled. "Sammi understands. Celia doesn’t yet."

"Would you let me bed Celia?" I asked, amused by the reversal.

"If she wanted," he said. "She is special, but sex differs from emotional depth. Sammi drilled that into me."

I glanced at Kelly, Alyssa, and Sammi. They nodded.

"We need to discuss privately, Rick," I said. "Thank you for your honesty. Enjoy your morning and afternoon. We will find you after."


CHAPTER 4
CELIA
SHOPPING DISTRICT - LA JOLLA


I had just met Megan, Lexi, and Brooke at breakfast, but they welcomed me warmly. We immediately shared stories about life in Serra Bay. The three of them had moved to the north part of the city only three years earlier.

The north side luxury of their Estate felt utterly foreign to me. I grew up in a rougher South Bay town—much poorer, but with similar charm. The metroplex consisted of towns that merged as the city expanded. The area where we shopped belonged to a world I barely recognized.

The shop Megan selected came with a dedicated attendant—elegant, lovely, and down-to-earth. She eased my nerves by inquiring about our needs. Complimentary champagne flowed, and soon the four of us giggled like old friends.

Despite our brief acquaintance, I thoroughly enjoyed myself. They focused on me, making me the center of attention. I relished getting to know them. Their closeness intrigued me, especially given the age differences.

Lexi was the oldest but in fantastic shape—lean and lithe, with minimal body fat. She called herself a triathlete; I preferred popcorn. Fiery red hair pulled into a ponytail framed her face, and her green eyes blazed when she smiled. An intricate tattoo sleeve adorned her left arm, foxes rendered in rich reds that echoed her hair. Her playful demeanor suggested she savored every moment.

Brooke was the youngest, towering six inches over Lexi, with short black hair and luminous light-blue eyes. Her tattoo sleeve mirrored Lexi's style but featured tangled oak leaves and vines in forest greens and browns. She spoke softly, preferring to listen, but her laughter proved contagious. I kept glancing at her generous breasts. When she caught me, she smiled and pressed her arms together.

Megan fell in the middle age-wise. Honey-blonde hair fell to her shoulders, framing intense green eyes. Her figure boasted full breasts and a firm ass. Yoga pants accentuated it, drawing my gaze as we strolled the streets.

Several times, I caught myself staring, captivated by their beauty. I did not usually ogle women, but something about them entranced me. Their natural charisma fostered instant closeness. I decided not to overthink it and simply enjoy the shopping.

They insisted I needed three outfits—one for day, one for night, and one for the pool. We spent time mixing combinations. In the end, we settled on perfect selections for each.

For the pool, they convinced me that a bikini and cover-up suited my body best. The bottoms made me uncomfortable at first, but they showed me how to wrap them around my hips. I felt at ease with the bikini top and bare midriff.

"Rick is going to love that," Brooke said with a wink.

"You have a juicy booty," Lexi grinned. "Tease him with the wrap, then drop it later."

For daytime, comfortable ripped jeans in just the right places. Part of me felt silly---my conservative father would have disapproved—but it was the style. The top was a half-sleeve baseball jersey buttoned over a white chemise. I liked the sporty vibe and pulled my hair into a ponytail to check the mirror.

"That will make Rick's bat hard," Lexi teased with a wink.

"He may try to add rips to those jeans," Brooke grinned.

Megan handled the night outfit. I mentioned Rick's lingerie gift for bed. They found that bold for a first date. This ensemble was for going out — dining or dancing — unlike my form-fitting dress from our initial date. She selected a backless cerulean blue dress. The bodice covered my chest with built-in support for my breasts. A snug collar encircled my neck, the waist nipped in before flaring to a skirt just above my knees.

"Thigh-high stockings would complete it perfectly," Megan smiled. "No one could look away as you dance and twirl."

Lexi suggested casual clothes too. I protested the cost, but they assured me JACKL covered everything. We moved to a regular department store to buy yoga pants, leggings, tops, and a comfortable one-piece swimsuit. I grabbed swim trunks for Rick in the largest size available.

"What is that for?" Megan asked.

"Rick," Lexi replied with a grin. "In Fae form, he towers over seven feet. Usually without pants."

"Yep," I said, avoiding details.

"I do not even know if I will stay over tonight," I said with a grin on the drive back to the Estate. "You all bought me a whole wardrobe."

"We do not often shop with someone new," Megan replied. "We had a great time getting to know you. We suspect Rick will be around often. We hope you will, too."

Their words warmed me. These strangers hardly knew me, yet they included me willingly based on a kind request from the man who may be Rick’s new boss. Coming from near-poverty, I was dazzled by this La Jolla wealth. Fish out of water, yes, but their easy camaraderie made me feel like I belonged.

As the Estate came into view, excitement bubbled. New clothes, new friends, new life with Rick. What had I stumbled into? Whatever it was, I did not want to leave.


CHAPTER 5
RICK
ESTATE FOYER - LA JOLLA


After the interview with JACKL leadership, I felt on edge from the clash with Kelly. Proximity to a full Fae succubus aroused me intensely. An off-note lingered because she seemed unaccustomed to her form, and subduing her came too easily.

I questioned my control and how swiftly I hardened, ready to penetrate her. It wasn’t surprising, once I thought about it. I’d sat across the table with a hard one from checking out her beautifully alluring mundane form.

I recognized a pattern: the world faded when I embraced my Fae form. My focus narrowed to a single target, while everything else blurred. During Kelly's shift, the room vanished from awareness. This marked the first time since rebirth that I revealed myself to a group larger than one.

Recycled memories surfaced of harems filled with willing female flesh—or so I thought. Last night's epiphany with Celia made me doubt their consent. My fractured recollections centered on one woman, while others faded into the background. Fleeting images indicated that I tended to enthrall women without remorse, feeding on thralls sexually to amplify power. The notion repulsed me now; my skin crawled at the idea.

I passed the breakfast area, which was tidied impeccably, with a waiting coffee urn and snacks. This vast Estate—family home to many—doubled as a luxury resort. They followed an unmistakable daily rhythm that comforted oddly.

I poured coffee, grabbed a donut, and carried them to the circular atrium. I sat on a sofa bench and gazed at the ocean. The marine layer burned off, promising a glorious blue-sky day.

Wearing the clothes I wore for a date with a woman I couldn’t remember was my reality. Memories of yesterday focused keenly on meeting Lexi at Fairview Apartments' Playroom, then skipped to lying hog-tied on the dungeon mat with Brooke and Lexi present. The gaps were stark reminders that someone had tampered with yesterday’s memories. I recalled vividly Lexi taking me down in demon mode and Brooke's tree-trunk ambush. The woman I started a date with remained a blank space.

"That is my father's doing," a voice said behind me. "He can erase people from memories."

I turned to a mid-twenties woman with lush brunette hair, Alyssa's figure, and Jeremiah's eyes.

"You must be Naomi," I said, brow lifted. "You like prying into thoughts."

"Guilty," she grinned mischievously and shrugged. "We are an open family and don’t guard our thoughts closely. But that was rude. I am sorry."

About six inches shorter than me, she wore a dated movie screen-print tee and bikini bottoms. Her breasts filled the light fabric promisingly, dark bikini top outlined beneath, firm nipples visible through both.

"Come to the pool," she said, extending her hand. “Mom said they will contact me when done."

"I lack swim trunks," I confessed. "Fresh air and sun sound good, though."

I rose, ascended the first steps, and took her hand. She pulled lightly until I followed on the curved staircase to the top landing and out the exit door. A brilliant sun and a warm breeze greeted us. I shaded my eyes against the glare.

The pool area evoked a dated resort hotel with a large concrete deck and lounge chairs around the patio. One pool edge dropped abruptly toward the ocean. Tables with umbrellas dotted the deck; a bar nestled between changing rooms.

Redesign deprioritized was evident. While the rest of the Estate had a fresh, updated look, the men's and women's dressing areas were dated and the same size, despite girls outnumbering boys four-to-one from breakfast. A glance confirmed one male—Zac—and three women besides Naomi.

"Must be hard finding a good male companion," I said with a grin.

"You have no idea," Naomi replied, smiling. "You will be welcome from my view. I am the only one related to both of the males."

I chuckled and claimed a shaded umbrella chair. Looking over at Zac, she floated on a raft with a blonde woman his age, resting her arms on its edge in the water beside him. Two other girls lounged across the pool: a tallish blonde as lovely as Kelly but distinct, and a slightly older brunette with generous curves. They rose as I arrived, smiled, dragged chairs closer to my table, and sat.

"You are Rick, right?" The blonde smiled, eyes sharp with intelligence and interest. She pulled her chair beside mine and sat confidently. "I am Shannon."

The other leaned in, kissed my cheek demurely, and smiled. "Leah." She held eye contact as she sat beside Naomi. "I remember you from last night, though we did not get introduced."

Leah leaned comfortably into Naomi, head on her shoulder.

"Right," I said, placing her as Naomi's companion. "Was the snuggling warm?"

They blushed, exchanged glances, and nodded.

"What do you do, Rick?" Shannon asked. She rested her hand on my forearm, steering attention from the flirtatious pair back to her.

"Hoping to work for JACKL," I answered. "Not sure yet—maybe with Sammi, possibly the downtown building development."

"Sounds cool," Shannon said. "I look forward to full-time work with Alyssa after graduation."

"What do you study?" I asked. "What work awaits?"

Naomi's hand rubbed my back and shoulder as we talked. Touches and looks piled up. I checked my pheromones—throttled low. Zac and his girlfriend approached our huddle.

"Sure is a friendly family," I thought, arousal stirring from their contact.

"I double-major in European History and Biology," Shannon said. "Alyssa heads JACKL's research and operations."

"Diverse interests," I remarked.

I stood to greet Zac, offering my hand. "Rick. You are Zac, right? We missed each other at breakfast."

"Hey," he said evenly, little enthusiasm showing. "Yeah, this is Beth. Early classes this morning."

"Nice to meet you both," I replied and sat.

Beth smiled, pulled her seat closer, pressing against Shannon. Shannon traced my forearm; Naomi resumed massaging. Zac shifted uncomfortably. To rethread the conversation, I turned to Leah.

"What do you do, Leah?" I asked with a friendly grin.

Small talk challenged me, but the group stayed attentive. Leah's gaze calmed my skittishness. Her eyes widened; she breathed deeply through her nose before speaking.

Odd. I checked my scent again. The clothes were from last night, but I didn’t release any heavy pheromones. Yet four females fixated—two human, halfling, Fae by my math.

"I work with Alyssa in research," Leah finally smiled. "I helped identify you pre-rebirth. You were quite the puzzle."

"How does that work?" I asked. "Sammi skipped the discovery details, focused on my proper recycling."

The group leaned closer as the conversation shifted, yet the women were all edging closer. Zac soured at my centrality. I smiled at him reassuringly, trying to show that I was only waiting for Jeremiah or Sammi.

"We refined identification technology to help,” Leah continued. "Best at FAEINT level. Fae sense dormant Fae, but most common Fae aren’t trained or are uninterested in helping.”

"FAEINT?" I asked, grateful for a topic to distract me from all the females focusing on me.

"Fae intelligence—like HUMINT for humans in the CIA,” she explained. "Ground observations, not just tech or magic."

"So I hit a list," I said. “Then Sammi's team followed up."

"Basically," Leah said. "Post-ID, we gather forensics details. It’s not DNA, but similar to it. The old scanner only identifies a trapped fae. We improved it to provide more information, like strength and alignment. With that information, someone greenlights rebirth ops."

“The elaborate setup to activate me," I said. "Apartment setup, et cetera. I know from there."

"Only for specific signatures," she replied. "Most Fae are innocuous, and we can safely trigger with magic followed by Enclave observation before releasing them to the wild. You needed special handling."

"How did you know? Incubus specifically?" I pressed.

“No, we can’t tell the subjects’ class. The equipment shows power level and light/dark alignment,” she admitted. "You read as highly powerful and dark. So due diligence required we follow as safety protocol.”

I nodded. That explained Sammi's caution, nudging me toward the light without preaching. She was helping me to choose light. Her early attention made more sense.

Naomi straightened suddenly, as if summoned, and nodded at me. "Dad is waiting in the atrium. You remember the way?"

"Yeah," I smiled and kissed her cheek.

Hugs and kisses cascaded around the huddle as I disengaged. Firm handshake with Zac; his vibe troubled me—we needed a talk. I left with a wave and headed downstairs.

"Welcome aboard, Rick," Jeremiah smiled as I exited the stairs.

Kelly stood beside him, smiling. He shook my hand firmly and pointed toward the conference room.

"We see you helping in key areas," he continued. "Sammi will brief you. There are some exciting possibilities with you on board.”

Jeremiah turned and proceeded back toward the conference room. Kelly's hand pressed against my chest, holding me back. She looked up at me, then back toward the conference room where he headed.

"We'll be right behind you," Kelly said. "I need a word with Rick."

Jeremiah waved with a knowing smile while I looked down at Kelly. She was a spectacularly beautiful, ageless specimen, and being Fae clearly had its benefits, as she looked much younger than her husband. She looked up at me and smiled as her fingers pressed into my chest.

"I wanted to apologize for my behavior," she said. "I got upset, and I'm still not sure what happened. I've only ever morphed into my Fae self when I felt threatened, and I'm still getting used to who I am." Kelly ran her hand down her side from the sides of her breasts to the swell of her hips. "I think I look like this…" Her eyes twinkled as she flirted.

"I'm not a threat," I said as I enjoyed her preening. "I want to be a partner to the group."

"I know that," Kelly said with a smile. "I think you could help us in our business and other ways too if you're open to the possibilities."

Her eyes held mine invitingly, and I grinned cockily. This group seemed to exude affection and sexuality. I understood her nature, and she was pushing all my buttons. I could not help but get an erection, but at the same time, something felt off. It seemed like everything was accelerating beyond my control, and engaging in sexual congress with people I would be working with felt like stepping over a line.

"I will have to think about what you are saying," I said. "Mixing business and pleasure seems like a bad idea, and I also need to talk to Celia about where we stand. It's complicated."

"I think you're making complications for yourself," Kelly said with a coy smile. "Given your nature, there are benefits to being close to our family, and I hope you can realize what that means for you."

"I'm an outsider looking in," I said. "I'm interested, but I'm also skittish as a cat in a room full of rocking chairs. I feel like I'm walking into a room full of traps, and I'm not sure why I feel that way. Things are happening fast in so many directions."

She nodded thoughtfully, then lifted her hand over my shoulder and behind my head. She pulled me down and kissed me softly with her lips, tender and full. Her fingers combed lightly through the hair behind my ears. She held my eyes and broke the kiss, then took my hand.

"I owed you that as an apology for my attack," she said. "I am glad to know you. I was a bit guarded because we are of the same type, but also very different. I think you should talk to Jeremiah honestly about your fears. He is a good listener, and Aly is too."

I smiled. "I hope I get to talk with you and everyone else. I do have many questions."

She steered me back into the conference room, and Sammi rushed to me and hugged me. She lifted her lips to kiss me. It was supposed to be tender, but she suddenly deepened it with her fingers curling into the back of my arms. She broke from the kiss breathlessly, and her eyes closed momentarily. She looked back up brightly, full of her usual energy.

"Gaia, I'm so excited for you, Rick!" she said. "I knew we'd make a great team."

"I will always need your help, Sammi," I said, meaning every word. "I wouldn't be here without you."

We all sat around a single round table, all equal or almost. I was glad to be past the panel discussion and grilling questions. I trusted them a lot. It spoke volumes to me that they did not just make quick decisions but also thought things through.

"We see you being a part of two groups," Sammi said. "Alyssa runs the research team working on identifying trapped Fae. My team works with her when needed to help them be reborn safely, as we did with you. So you would continue to work with me, and we will set up another team like De's."

"So I'd be the muscle if something goes sideways," I said.

"Yes, and you'll enjoy the other aspect," Sammi grinned. "Seduction to let their guard down."

"Your other position will be in my organization," Kelly said, redirecting the conversation. "Hospitality and public relations. The main task will be helping with the new venue. Your natural charisma will help draw crowds."

"Okay," I shrugged. "I'm not sure how much help I'd be in drawing crowds. I'm a bit of a recluse."

Jeremiah chuckled, and I looked over at him. He clicked a button, a video screen slid down, and a projector displayed the contents of his laptop screen.

"I know you're not thrilled with the amount of monitoring we had you under," Jeremiah began. "We had to be cautious, Rick, because your personality and makeup were unknowns. I think it's somewhat instructive to see your past few days through our surveillance."

He started the video from the beginning. I recognized my old apartment—now ashes—as a night-vision camera tracked Trish, drawn to my bedroom. He stopped it and moved to the following video. The view focused on the rooftop pool at the Fairview Apartments. Aisha opened the gate just as I stood in my demonic form, trying to dry my wings. Jeremiah paused the video just as I flashed back to my human form.

"We reviewed security tapes of the pool," Jeremiah began. "This was Aisha's first time on the pool deck. Despite the hot summer, she rarely visited the pool."

Jeremiah switched to video footage of the mall where I went shopping. The camera angle was from above and covered most of the significant areas. It was noticeable that the path I took to the food court, the lingerie store, and the grocery store was lined with more people than usual, primarily women.

The videos continued with just snippets, but the same odd collection of extra customers appeared at Lana's coffee shop, and more business at the department store where I shopped with Aisha. After Sammi and I left, the pier restaurant was packed, with an extensive line.

"Wherever you go, Rick," Jeremiah smiled, "you draw a crowd."

Then he showed another video of the pool deck just before this meeting. Everyone was scattered, Naomi brought me up, and within minutes, everyone was in a tight cluster.

"I'm not emitting any pheromones," I explained. "I have them cut completely off."

"I don't think it's pheromones," Alyssa stated. "You have an inherent magical charm, much like Kelly. You draw people to you. You might not sense it, but we all have felt it."
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They all nodded, and I tilted my head and shrugged. I knew my appearance was much more attractive than it had been when I was trapped as a human. It is hard to see yourself from the outside. I liked my new build, and I felt confident for the most part.

"What we want," Kelly said, "is for you to make an appearance at the venue once we figure out how it will work. Nothing else—no need to attract attention or engage in wild orgies. We want your innate charm to help us draw people. We will figure the rest out."

"I'll help however you want," I said.

"Great," Jeremiah said. "We thought you would, and we're excited to start the next project in getting the venue off the ground. Kelly is in charge of the building and the design. Zac and Beth will be lining up some talent. We're considering turning it into a small rooftop stage venue for music, bands, and dancing—anything that brings people into contact with the Fae community. It may also help us detect trapped Fae at the same time."

"Also," Alyssa said, "you should know you're not the only person on the allure team. We have some old friends who will also help draw crowds."

Alyssa tapped Jeremiah, and he switched to show photos of spectacularly sexy human females. They had flawless appearances, all a bit older but incredibly sexy and beautiful. Each bore tattoos on their arms.

"Biker chicks?" I asked.

"No," Alyssa laughed. "These are women we rescued from brothels and sex trafficking many years ago. They had all been influenced by dark Fae magic and charms. In the past three years, we've countered and eliminated the magical charms in their tattoos. Some decided to stick around and help JACKL."

"Very nice," I commented.

"They are all human," Kelly said, raising an eyebrow. "Which may benefit you and keep you well-fed."

I tilted my head and looked at her. I appreciated the thought and recognized that I needed a large pool of females to keep me fed. The more satiated I was, the less likely I would repeat my old habits of enthralling and enslaving. I felt a little tug in my gut with the possibility of many more willing partners. Then another part of me thought of Celia. My strong emotional bond with her was getting more complicated.

"Consensual, of course," she added. "We can't have you enthralling anyone."

"Agreed," I said, then shifted uncomfortably. It felt like she was reading my thoughts.

"What's on your mind, Rick?" Jeremiah asked. "You seem uncomfortable. Let's air out any issues you have."

I took a deep breath and looked at Sammi. She lowered her eyes, sensing my frustrations, then nodded.

"You're with friends, Rick," Sammi said. "Just tell us."

"Okay," I started. "Everyone is concerned with setting me up to have sex. I understand sexual energy feeds me. I feel my hunger. I appreciate the concern. It just feels peculiar."

"Like how?" Jeremiah said, and I could tell it was a curious question, probing for more details.

"Since my rebirth," I began, "I've had sex with a dormant Fae, three other Fae, and three humans on a list Sammi gave me as a way of introduction. I had a brief encounter with someone else, but I can't recall her face. Every sexual contact I made has seemed planned."

"Planned isn't the right word, Rick," Alyssa said. "I'm not going to deny there is a bit of excess control in our re-awakening plan. We have many concerns with feeders. Before you were reborn, we had a vampire that went off the reservation a few years back. He killed five people in the space of a few hours, mostly because there was no active monitoring of his actions nor a plan to intervene if he became more dangerous."

"So now," I said, "because he went crazy, I'm kept on a virtual leash." I exhaled, looked down at my hands, and then looked back at the rest of them. "Look, I'm not angry about it. I'm troubled because I've glimpsed my past lives. My background probably resembles this rogue vamp more than anything else. I understand I need to stay fed. I appreciate the opportunities. At the same time, it feels like I'm not completely free to act as I'd want, which admittedly may be appropriate given my memories of past lives."

"Thanks for sharing your thoughts and emotions," Jeremiah said. "We do have powers that can help, but we won't use them unless you ask or if the situation requires it. Your lost memory of the one girl is part of the latter."

“I don’t know much about your powers,” I said, “except that Kelly can make me rock hard with just a glance.”

“To be fair,” Kelly replied, “I’ve been sitting in a puddle most of the morning because of you.”

“Amen to that,” Aly and Sammi said in unison.

I chuckled, grinning wide. Jeremiah smiled, shaking his head before meeting my eyes again.

“Rick,” he began, “we’re a unique family—all of us, including the younger ones. No hang-ups about sex, no jealousy. That comes with total openness. You might not get how deeply we communicate yet; it’s often a telepathic web. We can link you in, if you want. Make you one of us.”

“Is Sammi part of that web?” I asked.

“We’re not opposed to that,” Alyssa said. “If she’s open, we could expand it.”

“Celia’s the sticking point for me,” I admitted. “She’s worried she can’t handle my poly side. I need to talk to her when she’s back from shopping.”

“I may be able to help with that,” Jeremiah offered. “My power molds moral values and self-control. I’ve dialed back Kelly and Aly’s control for this chat—for reasons we’ve shared.”

“So you’d tweak Celia to accept me?” I clarified.

“Only with her consent,” he assured me. “We’ve disguised it as marriage counseling before. I’ve shaped couples into better versions of themselves, aligned their desires. Built relationships that last decades. But consent is non-negotiable—they have to know and agree.”

I glanced at Sammi. She stared down, frowning thoughtfully, then met my gaze with a forced smile. She stood, crossed to me, and hugged me tight—uncharacteristically bold in company.

I drew her onto my lap, her firm ass settling on my thigh. I brushed her hair back, locking eyes. The room faded.

“What’s wrong?” I murmured.

“I don’t—I can’t explain,” she whispered. “You’re a constant surprise, Rick. I figured you’d be just another case. Then... something shifted. You asked if we’d met in past lives...”

She trailed off, leaned in, and kissed me softly. She deepened it, trembling. Her fingers gripped my jaw. She broke away with a shaky breath.

“We must have,” she said. “I’ve never felt this close. I’ve been in a good cycle for decades—recycling smoothly. It’d have to be over a century ago, or I’d remember.”

I ran fingers through her hair, the world narrowing to us, forging something profound. Love hit different for an incubus—deeper than lust. Days after rebirth, two loves. Overwhelming, yet right.

“I’m with you, Rick,” Sammi vowed. “In this family I’ve known for years, or separate. Whatever you want, I’m at your side.”

She kissed me once more, slid off, and returned to her seat. The others smiled discreetly. I refocused, shaking my head.

“So,” I ventured, “work and family blur here.”

“You’ll get used to it.” Jeremiah grinned. “Take a few days, Rick. I want you to be able to commit fully with no regrets.”

“Thanks,” I said. “Your honesty helps. Time to sort my head.”

“You and Celia can stay a few days,” Kelly added. Sammi too. We’ll put out a message to our family to give you some space because, whether you realize it or not, you attract attention.” “If you want to return to your apartment,” Alyssa continued, “that’s fine too. We are excited to have you, but we also realize this is a big change. We don’t want to rush you.”

They exchanged glances—telepathic sync in action—then nodded as one and rose. I stood and shook Jeremiah’s hand.

“Decide when you’re ready,” he said, releasing my grip with a smile. “Sammi has my number.”

After they left, Sammi and I clasped hands and headed to the atrium. My power had ebbed, and I was deeply hungry—insistent. I could feed from her to ease my need, but the truth was, I missed Celia. I needed her, and we had to figure out where she fit in all of this.


PART TWO

POLY AWAKENING


CHAPTER 6
CELIA
ESTATE - LA JOLLA


After our shopping trip, Megan pulled in through the gate of the La Jolla Estate and parked. The four of us—Megan, Lexi, Brooke, and I—got out, collected the bags from shopping, entered by the pool deck, and walked down the stairs to the central atrium while I smiled as I saw Rick and Sammi sitting on the sofas.

Rick smiled broadly as he saw me, rising to his feet while Sammi grinned and waved. There was the usual collection of hugs and kisses from everyone in the circle as Sammi gave me a warm hug and lightly kissed my lips. I grinned, wondering if she felt me tremble. There was something about her that excited me.

“Sorry about the log thing,” Brooke said, looking at Rick’s jaw.

“No worries,” Rick smiled, “You were doing your job. It was an effective hit.”

“So what’s the word, Rick?” Lexi asked, grinning, “Are you on team JACKL?”

“Just a few more details to iron out,” Rick explained, “I should be starting after the weekend.”

“Excellent!” Lexi smiled, her eyes glinting, “I look forward to working with you more closely.”

“Me too,” Megan said, her eyes a bit unfocused, leaning into me, “Does he always smell so fantastic?”

I nodded and grinned at Megan while Rick looked at me and tilted his head towards our room. He looked a bit on edge, like he was barely keeping it together as Sammi nodded at Rick as if they’d already discussed things.

“I’ll be back later this afternoon, Rick,” she said, “I need to introduce you to someone, but it will be much later. You should enjoy a nap or… something,” she winked and looked knowingly at me before she disappeared.

Sammi’s sudden disappearance caused no outcry from my shopping partners because I supposed they were used to her popping in and out. I was beginning to as well, while the other three excused themselves with knowing smiles. Rick gathered all my bags in one hand and escorted me to our room, with the other in the small of my back.

“You okay, Romeo?” I asked, “You seem a bit edgy.”

“I am,” he rumbled, “I need you… It’s been quite a morning.”

The timbre of his voice gave me chills, and I realized I wanted… no, needed him, too. I had fun shopping, but I was ready for some alone time with Rick.

I turned the handle to open the door, then he kicked it open and strode into the room. He tossed the bags near the door and turned to me before he kissed me hungrily, wrapping his arms around my back and pulling me against his chest. I felt his erection against my belly and purred in anticipation.

I felt his fingers dig into my shirt along my spine, then, with a firm grip, his arms pulled back and tore the shirt from my body. I gasped, looking into his eyes—they were dark with lust. I shrugged out of the tattered remains of my top and hurriedly removed my yoga pants and panties while he ripped his shirt off his chest, buttons flying. I pulled free from my bra, looking at him hungrily.

He pulled me back to him and wrapped his arms around my naked form. His cock was insistent, still trapped in his trousers as I worked at his belt, trying to free him because I wanted to feel him in my fingers. Instead, he spun me around and slammed me against the cool, thick glass of the window, looking out over the ocean.

I gasped again because his need was so palpable I could taste it. His scent was so rich it made me pant in reflected need. My cunt was dripping, wetness trailing down my thighs while I pressed my hips back and spread my thighs, looking back over my shoulder at him.

Rick snarled and, exercising some patience, managed not to tear his pants off and stepped free of them with his cock gloriously erect, his pre-cum glistening along his foreskin. My mouth watered at the sight because I wanted to feel it fill my mouth. He needed something different, and I tensed in anticipation.

He stepped forward and gripped my thigh while his other hand grasped his cock and spread his pre-cum over my already soaked labia. I groaned and pressed back, eager for moe. I felt like a needy whore—his needy whore.

“Fuck me,” I growled, “You need it, I want it… Fucking do it.”

Rick rammed his cock into me, flattening my breasts against the glass, and my cheek pressed into it as well from the force of his thrust. I groaned and pushed back, stabilizing myself with my arms to take his next stroke because God, the way he filled me—my cunt stretched around his girth. I squeezed my inner muscles.

He rutted into me—his hand reaching to collect my hair and crane my neck back. I stared into the infinity of the horizon, and the azure ocean spread before me while he fucked me hard and fast—it was just what I wanted. I was moaning and keening in need.

“Yes, fuck, yes… don’t stop, fuck me.” I babbled.

“You’re so fucking wet and so tight,” he snarled, leaning over me to grunt in my ear, “I’ve been needing you for hours, waiting for you, fuck….”

“You didn’t fuck anyone else here?” I teased, taking a look over my shoulder.

“No.” He grunted and continued his relentless pounding.

“Not very incubus-like,” I continued to berate between moans, “You needed your whore didn’t you?”

“Fuck, yes.” Rick snarled, “Don’t tease me, just be my slut.”

“I’m yours, baby,” I snarled, my hips pressing back to seek his next thrust, “Your slut, your whore, I’m… fuck, you’re gonna make me cum.”

“Then cum.” He grunted.

His command pushed me into a climax, and I arched back, feeling my thighs clenching. He wrapped his arm around my waist and his other under my breasts, pulling me back against his chest while holding me against him as my feet came off the ground. He stepped backward until he sat on the edge of the bed.

While my thighs were still clenching with his cock, he rolled us over until I was on my belly. Then he pushed back, and I groaned as his cock slipped free before his hands gripped my hips and twisted me onto my back. With his eyes dark with lust, he pulled me to the edge, then slammed his cock inside me.

“Gods, Fuck!” I screamed out—our eyes locked in lust.

With his penetration, I was over another edge and soon felt another rising while he was slamming into me, smacking his hips into my thighs. He gripped my breasts—his whole hand enveloping them. He pressed me down into the mattress, his thrusts hard and urgent because I could tell he was feeding on my lust and passion. He pushed his power back to me, causing climax after climax, peaking in an unending cycle. I felt overwhelmed, drowning deliciously in this tsunami of lust.

Then he roared and thrust into me, arching back as his hips lifted my ass from the mattress. His cock shot rivers of cum into my clenching womb. I felt like I was floating as his hips bucked, and his cock pulsed like it was alive inside me.

Then he reversed and slumped against me. His mouth took mine, and my breast pillowed into his chest—his weight pressed me into the mattress. My ankles wrapped around the back of his thighs.

“Right here,” I mumbled, barely coherent, “Stay right here, don’t move. Baby, hold me right here forever.”

He nodded, then lifted his head—his eyes looking at mine, but at a loss for words. His lips met mine, and the way his tongue traced my lips was calming and sensuous. I could feel his cock still throbbing in my cunt while I felt my insides still fluttering and alive. Even with his weight on my chest, I managed a deep breath of satisfaction.

He rolled to the side, and his cock slipped free. I grabbed his cock with a hand, then sucked the tip between my lips, savoring our combined flavors and sucking out the remnants of his spending. I cleaned his cock, enjoying his taste and the feel of his heated flesh.

Satisfied, I lifted my mouth and kissed my way up his abdomen to his chest. I rested my head on his chest and stroked my hand along his well-defined torso while his hand rose, combed through my hair, and then down my back. I was serene following the almost violent fucking we had just experienced.

I lifted to look at him, searching his eyes.

“How hungry were you?” I asked, concerned, “How often do you need this? I never felt your need so raw.”

“It was a rough morning,” he admitted, “More emotional than anything. But Kelly is a succubus who can make me hard with a look. The whole family is alluring.”

I traced my fingers over his chest, watching his eyes because I felt so close to him. I’d never felt as close to another person while part of me wondered if it weren’t some magical allure he’d ensnared me with. His concern last night made that point debatable. I knew I meant something to him beyond just our sexual connection.

“Why did you wait for me?” I asked curiously.

“I wanted to,” he confessed, “I had opportunities. They know my nature, and they understand my needs. They are all poly and live an open sexual lifestyle. I couldn’t without talking it over with you when confronted with the possibilities.”

“Not even Sammi?” I asked.

I knew they had been together regularly. He had confessed his feelings for Sammi to me—it wasn’t specific, but he didn’t shy away from his connection to her. I would think he could have sated some of his hunger with her.

“That’s complicated,” he admitted, “She was busy in meetings the whole morning. I had some alone time. I went to the pool and chatted with some younger ones. Sammi would have loved a go if she were available. Fae sex is different, though. It doesn’t satisfy my hunger. I need to feed from a human.” He paused and tugged a bit of my hair to pull me into a soft kiss. “The answer to your question remains,” he continued, “I wanted to wait for you.”

I smiled and kissed him again, then I pressed myself up and sat cross-legged beside him. He turned on his side and ran his hand along my knee and thigh while I needed to think about this. It had been just about twelve hours since we had fallen asleep, and he was so hungry, so in need. It was wonderful to know he waited for me, but experiencing his insistent, palpable demand, however, helped me understand it wasn’t practical given his nature. I needed to be unselfish and accept his polyamorous needs.

“Rick,” I smiled, “You need to take care of yourself, baby. As much as I want to be yours, I now understand how it can’t be only me. You would grind me into dust.” I leaned and kissed him to reassure him, running over his chest. “It would be wonderful,” I admitted, “but I’m a greedy bitch. I want to live a long life. I want to be with you for a very long time, even if that means sharing.”

Rick grinned, rolled over to sit up, and then stood and walked to find his underwear. He didn’t want to distract himself or me because he pulled them on, then came back to sit beside me. His fingers combed behind my head, and he kissed me, then ran his fingers along my jaw.

“We need to figure this out,” he said, “I’ve never been in love before. Suddenly I love—emotionally two people. You and Sammi.”

“I know you love Sammi,” I said, nodding, “I feel comfortable with that—our relationships are different, and she is… I feel drawn to her.”

“How so?” Rick asked, genuinely curious.

“I’ve never been attracted to another female,” I confessed, “I never considered myself a bisexual, never felt curious over a woman’s touch. Maybe I feel a bit what you feel for her, so I’m attracted to her because I feel so incredibly close to you.”

I looked at my fingers, weaving them together while I worked at finding words to describe what I was feeling. I rarely ever tried to explain how I felt to anyone, but now I wanted to confess everything to my demon lover.

“I’ve fallen for guys before,” I admitted, “More infatuation. My feelings never grew deeper. Even over months-long relationships, they never felt serious. With you, in just a few days, I love you more than anyone I’ve ever met. It’s me. I’ve tried to excuse it as some magical connection, some supernatural influence.”

“But….” Rick asked, probing for more.

“But,” I continued, “It’s me; something inside me clicks into place when I’m with you. I’m yours, Rick. I accept that you love me differently and will love others too.”

He started shaking his head, denying his nature. I held his jaw in my hands, not letting him, and looked into his eyes.

“No,” I said, “Let me finish. You will love others. You can’t not. I will love you, regardless. That’s my choice. Can you live with that?”

He looked at me—his eyes were serious as he traced back what I confessed to him.

“I don’t know,” he confessed, “I’ve never loved anyone in my past lives. I’ve taken, enthralled, and possessed. I've never felt love for another person. I’ve never let anyone love me for me. I know I love you, Celia. I can’t not.”

He sank into silence. I sensed there was more, but he couldn’t put his emotions into words. Part of me wanted him to push into it more, to feel more, while I also understood he would have to do that in his own time. My decision was made.

“Lover,” I smiled and crawled over him into his lap—my thighs around his waist. “Can you come home to me every night? Can you make love to me every night the way I need to be loved, even if it isn’t sex, like movie night? Can you care for yourself so you can love me fully, even if that means fucking someone else?”

He nodded, “Yes, I will try. There is only one thing: will you allow Sammi to be a part of us? Maybe not every night, but I need both of you in my life. You both keep me sane.”

I smiled and kissed him. “I will try,” I offered, “I don’t know what that will feel like, but if you are there, I’ll be happy.”

I pushed his shoulders, and he reclined on the bed. I slipped down, hooked my fingers into his shorts, and pulled them down his thighs—he lifted his legs so I could remove them. I reached for his cock and stroked it because he was already erect. I smiled because I knew he was erect because of me—he wanted me.

I straddled his hips and then lowered myself, pressing his cock into my cunt and groaning as I felt him fill me. I leaned forward and kissed him deeply, as my tongue danced with his. I rode him slowly, sensually, because I wanted this to be slower and special. Something he’d never get from a girl that didn’t love him—he would crave this from me.

We made slow, sensual love while touching and caressing each other. I wanted to touch every part of him while we shifted and moved on the bed. I rode him on top, and he rolled over to stroke into me, and I reversed to lift my ass to him, wanting to feel his powerful thrusts roll through my flesh. We shifted as our arousal grew. When it hit, my climax was a surprise, and I suddenly thrashed under him, my cunt clenching around his cock, coaxing him to his peak. I rolled my hips and begged him with my eyes until he exploded inside me.

Then we rested, pulling the sheets over us. He wrapped me in his arms as he slept. I loved my demon.


CHAPTER 7
SAMMI
ENCLAVE - BALBOA PARK


I was ecstatic that Rick had decided to join JACKL Inc., even more delighted that he would continue to work with me. I loved him. I’d discovered that even before I invited him to my cabin in the southern part of the bay. I wasn’t even sure when I knew that I loved him. The realization of a past incarnation link made sense.

I had mixed feelings about everything else. I knew Rick loved Celia. It was painted on his face even when I invited him to my home. It wasn’t a competition. I could accept that Rick had many loves; that’s easier for Fae than humans. I worried whether Celia could accept it. I had time on my side—she would age. I never would, nor would Rick. I could wait if Rick needed to spend this incarnation with her. It wasn’t what I wanted, but I would do it if it made him happy.

I didn’t want to wait. I felt like I’d already been waiting for him.

“How did I let an incubus under my scales?”

I waited in the Enclave dining area, slowly finishing a cup of tea. I wanted to greet Molly when she was released from observation. I wanted to introduce her to Rick, as they’d be working together as partners. I smiled at the thought. Molly was a pixie, all of two inches tall in her natural form. Rick was massive and tall; they made such a strange pairing. But I knew it would work. They were both badasses if the need arose.

Lexi and Brooke would round out his team. My team would remain as it was. I would be the team leader, and De and Jake would run point with Tiff as support and liaison with Aly’s research team. Lexi would lead Rick’s team. She had the best skills and maturity. Rick would pair with Brooke or Molly, depending on the mission.

I had a bit of a worry regarding Rick and Celia. She would probably accept me. She seemed to be in our few short meetings. Would she remain at peace as more females got closer to Rick? If he decided to join the Jackson family, it would solve much of his need to feed himself if they accepted him. Would they accept me, too? How would Celia feel being outside?

Rick’s interaction with Kelly was a bit shocking. I didn’t expect him to try to mount her right away. Alyssa stepping in was the right call, and the result was good. Kelly now had greater respect for him and his power. He could help her understand hers and make her more powerful if she accepted her fae nature.

Alyssa and Jeremiah were impressed with Rick’s choices and actions so far. I was proud of him and the direction he chose. I had my influence, and I tried to steer him as best I could, but it was his own decisions that impressed me. Even choosing Celia was a good decision for him. He needed to know more about love. Human love was necessary, and he needed to understand it firsthand.

All those jumbled thoughts disappeared with the soft buzz of approaching pixie wings. Molly popped into her mundane form and dropped into the seat opposite me. She grinned her adorable grin, and I leaned over the table to kiss her. She kissed back, her tongue tracing my lips, and then we pulled away, our eyes linked.

She was a fairy by nature, so adorable and enjoying intimate touches with all fae, even reclusive Nereids. Her human form was slim but not skinny. Her blonde hair was done in a pixie cut that framed her face and cheekbones, and her unnatural blue-green eyes were captivating. She had dyed the inner layer of her hair a brilliant pink, a wink to her pixie side. She dressed comfortably in a cropped T-shirt with coverall-style shorts partially covering her bare midriff. Her breasts were modest but proportional to her slim physique.

In fae form, she shrank down to two inches in height. Her body had practically the same proportions, lean and lithe. Delicate fairy wings sprouted from her back and buzzed as she flew. Her voice was a lilting series of bell sounds that I could listen to and understand. I wondered if Rick would be able to; I doubted that Celia could.

Molly hadn’t survived the last mission, and I blamed myself. It was the wrong mission for her, but exacerbated by a bad read on the target fae. After turning, the subject grew into a massively muscled hill troll, a bit taller than Rick but twice his mass. It was a freak accident. Molly decided to stay with him in fae form after her bite, and he rolled on top of her in the middle of the night. She died from suffocation, but the many bone fractures made her death painful.

I should have forced her to extract herself from the target until his true nature was understood. The poor guy, Sean, was mortified, but it wasn’t his fault. He agreed that counseling would help. He was transferred to the Northern California area, a better fit for his kind in the mountains along the Oregon-California border.

Luckily, Molly’s signature turned up immediately on our scans, and Jake pulled a quick extraction. She was ready, or so she said. I needed to confirm she was fit for duty. Her pairing with Rick might be a trigger. I would need to treat this with care.

“Are you ready to meet your new partner?” I asked with a smile.

“You bet I am,” Molly said, then looked down. “Sammi, I wanted to say, I’m sorry. You were right. I should have followed safety protocols. I may have been a bit attracted to him. Is he okay?”

“Sean? He’s fine,” I reported. “Transferred him to the northern part of the state, a better area. We need to get better at knowing the types of Fae. All of us thought he’d be a pixie or a brownie. No clue that the short guy would be so massive.”

“Still,” Molly said, “that’s why we follow protocol. I was too confident, and I was wrong.”

“Thank you,” I said. “Let’s get you out of here. We need to go out via the landing pad—as you know, no transports from within the Enclave.”

“I remember,” she said with a smile. “Too many wards and protection spells. It protects the Enclave and keeps us all safe.”

“Look who’s been reading the safety manuals!” I winked. “Always good to keep that fresh in your mind.”

We linked arms and headed out into the afternoon. Something was happening in the park that afternoon; many people bustled around. We blended into the crowd, walked down the path, and slipped unseen into the landing pad brush.

“Let me text him,” I said. “He’s up at the Estate.”

I sent Rick a text:

Is it safe? I want to introduce you to someone.




I opened my purse and gave Molly her phone, her ID, and some money. She took it all and deposited the items into her coverall pockets.

“We didn’t even have to report your death,” I said with a grin. “So it’s all the same stuff—an upgrade on the phone, though.”

My phone buzzed with a text from Rick:

Smelly:


I’m never safe. We are dressed, though, on the pool deck.




I reached out to hold Molly’s hand; she took it with a grin. In a flash, we poofed to the edge of the Estate pool area, just outside the gate. Rick noticed and stood up, helping Celia to her feet. Rick wore a pair of Hawaiian-print surfer trunks, and Celia wore a black bikini with a wrap around her hips.

I opened the gate and ushered Molly in. I gave Celia a big hug, and she surprised me with a kiss on the lips that lingered for more than a moment. My eyes must have sparkled as she grinned broadly. I hugged and kissed Rick, enjoying his hand around me and his lips on mine.

“This is Molly,” I said. “Molly, this is Rick.”

“Hi Molly, glad to meet you,” Rick said. “This is my girlfriend, Celia.”

After another round of hugs and kisses, Molly and Celia kissed each other’s cheeks. I felt a bit special. Molly’s eyes took a little vacation along Rick’s handsome, rugged physique, which prompted Celia to put her arm through his, claiming her territory.

Molly laughed charmingly, then looked around.

“Is it just us?” she asked.

“Yep,” Rick nodded. “The family decided to go on a beach trip. We have the place to ourselves.”

Molly grinned and morphed into her fae form, a two-inch-tall bright pixie, buzzing in the air. I took the opportunity to morph into my water nymph form and dived into the pool; I needed some water on my flesh.

Not to be outdone, Rick morphed into his demonic form and almost knocked over the umbrella. He grabbed it dexterously and moved it over so he could stand upright. He wore gigantic swim trunks that fit him tightly and covered his junk.

“I bought him some while shopping,” Celia laughed as she noticed my glance.

“Good!” I said with a giggle. “I’m glad someone remembered.”

Molly tingled and chimed in delight, hovering over Rick’s shoulder before landing on it.

“I’m an incubus,” he said, answering her question. “Sex demon.”

Celia shook her head and grinned. His form didn’t startle her at all, but she was entranced by Molly’s minuscule appearance and leaned closer to look. Molly buzzed over, and Celia held out her hands. Molly lightly stood in her palm and chimed more at Celia, who smiled.

“Mmmm, yes,” she said. “I enjoy all of him, in either form.”

Celia understood pixie bells; that was unexpected.

Molly fell over in a fit of bells and chimes, rolling with laughter. She buzzed toward me, then morphed to human form. She must have had a bikini on her shelf because she slipped into the water in hot pink. Celia and Rick walked over. Celia dropped her wrap and hopped into the pool. Rick sat on the edge, unwilling to wet his wings. He morphed back to human and slid in beside me.

Molly lounged on the pool steps on my other side, looking over at Rick.

“We’ll make quite the pair, pixie and gigantic sex god.” She laughed.

Celia swam beside me, and I felt her hand run along my side.

“I’d never seen any fae before,” she said. “Now I’ve seen three very different types.”

I enjoyed her touch. She curiously felt my scales, then took my hand and ran fingers along my webbing. I grinned and touched her cheek with my finger. I pulled lightly, and she leaned toward me. I kissed her more than a greeting. She kissed back, her hand combing through my blue-green tresses, holding my mouth to hers. I felt her tongue slide over my lips, and I pressed mine against hers.

Kissing Celia was impulsive, but it felt good. I was surprised by how close I felt to her. I wanted to please her and sensed my kisses and touches did. I hadn’t thought much about Celia and me because I didn’t know she would want anything with me.

I felt Rick watching and glanced at Molly on the other side. Molly seemed entranced by our surprising kiss. I leaned into Celia’s kiss and dropped my hand to her breast, squeezing through her bikini top. A moan encouraged me, and she pressed her chest into my hand, nipple firming against my touch.

I pulled from the kiss and smiled at her. Molly leaned past me, cupped Celia’s jaw, and kissed her tenderly. Celia reacted differently since Molly was in human form. She stiffened at first, then melted into the kiss.

“So gentle,” she said softly as the kiss parted, holding Molly’s eyes.

Rick watched with eyes darting between us, his erection more apparent in his swim trunks. He leaned over to kiss Molly tenderly, then me, and finally Celia. His kiss deepened with her as she gasped in arousal.

“Do we all want to go to our room?” Celia asked invitingly.

I ducked underwater and then willed my human form to the surface. Naked and without clothes, I rose from the waters. I offered Celia my hand, and she took it. Rick stood and took Molly’s hand, and we all filed out the door into the empty halls of the Estate.

Celia opened the door to their room and pulled me inside. I stepped toward her and wrapped her in a hug. She was a few inches taller than me in heels, more significant barefoot. My breasts pressed into her chest below hers, and her bikini-bound breasts fit just above mine. I felt her warm flesh against my rigid nipples as I lifted my chin and she lowered her mouth to kiss me hungrily.

I sensed Rick pulling Molly’s bikini from her breasts. I watched his mouth consume her nipple, then lift her by the hips and lower her onto the bed. My fingers pulled at Celia’s bikini tie, loosening it before I lowered my mouth to her nipple. Her fingers combed through my hair as she arched, pressing her breast into my mouth.

I backed up, twisted, and pushed Celia onto the bed beside Molly. Rick pulled off Molly’s bottoms. With a grin, I did the same with Celia. I smiled at her as she stretched naked before me, her caramel flesh inviting. She watched with lust and excitement in her eyes. I leaned between her legs, kissed her breast, and flicked my tongue over her nipple while my small hand clutched the other breast.

I heard Molly groan and peeked to see Rick’s head between her thighs, ankles wrapped around his back, fingers in his hair. I kissed down Celia’s smooth belly and then the top of her bare mound. My tongue slipped between her folds, lifted, and flicked over her clit. Her fingers tightened in my scalp.

“Right there,” Celia moaned. “Oh fuck, your tongue—keep doing that.”

Molly whined in a series of moans, encouraging Rick to continue. I slid my hand down and slowly hooked two slim fingers inside Celia’s slick opening. Her thighs tightened and then spread apart, inviting me to go on.

Rick growled and rose, pushing down his shorts. He stroked his cock, then looked over at Celia. She nodded, her fingers pressing into the back of my head.

“Fuck her, baby,” she groaned, watching Rick with eyes full of lust. “Give that sexy pixie your big thick cock.”

Rick pulled Molly’s hips to the edge of the bed and notched his crown between her slick lips. Molly watched him, then tossed her head back and arched as Rick thrust into her, emitting a high-pitched moan.

I rose to watch, fingers dancing inside Celia’s tight cunt. I dropped my other fingers to roll over my clit and enjoyed her moans from my touch. I looked up at Celia and climbed onto the bed. I scissored my legs between Celia’s open thighs and pressed my bare cunt against hers, twisting with a gasp as our clits slid over each other. She looked at me in wonder, then bucked as my lips mashed against hers. I rolled my hips to find the right angle for the best friction.

“Oh, right there,” Celia said. “Right there, fuck. More. Faster.”

I twisted and gyrated, riding my clit up and down her lips. We shuddered as clits met and parted, only to grind and moan again. Arousal grew into a whirlpool of need as we rubbed our sexes together. She gripped my thigh and pulled me close; I cupped and squeezed one of her breasts.

I looked over, and Rick gripped Molly’s breast to hold her down while fucking her hard. She bucked into him, mouth open to meet thrusts. He kept her pinned and drove her over the brink. She shuddered, knees closing to press Rick’s side. He shortened strokes and pushed another wave.

He looked at us, grinding our cunts together, and growled lowly. “Both of you, cum!” he commanded.

His voice pushed us over the precipice, and we shuddered. We gasped and bucked together, driving sexes against each other as juices streamed in convulsions. Rick roared and pumped cum into delirious Molly, keening orgasm to the next.

Exhausted, we collapsed into a bliss-addled flesh pile. We kissed to feel everyone. Rick kissed Celia as I kissed Molly. Molly kissed Celia while Rick kissed me. Limbs and fingers tangled before slowing to rest, content.

We fell asleep.


CHAPTER 8
CELIA
ESTATE GUEST ROOM - LA JOLLA


I woke with my head on Rick’s shoulder. I looked down and saw Sammi’s head lying on my tummy, her eyes closed in peaceful sleep. I turned and saw Molly asleep on Rick’s other side, facing away but with her back pressed tight against his side and her head resting on his outstretched arm.

I closed my eyes and slowly reopened them, reliving our second tryst before we fell asleep. I felt Rick’s hand rub up and down my shoulder, so I turned my head to kiss his chest.

“Good morning, lover,” I said and snuggled closer to him.

I couldn’t resist the allure of my two female companions. I had felt drawn to Sammi differently over the last day, maybe seeing her as Rick did, or perhaps changing myself. The feelings for Molly were different; she was sexy, and I wanted to play with her. After the first kisses in the pool, my inhibitions about bisexuality evaporated.

I smiled and stretched up, pressing my lips against Rick’s. My movement caused Sammi to stir, and she blinked her eyes with her lips curling into a smile. She rolled onto her knees and flicked her eyes toward Molly. Then Sammi ran her fingers through my hair, pulled me closer with a gentle tug, and lightly kissed me as I turned toward her. Sammi slid over me, and I kissed her nipple, sucking it between my lips as she leaned over to kiss Rick.

Rick moved his far arm and slid it from under Molly’s head, which made her stir. He combed his fingers behind Sammi’s head and deepened his kiss. My hands ran down Sammi’s side as I shifted to suckle her other nipple. I was treated to her moan as she encouraged me to suck harder.

Molly twisted around and slipped beside Rick, then tugged on Sammi’s hair to pull her into a kiss. Sammi kissed her, then kissed down her neck, as Molly and Rick shared a kiss. Molly sucked in a breath as Sammi suckled her pert breast.

I slid my other hand down between Sammi and Rick, searching for his cock. I was rewarded and grabbed his stiffening member, stroking it slowly. My fingers slid over his swollen tip and spread his pre-cum over the head.

“Dibs,” I whispered.

I shifted under Sammi, turned, and swiveled to straddle Rick’s hips. I drew his cock over my swollen lips, already dripping with desire. I lifted and pressed his head into my tight opening, groaning as I sank and filled myself with his cock.

Sammi looked at me with a grin and a wink, then shifted to straddle Rick’s head. His fingers pressed against her sex, spreading her lips apart. I watched entranced as his tongue delved between her folds. I rolled my hips, rising and falling. Sammi’s eyes closed, then opened slowly, watching me.

Molly rose to her knees alongside Sammi and pulled her mouth to hers for a kiss. They watched me as I rode Rick’s cock, their side glances and naked bodies making me quiver. I leaned forward with my hand pressed to Rick’s chest. I kissed Molly first, then Sammi. My tongue drove between her lips as my hips dropped to feel Rick’s cock slide deeper into me.

I dropped my hand to Molly’s waist and turned to kiss her again. The fingers of my right hand slid down along her waist and then delved between her thighs. I spread her lips and sank two fingers into her slick slit. She groaned and rolled her hips into my fingers. I tapped her clit with my thumb as my fingers milked her insides.

I crossed my left arm over my right and reached for Sammi. My hand cupped her breast and squeezed. I milked my fingers on her nipple, stretching it lightly and adding a twist. I parted from the kiss to stare at my female lovers. We squirmed over Rick’s supine form as his hands squeezed both Molly’s and Sammi’s asses. His hips drove up into me as I bottomed out.

We gasped in unison as a warm glow enveloped us. If this was what it was like, why did I wait so long to kiss a girl? I ground into Rick, feeling my peak race toward me while staring into the eyes of two magical faeries. I climaxed with a shudder, my thighs clenching Rick’s waist. Sammi crested right behind me, then Molly’s cunt gushed her offering into my fingers.

I felt Rick’s hands on my waist; he gripped me hard as his cock cycled deeper into me. I rolled into a second orgasm, leaning to kiss him after Sammi slipped to the side, quivering in bliss.

“Fuck me, Rick,” I growled as I kissed him, tasting Sammi’s juices on his lips. “Fuck me hard, shoot your glorious seed into me.”

I grunted and moaned. His arms wrapped around my lower back and held me tightly. His hips cycled in an arc, flexing his cock deeper and deeper. I jerked into another climax as Molly tugged my mouth up and sealed her lips to mine. I felt Rick jerk, his cock expanding as my cunt contracted, and I savored my womb filling with his hot cum.

“Fuuuuuuuuck,” I whined into Molly’s lips, then dropped limply onto Rick’s chest.

We all relaxed for an endless moment. As we stirred, I realized I was hungry. Something told me Rick was well fed but also needed physical nourishment. Sammi had slipped from the bed and headed to the shower.

“I need some water,” she smiled. “I don’t often sleep in sheets, but that was worth it.”

Molly slid off the bed to join her, looking back with a smile.

“You two enjoy some alone time,” Molly winked. “You can shower after we’re done.”

I combed my hair behind my ear and looked at Rick. I kissed him softly, not wanting to move. I wanted his cock to stay inside me and feel the heat of his body under me. I smiled, and he watched my eyes.

“A bit surprising?” Rick said, combing his fingers through my hair. “You okay?”

“Glorious,” I smiled. “I’m wonderful. I’m in love with you and love having sex with girls. What else could a girl want?”

“If you’re happy, I’m happy,” he smiled.

He kissed me again with his hand behind my head, holding me to his lips. I purred into the kiss. I rose and slid off him, lowering between his thighs. I wanted to taste him, clean his cock, and enjoy our alone time. He enjoyed my initiative and pressed on his elbows to watch.

“So what changed?” Rick asked. “I mean, obviously, I’m enjoying this new facet of you.”

“I dunno,” I said, licking my lips before sitting up and crossing my legs. “I’ve been curious about Sammi since she appeared at my apartment with you.”

“You weren’t thrilled to see her at first,” he recalled.

“I was expecting just you,” I grinned. “But you like to surprise me constantly. Maybe this is me deciding to surprise you, too.”

“Babe,” he smiled. “Surprise me all you want. I’ll still wake up next to you every morning I can.”

I leaned forward and kissed him tenderly.

“Sounds like a plan,” I whispered. “Let’s see how many people can fit in the shower.”

We got clean, but it took lots of hot water and several positions to remove all the sex. We added more in the process. In the end, we were clean and somewhat dry. I put on new clothes. Sammi and Molly found outfits in their magic closet. Rick poofed to his apartment and returned with an armful of clothes.

Once dressed, we headed to the breakfast bar. I was famished. We all were.


CHAPTER 9
KELLY
PREVIOUS NIGHT - ESTATE - LA JOLLA


Jeremiah kissed me deeply while Aly cleaned his cock. The three of us enjoyed the bodies we knew so well. I slowly dimmed my aura, and Jeremiah’s kiss softened. I combed through Aly’s hair and tugged lightly because I could still feel the collection of lust flowing from the four people above us.

“Come kiss me, Aly,” I crooned. “Share with me.”

Aly grinned, slid up with her mouthful of Jeremiah’s essence, and kissed me. Her tongue pressed between my lips to share Jeremiah’s spending. He kept my nipple hard, and I moaned in encouragement.

“It’s a bit Machiavellian, influencing their playtime,” Aly smiled as she pulled Jeremiah from my breast to her lips. “But it should get the job done.”

They kissed, and I relaxed while enjoying their closeness and the afterglow of the foursome above us.

Alyssa tuned her mind to the four above, concentration etched on her face.

“They’re all sleeping,” she reported. “Do we wait to give them another taste?”

Jeremiah stayed quiet, eyes slightly squinting as he scanned. He wouldn’t mold their curves because self-adjustment lasted more from experiences and outcomes. In the end, we only enhanced their bonds toward closer-knit relationships with their informed consent.

“At least once more,” he nodded. “They’ve incorporated changes into curves, but another round soon solidifies what we want. Celia is much more open to bisexuality and still loves Rick. Rick solid relational to Celia and Sammi. Including Molly shapes all differently.”

I smiled and nodded.

“Rest up then, lovers,” I said. “I look forward to a second go.”

I let my powers pulse, and the room bathed in my yellow glow.


CHAPTER 10
CELIA
ESTATE DINING ROOM - LA JOLLA


“Y’all took your time getting up!” Carmen teased Rick, Molly, Sammi, and me as we entered the breakfast area. “I do appreciate you showering first, though!”

I blushed, which made her laugh more. Her laugh and open warmth made me want to know her better. She filled my plate with French toast, eggs, and bacon, then added a couple of sausage patties.

“Enjoy your breakfast, Celia,” Carmen said, sharing her smile with me.

We sat down, thinking we had the place to ourselves. We were pleasantly surprised by Jeremiah’s sudden appearance, flanked by Alyssa and Kelly. We all rose and exchanged greetings, hugs, and kisses. Sammi introduced Molly, and Alyssa remarked that she remembered her and was glad she was back.

“I thought you had decided on a beach trip?” Rick asked Jeremiah with a strange look in his eyes. “Did something happen?”

“We let the younger ones go without us,” Jeremiah said with a smile. “We had a little bit of business to take care of, just the three of us.”

“Well,” Rick said with a half-smile, “I hope you get some relaxation time in today.”

“That’s part of the plan,” Alyssa said. “We were hoping to enjoy our pool without all the young ones stealing the prime suntanning spaces.”

“What other plans do you have?” Rick asked.

Something was bothering him, which concerned me. I nudged him with my elbow. He put his arm around me and hugged me close, then kissed the top of my head. He quieted, but his gaze kept going back to Kelly. I didn’t blame him; I liked looking at Kelly more now, too. His look wasn’t the same as mine, though.

Alyssa looked at Rick with an odd expression, then looked at Jeremiah. Jeremiah’s eyes widened as he looked back at Rick. Something was going on.

“Okay,” I said, “spill it, Rick. What’s got your hackles up?”

“It’s nothing,” he growled, looking at me.

“Out with it. Nothing gets left unsaid.” I stared him down until I won. “What is bothering you?”

“Kelly,” he said flatly, looking at her. “I felt her aura this morning. I didn’t place it until just now. They were near us all night long. Why?”

“You’re very perceptive, Rick,” Jeremiah said. “You were one of the reasons we stayed behind. We wanted you to feel how special Kelly can be, and our room is right below yours.”

“I see,” Rick said and then looked expectantly at me.

“What?” I asked, looking back at him.

“You’re not upset?” he asked.

Sammi had come closer and sat beside us. Her hand rubbed my thigh, and her other hand lifted to rub my back.

“What would I be upset about?” I asked. “I don’t understand.”

“Kelly’s a succubus,” Rick explained. “Her aura increases arousal, makes sex feel even better. They stayed behind to push you into accepting Sammi.”

That shocked me, and I took offense at the insinuation. I felt my frustration spill into my expression. I took Sammi’s hand in mine and reached for Molly’s hand too.

“You have a lot to learn about women, Rick,” I said. “A lot to learn about me.”

I looked over at Kelly, then at Jeremiah and Alyssa. They had freely admitted to using Kelly to make our night special, which might have been manipulative. I sensed they hadn’t made me desire Sammi. That was all me. I wanted to be sure, and I needed to ask the question to get Rick to back down.

“Kelly,” I asked, “were the three of you anywhere near the pool deck yesterday afternoon?”

“No,” Kelly explained. “We stayed in our room. As Jeremiah said, it is directly below yours. The pool deck is out of range for my normal aura.”

“Does your power make people do things against their will?” I asked. “Change their morals, their desires?”

“I make people horny as hell,” Kelly said with a smile. “But they don’t change orientation if there is a willing partner. People don’t violate consent under my power, not that I’ve seen.”

“Jeremiah can change people,” Rick said, still irritated. “He told me so himself.”

“Have you used your powers on me, Jeremiah?” I asked.

“Honestly,” Jeremiah said, “yes. I used my power to scan your morality curve. That’s all I did. I noticed it shifting, but I didn’t cause the shift.”

“That’s what I thought,” I said, then leveled my gaze at Rick. “Do you know why I thought that, Rick?”

He bit his lip and shook his head. “No,” he admitted. “I don’t.”

“While you were at your interview,” I began, “I was lucky to shop with some lovely ladies. They enjoyed each other’s company, and I enjoyed theirs. Their affection for each other was appealing. I also thought about Sammi and how I felt drawn to her. I love you, Rick, but I’m changing. I feel drawn to Sammi, and I felt drawn to Molly.”

“But you said you’re not bisexual!” he said, on the edge of exasperation.

“Maybe I am now, maybe I always was,” I admitted. “I was raised in a pretty strict household. My father was very conservative. The thought never entered my mind. When it would, a lot of things would put up blockers. Of course, I refused to believe I was bisexual.”

Rick looked at me, his head tilted. He was curious now, willing to listen. It was sweet that he was trying to protect me, and I loved him for it. He needed to understand me more deeply. I could feel the bubbles of extra arousal around us, but that didn’t change who I was. I had become who I am.

“So what are you saying?” Rick asked.

“I’m saying that I love you, Rick.” I smiled, then turned and kissed Sammi. “I’m saying I love you too, Sammi.” She grinned at me as our eyes met, and that made me melt a bit. “Before this weekend,” I explained, “before you transported me into this place, I was never in a place where I could feel safe about kissing a girl. Now I have, and I like it a lot. I want to do it more. Can you accept that?”

“I’ll try to,” he said with a small smile. “I just want what’s best for you.”

I leaned into Rick and kissed him, wrapping my arms around his neck. I pressed my forehead against his and breathed. “You are what is best for me,” I admitted. “It frightens me, but it’s the truth.”

Rick looked at me, then turned to Jeremiah and Kelly. “I’m sorry,” he said. “I jumped to the wrong conclusion, and I was wrong.”

“Rick,” Jeremiah began, “your heart is in the right place. You sensed something different that many people wouldn’t have noticed. You showed significant loyalty to Celia. You have nothing to apologize for, at least not to us. On the other hand, we tried to influence all of you without telling you. We shouldn’t have, and I apologize. I hope we can regain your trust.”

The room became very still, and Alyssa came to sit between Sammi and me. She reached out and offered one hand to Rick and the other to me. I looked into her eyes, trying to discern what she would say. Then I reached out and took her hand. Alyssa smiled, and her calm confidence won me over as Rick watched and held her other hand.

“Rick, I want to come clean with everything I’ve known about you,” Alyssa began. “We discovered you were fae by one of our normal protocols. The signature from that sample was difficult to read, and interpreting the data was difficult. What was clear, however, is that you were powerful in previous incarnations.”

“We needed to respect that power,” Alyssa continued. “Sammi set up the environment for your rebirth. She set up the rooftop meeting and the initial bite that activated your rebirth. We didn’t know what you would become, but we hoped you would be a good resource for us. So we took some extra precautions.” She paused, squeezed Rick’s hand, and looked him in the eyes.

“You’ve surpassed all of our expectations, Rick,” Alyssa said clearly. “You’re honest, trustworthy, and you care for everyone you’ve been in contact with. Even if you weren’t the most powerful incubus on record, we would want you on our team. We want to do everything we can to support you. You and Celia. You and Sammi. We have grown quite fond of all of you.”

Then she looked at me, her brown eyes warm and inviting. “Celia, I want you to know everything about our family,” she began. “Sammi told you a little bit, I’m sure. Jeremiah, Kelly, Lexi, Carmen, and I lived as a polyamorous family before Zac was born. Our family includes the younger generation, including Megan, who took you shopping, and Brooke. In total, we are a family of thirteen. We freely share our sexuality with some exceptions.”

“Exceptions?” I asked.

“We don’t engage in incest,” Alyssa clarified. “Zac is Kelly’s son, and Naomi is my daughter. They are Jeremiah’s children and part of the family, but we all refrain from direct sexual connections. That might be too much information, but I want to be perfectly honest with you.”

“Okay,” I said curiously, “why are you telling me this?”

It wasn’t entirely shocking. It clarified a lot of the affection they showed each other. I admired their solid bonds and the way they all called each other sisters. I had only spent time with a few of their family members, but I enjoyed them all immensely.

“We want to bring the three of you into our family,” Alyssa said, glancing at all of our faces, “for many reasons. We think you would be great additions and would allow Rick to work more closely with JACKL.”

“Yes,” I said immediately.

I surprised myself with how comfortable I was in agreeing to her proposal. Rick looked at me with a raised eyebrow, and Sammi squeezed my hand, then took Rick’s too.

“Let me explain,” I said. “I’ve been on my own for a few years. My parents passed away a couple of years ago. I have no brothers or sisters. It’s just me. I was drifting along when Rick collided with my life. I’ve never been happier or felt a stronger sense of belonging than I do with him, with Sammi, and now with you. To be a member of a family—even a completely crazy one like yours—the answer is ‘yes.’”

“Thank you for sharing, Celia, and thank you for trusting us,” Alyssa said, then looked at Rick. “What do you say, Rick?” She then looked at Sammi. “Sammi?”

“Yes,” Sammi squealed and giggled, then quieted and looked at Rick.

“Wherever they go,” Rick said with a smile, “I’m going. Yes.”

Alyssa smiled, then leaned toward me, her hand lifting to my jaw. I drew closer until our lips touched and sank into her deep kiss. My mind opened, and I felt her thoughts. Not just her thoughts, but those of all the present family members. She winked, then kissed Sammi, then finally Rick. Their eyes each widened, and I felt their connections click into place.

“You are all with us now,” Alyssa said and hugged us closely.

Suddenly, I felt arms around me and looked to see Carmen hugging me and kissing my cheek.

“Welcome to the family, Celia,” Carmen said, then kissed me. “I’m glad to call you my sister.”

Kelly hugged me, kissed me deeply, and gave me a reassuring smile. Then Jeremiah hugged me close and kissed me. Then Sammi wrapped me close and kissed me.

“My sister,” Sammi said with a trembling smile, tears in her eyes. “I’ve never had a sister.”

Finally, Rick hugged me tightly and kissed me the deepest of all. His eyes searched mine as I felt his thoughts mix with mine. With Alyssa’s kisses, we had instantly become even more entwined. I was lost in him, yet still wholly myself. A deep connection bound us, I couldn’t begin to comprehend. I cried joyously and kissed him.

“I love you,” we said simultaneously.

We finished our now cold breakfast. I squeezed Molly’s hand, hoping she didn’t feel left out. I had just met her, but I didn’t want to alienate her. One look told me my concern was misplaced. Molly was happy for everyone, and it showed in her eyes.

“I have my pixie sisters,” Molly said with a smile. “They are my family. I hope to often vacation with you guys, though!”

“I hope so too!” I said and kissed her gently.


CHAPTER 11
RICK
ESTATE GUEST ROOM - LA JOLLA


Molly left the Estate shortly after breakfast. Celia, Sammi, and I went back to my room. We were all slightly amazed to be included in the family’s mind mesh. Because the younger members were off on a beach trip, there were only four other minds. When you’re used to your own thoughts, four is quite the change, and adding ours made it nearly overwhelming.

Celia seemed to listen for a while, then tell me what Alyssa was thinking. I had to remind her that I heard the same thoughts she did. If Alyssa was thinking, we all tuned in. Celia nodded with a half-smile as she tuned into the network.

“Will we ever have to talk again?” I wondered aloud.

“We’ve found that talking is still good,” Alyssa’s thought transmitted to all of us. “It is important not to live only in your mind. We love to look each other in the eyes and have discussions. The mind mesh fades gradually, and you can tune into it as needed.”

That was amazing, having my question answered by someone not in the room. I pushed the mesh to the background, and the voices quieted. I looked at Sammi and Celia with a grin.

“What do the two of you want to do today?” I asked. “I think I have the weekend off before work starts Monday.”

“It’s not a day job, Rick,” Sammi laughed. “We’re always on duty, but we can do whatever we’d like if not working or planning an op.”

She grinned, came up to me, and dropped her hand to my crotch with fingers exploring.

“That’s why I always took time for you in the morning,” Sammi said seductively. “I didn’t monitor you only as part of my job.”

“Voyeur,” I winked.

I cupped one of Sammi’s pert breasts and squeezed, getting the desired moan.

Celia watched us, her thoughts mixing eroticism and amazement. I sent her my feelings from Sammi’s touches. Her eyes locked on mine and blazed. Then she grinned, stripped to show her luscious body, turned to pick up her bikini, and dressed for the pool.

“Let’s all go swimming,” she said. “We have all the time in the world to fuck.”

“Can we fuck at the pool?” Sammi asked hopefully, looking back and forth between us. “I think we ought to fuck at the pool—like a lot.”

“I don’t see why not,” I said. “I agree with Celia, though—this is an awesome room, but I’d like fresh air.”

“We’ll be up shortly,” Alyssa’s direct thought came stronger than the quiet mesh. “We’d like to enjoy your company...”

“I think she wants to fuck you too,” Sammi teased, flashing several swimsuit choices mentally to decide.

“Obviously,” Kelly’s thought came flavored.

Things were about to get real. I had only one swimsuit option, so I was ready. Keeping my cock from bulging was another issue. It wouldn’t matter soon, so I stroked it through my shorts to angle comfortably down my left thigh.

“Are you going to be okay with this, babe?” I asked Celia.

She rolled her eyes as she pulled her wrap around her ripe booty, which teased me effortlessly, and I enjoyed it.

“Lover,” Celia said, looking directly at me. “I’m going to enjoy myself, and I hope you will too. We’ll figure out what it all means or if it means anything. My love for you is much more than the feel of your cock in me.”

“Not that that’s a bad thing,” Celia smiled and kissed my bicep. “I want to indulge a bit. I’m not always a slut.”

I decided I wasn’t going to be hesitant anymore. After our discussions, I was confident in my emotional relationships with Celia and Sammi. They both kept me centered, and I felt stable. My only concern was not letting my need-driven actions spoil their emotional connection. It was time to put my fears to rest and return to being who I naturally was—a fucking sex god incubus.

“That’s the spirit!” Kelly teased across our mind mesh. “We’ll be up shortly.”

A pair of people had beaten us to the pool deck because they had completely forgotten to wear their swimsuits. Carmen reclined in a lounge with her caramel thighs spread. A silky sheet of black hair lay between them from a woman enjoying Carmen’s carnal tastes. Hearing us open the gate, Carmen turned her head.

“I couldn’t wait,” Carmen groaned. “This little puta was making me crazy.”

Carmen tugged a handful of hair and lifted the girl’s head from between her legs. The soft brown eyes of Jess locked on mine. I grinned and suddenly decided the pair of swimming trunks I was wearing was completely overdressed. I pressed them down my hips and untangled my engorging cock from the liner.

“Hey, Rick,” Jess grinned. “Hoping I’d see you at some point. Meet my boss,” she said, nodding up at Carmen.

Jess was the new fae form of my old roommate, Trish. She had been a rather plain but attractive barista in her recycled human form. As a reborn brownie, she had chosen the exotic mask of a sexy Filipina woman with straight, dark hair, high cheekbones, almond-shaped eyes, and warm, honey-toned skin. Her unexpected appearance, enjoying Carmen’s sex, made my cock throb.

Carmen waved her fingers toward us in greeting, then tugged Jess’s mouth back to her cunt with her other hand. “Lick me, you sexy brownie bitch,” Carmen growled.

I stroked my cock, stepped around behind Jess, and looked at Carmen. Her eyes dropped to my cock, and she licked her lips. I gripped Jess’s ass—her bronze flesh warm under my fingers—and pulled her thighs apart, rubbing the tip of my cock against her folds. Her hips pressed back as she groaned into Carmen’s sex, rewarding me.

Feeling my cock slide between her inner lips, I thrust firmly. Jess tossed her head back, then looked over her shoulder at me. I cycled my hips, and she gripped Carmen’s thigh to hold on. Carmen tugged at her hair and used both hands to pull Jess’s mouth back into place.

“I didn’t say you could stop, puta,” Carmen growled and rolled her hips.

I drove firmly into Jess. Her slight brown form flexed as I thrust her forward into Carmen. She pressed her ass back into my next stroke. I watched Carmen’s eyes as I fucked Jess hard. Hands wrapped around my waist, and Celia’s breasts pillowed into my back.

“Fuck her, baby,” Celia growled in my ear. “Drive her crazy.”

Celia bit my ear, walked alongside Jess and Carmen, and leaned in to kiss Carmen deeply. Carmen lifted a hand from Jess’s now obedient head to grip a handful of Celia’s dark hair and held her head to enjoy the deep kiss.

Hands ran down my thighs to my calves. I looked down and found Sammi sliding onto her back on the warm cement between my spread feet. She reached up and ran her fingers along my cock, feeling Jess’s slick labia as I cycled into her. Sammi rose and pressed her mouth to where my cock and Jess’s pussy met, drawing a groan from me as my balls slid over her chin.

Jess’s cunt tightened around my cock. Unable to move and overwhelmed between Carmen and me, she focused on licking Carmen’s pussy while I took over the fucking. Sammi licked her stretched pussy lips and teased her clit.

Celia turned her back to me and straddled Carmen. Her hands lowered out of sight, but Carmen’s thoughts showed Celia’s fingers guiding her hair to press Carmen’s mouth to Celia’s slick lips. Carmen’s arousal built as she licked Celia’s juicy cunt. Celia tossed her head back, rotated to wink at me, then turned and ground herself on Carmen’s willing tongue.

We settled into a rhythm when a glow suddenly washed over us. The power pulse overcame Carmen, Celia, and Jess; they bucked hard and shook into sudden climaxes. I gripped Jess’s ass, spanked it hard, and held on as she writhed around my cock. Kelly entered, glowing radiantly, her power pulsing toward us. She strode onto the deck like a nude goddess radiating allure.

I jammed my hips forward and poured my first load into Jess’s contracting cunt. I pulled free and watched Sammi twist onto her hands and knees to lick and suck my offering from Jess’s sheath. Sammi’s fingers circled her clit between her thighs as she moaned and sucked.

Alyssa walked past Kelly and slipped into the pool naked. She kicked water to grab Sammi’s ankle and tugged lightly. Sammi turned, grinned at who was there, and moved to the pool’s edge. I watched Sammi lower to kiss Alyssa, then lean back on her elbows with thighs spread wide.

I stroked my cock, hard as an iron spike, and looked at Kelly. I headed her way as Jeremiah slid beside Celia for a deep kiss before twisting to kiss Carmen. My cock throbbed at the thought of him tasting Celia’s juices on his lover’s lips. Watching my new boss take my place with the three Latina ladies was incredible, but the succubus who had just joined demanded my attention.

As I strode toward Kelly, she stared at me and emitted a pulse of pure sexual energy that appeared as a golden sphere growing to contain the entire pool deck. As I approached, I released the stops on my pheromones, and her eyes lidded as she inhaled. The pair of us injected a mix of sexual power into the growing orgy. I gripped one of Kelly’s full breasts and leaned in to kiss her deeply, with my other hand reaching around her waist to grab her firm ass. Her hand gripped my cock and stroked it, twisting her palm to spread the juices from Jess’s cunt over my crown.

Then I flashed into my demonic form and grew taller as my wings spread. Kelly’s eyes sparkled as she saw me and watched in awe. She lightly bit her lip, and then her mask cracked as she emerged into her true succubus form. Her form was like a sphinx and not demonic like mine. She looked like a lioness, but her body took on a warmer golden tone. Her back and arms had soft fur that felt like velvet, her breasts were full and bare, and her wings were folded along her flanks submissively.

I gripped her with my taloned hands and pressed her to her knees. She looked up at me and nodded her consent. When I blew my pheromones over her flesh, her nipples hardened like rocks. Her ass lifted invitingly and rolled as I stepped behind her. My fingers spread her cunt lips apart, and I lowered to inhale her intoxicating scent that exposed her arousal. The waves of lust flowing off her made my cock throb, and I notched my tip into her flowered sex.

“Oh fuck,” Kelly growled. “Fuck yes, fill me. Make me your bitch, Rick.”

I drove forward hard, and her body tensed as her muscles rippled to absorb the power from my thrust. Then she rocked back to meet my next thrust. The irises of her eyes were like golden disks around dark, cat-like pupils. She radiated her aura, bathing the pool deck in a strange glimmering light. I lost track of the other bodies around us, but I fed on their lust and transferred it back into my prey. I fucked her hard as my focus narrowed to Kelly’s incredible shape.

The harder I fucked, the more she glowed, and I heard moans of arousal rising around us. We were all caught in a feedback loop as I fed on their lust, transferring it to Kelly, who radiated her power and reflected the passion to everyone in increasing waves. Each cycle stepped her arousal higher.

I pulled back and then rolled Kelly onto her back on a nearby lounger because I wanted to watch her eyes. She purred and arched, and her hand gripped my cock and guided it back inside her.

“This belongs right here,” Kelly growled. Her vertical-slitted irises expanded as I stared. “Fuuuuuck, yes! Stuff it in me, Rick.”

I pressed my hands into her breasts and held her down. She wrapped her ankles around my hips and lifted to meet each of my strokes. I lowered and kissed her, driving my tongue deep into her mouth. She matched my kiss, and our tongues tangled. We got lost in the kiss and how our bodies were practically made for each other. Our tails whipped around each other, connecting us tighter.

I roared as my cock pulsed inside her, growing larger and stretching her tight walls. I tossed my head back and looked down at her. She watched me with her golden eyes, half-lidded. I felt a form beside me and turned. The kiss on my lips and the press of a familiar tongue made me blink as I widened my focus and recognized Celia. She was lust-drunk and riding the waves and edges of orgasms from our magical frenzy. I twisted Celia around and nudged her toward Kelly, then watched as she kissed the succubus deeply. Her thighs lifted as she climbed between us and straddled Kelly’s chest. Kelly’s wings spread around Celia, wrapping her in her golden embrace.

I drew back, pulling my cock from Kelly’s cunt, and dragged Celia’s hips with me. As Celia and Kelly kissed, they moved their hips and aligned their sexes in front of me. I used my hands to spread Celia’s lips apart, then drove my cock into her with little fanfare. She bucked her hips back but continued to kiss Kelly, and their breasts pressed together. I shifted back and forth, fucking each of them for a few strokes before switching to the other.

My head turned to watch Jeremiah lying in another lounge. Sammi was astride his hips, grinding onto his cock, while Alyssa straddled his head and ground her cunt against his open mouth. Sammi and Alyssa locked in a deep kiss with their hands cupping and squeezing each other's breasts.

Carmen and Jess looked exhaustedly sated in the pool, tangled together against the side, just watching the six of us get lost in lust and passion.

Celia pushed forward, then reversed and straddled Kelly’s mane of blonde hair with her eyes, looking up at mine. She pressed her sex against Kelly’s mouth and shuddered as Kelly’s tongue invaded her cunt. I pulled out, and Celia lowered to slash her tongue across Kelly’s clit before leaning forward to suck my cock into her mouth. Kelly pulsed her power, and Celia shuddered in an instant climax as she pressed deeper to feel me in her throat.

I gripped her head and pulled it toward me. My prehensile cock undulated as it snaked between her lips. Her head bobbed as she took me deep in her throat and managed one of her wicked grins with her mouth stuffed with an incubus’s cock. When she pulled back, she stroked my spit-covered shaft.

“Fuck this bitch,” Celia growled. “Make her cunt cum. I want to see it, feel it, taste it.”

She aligned my cock with Kelly’s flowered sex. I drove deep inside Kelly’s clenching cunt and rammed in relentless cycles. My wings flapped slowly, stirring air thick with pheromones. My tail cycled wildly as I focused on driving my cock deeper into Kelly’s spasming cunt.

Kelly tripped off into orgasm with her wings stretched and shaking as a bright glow billowed out from her in waves. Everyone was overcome and reached their peak simultaneously. I jerked my hips forward as my core clenched in jerks. My balls tightened, and my cum billowed deep inside Kelly. That caused another ripple as she passed into the second wave of orgasm. I gripped Celia’s hair and lowered her head to kiss her. I felt her lips press against mine with her mouth open as she panted, rolling from one climax to the next.

I closed my eyes and forced myself to slow down. My breaths deepened, and my motions quieted. My cock throbbed inside Kelly’s cunt, clenched around my shaft as she ripped through a series of orgasms. I looked over and saw Sammi and Alyssa lying prone over Jeremiah. His chest rose and fell as he caught his breath with the girls’ limp bodies resting on top of him.

I pulled back, but my tail still tangled with Kelly’s, keeping me in place. So I morphed into my human form, shut down my pheromones, and slid into the pool’s chilly waters. I sat at the bottom, holding my breath and resting before I rose to break the surface. The others were stirring and sliding under the pool’s crisp surface. Sammi wrapped her arm around my back to kiss me deeply. Celia surfaced on my other side and took her turn with my lips. Kelly, back in human form, slid between us and kissed me deeply.

“You were worth the wait,” Kelly smiled. She pushed back from me and floated on her back. Her bouyant breasts held my focus as she basked in the golden sunlight, as if recharging her power.

Celia turned and kissed Jeremiah, and he hugged her close. Jeremiah leaned across me and kissed Sammi. Alyssa slid beside me and pressed her breasts into my side as her eyes locked into mine. She kissed me and pushed her tongue between my lips.

“My turn next,” Alyssa grinned, still catching her breath.

“Then me,” Carmen said as her breasts pillowed into my back.

Jess slid between them and kissed my cheek with her almond-shaped eyes lidded in a smile.

“Thanks for the ride, Rick,” Jess grinned. “I hope we will have another chance.”

I grinned and slid lower into the water, enjoying the press of flesh around me. I pulled Celia and Sammi to the shallow steps and sat waist-deep in the water. We relaxed in the calm waters and warm noon sun. I kissed them both and settled into the new day’s feeling.

“This was going to be wonderfully different,” I thought.


PART THREE

FAMILY INTEGRATION


CHAPTER 12
LEXI
UNDISCLOSED BEACH - DEL MAR


I understood why Jeremiah asked me to look after the rest of the family while the four stayed behind to monitor Rick and his girls. The younger family members, whom I affectionately called the brats, were old enough to take care of themselves. Babysitting still felt like the right word.

Spending time with Brooke and Megan while shopping with Celia was fun. Rick enchanted me after his failed play date at the Playroom. I hoped he would join JACKL permanently.

The nine of us took the family van. Leather seats made the newer model tricked out. Brooke drove while I navigated. We didn’t want to stray too far. I wanted to stay close if Jeremiah gave the all-clear. Del Mar seemed like an excellent place to stay the night. I reserved two rooms. Crowding would be fine. We enjoyed it.

On the way up the coastal road, Brooke turned off into a state park. I had researched and wanted to explore the nearby clothing-optional beach. We got out. I grabbed a gear bag and handed one to Zac. The bags held a couple of tents, blankets, and towels.

We dressed comfortably in hiking-friendly clothes. I had only told them we would take a hike after reading about the beach. The trail was well marked. The grade was steep and farther down the cliff face than the actual beach.

The day was warm. We all enjoyed the expansive ocean views. We looked forward to the cool ocean water refreshing us at the end of the hike. When we hit the sand, we had a choice. The standard beach required clothing. The clothing-optional section lay to the north.

Everyone was up for the nudist side of the beach. I reminded everyone that nudism didn’t mean sex. We brought tents to use if we needed to indulge the flesh’s desires. No one came to the beach to watch people have sex. We wanted to be cautious around the mundanes enjoying nature.

They all nodded. We walked down until we found a place large enough to unpack our things. I told Zac to put up at least one tent. He did so without shame. He knew his control was improving. The beach would be full of triggers. I helped him with the tent. We decided it wasn’t too hard to set up both tents just in case.

The girls had already shed their clothes. They walked toward the surf. They laid out the blankets. Their clothes and shoes anchored the corners so they wouldn’t blow away. Zac and I stripped. We jogged to join them. Although not directly related to Zac, I didn’t often indulge in intercourse with him. My desire for male companionship was usually laser-focused on Jeremiah.

Rick had been on my mind quite a bit since I saw him in the Playroom. His mundane mask was attractive. His demonic Fae form sparked a different kind of fantasy and daydream. If he joined JACKL, I would find out if my imagination matched reality.

Running naked on a public beach was a bit different. I wasn’t much of an exhibitionist. Nudism shouldn’t be confused with sexuality. It was more about being in tune with your body. Jogging through the sand and diving into the surf made me more in tune with my breasts.

I had never wanted large breasts. My physical activities made it unappealing. Completely unrestrained by a bra or sports gear, they added a bit more bounce than expected. The cold water made my nipples hard. Looking at my sisters’ bodies showed I wasn’t the only one.

Zac had a bit of a glow. I slid up beside him to remind him of the rules.

“If you’re sporting a chubby,” I teased, “head to the tents. Don’t wave the flagpole around. This isn’t a revolution.”

He grinned and dipped under the waves. He might still be erect. Staying waist-deep wouldn’t distract the others. I dove under the next wave. I kicked hard and swam into the surf.

I had been swimming off the beach of our cliffside home for a while. I felt comfortable going farther out than average. I had researched the beach. I knew the tides and dangerous currents. I wanted to burn energy. I swam past the point where waves started breaking.

I floated and treaded water for a few moments. I looked back toward the beach. I wasn’t far—maybe 50 yards from shore. Our family looked happy. We kept in shape and enjoyed our bodies. We often lounged naked in various spaces around our first-floor family nest. We had long since shed self-consciousness. I counted my blessings for fate putting me in this extraordinary family.

I turned back to the surf and swam hard to feel the burn of a challenging workout. I curved into a breaker and rode the wave to the shallows. I saw Megan and smiled. I wrapped myself around her and hopped on her back. She giggled, twisted, and fell back into the waves. She turned to face me and hugged me tightly. We kissed softly.

We parted with bright smiles. I wanted to enjoy her somewhere less sandy. Hotel-room sheets sounded better and better.

The longer we frolicked in the surf, the more control Zac showed. We took turns body surfing the waves. The breakers were just right. The feeling of being propelled by the wave and gliding down the breaker’s curl was one of my favorite things.

After swimming, we hiked back to our blankets and towels. We worshipped the sun while Zac closed his eyes and soaked in the rays. He held Beth’s hand beside him. She reclined on her back, sunning her breasts. We enjoyed the sun’s rays before slipping back into the waves one by one.

After a few hours, we packed up the tents, got dressed, and headed back to the car. My flesh felt toasty. I should have used more sunscreen. My complexion didn’t always betray how sensitive I was to a sunburn. When we got to our hotel for the night, I knew I would need some aloe and moisturizer.

We piled out of the car with our overnight bags. Each room had two queen-sized beds. We divided Naomi, Leah, Megan, Brooke, and me into one room. Zac, Beth, Maria, and Shannon took the other. The sun had sapped some of our energy. We quietly went to our rooms after dinner.

We enjoyed the close touches and quiet lovemaking. Megan took the time to apply aloe to my crisp skin. I wanted her touch. As she treated my sunburn, we watched Brooke, Naomi, and Leah curl into a daisy chain of sapphic pleasure. When she finished, we shifted into a sixty-nine. We ended with a sensual scissoring orgasm before fading to sleep.

We all slept through the complimentary breakfast. We preferred relaxing slumber to food. I checked my phone when I woke up in the afternoon. A message from Jeremiah greeted me: "All clear, come home, meet your new sisters and Rick."

“Sisters and Rick?” I grinned to myself. That meant Celia and Sammi had joined, too. I couldn’t get dressed fast enough.

I encouraged the rest to wake up, shower, and dress. They read the same text from Jeremiah. Brooke and Megan smiled at me. We all loved our shopping with Celia. The only one who seemed a bit put out was Zac. I took him aside while packing and looked him in the eye.

“What’s the deal, Zac?” I asked.

“I don’t think we know Rick well enough to trust him,” Zac admitted honestly. “I worry that he’ll hurt one of you.”

“I’ve met him and talked with him,” I reminded him. “Jeremiah and Alyssa have been monitoring him since he was reborn. He’s powerful and very different. He also has his heart in the right place. Can you trust our instincts?”

“That’s not the only thing,” he said. He looked at his feet. “I… I don’t want to compete with him. I don’t see how it can’t be a competition.”

I lifted his chin to look into his eyes. I pointed to the other females in our group.

“Look at them. Have you ever felt there was any competition between my sisters and you, or Jeremiah? I get that there is now a new male presence. This family has never felt jealousy or competition around our relationships or sex. I think you’ll find that the same with Rick.”

“I’ll try,” Zac shrugged. “It’ll be hard. I think he and I will have different needs.”

“You know what I’m going to say,” I smiled. “You have to talk with him. Work it out. We always try to do that with our emotions. You know that is what works best.”

“I feel a bit protective of Beth,” Zac finally admitted his real hangup. He looked up and blinked like he had dust in his eye.

“Rick is in love with Celia,” I said. I sensed the connection from my shopping trip with Celia. “He’s not going to steal your girlfriend. Your and Beth’s emotional connection will remain the same. Trust me.”

“Okay, Lex,” he said. He smiled and hugged me. “Thank you for talking it out with me. You had to adapt a lot after I came into my powers. I appreciate how you always treat me like I’m special.”

“You are Zac,” I grinned and pecked his cheek. “You are much more than just your cock. You have the biggest heart and a great conscience. You sometimes forget that about yourself.”

We piled into the van and headed back to the Estate. The miles seemed to get longer the closer we got. Finally, the gates to the Estate opened. I grinned at the feeling of my family’s minds reconnecting. The addition of new minds syncing with ours felt just right. Brooke parked next to the pool. I slid out of the passenger seat quickly.

I pulled open the gate to the pool deck. I grinned at Master and leaped into the pool fully clothed and into his arms. He would always be my focus. Master hugged me tightly and kissed me deeply. I smiled into his eyes and enjoyed the feeling of being home. When I felt another set of arms around me, I turned and smiled into Celia's eyes.

“Hello, sister,” I grinned. I kissed her. She deepened the kiss and enjoyed it. “Welcome home,” I smiled. I panned to Rick just over her shoulder. My eyes blazed into his. His wolfish gaze made something deep inside me clench. I glanced back at Celia and sought her consent.

She smiled and nodded. She said, “Go on,” before leaning past me to hug and kiss Jeremiah.

I didn’t mind that she kissed Master. I was already focusing on Rick. He’d moved closer. He reached out to grab my outstretched arms and pulled me through the water. His arms were so strong. His body was so warm. His muscular frame felt wonderful. I wrapped my legs around him. My arms went around his neck. We kissed deeply. I growled at the feeling.

His cock pressed against my belly. I ground into him and trapped his thick cock between his body and my throbbing sex. Fuck he was huge. It wasn’t even his fae form. I licked his cheek and inhaled. His scent made my cunt molten.

Still fully clothed, I regretted my impulsive dive into the pool. Rick and I scrambled to free my needy flesh from my drenched clothes as quickly as possible. We both wanted to feel skin-to-skin. Once I was freed, I wrapped my legs around him again. I lowered my hand to his cock.

“Put it in me,” I growled. “I need to feel you inside me.”

He grabbed my hips. He lifted and moved my body effortlessly. Together, we found the right angle. I dropped as he drove his hips up. His thick cock impaled my tight pussy. His immense size stretched my cunt deliciously. I tossed my head back with a lustful groan. He wrapped his arm around my waist and held me there—impaled on his cock. With me clinging to his body, Rick moved through the water to the side overlooking the ocean. He pressed my back against the edge. My crispy sun-burned flesh complained. The discomfort vanished when he started to drive his cock into me. I peppered his face with kisses. I wrapped my arms around his neck and just held on.

As he fucked me, I panned around the pool. I watched the building orgy. Celia had latched onto Megan. They locked in a deep kiss. Their eyes caught mine for a moment. Rick’s cock hit something deep inside me. I groaned in lust. When I recovered enough, still being jostled by Rick’s relentless thrusts, I saw Brooke entangled with Jeremiah across the pool. My vision blurred as I panned around the rest of the pool deck. It was filled with various couples arrayed in positions and fucking in an array of undulating flesh.

The combined auras of Zac and Kelly pulsed unrestrained. The entire pool deck pulsed with their power. Underneath their supernatural glamor, Rick’s pheromones were everywhere. They seeped into the cool water and filled the air with his unique power. Rick powered his cock into me. I tripped into a cycle of peaks, panting between each one. I lowered my mouth to Rick’s shoulder. I bared my fangs and bit him.

He shuddered and flexed his cock into me. He ejaculated pulsing torrents of his cum into my depths. His eyes opened wide. He grinned and bared his fangs. He bit me back. I bucked at the feel of his venom racing through my veins. I shuddered and arched back as a different type of climax enveloped me. When I recovered, I gripped his jaw. I looked into his eyes. I kissed him deeply.

Naomi slid beside me and kissed my cheek. I grinned at our youngest, still a virgin. I untangled my arms from Rick and drifted back in the cool water. He turned toward Naomi with a wicked grin. She was naked and ripe for his touch. I heard him audibly growl as he pulled her close and kissed her deeply. Her first time would be unforgettable. I watched them deepen their first kiss.

As I slid back into the water and floated, watching the new pairing, my head bumped into a pair of soft bodies. I twisted around and found Celia making out with Megan. They parted and turned. When I met Celia’s eyes, I wrapped her in a hug. My other hand extended and pulled Megan into the embrace. The three of us kissed and explored our new connection with our hands. We teased nipples and fingered each other’s clits. We laughed as we tangled into a semi-buoyant raft of female flesh.

I heard Naomi shout as she came. Rick roared. I sensed via our mesh that he was emptying his balls into her virgin womb. I felt a hand on my shoulder. I glanced to see who. I smiled into Sammi’s eyes. We kissed lightly. We started to make out. Sammi had always been around. This was the first time she joined in with my lovers. I lowered my fangs and bit her. I pulsed a jolt of my venom into her veins. Her eyes flared as she gasped in ecstasy. She returned the favor. Fuck, the feeling of her venom was as bright as her smile.

I don’t know how long all of us tangled bodies, touching, and exploring new flesh. We became accustomed to the new minds in the mesh. We enjoyed the familiar touches. Slowly, the intensity waned. Tired bodies floated in the water. Rick collected Celia’s limp body in his arms and carried her out of the pool. Sammi kissed me and followed the pair back into our home.

Slowly, the rest of us collected our things. We gathered our soaked clothes and discarded towels. We found our way back into our home. We traveled down the stairs to our communal bedroom at the bottom. The whole level was open with a spectacular ocean view. The sun hung low on the horizon. I looked around for Rick but didn’t see him.

“He hasn’t moved down here yet,” Alyssa said. She sensed my thoughts. “We kind of got carried away with the welcoming party.”

“You’ll have to tell me all about it,” I smiled. I hugged her tightly and kissed her lightly.

“I have so much to tell you,” she grinned. “Can I help you with your sunburn? I have some aloe.”

Her eyes sparkled as I grinned and nodded. When I was flat on my belly on one of the beds, I looked over my shoulder. She smiled as she squirted some aloe into her palms to warm the cool liquid. She coated my reddened back with the lotion. I closed my eyes to the soothing gel and her light touch.

Home seemed subtly different. It was still my chosen home. All the additional minds and their thoughts surfaced as I grew accustomed to the new minds in our mesh.

“Welcome home, guys,” I sent out to the three new additions as my eyes closed.


CHAPTER 13
SAMMI
ESTATE GUEST ROOM - LA JOLLA


By the time the pool orgy wound down, Celia's exhaustion dragged through the mesh. Her bright essence flickered dim like a dying bulb. My limbs ached from exhaustion, yet Rick's energy surged from feeding on the orgy. Concern shadowed his eyes as he lifted her from the pool water. Her arms draped limply around his neck, and her head lolled back. Eyes fluttered open, then rolled back into whites. Celia's normally vibrant olive skin paled to a grayish hue.

"She tried to keep up with me," Rick said, shaking his head. "I shouldn't have gone for so long."

"She just needs some rest," I said, trying to project calm despite her off appearance. "She'll be fine."

I hoped she would be fine. The whole encounter got wildly out of hand. The younger group rejoining was like adding kindling to a dying fire. It reignited Kelly and Rick's powers, blooming like gasoline spraying across hot coals. Zac's aura joined in, turning overheated lust into a conflagration of passion on the pool deck. Everyone responded to their supernatural power, human and Fae alike.

Sliding naked behind Rick down the cool hallway, I rubbed his spine. I opened the door to his room—our room. He slid past me and eased Celia onto the mattress, covering her naked body with a sheet. He slid beside her, pressing his warm body against her cold flesh.

The door opened, and surprise filled me. Carmen slid through, carrying two bottles of water and towels. She crawled alongside Celia, opposite Rick, and cracked open a water bottle.

"Has she had anything to drink?" she asked Rick, concern in her voice.

"Drinking wasn't really on our minds," he said, taking a bottle from Carmen. He downed a few large gulps and cradled Celia's head. Carmen opened the other bottle, took a long draw, and handed it to me.

I didn't realize how thirsty I was. Being a waterborne creature in a pool, it never crossed my mind. I drank thirstily.

Celia lay unconscious while Rick struggled to revive her. My worry mounted—her color was wrong, her normal vibrant tone turning grayish and listless. Carmen held her hand to Celia's forehead, eyes widening. "I need to get Kelly," Carmen said. She slipped off the bed and rushed out the door.

I slid up beside Celia and looked over at Rick, worry filling his eyes. I pressed my hand to her cheek and willed some magic toward her. I had no idea if it would help—helplessness gripped me tight. She stirred at my touch, eyes flicking open.

"So thirsty," she mumbled.

"Sip some water, babe," Rick said, holding the bottle to her lips. She took a small mouthful and swished it around. Her eyes opened wider, and she took another sip. Color returned slightly as she pushed up on her elbows, dazed.

Kelly swept into the room, Carmen right behind her. Alyssa followed a few steps later. Kelly slid beside me, and I crawled up to give her space. She looked at Celia and smiled softly, then held her hand to Celia's chest.

"Everyone, breathe your love toward me," she said. "I need your light."

Kelly's hand started to glow. I concentrated on Kelly, sending her love and light. I focused on the good things, the feelings, everything she loved, and pushed it all her way.

Kelly breathed lightly over Celia's flesh, leaning close. Her magic flowed like reverse aura. She absorbed our love and light, pushed it into Celia. Celia's response was immediate; her color returned, and her breathing steadied. Her eyes brightened as she gazed at Kelly.

"You are an angel," she whispered, wrapping her arms around Kelly.

Kelly held her close and swayed. Alyssa leaned in, hugging Rick tight, comforting him. Relief flowed through the mesh from him at Kelly's remedy. Self-recrimination rose too—irrational when none foresaw it.

"I need to teach you this, Rick," Kelly said with a smile. "It's the reverse of your feeding. I'm sure you can do it too."

"How?" Rick asked. "What happened?"

"We took too much," Kelly said, frowning. "It happens sometimes. We need to be careful. You are overwhelming, but I didn't expect Zac to join us. It's hard to stop when we're all feeding."

"It's okay, Rick," I said, reaching for his hand. "You didn't mean to. It was an accident."

"I understand it was a mistake," Rick said. "But I put Celia in danger. That's hard to excuse."

"Baby," Celia said. "What could you have done? I was enjoying myself. I had no idea either. I'll be more aware now."

Rick nodded and handed her the bottle. Now that her color had returned, she drank more and sat up, crossing her legs as she looked at Kelly.

"So, how can he do what you just did?" Celia asked. "I hope he'll never have to, but it is a bit dangerous being in love with an incubus."

Celia's smile helped us relax a little. Rick hugged her tightly and kissed the top of her head, then turned to Kelly.

"What do I need to do?" he asked.

"First, you need to be calm," Kelly said. "Find your center, then concentrate on her. Think of light, of love, then press that into her—like pushing yourself when you teleport, but push your love, your light. Let it seep out slowly, and you'll feel it flow until balance returns."

Rick looked at me, concern filling his eyes. I felt fine at first, but my exhaustion caught his attention. His focus sharpened, and his power seeped into my essence. Even though I’m not human and don’t have their delicate soul, my essence responded anyway—the magic I'd sent Celia returned. I smiled, my being feeling lighter as the exhaustion dissipated.

"So, like that?" Rick asked.

"Yes, like that," Alyssa said. "You saw the deficit and filled it with your excess. Balance is important. Kelly does it naturally; she's used this facet of her powers on our family for years. She magnifies sexual energy, multiplies what she absorbs, then lets it flow back into her lovers."

"I tend to absorb the power," Rick said. "I never felt like I could return it."

"It's wonderful the first time you feel it," Kelly said. "Absorbing can be overwhelming. When I first came into my power, more people would overwhelm me. I couldn't control it. I learned to push my energy out instead of solely feeding."

Pride swelled in me for Rick. Feeders had the bad rap of being greedy. Now he had the tools to grow more powerful by pushing power out, not just feeding. His eyes showed he understood the difference. I crawled beside him and hugged him close.

I kissed him deeply and met his eyes, fingers running over his cheeks. I turned to Celia and kissed her too. Words escaped me aloud. I loved them both more than I could express.

Alyssa stood up and looked at the three of us, then at Carmen and Kelly. Something unspoken passed between them. I felt their thoughts merge through the mesh, but couldn't hear them. They all nodded to each other.

"We're all family," Alyssa said. "Do you feel up to joining us in our family home?"

"This isn't home?" Celia said, confused.

Alyssa took her hand and mine. Kelly and Carmen each took one of Rick's hands. Alyssa led us down the hall and stairs into the vast family home. It clicked suddenly—everyone was present, room love energizing us as mesh buzzed with welcome and affection.

"This is your home now," Alyssa smiled. "You'll always be safe here. We will look after you and protect you always."

A grin split my face as unexpected joy welled inside, only to be pushed down by sadness that this was not my true home. I would try to enjoy this loving family, but I belonged to the bay—my natural habitat. I needed its waters, unseen magic flowing in reeds and currents.

Alyssa looked at me and took my hand. "Take me there," she said calmly with some melancholy. "I want to see your home."

I poofed us there in an instant. I shifted to Nereid form and waded toward my cabin. Alyssa, still in her bikini, waded beside me, looking around as she felt me reveal the hidden cabin. She nodded, understanding my need.

She sat on the porch and pulled me into a hug. I sank into her embrace and lay my head on her shoulder. My feet lifted to kick through the bay waters, its currents of invisible connections soothing me. Alyssa stroked her fingers along my spine lightly, touching scales.

"What can we do?" she asked. "I want you to feel free to stay as long as you want, but you can't."

"I want to stay," I said. “But I'm bound to that dumb incubus you made me bite."

I grinned and laughed at my joke. It was my idea to awaken Tom into Rick—no doubts or remorse. Now I felt trapped and needed the bay. Split forever between the two.

"I bet Celia would love this place," Alyssa said. "It feels like her."

"I'll bring her someday," I promised. "Tonight I need to rest here—so much has happened. Tell Rick, please? I'll be back in the morning."

"Of course, love," Alyssa smiled and kissed me. "We'll figure something out, Sammi."

"I believe in you, Alyssa," I smiled. "Rest well."

With a pop, I was alone. I sank into the water and swam north, letting my tears flow freely into the briny water. My emotions churned in response to the events of the day, a cacophony echoing within me. I couldn't rest until I felt more settled. As I toured my bay, its brackish waters revived me with the latent magic streaming through its reeds and currents.

Unfamiliar energies flowed in patterns I failed to reconcile. New ties to mundane and incubus rose, struggling for place in reclusive life—overwhelming and alien. I turned and swam back to my cabin, rising to my feet in the soft mud for the last few yards. Rick sat on the deck and smiled when he saw me. I hugged him tightly and kissed each of his cheeks.

"Celia is resting," he said with a smile. "She's snuggled between Megan and Naomi, happy as can be. She sends her love."

"Why are you here?" I asked.

"You need my arms around you," he said and took my hand.

We walked to my bed, and he slipped into the webbed mattress, pulling me into his arms. I wrapped my arms around his neck and kissed him lightly. I lowered the bed so it dipped into the water. He flashed into his Fae form, his large, scaled flesh warm and comforting, but our history sparked with warnings.

"Don't you remember the last time?" I asked.

"I do," he nodded. "Did you notice I moved your home into a current?"

I felt the small current moving water past us. His pheromones would flow out into the bay and dissipate rather than concentrate. I hugged him tightly, pressed my lips to his, and rested my cheek on his warm chest.

We fell asleep quickly, resting in my home—my monster and me.


CHAPTER 14
CELIA
ESTATE MAIN BEDROOM - LA JOLLA


Waking between two women brought a new thrill—their warm flesh pressing softly against my skin, Megan's curves to my front, Naomi spooning behind. Blinking through disorientation in the Estate's communal bedroom, I turned to Megan and kissed her cheek lightly, catching her faint vanilla breath. Naomi shifted, arms wrapping my waist, lips grazing behind my ear.

The unfamiliar closeness felt right with this family, as if it were meant to be. I grinned as Megan's eyes blinked open, her smile answering; we kissed softly. Rolling onto my back, I took Naomi's good-morning kiss.

A flash of light drew my eye: Rick and Sammi appeared beside. Slipping naked from the sheets, I hugged Rick tightly and kissed him deeply, then drew Sammi into our embrace for another kiss.

“Aww,” Naomi said from the bed. “You three are just too cute!”

My cheeks warmed as I realized I was standing naked amid my new family. I felt the waves of acceptance from those around us through the mesh, and my initial shame evaporated. I smiled at my bedmates and the others nearby.

“I’m not sure where my clothes are,” I said to Rick with a grin.

“I’ll grab our stuff from the room,” Rick replied. “Shower with Sammi. I’ll join soon.”

Rick poofed away. Sammi took my hand, and we headed to the shower area together. I twisted the faucets, and warm water poured down right away. Sammi stripped off her clothes. We stepped under the welcoming spray, and soon others joined us in the rising steam.

“I have work today,” I grumbled while washing my hair. “It’s Monday, right?”

“I think so,” Sammi said, tilting her face under the water. “What a whirlwind weekend.”

Rick reappeared with a stack of our clothes and towels just outside the spray. He stripped and walked in naked toward us. His form looked incredible, whether human or demon. He smiled, grabbed soap, and started lathering my back. I purred at the touch and glanced over my shoulder at him.

“My car is still at the apartments,” Rick said. “I have only driven here once before, but I don’t mind you taking it as you need to.”

We all went quiet, concentrating on finishing the shower. Drying off, our thoughts mingled on the mesh as we dressed and headed upstairs to breakfast.

I knew that Rick wanted to take care of me—he had the means to support me fully. But I sensed his worry about whether I would want it or about my independence. Through our connected psyches, I could feel Sammi’s discomfort about splitting her time between this new home and her Bay. Internally, I was okay with not working or finding something closer to my new home. Our mixed thoughts merged slowly as we filled our plates.

“I could use your help here,” Carmen said from behind the counter. “Maria and I have some helpers, but another human would be lovely.”

I blinked, wondering how she knew, and shook my head, realizing I’d forgotten the mesh included the entire family and that we could sense each other’s thoughts on it. Smiling at Carmen, I nodded.

“That might be a good option,” I said. “I want to be close to home, but I need to square it with my boss. It doesn’t do any good to burn bridges.”

“You have such a good heart,” Carmen said. “We can talk later if you’re interested.”

The three of us found a table, and the rest of our new family came and went around us. They kept to their regular schedules, while ours had been completely disrupted. I enjoyed the smiles and light touches as they passed by, starting their day.

“What do you need to do today, Rick?” I asked to break the silence.

“I have to ask my boss,” Rick grinned at Sammi. “I think I missed the indoctrination.”

“We should go to the Enclave, for sure,” Sammi smiled. “I’m sorry—this has disrupted my schedule.”

Rick quieted for a moment, then put down his fork and looked at both of us. “I’m delighted you are both with me. We need to figure out what that means for daily decisions. At the same time, while we figure out how the three of us fit together, we also need to see how we fit with the rest of the family. I don’t know where to start.”

“It sounds overwhelming,” I admitted. “The dominoes all fell simultaneously. I need some time to think through all of this. I promise I’ll think about it while I’m at work.”

“I’ve been pretty much on my own for so many years,” Sammi began. “It’s all new to me to use the word family. Now I belong to two, and I’ve never been happier. I agree that I need to think about what it all means. I promise to think it through properly today. Can we agree to discuss it later today?”

“Let’s agree to meet at my apartment after work and Celia’s shift,” Rick said. “If we want to, we can drive up in my car and bring some boxes back here—if we decide that’s what we want.”

“Sounds like a plan,” I smiled. “Thank you for letting us all think about things.”

We finished our breakfast. Sammi took our hands, and we flashed back inside Rick’s apartment. I hugged and kissed both of them, then went to my apartment to change.

As I changed into my work uniform, I smiled at the memory of first meeting Rick. It was crazy that it had been less than a week. I’d met him on Wednesday, then I was pledging myself to him and to a polyamorous family by Sunday morning. How did my life become so incredibly crazy?

Walking across the street to the deli for work felt surreal. My weekend brimmed with magic and love. Now reality returned, and though I enjoyed the job, it stayed incredibly average. I had worked there six months—it paid the bills plus a little extra. Life usually cycled work, eat, sleep, repeat—no romantic dates or lavish mansions.

Since meeting Rick, only Thursday felt close to normal. Our impromptu movie night mirrored my day-to-day. Now I doubted my routine would ever match again. Sighing, I finished opening the deli, set on seeing the day through without drifting thoughts.

The owner stopped in shortly after. Omar proved to be a kind boss, granting leeway in my role. I earned his trust by keeping the shop tidy and business strong.

“Did you have a good weekend?” Omar grinned as he entered the store.

“It was amazing,” I smiled. “Hard to describe how incredible.”

“Same fella from the Wednesday date?” He winked.

“Do I need to apologize again for being late Thursday?” I cringed. “You know that was a fluke.”

“No apology required,” Omar said. “Your smile these days says you’re happy. You are, aren’t you?”

“Very,” I grinned.

Chatting outside my unique family grounded me. Frank, talk about loving a demonic incubus and a mermaid nymph? Impossible. But tangential words with this average human sharpened my good fortune, and the need to make a difficult decision.

“Omar,” I said, pausing to consider the right way to ask. “How long to fill my position?”

Omar turned as his expression sobered. He studied me carefully, and I appreciated his kind, expressive eyes.

“This guy must be something,” Omar finally said with a soft smile. “I can find someone to cover your shifts, but they wouldn’t be a replacement. Want a leave of absence if it doesn’t work out?”

“Part of me wants to jump without a parachute,” I smiled. “I’ve never been happier. I recognize that might not be prudent. Thank you for the option.”

“You are worth it,” Omar smiled. “Can you finish today?”

“Of course,” I smiled. “I’ll decide by Friday.”

“Take two weeks,” Omar said. “Don’t want to rush you.”

“Thank you, Omar.”

He nodded, and I returned to work. Most tasks involved tidying, stocking, and organizing. I prepped lunch carefully. Nothing overwhelming—just steady attention to detail. I started wondering what help Carmen needed.

Suddenly, I watched the clock, waiting for the day to end. I missed my new home already.


CHAPTER 15
RICK
FAIRVIEW APARTMENTS - DOWNTOWN


After Celia left for work, I looked for my phone. I had left it charging in my apartment when we rushed to the Estate for a weekend of changes. It sat on the counter, screen blinking with texts as I unlocked it. Sammi leaned over to read along.

Aisha sent photos of her modeling the lingerie and bikinis I bought—then texts mixed in:

Aisha:


Do you like my modelling, Trick?




Which is your favourite?




Trick??




Perhaps I am overdressed.




~Nude photo~




Trick?




“Oh dear,” Sammi grinned. “You need to apologise to Aisha.”

Aisha was always alluring, and her various poses stirred my cock. I glanced over at Sammi as she flicked her eyes up and down my screen.

“You settle with Aisha first,” she smiled. “She deserves knowing you're safe—and whatever else.”

Winking, Sammi vanished, and I dialled Aisha.

“Trick?” she answered. “I feared you had been abducted!”

The lilt in her voice signalled teasing. I realized I’d missed hearing it.

“I’m sorry, Aisha,” I said. “I left for the weekend and forgot my phone.”

“That is too bad, Trick,” she said. “I hoped my snaps would induce a visit.”

“I am free now,” I growled. “Are you free?”

“I have my friend Priya here,” she teased. “I have been telling her what a scoundrel you are.”

“I should have the chance to present myself to the jury,” I offered.

“She is very steadfast,” Aisha giggled. “You might have to work extra hard to pry her from her position.”

“So may I come up?” I asked. “Or would you like to slide down?”

She gasped, then purred without hesitation. “You know the way to my spot, Trick. Do hurry.”

I ported quickly and knocked. Aisha opened on the second rap, pulling me inside. Her friend Priya smiled shyly at me. Priya wore a typically American T-shirt and jeans, while Aisha rocked a traditional Indian smock and leggings. Aisha hugged me and stood on tiptoes to kiss my cheek.

“I am glad you are okay, Trick,” she said. “I worried only slightly. You know how to take care of yourself.”

Her kiss and the photos had their effect. Priya looked me over, eyes stuck on my crotch. Aisha’s hand smoothed over my cock's bulge, tenting my pants—Priya’s eyes widened. I released pheromones to ease awkwardness. Aisha summoned me for a reason, and her stroking fingers confirmed it.

Priya inhaled my scent. Her eyes widened, losing their focus. I lifted Aisha’s tunic; she squeezed me before lifting her arms so I could remove it. She unclasped her bra. Priya watched a beat, then stripped as I pulled off my polo over my muscled torso and kicked off my loafers.

I am a polite incubus.

Aisha shed her leggings and knelt, wearing only her panties. She unbuckled my belt and pushed my trousers and shorts down, releasing my cock. I heard Priya gasp at the sight.

“Oh, Aisha,” she said in awe. “I had assumed you were exaggerating.”

Aisha's response came as vibration over my swollen crown when she pulled my head into her mouth. Priya finished undressing and joined Aisha on her knees, her small hand gripping my thickening cock. Priya leaned forward and kissed my thigh, lifting her eyes to meet mine as Aisha pushed my foreskin back with her teeth.

Priya had slightly larger breasts than Aisha, her flesh a lighter mocha hue. Her straight black hair was pulled into a ponytail that fell halfway down her back. Her fingers lightly tickled the undersides of my balls as Aisha reacquainted herself with my cock.

I leaned down and softly gripped Priya’s ponytail, tugging gently. “Stand up,” I said. “I want to kiss you.”

As she rose, her eyes locked on mine while my hand cupped her breast and kneaded it. Her eyes lidded half-closed, rigid nipple compressing against my palm. My lips captured hers then, tongue snaking between as I savoured her chai-like taste and welcomed her tongue into my mouth.

Priya’s breasts pillowed into my chest as we kissed. My hand dropped along her side to squeeze her firm bottom—I could tell she was as fit as Aisha from how she moved. I pulled her hips against my thigh, and she parted her legs to grind against it. The wetness she left on my bare thigh exposed her arousal.

We stood in the entryway still—I hadn’t moved since entering and closing the door. Aisha worked to take my cock down her throat. My fingers curled between Priya’s cheeks. I growled and released energy to both of them. They groaned as my flesh glowed deep red and a growing aura bloomed like Kelly’s golden sphere.

“Can we go to your room?” I growled. “Somewhere more comfortable for three.”

“Umhmm,” Aisha said, looking lust-drunk at me. “Follow me.”

She rose and grabbed my cock, ensuring I'd follow her lead. I hooked my hand through Priya's arm and escorted her to the bedroom—the first time I'd entered Aisha's. I stepped past her and lay back on the bed. A pulse from my growing aura drew moans as they crawled beside me.

Priya swapped positions. She wrapped her hand around my cock and sucked the swollen crown. I pulled Aisha upward and kissed her deeply. I cupped and squeezed her breast. She thrust her tongue between my lips, hungry for my taste. I trailed my hand down her slim abdomen and over her panties.

“You’re overdressed again,” I growled, pushing my fingers under the waistband and cupping her molten sex.

She whined at the touch. She shoved her panties down and kicked them off her legs.

“I thought you might rip them off—like usual,” Aisha smiled.

I grabbed her waist and twisted her around. I pressed my lips to her cunt and lapped at her flowing juices. She moaned and slid down to kiss the base of my cock as Priya struggled to fit more into her throat. Aisha cupped and kneaded my balls.

My tongue worked between Aisha’s lips, savouring her exotic, fresh taste. My nose pressed her clit, and she ground her hips into me. I pulsed my aura to balance the lust energy I fed on and was rewarded by a chorus of their moans. Her cunt clenched in need. I worried my tongue into her tight opening and pressed fingers to her clit while driving my tongue deep into her sheath.

Priya lifted her mouth; the bed shifted as she straddled my waist. Aisha gripped and stroked my cock, holding it upright for her friend.

“Want his cock, Priya?” Aisha groaned, watching eagerly. “I want to see him stretch your tight pussy.”

I drew my other hand back and curled two fingers into Aisha’s opening as my tongue danced on her clit. Priya’s labia coated my tip with her arousal as her hips danced to align with my prick. I groaned as she dropped, screwing her hips to fit me inside. I matched her movements while pressing fingers into Aisha’s flowered cunt. I groaned, feeling both stretch to accept me.

Aisha lifted her head from my belly, her nipples like rocks against my lower abdomen. I heard Priya curse as she dropped lower, rolling her hips. I pressed my hips forward, feeling my crown drive deeper into her until her bottom pushed against my thighs.

“Fuck, lick my clit, Aisha,” Priya gushed. “Gods, you’re such a sexy slut.”

Priya pressed up and then dropped down. Her cunt gripped like a velvet vise, gliding along my throbbing cock. She settled fully, heels lifting as she rocked her core forward. Leaning back with her hands resting on my knees, she rode my cock, rolling up and down my girth. I felt Aisha's chin at the base; she waited, then lapped Priya's clit as she buried me hilt-deep.

I wrapped my free arm around Aisha's waist. My tongue lapped her clit while two fingers drove into her tight cunt, matching Priya's riding tempo. I pulsed a red wave through the air. They clenched and vibrated, cycling into simultaneous orgasm.

Priya leaned forward; Aisha arched back. My powers sensed Priya's lips sealing around Aisha's rigid nipples. I released Aisha's waist and drew my hand around Priya's, pulling her firm against me. Cycling my hips, I took control and fucked her hard as Aisha trembled on my tongue.

They climaxed again together. Out of breath, Priya shifted to the side and pulled off my cock. I pushed Aisha forward onto her tummy and slid off the bed. Grabbing her waist, I tugged her to the edge and lined up. She tossed black hair over her shoulder, looking back, shrieking delight as I drove into her clenching cunt.

Priya lay on her side, watching, fingers stroking swollen sex. She swivelled and crabbed until her pussy rested under Aisha's head. Smiling, she pulled her friend down. “Lick me, sexy bitch,”

Aisha dove in enthusiastically as I rammed hard. She fought my thrusts to keep her mouth sealed on Priya’s sex. My powerful drives slid her mouth up and down her glistening slit. Priya was delighted and tossed her head back, lifting her hips to grind into Aisha’s mouth. Both of their brown eyes locked on mine, hazy with lust as I fucked one in front of the other.

Aisha tensed suddenly, legs clamping shut as her pussy gripped my cock tight, arching back in shuddering release. Pulling out, I shifted aside, reaching for Priya's ankle. Realizing my intent, she grinned wickedly, scooting closer until I seized both of her ankles, hooking them on my shoulders and hoisting her ass off the bed's edge. I pressed my tip into her before I slammed in deep.

Aisha curled into Priya's side, their lips meeting in a deep kiss while her fingers cupped those full, swaying breasts. I fucked Priya hard—my hand claiming her other breast, gripping tight to press her into the mattress beneath my thrusts. Aisha's fingers dipped lower, rubbing Priya's clit right over my pistoning cock; seizing both breasts now, I hammered relentlessly, the wet slaps filling the room.

Pulsing my power outward, I fed deeply on their surging lust, balancing it with waves of bliss for my lovers. Priya shattered—shrieking through orgasm after orgasm—as Aisha covered her mouth, kissing her fiercely to muffle the cries. I spanked Aisha's ass with a sharp crack, then wormed two fingers into her dripping cunt; she pressed back eagerly, taking them deep as my cock swelled to an iron peak.

At my end, I roared as I yanked free, stroking my shaft as the pair rolled onto their backs, dark eyes locked hungrily on mine. Forcing my gaze open to savor their exotic glow, I grunted as my balls unleashed thick ropes of cum across their sweat-slick brown skin, white streaks trailing down breasts to pool in the deep valleys between. They scooped it up lazily with fingers, pressing cum-glazed tips into each other's parted lips. Watching their tongues swirl across their digits made my balls throb.

Aisha slithered between Priya's spread thighs, mouth opening wide to suck my pulsing crown—coaxing the last drops onto her tongue with gentle laps. Swiveling fluidly, she kissed Priya, sharing my cream. Priya moaned low and savored the warm, salty offering as their jasmine-cinnamon scents mingled thick in the dank, sex-filled air.

Sitting on the bed's edge, I slid beside Priya, gliding my hand over her abdomen, cupping a breast, squeezing firmly. She broke from her kiss with Aisha, moaning softly as her eyes met mine.

"Hi," I smiled. "I'm Rick."

"I'm Priya," she giggled, leaning in for a kiss. "Do you do this often?"

"It's becoming so," I grinned.

Aisha pillowed her head on Priya's breasts, smiling up at me. "He just comes for my chai tea," she teased. "Isn't that right, Trick?"

"That is one of the reasons," I agreed.

Their eyes closed briefly as they caught their breath. I pushed up and stretched my arms up languidly. Pausing over their tangled limbs, I centered, recalling Kelly's lessons: focusing on light, pressing from my core. Power built, seeping out to balance their energies perfectly. They sighed, eyes fluttering shut in bliss as magic filled them.

Smiling at the intimacy, I fetched my clothes, dressed, then returned. Curled together in sleep, they breathed evenly and looked serene. I draped a light blanket over them and slipped out quietly. Back at my apartment, I poofed to the Enclave.


CHAPTER 16
SAMMI
ENCLAVE - BALBOA PARK


Materializing alone on the landing pad amid Balboa Park's clearing, I drew a deep breath—crisp eucalyptus threading the air—before slipping between bushes down the path to the Enclave entrance. This trek, which I’d walked countless times over the past three years, felt grounding now, my weekend’s wild shifts blending with those Jeremiah and Alyssa had forged across the region. Their partnership's fierce drive had lifted the once-musty space into a welcoming haven—the mesh of my family’s minds, a steady hum in mine, one I nudged aside gently to sharpen focus.

It was time for a fresh start, mirroring my new bond with Rick and Celia within a close-knit family.

Fears and tears rinsed clean through my bay swim, Rick's warm presence cradling me to sleep at the cabin—ready now for normalcy's return.

Drifting absentminded through the hidden door, I smiled at the desk clerk.

"Good morning, Bailey," I said to the young brownie, her step-ladder perch framing slender antennas waving recognition atop the counter—high-pitched cheer igniting Monday's rhythm.

“Did you have a good weekend, Sammi?” Bailey asked, her voice trilling sharply after my haze of human-halfling tones.

“It was glorious!” Grinning wide, I folded my sunglasses, stuffing them into my purse—tactile snap of case, faint citrus whiff from lenses mingling with her brownie sweetness.

“Rumor has it you’re getting close to the new incubus,” she winked, antennas quivering sly, “I hear he’s dreamy.”

“I usually don’t respond to rumors,” I giggled, warmth blooming low as mesh echoed Rick's pull, “but Rick is dreamy, and yes, we are very close.”

Waving back with a smile, I drifted into the buffet area, steam curling from the coffee urns, promising the grounding warmth of a ceramic mug for my morning tea. JACKL’s redesign had banished the bare dirt walls of the front entrance and replaced them with stone, wood, and sleek, mundane appliances. The effect was a vastly improved atmosphere for lingering or laboring. The Enclave had become a shared home with Alyssa's team hunkered down most days amid computers and fae-record vaults charting locals.

Their mission remained the same: find and track dormant Fae, and collect intel from records and other evidence to identify any potentially dark and dangerous entities before they were reborn. It was the protocol we’d perfected to avoid another Vlad experience, and hopefully create more friendly fae, as Rick proved to be.

Filling a mug with hot water, I dunked my favorite tea bag, carried it to a table, then sank into a chair, legs crossed at my knees, one pump dangling loose from my painted toes. I flipped my phone to swipe through, apps scrolling as my tea steeped deep, inhaling the comforting chamomile aroma.

First, I checked in on Rick. Well, wasn’t he the lucky incubus? Aisha had a friend over, and Rick was getting full batteries with two beauties from the sub-continent. I was happy for him, with absolutely no jealousy. I knew he loved me, and he needed human playmates. Aisha was a good match for him; she enjoyed sex and wasn’t interested in any relationship. Her culture wouldn’t accept a match with a Caucasian, let alone an incubus.

Alyssa came in from the front entrance, and her entourage followed behind her. Shannon and Megan were delightful humans, Leah was a quiet yet kind mage, and Naomi, a halfling, was very much like her mother. They had single-handedly reorganized the outdated handwritten records of fae movements into a multi-variable database, giving us the most accurate census of active fae in the area in centuries. It promised to help us identify trapped fae and determine whether we wanted to safely recycle them.

Rick had been the first tagged fae to have a decent pre-rebirth profile. Although we only had two variables, strength and alignment. Using those two data points, we activated him somewhat safely and guided him to find the path of light. Sure, we didn’t know for sure he was an incubus, nor could we account for his dark past with the tiny bit of evidence we collected from his trapped data.

When does anything go exactly as planned?

I reflected on Rick's awakening operation. The team split sharply at first, alarmed by his strong dark alignment and debating whether to recycle such powerful fae. I swayed them with my nature-versus-nurture theory, and for now, early mentoring has proven me right by showing him the benefits of the light side.

The data's accuracy still comforted me. We would feed new information into the model to improve future identifications.

I felt happy seeing Rick apply Kelly's techniques with Aisha and her friend, and I was looking forward to discussing it with him.

I finished my tea and checked my watch. I had not told Rick when to arrive, but hoped he would make the Monday 10 AM meeting to review weekend intel and plan operations. We averaged two to three rebirths a month, so results varied; we needed more assets to locate dormant fae faster, with each new one enhancing Leah's pre-screening tests for identifying trapped types.

Hearing the door open, I glanced over my shoulder to see Rick step inside, introducing himself with a flirt to Bailey. He spotted my wave, excused himself, and walked over for a tight hug—my eyes blurring as I inhaled his scent, the visual warmth of his blush, the tactile firmness of his chest, pheromones stirring a subtle thrill.

“Someone used their pheromones this morning,” I said softly. “Be careful, babe.”

“I didn’t release any until after stripping,” Rick replied, blushing deeper. “Hope I’m not too much of a distraction.”

I fluttered my eyelashes at him and savored a brief moment of arousal before regaining control. Being intimate with him so many times made restraint more difficult, even though I knew I would enjoy giving in. Still, I smoothed my expression into professional calm.

“Meeting’s about to start,” I smiled, taking his hand. “Alyssa’s giving her weekly operations brief, and you can meet the rest of the team.”

I led Rick into the conference room, arranged in a small classroom style, with a front screen and a ceiling-mounted projector displaying the JACKL logo. Alyssa stood at the podium to the left, reviewing her notes, while three rows of two-person tables nearly filled the room, two seats empty.

My team occupied the first two rows on the right: Jake in the back row, saving a spot for me, Tiff, and Desiree in the row ahead. Alyssa’s team filled most of the front row on both sides, Shannon on the left with a seat reserved for Alyssa beside her, Naomi and Leah on the other side whispering to Megan. Rick’s team sat behind Shannon with Brooke, and Molly in the second row, Lexi in the back holding a seat for him.

Everyone gathered around Rick as he arrived, shaking hands and offering welcomes; Tiff and Desiree smiled brightly while he blushed, recalling his early awakened days. The only humans, Shannon and Megan, flushed visibly from his pheromones and stole long glances at him as I observed. Alyssa clapped her hands to regain attention.

We all sat down, with Lexi shifting over so Rick could take the back-row seat across from me. I appreciated her thoughtfulness in considering us.

“It’s exciting to start our second activation team, led by Lexi,” Alyssa began. “Brooke and Molly will serve as her main assistants, while Rick provides security and other support as needed. Welcome, Rick, and welcome back, Molly—we’re glad to have you both with us.”

A light round of applause followed the pause. Tiff smiled at Molly, reminding me of their close bond before the tragic accident that required Molly’s quick recycle. Molly grinned in return and nodded to Rick, while Tiff nodded back, her eyes widening to silently share her carnal knowledge of the incubus.

“This week is pretty slow,” Alyssa continued. “A few new contacts, with initial reports consistent with the samples—low to moderate power, light alignments. We can activate them safely and quickly. I’ve sent assignments to the team leaders; reports back by Thursday, please.”

“Are the units clean and ready for new guests?” I asked. “Last week we had a couple that required longer stays.”

“There are five rooms clean and available, and only four reboots,” Alyssa said, checking her notes. “Two more should open by tomorrow. For now, no sleepovers—teleport to and from your habitats as needed. The internal landing pad is up for testing.”

The teams murmured in low discussion at the news. Staying overnight had been convenient for handling issues, though teleporting brought risks and hassle—I didn't mind, as it freed up time for time with Rick, Celia, and the family. Alyssa waited patiently for the room to quiet.

“We are looking to expand the units,” she reported. “The building teams are clearing areas safely, and construction should begin by week's end. Thank you for your sacrifices during this growth.”

“Any other new business?” Alyssa asked after a pause.

No hands rose, so she dismissed the meeting. Lexi and I stepped up for our binders. Shannon rose and walked back to Rick, rising on tiptoe to whisper in his ear, while Megan hurried over from across the room to stand close beside her, smiling at him. Rick blushed from the whisper and Megan's flushed face as they inhaled deeply, absorbing his pheromones fully—their nipples hardening visibly.

Things threatened to spiral out of control fast—one losing poise could unravel Rick's restraint, his recent feeding no match for aroused human allure. Shannon was especially tempting, her human appearance as stunning as Kelly’s, and combined with a confident blonde woman like Megan, was doubly tempting.

I excused myself and approached the heated trio. Taking Rick's arm in one hand, I looped the other around Shannon's elbow, sent a quick thought to Rick to grasp Megan’s wrist, and guided them smoothly from the room.

At Bailey's desk, I said, “We need a room, preferably away from guests—no need for it to be fully clean, just empty.”

“Eleven is open; the guest left this morning,” Bailey replied. “I’ll unlock it for you.”

“Thank you, dear.” I escorted Rick and the squirming women down the hall, holding the door as they entered.

Smiling kindly at them all, I said evenly, “Get it out of your systems—take your time. Rick, shower after. I’ll fetch fresh clothes. This is new territory, but no incubus orgies in the office.”

“Okay, Sammi,” Shannon agreed, glancing at Rick.

“Right,” Megan mumbled, trembling and shifting restlessly. “Incubus orgies...”

Rick shrugged helplessly. Leaning in, I placed my hands on his chest to ground him and kissed the base of his neck.

“Have fun, babe,” I smiled. “You’ll figure it out.”

Closing the door, I ignored the rising rumbles within and returned to lean over Bailey's counter.

“Put the exhaust fans on high in eleven and isolate that wing,” I instructed, meeting Bailey's gaze.

Her dreamy smile lingered a moment, but she acted quickly. I propped the front door open for fresh air, casting an invisibility spell over the gap, then returned to the conference room.

The group appeared far more relaxed. Lexi smiled and nodded approval; Tiff pouted slightly, disappointed—that mischief-maker would spark an orgy someday. Alyssa approached me.

“What happened?” she asked. “Shannon was acting strange.”

“Rick leaked pheromones from this morning,” I explained. “He fed with a friend who had a guest; he released them to ease things along and probably contaminated his clothes. Humans like Shannon and Megan react stronger than fae or halflings.”

“Oh,” Alyssa said, tapping her lip thoughtfully. “So what did you do?”

“Got them a room and cranked the fans,” I replied. “They’ll work it out of their systems, and Rick can refine his control.”

“So they’re fucking—all three, right now?” Alyssa asked, thighs shifting subtly.

I nodded with a shrug. “Not much else to do. Rick lacks the safe human-transport spell; easiest to let them burn it off here.”

Alyssa paused, then nodded, laughing. “Yeah, okay. Resistance comes easier after a few orgasms.”

“I need to get him fresh clothes,” I smiled. “I told him to burn the ones he’s wearing.”

“Nuke ’em from orbit,” Alyssa grinned. “It’s the only way to be sure.”

Alyssa got me—she loved slipping pop culture into daily chat too.

“Is the internal landing pad ready?” I asked. I preferred skipping the external pad trek. The usual process of poof to Rick’s apartment for clothes, poof back, then walk through the park with an armful of men’s gear—too conspicuous in a popular park.

“Should be,” Alyssa said. “I cleared all wards and protections I could spot. Use shielding the first few times; something arcane might linger.”

“Excellent,” I smiled. “Won’t be long.”

Slipping out of the back of the office space into the catacombs, I followed the rough trail past power center and plumbing feeds to the cleared circular pad. Stepping into the center, I cast protection—then poofed.

Landing dead-center in Rick’s lower level, I grinned widely. Major upgrade amid all the Enclave bustle and disruption. Internal access meant true discretion. Grabbing fresh clothes from his closet, I reversed my poof and dropped safely back inside.

Whistling through the offices and break room to the back halls, I knocked, slipped inside, and secured the door. Edging along the wall, I found the chair and settled in with legs crossed at the knee, ready to watch Rick with Shannon and Megan.

Rick turned, smiled at me, and I marveled at his red glow—a small flickering orb of power, echoing Kelly’s aura, enclosing him and his guests. Shannon arched back on the bed, hips cycling to meet his thrusts, while Megan straddled her mouth, hands gripping full breasts as she ground against lips and tongue. Over Shannon’s undulating form, Megan and Rick shared a deep, lust-charged kiss.

Eyes locked on the hot blonde ex-history teacher, he held Shannon’s thighs wide and drove into her steadily. Muted by the red orb, their sounds filtered softly—Shannon’s muffled groans blending with Megan’s pleading moans, urging Rick on.

The scene proved intensely erotic, yet the orb protected me from his pheromones. I felt no urge to join and was impressed by his new containment. The tight red orb of shimmering light limited his influence, much like Kelly’s golden field—no supernatural pull escaped its radius.

The two women reveled in the lustful passion his incubus nature generated. I smiled watching him feed on their desire, even more so as he recycled energy back into them. It seemed to keep his aura under control and contain the effects of his latent powers.

He proved mesmerizing to watch. Shannon gazed at him in awe as Megan slid off and curled to her side; Rick leaned down for a tender kiss, her fingers combing gently through his hair. The red orb popped then, letting their ragged breaths fill the air clearly.

“Someone found a new power,” I grinned—blinking as latent pheromones hit, sparking easy arousal; I pinched a nipple through my blouse, biting my lip softly until ventilation cleared the haze and focus returned.

“It was like Kelly multiplied,” Shannon sighed. “Fucking intense being your focus, Rick.”

“I’ll say,” Megan added, brow furrowed for words.

“Glad you enjoyed it, ladies,” Rick said, turning to me. “Kelly taught feedback loops, and I’ve practiced containing the aura.”

“Can’t wait for Celia and me to experience it firsthand later,” I smiled, handing him his clothes. “Shower fully, then dress—we’ve got work.”

“Sure thing, Sammi. Thanks for the save.”

“Sorry. I lost it,” Shannon said, easing off bed for her clothes. “He smells too damn good.”

“Thought I’d be able to resist,” Megan sighed, lashes fluttering. “He railed me hard poolside yesterday.”

“We’ll adapt to incubus proximity,” I smiled. “No apologies needed—you’re both fine.”

Megan kissed my cheek with a grin, words still distant. “Thanks, Sammi,” Shannon added, smoothing her dress and checking her hair in the suite’s bathroom mirror. “Ready to work?”

“Oh, you betcha.” Smiling, all of us headed back, rejoining the group hunting the next trapped fae to free.


PART FOUR

SUCCUBUS SURGES


CHAPTER 17
LEXI
DOWNTOWN - SAN DIEGO


I listened in on the command net as my team neared the potentially trapped fae. Leah set up this private team mesh and could monitor, but I’d told her not to worry. This should be an easy op.

A lot had changed since identifying Rick as dormant fae a month ago and completing his safe awakening plan. Brooke and I had left the Pacific Beach apartment before Rick—then mundane Tom—moved in. That posting dragged on longer than expected, and Brooke and I fell into a comfortable routine. Returning to the Estate in La Jolla for a few months felt good, being closer to the family, until Rick's rebirth stirred everything up, demanding a lot of oversight.

In between, Brooke and I ran the playroom at Fairview, but demand never matched hopes. After Rick's big date, we suspended open hours for scheduled events only, leaving us without daily work—so joining the awakening teams brought welcome new responsibility.

I had worked closely with Sammi on Rick's awakening. That operation was more involved than most since incubi rarely needed rebirth. Scenarios like this one stayed simpler, targeting harmless fae such as nymphs, fairies, and brownies.

“I have you in view, Mol,” Brooke announced over the mesh. “Target 50 feet ahead, sitting outside the coffee shop.”

“I see her,” Molly replied. “The fashionista in the black dress?”

“Affirmative,” I sent curtly. “Too exposed here near downtown—get her facing toward Fairview apartments. Rick can engage more discreetly there.”

“How?” Molly drawled. “Tempt her with incubus sex? She’d think I’m crazy.”

“That’s not a bad idea,” Brooke replied. “Rick, grab a coffee and walk past with pheromones high?”

“Trawling?” Rick chuckled. “Worth a shot, but I don’t want a parade of women from the coffee shop.”

“Keep it brief,” I cut in. “Emit only near her when traffic eases.”

“Roger,” Rick acknowledged.

I was positioned across the street, looking into a large display window. I could make out her reflection in the glass. Black sleeveless sundress, cut to about the knee. She was sitting with her legs crossed at the knee. Her curly red hair was loose around her shoulders as she was engrossed in her cell phone and sipping her coffee.

Positioned across the street, I peered into a large display window, catching her reflection clearly. Black sleeveless sundress skimmed to her knee; legs crossed neatly at it, curly red hair tumbling loose over her shoulders as she scrolled her phone and sipped coffee.

Her posture mirrored countless trapped fae—isolate, introverted, at ease alone, far from the vibrant lore of traditional fae. The longer dormant, the deeper the self-seclusion.

My pre-rebirth contrasted theirs: nearly twenty years collared to Jeremiah's family of magical beings, silver halting my natural rebirth. Aly and I had discussed it since that night. She and Kelly were reborn in a unique way; their powers built over time, but they were unaware of their Fae nature until my awakening night. While my powers remained dormant because of my silver collar, I wore it as Jeremiah’s slave. It was weird, but at least we had a reason for what we were that wasn’t based on a fake angel network propped up by a weird cult in Montana.

Shaking off memories, I refocused on the quiet woman. Brooke leaned against a building opposite, watching our target, as Molly slid into the chair beside her and let her newspaper flutter to the table. Rick walked past her and went inside for coffee.

“Oh, sorry!” Molly leaned for the paper just out of reach.

The woman smiled, retrieved it, and handed it over. “Nice day to be outside, isn’t it?”

“Glorious,” Molly beamed. “Thanks—I should go digital, but I love the old ways.”

“I appreciate old ways too,” the woman said, returning to her phone. “But tech work demands this convenience.”

“I’m Molly—I work nearby too,” my agent added, forgetting our no-real-names rule.

“That’s nice,” came the curt reply without returning a name.

Molly covered her mouth to smile at me across the street and shook her head. The subdued social vibe confirmed typical trapped-fae behavior and our solid intel. Now we waited to see her reaction to Rick's lure.

I remembered how Rick affected Trish at first and trusted his pheromones would spark a response, even outdoors on a breezy Serra morning.

Rick exited the coffee shop and paused beside our target, looking uncertain about his direction before winking at Molly. Leaning down, he drew her immediate reaction.

“Do you know the way to Seaport Village?” he asked.

Her face flushed, back arching straight as nipples hardened visibly under the light sundress—she clearly favored going braless. She slipped off her sunglasses and stared up at him for a long moment.

“Seaport?” Rick repeated, glancing both ways.

The woman stood, tucked her phone into her handbag, slid her arm through his elbow, and turned him westward. “It’s easier if I show you,” she said with a smile, starting down the street.

Molly rose and followed ten paces behind, biting her lip with flushed cheeks as she glanced at me. Brooke pushed off the building and trailed from the opposite side. I hung back a few steps behind her, trailing the team on the opposite side of the street.

“Did you turn it off?” Molly asked over the mesh. “Tough to concentrate.”

“I’m Lily,” our target told Rick.

“Rick,” he replied, nodding. “Yes, I think I remember the way now.”

I needed to remind my team to avoid using real names.

I noticed Lily glowing faintly now, her appearance brighter than when sitting at the café—something definitely off. She leaned close into Rick as they walked, giggling before purring softly.

“I don’t mind keeping you company,” she said. “Your presence is so refreshing.”

A light breeze blew pheromones straight into our faces down the street. Molly paused as her knees buckled, and Brooke and I had to breathe shallowly as the potent cloud drifted by.

“Shut it down, Rick,” I barked into the radio. “You’ll arouse the entire block.”

“I’m down... err,” Rick said aloud, then paused. “Happy to keep you company. Do you live around here?”

Something felt wrong. Our intel showed light alignment and medium strength, but her sudden shimmer clicked it for me.

“She’s a succubus,” I announced. “Rick, get her off the street into the nearest building—now!”

“I live in Old Town,” Lily replied, her head resting on his shoulder, free hand stroking his forearm. She seemed unaware of how her power was growing in Rick’s presence. His pheromones must have triggered her rebirth.

“Let’s see what’s in this building,” Rick said, steering her toward the door.

The hotel lobby stood half-full of convention guests registering—not ideal, as Rick’s pheromones flushed half the women there, his control locked in a feedback loop with the newly activated succubus, who drew heated stares from the men.

“Brooke, find an empty room,” I growled, tackling the escalating mess. “Molly, get them in an elevator!”

Brooke rushed to the empty front desk, registrations on the far side, while I waited; Molly corralled Rick and Lily into an open elevator.

“Which floor?” Molly asked tightly.

“Top one—just ride it up; we need a room now,” I answered.

“Penthouse suite’s open,” Brooke said, joining me with the key in hand. She grabbed a fistful of my hair and kissed me deeply, sending a flood of arousal through me as I gasped and struggled to focus—her commanding touch awakening my submissive urges amid the overwhelming lust.

“Fuck,” Molly rasped huskily on mesh. “Hurry up—these two won’t hold back much longer... mmmnnfff.”

The elevator dinged, and the doors slid open. I moved past Rick and Lily, who kissed hungrily against the wall. Molly clutched her breast, her hungry eyes fixed on me. I tapped the card, and the door unlocked.

“Get inside, now.”

I gripped Rick’s wrist and pulled him in, Molly seizing my other hand while Brooke closed the door behind us. Clothes stripped away in a rush, our hands exploring freely as we watched the supernatural pair bare themselves.

Foreplay forgotten, Lily lay back on the bed, her skin glowing blue, and spread her thighs invitingly. Rick, fully erect, dragged the tip of his cock over her aroused folds before pushing inside—their eyes locked, her moan of pleasure washing over us like a tide of raw desire.

I couldn’t resist any longer and slid onto my back beside her. I pulled Molly over me so her bare pussy settled on my mouth, and I feasted on her juices. Brooke lifted one of my legs and pressed her pussy to mine, grinding as sensations overwhelmed my team and me as we rode the wave of lust from the magical pair beside us.

My body bucked through orgasm, and our positions shifted fluidly. I crawled onto my knees and kissed Rick deeply while Lily positioned face-down ass-up before him, backing onto his thrusts. Molly lay spread-eagled as Lily dove hungrily between her legs. Amid the writhing pit of lust, Brooke rolled onto her back, and I swiveled to lower my mouth to her exposed sex.

The bed shifted; glancing back, I saw Rick moving behind me. Looking over at Lily, I noticed her twisting to watch as Rick slammed into me from behind. Molly feasted on Lily’s sex now, and Lily’s eyes closed as she lowered her mouth to Molly’s dripping folds. Rick fucked me to orgasm; I bucked hard, screaming into Brooke’s cunt before he pushed me forward. Crawling over Brooke, I kissed her deeply.

“Oh fuck,” Brooke moaned as her body shuddered under me. “Fuck yes, please, Rick—hammer that dick into me.”

Her frame jolted from his thrust, my lips trailing her neck as she tossed her head back. I rolled aside, watching Rick take my faerie sister. Turning to Lily, our eyes met; she plunged fingers into Molly’s pussy while leaning toward me. We kissed hungrily, tongues entwining as her reborn power washed over me—different from Kelly’s but driving me to the brink.

“May I taste you?” I asked, kneeling in awe as if at her feet.

“Yes, pet,” she growled, swiveling from Molly as I reclined on my back.

Lily straddled my head, and I lifted my lips to kiss her pussy before licking deeply. Beside us, Brooke thrashed with moans and screams muffled by our succubus’s firm thighs. I drank her juices, dimly noting Rick shift between Molly’s spread thighs to her moans of encouragement.

A tongue invaded my cunt—Lily’s or Brooke’s? I’d lost track amid the haze. Orgasms blurred into countless waves, cresting, shifting partners, plunging into the fray, then flying into another peak. Blue and red hues flooded the room as the two sex demons fed on our energies.

I blacked out.

PENTHOUSE - DOWNTOWN - SERRA BAY

“Lex,” a soft voice said amid my dream.

My eyes flickered open to Sammi's ice-blue irises.

“Lexi, wake up,” Sammi spoke, smiling as my gaze focused. “Are you okay?”

“Yeah,” I said. “I think so. Rick?”

“He’s over there resting with our new fae,” Sammi smiled. “Another succubus, I see.”

“Lily,” I nodded. “She took us by surprise.”

I shook my head and rose on my elbows. Brooke slept with her head on my thigh, Molly curled against my other side. Combing fingers through my hair, I looked around—Rick sat in a chair with naked Lily resting on his lap.

“I didn’t know what else to do but get Rick out of public,” I told Sammi.

“You did what you had to,” Sammi smiled, kissing my cheek. “Leah alerted us when she felt what was happening on the mesh. No one else was affected, and Lily’s awake and safe. Now we figure out where she should live. She’s still a bit wild.”

“Deliciously so,” I murmured, still swimming in endorphins and bliss. “Enclave? Or somewhere else?”

“I need to clear it with Jeremiah and Alyssa,” Sammi said. “Estate for now. It has fewer people, and Kelly can teach her control.”

“Kelly and control don’t always mix,” I snorted. “But the Estate’s remote enough to hold her till steady. Agreed.”

The room flashed, and Jeremiah appeared, looking disheveled as Alyssa grinned beside him.

“You’re improving at poofing, lover,” she said, then waved a hand across her nose. “Heavens, how long did this go on?”

Alyssa glanced at me, and I shrugged, looking around the room at bed sheets and pillows scattered in all directions, my skin reddening. “Lost track of time, Aly,”

She grinned, kissed my cheek, and ran fingers through my hair before casting spells. Windows flew open, breezes rushing through to freshen the vast penthouse air.

Molly and Brooke stirred, spotting the arrivals and blushing as they gathered their clothes. I remained naked—my preference in Master's presence—rose to kneel beside Jeremiah, pressing my cheek to his thigh. Pheromones stiffened him, but control held; his fingers combed my hair, tilting my gaze to his.

“Did you enjoy yourself, little one?” he smiled into my eyes.

“Yes, Master,” I said, holding back my plea for attention.

“Later, slave,” he replied, sensing my desire. “Clean this up—go find your clothes.”

Reconnecting grounded me firmly; lost without him, I obeyed smoothly. By the time Brooke, Molly, and I dressed amid sorted clothes, Rick and Lily sat relaxed and clothed.

Brooke took Molly downstairs to check out. Alyssa poofed Jeremiah and Lily to the Estate.

Sammi held Rick's hand, smiling at me as we settled on the sofa for a debrief.

“We need better early warnings,” I confessed. “Didn't expect Rick's lure to trigger a succubus.”

“You couldn't know,” Sammi said. “You adapted well—remember Rick's first chaotic week; flexibility is key.”

“Have Naomi and Leah check data for feeder profile hints,” I suggested.

“Good idea—we'll cover at debrief,” Sammi agreed. “Take the rest of the day to relax with your team.”

I smiled toward Rick as Brooke and Molly returned, grinning.

“All checked out, but the penthouse is ours for the night,” Brooke said.

“I'll skip the festivities,” Rick replied. “Sammi and I promised Celia an evening together to decide if we’re moving to the Estate.”

“Oh, that's right,” Sammi said. “Glad you remembered.”

“I'm heading home,” I decided. “I need time with Jeremiah—you all have fun.”

“I'll invite Zac and Beth for a sleepover,” Brooke smiled. “Met them yet, Molly?”

“No, but I'm game,” Molly grinned. “This was just a warm-up, right?”

Keeping my team focused would prove a fun challenge. We poofed out separately to end the busy day.


CHAPTER 18
RICK
FAIRVIEW APARTMENTS - DOWNTOWN


Poofing into the Fairview apartment with Sammi after the fae rescue squad's long day, I felt energized despite the chaos. More than I'd expected, every moment still swirled in my memories. I sensed tension from her as she watched the Enclave firsthand and knew my day; she claimed no jealousy, and I took her word.

We both anticipated time with Celia, sorting family matters and living conditions for our new small circle amid the larger family. Expecting her alone, I paused, seeing Naomi cross-legged on the sofa beside her, chatting easily. Celia rose quickly and hugged me tight, her hand sliding down to cup my shaft as she breathed in my scent, grinning with sparkling eyes.

“Hey, babe, hard day? This mesh is wild, isn’t it?” she asked.

“You could say that,” I said, smiling, embarrassed as I realized the mesh laid my incubus day bare. No hiding now, though we'd get used to it. Celia kissed me without hesitation, her soft hug comforting until the feeling passed. She turned to hug and kiss Sammi; their lips met softly at first, deepening with clear promise.

“Naomi,” I said, turning to our guest, “what brings you here?”

She smiled without meeting my eyes right away, then straightened to look straight at me. “I need to confess something small to you and Celia both.”

“A confession?” I asked, interested.

“You should all sit,” she said.

“Why—” I started, then switched to “What's wrong?”

I sat by Naomi. Celia settled in my lap, facing her, and Sammi slipped off her heels, sitting close with a hand on the girl's thigh. “We're family, Mi. You can say anything,” Sammi told her.

“Well,” Naomi said, pausing to glance at me, “do you know my father's powers? My mother's?”

“Vaguely,” I replied. “Sammi said he's a halfling, she’s a fae mage. No real details.”

“Both my parents have powers that influence how humans and fae think, working deep into their minds,” Naomi explained next, her tone gaining steady confidence. “Dad sways someone's willpower and even shapes how they perceive morality; I've inherited that exact ability. I'm sure you're aware Mom creates those mental meshes to facilitate communication.”

“Your dad said he doesn’t use his powers without an agreement,” I reminded her. “He always needs our permission.”

“Yes,” Naomi nodded, briefly avoiding eye contact with a hint of respect, “he's very good at upholding that.”

“And you?” Celia asked gently.

“Not so much,” Naomi replied with a shrug, her gaze meeting Celia's before hesitating: “I…”

The words caught in her throat as her eyes shifted from Celia to Sammi and finally to me, amid a heavy sigh of resignation. “There's an element of mind-reading in my powers as well,” she continued more assuredly, “the combination from both parents lets me read thoughts and emotions. Dad's gift specifically allows adjustments to resolve internal conflicts people struggle with.”

“So you…?” I asked, giving her space to elaborate.

I suspected where this would lead—Jeremiah and Kelly denied any interference while hoping we'd join the family. But I remained suspicious of an outside influence, so I studied Naomi carefully. Sammi glanced from me to Celia and back, tension building softly.

“Do you remember when we first met?” Naomi directed her question at Celia.

“I do; my first night at the estate,” Celia confirmed with a nod. “You were done swimming, telling your mom goodnight.”

“Yes,” Naomi said, smiling faintly, relief evident. “I'm glad you remember.”

“You changed her then?” I ventured, already leaning convinced.

“No!” Naomi denied quickly. “You and Celia simply piqued my curiosity. I tuned into your thoughts, hers too, and began reading you both intently. I was fascinated—the family mesh had already flagged you as special, Rick. Beyond that, I'm…”

She paused deliberately, holding my gaze. “I’m happy enough in my family, but frustrations arise because I’m bisexual, not homosexual. And male partner options are sorely limited. A new male presence like yours arriving? That truly excited me.

“Go on,” I nodded encouragingly.

“So you eavesdropped on our night?” Celia asked, her tone laced with genuine curiosity.

“Yes,” Naomi nodded steadily, “I concentrated on you periodically through the night, but it felt profoundly wrong to disrupt something so meaningful—I eased off active monitoring until morning.

“What was…” Celia breathed, before her voice faded softly as our first estate night replayed in her memories.

The night was still vivid for me, too. The moment of nearly entrancing Celia at the height of my passion. It was an old habit from endless past lives. Something in the moment stopped me, and I reeled back.

“Did you?” I started to probe.

“I was purely observing, Rick,” Naomi assured, sensing the question unvoiced, “that was your choice alone—no meddling from me.”

“But later?” Curiosity tugged stronger.

“I realized I craved a connection with Rick. So I wanted to know more about you, Celia, to draw both of you deeper into our family. So I maintained a watch,” she affirmed, nodding, “screening thoughts from family while weaving a discreet mesh linking just us four. Checked in often. I saw Celia fitting seamlessly, her trips with Lexi, Megan, and Brooke. I caught snippets of your chats with Mom, Dad, and Kelly. I followed Sammi's inner thoughts on you during the interview. Then honed on you when it broke up, and I heard your thoughts on the stairs. I made that comment, and you caught me. I deflected by taking you to the pool deck and⁠—”

“The others around the pool,” I continued, nodding, “Leah, Shannon.”

“Exactly—Beth, my brother was all curious about you,” Naomi confirmed. “I parsed your thoughts against the family's whispers. They all took to you warmly, even Zac’s fretting if you’d fit faded during that conversation.”

That afternoon flooded back. I left their circle to finalize with Jeremiah, Kelly, Alyssa, and Sammi at my side—hashing out the JACKL integration. Jeremiah’s suggestion that I could feed on consenting family members and Alyssa’s clear invitation at the end.”

“Did you overhear your mom invite me in?” I blurted on impulse.

“Yes,” she nodded, eyes keen, “watched Celia return laden from shopping—that sealed my decision to act.”

“How so?” Celia pressed.

“I need to explain how my powers work,” Naomi said, gathering her thoughts. “I can sense and adjust each person’s morals, influencing how they make choices, and also affect self-control—how strongly their willpower upholds those morals.”

“That’s how Jeremiah’s power works, too?” I clarified, looking toward Celia.

Naomi nodded, then glanced down at her fingers, sighing before meeting Celia's eyes—concern deepening there, shadowed by reluctance to harm her new friend.

“I adjusted you then, on your way down the stairs with the bags of clothes,” Naomi confessed quietly. “I lowered your resistance to same-sex relationships and acceptance of polyamory. Not drastic, just a nudge toward what I saw as right.”

“So you made me fall in love with Sammi?” Celia asked, her fingers lifting to her lips.

“I opened your mind to the possibility,” Naomi explained, shaking her head. “Can't force love—your feelings for Sammi, for all of us, are your own. I simply created conditions where you could embrace them.”

“What about me?” Sammi asked quietly. “Did you adjust me too?”

“No,” Naomi said. “I monitored you; you were already accepting of both.”

“Then what happened?” I asked.

“I left with my brother and sisters up the coast while you three made your decisions,” Naomi recounted. “I didn't know outcomes, learned only on return.”

“Did you tell your parents before leaving?” I asked.

“No,” she replied, shaking her head and looking to me squarely. “Kept my thoughts private—you three are first to know.”

Silence settled as we each recalled the night with Molly, the next day's family commitment, the poolside repeat when Naomi's group returned. I glanced at Celia, her head bowed over clasped hands.

“I’m sorry,” Naomi said quietly, rising to her feet. “Glad you're family now, but you deserved the truth of what I did. I’ll go.”

As Naomi stepped past us, Celia reached out and grabbed Naomi’s wrist. Celia stood up, wrapped her arms around Naomi, and kissed her gently.

“Thank you for telling me,” Celia said. “This doesn’t change how I feel about Sammi or you.”

Naomi lifted her head slightly to look into Celia’s eyes, then leaned to kiss her again, wrapping her arms around her. Celia returned the kiss, deepening it as her fingers curled through Naomi’s lush brown hair. They parted, and Celia smiled.

“I need to tell you—all of you—how trapped I felt before that night,” Celia confessed, her voice steady but laced with old shadows. “I wasn’t happy at all. I lived a drab life. My job promised no future—no path forward." She paused and looked at me. "But, Rick, when you walked into my deli and invited me to dinner that night... It felt so right… You were so intoxicating and magical. But by the next morning, my stomach knotted with anxiety. I was just a poor clerk. When I learned you were seeing other women, I feared I'd lose you to someone else. It felt inevitable.”

I reached for her hand, and she took mine, squeezing firmly with quiet strength. Then Celia turned to Sammi, smiling warmly as she extended her other hand, drawing her smoothly into our shared embrace.

“I dreaded his crazy life would sweep you away, forcing you to let me go,” Celia continued, eyes shining now with tears, but a soft smile of hard-won peace. “But that night convinced me our love was undeniably real. The next day, with Sammi and Molly, I deepened it further, and now I'm in love with your poly family too. It's a massive change, not denying that. But if your influence unlocked this… joy? Thank you, Mi. Truly.”

Listening closely, I nodded in understanding, noting her vibrant aliveness since we'd met—Alyssa's family invitation after that Sammi-Molly day, binding us irrevocably. Disappointed as I was that Naomi acted without permission, the results proved beyond argument. Stepping forward, I drew the three women into my arms and flashed to demonic form, cocooning all three of them gently with my wings and tail.

Naomi's eyes flashed shock, then softened, smiling into mine—she trembled, overcome, a single tear tracing her cheek.

“You want to stay the night with us?” I asked softly.

“If you’ll have me,” Naomi nodded. “Is there enough room in the upstairs bed?”

Her eyes tracked up my maroon scales from my tail to my wings. When she looked at me, there was fear mixed with doubt in her expression.

I shifted back human, “Now there is.”

Laughter bubbled and my answer, and we fell back in a group hug, before easing apart slowly.

“How did you get here?” I asked. “Aren’t you a halfling?”

“My car’s in the garage,” Naomi said, smiling. “JACKL owns the place—I know where the keys are,” she shrugged.

In that instant, we four snapped into a tight new mesh—distinct from Alyssa's broad family weave. Looking at Naomi, I lifted a brow, knowing she’d used her magic.

“I want to be with you three—apart, but still woven into the larger family,” Naomi said quietly. “For the first time, I’m craving independence. It’s really difficult to express how perfectly right you all feel right now.”

We sat and discussed the next steps. Celia, Sammi, and I agreed that Naomi fit seamlessly into our dynamic. Naomi and I needed to talk more—I felt great about the shift overall, but something felt a bit off, reminiscent of how things snapped together with Celia and Sammi before Naomi entered the picture.

The first step was moving Celia’s things into my apartment on a short-term basis. From there, we could shift to the estate quickly if we decided on it. Fairview's proximity to the bay enabled Sammi to keep her connection to her home waters. We knew we'd visit the Estate regularly, but were excited about forming a smaller family within the larger one.

“Will your parents understand?” I asked. “Your mom seems committed to one big family. If we live apart, that might disrupt things.”

“If there is one thing living in a large family has taught me, it's the need for open discussions,” Naomi replied. “I love my family—my parents, brother, sisters like Leah and Beth. But Leah loves Dad, Beth has Zac; I want that too, and a little distance won't break what Mom and Dad built.”

“Send word we’ll be home morning,” I suggested. “Tonight’s for us four alone.”

“Deal,” Naomi grinned brightly.

We made quick work packing Celia’s apartment—in truth, she had little to move. Finished, we moved up to the loft and my extra-large bed, shedding our clothes along the way. Celia and Sammi began kissing and caressing while Naomi wrapped her arms around me for a deep kiss.

Lowering Naomi onto her back, she groaned and arched beautifully. Spreading her thighs, I kissed down her neck; my mouth found her breast, suckling a hardened nipple as fingers traced her inner thighs. Growling softly, I continued kissing downward.

Glancing to the side, I saw Celia and Sammi's bodies reversed, kissing and sucking each other's thighs. As if they sensed my attention, they lifted their heads to smile at me. I grinned back, then returned to Naomi's bare mound, licking through her lips slowly as her fingers tightened in my hair and tugged me away.

“I know what a tongue feels like,” Naomi grinned. “I want to feel your cock in my mouth, Rick. ”

I couldn’t reject her earnest request, so I rolled onto my back toward Celia and Sammi. Naomi’s hand ran along my side before pressing her lips to mine, then kissed down my neck, my chest, and abdomen. She paused and stretched across the small gap to kiss Celia’s neck, who turned away from Sammi’s pussy to kiss Naomi.

When they separated, Celia nodded toward my engorged cock, tilting her head. “Indulge, Mi,” Celia smiled, resuming attention to Sammi’s sex.

Naomi let out a cute growl, then kissed down to my waist. Taking her time exploring a male body for the first time, she savored it. One of my hands roamed over her bottom, gripping her ass. She reached up to run her fingers over my broad chest, curing to fingers to drag her nails down my torso. I relished her tender explorations.

She progressed lower with fingers, hands, mouth, lips, and tongue—tasting, kissing, enjoying every inch of my flesh. I growled as impatience rose while my cock throbbed under her careful attention, leaving me trembling with need.

“You’re shivering,” Naomi said softly.

“I need your mouth on my cock, Mi,” I growled.

I lifted my hands to her lush brown locks and gripped her, steering her lower.

“So impatient,” she giggled.

With my fingers in her hair, she spread her mouth wide, extending her tongue and licking the pearl of pre-cum from the tip of my crown. I groaned as she opened her lips wide and engulfed my cock. Her eyes locked on mine, then rolled up to the back of her head. Her tongue swirled, savoring the hot flesh in her mouth. She bobbed, testing how it felt to have a cock in her mouth.

My need grew palpable, and my aura pulsed and bloomed. Celia groaned, and Sammi shrieked as my aura pushed them over the edge into climax. I pulled Naomi’s head down and held her on my cock. She fluttered her eyes, looking up at me. She may have been new to cock sucking, but her expressive eyes assured me that she loved this new element of sex.

I sat up and pulled her from my cock, dropping my head and kissing her hungrily. Then I twisted our bodies and rolled on her back beside Celia. They kissed deeply as I spread Naomi’s thighs apart. Sammi’s delicate hand moved to circle Naomi’s clit, before she spread her.

“Fuck her, baby,” Sammi purred in my ear, “I know she needs your glorious cock.”

I pressed my tip against Naomi’s petals, and Sammi’s fingers guided the crown to nestle deeper. I pressed my hips forward. Naomi pulled from her kiss with Celia with a moan. Celia looked back at me with a grin, then tugged Naomi’s hair to kiss her deeply again.

I drove into Naomi slowly, feeling how my cock stretched her. Her hips cycled and lifted, seeking more. She was dripping with arousal, and I started to saw in and out. Sammi rose on her knees to kiss me, her hand gripping my ass, feeling my hips drive firmly into Naomi.

Words were lost in a cacophony of grunts and moans. I fucked Naomi hard, gripping her full, buoyant breasts and holding her down as I took control. She started to buck, her climax shooting through her senses. I didn’t stop but pulsed my aura, and she shivered as she quickly cycled to another peak.

I groaned, watching her crest, then fired faster and harder. Pushing myself to the brink, then lowered my mouth to her shoulder, bared my fangs, and bit Naomi just as my cock pulsed and I ejaculated in jets deep inside her womb. Naomi arched and froze; her body seized and then vibrated before falling limp and twitching.

I pulled out abruptly, my mind recalling what happened with Trish so many days ago. But relief filled me when Naomi’s eyes snapped open and blazed into mine.

“You bit me!” she grinned, “Fucking glorious.”

I chuckled and kissed her. Then we all surrounded Naomi as we caught our breath. Then our eyes shut, and our breathing slowed.

“I might need a larger bed,” was my last thought before the blackness.


CHAPTER 19
ISAAC
UNIVERSITY CAMPUS - COLLEGE WEST


Since we’d moved to Serra Bay, the family began to morph. I enjoyed many sexual relationships, and my friends enjoyed a variety of partners. The five of us—Beth, Megan, Shannon, Brooke, and me—were close, but we never had the bond my father did with his four partners.

Megan and I were still close, but the age gap was still an issue. She was spending time with Lexi and my father. I could see she was happy with drifting between other partners, too. She was close with Leah, and they were approximately the same age.

Leah was also close to my sister, Naomi. We were close but rarely played together; being near Naomi while enjoying sex always felt awkward. I was glad Naomi was close to Leah, but Leah was also tight with Alyssa and my father. Naomi would seek out Shannon when Leah wasn’t around.

Shannon had also grown closer to the older generation. Shannon worked with Alyssa, Megan, Naomi, and Leah. The five of them were tight, and while Alyssa and I sometimes coupled, it didn’t feel right, almost like being with my Mom.

Brooke and Lexi were thicker than thieves, which wasn’t surprising given they were reborn together. Lexi would also join my father; their bond was permanent, but they were also comfortably polyamorous regarding physical sex. Brooke enjoyed time discovering her fae nature, and with the extended stay away from home with Lexi, they became a couple beyond just a regular sexual relationship.

It never bothered me that my friends had assimilated into the larger family. I was focused on Beth. She was my soul mate and my true love. She enjoyed exploring her bisexuality and even enjoyed some intimacy with my father at first. As we grew closer, Beth focused more on me, and my love for her grew extensive.

Since joining the family, Maria had blossomed into more than just a housekeeper. She was sexy and flirtatious. Beth and I often enjoyed time with her because she saw Carmen as her primary partner. Carmen was strongly connected to my parents, so Maria was welcome in our bed when Carmen wasn’t around.

Those thoughts streamed into my mind as the school year ended. The spring sunshine had me thinking of what to do on break. I knew what I wanted. I wanted to formalize my relationship with Beth.

Beth was different. Our relationship felt different.

Beth was staring across at me while we enjoyed our lunch together. We had arranged our classes to keep this time as a standing date. I loved her. I knew I loved her.

My fingers reached into my pocket and felt the ring box I had shoved into my jeans this morning.

“Beth, I need to ask you something,” I said, my eyes turning solemn.

“Oh!” Beth said, smiling, “Lover, you can ask me anything.”

I slipped off the bench and fell to a knee. I looked at her as her eyes widened and filled with tears.

“Beth, I love you,” I started, fished the ring box from my pocket, and opened it. Her eyes widened as she saw the stone and the ring design. It mirrored my parents' rings, with their subtle symbolism—intertwined bands of metal with a single diamond.

“I’ve always loved you. I know we’re in a larger family and have many lovers. But you are my only soul mate. I want to formalize the bind we have. Please be my wife.”

Her eyes filled with tears, and she could only nod excitedly as she wrapped her arms around my neck. She slipped to her knees and held out her left hand. I slid the ring onto her finger, and it fit perfectly.

We kissed and hugged tightly. I was looking forward to telling the whole family. I was sure they understood and would celebrate our union.

Did the sun get brighter?
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SNEAK PEEK - THRICE CHARMED

Chapter 1 - Vlad

French Quarter - New Orleans

The pull of the darkness was hard to resist, but staying away from the thrill of the hunt was impossible. Bourbon Street’s siren call of sin was only a few blocks down, but I was lingering near St. Louis Cathedral by Jackson Square instead of slinking through the grime further along that shadowy artery.

After Kevin staked me for my little spree in Pacific Beach, Gaia saw fit to drop me into the humid soup of New Orleans. Warm instead of ice-cold this time, but the swampy air was nothing like the clean salt of the Pacific. The moment I woke in this new flesh, I tasted a thicker dark on the air—vampires like me, sure, but also a whole menagerie of succubi and incubi gorging on the city’s sensual excess.

Mardi Gras or not, Bourbon Street never really sobered up. Always clinging to its laissez les bons temps rouler ethos like a drunk to his last bottle. The constant flux of inebriated mundane made for excellent hunting grounds—as long as I didn’t treat it like Pacific Beach. It would be bad if I painted the Quarter with blood and bodies like that disaster. The party spilling out of Pat O'Brien's was slowly was dying as the mundane burnt our in the early hours of the morning. That’s when I saw her.

She was tall, maybe five-ten, with dark scarlet hair that caught the neon like a drop of blood on white formica. She wore it loose, moving with her, and her dress was simple—black, fitted enough to know what was underneath without needing a map. Pale skin. That particular paleness that doesn’t come from sunscreen and caution, but from choosing the dark deliberately and avoiding the glowing ball of plasma the mundane called the Sun.

Etienne was this region’s Kevin—Gaia’s appointed warden to keep the Fae and mundane in our usual truce. I landed here after Kevin stakes me in Pacific Beach and had to learn his way of keeping the peace. Now this woman shows up with a San Diego scent. Gaia must laugh at the timing. Or was this more bullshit? Baiting me? Probably. But even bullshit could get you staked.

Her heartbeat was different. Slower than the mundanes stumbling past her. Steadier. There was a quality to it I recognized—not vampire, not fae, but not wholly mundane. Interesting. She was walking alone, either a sign of confidence or of stupidity. In New Orleans at four in the morning, the line gets blurry. But she carried herself like someone who knew the difference, and didn’t care.

She paused outside a wrought-iron gate—one of the old plantation-era homes pushed up against the French Quarter—and I caught her scent on the wind. Not blood-sweet like the mundanes. Something richer. Complicated. I imagined what she’d taste like. Wondered if that heartbeat would quicken. Wondered if she’d taste the same darkness in me and decide to run or stay.

Then she glanced over her shoulder, directly at me, and smiled like she’d known I was there all along. I caught up with her and matched her pace as she walked up the sidewalk toward an old hotel just on the edge of the quarter. I glanced at her as I drew alongside, with my hands shoved into my pockets and returned her smile. She didn’t posses the usual fear I’d gotten from tourists, she was different. Maybe looking for trouble, or maybe one of Etienne’s narcs. She slowed as we arrived at her hotel and hitched her thumb.

“This is me,” she bit her lip. “I didn’t get your name.”

“I didn’t give it to you,” I said in a low whisper. “It’s Vlad.”

“That’s not a name one hears every day.” Her heartbeat sped up, and her pupils dilated as she met my stare. I looked away to break the spell. It was too easy to enthrall someone like her. I needed to keep this slow, follow Etienne’s fucking rules.

“It’s Russian.” I had no idea if that was true. I’d lived too long to care.

“Are you from Russia?” She smirked in a way that made my dick twitch.

“No. I was living in San Diego until a few years ago.”

“Really? I live there, I decided I needed a little adventure, and what’s more fun than the French Quarter?”

“Vegas,” I smirked. “Dry desert heat is better than this humid soup.”

She nodded, and I noticed her flesh was beaded with a light sheen of perspiration from the warm humidity. She grinned and nodded. “I wish I’d thought of that before coming here. But my room has AC, so…”

“Are you going to take pity on me and invite me up to cool down?”

“What if we heated up first?” She asked, then opened the door and held it for me.

I held the door open and waved her ahead of me. She blushed and strode into the lobby, and I followed, watching her hips sway as her ass shifted under her tight, black skirt.

“Top floor,” she said as she entered the elevator. I paused and waited. The rules were such bullshit, but I couldn’t follow unless… “Are you coming up?”

“Invite me. Use your words.” I said, lowering my voice to a growled whisper.

“Come up, Vlad.” She said on a huffed sigh after rolling her eyes. “You’re one of those guys, aren’t you?”

“Pardon?” I stepped inside the elevator cab and crowded her back against the wall.

“A dominant. Always wanting to use protocol and manners. Control?”

I shrugged. “That’s not a bad thing, is it?”

“No,” she said, glancing at the floor, then shifting her green eyes up to meet my dark irises. “No, it’s not.”

I weighed taking her in the elevator, but I couldn’t leave a body slumped in an elevator. That would earn me a stake, even if Etienne understood my thirst. I just held her gaze, feeling her mind loosen its hold, as she slid under my sway.

The door opened, and we stood there until I looked back over my shoulder at the open door. Free from my gaze, I felt her shake her head. “Oh, sorry. I’m 505.”

I stepped back into the hallway and held the elevator open, glancing at her silently. She glanced up at me, then her lips curled into a grin.

“I’d like you to join me.” She said. “Please.”

“Manners are like catnip,” I said, and waved her into the hallway, following her like a shadow to her room. I licked my lips and felt my fangs descend. “So, you like control?”

She pulled her key card from her bra and glanced over her shoulder. “It’s my catnip.” A cute smirk curled her lucious lips. She pushed the door open, and I followed her inside. She turned and watched me as I grabbed the sign off the handle and hung it outside.

“No housekeeping.” I stated, as the door click shut, and I dead bolted the door. Her eyes were wide, pupils darkening as she moved her hand to push the strap off her shoulder. “Stop.”

Dropping her hands to her sides, she pulled her wrists behind her grabbing one with the other. Her body shook, slight vibrations as her heart beat quickened.

I touched my cold fingers to her shoulder, watching her eyes as I pulled her strap off her shoulders. I peeled the straps of her dress off her shoulders, and tugged it past her breasts and it fell to her wait.

She shimmied her hips and dress fell around her ankles. She wasn’t wearing panties and kept her stilettos on. She met my eyes as she started to kneel. “My name is Rachael, but you can call me anything you want.” She knelt submissively with her thighs open, spine straight, and head bowed.

She’d been trained, or was well read. I could taste the sweet surrender of her submission as I walked around and faced her. I looked at her as I unbuckled my belt, and her tongue traced over red-stained lips. I released my stiffness, gripping my shaft in my cold fist as she glanced up at me and leaned toward me.

“Good girl. You know what to do, don’t you? You don’t need to be commanded.”

She nodded with her eyes locked on mine. Her tongue slipped out and lapped along my frenulum before she sucked my crown between her lips.
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	Subscribe to The Straight JACKL newsletter 




Find all JACKL heat at jacklpublishing.com
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OUR ETHEREAL LEGACY - CALIFORNIA


The Jackson Family is moving to San Diego, and what they find is more magical than expected. Alyssa and Jeremiah are pulled in to help clean up the aftermath of an out-of-control feeder and link up with the resident fae in the area, bringing their powers to benefit humans and fae alike.

Series includes:

	JACKL Inc. 

	Once Bitten 

	Twice Shy 




Our Ethereal Legacy—California

https://books.macklandry.com/oel-california


OUR ETHEREAL LEGACY


Our Ethereal Legacy contains all four novels about Jeremiah’s harem family and legacy in one volume and the correct series order. All of the individual books and expanded universe stories are available here:

Singles: https://books.macklandry.com/OEL

	Molding Minds 

	Awakening Angels 

	Dueling Demons 

	Familiar Fairytales 




Omnibus

https://books.macklandry.com/ourethereallegacy


HOME OFFICE HAREM
AGE GAP HAREM FANTASY ROMANCE


Dive into the complex world of Matt Lewis—a flawed workaholic wrestling with his demons and the intoxicating pull of taboo desire. Grasping at straws after his wife leaves him, he hires the tempting babysitter next door as his nanny while he figures out the next steps.

Home Office Harem

https://books.macklandry.com/home-office-harem


CASCADE MOUNTAIN HAREM
SECOND CHANCE HAREM ROMANCE


Kurt Darby's impromptu vacation in the Cascade Mountains takes him back to growing up nearby and some old friends from high school. The years have passed, but Kurt and Amy's connection as teenagers sparked a fire between the old flames. Kurt's challenges grow when Amy's friends join them to spend a wild weekend in Amy's mountain cabin resort.

Cascade Mountain Harem

books.macklandry.com/cascade-harem


THE CANDY MAN’S HAREM
A SUGARY SWEET MFF+ HAREM FANTASY ROMANCE


Dominic Butterworth inherited the Rocky Cove Candy Company after his grandfather's death. Dom has focused on preserving his grandfather's legacy and has started trying his secret recipes. Things shift when his co-workers start looking at him differently. Can love be mixed in without destroying what he's built?

The Candy Man’s Harem

books.macklandry.com/rocky-cove-candy
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Rules for all newcomers

or cufious mundancs)

+ Fae are immortal and do ot perish
* Venom € concenigled gt
& Pilchforks are manifost by féar
+ Light harmonze with (ove and peace
Dark embraces chaos and fear (see #3)
+ Sunlght s good for cieryone
loven vompires)

“ CALIFORNIA

We're glad you're here!

Weare a light side, fun group of fae who
wetcome all classes. You are not a vietim of
your legacy, Feeders welcomey just don' spark
the pitchforks. Hunger? We'e here to help—
reach out. We follow Gaia's golden path of
mandane-fae harmony where allmay erjoy her.
blessings as a magical comunity;and bring

the ight of Love to the mundane.
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spicy romance
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