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Love is at the root of everything.  Love or the lack of it.

Fred Rogers


Forward

This story falls between the events in ‘Dumb Luck’ and ‘Courting Crazy.’  I recommend you read Dumb Luck before you read this story.

In the second book of the Green Lord series, ‘Courting Crazy,’ Jack referred repeatedly to the events that happened at the first Thanksgiving celebration shortly after his big windfall.  After hearing from fans, I went back asked Jack to relate some of the details.  Jack was a little reticent to do so because, a Green Lord doesn’t kiss and tell.  However, Jack came back to me later and said that all the ladies were encouraging him to tell the tale.

So here is the tale of the first Thanksgiving Jack Jerome, the Green Lord, spent with Myra, Trina, Kristina, L’liana, Corrina, Charli, Daphne, Geri, Liesl, Solange, Sowie, and Megan.  Jack and his family build strong bonds and this celebration set the stage for the events that follow in Courting Crazy.

This is an adult fantasy for mature folks.  It is explicit. 

This story includes descriptions of genitalia, descriptions of sexual activities, panamorous relationships, harem relationships, romance, and many other things that might possibly offend someone in our judgemental society.  If you are offended by any of those things, then kindly close the book, tell Amazon you made a mistake, get your refund, and go forth to enjoy life elsewhere.  I wish you the best.

If you’re not dissuaded, then…


Retrospective

(November 2018)

I’ve had a great, long weekend. 

I got back from Hartford late Friday.  Trina went back to Sedona while I was gone.  I called her from Philadelphia, and so far she hadn’t run into anyone trying to blow her up again.  Regardless, I arrived in Phoenix with no one to greet me.  It was kind of funny considering how new it was having someone - actually multiple someones - in my life, but it left me a little sad nonetheless.  I took an Uber home from the airport to the condo.  I put everything away, did laundry, and packed for another week away.  Saturday morning I left to visit the Elves in Cherry. 

It was a nice visit.  We had long discussions about Elven history, Verdic history, both cultures, politics, and Elven technology.  I gained a greater respect for the Elves in general and had a great time.  We talked in general terms about unveiling some of their technology into the market in the not-so-distant future, but the Lady of the West and Lady of the East would both have to agree.  Neither L’ric nor O’ren thought it would be a problem if I could make a good case for it.  After a long day, I lay down in the guest room assigned to me, but it wasn’t long before L’liana arrived to keep me warm.  She made sure I felt very welcome.

Sunday, L’liana and I woke up to make love one more time before sharing a shower.  She lay naked in bed while I packed.  I put my bag in my vehicle while she walked down the hall to her room to put on some fresh clothes, carrying her dress from last night in her hand.  I ate a light breakfast of fruit, yogurt, and bread with the Elves, and L’Ric invited me to return as often as I like.  I agreed to arrange some more time to visit before the end of the year.  I said my goodbyes and mounted up to drive around the mountain to Cottonwood.

I pulled up to Kristina’s little condo about an hour later, and she ran out to greet me before I even walked around my CR-V.  She dropped her duffle bag and jumped into my arms to kiss me.  I hoisted her up, and she wrapped her legs around my waist.

“Miss me much?” I asked with a smirk.

She held her fingers up about a half-inch apart.  “Maybe just a little bit,” she giggled back.

I saw Annette, Kristina’s cousin, waving from the door.  I thought she was only staying temporarily, but maybe I misunderstood.  I waved back before shucking Kristina’s bag into the cargo hold and seating her in the passenger seat.  I drove down to the Old Town area and lucked into a parking slot in front of the Tavern hotel.  It was too early to check-in, and I didn’t expect them to have any rooms open yet since Saturday night is their heavy day.  I grabbed my computer bag, and we walked across the street to the Red Rooster for breakfast.  Kellianne and Johnny greeted us warmly, and we spent the morning eating, drinking coffee, and visiting.

About a quarter before eleven, I walked Kristina to work at the Burning Tree Cellars Tasting Room.  She invited me inside, and I parked my butt at a table.  I worked on my computer while she got the tasting room ready to open.  A colleague named Brian joined her at about half-past eleven.  Just before noon, Kristina gave me a kiss and opened the doors for business.  I sipped wine and ate snacks while I worked.  I heard some patrons talking about their Thanksgiving arrangements for the coming week, which gave me an idea.

I started checking AirBnB for Sedona rentals over Thanksgiving.  At first glance, there wasn’t anything suitable for what I had in mind, so I wrapped up the document update I was working on and shut my computer down. 

I collected a kiss from Kristina before I walked back to check into the hotel around three-thirty.  I played some guitar in the hotel room for about an hour.  I brought my Zager on this trip, and it played as sweetly as usual.  After that, I went for a run on the same path I used with Trina last week, showered, called Myra, called Trina, and texted Supreet while I waited for Kristina to get off work.  It was a little after six o’clock by the time I finished all that.  My desire to find a Thanksgiving crash pad in Sedona kept haunting me, so I decided to check VRBO - Vacation Rental By Owner - for a Thanksgiving crash pad.  I didn’t find anything that looked like it would accommodate everyone, so I tried FlipKey.com, HomeToGo.com, and even Expedia.  Nothing.

I gave up around 7:30 and walked to the Tavern to get a table for dinner.  Kristina joined me about eight after she closed up at seven.  We talked about our afternoons, and I told her about my failed search to find a place to host Thanksgiving with her, Myra, Trina, and the Ravens.  She thought it was a great idea.  After dinner, we went back to the hotel together and looked through the sites in reverse order. 

I was about to close the computer in favor of playing ‘slap and giggle’ when Kristina convinced me to try AirBnB again.  I did.  That’s when we found it.  It was a huge place in a cul-de-sac at the corner where Rodeo northbound makes a turn toward the east.  It offered a three-car garage for guests to use, six bedrooms, eight bathrooms, a sixteen-seat table, a huge kitchen with two ovens, a heated pool, a formal living room with tons of seating and a baby grand piano, an informal sitting room with a big screen, and theater room complete with an even bigger screen and a popcorn machine  - basically everything you might want to entertain a big group for a long weekend.  It was available Tuesday through Sunday.  I didn’t even look at the price, I just booked it for the entire time.  Once I had the confirmation, Kristina and I called Myra and Trina.  They were together at ten pm - as if that wasn’t pre-ordained.  They were glad to hear from us, but Myra wasn’t sure if they could get away.  She committed to doing what she could to make it happen, but she wouldn’t know for sure until Wednesday.

Kristina called Annette while I called Megan and L’liana.  Megan wasn’t certain they didn’t have a family thing, but she would get back with me.  L’liana said she would be there.  Annette had a family commitment already, and she was afraid she was in trouble for having not invited Kristina already.  We hung up from our calls, shrugged, and drank a glass of wine while we cuddled in an oversized chair.

Kristina stayed with me Sunday night, but she insisted that we not go beyond kisses and cuddles.  She’s adamant about her ‘wine and roses’ date before she goes all the way.  Despite wanting to make love to her, I consoled myself with a quiet thought that I’ve had more sex in the last week-and-a-half than I have for the last two years.  I also committed to arranging the ‘wine and roses’ date sooner rather than later.

Kristina had Monday off, so the next morning we went to Crema for breakfast and started planning what dishes we would have for Thanksgiving and what I would need to buy.  By my estimation we would have at most sixteen people, so the huge table in the house would be big enough.  I looked at her for a moment.

I said, “We should go to Costco.”

She shrugs, “The nearest one is Prescott.  However, my refrigerator is mostly empty, so we could fill it up and then cart it all up to Sedona tomorrow.  I might be able to store some stuff at work if we need to.  I’ll clear it with the boss.”

I nodded.  “Let’s do it.”  So we packed up, drove over the mountain, and plundered Costco - two twenty-pound turkeys, a big spiral-cut ham, aluminum roasting pans, sweet potato casserole, green bean casserole, veggie tray, potatoes, celery, milk, chicken stock, pies, artisan bread, eggs, sausage, bacon, gravy, cranberry sauce, snack cheeses, olive oil, butter, bread crumbs for dressing, and bags of mixed broccoli, cauliflower, and carrots. 

We got it all crammed in the back of my CR-V, gassed up, and headed back over the mountain to Kristina’s place.  We ended up putting about half of our loot in the walk-in at Burning Tree, but we managed to get it all refrigerated.  We took Annette out to dinner with us at Far Side Bistro for Persian food that evening, and then Kristina joined me at the hotel again.

Despite the ‘wine and roses’ declaration, we did graduate to manual and oral pleasures to give us each a release, or three in Kristina’s case, before we went to sleep.  I woke up in the morning feeling very possessive of my tiny Dwarven woman.

We broke our fast at Crema again before I checked out of the hotel.  I moved my vehicle behind the Burning Tree, so we could load everything when departure time came around.  I again camped at a table while Kristina got the place ready to open.  I checked emails and had a couple of conversations with my staff.  I got a note from Don that he had his staff lined up to support the kick-off next week.  I wrote him back to wish him a happy Thanksgiving.  I decided to send a note to each of my people too.  I wrapped that up and signed off about fifteen minutes before the tasting room opened.  I closed my computer and switched to my guitar.  I played quietly for about an hour past opening time before I packed my toys back into the SUV.  Kristina helped me empty the fridge, and she called Annette to ensure she was prepped for my arrival. 

Kristina murmured, “She has a habit of running around the house nearly naked.  I don’t want her to steal my man.”

“No chance, my love,” I assured her.  I collected a kiss and drove to Kristina’s condo. 

Annette greeted me at the door in a pair of extremely short athletic shorts and a crop top.  She smelled like sex, so I’m guessing she had a nice wake-up.  She flirted a little bit, but she wasn’t over the top.  We quickly got everything loaded, and I was giving her a goodbye hug when I got a text from the Sedona property owner that she was ready for me.  Annette kissed my cheek, and I jumped into the CR-V before texting back, ‘In Cottonwood.  On my way!’  I took off, but I noticed Annette stood on the sidewalk watching me drive away until I left her line of sight.

Thirty minutes later I pulled into 991 Rodeo Road in Sedona.  The property owner, Nancy, was a reasonably attractive brunette matron.  She met me in the driveway wearing an ankle-length cashmere dress over cowgirl boots with a chocolate brown duster.

Nancy handed me the keys and gave me a tour of the property.  She pointed out the ‘don’t go in there’ areas - two bedrooms and a bathroom.  There was police tape across the doors attached with green ‘frog tape,’ so there was no reason to expect someone to make a mistake.  That still left the six bedrooms and seven bathrooms. 

Nancy did proposition me when she showed me the huge master suite.  I told her, “I’m flattered, and a week ago I would have taken you up on your offer.  However, I just left my girlfriend’s house in Cottonwood, and she’s going to be joining me once she gets off work.”

Nancy said, “I’ll never tell.”  She gave me puppy dog eyes.

I said, “Sorry, Nancy.  No.  I wouldn’t turn down help dragging all these groceries inside, though.”

She frowned at me.  “Nope.  You’re not willing to help me with my needs, so you’re on your own, big fella.”  She walked to the door, and I escorted her out.

“That’s fair,” I agree.  “Happy Thanksgiving, Nancy.”

“You too, Jack.  Do you have a big group coming in?” she asked as an afterthought.

I nodded as I lifted the tailgate of my SUV and grabbed cartons of groceries.  “Yeah, that sixteen-seat table will just fit us - fourteen total with a couple ‘maybes.’  I have a lot of pre-cooked stuff, but the turkeys, dressing, and some of the vegetables will require forethought and prep.  Plus, I need to figure out what you have for dishes, cookware, and utensils to see if I need to get anything.”

She replied, “There are twenty-four place settings of dishes, but they don’t all match.  There are serving dishes and gravy boats, etcetera in there, too.”  She smiles despite her disappointment at not getting laid.  “Well, have a good time, Jack.”

“Thanks, Nancy.  You too,” I told her as I got busy.  She crawled into her Lexus and drove away.

I hauled all the groceries inside.  The refrigerator was huge, plus there was a second in the pool house.  I managed to get everything in a fridge.  I’ve got two twenty pound turkeys and a ten-pound ham, so it wasn’t a given.  I’m going to immerse the turkeys in one of the guest bathtubs later in the evening to thaw.  An inventory of the kitchen left me with the impression that we were good for everything I needed to serve and prep. 

I pulled up the recipe that I wanted to use for the dressing and decided I needed to make another grocery store run.  I pulled a list together and headed to the local Safeway.   I returned early enough to allow me to do a HIIT workout routine and shower.  Once I felt clean, I put a couple of steaks in a skillet to grill, chopped up some mushrooms and onions, and sautéed some frozen spinach I picked up at the store today. 

* * *

The doorbell rings earlier than I expected - right after I put two steaks on about 7:45.  I go to the door to find a familiar gorgeous blond standing in the doorway with a duffle bag, wearing only a duster, ankle boots, and a smile. 


A little pause before Party

I pull Trina into the house and kiss her passionately as I kick the door closed.  She drops her bag and duster on the floor to press her naked body against me.  I let my hands roam her lean, athletic curves.

I release her mouth and tell her, “It’s great to see you, Trina.  I missed you.”

“I missed you too, Master.  Although, I must admit I enjoyed catching up with Myra,” Trina responds.

“I bet,” I say with a chuckle.  “I love the outfit, but I’m in the middle of making dinner.  You might want to put something on while I’m cooking.  Your choice, Pet.  I need to get a steak on for you.  I was only planning for Krissie and me tonight.”

Trina bends down and pulls a familiar blue flannel shirt out of her duffle bag.  “I’ll pull on my favorite robe and join you in the kitchen.”  She slides her arms into the shirt as she continues, “It will be good to see Krissie again.  I stayed overnight with her and Annette on Wednesday.  We had a great time.”

I laugh, remembering the real estate office.  “I bet.”

Trina slaps my shoulder.  “It wasn’t just that; although, we did have some of that kind of fun, too.  We went out for appetizers and wine and killed two more bottles at the condo.  Annette’s still working to get over Rotten Ronnie, so she was a little melancholy from time to time.  We just had a great time visiting, getting to know each other, and cheering her up.”

I respond, “Uh-huh.”

Trina shrugs and buries her face in my neck.  “We might have ended up naked on the couch for a couple of hours.”

“Did you have a good time?” I ask. 

She nods into my neck.  “I did.  I might be turning into a slut.”

“I’ll take you however you are, Trina,” I tell her.

She lifts her head and looks at me brightly.  “I know, Master.  I revel in how much you love me and how you accept me in all my strangeness.” 

I chuckle.  “Trina, we’re all strange, one way or another.  And yes, I love you completely.”

She kisses me lightly.  “Do you have any wine?”

“Three cases of Kim Crawford Sauvignon Blanc and three of Casillero Del Diablo Red blend,” I answer.  “Also, two cases of Stella Artois.  What would you prefer, my love?”

“Kim Crawford, please.”

I release her and pull out a bottle and another steak from the refrigerator.  Trina says, “I can serve myself if you point me to the glasses.” 

“Here you go,” I answer as I pull a glass out.  “I appreciate it.  I need to get your steak going.”

She says as she opens the wine, “I’ll eat it rare, Jack.  Just brown it and get the chill out of it.”

“Will do, Love.  Krissie should be here shortly.  She didn’t have to close, but she texted me that they were swamped.  She ended up working a couple of extra hours,” I explain.

Trina sets the table while I pull out a small cast iron skillet and get her steak going before I stir the sautée pans.  Once we each finish our tasks, Trina cuddles up close with an arm around my waist.  I hold her next to me as I stir up the sautée pans.  The first two steaks are off the fire with a lid on the skillet, and I am flipping Trina’s when the doorbell rings around 8:30.

Trina says, “I’ll get it.”  She releases me and pulls her pistol from her clutch.  Shortly thereafter, I hear the door open followed quickly by squeals of joy.  I kill the fire on the stove and walk out to join the ladies.

Kristina laughs, “You didn’t tell me Trina would be here!”

“I didn’t know,” I chuckle.  “She just showed up about forty-five minutes ago.” 

I pick Kristina up and kiss her.  “I’m glad you’re here, love.  Food is ready.  Let’s eat and talk about your day.”

The ladies take their seats and pour wine while I plate dinner.  We tuck into dinner, and each of us shares our day.  We slowly devolve into talking about the Verdic Holdings companies.

Kristina wants to get soil samples from around the property to ensure the soil will work well for vines.  She’s convinced the hillside soil will be great for grapes but wants to be sure we don’t need to condition it first.  She says that depending on the test results, she may pick different grapes.  She already has a few varieties in mind, and she has some alternates picked out.  Kristina makes a point that we need to salvage the topsoil from the east hill to augment the terraces on the west hill, so we add that to the work plan.

Trina relates that she has been talking to Corrina about Verdant Security Services.  Initially, Trina plans to keep operations limited to the close protection of the immediate family.  She thinks that as we establish ourselves - get organized, hire staff, establish working relationships with contractors as needed, etcetera - we will be able to take on work for the courts and private businesses.  She thinks we should stay away from hostage rescue since it’s a very specialized field, but she is convinced that we could make a modest profit with close protection, as some people will view it as a status symbol. 

We discuss the pros and cons of expanding outside of protecting our own.   Trina agrees that we shouldn’t get too big, because it might distract from the primary mission.  Kristina says that she can’t really see a reason for us to grow that business as we will need to hire more normal people - ‘norms’ as she refers to them.  She also points out that the Shifter community tends to work the security market pretty thoroughly, and the Goblins play in that space in their markets, too.  At the end of the discussion, we agree to eschew the larger business scope in favor of focusing on the safety of our people, both family and employees.

After we finish our meals and discussions, the ladies disappear leaving me to clean the kitchen on my own.  I hear giggles and moans from the living room as I clean.  Once I’m done, I take a glass each of water and wine to the living room in time to witness their final climaxes.

They pull me down to sit in between them, and we share my two glasses and cuddle.  Kristina slowly gets dressed afterward to go home around 10:00 pm before we get too aroused to stop.  She gives us each a passionate goodbye kiss before she leaves.  She has to work tomorrow, and she plans to have breakfast with Annette and her parents early before joining us here for Thanksgiving day.  Unfortunately, she has to work on Friday, too - Black Friday is expected to be a busy day at the tasting room.

After Kristina’s truck pulls out of the driveway, I turn to the blond goddess under my arm.  “Whatever should we do with ourselves?” I ask with a smirk.

Trina responds by grabbing my wrist and dragging me inside.  We keep our wits long enough to lock the door, but she attacks my mouth immediately after.  Trina releases my mouth and steps back, letting the loose flannel shirt slide down her arms before she tosses it in the general direction of the hall tree.  She strikes a pose with her arm out wide to the side and one knee bent in front of the other.

Trina has long sinewy muscles accented by beautiful feminine curves and flowing golden blond hair - it’s easy to get lost in her.  I drink in the sight of her as I slowly stalk towards her.  I cup her face and kiss her gently but passionately.  She moans into my mouth as I press her against the door.  I eventually leave her gasping against the door as I kiss my way down Trina’s strong, svelte body - pausing to liberally kiss, lick, and suckle her breasts.  I kiss down one of the cuts in her abdomen to her naked mons.  I switch to the other cut and repeat my treatment, and Trina’s fingers run through my hair.  I kiss from her left knee up to the crease next to her labia before I switch to her right side and repeat the maneuver before I finally kiss her labia.

Trina moans as I gently suckle her trim outer lips.  She murmurs, “I’ve missed you, Jack.”  Her fingers thread into my hair.  I suckle her petals as her breathing gets more active.  I slide my tongue into her opening to taste her ambrosia before licking up to her clitoris.  I focus there, licking and sucking until Trina releases a little whine and her body clenches lightly.

I look up her torso into her hooded, lust-filled eyes.  She moans, “Jack, I need you inside me!  Please fuck me, Jack!  Pleeeeeez!”

How can I resist such an impassioned plea?

After fucking against the door, on the entryway floor, and the hallway where we slide down the wall into our shared bliss, I pick her up and carry her to the king-sized bed in the master bedroom where we pass out wrapped up in each other.

Wednesday morning Trina and I police up the discarded clothing from the rest of the house before starting our day.  I put the turkeys in a bathtub of cold water to thaw before we make eggs and toast for breakfast.  We cuddle on the couch and drink coffee for about an hour before changing into workout togs.  We start our exercise session with an 18-minute workout using rocks from the backyard as our weights.   After that, I show Trina some animal motions exercises for mobility, and we play with those for about a half-hour - what I call ‘monkeying around.’  After a quick water break, we do combat training - both open-hand and with eight-inch sticks to replicate knives for about another hour.  Trina is strong and skilled, she pushes me as hard as I’ve ever been pushed.

At that point, we hydrate and grab a couple of water bottles before heading out on a hike on the Andante trail.  After an hour on the trail, we do about thirty minutes of yoga to cool down, hydrate, and eat some lunch.  After lunch, Trina dons a micro bikini, I pull on a brief pair of trunks, and we retire to the poolside.  Due to the cool weather, we spend more time in the hot tub rather than on the deck chairs.  We periodically dip into the heated pool, but the hot tub keeps our attention pretty well.  After about an hour, we retire to the house, shower, and lay down for a nap.

It doesn’t take us long to graduate from ‘napping’ to kissing.  She’s so damned sexy that I can’t help myself.  That slowly ramps up to me sliding between her thighs, and we make love gently before we finally drop off for that nap.

We wake up and get dressed to go out - nothing fancy, just jeans and sweaters.  Trina has an electric blue silk boatneck style tunic sweater with a thin golden chain draped around her waist, grey jeans, and her grey ankle boots.  I’m in black jeans, a quarter-zip burgundy sweater with a black t-shirt underneath, and my black ropers.  Before we leave, I plant fresh marks on the left side of Trina’s neck, and she wears her hair over her right shoulder to highlight them.  Trina puts both of our pistols in her special clutch just before the Lyft arrives.  I help her into her jacket, and we ride to Dahl and Di Luca.

We arrive in time to hear a drunk guy in shorts and flip flops complaining loudly about the dress code.  I think, ‘Just go sit on the patio, boor!’  Eventually, another hostess waves us back.  The dickhead grabs my arm as we pass, so I wrap him up in a come-along hold and stare him down as I give his wrist a little love.

Dickhead quickly says, “The patio will be fine.”  Trina slides past me, and I release dickhead’s arm and back away to follow our hostess.  She seats us near a window, and we soon have a bottle of Brancott Sauvignon Blanc, insalate caprese, and meatballs with a porcini cream sauce.   We share stories about our childhoods - talking around the whole growing up in a Sidhe sith.  She shares a couple of stories about her time at Kearney State that she hadn’t already shared with me.  I talked about some of the interesting places I got to visit in my army and counter-terrorist days.  We split a kale salad before the main course arrives.  For main dishes, Trina has the garganelle fra diavolo, and I have the calamari capesante.  We skipped dessert in favor of Averna, an ‘amaro Siciliano’ as a digestive, and decaf double espressos.  I pay the bill while Trina summons an Uber - it was closer than the Lyft.

When we get back to the house, I sit down on the couch with a pad and pencil to lay out the plan for tomorrow morning.  Trina brings us each another glass of wine and cuddles up next to me for a minute before going to sit at the piano.  She plays a couple of jazzy numbers that make great background noise while I work.

After a couple of songs, Trina saunters over to stand in front of me and pours the remaining two-thirds of her glass down her throat.  She leans over me to put her empty glass next to my full one.  She murmurs, “I need dessert, Master.”  She kisses my mouth before sliding to the floor and crawling between my legs.  I set my pad to the side to watch her, but I try to concentrate on my list as she unzips me and pulls my slowly lengthening shaft into her sweet mouth.  As I firm up, Trina takes matters in hand while licking and sucking the head.  At that point, I decide my plan is good enough and dismiss it for the night.  I sip my wine as I watch Trina work on me.  Her eyes shine with joy as she practices her fellatio skills.  I’m at full length by this point, and Trina starts fucking me with her hot, wet mouth.  She makes guttural grunts each time the head of my cock touches the entrance to her throat.

Trina takes a breath while stroking my hard wet cock with her hand.  It feels great, but I really want back into one of her moist holes.  Trina grins at me like she’s reading my mind.  She sucks me into her mouth and resumes sucking me off.   I’m starting to get a little tingle when she gets serious.  Trina locks her eyes with mine and adjusts her position as she starts pushing me into her throat.  She keeps bobbing and pushing until her lips are wrapped around the base of my cock.  I run my fingers through her hair as she bobs back and forth, driving me repeatedly into her throat.  She works her tongue along the bottom of my shaft and grunts each time she thrusts down onto me.  Each time she bottoms out she pauses and swallows my thick meat twice before resuming.  I set my wine glass aside and start to guide her onto my cock at a rhythm that works for me. 

Trina’s eyes are fogged in lust, lids at half-mast as I thrust my cock into her throat repeatedly.  She’s not actively doing anything but licking the underside of my cock and swallowing when I reach full depth.  I can feel the tingling pressure building.

I tell her, “Get ready for dessert, Pet.”  Trina blinks once, and I unload down her throat.

Trina switches back from passive participation to active - eagerly swallowing my cum, milking me of every last drop with her throat. 

I try to order my thoughts as the gorgeous Sidhe works with her lips and hands to milk my sensitive organ religiously to harvest every last drop with a satisfied smile shining from her eyes.

“That was a delicious dessert, Jack.”  She is quite pleased with herself, and I can’t help but smile with her.  She asks, “Do you think there’s any more dessert where that came from?”  She bites her lip to punctuate her desire.

I look at her seriously for a moment.  Without taking my eyes off her, I reach for my glass.  I raise it to my lips and drain it.  I set it aside and slowly run my fingers through her hair before grasping a handful of the silky locks.

Trina whimpers as I pull her by her hair into a deep kiss.   She pants as I release her mouth.  I tell her.  “If you’re not completely naked, kneeling at the foot of the bed when I arrive in the bedroom, I will spank that gorgeous ass of yours, my little fairy slut.”

Trina moans, “Oh yes, Master.” 

I release her tresses and tell her, “Go!  I’m right behind you!”

Trina dashes from the living room down the hall to the master bedroom.  I chuckle evilly as I get up from the sofa, turn off the lights, and slowly make my way to the bedroom.

I walk into the bedroom to find Trina naked, in the requested position.  Her eyes are on the floor in front of her, and her hands are resting on her quadriceps.  Her golden hair is gathered over her right shoulder, and the marks on the left side of her neck proclaim my ownership.

I walk over to the chair holding her clothes and pick up the golden chain she wore around her waist.  I fold it in half as I tell her, “Raise your wrists to me, Trina.”

She looks at me with her piercing blue eyes and presses her palms together in front of her face.  I loop the chain around her wrists, looping the tails through the bight and tie it off after one loop with each tail. 

“Stand-up, Trina.”  She does.   I continue, “This isn’t ideal, but I didn’t think to get any rope.  It should loosen easily when it’s time to remove it, but safeword if it starts digging in too much.  Clear, Pet?”

She smiles at me.  “Of course, Jack...er...I mean Master.”

I tie the remainder of the chain around the bedpost at the foot of the bed.  I walk her hips back until she is bent over.  She holds onto the bedpost with her hands to ensure there’s not too much pressure on the links.  I leave her there as I deliberately shuck my clothing.

I bend over behind Trina’s firm, round ass to kiss my way from the base of her neck to her tailbone while my semi-rigid cock teases her.  I kneel as I reach the end of her spine.  Giving each of her delicious ass cheeks a squeeze, I lick her from her clitoris, along her inner labia, over her entrance, up her taint, and then her tight pink rosebud.  I repeat that over and over until her rapid breathing is broken by a moan.  I moisten my index finger in her juices and start fucking her entrance with my tongue while gently rubbing her clit with my moist finger. 

Trina arches her back and starts to whimper just before I swap my mouth and my finger - licking and sucking her swollen clit while finger-fucking her pussy until she groans and starts to shake in orgasm.  Little Jack is now standing at full attention, so I stand and push my way into her hungry pussy.  It takes a couple of short thrusts to get enough moisture on my cock to push through her gently spasming sheath to hilt in her.

I bend over and kiss Trina's spine again as I start a slow steady rhythm of long strokes.  She gasps with each thrust.  “Oh, Jack.  So good.  I never imagined it could be like this with a man, but you make me feel complete.  Use me, Master.  I’m your chief concubine.  Please have your way with me.”

“I plan to, my beautiful fairy slut,” I answer.

She gasps at the demeaning name and grinds her hips back into me.  “I am.  I’m a fairy slut.  Just for you, Lord.  You are my beloved master.”

I slowly pick up the pace, and Trina drives back to meet each of my thrusts.  I reach around to give her clitoris a gentle squeeze.  She starts to moan, “Nnnnnnnnnnn” until she gasps and clenches around me with a strong orgasm.  I push her abdomen up, and I feel my cock rub the front of her pussy - hitting her G-spot repeatedly before pushing at her cervix.  Her orgasm spirals higher as she screams her release.  I continue to fuck Trina through two more orgasms, or maybe escalations of the same one, before her legs collapse.  I slowly lower her to the carpet.

I chuckle.  “I would have finished with you if you hadn’t already had my first load, darling.”

She moans in response “A’salright.  Was wonnerful.”  She is hanging from the bedpost, kneeling on the ground.  I kneel behind her, and my cock head teases her rosebud.

Trina gasps, “Oh!  Yes, Master!  Bugger me good!”  I push the head of my hard cock into the little pink rosebud.  I’m pretty well lubricated, so I hope it goes easy on her.

“You’re such a good girl,” I tell her.  “I’m gonna fuck your pretty little ass, Trina.  I will bugger you good.” 

The muscle of her sphincter fights me hard.  “Squeeze me and push back, love.”  She does as requested, and eventually, my head pops through.  I end up sawing in and out of her, scooting a little deeper into her tight hole with each thrust. 

Trina moans continuously.  I finally hilt myself in her and take up a slow pace, driving into her bowel with my rock hard rod.  I’m not going to last long.  I feel her start to spasm and think, ‘What?  I can’t believe she’s just cumming off my cock in her ass!’  Regardless, I keep pummeling her sexy tight ass as she trembles with orgasm, pushing back to meet each thrust as she squeals in pleasure.

Finally, I’m there too.  I pull out quickly and stand as my cock erupts.  I shoot my seed onto her back and into her hair as she shakes, hanging from the bedpost.  My eruptions slowly diminish until I’m there with my slowly softening cock in my hand.  I step around to Trina’s front and kiss her slack mouth.  While we kiss, I reach around and rub my semen into the flesh of her back and into her hair.  I growl, “Mine!”

Trina moans, “Yes, Jack.  Yours!”

I unwrap the chain, pick her up, and deposit her on the bed.  I walk out to the kitchen for a couple glasses of water, which I set on the nightstands upon returning to the bedroom.  Trina doesn’t stir.

I go pee before returning to bed, setting the alarm on my phone, and wrapping Trina in my arms before I drift off to dreamland.


Thanksgiving Day

My alarm wakes me at 5:30 in the morning.  I turn it off and kiss Trina before I gently slide out from under her.  She murmurs my name quietly as I pull on shorts and a t-shirt.  I lean over her and kiss her cheek again.  “Sleep my beloved, fairy slut.  I love you.  Sweet dreams.”  She smiles gently as she burrows into my pillow.

I take a quick detour to pee before I pull the plug on the bathtub that is defrosting the turkeys.  I find a dark bath towel and use it to carry each dripping carcass to the kitchen.  I turn on the ovens before I start to prep the huge birds - pulling out the giblets, coating them with olive oil, and seasoning them.  I finish by putting each into an oven bag and placing them in aluminum roasting pans.  I calculate the cooking time based on their weight and pop them in the ovens.  I set a timer for an hour before they should be finished.  The bags have a little sensor in them that generally works pretty well to pop when the turkey is done, but I’ve never used them on birds this size.  It will be a bit of a science experiment.

I feel pretty good despite the early hour.  I sneak into the bedroom and put on swim trunks before heading out to swim some laps.  It’s a fifteen-yard pool, so I figure I can skip counting laps and just go for 30 minutes.   By the time I’m done, I definitely feel I’ve gotten a workout.  I’ve found that I tend to swim faster in a shorter pool - at least that’s what I tell myself.

Either way, I launch out of the pool and into the hot tub for a stretch and cool-down.  About ten minutes later, I grab my phone and towel on the way back to the house.  I check on the turkeys before heading for the shower.  I arrive to find Trina in the large shower rinsing her hair.

“Mind if I join you?” I ask as I peel my trunks off.

“Of course, Jack.  How many laps did you do?” She asks.

“No idea,” I respond with a grimace.  “I just did a timed swim for 30 minutes.  I definitely burned some calories.”

Trina chuckles, “I imagine.  It looked like you were moving pretty quickly.  I thought about joining you, but somebody massaged spunk in my hair last night.  I thought I should get it clean.”

“The cad!” I exclaim.  “Tell me the name of the mongrel, and I’ll hunt him down like the dog he is!”

Trina laughs.  “Actually, I expect my hair will be very soft.  I hope you massaged it into my split ends.”

I shrug.  “I hadn’t noticed any, love.”  I give her kiss.  “Hmmmm.  Good morning, Trina.”

“Hmmmm,” she responds.  “Good morning, Jack.  I’m done, so I’ll go make breakfast.”  She gives me a quick peck and walks out of the shower.

Once she’s gone from view, I remember what I’m supposed to be doing.  I shave in the shower before I wash my body and hair.

I dry and dress in jeans, a black watch pattern flannel shirt, and a pair of kung fu shoes.

When I arrive in the kitchen, I discover that Trina made soft-boiled eggs and toast for breakfast.  We add some Boursin cheese to the toast and coffee from a French press we found on the shelf.  We enjoy a leisurely breakfast and coffee.  I rescue my pad and pencil from the living room, as well as our wine glasses.

Kristina arrives at about 10:15.  I meet her at the door and pull her into a hug and a kiss before stepping back to take a look at her.

She’s wearing a sleeveless, knee-length dress with an ‘A-Line’ flounce and matching orange flats.  She has whipped her normal hairstyle into submission with a brush, making her look less wild and more domestic.  The dress is a white fabric with autumn leaves for the print, which highlights her lean arms, lean neck, and sculpted calves.  She looks more beautiful than usual, and she always looks beautiful.

“Hello gorgeous,” I tell her as drink the sight of her in.

“Hardly,” she replies.  “You’ve got a real beauty in the house, and I know there are a bunch more coming.”

I cup the side of her face gently, “That doesn’t detract from your beauty, Krissie.  You are beautiful.  I am going to ensure you know it.”

“Me too,” Trina adds as she walks up to capture a passionate kiss from Krissie.

Trina looks over Krissie’s ensemble.  She says, “Very nice, Krissie.  I would normally go for more tramp, but this looks beautiful.  Let me make you a cup of coffee, sweetie.”

Trina winks at me as she leads Krissie to the dinette we used for breakfast.

After another leisurely pot of coffee, we start getting busy.  Krissie takes charge of hostess duties while I ensconce myself in the kitchen, and just peek in periodically to ensure they don’t need my help for anything. 

Trina and Krissie give the floors a quick sweep and vacuum before they get busy in the dining room.  Krissie retrieves a box of decorations from her truck before starting on setting the dining table.  She finds a white linen table cloth, and she finishes it with a centerpiece of small pumpkins, a variety of colored leaves, and dried grasses - she made it herself.  Once she’s satisfied with the base, she and Trina start setting the table for fourteen.  Once the ladies are done with that, Krissie pulls a harvest-themed table runner along the top of the sideboard.  Trina stocks the little fridge in the butler’s pantry with wine and beer.

About 12:00, I’m rotating the side dishes into the oven to heat as the turkeys rest.  That’s when the doorbell rings.

I hear the door open as I close the oven and set the timer.  I walk out in time to see Trina releasing Myra and Megan at the door.  She introduces Krissie to Megan and points out that Krissie is the lady of the house.  Myra wraps her in a warm hug and kisses her lips with just a hint of lust.  She releases Krissie and launches toward me as Megan takes up the duty of loving on Krissie.

Myra wraps her arms around me and kisses me with a heat that’s been building for well over a week.  I give as good as I get, and when I reach down to squeeze my wife’s ass, she crawls up to wrap her legs around my waist.

When the kiss breaks, Myra pants at me.  “Damn, I’ve missed you, darling husband.”

“I’ve missed you too, my beloved wife.”  I’m sure my joy is shining from my eyes.  “I’m going to show you how much I’ve missed you after dinner, so don’t eat too heavily.”

“Good plan, beloved,” she says as she slides down my body.

Myra reaches an arm for Megan, who releases Trina and slides our way.  Myra says, “I’d like to introduce you to my younger sister, Megan.”

I cock an eyebrow at Megan, and she actually giggles!  Megan says, “Hello, Jack.  We might have been comparing notes.  I’ve been bugging her to let me borrow her husband for a tumble.”  I hug the beautiful young lawyer to me and give her a wet kiss.

I hear Krissie gasp out a laugh.  She chortles, “Jack, you’re going to end up fucking all of them this weekend!” 

The Ravens sound off with a chorus of affirmative responses before Myra says, “I hope you got your turn last night, Krissie.  I haven’t seen my husband in over a week, and mama needs some loving.  And you’re right, all the girls are looking forward to some quality time with our man, too.”

Kristina says, “I’m not going all the way until he takes me out on a date.  I expect the full wine and roses experience.”

Megan whispers in my ear.  “I might have something to help with that.  We’ll talk later.”

I nod my head and squeeze her before releasing her.  I see Corrina standing in the doorway, and I get to her before Trina does. 

I wrap Corrina in a tight embrace and kiss her.  I release her hungry mouth and look into her startled eyes.  “How is my treasure, Captain?”

Corrina smiles shyly, “Me, lord?  I’m well.  I’ve been dreaming of our time together.” 

I quickly kiss her again.  “I treasured our time together too, C’rina.  I look forward to making more memories with you.”

Corrina whispers in my ear.  “I want you to bite me.  Princess Myra told me that would break the geas.  The queen could still put another on me, but it will be harder.  Plus there will be no legal issues if you remove it.”

I nod slowly and pull her close to whisper in her ear.  “As you wish, beloved.”  I relax my hold on her and continue at normal volume, “You can put your SUVs in the garage.  Trina’s is in the closest bay, and I think Krissie parked outside that one.” 

Corrina nods, “Thank you, Lord.  Let me take care of that, so I can get my ladies off duty.  They need it.”

Trina kisses Corrina’s cheek.  She tells the captain, “I’ll go open the garage doors for you, Corrina.”  I reluctantly release the powerful, enigmatic beauty from my embrace. 

Corrina nods and brushes another kiss across my lips before she steps outside to address Daphne and Sowie.

Myra wraps her arms around my neck and asks, “Do we have time for a conjugal visit before dinner, husband?”  She looks at me imploringly.

I smack her lovely ass as I chuckle, “Enough with the puppy-dog eyes, Myra.  I want you as badly as you want me, but I’m the cook.  Thankfully, I went lazy and bought a bunch of ‘heat-and-eat’ sides, but I need to go finish food preparation, beloved.  We’ll eat at one o’clock, and I will be making love to my dear, sweet wife shortly thereafter.”

Her expression turns serious.  “I’ve missed you so much, Jack.  It may have been rash to marry so quickly, but I just can’t convince myself to regret it.”

I tell her, “The only thing I regret is that you’re not by my side every day, Myra.”  I give her a gentle, relatively chaste kiss.  “Feel free to come with me to the kitchen, my love.”

She smiles and nods, so I take her hand and turn towards the kitchen.  I say to Kristina and Trina, “Please tell the rest of the ladies that I’m in the kitchen and looking forward to kissing each of them as soon as their captain releases them.”

I lay out serving dishes and platters.  I pull the veggie tray out, and Myra takes it to the dining room.  I pull out the vegetable casserole and sprinkle the cheese and french-fried onions on top before returning it to the oven.  I have a little browned sausage and a lot of pork fat sitting in a large skillet left from making the sausage dressing.  I put the skillet back on to heat for the gravy and then place one of the turkeys on a large platter.  I retrieve the giblets from both turkeys and cut them up.  They go into a four-quart stock pan with the turkey drippings on medium heat. 

I have Myra chop up a bunch of mushrooms while I mash the potatoes.   Daphne joins us wearing the leather blazer, silk camisole, leather kilt, and boots of her uniform with a shoulder holster.  She helps Myra after collecting a kiss from each of us.  Liesl, Geri, Charli, Solange, and Sowie rotate through for kisses as we work.  The mushrooms go in with the sausage, and Daphne turns up the heat and stirs the mushrooms as they sautée in the sausage fat.  Corrina brings in the Latina with the big eyes.

“Jack, this is Marisol, the last of my squad,” Corrina says as I add salt, pepper, butter, and chicken stock to the potatoes and whip them into a froth. 

“Hello, Marisol.  It’s a pleasure to meet you.  Welcome to the family Thanksgiving celebration!”

She responds with a shy smile, “Thank you, Lord.”  She pauses and bites her pouty lower lip.  “Is it true that you’re taking all the Ravens as lovers, Lord?”

I stop working for a moment and lock eyes with Marisol.  “Only if they want to, Marisol.  You don’t know me at all.  You’re beautiful, and my beloved Trina, Corrina, and Myra all recommend you highly.  I think we will probably connect well, but I’m not about forcing anyone, sweetie.”

Marisol gives me a smoldering look.  “What if I really, really want to be your lover, Lord?  Would that be okay?”

I set my whisk down and open my arms.  Marisol slides in to embrace me with her face turned up towards me.  Her eyes close as I lean down to kiss her.  The kiss starts gently, but Marisol rapidly releases all her repressed passion to let me know just exactly how much she wants to be my lover.

I release her lips and cup her face.  “Are we good, Marisol?”

She grins at me.  “If you are to be my lover, call me Mari, Lord.”

“Yes, Mari,” I chuckle.  “Let me get back to work, sweetie.”

She literally skips out of the kitchen, stopping for a moment at the door to blow a kiss at me before disappearing.

I whip the potatoes again.  While I work, I ask Corrina, “Didn’t you have one more, C’rina?  A problem child?”

She replies, “Selene.  I fired her and sent her back to Missouri.  Otherwise, I would have had to leave Marisol with her in Sedona.  Plus, I would have probably had to bring a couple of Shadows along.  I impressed Trina to take Selene’s place, and then sent her as an ‘advance party.’  It met the objectives of bringing Marisol along and getting Trina into your bed early.”  She gives me a big smile.  I return it as I continue my work.

I declare the potatoes done, and Myra starts putting those into serving bowls while I start pulling out the heat-and-eat side dishes - green bean casserole and sweet potato casserole.  She puts those in serving dishes and carts them to the dining room with Krissie’s help while I check on Daphne’s progress.  I have her scoop the mushrooms and sausage into the stockpot.  I dash some red wine into the skillet when she is done, and she starts to deglaze the skillet.  I make a flour slurry and have her add that to the skillet slowly, stirring to keep it from clumping.

I carve the turkey while Daphne works on the gravy.  I almost finish when the timer for the stuffing goes off.

“Trina,” I call out as I see her walking past the kitchen.

Daphne says, “I’ll get it, Lord.  Which one?” 

“The stuffing.  It’s in that black roasting pan,” I answer.  “The casserole needs about ten more minutes.”

Trina walks up, “Anything I can help with, Master?” 

I nod.  “Yes.  I’m about done carving the turkey.  Can you take it to the dining room?”

“Sure,” she says.  I set the knife and meat fork down, and Trina grabs my face in her hands to collect a kiss.  She winks at me and grabs the platter.  It takes me that long to notice she’s back in her flannel shirt.

I wrap a couple of the artisan loaves of bread in foil and stuff them in the oven to heat before checking on Daphne.

She says, “I think this is ready to go in the stockpot, Lord.”

“Yes, Daphne.  I think it is,” I answer.  I place my hands on her hips and lean over her shoulder to kiss her cheek.  “You’re doing great, Precious.” 

She presses her cheek into my lips again.  “Jack, if you keep holding me like that, I’m going to need to get someone to take over here, so you can take my virginity.”

“Patience, Precious.  You will not be leaving this place a virgin,” I assure her as I slide a hand around to caress her firm abdomen.

“Will you make me yours, Jack?  I really want to be your concubine - like Trina,” Daphne says seriously as she looks me in the eye over her shoulder.

“If that’s what you want, I would be honored to have you, Daphne,” I assure her.

She keeps her eyes on the skillet as she says, “I hope you like the taste of Sidhe flesh because I think there are at least eight of us that are going to offer it to you this weekend.  I don’t know if Megan is going to or not.”

“We’re not going to worry about it one way or another, Daphne.  We’ll take things one step at a time,” I tell her and squeeze her.  “Let me take over here.”

“Please let me, Jack.  I don’t cook much, and I’ve never made gravy before.  Just tell me what to do.  Please?” she asks.

“Alright,” I agree.  “Dump the skillet into the stockpot.  Add about a half teaspoon of salt, the same of black pepper, and a quarter-teaspoon of white pepper.  Stir it until it thickens.  Once it gets pretty sludgy, we’ll add chicken stock from one of those cartons.”

“Okay,” she says with a decisive nod.

I hear the rumble of a car pulling up outside.  A moment later Trina sticks her head in and says, “L’liana is here.”

I carve the second turkey until the timer for the casserole goes off.  I pull it out of the oven and let it cool for a bit while I slice up the bread.  Krissie joins me and puts the bread in baskets.  She takes that to the table while I clean up some of the pans.  L’liana walks in wearing an orange sundress.  I give her a deep kiss.

“Hello, L’liana.  I’m glad you could make it,” I tell her.   I squeeze her lithe body tightly.

“I’ve missed you, Jack.  Making love to you this weekend was just an appetizer.  I truly have a hunger for you now that I’ve made love to you,” the sexy little elf says.  She caresses my face.  “I’m going to meet the rest of the girls.  I’ll see you at the table.”

I kiss her again quickly before she leaves.  After she’s gone, I check on Daphne again. 

I tell her, “Add one more carton of stock and let me know when it’s steaming.  I think the consistency will be perfect by then.  That’s when we put it in the gravy boats.”

“Got it,” she responds.

“Okay, I’ll take the casserole to the dining room,” I say.

Krissie walks in and says, “No, Jack.  I’ll take it.”  Krissie lays a hand on Daphne’s shoulder.  “You’re needed in the living room, dear.  Let Jack finish, okay?”

Daphne looks startled before grinning.  “Thanks, Krissie.”  She kisses Krissie’s cheek.  “Jack, would you take over for me, please?”

I’m sure I look perplexed.  “Uh, okay.”

“Sorry, Master.  Raven business,” she says before quickly kissing me and strutting out.  I’m hypnotized by the motion of her motor as she leaves.

I shake my head and pick up the whisk and stir the gravy.  About five minutes later, I judge it ready.  I do a quick taste test, and turn off the heat with a nod.  I ladle gravy into the two gravy boats, wipe them down with a towel to clean any drips.  Since they are the last thing, I take them to the dining room.  I almost drop the damned things when I see what’s waiting for me there.

All of the Ravens are dressed in identical black, long-sleeved, sheer ‘dresses’ with hemlines that reach between a quarter and a third of the way down their lean strong thighs.  Myra’s dress is basically the same, but with some black lace highlights along the seam of the boat-style collar and the hem of the dress.  Megan is wearing a pink version of the Raven dress.  L’liana is in a yellow version, and Krissie is wearing a burnt orange version.  It’s rather apparent what they are wearing underneath the dresses.  Nothing.  I’m greeted by the sight of thirteen pairs of impossibly perky breasts pressing into the sheer material to present a delightful variety of tumescent nipples and areolae.  The Ravens preen - twisting and turning to show their taut asses and legs in addition to all the lovely breasts.

I carefully set down the gravy boats before I rest my hands on the table.  I quip, “You all look ready, but it doesn’t appear to be Thanksgiving dinner you’re ready for.”

Geri giggles and Liesl replies, “Oh, we’re quite ready to eat, Jack.  This looks and smells delicious, and we all skipped breakfast.”

Charli shyly says, “I was too nervous to eat.”

Sowie says, “I was too horny.”

“Me too,” springs from the mouths of all the Ravens, Myra, and Megan. 

Krissie looks at L’liana and says, “I don’t know about you, but I can’t imagine skipping a meal for excitement or horniness.”

L’liana shrugs and says, “Maybe for horniness, but only if satisfaction is nearby.  I have been known to masturbate and eat at the same time.”

There is a chorus of laughter.

Myra says, “Jack, the Ravens, Megan, and myself only brought these dresses, bikinis, and kimono robes.  I hope you don’t get bored looking at us.”  She has a wicked grin on her face.

I growl, “Oh, somebody's getting bored, beloved!  Repeatedly.”  Laughter ensues.  I smirk, “Shall we eat?”

Krissie directs me to the head of the table.  Myra sits to my right, Krissie sits to my left.  Trina sits beside Myra, and Megan sits next to Krissie.  Daphne, Geri, Liesl, and Sowie sit down next to Trina.  Corrina, Solange, Marisol, and L’liana sit next to Megan.

I look at Trina.  “Peg is coming?”

“No,” Trina says with a shake of her head.  “She did provide the leg of lamb with the brown gravy and french rolls.  Getting it out of my laundry drawer was kind of funny, but I’m sure you’ll love her cooking.  We’ll call her later if you don’t mind.”

I look at L’liana, “The elves traditionally have a big dinner at Cherry.  O’ren was rather embarrassed that they forgot to invite you.”

“Annette is staying with the family,” Krissie says.  “We have everyone here.”

“Okay,” I acknowledge as I reach out to the ladies on either side.  “I would like to offer a prayer before we begin.”  All the ladies clasp the hands of their neighbors.  L’liana and Sowie reach out across the table to touch their fingertips.

“Divine parent, thank you for the blessing of this day where we find ourselves surrounded by many of those who love us.  Thank you for the bounty of the food we have before us.  Thank you for the love we have for each other.  Thank you for the grand opportunities you’ve laid before us and the gifts you’ve given us to do good works.  Please guide us to make choices in life that are wise, compassionate, and demonstrate the power of love.  Thank you.  Please keep your favor shining on my people.  Thus mote it be.”

The ladies all respond, “Thus mote it be.”  I look up to see thirteen pairs of shining, moist eyes looking at me.  “Thank you all for spending this holiday with me.  Your kindness, beauty, regard, and love are my blessings.”  Hands squeeze mine.

I look to my left, “Krissie, are we ready to begin?”

Krissie nods and says, “Sowie, would you lead everyone through the buffet on the sideboard?  L’liana, please follow Trina to lead our side.  Myra, please follow me, and our loving man will follow us all.”

Everyone looks at me.  I say, “Good plan.  Let’s do it.”

I get up and stand at the end of the buffet and serve wine to the ladies as they pass, collecting a kiss from each in thanks.

We spend about an hour at the table enjoying our meal and the company.  We all sip wine and some have second plates, but eating is slow while the visiting and laughter are plentiful.

As the eating tapers off, Myra stands.  “Excuse me, Lord and Ladies.”  Everyone gives their attention to Myra.

“You may have heard me refer to Jack as ‘husband.’  Trina and I have kept this very quiet, but Jack really is my husband.  Jack and I married each other in the traditional fashion, sharing tokens of flesh.  Trina witnessed.  Corrina saw the bite marks as we all made love later, and she’s guessed what that means.  As L’liana can tell you, the lore says that if the Green Lord takes the Lady of either the Winter or Summer court as a wife, that Lady becomes the queen of all the Fae.  I am the Queen of the Fae, or the ‘Faerie Queen’ if you prefer.  You have all been my devoted guards for several years, but I have watched each of you become closer to me and each other since my ascension.  That is because of Jack’s magic and a genetic pull you now feel towards me.”

She takes a sip of her wine.  “Now, you are not only my guards, but you are also the ladies of my court.  As the ladies of my court, I have a suggestion for you.  I will not command you to do this, but I encourage each of you to give a token to our Lord, to bind you to the court of my husband and myself.”

Myra looks across the table to her sister.  “You too, Megan.  My Ravens, you’ve been deprived of love long enough.  Some of you are virgins.  All of you have been deprived of the affectionate touch we need as Sidhe to maintain our sanity.  I’ve seen you try to get by with casual caresses, and I suspect some of you find casual comfort in each other’s arms.  You deserve to be loved.  Regardless of whether you choose to give yourself as a concubine to Jack, all of you, please make love to my husband while we are here.  You need it, and Jack has promised to ensure you all feel loved.  This is my gift given to you freely in thanks for the devotion you have shown me.  I love you all.  Happy Thanksgiving.”

“Happy Thanksgiving,” the ladies around the table reply in a daze.

Myra looks at me and extends her hand.  “Husband, I didn’t stuff myself.  Would you like to stuff me instead?”

I pick up my glass as I stand.  “Of course, beloved.”  I raise my glass.  “To Queen Moira Mac Nessus, may her reign be long and peaceful.”

Everyone stands and raises their glass.  “Here, here!”

I drain my glass and extend a hand to Myra.  “Let’s go get you stuffed, Dear.” 

Another “here, here” sounds as I lead my sexy wife towards the master bedroom.


Reconnecting with the wife

As soon as we leave the dining room, Myra stops me.  She grabs my face, “Take me here, Jack.  Sidhe marriage used to feature public copulation.  Let our ladies see how you care for me.”

I laugh.  I catch my breath to look down into Myra’s eyes.  She’s serious.  I tell her, “Myra, dear.  Have you seen the master bedroom, Love?  There’s plenty of room for them to watch if that’s what you want.”

Myra says, “They are less likely to join in if we are in our bed.  In the living room, they will be reclining beside us.  Those that lose their inhibitions will join us.”

Corrina walks up to us.  “My queen, it won’t matter.  We all love you, and I suspect we are all going to want to join you in your marriage bed - not only to make love to Jack but to you as well.  We’re here for three nights and a wake-up.  We will all get plenty of time with either or both of you.  Go have some quiet time with your husband.  I know you’ve been pining for him as much as I have.”

Myra kisses Corrina passionately, and my cock immediately turns rigid watching the two beauties kiss.  Corrina backs away as they break the kiss.  I wink at Corrina, she gives me a beautiful crooked smile as I spin Myra to face me.

I squat slightly and pick Myra up over my shoulder, pinning her knees together as I stand.  Myra squeals, and the ladies all crowd together to watch as I spank Myra’s fine ass and march to the bedroom.

I notice the bed has been turned down since I left the bedroom this morning.  The sheets are a different color, too.   Krissie and Trina were busy this morning.

I set Myra on her feet next to the bed and grab her hands.  I hold her hands wide and drink in the sight of her curves encased in the stretched, transparent dress.

Myra bites her lip and smirks.  “You like?”

“Yes.  This was an inspired choice,” I readily agree.

“You’ll never believe who came up with the idea,” Myra says.

“Geri?” I guess.

Myra shakes her head.  “Good guess, but no.  Corrina.  You really inspired her.  She’s deeply in love with you, and she’s wondering how you won her heart so quickly.  I had to remind her of what she said to you down in Cottonwood.”

“You really inspire me, my queen.”  I smile at her as I release her hands to unbutton my shirt.  Myra leans forward to devour my mouth as she reaches down to unbuckle my belt and open my pants.  I whip my shirt off as I kick out of my shoes.  Myra pushes my jeans and boxers down my legs as her mouth captures my bouncing cock.  I freeze as the overwhelming sensations of her hot, wet mouth short circuit my brain.

I look down to see her beautiful grey eyes looking through mine into my soul.  I run my fingers through her walnut-colored hair.  She closes her eyes and moans in pleasure around my cock as I stroked her silky locks.  She opens her eyes again to gaze lovingly up into mine as I continue stroking her hair, and she continues to lavish affection on my hard flesh.

“Do you want me to finish in your mouth?” I ask.  She backs up, apparently to suck my balls out through my cock, as she nods eagerly.  I swoon for a moment.  “Then get up on this bed, so I can lick your sweet pussy while you finish me.”  I clench my fists in her hair and lift her to stand.  Her mouth slides off my cock with a pop, and she grins before I devour her mouth. 

She murmurs into my mouth as we gasp a breath.  “Your proposal is acceptable, my Lord.”

I growl, “Get on the bed, woman.”  I release her to pull my pants the rest of the way off my ankles while Myra crawls onto the bed.  She shoots me a sultry look over her shoulders as she stands on all fours wiggling her ass.  I toss my pants aside and grab her hips before I lean in and lick her dripping womanhood.  ‘Jeez!  She smells and tastes amazing!’ I think to myself.

Myra moans in both pleasure and complaint, “Husband, where is my treat?”

“Top or bottom, beloved?” I ask between licks as I lap up her nectar.

“Top,” she says decisively. 

I gently bite her taut ass and crawl on the bed next to her.  I lay flat on my back, and Myra lays on top of me to kiss me passionately.  I think she gets more excited tasting her own nectar on my lips and tongue.

We break for a breath, and Myra gives me a wicked grin before spinning and straddling my head.  I feel the heavenly warmth of her mouth again as I start licking and sucking her inner labia and clit.  In the dim light filtering between her thighs, I see the slightly open channel of her pussy begging to be penetrated.  I turn the focus of my mouth strictly to her clitoris and slide my middle finger through her gate of heaven.  Using my left hand to pull back the hood of her clitoris, I lash the small, turgid bundle of nerves with my tongue as I finger fuck her with the middle finger of my right hand. 

All the while Myra is wrapping her tongue around my cock to stimulate the underside of my cock - just below the glans.  She continues to alternate that technique with sucking me deep into her throat and swallowing around me.   I feel my climax approaching rapidly, so I add my ring finger to her pussy for a couple of strokes.  I suck Myra’s clit into my mouth and lash it mercilessly with my tongue.  She starts to squirm, so I lock my left arm around her hips to hold her in place.  My right hand backs out and starts the ‘come-hither’ gesture inside her channel, stroking that hot spot that will generally induce squirting orgasms rapidly.

My cock feels like it’s swelling as she swallows it, and I hum urgently as I explode into her milking throat.  Myra starts keening and then erupts - clamping hard on my fingers as a torrent escapes the tight confines around my fingers.  I manage to keep enough presence of mind as I squirt down my wife’s throat to clamp her hips in place as I keep stimulating her.  Myra alternately grinds her clit into my mouth and tries to buck off my fingers as she squirts around them.  I finally stop stimulating her with my fingers and dial the intensity of my mouth back to slow gentle licks with the flat of my tongue as I come down from my own bliss.  When she stops spasming, I pull my fingers out of her cunt and start lapping up the juicy goodness that is running down her legs, down my face, and dripping from her channel.

I hear a moan, and I look towards the door to see Geri, Liesl, Sowie, and Daphne standing there.  Geri and Liesl are in a clinch, with their hands between each other’s thighs.  Geri’s head is resting on Liesl’s shoulder and Liesl’s head is resting on Geri’s head - both are staring at Myra and me.  Daphne and Sowie are leaning on each other, but they seem to be more into self-stimulation. 

Myra crawls off me and turns before crawling back on top of me.  She gives a wicked grin to the ladies before she looks down at me with a loving smile.  I feel Little Jack bouncing off her thigh...barely deflated at all.  Myra kisses me passionately as we gasp and moan into each other’s mouths.

Eventually, we break long enough for Myra to say, “Please make love to me, Jack.”

I brush my lips across hers, wrap my arms around her, and roll her onto her back.  I’m now resting between her spread thighs.  I feel my cock rise to the occasion as I post on one hand to slot Little Jack into place with my right.  I press forward to the accompaniment of Myra’s groans.  I feel her squeeze me as I withdraw and thrust to meet my thrusts.  I tell Myra, “Hands above your head, beloved.” 

Myra extends her arms over her head and clasps her hands as I start to set a steady rhythm.  I lean down on one elbow to suckle her tumescent nipples through the sheer fabric as I pull her hips to mine with one hand.  I feel the bed dip a bit and see Sowie crawling onto the bed next to me.  Then Liesl and Geri crawl into place on the other side.

Myra pulls Sowie in for a wet kiss, followed shortly by first Geri and finally Liesl.  I look around to see Daphne rubbing one out in a chair nearby.  Sowie caresses Myra’s breasts as she takes over kissing duties.  Geri lies next to Myra and cuddles close as Liesl pushes Geri’s skirt up to her waist and dives between her legs.  Daphne lets out a moan, and I turn to see her shuddering in the chair as I keep my steady rhythm. 

Since Sowie is taking good care of Myra’s breasts, I lift Myra’s legs and post my arms behind her knees.  Sowie takes a break to kiss me before returning her attention to her queen’s pleasure.  Shortly after, Myra starts orgasming again.  I’ve got a bit left in me since I just came, so I just keep going.

When Myra can catch her breath, she murmurs.  I hear her say, “Mount me, Sowie.  Let me love you.”

Sowie releases Myra’s nipples to say, “Yes, my queen.”  She then kisses Myra passionately before crawling to her knees.

I tell the beautiful black woman, “Face me, Sowie.  My wife and I both want to pleasure you.”  Sowie’s eyes take on the full ‘deer-in-the-headlights’ look.  I add, “If you wish, Sowie.”  It’s probably throwing her off as I don’t stop fucking Myra as I talk to her.  It’s a good thing I’m still at a relatively modest pace.

Sowie stands on her knees and kisses me.  “I would like that, Jack.  If you’re certain.”

“Of course, Sowie.  You’re beautiful, and I would love to give you whatever you would like from me,” I tell her.

I get a brilliant smile from her in return, followed by a more passionate kiss.  She pulls the hem of her dress up to her waist and shimmies the top of her dress to push it down below her tiny breasts.  I kiss her again and gently pinch her distended nipples as I continue to fuck Myra.  Without releasing my mouth Sowie leans on me and straddles Myra’s face. 

Sowie moans “Ooooo” as Myra wraps her arm around Sowie’s thighs.  Sowie wraps her arms around my neck and murmurs in my ear.  “I want it all, Lord.  Anything you want from me is what I want to give you - including my flesh.”

I murmur back into her ear as I pull on her nipple.  “I want all of you, Sowie.  You impressed me and attracted me from the moment I met you.  I want you for my own, honey.  Always.”

Sowie starts shaking gently.  I’m not sure if it’s from my words or Myra’s attention. 

I tell Sowie, “Hold tight and keep kissing me, sweetheart.  I think Myra’s getting lost in your pussy.  I need to remind her that I’m here.”

Sowie does just that.  I wrap my left arm around her waist to squeeze her sinewy ass while I pull Myra’s hips into my thrusts.  Once I know both of my ladies can feel my love for them, I start picking up the energy and speed of my thrusts into my beautiful wife, the Faerie Queen.

Sowie’s kisses are getting more energetic, and she’s squirming like crazy.  I hear Myra’s voice rise from the dark flesh of Sowie’s thigh.  “Goddess, Jack!  That’s it!  Fuck me, husband!”

“As. You. Wish,” I grunt in time with my thrusts.

I hear a groan from the door.  Trina’s voice calls out, “You didn’t just ‘Princess Bride,’ did you Jack?” 

I can’t spare any attention for Trina at the moment.  Myra’s pussy is clasping my cock fiercely, and Sowie is devouring my mouth and squeezing my ass, just like I’m squeezing hers.  I’m getting close to another release myself.  Both Myra and Sowie are whining variations of “Nnnnnn.  Nnnnnn.” 

However, Geri seems to be getting some Thanksgiving spirit too.  She calls out, “Oh, Goddess!  Yes!....Yes, Liesl!  Just like...Ooooooooooo!”

Myra goes with her, clamping down tightly on me.  Immediately after spasming, Myra releases  a flood of fluid which lets me move.  Sowie collapses to hang from my shoulders with a gasp, and I follow Myra’s bliss by loading her up with my semen.  Sowie slides off Myra’s face to lay down with her face next to Myra’s hip.

I lean down on my elbows to kiss Myra, and she wraps her legs around my waist and locks her ankles behind my back.  Her grey eyes are shining brightly, reflecting my love for her back to me.  She says, “Welcome home, husband.”

I chuckle, “Welcome home, wife.”

Myra says, “Jack, please find me between your time with the other ladies.  It’s important that my ladies feel loved and part of the family we’re building, but I’ve missed you desperately.  I need to make love to you repeatedly this weekend to carry me through the next couple of weeks.”

“And you shall have all the loving you need, Myra,” I tell her.  I pause a moment before asking, “Are you certain about this?  The Ravens are beautiful inside and out, but you and I are just starting our life together.” 

Myra nods seriously, “I’m certain, Jack.  Make them all yours if they want to be.  Love is your superpower, husband.  I need you to save my ladies.”  Then she breaks into an evil grin.  “Suck it up, big boy!”

“Oh!  The sacrifices I must make!” I exclaim.  I kiss Myra again, and the passion ramps up.  I lift my head slowly and savor the moment before opening my eyes.  I look at her warm smile inches away from my face.  “I love you, Myra Nessus.  I can’t believe you’re my wife.”

She responds, “I can’t believe I found you!  I thank the Goddess every day.”  She looks past my shoulder and grabs the dark brown leg next to her.  “Sowie, darling.  My husband has a very messy cock.  Would you like to clean him?  I’m sure he would reward you.”

Sowie caresses my back as I sit back on my knees, the head of my semi-hard cock still nestled inside my wife.  I turn to Sowie, and she nods solemnly.  “Please, Lord.  Let me taste you.”

I call out to Trina as I pop out of Myra’s channel, “Pet, your queen has a messy pussy!” 

“I’ve got this, cousin,” Liesl announces. “Not to worry, my queen.  I’m here for you.”

“Thank you, Liesl.”  Myra winks at Trina.  I hear Trina laugh as I drop into place where Liesl is directing me between Myra and Geri. 

I hold a hand out to Sowie once Liesl takes my place between Myra’s thighs.  Sowie says, “I’m not really sure what to do, Lord.”

“Start by calling me Jack, Sowie.  We’re lovers now.  You can be intimate with me.”  She nods and smiles.  “Next, treat my cock like a lollipop at first.  Lick it.  Suck it.  Keep your teeth away from it.  You can also use your hand, but you’ll want to ensure there’s plenty of lubrication.  Experiment, honey.”

Myra ends up coaching Sowie as she takes her first stab at fellatio while Liesl works to clean Myra’s crotch.  Geri curls around my head, so that her thighs are next to my face and Myra’s head is resting on Geri’s breast.  Sowie does pretty well for a first-timer.  By the time she finished, she was fucking me with her mouth, and it felt freakin’ awesome! 

“Enough, Sowie!” I exclaim as I hook my fingers under her chin.  I pull her gently towards me.  “You’re getting some mad skills, love.  Now get up here and give me some of those delicious kisses.”

Sowie pops my cock out of her mouth before she gives me a shy smile.  She slowly crawls up my body and lays down on my chest with her legs straddling me.  Sowie presses her small breasts and hard nipples into my chest as she devours my mouth.  I wrap my right arm around her athletic torso while pushing Geri’s legs out of the way - then I post and roll.

Sowie gasps when she feels me roll up on top of her.  I look down at her and wink, and she laughs.  I kiss down her jaw, behind her ear, and then down her neck.  As I keep kissing my way south, I stop and suckle her diminutive breasts.  As Sowie’s moans increase in intensity, I kiss down her sinewy, ripped abs, down over her mons, to finally lick her clit.  Sowie has nearly non-existent outer labia, but I massage and gently squeeze her inner labia as I suckle her love button until she moans, “Oh my, Goddess!  Yes, Jack!  Mmmmmmmm!” 

Sowie shudders, and I slide a finger into her tight channel.  She clasps my finger tightly and gasps, “Oh!  Yes!  Jack!  I need you inside me!  Now!”  She looks down at me.  “Please, Lord!  Get inside me!  Pleeeeze!”

I crawl up her body, slowly kissing her trembling body as I go.  I kiss her as I rub my hard cock up and down her slit and press forward into her hot, tight channel.  “God, Sowie!  You are so tight!”

She gasps, “You are much bigger than the toys I’ve had in there.”  I back up marginally and press forward again as she says, “You’re the first man I’ve been with!” 

I back out and press forward again.  “The male world has been missing out, love.”  I back out and press in all the way to the hilt.  “I’m honored you chose me, Sowie.”  I can feel my cock rubbing against her cervix.

She gasps as I start stroking in and out of her.  “I will choose you every time, Lord.”

“Wrap your legs around me, sweetheart,” I tell her as I continue repeatedly stroking in-and-out of her.

“Oh!  Oh!   Ja-a-a-a-a-ck!” she screams as her channel spasms hard.  I keep pumping through her strong orgasm.  With the additional lubricant Sowie releases, I pick up the pace, and Sowie pulls me in with her ankles.  Her pussy suckles my cock in the most amazing way.  I lean down and suckle her neck.  Sowie wraps her arms around me and holds me in place as we continue to slam our hips into each other.

Sowie pulls my face in front of hers to look into my eyes as her face and body shake with her orgasm.  “Ja-ja-jack!”  Her eyes look like they’re about to pop out of her face and her mouth assumes the classic ‘O’ form.  Her eyes roll up into her head before she closes them and screams.  Her milking pussy is too much.  I unload into Sowie, and her eyes open after the second shot of my semen into her.  I swear her orgasm spirals higher as she realizes what that warm flood in her core is.

As we ride down our bliss waves, we kiss tenderly.  Sowie squeezes me tightly with her arms and legs.  After breaking our kiss, Sowie says, “Jack!  Thank you.  I am yours.”

I brush my lips against hers again.  “I am yours too, Sowie.”

Sowie says, “Please bite me, Jack.  I offer you all that I am.  Make me your property.”  She points to her left trapezius as she looks at me imploringly.

I nod and ponder her request before answering.  “I am honored, Sowie.”  I sit back on my heels and say,  “Sit up and wrap your arms around me, love.”

Sowie scrambles to stand on her knees and press her chest against me.  I kiss her lips with warmth and love.  Then I bend down to kiss her trapezius.  As my lips touch my lover’s flesh, turn off the nerves running through the skin and muscle.

I tell her, “Hold me tight, beloved.  I’m going to do it now.”  I see Myra, Geri, and Liesl maneuvering around me to watch. 

I open my mouth over Sowie’s lean muscle.  Remembering my experience with Myra and Trina, I open my mouth wide until the cavity is full of flesh.  Then I bite into Sowie’s body quickly. 

I hear Sowie whimper as her fingers dig into my back, and the observers all gasp.  I pull the chunk of flesh away to the accompaniment of Sowie’s ragged breath.  I look into her eyes as I chew her flesh.  She watches in fascination as I chew the flavorful meat, which gets sweeter with each grind of my jaws.  I continue chewing until it’s a sweet paste in my mouth before I swallow.

I kiss Sowie’s mouth gently before I lean down and kiss the bloody wound.  I drive the flesh to heal itself, feeding it my loving magic.  The muscle regrows, and Sowie’s gasp takes on a different tone.  The flesh closes, but I leave the bite mark in place.

I look into my dark-skinned lover’s eyes.  She smiles brightly.  “I belong to you, Jack.  You are my master.  My lord.”

“And I love you, Sowie.  As you are mine, I am yours - regardless of what any law says.  Never forget,” I tell her.


Dynamite

Sowie says, “I would like to go show my sisters the mark of my commitment to you, Jack.  May I come back later for more of that loving goodness?”




I laugh.  “Of course, darling.”

Sowie bounces to her feet and jumps off the bed.  She stops at the door to blow me a kiss before she walks toward the living room with the hem of her dress above her waist and the neck pressed down below her breasts.  The stretchy fabric is nearly stretched to its limit.  She looks beautiful.

Liesl levers herself up from between my wife’s thighs.  She leans in for a Myra-flavored kiss.  She murmurs, “I’ll be back soon, Lord.”  She follows the dark-skinned Sidhe down the hall.

Myra rolls into a seated position and wraps her arms around my neck. She says, “That was beautiful to watch, darling.”  She kisses me passionately as I wrap my arms around her sexy body.  As we break the kiss, Myra hums with pleasure.  “Hmmmm.  More soon, beloved husband.  I’m going to get a glass of water.  Would you like one?”

I admit, “That would be lovely, Myra.” 

She smiles, “I’ll bring one for you and Geri.”  She brushes a kiss across my lips and turns to kiss Geri lightly as well.  “I’ll be back soon, my darlings,” Myra says a departing comment.  Geri and I watch her leave the room. 

I look down at the petite, auburn-haired beauty.  Geri gives me a dazzling smile.  She cocks an eyebrow and asks, “Whatever should we do while we’re here all alone, Jack?”

I lean down and kiss her pouty, bow mouth.  Geri wraps an arm around my neck and slides to lay down beneath me.  I kiss my way down her jaw to whisper in her ear.  “I’m sure we’ll think of something, Geri.”

She giggles until I suckle her neck.  Then she gasps.

“Jack, I’ve been dreaming of this day since you first kissed me,” Geri says.  I look into her eyes as she continues.  “We all have.  Liesl and I were off duty talking about you, and then we started making out.  She’s become an insatiable, pussy-eating animal, and I’m not far behind her.  Yet, I keep dreaming of making love to you.”

I nod, “You love your Raven sisters.  There is nothing wrong with that Geri.  Now I’m going to love you, too.”

She grins at me.  “Good, because you promised.  Just so you know, my expectations are triple-play with you biting me as you cum in my ass.  Can you do that for me, Jack?”

I look deep in her eyes and tell her, “Dein Wunsch ist mir Befehl.”  She gives me a puzzled look, so I translate.  “Your wish is my command, beautiful.”

Geri grins before kissing me passionately.  I return her fervor as my hands roam her lush figure.  I feel sinewy muscles beneath soft skin.  Geri doesn’t look as cut as some of the others, but I can feel the strength of her under my hands.  She shivers and spasms as I caress her soft skin - both directly and through the sheer material of the dress that still covers her from the waist up.

Geri moans, “I feel like I’m going to explode, Jack.  What are you doing to me?”

“I’m loving you, Geri,” I respond before suckling her neck. 

She wraps her arms around me, holding my head in place as I pleasure her neck’s erogenous zone.  I feel her hips thrusting up at me as she breaks out into whimpers.

I look into Geri’s eyes as they flutter.  She slowly opens them and says shyly, “You made me come by just sucking on my neck, Jack.”

Despite the orgasms I had with Myra and Sowie, I’m already rock hard.  Geri reaches down to grab my cock and guides me to her entrance.  I slide into her readily, but she starts to spasm hard as I reach about half-way.  Her orgasm takes her again and again as I work my way into her clasping channel.  Her wet tightness pulses around me without cease as I start to fuck the little red-headed dynamo with intent.

Geri encourages me by kicking my ass with her heels and digging her short nails into the flesh of my back.  She whimpers, moans, groans, and wails as her long, continuous orgasm whips her body relentlessly.

I murmur to her.  “You are mine, Geri.  I’m going to fill you with pleasure, and then I’m going to fill you with my seed.”

I reach under her thrusting hips to clasp a buttock and tease her rosebud.  Geri screams, and her stretched pussy leaks a torrent of fluid as she comes on me. 

She’s holding me so tightly with her arms that I decide to change my position.  I spread my knees wide, release her ass to wrap an arm around her waist, and then I push up with the other hand back into a kneeling position with Geri impaled on my cock.  Once I’m steady, I grab her firm round ass in both hands.  I slide an index finger into her ass and start thrusting my cock up into her as I pull her down onto my pole.  Geri explodes again, and it doesn’t take long before I join her.

I hold her against me as my seed pumps into her tight depths.  Geri hangs limply from my shoulders.  Only my hands on her ass keep her from falling to the mattress.  I post a hand on the bed and gently lay Geri down.  She looks up at me with eyes hooded in lust.  “More, Jack.  I want more.”

I chuckle, “You’re insatiable little dynamo aren’t you?”

She giggles.  “The way my body exploded, I might be dynamite.”  I pulse my cock inside her, and she is taken by a new aftershock.  She moans, “I can’t believe how good you feel, Jack.  I can feel you moving inside me.”

“I’m glad you feel good, Dynamite.  You deserve to feel pleasured and loved,” I tell her.

She caresses my cheek.  “I definitely feel both.  Thank you, Jack.”

I shake my head, “No reason to thank me, Geri.  You are mine.  Caring for your needs is what I do...”  I grin at her.  “...and I love my job.”

Geri gives me a sexy smile.  She purrs, “Taking your cum into my body is what I do, Jack.  Lay back, and let me have the second strike of my triple play.”

Myra walks in with two glasses of water and sets them on the nightstand next to the bed, as I roll off Geri.  I feel bereft as I leave her moist heat.  I lie on the mattress as Geri cuddles me for a moment while playing with my semi-hard cock.  Myra leans over to kiss Geri passionately before giving me an equally passionate kiss. 

Myra looks distracted for a moment and holds up a finger.  I listen intently, and as a result, I can hear a variety of gasps, moans, exclamations, and squeals of pleasure throughout the house.  She says, “I think we are properly celebrating the holiday, Jack.”  She looks down at me with a smile.  “Have fun, husband.  I’ll be back for another turn before bedtime.  I plan to sleep with you tonight too, so save me a spot.”  I nod with a smile as Myra turns to leave.  Geri and I watch her sexy body as she sashays from the room, looking back momentarily to blow us both a kiss.

Geri’s hand dives between her legs and returns with a pearlescent treat on her fingers, which she observes for a moment before sticking it in her mouth.

“Mmmmm,” she moans as she sucks on her fingers.  “I need to drink this from the source.”

Geri crawls between my thighs.  She sits on her heels as she scoops the drips from her pussy into her mouth.  Then she lays down and sucks my cock into her mouth.  I think Geri hasn’t done much of this, but her attentions convey a surprising amount of skill.  My cock rapidly hardens under her delicate care.  Her tongue dances across the most sensitive parts of the underside of my glans, and we both moan in pleasure as she laves my love muscle.  She quickly works to start fucking me with her combined mouth and hands.  Her lovely green eyes stare into mine.

Theoretically, it should take me a while to recharge and have a load ready to deliver into Geri’s sexy little bow-shaped mouth.  The reality is that she is going to have me ready quickly - more like the first one than a fifth one.

I gasp, “You have mad skills, Dynamite.” 

Geri pops me out of her mouth.  “Trina bought toys for us.  I’ve been practicing on them, trying to learn from porn videos,” she tells me before sucking me back into her mouth.  One hand cups my balls as Geri starts to try pushing me deeper into her mouth. 

Before too long I’m stabbing her throat, but Geri doesn’t gag - she just swallows me down her throat.  After she does that a handful of times, I warn her, “Get ready, Geri!”  She shoves me all the way down her throat.  Her small mouth is stretched around the base of my cock as she gasps air in through her cute little nose.  She looks at me with those emerald eyes, blinks once, and I explode down her throat with a groan.  I stroke Geri’s hair as she swallows the first three loads.  She backs off my cock enough to hold the tip in her mouth to catch the next five loads in her mouth, rapidly swallowing them down with moans of pleasure.  As my delivery rate slows, Geri suckles my sensitive head, so my moans join hers.

Geri crawls up my body to lay on top of me, the points of her lush breasts pressing through her sheer dress to poke into my chest.  I taste the remnants of my seed in her mouth as kiss her passionately.

Geri says, “I can still taste you in my mouth, Jack.  Don’t you mind your taste in my mouth?”

I chuckle, “I can’t say it’s a favorite, but if I’m not willing to put up with it, I shouldn’t be putting it where I like to kiss and lick.  I would much rather taste myself on you than not kiss you.”  I caress her back, my hand sliding over the roll of the sheer dress gathered around her waist to her lower back and firm, round ass.

Geri’s emerald eyes look into mine for a long moment.  Eventually she observes, “I’m going to fall hard for you, aren’t I?”

“I don’t know, Geri.  Are you?” I ask.  She nods slowly, thoughtfully.  I tell her, “I’m good with that because you’ve already snared me, Lady Dynamite.”

Geri smiles brightly.  I watch her eyelids drop and her eyes burn brighter with lust as I squeeze her plump, firm ass.   “One more play, my Lord.  Are you ready to take my ass and bite me, Jack?”

“Geri, I’m pretty sure you won’t like anal,” I tell her.  “Most women don’t, despite what porn videos would have you believe.  I understand it can be quite painful.”

She purrs, “I’m a Raven, Lord.  It’s hard to hurt me.  Granted, your cock stretches my pussy well, so I’m pretty sure it won’t start out fun.   But I know you love me, and I trust you not to hurt me.  If you do this, then there is no way that I am not yours.  That’s what I want...to be yours in every way.  You dominated my mouth.  You fucked my pussy.  Now I want you to violate my ass and bite me.  Please, Jack.  I need you to do this for me.”

Little Jack starts to wake up at the thought of brutalizing Geri’s tight, plump, little ass.

Geri grins,  “Your cock thinks my ass would be a fun place to visit.”

I growl, “I think my cock is right, Geri.  Do you have any lube?”

She points to a little cosmetics jar on the bedside table.  “I use coconut oil for skincare.  It’s supposed to be a great lube for sex.”

I chuckle, “I use it to cook with.”

Geri says, “I cleaned myself out this morning, so maybe I won’t have a semen enema effect.”

I laugh, “Myra told you about that, did she?”

Geri laughs.  “Yes!  I don’t want to go sit on the toilet after you make me completely yours.  I want to lay on your chest afterward as the blood flows from my wound.”

“As you wish,” I tell her.

Geri bites her lip and crawls off me.  She grabs the little cosmetics jar and opens it before she hands it to me.  I see the coconut oil is still in its solid white form.

I tell her, “Hands and knees, lover.”

Geri assumes the position, and my cock hardens as I take in the view of her loveliness from this view.  Her soft skin, lean muscles, narrow waist, slim legs, and the roundness of her tushy are a wonder to behold.  Her pussy is still flushed and makes a bullseye of itself between her thighs.  I set the little jar to my left and then slot my cock into the entrance of her pussy. 

Geri groans as I push into her hot depths again and my little Dynamite explodes into another orgasm on the third stroke.  I scoop up a glop of coconut oil and start massaging it into her anus.  Her rosebud slowly relaxes as I massage the lubricant into her flesh and fuck her clasping pussy.  I lube my thumb again and gently push it into her tight asshole as I keep her spiraling higher and higher with each thrust into her spasming pussy.  Geri keeps pushing back into me and moaning endlessly, “I’m coming again!   You feel so good!   Use me, Jack!”

With my thumb in her ass, I gently start twisting it and pulling on her sphincter.  Geri floods her channel again, so I decide this is a good time to switch.  I pull my cock out of her pussy before my thumb pops out of her ass.  Then I slot my cockhead in her little rosebud and press forward.  As expected, her sphincter fights me, but relentless pressure finally results in the strong muscle relaxing enough to allow me in. 

Geri groans loudly.  “So.  Big.  Damn!”

I caress her round but cheeks.  “No rush, love.   I’ll stay here until you’re ready.”

Geri moans, “You’re really stretching me, Jack.  It burns and pulls, but I really love how full I feel.  It almost feels like it’s putting pressure on my pussy, too.”  She pushes back onto my cock.  “Fill me up, Lord.  Destroy my tight little ass, Master.”  She pushes back in short rough thrusts.

I slowly press forward into her backward thrusts until I’m hilted in her little back door.  Geri’s moan modulates down an octave with a “Da-uhm” as she collapses to lie prone on the mattress.  I start steadily sawing down into her tight back door.

She groans in a low voice.  “Lord, I’m gonna come.  I can feeeeeeeeeel it!”  Geri’s ass squeezes me as she lies beneath me as I punish her back door.

As hesitant as I am to suggest anal to my ladies, I’ve gotta admit that the sensation of my cock sliding through Geri’s slick inner and outer sphincters is amazing as they try to pinch my dick off.  I hadn’t considered that she could feel it in her vagina, too.  I don’t have the capacity to think about it now, so I just concentrate on pleasuring Geri.  The muscles of her anus spasm in a manner similar to what her hot little cunt was doing before.

Geri moan, “Ohmigodess, I’m coming from you fucking my ass!”  She starts shouting.  “Yes!  Fuck my ass, master!  Destroy me, Jack!  Nnnnnnnnnnnnn...”  Then she screams.  “AAAAAAAAAAAAH!”

The sensations are just too much.  I can feel my own orgasm building like a clock-spring being wound tight in my lower abdomen.  I clear the hair from Geri’s right trapezius, stretch the neck of her dress out of the way, and fill my mouth with her muscle.   I try to numb her nerves before my release arrives.   My cock feels like it swells, and I bite down as I release a torrent of cum into Geri’s bowels.  Geri screams again, and her whole body shudders with orgasmic bliss.  I chew her flesh until it becomes a sweet paste in my mouth while my cock pumps Geri full.  When my mind returns I swallow the meat paste in my mouth.  Then I gently lick Geri’s open wound as I push her body to heal.  Again, I leave the ring of teeth marks, but by the time I’m done, the whole inside the scars is whole and pristine.

Geri whimpers, “Stay inside me, please.”  I kiss her cheek and run my fingers through her damp hair.  Geri whimpers again, “I - I’ve never felt this complete.  This whole.  I want to hold onto it a bit longer.  Please, Jack.”

“Sure,  Geri.  I love you, honey.”  I wrap an arm under her and roll over onto my back, keeping my semi-hard cock in her ass.  Then I pull some covers over us. 

I gently nuzzle her neck and caress her breasts until we fall asleep.

* * *

I slowly come aware of someone sucking my cock as I fight my way to wakefulness.  Geri is to my left, and Liesl is tucked up behind her.  Trina is cuddled up on my right.  I lift the covers with the arm Trina is lying on.  That allows me to look into the eyes of my beautiful Dwarven girlfriend.  Kristina’s eyes catch mine immediately.  I’m hard enough that I’m sure she’s been at it for a while, so I don’t bother telling her where I last had Little Jack planted.  My arms are filled with women and Geri has my left leg entwined in hers, so I caress Krissie with my right foot. 

I mouth, “I love you.”

Kristina’s stretched mouth smiles around my cock.  The coil in my pelvis is getting wound pretty tight, and I’m starting to tingle all over.  I mouth, “Coming.”

Krissie nods and pushes my cock all the way inside her mouth.  I feel her throat swallow around me as her lips seal around the base of my cock.  She blinks once slowly, sensually, and she strokes my abs with her hand as her throat milks me until I release.  Her eyes close again as I pump my load into her throat.  My injections slowly diminish in frequency, and Krissie pulls back to suckle my head as she milks me with her hands.

Krissie releases my manhood and carefully crawls up my body, licking her lips like a cat cleaning milk from its whiskers.  She is still wearing her sheer orange dress, which probably allows her to slide up my happy trail easily to kiss me.  She only has the slightest taste of me left in her mouth.

Kristina says, “I can’t stay here, or I’m going to give up on the ‘wine and roses.’  I really want that date with you, Jack.  I really want to make love to you.”

“Not to worry, Krissie.  I’m trying to figure out how to make that happen.  I have a few ideas.  I want it soon, so you know just how much I love you and value you,” I tell her.

She giggles softly, “Says the man with the coconut-flavored dick.  I’m glad Geri prepared for anal.  I’m not sure I would have been willing to suck you off otherwise.”

I chuckle, “I wasn’t going to tell you.”

Kristina pokes my nose with her index finger.  “Evil man.  She actually told me her whole plan as we were changing.  We helped each other into our dresses.  She is madly in lust with you.”

“She’s a sweetheart,” I reply. 

Geri says, “That means everything from you, Jack.  You are my lord and master now.”

I turn my head and kiss the forehead of the beautiful ginger.

“You are mine, Geri.  I treasure you,” I tell her.  Geri grins widely.

Trina murmurs, “We should probably change the sheets.  These feel pretty soaked.”

Liesl lifts her head.  “I’ll help Jack do it after he fucks me.”  She gives me a pointed look.

“Sounds like a great plan, Liesl.  What are the rest of the girls up to?” I ask.

Trina answers, “Myra is making love to each of them.  Some of them are experimenting with each other.  Some are just cuddling while watching Hallmark Channel movies.  Solange is reading a book.  No one is really on guard, but they all have weapons close at all times.”

I nod.  “Good.  I hate to think they’re all working or just waiting on me to come for them.  We need to remind them about the pool and hot tub.”

Trina says, “It’s too cool for laying by the pool, but it’s supposed to be warmer tomorrow.”

Kristina grabs my face in both hands and kisses me passionately.  “I’m going to go to the living room, Jack.  I’ll check on all the ladies and ensure they’re well cared for.  It will distract me from my lust for you.”  She kisses me and then kisses Trina before sliding over her to escape the covers.

Trina kisses me.  When she releases my lips, she says,  “I’ll leave you to it and help Krissie.” 

Liesl slides out of bed too, and she meets Trina on the other side of the bed.  They share a warm kiss before Liesl slides into bed, taking Trina’s place.

She presses her lush breasts into my chest and tentatively kisses me.  I squeeze her closer to me as I open my mouth to chase her tongue. 

Liesl moans into my mouth as I caress her firm body.  Liesl has the same blond locks as Trina, and she’s just a little bit taller.  Whereas Trina has the spare, angular face of a supermodel, Liesl has a softer appearance to her face - nearly oval but with prominent cheekbones.  She still is obviously fit with cut shoulders and a visible abdominal V-cut, but she isn’t as ripped as Trina and looks positively soft compared to Sowie - more like a ‘bikini’ or ‘figure’ competitor than a ‘physique’ competitor.

Geri sits up to release my arm, so I roll over on top of Liesl to kiss her some more.  I caress her hard nipples through her sheer dress as I suckle her neck. 

Geri says, “I’ll leave you two alone.”

Liesl gasps, “No.  Please stay, Geri.  Witness my submission to our lord.”

Geri lays down next to Liesl and kisses her after I take Liesl’s nipple in my mouth.  I continue to pleasure her breasts as she and Geri kiss.  Liesl strokes my hair with one hand as Geri kisses her lips. 

I start making my way down Liesl’s torso, but she whimpers.  “Jack!  No, please.  Krissie and Trina have eaten my pussy thoroughly.  I need you inside me.”

My cock is painfully hard, so I don’t have a problem with that plan.  “Liesl, my darling.  Whatever you need.  I am here for you.”

Liesl says, “I don’t need a triple play, I just need you to make love to me.  Stretch me, fill me, and take a token of my flesh, Jack.  I need you to own me.  I’ll suck your lovely cock later.”

I kneel back on my knees and caress Liesl’s sticky thighs.  The flounce of her dress is bunched around her waist to bare her hips.  “They worked you over, didn’t they?” 

Liesl nods slowly.  She smiles as she whispers, “Yesssss.” 

I grin at her.  “Let me taste you quickly, Liesl darling.  Then you shall have exactly what you want.”

“Certainly, Jack,” she replies.  “But it’s not what I want.  I need you.  You’ve haunted my dreams since I met you.  I need to be yours.  Claim me, Lord.”

I bend down and run my tongue up her labia and lick her clit.  Liesl jumps at the contact but moans when I stick my tongue into her hot channel.  She is slick with juices! 

I sit back up and slot Little Jack into her opening and lean forward to kiss her as I push into her slick womanhood.  I saw myself in and out of her until I’m hilted in her. 

Liesl moans as she wraps her arms around my neck.  “Oh, yes!  That is perfect, Lord.  Fill me with your seed and make me yours, Jack.  I need you!”

I start to pump in and out of the beautiful blond as we kiss.  I pull one of her legs up, and she wraps the other around me.  I murmur “Mine” into her ear, and her body starts to squirm and shake beneath me as a result.  I repeat it.  “You’re all mine, Liesl.  I’m going to love you so good, baby.”

“Yes!” she gasps.  “Please!  I need you!  Fill me, Jack!”

I pause for a moment and sit back on my heels, pulling Liesl up onto my lap.  I hook first one leg and then the other so that she is hanging from my arms by her knees.  My hands cup her delicious ass, and Liesl wraps her arms around my neck.  It’s a bit of a balancing act, but it’s not difficult.

I bounce Liesl down onto my cock, which elicits a gasp from her.  She looks into my eyes for a moment before attacking my mouth with hers.  There’s not much I can do in this posture to her beautiful breasts, so I just keep bouncing her onto my cock as I thrust up to meet her.  I tap the ring of her anus with my finger each time I lift her.

Liesl’s moans into my mouth as I pummel her pussy.  The harder I fuck her, the wetter she gets.  Rather than moaning, she’s keening into my mouth - shrill, high pitched, endless screams.  Her hot, wet channel clasps me firmly like she doesn’t want me to leave. 

Liesl stops keening and kissing me.  She pulls her head back and stares at me with wide eyes, her mouth moving without sound.  Her head bobbles with each thrust until her eyes suddenly roll back, her head falls back, and she screams at the sky.

My lover’s powerful orgasm takes me to the brink.  Geri slides up behind Liesl, and cups Liesl’s full breasts.

I tell Geri, “Pull the right collar of her dress open, so I can bite her.”

Liesl gasps.  “Breast.  Bite my breast!”

As unbelievable as that is to me, I’m not in a mental space where I can argue.  I’m about to lose my mind and breed Liesl.

Geri digs her fingers into the sheer material over the valley between Liesl’s breasts and rips Liesl’s dress open.  The inside of her right breast is available.

“I’m gonna lay her down,” I gasp, so Geri slides out of the way to the side.

I bend over Liesl as I continue to fuck her.  My arms slide up to pull her slack, spasming body to my mouth.  I lick the breast and try to focus on deadening the nerves.  I suck as much of her breast into my mouth as I can, trying to avoid her nipple.  My loins explode, and I bite down into the lower inner surface of the delectable globe.   I sit up to chew the delicious mammary meat.  I notice that I have taken nearly a quarter of her breast.  I swallow the ambrosia in my mouth as my orgasm coasts to an end.  Blood from the wound soaks the sheer material of her dress.  I lean down to lick the wound and encourage her body to heal.  I caress Liesl’s flank as I watch the wound close, leaving a white ring of scar tissue to mark the path of my teeths’ assault.

I lower myself down to give Liesl a gentle kiss.  Geri kisses us each on the shoulder.

Liesl says dreamily, “Perfect, Jack.”

“You are perfect, my love,” I respond.

Liesl bites her lip.  “Jack, I love Geri, but I also love you.  I love all my Raven sisters.  I love my queen.  I love Krissie and L’liana.  I’m so full of love, and you gave that to me.  Thank you, my lord and master.”

“You deserve it, Liesl.  All of you do.  I’m glad I can give you that gift,” I tell her.

Geri crawls a little higher and kisses my cheek on her way to kiss Liesl’s mouth.  She snuggles in to cuddle when an urge of a different sort hits me hard.

“Liesl, darling.  Geri, darling.  I need to go pee.  It’s getting desperate,” I confess a little bashfully.

I pull out of Liesl and kiss each of the ladies again before I roll off the bed and hurry to the loo.

I fill the bowl with a sigh before I flush, wash up, and leave.

Geri passes me with a grin as I exit the bathroom.  “Sounded like a good idea.”


Checking in

When I get back to the bedroom, Liesl is stripping the sheets off the bed.  Daphne walks in with fresh sheets.  She sets them on the chair and helps Liesl and I strip and make the bed.  We end up sponging the mattress with towels once the soiled sheets are removed.  That has us all laughing as we work.  The protector on the mattress seemed to work well, but there was still quite a puddle on top.  Regardless, we got the clean linen on the bed.

I give Liesl and Geri each a kiss before I wrap Daphne up in my arms.  I kiss her gently and her eyes open wide in surprise.  I ask, “How are you, beautiful?”

Daphne bites her lip momentarily.  “I’m in your arms, Jack.  I couldn’t ask for anything better.”

“Shall I make love to you, my precious Daphne?”

She smiles tentatively at me.  “Soon, Lord.  I thought maybe you could use some fuel.  Pie and coffee?”

I see Liesl and Geri drinking from the two water glasses as they leave the bedroom with a wave.  I tell Daphne, “That sounds great, beautiful.  Let’s do it.”

Daphne slides out of my embrace and laces her fingers through my hand.  She pulls on my hand shyly and leads me out of the bedroom to the dining room.

We arrive to find Trina and Kristina wearing open flannel shirts as robes with nothing underneath, setting up the pie, ice cream, and whipped cream on the buffet.  They both look freshly fucked, so I assume they resumed their activities after they left me with Liesl and Geri.

Kristina runs up and hugs me.  She looks up at me with a smile.  “You going to eat naked, Jack?”

Myra sneaks up to kiss my shoulder.  “I brought you shorts and a t-shirt, husband.”

I hear a chorus of whines from behind me, and I turn to see L’liana, Megan, and the Ravens looking at me like I’m a piece of meat and they haven’t eaten in months.  That might be a fairly accurate description of their situation. 

Before I can pull on my shorts, Solange bounds forward and wraps me in a tight hug.  She looks up at me with her big doe eyes.

I acknowledge her, “Hello, Solange.  You look fabulous in that dress.  How are you doing, beautiful?”

“Will you make love to me, Lord?” she asks shyly.

“Of course, Solange.  Whatever you need to make you feel loved,” I tell her.  I release Daphne’s hand and wrap my arms around her.

She burrows her face into my neck.  She murmurs, “I feel loved whenever I’m near you, Lord.”  She looks up quickly.   “But I DO want to make love to you and give you a token,” she tells me seriously.

“We will.  Today, darling.  I’ve committed to make love to Daphne next,” I tell her.

Daphne hugs us both.  She says, “Lord, I’m okay to wait a little bit.  Maybe we can spend some time hanging out in the living room.  All the girls would love you to join the cuddle puddle on the conversation pit.  Maybe we can get Trina to play piano for us.”

Trina sets a plate of Dutch apple pie a la mode on the table and points at me with a wink.  I nod.  I kiss Solange deeply as she moans in my mouth before I give the same to Daphne and Kristina. 

I release my ladies as I accept the shorts from Myra.  I tell Daphne as I step into them, “That sounds like a good idea, Daphne.  Let’s do that.  I need to call Peg and Supreet, too.  This would be a good time to do it.”

I pull the offered t-shirt on and grab Myra for a quick kiss.  She caresses my face afterward.  She tells me, “I’ll get your phone.  It’s probably still in your jeans.”

I grin.  “Yeah.  I’m sure it is.”

She says, “I’ll be right back.  Trina doesn’t have hers either.”  She kisses me before sashaying out of the room.  I watch the hypnotizing motion of her ass as she leaves before I take a seat next to Trina for pie.  Kristina sits on my lap, and Daphne cuddles close opposite from Trina.  The rest of the ladies trail in slowly and everyone digs into dessert. 

I feed Kristina bites from the huge slice and two scoops of ice cream Trina served me.  We nuzzle and cuddle as we all visit and enjoy our treat.  Daphne caresses my back occasionally.  I think she’s giving the same to Kristina.  Trina leans in to kiss ice cream off Kristina’s face, and we all have a good laugh at that.

Eventually, the ladies pick up the dishes and put the food away.  I hold Kristina in place when she tries to get up and help, but I tell her.  “The ladies have this under control.  I want you on this call with me.”

Kristina looks at me with saucered eyes.  “Okay, Jack,” she replies. 

I unlock my phone and pull up WhatsApp and open a conversation with Supreet.  I ask Trina to key in, ‘Can you talk?’

We get a quick response of ‘2 minutes!!!!!’

Kristina, Trina, and I put the requested amount of time to use by kissing each other wetly.  I hear a ping from my phone.

Trinal lifts it and reads, “Ready!  Lots of exclamation points.  I think she’s excited!”  She giggles cutely and connects the video call.  I wrap an arm around Trina as the face of a beautiful Indian woman appears on the screen in a bright red sari. 

Supreet quietly says, “Happy Thanksgiving, Jack!  Oh!  Trina too!”  Despite the low volume, I can tell she’s excited.

I tell her, “Happy Thanksgiving, Supreet darling.  This beauty on my lap is my girlfriend, Kristina.  You know Trina.”

“Happy Thanksgiving, Supreet!” Trina gushes.  “It’s so good to see you again, sweetie.  How is our Hartford girlfriend doing?”

“I am doing quite well,” Supreet says in her sexy Indian accent.  “Hello, Kristina.  It is nice to meet you.  Jack is right, you are quite beautiful and exotic looking.”

Kristina is rather reserved but gracious in her response.  “Thank you, Supreet.  It’s nice of you to say that, especially given how beautiful you are.  You look like a Bollywood starlet.  I love the sari.”

“Oh!  Thank you, Kristina.  I like the brighter colors for saris,” Supreet replies.  “That flannel shirt looks very soft.”

“It’s one of Jack’s.  It’s so big on me, it’s like a dress.  Trina got me hooked on them, but I may need to get a smaller size,” she says.

Trina says, “I told Krissie that there is nothing quite like feeling surrounded by Jack whatever you’re doing.”

“That sounds quite lovely,” Supreet responds.  “How is your celebration going?”

“It’s great,” Trina gushes.  “Jack rented a place in Sedona, near where I work.  All my girlfriends came along, and Krissie and Jack have hosted a great celebration.  I wish you could be here.”

“Oh, I wish that too,” Supreet moans.  “I must say though, I have enjoyed spending the day with my family.  I have young siblings, so holidays are always fun with them.”

Trina asks, “Are you excited to see Jack next week?”

“Oh, yes!  So much.  I love watching him in action at work.  He and Don are driving us to do some very interesting things.  I am looking forward to seeing this.”  She shrugs.  “Plus, I get to cuddle with him in the evenings, so that is definitely a rather large bonus.”

Kristina smirks.  “It sure is a large bonus.”  Kristina and Trina giggle as understanding dawns on Supreet’s face.

I hear a voice call from Supreet’s side.  She looks startled.  “I must go.  My father is bellowing for me.  Kristina.  Trina.  I hope to see you both again soon.  I’m so happy you all included me.  I will see you soon, Jack.”

“Yes, you will, darling.  Be well until then,” I tell her.  She blows a kiss to the screen and signs off.

“She seems nice,” Kristina says. 

“She is wonderful, Kristina.  She reminds me a lot of you.  She’s strong, smart, and beautiful,” I respond.  I kiss her cheek as she fusses in my lap a bit.

Trina says, “Let’s call Peg.  I’ve got my phone over here.”

I chuckle, “Myra said you didn’t have it.” 

Trina gives me a haughty look.  “She’s smart and observant, but she doesn’t know everything, Jack.”

“I heard that,” Myra calls from the living room.

Trina calls Peg, but that is a very short call.  Peg is apparently not a phone person.  Trina and I do talk to her on speaker, and she conveys that the situation in Missouri is rather tense.  We wish her a Happy Thanksgiving and thank her for the lamb, and she returns the holiday wishes before we disconnect.

After that, Trina and I get up.  I carry Kristina into the living room and sit down between Solange and Charli. I somehow end up naked on the couch and the ladies rotate to get quality cuddle time.  We spend an hour cuddling, kissing, and caressing each other.  Trina does play for us for about half the hour - playing Pachabel’s Canon in D, Bach’s Jesu Joy of Man’s Desiring.

L’liana crawls between my knees and suckles my cock.  The Ravens all encourage her to deep throat me, but she can’t manage it.  I’m surprised because Kristina can.  Regardless, L’liana gets a creamy treat while all the ladies cheer her on.  I massage her ear points as I come, and L’liana has a mild orgasm from that.  More cuddling, kisses, and gropes ensue. 

Eventually, Daphne stands in front of me and extends her hand.  I extricate myself from Megan and Kristina, who are the current ladies flanking me.  I take Daphne’s hand, and she leads me to the master bedroom.


Daphne

The curvy brunette Sidhe leads me to the bed.  She drops her hand and faces the bed.  I drink in the sight of her strong curves teasing me through her sheer dress.  She stands there quietly, which seems a little off to me.

I slide up to her and wrap my arms around her waist to rest my palms on her lean abs.  I hang my hand over her shoulder to nuzzle her hair and murmur in her ear.  “Daphne, my love.  What’s wrong, Precious.”

It sounds like she sobs her response.  “Do you really want me, Lord?  I’m the defective one in the Ravens.  My grey skin is ugly.  How can you want me like that?”

I turn her to face me and tilt her head up so I can see the tears streaming from her eyes.  She says, “Geri, Liesl, Sowie, Charli, Solange, Mari, and the Captain are all beautiful.  Additionally, you have our queen, Trina, and Krissie.  Why would you want a grey-skinned freak?”  She looks into my eyes, finally letting me see the pain in her eyes.

I release her and walk to the door.  I hear her sob piteously as I walk, but she gasps after I close the door and turn back to her.  I wrap her in a hug and caress her beautiful blue-black hair as I kiss her cheek repeatedly. 

After her sobs taper to only slightly ragged breathing,  I lift her chin and tell her what I feel.  “Daphne, I don’t see grey skin.  I see beautiful, luminous skin on a sexy, strong, feminine body that begs me to love it.”  I pause for a moment.  “Daphne, I have a beautiful loving wife, a beautiful loving concubine, a gorgeous Elven girlfriend, and a beautiful Dwarven girlfriend that I suspect I will marry.  My wife and concubine are encouraging me to love all the Ravens, because each Raven needs to feel love.  I feel a loving connection to all of you, even Mari despite just meeting her today.  If Myra said I could only choose one Raven to love it would be a hard choice, but if she did that - ” I pause and look deep into her eyes.  “ - it would be you, Daphne Schatten.”

Daphne just stares at me.  I ask, “Do you know why?”  Daphne shakes her head, so I explain.  “You are not only physically beautiful, but you have a beautiful soul.  You have a beautiful face, a sexy body, a fun personality, and a tender heart.  Your skin glows, and I have dreamed of the silkiness of your flesh from when I had to punish you.  You crave intimacy desperately, but you try to be strong so you can do your duty.  I admire you.  I love you.  I crave for you to be mine.”

Her eyes shine with joy as she says, “Jack, I’m already yours.  I would drop everything to be yours.”

“Do you want to get married?” I ask.

Daphne shakes her head gently.  “No, Jack.  At least not now.  Maybe later.  I want to be your concubine.  I want you to be my master.  I want to be the woman you go to when you want to slake your lust.”  She smiles at me shyly.

“As you wish, Daphne,”  I tell her.  I kiss her ravenously to show her how much I desire her.

Daphne gasps as she catches her breath after the kiss.  She smiles slyly, “Who would be your second choice, Lord.”

I laugh.  “Precious, you’re a little imp, aren’t you?”

She giggles and says, “Only if it pleases you, Lord.”

I caress her face tenderly and respond.  “You please me in every way, Precious Daphne.  To answer your impertinent question…” I tease her with a sideways glance.  “...I’m closest to you and Corrina.”

Daphne’s smile shines.  “I had hoped that would be your answer, Jack.  She’s deeply in love with you.  You awoke her heart when you made love to her.  She considers herself the captain of your guard as well as the captain of Myra’s.  She’s been very good to me from the day I started Raven training.  I love her dearly.  She’s holding back until all of her ladies have had a turn with you, but she wants nothing more than to lose herself in your arms in your bed.”

I nod.  “She will have it, but right now is your time, Precious.”

“Precious.  I like that as a lover’s name, my beautiful Master.  Please spank me, make love to me, and take a token from my body, Jack,” she says.

“Spank?  Have you been bad, Daphne?” I ask.

She bites her lip and whispers, “I can’t believe how wet I got when you spanked me, Master.  Please spank me again before you make love to me.”

“Okay, Precious.  I will probably be more gentle.  You’ve not earned punishment,” I point out.

She bites her lip again.  “Um...I rubbed out a couple of orgasms on night duty.  I was on night watch, no one was around, and I was dreaming about you.  That’s how I broke my hymen - riding my own fingers.  It was just three days ago.”

I nod my understanding.  “Okay, Daphne.  One real spank on each cheek for each orgasm.  You said a couple of orgasms?”  I cock an eyebrow.  “Is that right, Precious?”

She bites her lip and looks up at me impishly.  “Five, Lord.  I got extra duty when the Captain discovered me.”

I chuckle.  “Okay, we’ll stick with the four swats since you’ve already been punished, beautiful.”

“Sounds perfect, Jack,” she sighs with a gentle shudder.
 

“You really want this?” I ask, cupping her face in my palm.

She nods seriously at me.  “Kinda like a replay of Cottonwood, but where you make love to me and bite me afterwards.”

I shrug, “We can role-play later if you like, Daphne.  The important thing for right now is that you know I love you and desire you.”

“And that I belong to you,” she adds quickly with wide eyes.

I nod solemnly.  “Mine!” I growl in response.  She shudders again.  “Where do you want me to take my token from?”

She grins, “My ass.  I want to feel you bite into the flesh of my ass, Jack.”

I chuckle, “You are kinky, my Precious.”

She turns serious again and caresses my face in return.  “Only for you.”

“That’s too bad,” I tell her.  “I’m sure that Myra and Trina would like a turn.  Probably Krissie, too.”

She waves her hand in dismissal.  “Of course.  My queen and all my sisters that want to.  Actually, Geri, Liesl, Sowie, and Trina have all made overtures.  It’s just been kissing and cuddling so far other than that one time with Trina and Myra.  I’d like more of that.  I love my sisters and my queen.”

“All good,” I agree.  I pull her in to kiss her plump, moist lips. 

The passion steadily escalates until our tongues are wrestling and chasing each other.  I caress her firm, round tushy - giving her tight buttocks a firm squeeze.  Daphne moans in appreciation of my attention, “Damn!  I want to be your faerie slut, Jack.  Please spank me and use me!  Please, Master!”

I release her ass and snag one of her hands as I sit down.  “Pull up your dress and stand between my legs, Precious.”  Daphne lifts the stretchy hem of her sheer black dress up over her hips to bare her body from her waist down before she steps between my legs.  I cross my ankles to lock her lean, strong legs in a vice grip.  I tell her, “Good girl, Daphne” while I massage her perfect ass.  “Bend over my leg, Precious.  You can lay your torso on the bed, honey.  That’s it.  Stretch your arms out on the bed, too.  Good job, love.”

I keep caressing Daphne’s fine ass, and her breathing gets heavier with each stroke.  I can smell her arousal, and my own arousal rises to meet hers.  It’s time to prime the pump.  I place my left hand firmly on the small of her back while I continue to caress her ass with firm, circular strokes.  Daphne’s moans gently just before I raise my hand and quickly deliver two sharp smacks on each of her buttcheeks.  She gasps, but I’m done before she exhales.  I go back to caressing her reddening flesh.

“How’s that, Precious?” I ask.

Daphne whispers, “May I have four more, Master?”

“Are you sure, Precious?”  She nods decisively.  I don’t hesitate to give her four more smacks.  Just like the time I spanked her in Cottonwood, I’m amazed at how her firm cheeks barely jiggle from the blows.

I murmur in amazement.  “Daphne, I swear you have the most perfect ass I’ve ever seen.  Given how fine Myra, Trina, and your sister Ravens are, that’s high praise indeed.”  I fondle her abused flesh and she moans in response.

“How are you feeling, love?” I ask.

Daphne purrs.  “Perfect, Master.  My pussy is dripping down my legs.”

I release my lock on her legs.  “Show me, baby.”

Daphne spreads her legs and pushes her perfect ass in the air.  She’s right!  I can see a runnel of fluid running down her thigh.  I reach a finger between her thighs to caress her swollen pussy.

I lean down and kiss her tushy.  I sit up and turn my attention to her face.  She’s looking over her left shoulder to gaze at me with hooded eyes as I slide one finger into her moist womanhood and start to finger-fuck her.

“How’s that, Daphne?” I ask with a warm smile for my lover.

She closes her eyes as she smiles.  Then she opens her eyes and asks, “Lord, may I have more please?”

I chuckle.  “Of course, my love.  Crawl up on the bed and hold onto the headboard with both hands.”

I follow Daphne’s feet as they move up the bed, capturing her left big toe in my mouth - sucking on it before kissing my way up her leg.  Daphne turns her knees outward, and I kiss behind the left one before continuing to the top of her thigh.  I return to her right knee and kiss my way up to the top of her thigh.  I extend my tongue as far as I can and drop my chin to the mattress.  I lick Daphne with my flat tongue from her taint to her clit, eliciting shivers and a sexy moan.  I slide my index finger into her as I suckle her petals repeatedly, moving deliberately north to her clit.

I slide in a second finger and start caressing her g-spot as I lick her clit as it emerges from its hood.  I look up into Daphne’s dark, violet eyes - they are practically glowing.  Her chest is heaving as she gasps for breath.  I add a third finger, and she moans.  “Oh, Goddess!  Yes!”  Her inner walls shudder and her channel releases a flood of lubricant.  I pull my index finger and pull the other two fingers back to just the second knuckle, keeping my palm facing upward.  I use the ‘come hither’ motion with those remaining fingers to stimulate the nerve bundle just north of her urethra as I suck her clit into my mouth, using my teeth to gently hold the hood back from the sensitive tip.  Suction, licking, and tickling inside her channel bring Daphne to an explosive orgasm with a scream.  She starts squirting fluid around my fingers as she tries to crawl away from me.  I grab her thighs to hold her in place as I lap up her squirting juices.  She tries to push my questing mouth away from her sensitive pussy, but I persist.

“Please, Master!” she gasps.  “Please!  Just a little break!  Please!”

I chuckle and release her legs.  I kiss my way over her mons, up her abdomen to her navel.  I drive my tongue into the pit of Daphne’s navel, and she moans.  She manages to keep her grip on the headboard as I advance to suckle her breasts.  Her ragged breathing and moans indicate that she’s escalating again, so I kiss up her torso to suckle the flesh around her collarbones, her neck, and eventually her left ear lobe before I capture her mouth.

My cock is poking in the right vicinity, but I’m not pointed at the target yet.  I reach down and rub the head of my hard little monster in the juices dripping from Daphne’s sweet love canal.  Then I press into her, passing the gates to paradise.

“Damn, Daphne!” I gasp.  “You are so tight, my darling.”

“Open me, my Lord,” she gasps in return.

I back out and push deeper courtesy of the extra lubrication and forward momentum.  It takes me four more attempts before I’m completely sheathed inside of Daphne’s welcoming body.  I release her mouth and tell her, “Release the headboard, Precious.  I want to feel your hands on me as I make love to you.”

She’s weeping!  I’m about to ask if she’s okay when she places her fingers on my lips.  Daphne whispers, “How is it possible that I love you this much?  I barely know you, and yet you overwhelm not only my body but also my emotions.  I’m yours.  Completely.  Forever.”

I kiss her gently.  “As I am yours, Daphne.”  I back out and her eyes saucer and her lush lips create a perfect ‘O.’

She murmurs, “I wish I were ovulating.  I would love for you to give me your baby.”

I brush my lips against her before telling her.  “We have a very long time to make that happen, beloved.”  Then I back out of her channel until my cock head is barely still inside her.  She gasps and clasps me with the ridged muscles encasing my hard member.  I start to pump in and out of the dark-haired, violet-eyed beauty.  I am amazed that she was considered defective.  Regardless of the heavenly sensations my cock is experiencing, I can’t imagine anyone looking at her and thinking that she’s deformed or defective.

I pick up the pace and intensity, and Daphne clamps me tightly.  Her legs lift to wrap around my waist as she hangs from my shoulders and kisses me ravenously.  She spirals higher and higher on her bliss wave.  I start to tingle in my cock and balls.  The tingling spreads up my abdomen and out my arms and legs as I thrust frantically into my climaxing lover.  Daphne’s mouth transitions from the ‘O’ posture to an open, soundless scream as her short nails dig into my shoulders. 

I tell her, “I’m going to fill you up, Daphne.”

She nods her head as she looks up sightlessly.  I give myself permission, catch my own bliss wave, and try to catch her.  Daphne grins as she feels my seed warm her womb as I unload inside her.  Her mouth moves soundlessly, but the joy of her expression shines from her smile.  We shudder together until we both start to coast back to reality.

Once I’m done coming, I grab her hip and roll, pulling Daphne on top of me while managing to stay inside her.  She rides a couple more aftershocks, which transmit directly into my still-rigid cock and abdomen as she lays on top of me.  She rests her head on my shoulder.   I caress her back and buttocks.

Daphne murmurs into my ear.  “Bite my ass and make me your fairy slut, Jack.  Claim your token.”

“Are you sure you’re ready, Daphne?” I ask.

“I’m ready to be yours,” she answers.  “I’m really not ready to leave you, though.”

I kiss her hairline, “There’s no rush, beloved.”

“My sisters need you, Jack,” she whispers.

“They shall have their turn, Daphne.  There is absolutely no reason to rush our time together.  I want to spend more time with you,” I whisper fiercely.

She lifts her head and grins at me.  “Really?” 

I nod seriously in response.  “Yes.  I need more time with my Precious Daphne.”

I see her eyes go distant for a moment.  She looks at me and bites her lip before responding.  “You could bite me, and then make love to me again.”

“Deal.”  I grin at her.  “I’m not getting any softer, and I seem to get hard after chewing Sidhe flesh.  Get on your hands and knees, Precious.”

Daphne gives me a wild, wet kiss and then scrambles up to stand on all fours.  I slide behind her and tap her right buttcheek.  “Right here, Precious?” 

She says, “Perfect.  Once you are done, pull my dress down so it soaks in the blood.  I’m never going to wash this dress.” 

I chuckle as I numb the nerves in her ass cheek.  I open my mouth as wide as I can and dig my teeth into the perfect round globe.  Her skin parts, and I dig in deeper as I close my bite around a full mouthful of flesh.

Daphne gasps as my teeth touch, and I pull the chunk of meat from her body.  A couple of strings stretch and snap before I sit back and start chewing.  Blood runs freely down her ass and thigh.  I pull the hem of her dress down over her ass and lay a hand on her wound as I swallow the sweet token of Daphne’s devotion to me.  I heal the wound.

“I healed it, my love.  I only left only a very faint bite scar,” I tell her.  “I don’t want to mar the beautiful perfection of your ass.”

She looks over her shoulder fearfully.  “It has to be visible, Lord.” 

“It is.  I suspect that if you sunbath, it will shine,” I tell her as I slot my hard cock back into her welcoming pussy.

Daphne sighs, and her arms collapse as I drive forward to hilt myself inside her.  I use my fingers on her clit, her rosebud, and her swaying breasts - my hands roaming over her gorgeous body.  Daphne climaxes after only a handful of thrusts, pushing her hips back to meet each one of mine.  The slap of our bodies impacting underscores our grunts and gasps of pleasure.  I release her clit and hold her hips.  My balls swing forward to slap her clit as I pummel her body.

“Breed me, Jack.  Fill me,” she begs.  Her spasming channel stimulates me to the edge of an orgasm quickly.  I squeeze her generous ass cheeks and use them to pull her onto my pole.  She gasps and floods her channel, and I join her - falling forward to wrap my arms around her as we slowly come back to earth.


Building the Hareem

I pull out of Daphne and roll to my back.  I pull her onto my chest, and we continue kissing and cuddling for a while.

I lose track of time as we languidly enjoy random touches, caresses, and kisses.  We’re both acting a little drowsy when Megan walks into the bedroom and crawls into the bed.

Megan murmurs, “Daphne, may I kiss our man?”  She kisses Daphne tenderly and waits for an answer. 

Myra stands in the doorway, points at Megan, and nods at me.  I return her nod slightly and give her a little moué.  Myra walks off with a smile.  I notice she’s ditched her dress.

Daphne grinds her groin into my hip and caresses Megan’s cheek.  She murmurs to the princess, “I could stay like this with Jack forever.  I’m being greedy.”

Megan shakes her head mildly and returns Daphne’s caress.  “No, Daphne.  I think we would all let you have the entire afternoon if you feel like you need it.  You’ve been struggling this last year, and we’re all worried about you, darling.  You look happier and more relaxed than I’ve seen you in a very long time.”

Daphne said, “I don’t mind you kissing Jack, Megan.  I’d like you to kiss me, too.”

Megan leans down and kisses Daphne.  I can’t see much based on where Megan’s head is.  I nuzzle her hair as she kisses the most broken of the Ravens.  I caress Daphne, and she moans into Megan’s mouth.

Their kiss breaks, and Daphne sits up.  She says, “Find me when you are finished here, Megan.  I would be happy to spend some intimate time with you.”

Megan smiles and cups Daphne’s cheek.  “I’m planning to spend the night with Trina and L’liana.  Maybe you would like to join us?”

Daphne smiles brightly and nods before kissing me.  “I’d like that.”  She tells me, “Enjoy, Master.  Remember, I am your fairy slut concubine.”  She gives me a big grin.

I chuckle as she slides out of bed.  Megan sits up and pulls her dress over her head.  She tosses it to the floor as she looks at me hungrily.   We kiss ravenously, and I start caressing her full, heavy breasts and pulling her nipples.  Megan moans in my mouth, so I keep that going for a while.  Eventually, I make my way down her body to pleasure her with my mouth and fingers, giving her multiple orgasms.  I finally give her a short break after the third to allow me to maneuver in place to slot my cock into her entrance.

Megan says, “You are not my first, Jack, but there have only been a couple.  Be gentle with me.”

I kiss her and tell her, “I will be gentle, Megan - until you no longer want me to be.”

Megan’s hymen is broken, but like most of the ladies today, she’s so tight I would have believed she had never been with a man.  Now she’s mine - well, and her girlfriend’s.  I’m not too proud to share with this faceless woman, but whoever she is - she better treat my Megan right.

Megan gives up on gentle pretty quickly as she rides my cock to four orgasms.  I can’t wait any longer and unload inside her.  We collapse into a pile on the mattress.  Megan slowly crawls down to suckle on my slick, semi-hard member.  I look down into her glowing grey eyes as she tries to smile around my hardening cock.

Once Little Jack is back in the game, we make love again.  Afterward, Megan asks me to take her last virginity.  She stands in the middle of the mattress on her hands and knees.  After we spend time lubing her and prepping her with my fingers, I gently push my cock into her rosebud. 

I tell her, “Try to squeeze it, Megan.  Squeeze and push back into me.”  I think she is doing what I asked, but regardless the result is what we are looking for - I pop in past her sphincter and hold a couple of inches inside her anus.  Megan gasps for breath.

“Oh, Jack!  You’re stretching me,” she moans.  “It feels like the whole lower half of my body is distended.  Yet.  (gasp) Yet.  I want you to (gasp) keep going.  Fill me, Jack.  Fuck my ass.  Fill me up.  Take your token.  Please be my Lord.  Take me.”

I push forward as I acknowledge her.  “Yes, my slutty little princess.”

She grins at me over her shoulder as I slowly work my way all the way inside her.  After a pause at full penetration, Megan moans.  “Yes.  So good!  So full!  I love you, Jack.  Fuck me, pleeeeezzz.  Finish in me!”

I start to move, and her tight ring of muscle squeezes me and distends as I withdraw slowly.  Megan moans wordlessly in response.  I pick up the pace, and Megan’s gorgeous body becomes more welcoming.  As my pace continues to increase, Megan starts pushing back into my thrusts and calling out, encouraging me to fuck her tight ass harder and faster.  The end result is that I quickly start to feel the tingling building in my body.

Megan gasps, “Goddess!  You’re getting bigger!  Fill me, Jack!  Fill NNNNNNNNNNN!” 

Her body spasms and shakes as I unload into her and take my token from her right trapezius.  I pull out of Megan’s tight ass and lay down flat on my back.  Megan crawls toward me before collapsing on my abdomen.

Solange exclaims, “Damn!  That’s a huge wound!” as I pull Megan’s hair away from the bleeding wound and push it to heal.   I notice Solange leaning against the doorway, but pay attention to the princess laying on top of me.

I murmur, “I’m sorry, Megan.  I think I forgot to numb the nerves before I bit you.”

Megan smiles at me as we lock eyes.  She says, “I didn’t know you could do that, Jack.  I expected it to hurt.  With the massive orgasm rocking me, the pain didn’t really register too badly.  It did make crawling up here difficult, though.”

“I bet,” Solange says as she reclines next to us on the bed.  “That is so cool the way it’s closing up, but there’s a ring of scars circling it.”

“Perfect,” Megan murmurs as tries to see it.  She looks up at Solange.  “Feel free to join in, sweetie.”

“Queen Myra was about as much girl love as I think I can handle at the moment,” the chocolate-skinned beauty replies with a wry grin.  “I really want to just cuddle up to Jack after that.”

I reach for her and pull her in to rest her head on my shoulder.  “Why do it if you didn’t want to, Solange?  I am pretty sure Myra would be okay if you don’t lean that way.”

Solange releases an exasperated sigh.  “That’s not exactly it,” she says as she sits up to look down into my eyes.  She tilts her head and her eyes wander as she tries to put it into words.  Finally, she says, “She wanted me.  I wanted her.”  She looks down at Megan.  “I love Queen Myra, Princess Megan, Trina, and my sisters.  Your other ladies are growing on me rapidly - Krissie and L’liana.”  She pauses.  “I’ve never felt a strong pull to make love to women.  I’ve done it a few times, but it was more from loneliness rather than desire - either mine, theirs, or both.  I don’t know why I don’t go towards them, especially when the men in the court won’t touch me because I’m a Raven.  I did get to go on a date with a human man once, but the sex was lackluster and I was holding too much of myself back.  I had to be too careful about what I said, so I really couldn’t get into it.  Logically, that should push me towards the ladies for sex, but it hasn’t.”

Solange finally turns back to me.  “I’ve never felt so free and loved as when I was lying in your arms in your condo after we ran down to cash out the lottery tickets.  I want to be held, Jack.  I want to make love to you too, but right now I’m chasing that feeling of freedom and love in your arms.”

I wrap my arm around Solange as she lays back down on my shoulder.  She tilts her face up, and I kiss her.  The kiss is gentle, warm, and loving.  We languorously caress each other’s tongues and nibble on each other’s lips.  I caress her back and hips through the sheer material of her dress while my other hand caresses Megan.

When we eventually break the kiss, Solange lays her head down on my shoulder again.  Megan leans in for a similar kiss.  She says, “That was beautiful to watch, darlings.  Solange, I’m happy to hold you like that too if you like.  We’ve never crossed the line of a professional relationship, but it won’t interfere with your duties and I would be happy to comfort you.”

Solange doesn’t move from the pillow of my shoulder, but she murmurs, “Thank you, Princess.  That means the world to me.”

Megan smiles down at her.  “I’m not sure I can be a princess of the court any longer since I have given ownership to someone outside the court.  Probably not.  Just call me Megan, Solange.”

Solange lifts her head gently to meet Megan’s lips.  “Thanks, Megan.”

Megan slides out of bed and groans.  “My pussy and ass feel well-used, my Lord.”  She takes a deep breath as she looks down on Soland and I.  “Enjoy, my loves.” 

Megan picks up her dress and walks slowly toward the bedroom door.  She stops at the foot of the bed and says, “Don’t forget to talk to me about Krissie’s ‘wine and roses’ date.  We need to get her completely into the family.  The poor girl is a complete mess without being able to make love to you.”

“I will,” I tell her.  “Tomorrow while she’s at work.  I’m hoping she’ll be back after work.”

Megan smiles brilliantly.  “Sounds like a plan, Jack.  Have fun, you two.”  She glides out the door to the living room.  I hear cheers as she arrives in the living room.

* * *

Solange and I lounge and cuddle for a while before I doze off.  I don’t have any idea how long I was out, but I wake to Solange’s moist licking and suckling on my turgid cock. 

She holds Little Jack in her hands and says in a sultry tone, “Well hello, sleepyhead.”

“Hey, beautiful,” I respond drowsily.  “Find something you like?”

She nods and licks a drop of precum from the slit of my glans.  I wake up at the sensation of her moist tongue on my tender flesh.  She asks,  “How would you like some hot chocolate love?”

“I’m assuming you are the chocolate because you’re definitely hot!” I murmur. 

I get another slow nod in response.  She adds, “I’m full up on cuddles at the moment, maybe you would like to claim me as your concubine, Lord?”

“Is that what you want?”

She licks me and nods again.  “I want you to make love to me and claim a token from me.  I want to stay by your side until I’m too frail to stand or...fuck.”

I chuckle.  “You have trouble with the word ‘fuck,’ Solange?”

She grins.  “I’ve always been more of a romantic.  ‘Making love’ is what I’ve wanted, but I’m warming up to the idea of being fucked as a part of it.”

“Well then,” I say as I reach down and grab a handful of her long, unbound, silky locks.  I pull her up, so I can kiss her. 

I roll her onto her back and make love to her - first with my mouth and fingers.  Next in straight missionary, but I start to increase the intensity and move her legs around after her second orgasm on my cock.  I have her bent nearly in half as I unload my seed into her to the accompaniment of her moans and whimpers.  She taps her right trapezius after that, so I numb her nerves and take my bite. 

After I swallow her sweet meat and heal her wound.  The scar is a black ring of toothmarks in a ring of her milk-chocolate-colored skin.  I roll Solange over onto her hands and knees.  I enter her hot, wet channel from behind her, and Solange’s arms collapse with a moan.  I pull her hands behind her waist and hold them in the small of her back with my left hand as I use my right hand to pull her sexy wide, flared hips back into my slamming thrusts.

Solange fires off a hard orgasm, and she just stays on it, spiraling higher as I persist in my attentions.  She moans, “So! Good! Jack!” over and over.

We cuddle some more after Solange’s ‘indoctrination,’ but she gets up after only a few minutes.  “I’m going for a drink of water,” she says.  “Would you like one?”

“Hmmm.  Yes, that sounds good,” I tell her.  “I’m going to get rid of the last one.”

I finish in the bathroom and return to the bedroom to find Charli standing just inside the door with a water glass in one hand while the other hand toys with the hem of her sheer dress. 

* * *

Charli’s dirty blond curls shine in the sunlight from the window.  She looks down shyly as I walk in.  Her sexy sheer dress hides nothing.  I can see her small, hard pink nipples pushing the fabric as well as her bare mons.  Although the dress is filtering the direct light from the window, I can still see a glisten of moisture through the sheer fabric in front of her womanhood.

Despite being nearly naked herself, she seems more shy about my nudity than her own state of undress.  I walk up and ask, “Is that for me, Charli?”  I point to the water glass for clarity.

Charli nods as she looks into my eyes.  I take the glass with a quiet “thank you” before I drain two-thirds of the glass.

I cup Charli’s beautiful face and gaze into her dark blue eyes.  I ask quietly, “Is this for me, too?”  I cup her cheek in my hand.

Her lips tug upward for a short moment before she bites her lip.  She nods without a word.

“Do I make you nervous, Charli?”  She nods again, so I tell her, “Don’t go anywhere, Charli.” 

I set the glass on the nightstand and pull on the pair of shorts I was wearing when I was in the living room.

I look at Charli, and she’s watching me intently.  Her eyes roam over my body and face.  I tell her, “Charli, you have no obligation to do anything you don’t want to.  If you don’t want to be here, you don’t have to be, sweetheart.”

The poor girl looks conflicted.  She looks like she’s about to cry, and I’m not really certain why.

I walk over and grab the knot she’s making of her fingers and kiss her forehead gently.  I catch and hold her eyes.  “Charli, I made a commitment to you.  I will give you as much of whatever kind of love you need.  However, I don’t think you’re very receptive right now.”  I point to the two easy chairs on either side of a wine table.  “Would you sit down and talk with me?”

Charli drops her eyes and nods.  She starts to walk to the chairs as I ask, “Should I put on a shirt, too?”

She spins quickly.  “No.  Please, no.”  She looks afraid that I will anyway.  I drop it back onto the chair holding all my other clothing.

“Okay.”  I follow her to the seating arrangement and take a seat after she does.  “What’s bothering you, Charli?”  I ask.

She looks down at her knotted fingers.  “I’m afraid you won’t like me,” she says softly.

I bite my tongue for a moment.  “Charli, I’ve been attracted to you since I met you.  My heart danced in Cottonwood when you ran up to for a kiss.  I loved making music with you.  We don’t know each other well, nor have we known each other long.  Yet, I want you, Charli.  You’re beautiful, sweet, and you are an awesome singer.  You’re also a bad-ass Raven.  I definitely like you, and I’m falling deeper for you each moment I spend with you.”

She raises her eyes to the ceiling and gasps.  Finally, she looks at me and speaks.  “That won’t last, Jack.  I have no experience at all.  The only time I’ve ever had sex was with Queen Myra a couple of hours ago.”

“How did you like that, Charli?” I ask mildly with a gentle smile.

She drops her hands between her knees as she looks up.  She looks back at me.  “It wasn’t something I’ve ever thought about before.  I never thought about women like that.  But it felt wonderful.  I loved her response to the things I did to her too, but I think she was just being kind.”

I chuckle softly.  “I doubt that Myra knows how to fake her response to pleasure.  I’m pretty sure she wouldn’t even bother to try despite how much she loves you, Charli.”

“Why?” she asks as tears stream down her face.  “Why would she love me?  I’m deformed.  I’m inexperienced.  She has Trina, one of the most beautiful Sidhe in existence, as her committed lover of many years.  I can’t compete with that.”

“It’s not a competition, Charli,” I tell her firmly.

Charli looks up abruptly at the tone of my voice.  She says, “Jack, I was in college for two years, and I got my Associates Degree.  I was so enthralled with living away from the Sith and making friends, and singing, and learning...I never took any time to pay attention to boys.  The ones that approached me were obvious assholes, so I dismissed them.”  She sighs and says quietly, “I wanted more than a quick grope and fuck.  I guess I bought into the whole Hallmark Channel version of romance.”

Charli finally looks at me again.  “I thought maybe Jason, from the Shadows, I thought he might be a potential love interest.  He rejected my advances twice because I’m defective.  His family would object loudly even though his sister is a Raven.” 

She pauses and gathers her thoughts before continuing.  “I’ve been out of Raven training for nearly two years, and I was recently assigned to Queen Myra’s squad.  The girls have been great to me, and I’m pretty certain Queen Myra trusts me after today.”  She smiles at me ironically before turning serious.  “I still want that Hallmark romance, Jack.  I thought I could have that with you.  Love you.  Have your babies.  Be loved by you.  Then I heard the screams of pleasure coming from this room and realized that I don’t even know where to start.”  She drops her eyes to look at the floor again.

“Charli, you start by coming over here to sit on my lap,” I tell her.

Charli looks at me warily and slowly gets to her feet.  She walks toward me timidly, biting her lip as she looks at me.

I take Charli’s hand and guide her to my right side before pulling her gently into my lap.

I caress her face.  “The rest is all about trust, surrender, and experimentation.  Will you take this journey with me?”

Instead of answering, she asks, “Why did you say Queen Myra loves me?”

“Do you think she would offer for you to make love to her husband if she didn’t?”  I ask.  “She didn’t tell me to fuck you all.  She recommended to each of you that you make love to me.  To me, that sounds like she loves you a lot.”

She starts to say, “I…”

I forestall Charli’s rebuttal with a kiss.  I watch her eyes as I back away from her lips.  I run my hand up her long, sleek leg to her ass and back.

She doesn’t move as she blinks her eyes about once every two seconds.

I lean in for another kiss.  Her mouth presses back to me and opens slightly.  I tease her with my tongue before backing away.  I hold her eyes as I keep caressing her.

Suddenly, Charli attacks my mouth.  There’s no finesse, but a ton of passion.  I attack her back.  She gets the hang of it quickly.

Charli breaks the kiss and hangs her arms around my neck.  Her forehead leans against mine, but I can just make out her eyes looking into mine.  “Teach me, Jack.  Teach me how to please you.”

I kiss her forehead before catching her eyes again.  “You already please me, beloved.  As for bedroom skills, they will come with time.  We have time.  Right now I would like to sit here and kiss and cuddle you for a bit.  After that, I am going to lay you on that bed and make love to you with my hands, mouth, and cock.”

“Then you will take a bite from me?” she asks.

“Then you will tell me whether you want me to take a bite from you, sweetheart,” I clarify.

She bites her lip before saying, “I like kissing you, Jack.  Myra didn’t kiss my mouth much, but she kissed me everywhere else.  I really like kissing your mouth.”

I tell her, “Myra likes kisses on the mouth, too.  Make sure you give her a kiss like you would kiss me.  She will love that from you.”  She smiles at me gently.

We sit in the chair kissing for quite a while before I scoop her up and carry her to the center of the bed.  I remove my shorts, and Charli wiggles out of the sexy little dress.  Her moon-kissed skin is perfection.  There are no blemishes, just yards of silkiness that glows in the indirect light hitting the bed. 

I play with her breasts as I kiss her delightful mouth, neck, and collarbones.  I suckle one nipple as I gently pinch and twist the other between breaks to gently caress the pert globe of her breast.  Charli squirms from the sensations, but she does so with a hand on the back of my head and another on my caressing hand.

I kiss down her abdomen to the accompaniment of her racing breath and moans.  She has a light stubble on her mons.  While I lick the little whiskers, and Charli whispers conspiratorially.  “I understand now why waxing might be a good idea.”

I chuckle and look up at her smiling eyes. 

‘Finally!’ I think to myself. 

I tell her, “It’s your body, beloved.  You get to choose whether you want to grow a pelt, trim it, shave it, or wax it.  I just get to love you.”

Her smile brightens with a flash of teeth as I continue kissing to the juncture between her legs.  I experiment with kissing and rubbing Charli in a variety of spots to find what she likes the most.  The standards all work well - kissing her labia, suckling them, licking her clit, rubbing her clit, tongue-fucking her, finger-fucking - she responds famously to everything I do.  I was worried she would be frigid, given her concerns.  Just the opposite - she is wonderfully responsive.  I get her to orgasm twice relatively quickly once she relaxes and surrenders to the sensations.  She smells and tastes like musky, sweet peaches!

While my finger is inside her channel, I discover her hymen is still intact.  Apparently, she doesn’t play with toys or boys.  I limit my loving in her opening to what I can reach on this side of the little flesh bridge.

Eventually, Charli reaches her third orgasm, and I climb up over her.  She wraps one arm around my neck and reaches down with the other to caress my achingly hard cock.  She bites her lip, “You’re my first, Jack.”

I smile.  “I noticed that, beautiful.  It was rather apparent when I stuck my finger in you.”

“It’s going to hurt,” she says. 

I nod, “I expect so, honey.  I’ll be as gentle as I can be, but tearing flesh is never pleasant.  Once you break, I’ll stop so you can get used to it.  Your body will tell me if or when it’s okay to proceed.”

She smiles at me as she pulls me by my shaft into her opening.  She closes her eyes to enjoy the sensation.  She opens her eyes to look into mine.  “Do it.”

I thrust my hips forward, and Charli gasps in pain.  I think the head of my cock just barely cleared the torn flesh inside her.  I lean down and kiss the tears from her eyes as I hold my position inside her. 

“More,” she gasps.  I look at her inquiringly, and she repeats herself.  “More.  Please.”

I pull back out slightly and push into her again until I’m about half-way.  Charli’s brow creases, but she releases a murmured, “Hmmmmm.”

I’m not certain what to do with that, but she comes to my rescue.  “More.”

I do it again until all but about the last inch make it inside.  “More.”

I brush her cervix with my cock right before I seat all the way into Charlie’s tight, hot channel.

With her eyes closed, she reaches for me and pulls my head down to the crook of her neck.  I kiss and suckle there, and I eventually feel her hips start to move and grind against me.  As her movements become stronger, I slowly withdraw.

Charli opens her eyes to look at me.  Her eyes are clouded with lust.  I feel her vaginal walls squeeze my cock to keep me from leaving.  I reverse slowly as soon as I am mostly out of her.  She hums her appreciation again as she closes her eyes and relaxes her channel.  We carry on in that manner for a while.  I feel myself getting closer, but I still haven’t gotten her to climax on my cock.  I pick up the pace and her eyes open wider as I bang into her - gently at first but progressively with more ‘oompf.’

“Oh!  Yes!” she moans.

“You like that?”

She nods slowly with her eyes at half-mast.  “Yesssssssss.  More.”

“As you wish, my love.”  Her eyes fly wide open as she smiles brightly at me.

“Yes,” she agrees.  “Your.  Love.”

I keep increasing the strength of my thrusts as I try to hold my own climax in check.  Charli bites her lip for a moment before whispering urgently, “Fuck me, Jack.  I want to be your concubine.  Fuck me like I’m your love slave.”

That about sends me over the edge.  I pause for a moment to regain my composure before I resume.  I look down at her as I start to fuck her hard.  “Come for me Charli.  You keep getting wetter.  Let me feel your sweet cum flood over my cock.”  She does!

As she clamps down on me and starts to quake, I think, ‘Shit!  I should have done that five minutes ago!’

I tell her, “I’m going to come inside your sweet pussy, Charli.  Are you ready, my love?”

She nods vehemently.  Her ragged breathing doesn’t keep her from saying.  “Breed. Me. Jack.  Breed. Me. And. Bite. Me.  Lemme.  Feel. It.”

I explode deep inside Charli and lean down.  I fill my mouth with sweet flesh and bite down hard.

Charli screams as my teeth meet, and I pull the bite of flesh out of her body.  I’m sure it’s from pain, but her nails dig into my back and her hips explode into me as she spirals higher.  I chew the hot, raw meat thoroughly and swallow it before leaning down to lick Charli’s wound and drive her body to heal it.

“Canyou.  Makemy.  Scar.  Red?” she gasps. 

Okay, I’m not sure how exactly to do that.  Everyone but Sowie and Solange received white scars.  Regardless, I send an instruction into her flesh.  By the time the healing is done, it’s not  bright red, but it is noticeably dark pink in color.

I laugh as I fall to lie next to Charli.  I pull her onto my shoulder and say, “Totally unfair making special requests after I lose my mind, Charli.”

She giggles prettily.  “Sorry, Jack.  I just thought I’d like to be different.”

“You are special and beautiful, Charli.  I’m honored you want to be mine,” I tell her. 

She asks, “How long before you can do that again?” 

I tilt my head to see her shit-eating grin as she giggles delightfully.


Mari and Corrina

With some encouragement and coaching, Charli got me back in the game quickly - twice more.  All of her reticence disappeared quickly as she learned to have fun and enjoy the experience. 

Marisol walks by as Charli was laying on my chest giggling immediately after I filled her up the third time. 

Marisol stuck her head in and asked, “What’s so funny?”  She has a wide smile on her face.

Charli laughs, “I was afraid of this.  Now I don’t want to do anything but fuck Jack!”

Marisol joins in our laughter.  “I told you!”

Charli reaches an arm into the air and beckons Marisol in.  She tells the Latina, “You need some of this, Mari.”

Marisol enters the bedroom and crawls onto the bed like a prowling lioness.  “Yes I do,” she purrs.  Her large eyes are on fire with lust.

Charli giggles.  “Where’s that kind, sweet, older aunt you keep talking about, Mari?”

“She drowned in lust,” Marisol growls as leans over me.

I smirk at her antics as I reach up to caress her cheek.  Marisol is a beautiful woman - lightly burnished Latina skin and silky dark hair, sloping eyes nearly as large as L’liana’s, and a body made for sin - heavy breasts that defy gravity, wide hips, firm round ass, and an indecently narrow waist. 

Charli giggles as I start to harden again.  “See something you like, Jack.”

My eyes never leave Marisol’s.  I murmur, “Yes, ma’am,” in answer to Charli’s question.

Charli pulls my chin to make me face her.  She has a silly grin.  “It appears it’s time for me to go.  I would like at least one turn per day this weekend, Jack.”

I return her grin.  “Your wish is my command,” I tell her. 

We kiss quickly before Charli slides out of bed.  She says, “Have fun!”  Marisol lays on me and kisses me like a long lost lover rather than a new acquaintance.  Charli giggles, grabs her dress, and pulls it over her head.  I notice her standing there, so I focus to see her cheeky grin.  She crawls back on the bed in a parody of Marisol’s stalk, which causes all three of us to break into hearty laughter.  Charli gives me a sloppy, wet kiss before she surprises Marisol with an equally wet kiss. 

Charli giggles as she bounces off the bed.  She dashes out the door with a “bye, loves.”  The applause she gets is even louder than Megan’s.  Marisol and I cuddle as we laugh at the ladies’ antics.

As the laughter dies down, Marisol gives me a smoldering look before kissing me.  As we break the kiss, Marisol moans.  “Oooooh!  It’s been so long!  I thought my pussy would whither away.”  She gives me a pointed look.  “You would never allow that, would you Lord?”

I chuckle.  “Heaven forfend!  We must take drastic measures to protect you from that...Mari?”

She nods.  “I go by Mari with my friends.  We’re friends, aren’t we, Jack?”  This woman uses her smile like a weapon!  It’s infectious!

I smile back at her.  “I certainly hope so, Mari.  Otherwise, you’ll have to find someone else to warm your bed.”

“Oh!  We’re definitely friends, Jack!”  She looks ready to devour me.

“Long cruise sailor?” I ask with a smirk.  I think to myself, ‘This one is fun to play with!’

“You have no idea!” she exclaims, complete with a dramatic roll of the eyes.  “It’s been...shit!  It’s been almost three years since I’ve been with a man!”

“Damn, girlfriend!” I commiserate.  “That’s quite a dry spell.  I went almost two years when my fiancé tried to kill me.”

“Myra tried to kill you?” she asks, puzzled. 

“No.  Elaine.  Long time gone,” I explain.  “Anyway, it took me a while before I was willing to play.  A sexy Latina bartender in a hotel broke my dry spell for me.  I showed her my immense gratitude.”

Marisol reaches down to stroke the flagpole pointing proudly at the ceiling.  “Gratitude, huh?  Is that what you call the beast?  I can agree with immense.”  She’s smirking at me.

“I call him ‘Little Jack.’  You can call him whatever you like,” I quip.

She says, “You can call it whatever you want as long as you put it in me.”  The sultry fire is once again burning in her eyes.  ‘Damn, she sexy!’

“Why don’t you let me dive on you first?  I’d like to get to know you better,” I reply.

“I’m good with that as long as I can dive on you at the same time.  Can I have top?” she asks.

“Sure,” I agree.

We kiss, and then Marisol sits up, bends over, and swallows Little Jack in one go - chin resting on my pubic bone and nose in my balls.  I think, ‘Damn!’ as she steps across my head to sit on my face.

Marisol has master-level skill at fellatio.  Even in the inverted position, she manages to wrap her tongue around to pleasure me, she uses suction VERY effectively, her mouth is wet and hot, and her lips are sealed around me like a glove.

I get busy pleasuring her.  I think she’s freshly waxed, as the skin on her mons glows.  I nibble and suckle her lips and her hooded clit until the little tip pokes out.  I circle her opening with my finger tip as I’m employing my mouth to wet the digit, and then I slide my middle finger inside her.  Marisol moans around my cock without breaking her vacuum lock. 

‘Shit!  That’s intense!’  I give her my ring finger too as I pull back the hood of her clitoris with my left hand.  I suck the little nerve bundle into my mouth and lick it gently at first with my nose trying to join the two fingers in her channel.  I start flexing the fingers inside her as I feel my own climax quickly approaching from the suction and massaging of her throat muscles.

Marisol pops her mouth off my cock and moans, “Yes!  Just like that, Jack.  Just like that.  I’m going to come all over your face.”  She goes quiet before swallowing me whole.  I reach my left hand down to hold her tightly in place, and the swallowing gets more frenetic as her thighs begin to quiver.  I can feel the pressure in my loins as I follow Marisol’s example - my hips are thrusting involuntarily into her mouth.  She cups my balls, pulls on them gently and caresses them until she explodes in a spray around my fingers.  I fight back by exploding down her throat as the tight passage milks me. 

Marisol thrusts into my mouth as her spray continues and I continue to stimulate her.  I’d like to say it’s intentional, but I’m on autopilot at the moment.  I feel her slide me out of her throat and milk me with her vacuum locked-lips.  I pull my fingers out and start slowly lapping up Marisol’s sweet, musky juices dripping from her open channel.

Marisol slowly slides off me, and I sit up.  She sits to meet me with a hot, wet kiss in the center of the bed.  When we break the kiss, she gives me a sultry look.  “Are you warmed up yet?” she asks.

I laugh, and she joins me.  I kiss her, and the main course begins.

I rode her in the middle of the mattress with her feet in a V in the air.  She rode me cowgirl style.  I mounted her from behind.  We rolled over on our sides and continued that position for another round.  I lay flat on my back, and she rode me reverse cowgirl.  We finished with me seated with my legs open, and her riding on my lap with her legs locked behind me.  I think I filled her up four times - love as a superpower has some awesome side-effects.  I lost track of how many orgasms Marisol had.

She falls back off my lap with her legs splayed around me.  “Damn!” she exclaims.  “You scratched my itch quite well, Jack.”

I admit, “You wore me out, Mari.”

Myra leans against the bedroom door.  “Maybe you should take a break for dinner, Jack.  It’s seven o’clock, and the ladies are getting hungry.”  She smirks at me.

Marisol tries to sit up.  “Jack, you need to take a token from me.  I forgot all about it!”

“Are you certain, Mari?” I ask. 

She nods emphatically.  “Damned right, Jack.  I’m giving up on other men.  Claim me as your little fuck-bitch.”

I laugh, “Maybe my little fairy slut?”

Marisol grins at me.  “I can live with that.”

I pull her into my lap and she wraps her arms around my shoulders.  I cup her wet ass and numb the nerves before taking a big chunk of her right trapezius.  Marisol moans as my teeth tear into her.  I chew and swallow before I heal the wound, leaving the standard white scar. 

Marisol kisses me gently.  Still holding my face afterward, she looks into my eyes seriously.  “Thank you, Jack.  I’m very happy to be yours.”

We kiss again, and the heat starts to build.  I think we are on our way to another round when I feel the bed rock.  I look up and Myra captures my mouth.

She kisses Marisol’s cheek as she winks at me.  “Come to dinner, darlings.”  She slides off the bed and leaves.

Marisol falls gracelessly to the side and crawls around the bed looking for her dress.  I point to the shreds of it in the corner.  I think she forgot I tore it off her.

She steps off the bed, grabs my t-shirt, and pulls it over her head.  The tails almost cover her ass.  I shrug, and she winks at me before she leaves the bedroom.

I run to the bathroom and rinse off quickly in the shower before dressing in jeans and a light undyed cotton sweater.  I pull on the kung fu shoes and join everyone in the dining room.  The sight is amazing.  The ladies were beautiful just as before, but there is a lightness to them.  They are more joyous.  Their joy takes their beauty and cranks it up to eleven.

Myra, Trina, and Kristina are standing chatting by the kitchen door with arms around each other and smiles on their faces.  As the rest of the ladies slide by the three women, they caress arms, kiss, and hug each of the trio, who return the warm affection.  I step up behind Krissie and wrap my arms around her. 

Krissie turns her head toward me, so I kiss her cheek.  She murmurs, “Hmmm.  That’s nice.  Almost winey and rosy.”

I rub my cheek against hers and chuckle.  “I’m an idiot, Krissie.  You didn’t ask for much, but everything I came up with just didn’t feel good enough to me.  I’m sorry, love.  I should have just done something simple.”

She turns in my arms, stands on her toes, and wraps her arms around my neck.  “You wanted it to be special?”

I nod slowly as I look into her beautiful brown eyes.  “When you said ‘wine and roses,’ I translated that to ‘very special.’  You deserve very special.”

Kristina kisses me for a long moment, and I revel in the warmth of her lips.  I open my eyes to see her grinning at me.  She says, “You think we all deserve something special.”

I shrug.  “That’s true.  I do believe every one of these ladies deserves to be treated special.”  I smile at her bright face.  “You’re the only one that has requested it.”

“So far,” Trina says.  “I got mine without asking,” she adds proudly as she preens like a schoolgirl. 

Kristina and Myra laugh until Marisol sticks her head in.  “I’m asking, Jack.  I want to be special, too.”

‘Note to self,’ I think.  I reply, “Yes, ma’am.”   Marisol brushes her lips across mine and disappears.

Kristina, Myra, Trina, and I watch as L’liana and the Ravens flirt, joke, and touch each other as they grab food and drink. 

I nod.  “This.  Right here in this room is what I’m thankful for.  The joy and honest affection between us all.” 

All the ladies at the table turn to look at us.  Solange says, “We all love you too, Jack.  We are thankful for the love you’ve given us.”

“And we want more,” Geri growls.  All the ladies laugh loudly, and I blow them a kiss.

I fill a small plate and sit between Corrina and Kristina.  All the ladies find some excuse to walk by and give me a hug and a kiss.

The meal passes quickly, and we all help clean up.  Corrina asks everyone to gather in the living room afterward.

Corrina bids everyone to sit as she stands in the middle of the room.  She addresses the group.  “On the weekend that our queen married our lord, I had the privilege of joining them and Trina, the Lord and Queen’s Chief Concubine, in their marriage bed.  All three of these beautiful souls made love to me and helped heal some of my brokenness.”

Corrina holds a hand out, and Sowie tosses her large throw pillow.  Corrina puts the pillow on the floor.  She says, “I did not have the courage to offer my lord a token as all of you have.  I would like to correct that now.”

Corrina strips her dress off and tosses it aside.  She sinks to her knees on the pillow and stands proudly.  She says, “Jack.  My lord.  I ask that you take a token of my flesh.  Make me your possession, your concubine.  I already belong to you here...”  She touches her chest over her heart.  “...and here.”  She touches her temple.  “Please claim my body, my Lord.”

I stand slowly and approach her solemnly.  I pull off my sweater and jeans, dropping them far behind Corrina.  I tilt Corrina’s chin up and kiss her reverently.  Our tongues caress each other as we lose ourselves in the moment.

We break the kiss, and I kneel down behind Corrina.  She pulls her hair together and drapes it over her left shoulder.  She says, “I know you’ve been numbing some of the ladies.  Let me feel it.”

“Okay,” I say.  I place a hand on each shoulder.  I murmur in her ear.  “I love you C’rinna.”

She murmurs in return, “I love you too, Jack.  Take me.  Please.”

I open my mouth, stretching my jaw to fill it with Corrina’s flesh.  I squeeze her shoulders and bite down deep.  Corrina breathes heavily but doesn’t make a sound as my teeth meet and tear her flesh from her body.  I pull her back to hold her against my body as I chew her sweet flesh.  It’s a LOT of meat, so it takes quite a while to chew it all before I can swallow Corrina’s token.  I lower my head and lick the open wound as I drive her body to heal.  When she is healed, there is a thick, white scar that shows where my teeth wounded her.

Corrina takes my hands and places them on her breasts.  She addresses the ladies again.  “Thank you all for witnessing my submission.  You are my family, and I wanted to share this event with you.  Thank you for taking the time.  That’s all I wanted to discuss with you.”

I whisper in Corrina’s ear.  “Would you join me in the hot tub?”

Corrina’s head whips around to look at me.  Slowly, her sexy, crooked smile blooms on her face.  “I happened to bring a bikini.”

I smile back at her.  “I look forward to seeing you in it, but I can’t guarantee I won’t try to talk you out of it.”

Her smile brightens.  “I’m counting on it, Master.”

I laugh and lean in to collect a very passionate kiss.  I say loud enough for all the ladies to hear.  “Join me in the bedroom?”  Corrina nods rapidly and snags her dress as she launches toward the bedrooms.

I stand and grab my clothes.  “Who wants a kiss before I go spend time with Corrina?”

L’liana runs up and kisses me, quickly followed by the rest of the ladies.  I hurry to the bedroom and pull on my swim trunks.  Corrina jogs in, her heavy breasts bouncing delightfully inside the triangles of her bikini top.  We slip out the door from the bedroom leading out onto the pool deck.

I grab a couple of towels from the shelf and follow the hypnotic sway of Corrina’s hard, full ass.

She stops at the edge of the large hot tub, places her hand on the rail for the steps, and looks over her shoulder to catch me watching her.  She smiles at me.  “Are you watching me, Jack?”

“The view is mesmerizing, C’rina.  That bikini is flattering,” I tell her.  “You look gorgeous.”

She rests a hand on her bosom.  “Really, Jack?  I wasn’t sure.  I tried the next size smaller, but it was too small in the bust.  I kinda thought the bottom on this size was a little too loose.  The other one was very snug down there.”

I shrug as I toss the towels on a handy lounger and drag it right to the edge of the hot tub.  “That one probably would have dug in a bit.  This one drapes your gorgeous ass, clinging to the cleft and teasing me.  That color green looks great on you, too.  I wouldn’t change a thing.”

Corrina wraps her arms around my neck and leans her hips into mine.  She murmurs, “I love you, Jack.  I’ve daydreamed about you all day and dreamed about you all night since the minute I last saw you.  I’ve done a crap job of leading my team, which shames me.  I just can’t stop.”

I kiss her gently.  “I love you, Corrina.  Your beauty captivates me.  Your mental and physical strength are very attractive to me.  However, the thing that seals the deal is how much you care for your ladies.  You’re a very loving person.”

“You haven’t seen me with them that much,” Corrina says shyly.

I brush my lips over her forehead.  “True, darling.  What you don’t know, is Trina told quite a few stories about how you demonstrated your caring leadership.  How you pick up the pieces of all of them, including Selene, whenever they break down.  How you risked your life and reputation to stop your previous captain from abusing the team physically and emotionally.”

I can see a flush on her neck despite the low light.  Corrina looks at my chest as she says shyly, “I’m not all that, Jack.”

“Was anything I said inaccurate?” I counter.  “You deserve to be the one-and-only love of a kind, loving man of character.”  She looks up warily.  “Instead you’re stuck me.”

She grins at that.  “Happily stuck with you, Jack.  Let’s get in the water.  I’m getting gooseflesh, and it’s not just from being in your arms.”

Corrina leads the way into the hot tub and takes a seat.  I cuddle in beside her, wrapping an arm around her shoulders.  She lays her legs across mine and leans into my chest.

“Goosebumps better?” I ask.

“The ones from the cold air,” she replies.  “The ones you give me are pretty constant.”  She kisses the curve of my pec gently.

She looks up at me.  “Have you noticed the changes in the ladies?”

I kiss her lips gently before answering.  “I saw more carefree attitudes and joy at the dinner table than I did at mid-day.  More open sharing of affectionate looks and touches - things like that.  They’re starting to love each other.”

Corrina frowns momentarily and then displays a distant thoughtful expression.  “They’ve always loved each other.  They’ve even tried with Selene until her continual rebuffs and crappy attitude finally convinced everyone she isn’t worth the effort.  It’s heartbreaking, really.”

She sighs heavily and pauses as I wait for her to continue talking.  “Now, the remaining Ravens in my squad are free.  Their emotions can display without any negative consequences.  I think there may be more frequent erotic qualities to their interactions, too.”

Corrina’s hand caresses my thigh lightly as she continues.  “After the feast, we all hung out in the living room together while you and Myra went to the bedroom.  Sowie, Geri, and Liesl followed as soon as we heard Myra gasp.  Trina and Krissie left shortly afterward, leaving Mari, L’liana, Solange, Daphne, Charli, and myself.  We watched Hallmark movies and talked.  Solange was pining for you.  Mari was worried that you wouldn’t like her - as if she doesn’t naturally charm everyone she meets.  Daphne was afraid of rejection because of her skin tone.  Charli was really quiet, but she started crying when she heard the moans of pleasure from the bedrooms.  She felt inadequate from her lack of experience.  We all tried to comfort one another, but Charli and Daphne were having none of that.  Now all of them are glowing with joy and love.”

She takes a break for a wet passionate kiss before continuing.  “We’ve been so busy there hasn’t been much opportunity for any of them to either find partners or spend time with each other.  Geri and Liesl becoming intimate happened after we were in Cottonwood with you.    Marisol has always managed to find human or sluagh lovers to keep her sane, but it’s been a long dry spell for her.  Solange, Daphne, Charli, and I haven’t really been intimate with anyone.  We’ve gotten by on our sense of sisterhood.  I hoped that Solange and Sowie shared time together, but Solange said it’s a rarity.  They’re a small team, so generally one is always on duty.  It’s been better since Megan started working at the law practice.  Daphne wouldn’t let anyone in until Myra and Trina took her - she was always too afraid of that tiny trace of goblin ancestry.”

“I think she’s beautiful,” I interject.

Corrina smiles, “I agree.”  She sits up to kiss me quickly before she resumes her perch on my shoulder.  “Charli and Solange are neither inclined to find comfort in the arms of ladies, so they have both struggled nearly as much as Daphne to stay sane.  I’ve held all three of them and rocked them in my arms, and that’s about all any of the four of us has had since we left to become Ravens.  That was over sixty years ago for me.”

Corrina nuzzles my chest for a moment before continuing.  “Until I joined you, Myra, and Trina, I would have said I was completely hetero, but I loved that experience so much that I’m trying to be more open-minded.  In fact, I spent a fair amount of time making love to Krissie and Trina today.  I’m getting to know L’liana, and if she stays through tomorrow, I may see if she would join me for a while.”

I caress her arm, and she burrows her face into my neck.   She starts kissing me there.  She murmurs, “You are freeing us.  Showing us it’s okay to be affectionate.  Showing us how to be affectionate.  Breaking down our barriers.  Myra’s trying to help, too.  The news that she is our queen didn’t surprise me as it should have.  I suspect I knew it at some subconscious level.  Regardless, she has been making an effort to comfort everyone since Cottonwood, and I’ve honestly spent way more time in her bed than I should.  She’s extended that to everyone while we’re here.  I’m not sure how that will happen after the weekend, but I trust that we will all be more affectionate and comforting going forward.”

“What about Megan?” I ask.

“Megan has always been a loner,” she replies.  “She’s always created a distance from everyone else.  I think it’s because she’s seen how crazy Morgana is, and her mother appears to be traveling in the same direction.  You’d think the isolation would tax her sanity, but her friendship with the Crystal of the Summer Court has been her salvation.  They managed to go to school together, and Megan manages to see her almost every weekend.  The Crystal is going to NAU, so they meet whenever it’s possible.  She spent some time with Trina and Krissie today, too.”

“Good,” I respond.  “I felt like that needed to happen based on their interaction in Scottsdale.  Trina and Krissie hit it off immediately.”

“They’ve been nearly inseparable today.  I was lying in bed with them after making love, and Krissie confessed that she’s trying to avoid you so she doesn’t lose her resolve,” Corrina says.  “That woman loves you desperately.”

“I love her, too.  I love you, too, and I think it’s time I showed you that,” I tell her.  My hand slides of its own volition to the tie at the back of her bikini top.  The bow magically releases as Corrina’s hand lands on my hard cock.

She asks, “Can we make love in the hot tub?”

I shrug, “I don’t know why not.  I shocked it yesterday afternoon, so it should be safe.  I’ll need to shock it again tomorrow morning, but that’s not a tragedy.”   My hand pulls the string on her right hip.

Corrina’s eyes light with lust.  “Good.  Get those swim trunks off, so I can use my mouth on you.”

I follow my lady’s commands, and she soon has me sitting on the edge as she practices her fellatio skills.  She confesses that Trina and Myra have been coaching her over the last few days.  She deep-throats me repeatedly and suckles me with both her mouth and throat.  It’s not long before I unload into her loving mouth.

We switch positions after that.  I wrap a towel around her shoulders for warmth, but she discards it after the second orgasm on my mouth and fingers.  I pull her into the water, turn her to face the edge, and enter her welcoming heat from behind.  She provides plenty of warm lubrication despite the hot water, and she finds a trio of orgasm before I unload inside her.

After that, I turn her around and slide between her legs.  She wraps her arms around my neck, and I turn to settle neck-deep in the water with my back against the seat.  Corrina’s legs rest on the seat as we slowly make love.  I get lost in her large, sensitive breasts, highly sensitive neck, and passionate mouth as we ride slow waves of climax.  I ride the edge of a climax until hers spirals into an intense trembling explosion.  My own explosion follows hers.

As we soak in the water enjoying the afterglow of our bliss, I hear the patio door open.  We both look to see who it is.

Daphne murmurs, “Trina said the hot tub is out here somewhere.  Ah, there…”

L’liana giggles, “It looks like we’re not the first to find it.  Sorry, guys.  We’ll leave you alone.”

“No,” Corrina answers without hesitation.  “Join us.  There is plenty of room.”


Hot Tub Party Planning

L’liana spies our suits on the deck and immediately removes the tiny white microkini she’s wearing.  She giggles, “Naked time!”

Daphne shrugs and follows her example.  She asks, “Captain, are you sure?  This is your time with Jack.”

Corrina says, “I’ve had more orgasms with Jack tonight than I have in any two years of my life - including self-abuse.  Now, Raven Daphne, tonight this hot tub is for love-making.  That means if you step in here, Jack and I are both going to make love to you and L’liana.  Are you okay with that?”

Daphne nods mutely before responding hoarsely.  “Yes, Captain.”

Corrina nods and responds seriously, “Good.”  Then her face blooms into a smile.  “You are off duty, and I plan to make love to you.  I hope you can call me Corrina.”

Daphne grins in return.  “Only when we’re making love, Corrina.  It wouldn’t be appropriate otherwise.”  Corrina laughs and nods her agreement as L’liana and Daphne descend into the water. 

L’liana asks, “Is he still inside you, Corrina.”  She presses up to Corrina’s back and wraps her arms around her shoulders.

Corrina turns her head to kiss the petite Elf.  Afterward, she says, “Why don’t you reach down there and find out.”

L’liana kisses her again and reaches down to do just that.  I reach out to squeeze L’liana’s tiny bottom before sliding a hand around it to tickle her pussy. 

Daphne drops into the water next to me and devours my mouth.  I give her the same treatment as L’liana, but she sadly doesn’t get my dominant hand.  Instead of complaining about my lack of skill she moans in my mouth as she pushes her pert round breasts into my chest and her pussy into my hand.

We continue like that for a while.  L’liana climaxes on my hand.  Daphne’s motions are getting urgent, but she’s not quite there yet.  I’m fully hard inside of Corrina, and I can feel L’liana’s hand working between our grinding groins as Corrina thrusts short strokes on my rod.  Corrina suddenly clamps her tight kegel muscles along my shaft and whimpers into L’liana’s mouth.  I’m a little tingly, but I’m quite a way from climax.  Daphne joins the trio in ecstasy as I suckle her neck and finger her with my non-dominate hand.

As they all become more aware of the reality around us, Corrina kisses me before saying.  “Make love to L’liana, Jack.  She hasn’t been with you today.  I need to make love to our Precious.” 

I feel Corrina slide off me into L’liana’s arms, leaving Little Jack bereft and turgid.  Corrina turns and kisses L’liana soundly.  She says, “Don’t go anywhere.  I plan to return the favor.”

She turns to Daphne, and I pull L’liana forward.  She grabs my cock with her left and guides me into her welcoming, tight heat. 

L’liana moans as my member pierces her elfhood.  I turn and seat her on the deck while I kneel on the seat in the water.  I kiss her ravenously as I start to move inside her.  She hangs off my cock with her tiny frame barely resting on the edge of the deck.  Having learned some about what she likes last weekend, I tease her little rosebud and slowly push my finger into her ass. 

L’liana starts bucking in orgasm when I hear more voices. 

“Yes.  It’s supposed to be out here.”

“There it iiii...is that Corrina and Daphne?”

Corrina releases Daphne’s mouth, leaving the poor girl dazed.  Corrina says, “No clothes in the hot tub.  If you join us, someone will be making love to you.”  She ignores the group that stops by the lounge chairs, stripping out of their bikinis.  Daphne smiles brightly and kisses her captain again. 

I suckle on L’liana’s ear tips as I notice Corrina and Daphne appear to be thrusting their hips at each other while they kiss.  Both of them have rounded backs to get an optimal angle.  L’liana’s nails digging into my flesh bring my attention back to her.

* * *

The night continued on like that for a couple of hours.  The group that joined us includes Marisol, Charli, Solange, Sowie, Geri, Myra, and Megan.

Daphne made love to all of them.  Solange and Charli even shared some loving with Daphne and Corrina; although, they were pretty much just kissing and caressing.  Sowie and Solange kissed and tribbed in the water, and I was mesmerized watching the two dark beauties until Megan claimed my attention.  Charli and I spent a lot of time together.  Solange and I spent a lovely interlude until Sowie tagged in.  By that time Myra and Corrina were in a clinch.  I was lucky enough to share a three-way with Geri and Mari.  One would pleasure the other while I provided the meat in the sandwich - then we’d switch.

Eventually, Myra dragged me back into the house after we kissed everyone goodnight.  We showered together and made love.  Corrina and Kristina joined us in bed after Myra had a screaming climax as I fed our baby bump some cream.

I fall asleep between Myra and Kristina, with Corrina snuggled up behind the diminutive Dwarf.

I wake to my cock getting sucked by Kristina, which is always a heavenly experience.  The surprise is Daphne is right there beside her.  Kristina is murmuring to Daphne, and then Daphne takes a turn.  Kristina looks up at me with a bright smile.  “I’m training her.”

Daphne pops me out of her mouth.  She says, “I think we are having fellatio classes all day today.  Sadly, you’ll have to suffer through being the training dummy.”  She giggles as she slides her mouth over my cock.

A strange look passes over Kristina’s face for a moment, but it passes quickly as Daphne releases me and offers me to Kristina.

Corrina crawls up on my shoulder and kisses me.  “Good morning, my Lord.”

I mutter, “Good morning, C’rina” as she pushes my chin to the other side.

Myra kisses me before giving me a sultry murmured, “Good morning, husband.”

“Good morning, wife,” I respond with a cheesy grin.

The attention below my waist is having an effect.  Kristina is looking at me as she works me expertly.  I tell her, “Krissie, I’m about to feed you breakfast.”

She nods around the pole in her mouth and slides down the last inch to bury me in her throat.  As she starts swallowing, I start pumping.  She works me skillfully, and she catches the last load in her mouth.  She turns to Daphne, who kisses Kristina to get a little breakfast hors d’oevre.  Kristina guides me into Daphne’s mouth and coaches her on the finer details of post-orgasm fellatio as I collapse onto my pillow as I endure the resulting intense sensations.

Corrina and Daphne get up and leave me with my wife and my Dwarven girlfriend.  Kristina crawls up to kneel on my left as I sit up.  Myra kneels to my right. 

I ask my wife, “Would you be okay to let me spend some alone time with Kristina?”

“Of course,” Myra agrees before addressing Kristina.  “Krissie, thank you for being patient with my hijacking the party to save my ladies.  When you and Jack invited us, I know that wasn’t the plan.”   She leans across me to kiss Kristina warmly.  “Thank you, beloved.”

Kristina blushes.  “Myra, it would have been more difficult if not for you, Trina, and Corrina giving me so much love.”

Myra caresses her.  “Of course, Krissie.  We love you.  You are an integral part of our growing family.  I have a dream of you and I standing together next to Jack, leading our family.”

“It sounds beautiful,” Krissie says with tears shining in her eyes.   “Maybe one day.”

“As soon as possible,” I interject into the ladies’ conversation.  “The property I bought is going to be our home.  Kristina, Trina, Myra, and our Ravens.”

“Lily, too,” Myra says quickly.  “She’s a lovely girls, and she loves all of the ladies.”

Kristina tilts her head for a moment and nods.  “She is lovely.  Fun in bed, too.  How about Jack’s Indian girlfriend in Hartford.” 

“So, you’re calling her ‘Lily’ instead of L’liana?” I ask.  Both ladies nod decisively.  “I’ll have to use that.  It suits her.”

Myra says, “Honestly, I don’t know Supreet well.  She’s only interacted with Trina and Jack.  Both seem enamored with her.”

I nod.  “I think you’ll both love her.  I’ve fallen for her quickly.  Not only is she beautiful, but she’s smart.  She’s actually educated in IT.  I could easily have her working as an analyst on my projects.  I think Don would probably pick her up as a technical person, too.  She could do either.  Plus, she has a lovely, playful personality.”

Kristina has that same look she had when she was sharing with Daphne, but Myra chases it away with a kiss.  Krissie smiles in response as Myra says, “She sounds lovely.  I can’t wait to meet her.”

I mention, “I think she may be some kind of shifter.  I saw a flash of gold in her eyes once.  She hasn’t shared that with me, yet.”

Myra’s mouth makes a sideways moué as she ponders that.  “I wonder what she could be.  There are a variety of common shifters in India.”  She shrugs.  “She’ll reveal that when she’s ready.  Does she know about us all?”

“I have told her I’m married and have another girlfriend in addition to Trina,” I respond.  “Trina mentioned being the ‘girlfriend recruiter for my wife’ on a couple of occasions.  I’m not certain how she feels about it.  She hasn’t talked about it yet.”

“She’s probably a little jealous,” Kristina says. 

I look at her, “You too, Krissie?”  She just looks at me.  “At least a little bit?” I prod.

She nods her head shyly.  “A little.  Yes.  The ladies have been good about helping me get past it.”

I cuddle her to me.  Myra wraps her arms around us both and pushes her breasts into us both.  She says, “I love you both, dearly.  We’ll get you through it, Krissie.  Jack, we all need you, but right now it’s Krissie that needs you the most.  I’ll work with the ladies to get breakfast started.”

Myra kisses me, sliding her tongue into my mouth.  She turns and does the same with Kristina.  “Relax, my loves.  We’ll call you when breakfast is ready.”  She slides off the bed and sashays out the door, snagging a short robe as she walks out the door.

I look down into Kristina’s eyes.  She says, “I want to make love to you, Jack.   I just don’t want to back off my principles.  I want to be romanced.  Watching you make love to twelve other women isn’t particularly romantic.” 

She leans her head against my chest as she presses her tiny breasts into my torso.  “I figured there would be lots of gratuitous cuddling, some kissing, and fondling.  I didn’t expect the serial fucking and the orgies.”  She looks back up.  “I’ve enjoyed my time with the ladies, but I want more attention from you.  I’m struggling.”

I kiss her and nuzzle her hair as I hold her close for a couple of minutes.  I tilt to the side and draw her down to lay on my chest.

“Kristina, I love you,” I tell her quietly.  “I had been trying to figure out how to get you on a date ever since I met you.  Then Myra and Trina showed up in my life.  I hate that I let loving them interfere with our budding relationship, but I don’t regret them being my lovers.”

Kristina nods.  “Myra and I talked about the driver behind her marrying you so quickly - in addition to just falling hard for you.  She needs to be the Faerie Queen.  I support her in that.  I just feel a little ripped off because every time I think I’m going to get closer to you, I’ve got all these Sidhe and Elven beauties demanding your attention.”

She looks into my eyes again.  “I love you, Jack.  I have been yours since that first show you did at the shop.”  She searches my face for a moment.  “I feel like I’m being foolish for waiting for a date before making love to you.  I see how the girls are blossoming from your love.  That could be me, too.  Trina keeps teasing me that I’m going to give in before our date.   Am I being a fool, Jack?”

I shake my head gently.  “No, honey.  You’re being principled, and I admire that about you.  I think there are a couple of worthy ideas that I can pull off pretty quickly.”

“Would you admire me less if I gave in?” she asks. 

“No, Krissie.  I can’t think of anything that could diminish how much I admire you and love you,” I tell her.

Charli walks in.  “Hey, lovers.  Breakfast is just about ready.  Shall we set a place for you?”

Kristina waves Charli closer.  “Yes, please.”  She kisses Charli tenderly.  I take a turn kissing Charli before she bounces off the bed.

Charli giggles, “I better go before I crawl in bed between the two of you and lose myself in your loving.”

Kristina chuckles as we slowly get up.  I pull on my shorts and a clean t-shirt.  Krissie pulls on the flannel shirt she has been using as a robe.  We walk to the dining room hand-in-hand.  The ladies cheer and clap as we arrive.  I seat Kristina and sit next to her.  Myra sits next to me.  Corrina, Marisol, Liesl, and Geri serve breakfast.

Like the other meals we’ve shared, laughter, chatter, caresses, and impromptu kisses abound as we all enjoy our meal.

After breakfast, Kristina and I shower together.  She dons the hostess dress she was wearing when she arrived.  She still looks gorgeous in it.  I walk her out the door and to her truck.

Krissie says, “I’ll be back tonight, but it’s going to be a long day.  It will be after midnight by the time I get back.”

I tell her, “I’ll stay up for you, and you can sleep on my shoulder again, beloved.”

Kristina kisses me and drives away. 

L’liana runs out and jumps on me, kissing me with her arms and legs wrapped around me.  She slides down my body and says, “I need to get back to Cherry.  Tr’niel told me I need to have the car back by mid-morning.  He has errands to run.”

I chuckle, “That’s his classic Camero?  That’s a great car!”

“Right?”  L’liana laughs.  She turns serious.  “I love you, Jack.  I loved making love to your ladies, but I am first and foremost yours.  Come see me again soon, okay?”

“I will, beloved.  I love you, too.  Safe travels home,” I tell her before I kiss her goodbye.  “Give my love to everyone in Cherry.”

She sits in the car and buckles in.  “I’ll pass on your regards.”

The Camero rumbles to life.  I close her door, and L’liana blows me a kiss before backing out and driving away.

I watch her drive away.  Two of thirteen are gone.  You’d think eleven women would be enough, but I feel their loss sharply.  I eventually shrug and pull my head out of my ass to go back inside to the eleven ladies waiting on me.

Megan meets me in the entry with a cup of coffee.  Her hair is moist, and she’s wearing a short, pink kimono.  It’s belted loosely, so the lapels hang fairly wide open to display the majority of her plump breasts.

She tries to console me, “You’ll see them again, Jack.”  She holds the cup of coffee out to me.

“Thanks, Megan.  You’re too good to me,” I tell her.  “Thanks for the coffee.”

“Shall we discuss my idea for ‘Wine and Roses’ for Krissie?” she asks.

“Good idea,” I agree. 

“The girls are all in the living room.  Come on, lover,” Megan says as she hooks her arm through mine. 

We arrive in the living room to find Myra, Trina, and all the Ravens lounging in their short robes drinking coffee.  Megan pulls me into an empty loveseat.  We all look at her expectantly.

Megan says, “A client has a box at the arena for the André Rieu concert.  I was invited, but the client had a conflict.  Therefore, their party is canceled.  I mentioned that I knew a fairly large group of friends and clients that would fill the box, so he gave me the box.  It’s next Friday.”

I ponder that for a moment.  Some of the ladies look a little confused.  I explain, “He’s the Dutch guy that has the waltz group that travels around the world.  That would definitely be a black-tie event.  We could do the concert with champagne and hors d’oevres, then I could take Krissie to dinner at Different Pointe of View.”

“What’s that?” Charli asks.

“It’s a very nice restaurant at the top of a mountain overlooking Phoenix.  It has great food, and the view of the city at night time is breathtaking,” I explain.

My comment elicits a chorus of “ooo’s.”

Megan says, “I’ll tell my client that we’re a go, and arrange for refreshments.”  She looks at me.  “Shall will pay from the company account and give you a bill, so you can reimburse the company.  It’s not real kosher, but none of the company execs will gainsay it.”

I nod as Trina asks, “How does it compare to the places we went, Jack?”

“The Pointe makes those look like a crab shack on a beach,” I tell her. 

She lights up.  “Perfect.  Krissie will love that.”  She holds her hand up.  “I’ll arrange transportation.  You’ll need a limo with a guard.  Something classy like a Towncar.” 

I nod my agreement.  “Sounds good, Pet.  I’ll have her come to the condo, so we can get ready there.  The limo will pick us up.  We’ll enjoy the show.  I take her to dinner.  After all that, hopefully, she understands how special she is.”

Myra nods her agreement.  “She is having issues, ladies.  I think jealousy is the problem.  She’s not used to our culture.  The Dwarven and human cultures she is used to are not so….permissive as we have been.  It didn’t help that I was encouraging you all to fuck Jack right away.”

A chorus of “making love” from the ladies corrected Myra’s word immediately.

Myra smiles graciously.  “Of course, my darlings.  Making love.  Honestly, it’s rather new to me other than the time Trina and I have spent together.”  Trina squirms in Myra’s lap with pleasure from the public acknowledgment.  “We need to be patient and supportive of her.  I expect that Jack will take her for his second wife.”

Trina says, “I’m pretty certain Supreet is hoping for that, too.  I haven’t discussed it with her, but the way she gushes over Jack when I talk to her makes it pretty obvious she’s smitten.”

“When do we get to meet her?” Corrina asks.

“As soon as I can arrange it, my treasure.”  Corrina blushes at the endearment.

Megan asks, “So are we all agreed?”

Daphne adds, “I can make some special invitations.  I’ll use an online software package if I can get the use of a computer.  I can get them printed at a printer here in town.  I should have them ready before Krissie gets back tonight.”

I say, “She’s thinking it will be after midnight before she returns.  You can take my SUV to pick up the invites, so none of the other court staff recognize the car.”

“Sounds good,” Daphne agrees.  Then she gives an evil smirk.  “Is it time for blow-job class, yet?”

The ladies erupt into laughter, and I can’t help but join them.  I raise my hand and ask, “In the pursuit of equality and fairness, shouldn’t we also have pussy-eating class, too?”

I get a chorus of cheers from that.

So that’s what we do.


Wrapping up

All the ladies took turns practicing their skills.  By the time we were done, they all had mastered deep throat, and you couldn’t tell that some of them were virgins yesterday.

I practiced my oral and manual skills on the ladies, usually with a handful of backseat drivers looking over my shoulder.  I learned more about women’s bodies and what the individual ladies like best.   All the ladies took turns being instructed as well.  Charli and Solange weren’t as reticent as I anticipated, but Solange explained it like this.

“Jack, even though it isn’t something I generally get excited about, I think it’s important that I can do it reasonably well if one of my sisters needs me,” she said.

Charli added, “Just because I haven’t really had the urge to do it, doesn’t mean I won’t later.  It would be nice to not feel like a novice in bed for once.”

I chided her, “Charli, by the time you and I finished, you were far from a novice, beloved.”

Charli smiles before saying shyly, “I’d like to try it with Krissie.  She’s so exotic.” 

That’s high praise from a Sidhe.

Daphne finished the invitations by lunchtime and went to pick them up.  We all did yoga as a group before we ate lunch, and we spent the afternoon cuddling on the couches, watching Hallmark movies, and making love in a big pile.  The movies are a little sappy, but the ladies loved them and I caught myself enjoying them, too.

We ordered pizza for dinner and added leftovers from Thanksgiving.  I set my phone alarm for 11:00pm, so I could ensure I would be awake when Kristina comes home.  It’s a good thing I did because I fell asleep after a marathon with Corrina, Trina, Myra, and Solange.

The ladies all stayed up to await Krissie’s return.  We changed linens on the beds and threw the soiled ones in the wash before we rotated through showers.  Megan and Myra cuddle up on either side of me to watch TV while we waited.

Kristina got home about one o’clock.  I saw the lights and went to meet her at the door.  I took her bag from her and led her to the living room.  The ladies all called out, “Hi, Krissie!”

Kristina gave them a tired smile.  I noticed there was a wine stain on her dress.  I told her, “Everyone stayed up because we have something to share with you.  Can you stay awake for a couple minutes longer?”

She nodded quietly.  “Okay.”

“Wine and roses next Friday.  Can you make it to Phoenix?” I asked.

Her eyes opened wide.  “Really?”

“Really,” assured her.  “Black tie.  You’ll need an evening gown.  Come down to my condo in the afternoon.  We dress and take a limo to box seats for the André Rieu concert.  Dinner afterward at Different Pointe of View.  I think this is almost special enough to show how much you mean to me.”

Tears ran down her face.  “It sounds perfect.  Will everyone be there?”

Megan said, “We were thinking the Ravens would provide security.  Myra, Trina, and I would attend if that is alright.”

Daphne said, “Here is your invitation.”  She hands Kristina an embossed envelope with the embossed invitation inside.

Kristina looked at me.  She smiled through her tears.  “Am I really worth all that to you, Jack?”

“More,” I told her.  “I’m just not willing to wait to fly you somewhere even more special.”

“It’s perfect,” she sobbed before throwing herself on me for a passionate kiss.  The ladies all cheered as Daphne handed out the rest of the invitations.

* * *

Sunday morning, Nancy rolls in around 10am to check me out of the property.   We walk through the house for the inspection.

As we finish, Nancy stops and looks at me funnily.  “I thought you were having a big group.”

I nod, “I did.  My girlfriend and twelve friends and family.”

Nancy scoffs, “I think it’s cleaner than when you arrived.  Didn’t you have any fun?”

I shrug, “You know how it is.  Just the typical boring family Thanksgiving.”  I have to fight hard not to smirk.

end


Afterword:

I hope you enjoyed this story.  I would value your feedback.  As you know, Amazon is driven by reviews, so please leave one - especially if you liked it!  I love 5-star reviews! 

Those 5-star reviews are critical because I’ll get more exposure to new readers based on the ratings of each book.  Plus, it helps to counteract the haters out there.  As not all readers will love what I write, it’s important to hear from those of you that do, so I can reach a wider audience.   As a part-time author, I would appreciate the help.  Maybe I can eventually retire from my IT job and just write.

Also, Amazon won’t tell you when my next book lands.   The best way to find out is to follow me on my Amazon page or Facebook.   Links are at the end of this section.

When I wrote Courting Crazy, I intentionally didn’t include the Thanksgiving celebration with the thought that 1) it would be more impactful to refer to the events obliquely, and 2) I thought it might make a good erotic short story.  Some of my patrons on Patreon and FaceBook followers keep asking me about more Green Lord stories, so as I was wrapping up Succubus Rescue, I started turning my thoughts to releasing this story in time for Thanksgiving 2020.  Well, I screwed up.

I gave myself three weeks to write the story, which is about the amount of time I spent on Surrender.  I failed to take into account the effort to fact check against Dumb Luck and Courting Crazy to ensure I didn’t contradict a character description or create a time discontinuity in the existing storyline.  As I’m result, I am releasing this story about two weeks after Thanksgiving.  Sorry!

For those of you in the ‘more Green Lord’ camp, I have another Green Lord story line percolating in the back of my brain.  I’m still talking it over with Jack, Myra, Lily, Krissie, and company, so I don’t know the direction completely mapped out yet.  I’ll let you know when I’ve got it figured out.

In addition to having a Facebook page and web page, I also have a Patreon site, which kinda follows the example of M. Tefler with a serialized story called ‘Master of the Road.’   I’m maintaining a one premium post per month at the moment.  My patrons are telling me ‘give us more,’ so I will be looking at driving more content there in the future.

I need to let ‘Master of the Road’ catch up a bit before I publish the next Accidental Necromancer story.  So my current plan is - 1) my space story, (AKA ‘Cannon Fodder’), 2)  a sequel to Surrender, and 3) the first Green Lord History.  Follow me on FaceBook, Patreon, my website, or my Amazon author’s page for updates.

It’s time for me to get back to writing. 

‘Til next time.

-JG Jerome

https://www.facebook.com/JGJeromeAuthor

https://www.patreon.com/jgjerome

https://www.jgjerome-author.com/
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