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CHAPTER ONE


I was freezing my ass off.

My nose had lost feeling, my fingers were stiff with cold even through my gloves, and my ass was about to fall off entirely. This was not helped by my being on horseback, bouncing in a saddle as my mount trotted along a snow-covered trail. This particular trip marked only the third time in my life I had been in a saddle, and as the first two times happened when I was six years old or so, my body had forgotten what it was like. My thighs had gone numb ages ago.

The route ran through the Trail of Tears State Park, and despite the tragic history of the location, the scenery was gorgeous. The couple inches of snow on the ground had fallen only a few days before, and with the temperature hovering right below freezing, it had melted and refrozen just enough that my steed’s hoofs crunched through it with a satisfying sound. The air was still enough that the only windchill was from the steady pace we set as we worked our way through the heavily wooded hills towards the evening’s campsite.

Hanging on behind me, her arms wrapped around my waist, was the Sin Demon I had—in a moment of panicked lack of creativity—named ‘Cindy’. Barely five feet tall and slender, by all appearances she should be the one to be suffering the most from the wintery weather. The coat and jeans she wore were barely sufficient to ward off an early winter chill, let alone the mid-February freeze we were currently experiencing, but she hadn’t even bothered with a hat for her color-streaked blonde hair. Indeed, the way her lissome body clung to my much larger back was for my benefit rather than hers. Heat radiated from her and helped ward off the ongoing and pervasive chill that would otherwise have soaked through me.

The hells, it turned out, ran hot.

Hell was not where I would normally have turned for companionship, but I had discovered the year before that not everyone was quite so discerning. In the course of investigating some ‘spooky shit’ in my apartment complex at the behest of my landlady, I’d come across the half-finished ritual that summoned Cindy and had been faced with a choice: either allow the ritual to fall apart on its own, or complete it myself. Since my native magic informed me that the former would have come at the cost of some kind of unspecified terrible devastation, I had opted for the latter.

Her shape had been decided in the already-completed half of the ritual, before her original summoner—Mycah, one of my apartment complex neighbors—succumbed to his own stupidity, hormones, or both. He’d stepped into the still-active ritual circle as his final act on Earth.

I technically didn’t know if he was actually dead. He hadn’t left a body, and I hadn’t yet brought myself to ask Cindy about his fate.

What I hadn’t realized when frantically tapping into my Gift to navigate the successful completion of the summoning ritual was that I was not only binding Cindy to prevent her from wreaking havoc on the world, I was specifically tethering her to myself. It had become my duty to ensure that she received her daily allotment of Sin.

Of the seven options available to me, Lust was the easiest to generate in sufficient quantities. Cindy was quite vocally enthusiastic about the process, and in the past week alone had called herself my ‘sex slave’, ‘fuck toy’, ‘cum dump’, and—on one occasion—‘horny little demon butt slut’.

Cindy had many qualities. Subtlety was not one of them.

For most of the morning, she snuggled herself lazily against my back in the full grip of Sloth. As the day had gone on, though, she had increasingly been growing more awake and frisky. Since the cold pushed Lust into the dark corners of my mind, her behavior served as a barometer for another companion’s state. I would need to deal with that when I got back to camp.

With that in mind, I took one last glance through the essence dowser I carried. The device’s simple appearance, formed of two thin metal rods entwined at one end to form a handle that branched off into a ‘v’, resembled that of dowsing rods of legend. More traditional dowsing rods were made of wood, and were mostly used by con men and grifters who claimed to be able to use them to find underground water. Mine was crafted by a proper wizard, and was used to find traces of magic.

On this occasion, though, the only signs of anything supernatural were the ones I brought with me—I’d caught an occasional glimpse of faded auras by peering through the triangle formed by the two rods throughout the day, but nothing close to the bright colors I’d been searching for. I tugged at the reins lightly and prepared to head to camp.

My arrival at the campsite was greeted by a warm smile from Aubrette. The tall redhead’s long green dress wouldn’t have looked out of place at a ren faire, though the tent behind her was far more modern. She was seated on a stool beside the campfire with a small table set in front of her. As I watched, she finished chopping a turnip into chunks and tipped it into a large pot that hung off the same pole over the fire as an entire plucked chicken.

The knife fell from her hand as she rose, but never touched the ground. Instead, it dropped out of sight as though vanishing behind a screen as Aubrette stopped maintaining the magic she had used to conjure it. The High Sidhe delivered a courtly bow as I approached and dismounted. “My lord.”

“Hey Aubrette. Zarina out setting up wards?”

“Indeed, my Lord. She will be perhaps another twenty or thirty minutes before returning. Your supper will take slightly longer, though I suspect you shall not notice its absence.”

It took a moment for me to realize what she was referring to. While Cindy had dismounted with me and was approaching from behind, the sound of the tent’s zipper meant that my mount had something other than rest and relaxation in mind. “Ah, duty calls. We’ll have a talk about next steps when we’re all here, but in the meantime, I have a Puca to reward.”

“Even so, my Lord Jack. Your meal will be ready when you emerge.” Left unsaid was that the insatiable voyeur of a Sidhe would tap into the Glamour I fed her through her bond of service to watch everything that happened inside the tent.

I walked close enough to lean in and brush my lips across hers. Even in the cold, after a day spent in the woods, she tasted of honey and spring flowers. I went in for another taste, but while the tall redhead was more than willing to indulge, the tiny blonde behind me was not so forgiving. When I felt shockingly strong hands begin to push me towards the tent, I had no choice but to move in that direction.

Despite my protests, I was looking forward to getting to the tent. Rose and I had discovered that the ancient Puca magic that bound her to my service had many facets and flexible definitions. For example, while she was my mount and I her rider, that applied equally to the bedroom as to galloping through snow covered woods. That drive compelled her to serve in either capacity, but it didn’t seem to differentiate particularly between the two.

I pushed through the tent flap and stepped inside. The interior of the tent was pleasantly warm—courtesy of Zarina’s magic, no doubt—which quickly thawed my extremities and enabled Rose to greet me in a way that made clear her intentions.

That the Puca’s ass was in the air, wiggling slowly from side to side in invitation was unsubtle enough, but she had reached back between her thighs to play with the glistening lips of her soaking wet cunt. After hours of riding through the woods, she was more than ready for a good hard fuck, and had no problem making that clear.

Where Cindy had the slender athletic build of a gymnast or a ballerina, Rose was five feet and three inches of soft feminine curves—at least in her ‘human’ form. Her breasts were larger than her head and bulged out to either side beneath her torso. The ass that greeted me was full and round, and the fact that her stomach wasn’t perfectly flat and her thighs were thick only served to drive home the point that she was a walking example of an ancient ideal.

Rose was built to fuck.

My pants dropped to my knees as I positioned myself behind her, and without foreplay or warning I sank my cock into her pretty pink pussy in a single thrust. A long blissful moan escaped her lips as she shoved herself back to take me to the hilt. I slapped against her ass loudly but couldn’t be bothered to worry about the others hearing—Aubrette’s voyeuristic nature meant she was almost certainly already watching, while Cindy’s connection to Lust meant she knew what was going to happen before we even reached the camp. There was a reason she was so insistent that I not linger with Aubrette.

I swiftly fell into a familiar rhythm. It was the same one I’d been experiencing all day as rider and mount, only interpreted through a very different lens. I rode Rose at a gallop and she responded with enthusiasm. Each thrust of my cock was greeted by the welcome embrace of a channel that rippled and squeezed around it as though welcoming it home, as I fucked the Puca hard, fast, and with no small amount of glee.

Compared to Cindy’s somewhat performative enthusiasm, Rose was fun to fuck. Not that I didn’t enjoy what the Sin Demon had to offer—far from it—but she was interested in Lust over everything else. She was willing to accommodate anything I might have in mind, but the fact that her desires were so obviously shaped by her nature was hard to ignore. The Puca, by comparison, wanted to have a good time. In this case, that meant exploring the depths of her greedy pussy, but her general approach to life was refreshingly hedonistic and straightforward. It made her easy company in general, and meant that I didn’t feel worried when my orgasm approached rather swiftly.

I’d spent enough time in Rose’s cunt to know that she came while I was fucking her—more than once, in fact, though neither had been particularly big. Having already delivered an appetizer, though, I felt no remorse in giving her what she really wanted quickly. My hips slapped into her ass as I buried myself to the hilt and painted her insides white.

The climax that sparked in her was not small—the Puca shuddered as she shoved her ass back and clamped down around my length. Her pussy rippled as though milking me as she sought to extract every single drop of my cum that she could, all while her body shook in the grip of a massive orgasm. Only when my balls stopped twitching and pulsing did she relax and collapse forward with a happy sigh.

I pulled out—drawing a whimper of betrayal from Rose in the process—and collapsed on my back beside her on the mattress. As she snuggled up to my chest, I took a deep breath, then let out a quiet laugh.

“Hmm?” Rose’s inquiry wasn’t verbal, but the question was clear.

“Just thinking how lucky I am.”

“You’re goddamn right. Not many men get to fuck their own Puca.”

“Oh, yeah, I guess. Mostly, I was just thinking that I’m really happy you don’t smell like a horse.”

She slapped my shoulder lightly. Then she started giggling. It was infectious, and I joined her almost instantly in laughter. When the tent flap opened a minute later to admit Aubrette, Cindy, and Zarina, the three women were greeted by the sight of me on my back, pants around my ankles, while a still naked Rose giggled against me.

“Oh, perfect! Aubrette, dear, you have some cleaning to do.” The redhead had stopped moving as a blush overtook her the moment she walked in, but Cindy wasn’t having any of it. Despite being more than a foot shorter than the high Sidhe, the Sin Demon was inexorable as she placed a hand in the small of Aubrette’s back and pushed her forward to join us.

The former noble dropped to her knees compliantly as Zarina spoke, “The camp is warded against discovery—unless someone has magic, they aren’t going to stumble onto us. And if they do, there are other protections in place. Hello, Master, I see that you’ve been busy.”

I did my best to keep my voice even as I replied. It was challenging because Aubrette—at Cindy’s nonverbal direction—had started to clean me with her mouth, and the redhead’s tongue and lips were extremely talented. “Hi Zarina. No luck, then?”

“None. When you’re finished with your duties we can talk through everything in detail, but the short version is that there’s sign it came through here, but not that it’s here right now. I think it was looking for something.”

I grunted. Aubrette’s lips sealed around the base of my dick, heedless of the mix of my cum and Rose’s nectar that coated it. I was still sensitive from my recent orgasm, though with the Sin flowing through my body my refractory period was all but gone. It kept the sensations from being quite overwhelming and—for better or for worse—meant that there was no chance I’d go soft immediately.

This was not a fact that escaped Cindy. She scooted up on her knees next to Aubrette and tangled her fingers through the redhead’s hair. The curly locks were basically immune to tangles thanks to her Fae nature, and the Sin Demon took full advantage of this by gathering them up behind her head and using the resultant ponytail as a handle. She used the Sidhe’s mouth far more roughly than I would have, pushing forward until I popped into her throat and holding her there for several seconds while she spoke. “Fun first, then business. You have obligations, Master.”

I folded my hands behind my head and relaxed as the tiny blonde took advantage of Aubrette’s exhibitionist streak. While I had planned to talk to everyone outside around the campfire, snuggling up to one fairy while a second gave me a blowjob was an attractive prospect, and Cindy wasn’t wrong—I did have an obligation to ensure the Sin Demon’s needs are met.

* * *

Some time later, four of us were seated on little folding chairs inside the tent while Aubrette cooked outside. The High Sidhe was able to conjure food fully cooked, but doing so tied up a bit of her concentration for a time. We were already relying on the redhead for the camping equipment, so we had brought real food rather than stretch her powers more than necessary.

I took a sip of tea as Zarina spoke, the wizard’s expression serious. “All reports from the guardian in Tennessee do point to the impundulu being nearby, but the only magical signatures I was able to find in the area were from other creatures. That strongly supports the idea that not only is the lightning bird bonded as a familiar, the witch that has bonded it is actively working to conceal its location.”

What I’d learned from Zarina in the past few months was that wizards had a loose network of volunteers who worked to protect mortals from the depredations of creatures with supernatural abilities. They also worked to keep public knowledge of magic to a minimum, but that mission was not absolute. Many wizards actually wanted to bring the supernatural back into public awareness, but the prevailing wisdom was that the smartest way to do so was slowly, from the ground up. Their goal was to promote general public acceptance and knowledge so the shock of the reveal would be less world shattering.

My business ventures actually fit their plans perfectly by spreading information via word of mouth to a limited audience.

Our present adventure was due to the former mandate though, not the latter. An impundulu, or lightning bird—or a couple other names for the same creature—was a supernatural monster native to Africa associated with plagues, lightning, and chaos. They were nearly immortal, all but impervious to attacks that didn’t involve fire, highly resistant to enchantments, and extremely cunning. They were said to drink blood, influence the minds of mortals, and could appear in both human and bird forms. Oh, and apparently they were known to cause people to have sex, although I had to wonder if that wasn’t because people just did that.

We’d received information a couple months back that one had traveled to the United States, and had been spotted southeast of us moving slowly in our direction. Zarina had set up a series of wards several years back: magic enchantments meant to detect the presence of powerful supernatural creatures coming into the area. It was how she had come into my own life a few months prior. She had detected a powerful demonic entity shortly after Cindy was summoned, and I had blundered into asking her about Sin Demons at the library. That was enough to put me on a very short watchlist. After two Fae arrived, the wizard had taken it upon herself to place some much more specific and specialized spells on my apartment to keep track of what I was doing.

I’d actually passed her as she was leaving after she set those up. At the time, I’d assumed she just lived in the building, not that she was there because of me.

Now we were exploring the state park because something had tripped the alarm in the area not long after Zarina’s grandfather had warned her of the impundulu’s approach. The farther out from the city we went, the worse the detail we had available. At this range, Zarina hadn’t had the time to set up a whole set of intricate enchantments to tell us who, what, and where they detected. Instead, the outer ring was little more than a series of magical tripwires set to go off if anything sufficiently powerful approached within a hundred miles of St. Louis.

They had triggered a week or so prior, but the next ring within hadn’t. That could mean that something approached from the southeast and then turned around and left again, but it also could mean it was still here. This expedition had set out to determine which of those two possibilities was correct.

I set down my thermos of tea as I responded to Zarina. “I found some traces of color, but it was all green, brown, or yellow—none of the black and gold you described. Any idea what might have been leaving the traces we did find? Is it possible there’s a… bigfoot, or something that just wandered into the area, and the lightning bird is still in Tennessee?” I knew I didn’t sound convincing even to myself, but I had to ask.

Zarina shook her head. “It’s extremely improbable that anything significant enough to trigger the wards just happened to wander into this specific area shortly after we were warned about the impundulu. The outer ring isn’t finely tuned, it’s set up to only notify me if something actually big comes through. I didn’t want to waste my time running around every time a centennial vampire came to town. What you found were probably traces of Fae creatures in the area. You might not even be able to tell them apart from local wildlife if you ran into them face to face.”

She paused for a moment, before adding, “There used to be a werewolf pack that lived in the area too. I haven’t heard from them in a while, though, so it’s possible they moved on.” I nodded slowly at that. With the way my life had been going for the past year, that she didn’t correct me on the existence of bigfoot didn’t even faze me.

Eventually, Aubrette returned with plates of food—in this case skewers of mixed vegetables and cubes of chicken—and we all settled down to eat. I took the time while our mouths were occupied to reflect on how lucky I felt. Sure, I was camping in the middle of a freezing winter to try to hunt down a legendary bird vampire before it could cause too much chaos, but I was privileged to do it with several women who were all impressively wonderful in their own way.

The rest of the evening passed in exhausted relaxation. All of us—save Cindy—were tired from the day’s exertions, so we took the time to recover in anticipation of another long day. If we didn’t find anything by the end of tomorrow, we were going to need to head back to town and plan another expedition later. I was somewhat torn between wanting to just find the damn bird to be done with it, and hoping that it had somehow sensed Zarina’s wards and fled. The former would mean we could deal with whatever threat it represented now. The latter meant we might not have to deal with it at all.

* * *

The following day turned out to be a bust as well. We split up in the morning, met up for a quick lunch-and-Sin break at midday, but by the time the sky started to darken we had found nothing. We met back up in the parking lot, packed up our few non-conjured supplies in Zarina’s SUV, and then all piled in.

It was a long drive from the park to the city—over a hundred miles—so we were going to be in the car for a while. Fortunately, the ladies were good company. We’d gotten fake IDs made for Aubrette and Cindy, but I still wasn’t sure how well they would hold up, so Rose was behind the wheel. She was as far from human as Aubrette was, but her parents had entered the mortal plane far enough back that they were able to get themselves in the system before computers made that tricky. When she was born, she got a birth certificate and a Social Security number issued from the government, so she was an official legal citizen, complete with driver’s license.

Aubrette had taken the navigator’s seat, which left me in the back between Cindy and Zarina. Trapped in a car with four beautiful women for several hours, I naturally took advantage of the situation. Within minutes of hitting the road, I was deep within a fascinating conversation with my enchanted wizard.

Once it had become clear that Zarina wasn’t going to be able to easily free herself from the spell she had cast that made me the most important person in her life, I’d asked her to take some time to start teaching me about not just her means of working magic, but also the greater magical world. For all of my childhood, my family had lived on the outskirts of the supernatural community—too few and too insignificant for anyone with real power to take notice. It left us grasping at legends and word of mouth to understand the hidden worlds beneath the surface.

In a way, I’d been worse off than someone purely mundane—at least they didn’t know for certain that there were pieces on the board they couldn’t see. The lessons Zarina provided had been more than eye opening. Not only had I learned about entire magical populations and communities that my family had never even heard of, I’d started to gain some insights into how they had changed over the years.

Wizards and vampires and various natives of other planes such as Fae could live for centuries if they didn’t meet a violent end, and that longevity shaped their world view in more ways than one. A vampire who remembered the end of the Holy Roman Empire was unlikely to care about modern political boundaries, and a water elemental would be far more concerned with the state of the ocean than the lands it surrounded.

Add in the strife and posturing made inevitable by the personal power of some of the individuals in the world, and rather than the magical world being made of sets of nations, or even clans or tribes of like creatures, you had a dispersion of small groups and communities who sometimes warred for turf like rival gangs. Zarina had been doing her best to get me caught up to the current mago-political map of the US Midwest, but I had a lot of ground to cover.

She was also trying to teach me more of the basic theory of magic as practiced by wizards, including how to use their style of magic. Unfortunately, the results of those lessons were far less promising, for one simple reason: when it came to wielding the arcane like a wizard, I sucked.

More specifically, the incantations and spells that Zarina used just didn’t come naturally to me. From what she explained, that wasn’t necessarily a surprise. Apparently most people had differing affinities for styles and types of magic. The fact that I was able to form a powerful bond with a demon, and two Fae women meant that my affinity for Sin and Glamour had to be high. In contrast, my affinity for the Arcana that wizards leveraged was probably pretty low. It wasn’t unheard of to have someone with multiple powerful affinities, but this did not seem to be one of mine.

What drove me crazy was that there didn’t seem to be any way to test for affinities short of attempting to use that kind of magic. Affinities tended to run in families, so genetics offered some limited insights. In my case, though, we would’ve needed a trip to Arizona to have Zarina try to figure out the power source my parents’ Gifts drew on, since they didn’t know themselves.

Even that was a long shot, since minor talents weren’t widely studied or well understood, so it had been pushed to a lower priority. There were more important things going on, and figuring out exactly what kinds of magic my parents used would have to wait.

Still, the lessons were interesting, and even if I couldn’t put some of it to practice, it was neat to learn more about how wizards worked. Cindy chimed in from time to time to clarify some points about Sin, and Aubrette spent a good fifteen minutes explaining how humans produced Glamour. I found it fascinating that both Glamour and Sin were produced by mortals, but wielded primarily by Fae and demons respectively.

The implications were fascinating—if somewhat academic at this point. None of my companions had any definitive answers on the topic, but it made for a captivating half hour or so of conversation as we finally made our way back to St. Louis.

* * *

It was late by the time we pulled into the parking lot at the apartment complex. It was also in the single-digit temperature range and snowing gently, so there were basically no people in sight. Rose let out a growl of frustration as she tried to turn into her reserved parking space beside my Honda, only to see that there was a brand new black SUV parked in it already. The visitor parking lot was also full, so we wound up having to drive the whole way out to overflow parking.

Most of us had stripped off at least some of our warm camping clothes for the drive home, since sitting in a heated car made them redundant, but we took a few minutes to put them back on in preparation for the walk back. Only when we were all ready did we open the doors to Zarina’s SUV and climb outside. We had only taken a few steps towards the apartment building when shapes began to manifest through the snow in front of us.

As they drew closer, I was able to begin to make out details in the dark. Sauntering towards me was a man, slightly shorter than me due to my relatively recent Glamour-enhanced height, whose age I could confidently pin down as “adult”. He was dressed in a burgundy silk shirt and black slacks, but gave no sign of discomfort in the cold. His shoulder-length hair was wavy and dark, and framed an obnoxiously handsome face. The sneer he wore didn’t particularly help, nor did the cold disregard he showed when his eyes flitted across me and my companions.

It was only when he stopped about ten feet away that I went from cautious to alarmed—being approached by someone wasn’t necessarily a problem, but when I noticed that the snowflakes which landed on him weren’t melting, I knew that something was amiss. Worse, several more figures approached from behind and fanned out slowly around their leader. In seconds, I was facing seven people—four men and three women—who looked like they could have found work as models. The least attractive of them was merely good-looking, and every one of them was outfitted in designer clothes that were utterly inappropriate for the cold.

I halted as my own companions drew up close around me. Cindy and Zarina took flanking positions to either side, while Aubrette and Rose took up the rear. Several long seconds passed as each group studied the others, until finally the strangers’ leader broke the silence.

“Give us the redhead and you get to go on about your lives.” The man’s voice was a rich baritone, with an Italian accent nearly strong enough to make him difficult to understand. He stood eerily still, even as the others accompanying him continued to slowly spread out to either side.

I turned my head towards Aubrette to see how she reacted to the man’s words. The Sidhe gave them a withering glare but remained silent, so I took it upon myself to respond. “We aren’t going to give you anyone. How about you tell me who you are, and what this is all about, and we keep things calm?”

It wasn’t one of the seven people opposite me who answered my first question, but Zarina. Her voice was quiet, though in the snowbound silence that surrounded us I was sure everyone present heard her. “They’re vampires. All of them. Not ancient ones, but probably not newly turned, either.” Vampires tended to grow more powerful with age, so our opponents being newer was moderately good news. Apparently freshly risen vampires were little stronger than they were before dying, but the really old ones were terrifying to contemplate.

The same vampire spoke again. “The wizard is correct. We are vampires. And what this is about is simple. We want your Fairy. You took Franca from us, we will take her from you.” I blinked at that, confused.

“I… took Franca from you? You’ve lost me.” As I spoke, I noticed a few more shapes taking position behind the vampires, bringing their total count to ten. The leader—or at least, the one talking—didn’t so much as turn his head.

“You’re right—allow me to introduce myself, this will go much smoother. You may call me Vittorio. I am an… assistant to Duke Cherto. Ms. Malle, I do not know your connection to these individuals, but perhaps you can explain the situation to them. Your four companions were seen leaving the floor of Club Aurora some months back, in the company of one of our number, Franca. Some time later, we discovered what little remained of her. It has taken some time to investigate and determine who was responsible—Duke Cherto certainly did not wish to inflict vengeance on an innocent man and allow the killer of one of his own to go free, after all.” The entire time the vampire spoke, he remained motionless, only flicking his eyes to the side when he addressed Zarina, before returning them to meet mine.

“We are here now because we are sure. I do not know what trickery you used to fell Franca, but it will not work here. We are more than twice your number, and we are on guard. Our offer is not an unreasonable one. We understand that you were likely defending yourselves against a more powerful being, a predator preying on you. Simply give us that one to balance the scales, and never raise a hand against us again. You cannot ask for a more merciful or reasonable offer.” Vittorio only moved after he finished speaking. His arm raised with slow deliberation to point towards Aubrette, then his fingers twitched in twice in a beckoning motion as though he expected her to obey.

I took in a deep, slow breath to steady myself. From what both Cindy and Zarina had told me before, most vampires didn’t stand a chance against a Sin Demon. These apparently weren’t scrubs, and there were ten of them, but we had a wizard, and it didn’t seem like they actually knew what happened last Halloween. I didn’t actually know myself—this must have gone down while I’d been occupied with a certain Puca prankster—but it ultimately didn’t matter. I could find that out later, after we dealt with these pricks.

A quick glance to Zarina got a nod, and a look at Cindy told me everything I needed to know about her opinion on the topic. She was grinning with a manic look in her eyes that told me the only reason she hadn’t erupted into violence was that she was waiting on my signal.

I looked back to Vittorio. “No. I’m sure by whatever code of behavior you’re following your offer is reasonable, but I’m not going to give you Aubrette. You don’t get to show up and tell us that we owe you something because we defended ourselves.”

The tall vampire raised a single eyebrow and canted his head to the side in surprise. “You are sure? The alternative is that we take all of you, drain most of you dry, and then take our time dining on Fae for the next few months or years anyway. I won’t complain, of course—that’s more for us—but it’s a worse deal for you.”

“No.” I shook my head for emphasis. “That’s not what’s going to happen. Cindy? Destroy them.”

Cindy launched forward in a blur.

I don’t think the vampires expected us to take the offensive. They outnumbered us two to one, and were the aggressors in the confrontation, but I didn’t see any reason why we had to follow their script.

The tiny blonde Sin Demon hit their line like a bowling ball, sending vampires scattering in her wake. In the first second of the fight I watched her right arm blur in a tight arc towards one of the female vampires. The woman showed admirable reflexes, because as fast as Cindy was, the vampire managed to bring up her own forearm to block.

That proved to have been a mistake that cost her half of her arm. As far as I could tell, Cindy didn’t even lose momentum as she sent the vampire’s hand spinning off into the snow, only to plant her foot as she stepped forward and drove her hand straight through the taller woman’s chest.

Things got more chaotic from there.

A flash of insight from my Gift had me take a step back, and a pale fist streaked past my face. I managed to barely make out Vittorio’s face behind it as the tall vampire stepped in past Cindy and attempted to bear me down with his inhuman strength. He was shorter than I was by several inches, but tales of vampiric powers were not without merit, and the force he was able to exert was considerable. He took another bare-handed swing at my face with a casually curled fist.

I caught it without thinking.

My Gift gleamed inside my head as it guided me and I found my fingers wrapped around Vittorio’s immobile forearm as the vampire stared at me in shock. I tried to take advantage of his distraction with a swift kick to his legs, but of the two of us he was obviously the more experienced fighter. He stepped into the kick to rob it of any momentum, then pushed back and wrenched his arm free of my grasp with a snarl.

Nearly a year before, when I first walked into my neighbor Mycah’s apartment I had learned something about my Gift that I had never expected. My understanding before then was that my inherent magic was limited to forecasting the outcome of any given action. It gave me a general impression of how well it would likely turn out, which was both subjective to my own perspective and heavily influenced by the free will of anyone involved.

When I encountered Mycah’s half-finished summoning ritual I found myself in a situation with no free will other than my own, no other humans to muddy the waters. Further, the outcomes were extremely binary—either I would successfully protect myself by completing the ritual, or I would die. It had cleared up the muddy waters that clouded the future and highlighted a crystal-clear path to success.

When Vittorio decided to take the fight seriously, I felt my Gift kick into high gear once again. Zarina was free-willed, but she had stepped in to intercept several more vampires that were attempting to flank me. It was enough.

I stepped to the left as Vittorio launched a punch through the space my head had occupied. When his fingers opened and then closed to attempt to give him a grip on me and prevent me from dodging, they found only air as I ducked down and drove my fist into his gut.

It was like punching a side of frozen beef. Pain shot up my forearm, but the grunt it drew from the vampire told me it wasn’t wasted effort.

I could do this. My mind sank into the Gift as I gave myself over to its guidance.

The next several seconds passed in a blur. While the sight of Vittorio’s fingernails lengthening into wicked claws seared itself into my memory to resurface in a later nightmare, the moment to moment motion of dodging and striking back happened without my own conscious intervention. My Gift directed me, and I followed.

I was able to land a few hits on Vittorio, but while each landed hard enough to knock him back, they didn’t particularly seem to bother him otherwise. As I cast about for a weapon—for anything I could use to hit him with to do some actual damage—I took in the parking lot which had abruptly become a battlefield.

My eyes scanned past Cindy, who was currently surrounded by three vampires, two of whom were missing arms—one at the elbow and one at the shoulder. Two more were crumpled on the ground nearby. Zarina was surrounded by a golden glowing sphere, and the tight coils of her hair had expanded to form a cloud-like nimbus around her head. Two vampires scrabbled at the outside of the orb, but not only were they unable to penetrate it, their hands smoked and burned as they touched it.

Just beyond Zarina, I watched as Aubrette charged forward, her powerful legs helping as she pushed a vampire back with a long pole. Only when she shoved him to the side and twisted did I realize that it was actually the haft of a boar spear that she had buried in his chest, the tip having penetrated the whole way through to come out the other side.

The sight of my companions’ success buoyed my morale, but the distraction cost me. My connection to my Gift wavered as my awareness expanded to the space around me, and Vittorio managed to land a solid punch. I gasped as I felt a rib crack, then nearly doubled over at the spike of pain that shot through me in response.

Rather than pressing his advantage, the vampire sneered. “Fool. Now you and your women will be ours.”

My vision went white with Wrath.

Vittorio twisted to the side when my hand moved, but rather than another ineffective punch, this time I took a page from his own book. My fingers clutched at his blood red shirt and I yanked forward to pull him towards me. Even as I did, I balled up my free hand into a fist, and slammed it into his approaching face.

Then I did it again. And again, and again. At some point I felt a sting of pain as his claws dug into my shoulders, but by then I was alternating hitting the vampire’s face and ribs, and whatever it was he was doing to fight back didn’t seem to matter.

What mattered was the blinding anger that flooded me. Vittorio and his others had approached me. They had picked this fight. Ambushed me at my own home, tried to take from me, tried to kill me and those I loved.

The claws gradually stopped scrabbling at my shoulders, and the vampire slumped, but my grip on his shirt held him up so I could continue to hit him. Only when I felt his jaw pop loose did I realize that I was hitting someone who had stopped fighting back several punches ago. I dropped the now insignificant lump of meat while my blazing eyes searched for my next target.

There wasn’t one.

Cindy was surrounded by six crumpled and headless bodies that were already beginning to flake into sooty black ash. Aubrette stood a few yards away, her spearhead being cleaned of glistening vampire blood as it dried up and sloughed into the slush at her feet. Zarina’s orb faded, but the shimmering shield remained in place as she scanned our surroundings to ensure they were safe.

Rose’s human form was absent, but the conspicuous presence of a magnificent black mare standing over the body of a vampire whose chest had been caved in by a massive hoof provided an easy explanation. Horrifyingly, that vampire wasn’t dead—even with his ribs crushed, he was attempting to struggle back to his feet. Another stomp of Rose’s hoof dropped him again, but even pinned beneath that he continued to struggle.

“Master, you need to get inside. I’ll make sure these vampires are actually dead, and that there isn’t enough evidence for anyone to figure out what happened here. You go inside with the others and let Aubrette check you over. I’ll catch up.”

The wizard—normally calm and considered—had a concerned, almost fearful expression on her face as she looked at me. I realized that I was still grimacing in Wrath and did my best to dispel the grasp of Sin. The anger was slow to fade, but I was able to regain enough sense to nod. “Yes, you—yes.”

I turned to head towards the apartment. As I passed Cindy, the Sin Demon slid her way up against my side, wrapping one of her arms around my waist and plastering herself against me. She was practically purring, nuzzling her head against me even as we walked towards the building we called home.


CHAPTER TWO


The door to my apartment had barely swung shut behind me before Cindy was climbing up my body, wrapping her arms around my neck to pull herself up and plaster her lips to mine. I staggered back and bumped into the wall beside the door frame, under sudden assault as the blonde demon’s tongue pushed past my lips, hot and hungry.

My mind was still reeling from both the suddenness of the confrontation, and the rage that had overtaken me when Vittorio threatened to hurt the women around me, but it was difficult to focus on reflection as she wrapped her legs around me. The tiny demon moaned into my mouth, and I found myself closing my eyes to kiss her back as all of the adrenaline that had been pumping through my system suddenly found another outlet. My hands slid down to cup her ass, and I pulled her in as she writhed against me to press as much of her body against my own as she could.

A few moments later, the door brushed against my arm as it opened to admit Rose. She gave a quick once over of Cindy trying to shove her tongue down my throat, let out a little giggle to herself, then stepped in front of me. Reaching down below the Sin Demon, the curvaceous Fairy dexterously unzipped my pants and carefully fished out my erection. My body had already responded to having a gorgeous woman literally throwing herself at me, and having a different one slide her hand around my cock to free it from my pants ensured I was at full mast. Rose gave Cindy a gentle pat on the back and playfully admonished, “You’re aiming a little too high,” before turning and walking further into the apartment.

I was left gasping for air as the tiny blonde pulled back from our kiss before quickly slithering her way down. She slipped out of my arms, dropped onto her knees in front of me and began to nuzzle the side of her face against my dick. Her deep purple lips found the side of the shaft and she spent a few seconds delivering hot, wet, sucking kisses to it, then pulled back and wrapped her lips around it.

I groaned in ecstasy when she began to bob her head as she sucked at me. Her motions were aggressively hungry as she devoured me with enthusiasm. Cindy took advantage of the fact that she had no need to breathe—she was fueled by Sin, not oxygen—by plunging my cock into her throat repeatedly. Her hands wrapped around the backs of my thighs for leverage, and the Sin Demon proceeded to fuck her own mouth with my cock without my needing to do anything more than relax back against the wall and let her work.

Her lips were wrapped around the very base of my cock a few minutes later when the door opened once more to admit both Zarina and Aubrette. The latter’s fair skin immediately reddened in a bright blush when she realized what was happening, but by now we were all comfortable enough with each others’ presence that we otherwise didn’t miss a beat.

Cindy certainly didn’t care—the Sin Demon would have gladly performed the same act in the center of Times Square if I let her—while Zarina seemed only concerned with making sure that I was well. The wizard locked the door, summoned some kind of golden energy that settled in to reinforce it, then walked over towards me.

She looked down to watch Cindy swallow my cock a few times, then cleared her throat and reported, “The vampires are dealt with, and no one who walks through the parking lot will be any the wiser. The apartment is already warded, but I’ll put some additional protections in place around the area tomorrow once it’s light out.”

Cindy’s blowjob was loving only in that she clearly loved doing it. Past that, it was a furious assault on my dick with her lips, tongue, and throat as her weapons of choice.

As hot as it was to have the kneeling blonde shove my dick down her throat, though, I preferred to be a little more active. Cindy froze at the touch of my hand on her hair, then moaned her approval when I wrapped my fingers through it. Her purple lips formed a seal around my dick and her tongue lavished attention on me as I moved her head back and forth like a sex toy.

Even once I’d taken the initiative, though, I was close to my limit. I was well familiar with Cindy’s limits—or lack thereof—by now and it wasn’t long before I was holding the back of her head as she swallowed repeatedly around my shaft. Her throat milked me as I pumped a load of cum straight down it, all while she let out a throaty hum of approval.

* * *

I collapsed back against the couch with Cindy still pressed against my chest. Her aggressive blowjob hadn’t been enough to sate the minx and she wound up riding me to a second orgasm on the couch. Casual sex in front of others had become more the rule than the exception in the last several months of my apartment’s history, so Zarina and Rose having each claimed one of the armchairs I got at an estate sale recently didn’t come as a surprise. The latter had taken the time to change first, while the former had simply stripped down to the sports bra and yoga shorts that she’d had on under her outerwear.

Once I caught my breath I looked down at the blonde still in my lap. She was all but purring as she snuggled in close to my chest, and while Cindy being affectionate wasn’t a surprise, there was usually quite a lot more Lust to it. Her acting like an affectionate kitten—albeit one that already got two servings of cream—was new. “What’s gotten into you?”

She let out a deeply pleased languid hum and nuzzled against my chest, and didn’t respond until I nudged her with one arm. “Mmm. Taste good. Full. So much Wrath.”

Having had Cindy jump me the minute I got through the door had pushed the fight from my mind, but it came back full force with her words. I still couldn’t remember the full details, but images of sharp white fangs and claws stood out clearly, as did the white hot rage that had overcome me. “I got—everything he said, acting like he got to just come and tell us what to do, like it was OK for him to just come and take Aubrette…”

A quick glance revealed the redheaded Sidhe in the kitchen, doing her best to pretend she hadn’t been intently watching me and Cindy. “I just got so angry.” The words brought another hum from the Sin Demon. I’d put on some height thanks to all the magic flowing through my body until I had a couple inches on even Aubrette. The blonde in my lap was more than a foot shorter than me now, and she appeared set to take full advantage of that by attaching herself to me like a limpet.

“I’m not sure if you realized it, Master, but you were actually leaking Wrath from your eyes towards the end.” Zarina’s voice was quiet and contemplative as she spoke. The wizard naturally tended towards a ‘wait and see’ approach to most problems, rarely rushing into action. The fact that there was concern in her voice at all meant we were probably dealing with something outside of her experience. If it was something she knew about that was a problem, she would have told me that immediately rather than talking around it.

“No, I didn’t—honestly, between the Wrath and my Gift, I kinda lost myself in the moment. It was effective at killing Vittorio, I guess, but it wasn’t exactly the kind of thing I’d seek out.”

“Technically you didn’t kill him, I did, but I take your point.”

My eyebrow shot up at Zarina’s statement, and she calmly explained, “Most vampires require fire or silver to put down. Magic can be a substitute, and for the weaker ones dismemberment will work, but in this case he would’ve recovered eventually. Perhaps not in time to retreat from the sun, but I saw no reason to find out. None of these vampires will rise again, nor will they report to the one who sent them.”

“On that topic—this wasn’t a gang working alone, this was part of a larger organization. What do we do to stop this from escalating further?”

From against my chest, Cindy immediately murmured, “Kill them all.”

I opened my mouth to deny that as a possibility, then paused. “I’m not going to say no out of hand, but do we have any other options?”

My eyes shot to Zarina as our expert on the local supernatural scene, and she responded with a shrug. “Maybe. Killing them is potentially within our reach. ‘Duke’ Cherto is a regional power, not an international one. The vampires we killed today won’t have been his best, and he has many more, but his numbers aren’t unlimited. I wouldn’t recommend it as our first choice, though. My family have always tried to avoid escalating conflicts with vampires, because a cold war is better than a hot one. Any given wizard is usually a match for dozens of vamps, especially if we have some forewarning, but it takes decades to properly train a wizard, and days to make a new vampire.”

She paused and gestured at the naked woman in my lap. “Unleashing Cindy on them would obviously make a dent in their population, but she can’t be everywhere at once. Even if we found where Cherto sleeps and I managed to contain them while she worked—which might not be possible—that’s unlikely to represent all of their forces. Whichever ones we didn’t catch could flee, regroup, and return with a fresh batch of new victims.”

As we talked, Cindy had started to undulate slowing in my lap in an attempt to get me to rise again. It would probably have worked if I gave her a minute, but instead I picked her up and set her down on the couch beside me. “Not now, we’re talking. And actually, on that topic—How do vampires make more vampires? Like, should we all be checking ourselves for bites, or…?”

Zarina shook her head. “The process is more involved than that. In short, the victim needs to die with sufficient vampiric blood in their body to turn. Normally that means being drained to the point of death, getting fed vampire blood to charge them with Vitae, then getting drained again. While it could happen accidentally it’s unlikely that any vampire who knows what they’re doing would allow it. We’re fine.”

She paused there, then added softly, “I’ve heard some of the truly ancient ones can turn someone with little more than a drop. In a fight with Cherto himself that might be a concern, but otherwise it’s not anything to worry about.”

She looked up as Aubrette approached. The redhead held out two steaming mugs, offered the first to me and the second to Zarina. A sniff at the contents as I took mine revealed a rich smell of chocolate, and I let out a happy sigh. “Thanks Aubrette. Alright, so we don’t have to worry about being turned ourselves—not by accident, at least—but an army of fresh recruits isn’t out of the question. So, thoughts? Fight, run, or something else?”

“Fight.” Cindy’s response was simple and straightforward, and not a surprise.

“Run.” Zarina’s was a little more unexpected, and drew several shocked looks from around the room. She shrugged. “It doesn’t have to be forever. I’d rather not risk any harm to you, Master, and I know how hurt you’d be if harm came to any of us. It’s the safest option. We can just leave and set up somewhere else.”

“I’d rather not—my parents are here.” Rose sounded uncharacteristically morose at the prospect, and I nodded slowly.

“We’ll leave running on the table, but I’d rather not pull up roots immediately. It’s not like I couldn’t start again somewhere else, but I’ve actually started to build up a business here through word of mouth. I’d be giving all of that up.” Eventually I shook my head. “It’s late, we’re tired, we’ve had a long day. Let’s get some sleep, we’ll figure it out in the morning.”

By the time I woke up the next morning I was alone in bed. It felt as though I’d slept in more than I intended, so I rolled over to grope at my nightstand until my fingers closed on my phone and haphazardly tugged at it until it disconnected from its charging cable. The display informed me that it was just before nine in the morning, which was later than I usually got up but not as bad as I had feared.

The sound of voices from the other room told me that while I might have been the only one in the room, that wasn’t true of the rest of my apartment. I rolled out of bed and stretched, then pulled a black and red silk robe over my shoulders. It had been a Christmas present from Rose—something the Puca had made for me herself. At the time I had felt a little uncomfortable with it, especially since she had drawn a deliberate comparison to Hugh Hefner, but I eventually decided that I was pretty sure she was teasing me.

Ultimately what had won out was that it was comfy, surprisingly warm, and the silk fabric felt nice on my skin. I tied the belt shut at my waist and wandered out to find the source of the noise.

The kitchen was crowded when I emerged. Aubrette—her glorious red curls bound loosely behind her head—toiled at the stove and added another pancake to a stack on her right as I watched. Rose and Cindy both had empty plates in front of them that spoke to carbs already devoured, and both women were paying close attention to Zarina.

The wizard was wearing a robe of her own. While she did actually have quite a few sets of proper wizard robes, woven of exotic materials and enchanted to assist her with her magic, this one had more in common with what I was wearing. The yellow silk barely clung to her shoulders and where it draped open in the front, it revealed a substantial expanse of her deep cleavage.

She was mid-sentence when I approached, and her words were obviously intended for the guest at the table, the only other mortal. “-unlikely for anyone else in the complex to be in any danger, but if you can help me find a couple spots to inscribe wards where people won’t mess with them I can lower it further.” The wizard turned her head and offered me a sunny smile despite the obvious serious conversation going on, and I leaned in to kiss her cheek.

“Well, I was going to ask if this visit was business or pleasure, but I’m afraid that answers that,” I said to my landlady.

“Ugh. I was just going to check in on how your search went yesterday, but then Zarina told me what happened. Don’t forget that latter option, though, I have a test coming up on Friday. You, Mister Magic Man, are going to put the whammy on me as soon as I get done and back, and I expect you to spend Friday night making sure I’m good and relaxed. If I come out of it on Saturday and I didn’t cum on your dick at least three times I’m raising your rent.”

I stepped around the table and rather than kissing Sara’s cheek, my lips found her ear. They brushed it softly, then I asked, “If I can double it, does that mean you’ll get me a discount?”

She had the authority to make deals with the residents of the apartment complex to an extent, but she was employed by a company her uncle owned rather than running things herself. I hadn’t let her actually take anything off of my rent in a while, since I’d been able to afford it more easily, but the idea of fucking the fit brunette until she felt compelled to find a way to pay for the privilege had its own appeal.

“Maybe. You’ll just have to find out.” Sara turned her head to give me a searing kiss. By now, everyone in the apartment had not only seen each other naked, they had been present in some kind of sexual encounter with each other. That Cindy, Aubrette, Rose and Zarina had all watched Sara as she bounced up and down on top of me with my dick buried in her ass the week before meant she saw no particular reason to be shy about delivering affection in front of them, but to allow Zarina to return to the previous topic of conversation, she kept the gesture somewhat brief.

“Anyway, I’m glad you’re up. I was telling Sara that I think open conflict like the night before is unlikely, at least for a little while. The gang that attacked us was an opening gambit, but given how one-sided that was, they probably won’t try it again. It’s possible that they’d come back in larger numbers, but if I had to guess, the next move is going to either be subtle, or a surprise.”

Zarina’s tone was crisp and confident as she spoke, which made it all the more conspicuous when she glanced at the Latina woman next to her and added, “To be safe, though, you should spend the night here. The next few nights, in fact.”

As intelligent as the wizard was, she had something of an obvious blind-spot in her social skills when it came to me. The spell that affected her had made her view me as something like the coolest and most important person she had ever known. It left her perpetually somewhat starstruck, and while her attempt to bring Sara into my grasp was a nice gesture that harmed no one, everyone in the kitchen—Sara included—could immediately tell what lay behind it.

The thought of actual conflict with a bunch of vampires was concerning. The fight last night had been a sudden affair and I hadn’t had any time to dwell on what was going on, but they had obviously been more than willing to kill us. That the badasses I lived with had barely slowed down as they took down a bunch of bloodsucking assholes meant we had come through the other side of the fight largely unharmed—even my knuckles had healed overnight—but that didn’t mean we would always get that lucky.

Nobody was invincible, with Cindy—whose body had yet to show a single permanent change since she’d been summoned—as the only possible exception. Neither the demon’s hair nor nails grew, and while I had—at her insistence—delivered more than one firm spanking to her taut little butt, I couldn’t get her pale skin to show a single mark or blemish.

The Sin Demon had torn through the vampires in a very literal sense, and the only reason she wasn’t covered in blood at the end was that their remains had immediately turned to ash.

The women who lived with me could take care of themselves, but that wouldn't protect everyone. While Zarina might not have believed Sara was at risk, my landlady was just an ordinary human. She was fit, smart, and aware of the supernatural, which put her a head above most other normal mortals, but it wasn’t enough to protect her if a vampire cornered her in a back alley.

She wasn’t the only one that came to mind, either. There were several customers I worked for on a regular basis, and if Cherto’s lackeys had tracked me here, there was every chance they had already mapped out my regular movements.

I couldn’t afford to just stop working, even to protect people—while I was doing pretty well financially, it wasn’t as though I had somehow become rich overnight. While all the women did their best to contribute—Rose by selling handcrafted lingerie, Aubrette with the cleaning service she provided, and Cindy through helping me manage the services I offered—that wasn’t enough to offset the expenses of renting two apartments.

“Is there anything else we can do? It sounded like you were talking about some kind of ritual magic of your own. Can we hang wreaths of garlic, or pick up some recreational Catholicism or anything?” I kept my tone light, and it drew a laugh from Zarina that scrunched her nose up adorably, but she gave the question a moment of serious consideration before she answered.

“Garlic, no. While there are some protective rituals that make use of Allium flowers to defend against undead of all kinds, eating an extra helping of lasagna won’t do anything by itself. I know the Catholic Church maintains a small army of exorcists, but the emphasis there is on ‘small.’ I’m not sure we’d want to get messed up in that anyway. Rome has politics of its own that stretch back millennia and things might get messy in a hurry if we pulled on that particular thread.”

She bit her thumb in consideration before she continued. “The thing that would make the biggest difference is a change in location. When I was living on my own, it was simple enough to ward my apartment to give myself a small haven to retreat to, but I wasn’t ever worried about getting ambushed on the street. Nobody fucks with a wizard if they don’t have to. The problem is that there’s too many of us, and too many people in general in these apartments. If you had some land somewhere, I could take the time to fortify it properly and give us a real base of operations. There’s a big difference between picking a fight with someone in a parking lot and attempting to assault a magically defended fortress.”

“Zarina, we’ve been through this. I know you said that everything of yours is mine, but there’s a difference between letting you put some effort into magic and actually withdrawing cash from your bank accounts. I’m not comfortable with that. Now, if it looks like it’s the only way forward I wouldn’t object to taking a loan—either from you or from your family, if they’re willing—but anything I take that way I’m going to have to pay back.” Not only was the topic not a new one, but it was one that she revisited about once a week.

It took a few weeks after Zarina’s spell bounced off a protection ritual that had been lying dormant on me for months that I discovered that her family was wealthy. It was a few weeks after that before I figured out that when she said her family had money, what she meant was that they were quietly some of the most influential people in the world. Or they could be, at least, if they cared to leverage their assets.

Most of it didn’t exist on paper—sometimes because it predated the printing press—but in the form of magical vaults filled with piles of actual gold coins. It was enough to flood the world market if they spent it all at once, but even letting people know they had it would have had globe-shaking effects. Those might even have been literal—the Malle family didn’t keep gold for its own sake, but because they could use it to enhance certain rituals. The property in central Africa that their patriarch—Amari—called home was apparently not only nigh-unbreachable, it was basically undetectable if you didn’t already know where to look.

The fact that he had determined, on his one and only—surprise—visit to my apartment, that I wasn’t to be held to blame for Zarina’s condition was probably the only reason I was still alive. Even Cindy wasn’t sure if she could beat him, and that was without having anyone more vulnerable than her to protect. If Amari hadn’t decided that removing me would be worse for his granddaughter than allowing me to live, the vampires wouldn’t ever have had the chance to take their shot.

“As you wish, Master.” While I hadn’t asked the wizard to call me that, she had been holding my dick the first time she tried the word out and had felt it jump in her hand. No matter how I tried to convince her that it had more to do with having her lips an inch away from my cock than the word she used to refer to me, I hadn’t been able to stop her from using it. “If you won’t take money from me, though, may I at least recommend that you find an alternative path towards home ownership? I wouldn’t mind buying a house of my own that you and yours could live in.”

She frowned slightly, then added, “Though, given what I understand of traditional vampire politics, you would get more mileage out of owning it yourself. For obvious reasons, vampires tend to be old-fashioned, and Cherto was born in an era where the only people worth talking to were the nobles who owned land and had holdings.”

By then I was sitting between Sara and Zarina with a mouthful of Aubrette’s pancakes. I chewed and swallowed before I answered, which gave me time to do a bit of rough mental math.

At the rate that I’d been earning money with my newly expanded services—thanks to the magical rituals I’d mastered from the tome Mycah had left behind—I could probably get enough cash put together for a decent down payment on a house in six months to a year. It wouldn’t be anything to impress a centuries old man who called himself a duke, though, and that assumed the vampires just let me keep my head down and work normally for that entire time.

Just as I swallowed the mouthful of syrup-soaked goodness courtesy of one fairy to answer, a different one spoke up and preempted the conversation. “We should rob a bank.”

All eyes turned to Rose. The Puca had been quiet since I’d arrived, but while the expression on her face was slightly mischievous, there was also something triumphant in it—as though she’d arrived at the obvious solution to our problems.

Before I could shoot the idea down, Zarina commented in a disconcertingly off-handed manner, “I looked into Cherto when I first moved to St. Louis. There are a number of banks that he uses to launder money, and the like. He probably has plenty of cash reserves somewhere else, but if we could manage to take away some of his capital and use it to build you up, it would make a powerful statement about your capabilities. You’d be showing that not only could you take things away from him if you chose to, but that the only reason you hadn’t already was that he hadn’t yet caught your eye.”

“The fact that he struck first in this conflict does put you in the moral right, my liege.” Aubrette set Zarina’s plate of pancakes down before the wizard as she spoke, then turned to finally prepare something for herself. When I’d asked her once why she was working in the kitchen rather than tapping into her magic to feed the household, she’d informed me that there had been times in her service to the royal court that she had missed having the chance to simply cook for herself. Living in my household, there was never a shortage of mouths to feed, and she enjoyed doing it.

The Sidhe’s sense of morality was sometimes far removed from mine, but at others she seemed all too human.

“That’s a good point—I think I remember who they were talking about, but what was the deal with the woman at Halloween? I was a little drunk, and also riding a crazy Puca at the time that all went down.”

“Tall goth chick. Hot, but she wanted to bite and wouldn’t take no for an answer. I made her stop.” Cindy’s response was short and to the point.

“Fair enough. So—seriously? Robbing a bank?”

“It’s not actually the worst idea.”

To my surprise, of all the people in the room the comment came from Sara. She’d finished most of her pancakes, and was in the process of gathering up the last of the syrup from her plate by dragging the final morsel around with her fork, but despite her apparent distraction she sounded confident.

“Don’t judge-“ She shot me a quick look to reassure herself, then continued, “-but a couple of months ago, right after Aubrette showed up, an idea occurred to me. You guys had just showed me how she was using her power to make a whole extra room in the third floor apartment, and could pull small things out of the air, and I got to thinking. There’s basically no way you could get caught if you decided to just make some money by selling the things that she conjured, right? Like, if you just went to a pawn shop, you could just sell them a load of gold jewelry that you said was from your recently departed grandmother—or whatever—and walk away with cash.”

Aubrette nodded her head easily. “Those with my mantle have done that in the past. I believe there are still stories of ‘fairy gold’ circulating to this day if certain books are to be believed.”

Sara turned her head and nodded quickly in excitement. “I mean, it’s basically stealing, since you’re taking something for nothing, but like if your target was someone you didn’t care about hurting, there’s not a lot of risk to you. You’d be long gone before anyone figured out what was up. Eventually someone might put two and two together, but how are they going to prove anything? You gave them an item, you got paid, you left. If something happened to it after that, that’s on them. Here’s the thing, though-“

She turned and lifted her chin towards Rose. “You can look like other people, right?”

“I can. It takes quite a lot of Glamour though, so it’s a pretty new development. Shifting to my natural forms is easy, mixing things up a little is harder, and looking like a specific person is a real challenge. Ever since I’ve been bonded to Jack, though, I’ve had more Glamour than ever, so I can manage it if I have to. Why?”

Rather than answering the question, Sara turned to Aubrette and asked, “How much work is it to conjure a bank statement or, for example, a withdrawal form?” The question rocked me, because I could immediately see where she was going.

The Sidhe noble answered without turning around. “It would depend on its availability. I’m not familiar with the forms you speak of in particular, but if it’s standard paperwork, I imagine it would not take a great deal of effort.”

The last piece of pancake disappeared between Sara’s lips, though it left a small trail of syrup on her chin in the process. She frowned and did her best to wipe it clean with a paper towel as she chewed and swallowed, and I stepped in to draw her ideas all together.

“So rather than handing over a note that tells them to give us all of their money, we have Aubrette conjure up a withdrawal form and fill it out. Rose goes in while looking like whoever the account owner is and hands it over, and no one has any idea what happened until long after it’s over. They’d have to comb through hours of bank security tapes looking for anything weird, and even then it would just show the person who made the withdrawal walking in and taking the money. Fuck, we could do that again and again if we had the right information…”

“If we are doing this not just to earn you a house, Master, but to hurt Cherto, we can take the ruse one step further.” Zarina had a slightly malicious smile on her lips as she cut in. “I already have some information on key figures in his organization. If we take the time to observe them and see how they operate, we can most likely pick our targets. While the impact of withdrawing money from random accounts is not to be underestimated, if we were to simply take the vampire’s blood money for ourselves directly, it would avoid unnecessary harm to bystanders.”

She paused for just a moment, then added, “My information might not cover the people who do the actual banking, so we will need to do our due diligence first. Most banks aren’t open during standard vampire operating hours, so they tend to work through ghouls—mortals empowered with a dose of vampire blood with lesser versions of their gifts—in the day. Those have a unique arcane signature though, so if I—please forgive the pun—stake out the bank, I can identify them at a distance. We could then carry out Sara’s plan, and the only people getting hung up to dry are vampires and their once-trusted servitors.”

I couldn’t help the feral grin that spread across my lips.

“Fuck it. Let’s rob a vampire bank.”


CHAPTER THREE


The next few days had my apartment abuzz with activity.

The downside of my improved business success was an increase in the hours needed to prepare for each meeting, as well as additional travel time. Some of the rituals required assistance from one of Cindy, Rose, or Aubrette, which further cut into the available hours we could collectively devote to our newly adopted criminal endeavors, though Zarina did her best to work double-time to make up the difference.

Mortal banks didn’t, as a rule, have many defenses against supernatural deception. Shapeshifters weren’t common, but Rose wasn’t the only person who had the ability to look like someone else, so vampire-run banks worked differently. In addition to helping spot potential candidates for Puca-duplication, the wizard scoped out the magical defenses of Cherto’s holdings to prepare countermeasures, as well as helping Aubrette identify the appropriate kinds of paperwork to conjure.

A sense of guilt hung over me every time I came back from one of my consultations to discover the wizard was out working on a project that was only necessary because I refused to take her money. I didn’t see a way out of that bind except through it.

I couldn’t help much with the information gathering, so I poured myself into my study instead. Decoding the rituals in the book was a slow endeavor, as each step was written in code, in a language I couldn’t read, and referenced concepts I didn’t exactly understand. While I experienced a brief moment of hope when I remembered the ritual which allowed me to comprehend languages that the book itself contained, that hope came crashing down an hour later when I realized the ritual didn’t work on written text. Cindy, Rose, and Aubrette were able to assist with the second problem, and Zarina’s library was starting to help fix the third, but the first remained a thorn in my side.

Only the fact that I could rely on my Gift to inform me when I was on a promising track allowed me to make any headway at all, but the rapid pace I’d set when I first received the book had slowed once I snagged all the low-hanging fruit. The undeciphered rituals that remained were more complicated, more heavily encoded, written in a language no one in my apartment understood, or some combination of the three. They offered me a nearly endless way to spend my time if I could muster the focus, and I tried to put in at least an hour a day towards that end.

From everything I’d been able to gather about Mycah—the book’s last owner—he’d been kind of a piece of shit. It didn’t mean he’d deserved to die, though, and that Cindy wasn’t even slightly remorseful over having apparently consumed his essence when he stepped into her unfinished summoning circle reinforced that the petite blonde did not share my mortal sensibilities.

In the end, I couldn’t bring myself to be overly concerned with his fate. He’d summoned Cindy explicitly to act as a living sex slave, and while she would have been as enthusiastic serving him as she was me, that he’d been willing to bring an incredibly dangerous demon into the world just to get his dick wet meant the world was probably better off without him.

Selfishly, the one thing that caused me to actually regret his demise was that his absence left me without any leads to follow to investigate the origin of the book. I’d checked through his apartment before Sara had it cleaned out, and hadn’t found a single item other than the actual ritual supplies he’d used that seemed at all out of the ordinary. That might have meant that he’d stumbled on the tome somewhere, but it seemed far more likely that whatever occult materials he had were stored somewhere far out of my reach.

My one breakthrough in recent weeks was a ritual that I dubbed ‘Induce Motivation.’ Not only was I able to use it on myself, but it quickly became one of my more popular services. The effects lasted about eight hours and—like the Fae charm ritual Sara occasionally demanded—were fueled by Glamour. In this case, though, it didn’t induce any specific behaviors but instead heightened the subject’s overall executive function for the duration.

Cindy didn’t particularly like it—the effects were basically the ideological opposite of Sloth—but word of mouth spread through the nearby Washington University campus and there were several different study groups that had started to book my services as a result. I overheard one of them—a young Indian man—as he whispered to one of his fellow students about the placebo effect, but that didn’t stop the students from taking their place in the center of the ritual circle I set up.

The last two members of the group were women, and as the curly-haired blonde did an awkward dance out of the circle to make room for the adorably bubbly brunette who would be the last one to go, it occurred to me that none of them had any idea what I was actually doing. The ritual I used on Sara shared about half of its components with this one, and if I were less ethically driven—and not already surrounded by willing women—it would’ve only taken a moment of additional effort to add one or both of them to my harem.

The group chatted with each other animatedly as they headed off to study for their upcoming Spanish test, their minds focused but otherwise unaltered. As cute as the women had been, I had plenty of outlets with whom I could work up the Lust I fed to Cindy every day. If they approached me with demands similar to Sara, I might not have been able to resist, but it was obvious that I had all but disappeared from their minds as their attention focused elsewhere, and I was happy to leave them to their textbooks.

The other three rituals I’d added were neat, but not particularly useful to me. One helped predict the weather, but didn’t seem to be any more accurate than the free app I had on my phone, and one grew temporary gills on a target which allowed them to breathe water for a couple hours. If I’d lived a hundred years before and on an island, they might have been the most significant abilities I possessed. In a landlocked state and with access to the internet, they didn’t amount to much.

The third was more generally useful, but overlapped with my native Gift. It involved a complicated tossing and reading of runes which was designed to produce a single yes or no answer to a question. The length of the setup required for the ritual combined with the fact that I didn’t have a fantastic ability to interpret the results meant that for most situations I was better off leveraging my inherent magic, but the specificity of the answers did have its uses.

Unfortunately, predicting lottery numbers was not among them. I did give it a try, but found myself frustrated and vaguely offended when the results basically boiled down to ‘reply hazy, ask again later.’

* * *

Six days after the vampires attacked us in the parking lot of my apartment complex, I was headed towards my next consultation.

My client was one Anastasia Galanis, daughter of Philippos Galanis. Phil was one of my longest term customers, having started calling on me for advice on his investments a few years prior. I’d been careful to explain to him that stock markets were complex enough that my Gift was of marginal use in predicting them at best. He’d responded by telling me that even the best hedge fund managers rarely did better than a coin toss in his experience, so he might as well try something new.

Phil was old money. His family had been some kind of traders that had turned into holding a small shipping company in Greece and having a stake in a handful of smaller ventures. He’d retired in his fifties and most recently the service he’d had me perform had been my cleaning and maintenance ritual on some of his classic car collection.

The restored vehicles were one of his two passions, while Stacy—his daughter—was the other. She’d been a surprise, long past the point that he and his wife had assumed they were infertile after decades of trying for kids without success.

Phil doted on her and did his best to spoil her rotten. I’d been concerned the first time I met her—one too many horror stories online about spoiled rich kids had me convinced she’d be stuck up, condescending, rude, or some combination of all three.

Much to my surprise, while she wasn’t especially well tuned in to the day to day struggles of the common man, it had turned out that Stacy was both easygoing and surprisingly sweet. When I discovered that she spent her time modeling on Instagram and collecting endorsements as an influencer I wasn’t terribly surprised—she was absolutely gorgeous—but the discovery that she was closing in on a million followers did cause my jaw to drop.

It turned out that her page was well worth the visit, though, and I scrolled through several pages of her in bikinis as she and a half-dozen other women lounged around a lake. About half of the time, one of Phil’s cars would be visible in the background of some of the shots, which helped explain my current engagement.

Stacy had a trip planned, but the car she’d wanted to take was one of Phil’s newest acquisitions and he’d insisted that she take it to me so I could ‘give it my blessing’. The first time I’d performed the service a month or two back, the Influencer had stood to the side with a skeptical look as she watched me with suspicion. When it turned out I was able to produce actual tangible effects by placing a handful of crystals in a circle around a car, inscribing a bunch of runes in chalk around the outside, then burning some incense, her attitude had turned around in a hurry.

Stacy greeted me with a brilliant smile as I stepped out of my car. She was dressed for the cold, though the slim fur-lined jacket and tight leggings that she wore were as fashionable as they were practical. They hugged a figure that was heavier up top than nature had intended, and her lips and nose had an exaggerated perfection that was hard to find in the wild, but her surgeons had done good work. She might have had work done, but the end result was a beautiful young woman rather than a caricature.

“It’s good to see you Jack!” I felt her arms wrap around me in a quick hug and somewhat awkwardly returned the gesture. I hadn’t realized that we’d been on hugging terms, so while I didn’t mind putting my arms around the curly-haired blonde woman, I was caught a little off guard.

“I’m sorry I thought you were trying to scam my dad.” Her apology brought a laugh, and I squeezed back, then stepped away a polite distance.

“Totally understandable. Ford Mustang?”

“Close, except it’s a Pontiac Firebird.” Stacy’s easy laugh was unoffended at my misidentification, and I shrugged my shoulders helplessly.

“I’m not really a car guy. Anyway, ready for me to get started?”

“Keys are in the ignition, she’s all yours.”

The meeting was taking place at the top of a parking garage that was all but empty. The shopping center it was attached to was half-closed, and there was more than enough parking closer to the doors, leaving the top floors occupied only by a couple dust-covered abandoned vehicles.

The exception was the bright red convertible parked diagonally across four spaces. If there was any competition for the privilege it might have been cause for concern, but as I began to work my way around the vehicle on my knees to draw the outline of the circle I’d be using, not a single other person made their way as high as the floor below.

Aubrette was acting as my assistant for the day—this particular ritual was fueled by neither Glamour nor Sin, so neither of the Fae women nor Cindy were able to contribute anything to it from a magical perspective. Instead, the Sidhe contributed deft hands and incredible attention to detail as she helped me lay out the components the ritual would require.

From the side, Stacy watched the proceedings with interest for a while. Drawing about a hundred runes took time, though, and before I was halfway done I noticed the influencer had her face buried in her phone.

* * *

The last hints of smoke disappeared into the exterior of the car and left it sparkling clean and in better condition than it had seen in close to fifty years.

The act was met with muffled applause from Stacy, who had put her phone away about halfway through the ritual itself and stared at me intensely as I intoned the requisite incantation from my handwritten notebook. It was far more convenient than carting around the actual tome of rituals itself, which had been left in its place in my apartment.

Aubrette started to gather up the supplies that were able to be reused and, one by one, returned them to their appropriately labeled spots in the tackle box I used to cart around my magical supplies. It wasn’t fancy, but having a few dozen individual plastic boxes to hold assorted bits of ash, dried leaves, and incense turned out to be incredibly useful.

Before I could turn to assist, I felt a hand on my shoulder and turned to find myself less than a foot away from a pretty face with a bright smile pointed up at me. I nearly stepped away in alarm, but didn’t want to stumble over the newly restored car, leaving me to sway awkwardly as I tried to catch my balance without bumping into my client.

“It’s so fascinating to watch you work. How do you learn to do all of that?” My cheeks had reddened from the cold, but I felt a rush of heat run through me at Stacy’s sudden proximity. She made no move to step away as she asked her question, and her bright hazel eyes—expertly lined and with long dark lashes—fluttered up at me from what felt like mere inches away.

“I- uhh- it’s- dicif- difficult. Tricky. Um.” My mind cast about in search of something to say. Stacy hadn’t actually made contact with me, but her body language made her intentions abundantly clear—she was hitting on me, and waiting to see how I’d react.

“Where are you- now that the car is taken care of, where are you off to?”

Stacy’s eyes glanced skyward for a moment before she responded, “New Orleans.” Her smile grew sultry as she added, “Mardi Gras. You should come.” Her eyes flicked over to Aubrette and took in the redhead’s abundant curves. “You should both come.”

“I- unfortunately, now isn’t a great time.” I grimaced as I responded. It wasn’t that I was opposed to getting closer to Stacy—for all that I didn’t know her all that well, what I’d seen from her was nice enough. She was certainly attractive enough to make a more intimate relationship an appealing prospect, for all that I was inundated with choices for that at the moment, but given my newly discovered feud with a vampire clan, the idea of skipping town would have opened me to another potential ambush.

“Maybe next time, though? I’m sure Aubrette wouldn’t mind the idea of showing off a little-“

Stacy’s chest abruptly bumped into mine as she took a half step forward. She was nearly a foot shorter than me, but her presence seemed to fill the space around me. My attempt to back away ended as soon as it began when my butt bumped into the door of the newly restored convertible.

“She should.” The influencer’s eyes didn’t even flicker towards the redhead as she responded, and she pushed herself up on her toes as she leaned into my chest. “Perhaps we could go to your place and… discuss it.”

My pants felt incredibly tight for some reason, and it was all I could manage to clear my head enough to shake it. “I- no, I, um. We should get going, now.”

My hands lifted and I gave Stacy another quick hug, but this time I lifted her gently off the ground and then set her down again a half a foot to the side. The move was fast enough that when she attempted to respond by wrapping her arms around me in return, I was able to slip free of her limbs before she could establish a solid grasp.

She pouted. “Next time, then.”

“Next time.”

I turned to make sure Aubrette was ready and then, without another word, I fled.

* * *

Two hours later, I was seated at my kitchen table, freshly showered and with a smile on my face.

I had talked with Aubrette about Stacy’s behavior on the way back, and she’d agreed that it had been unusually forward. We’d gotten distracted when I started actually did for a living, and we arrived at my apartment before the conversation had wound down.

Then Cindy had pounced on me and dragged both me and the redhead into my bedroom. I had worked off the lingering arousal of Anastasia’s attempt at seduction behind the Sidhe noble while her face was buried between the Sin Demon’s thighs. When the little blonde had then cleaned me of Fae juices with her tongue she had roused me enough for a round two that ended with me drilling deeply into Cindy’s ass.

By the time the three of us had showered, dried off, and dressed, Rose and Zarina had returned from their scouting mission. The former was side by side with Sara as they snuggled up to watch TV, while the latter joined me around the kitchen table with Aubrette.

“-I turned her down, because the vibes were just all wrong, but when Aubrette and I were talking about it, the idea came up that it might have been something the vampires had done to her.” Zarina nodded slowly as I finished. She had a small stack of books on the table in front of her and was dragging her finger down the page of a tall but thin tome bound in deep red leather.

“Hmm. I’ve heard of a few blood rites practiced by more esoteric vampire clans that could explain the way you described her as behaving just before you left. The problem with matching your description to those is the way you said she was acting when you first arrived. You said she seemed normal?”

“Yeah—I mean, as far as I could tell. She did hug me, but that just seemed like her being friendly. She didn’t hit me with the barely-legal coquette until after the ritual was actually done.”

“That rules out eight out of ten forms of magical behavior control I can think of. Nearly all of them require the subject and the controller to be in the same place at the same time.” Zarina sounded concerned, and she didn’t stop stopped working her way through her reference notes as she answered. “The other two consist of deep and complex arcane rituals—the kind of thing my grandfather was looking for when he showed up, actually—and possession.” She tapped her finger on the page as though to emphasize the point.

“There’s probably a few dozen types of creatures who might be able to take over a host body like that. Step one is going to be to rule out the arcane explanation, but that’s relatively easily done. Even if whoever did it has ended the effect, there are traces which will linger that I can pick up. You’ll have to get me face to face with Stacy for that, but it won’t take more than a few seconds and she doesn’t have to know what’s going on. In the meantime, though, we’ve got a problem to figure out.”

“If it wasn’t the vampires, who was it?” I glanced back and forth between Zarina and Aubrette as I asked the question, but neither woman had an answer. Instead, my Sidhe vassal responded with a question of her own.

“You studied the local power structure before moving to this city, Zarina, are there any other factions who might have been brought on as mercenaries for the duke?”

She shook her head. “No. Not with this kind of capability, at least. And not that would work with vampires. There’s something of an uneasy truce in the area, but it’s born out of a shared desire to avoid unnecessary loss rather than any kind of genuine trust. If whatever was happening with Stacy was Cherto’s doing, it means he’s brought someone in from the outside. That kind of unknown factor is worrying.”

“I mean, the real question I have if that’s the case is—why Stacy, of all people? She’s not someone I see on a regular basis, I can’t figure out why someone would go after her to get to me. Why not Rose, or Aubrette?”

“Possessing Fae is all but impossible. Specialized magical rituals can bind them, but it’s not like their physical body operates on the same rules as a human’s.”

I had known that Cindy’s shape was basically a lump of Sin magic congealed into a svelte shape, but Zarina’s answer cast some new light on Aubrette. The Sidhe actually looked as interested in the topic as I was, but I refused to allow us to get off track. “OK, why not go after me directly? Or you, or- or Sara, for that matter?”

“Your question has two distinct answers. In your case, I suspect your biology has begun to morph in response to the Sin and Glamour that flow through you. You mentioned your growth spurt after Aubrette swore her service to you and you began to provide her with Glamour, and your increased strength and resilience is likely the result of the Sin you constantly channel in your efforts to feed Cindy. As for both Sara and myself, the answer is a little more simple—our minds are already under outside control.”

I glanced over at Sara. She wasn’t actually under the effects of the Fae ritual that rewired her brain chemistry to reward obedience to my whims at the moment, but she’d spent more time under its influence than not lately. Zarina’s charm effect was more or less permanent—or at least, wasn’t going to go away in a hundred human lifetimes on its own. A frown crept over my face at the implications of her words, and I asked, “If you manage to free yourself from your spell, can you protect yourself from possession? Can you protect Sara?”

“Myself, quite easily. The only reason my own spell worked on me is that it originated from within my own protections. Sara is, unfortunately, a different matter entirely. The only way I could protect her is by charming her with the same spell. While it is faster to apply than your ritual by far, the effect normally wears off quite quickly. I would need to devote a considerable amount of time and effort to maintaining it to keep her protected. It would be far more efficient for you to simply keep her until the threat is confirmed to have passed.”

My eyes narrowed suspiciously as I eyed Zarina. The wizard was motivated to keep me happy, and it wouldn’t surprise me to hear her suggest turning Sara into a permanent thrall, but nothing in her expression suggested those ulterior motives were at play here. Her eyes met mine without hesitation—though I noticed the way her lips parted and her breathing quickened when I focused my attention on her—and eventually I nodded. “I’ll ask her first, but if that’s the best way you can think of to protect her, I don’t have any objections.”


CHAPTER FOUR


The next few days were some of the busiest in my life. I continued to leave the apartment to take on work, both because I did still need the money, and our intended heist required that any spies Duke Cherto might have set to watching me didn’t catch on to our plans.

The maddening part about that was that we didn’t actually know for certain whether anyone was actively watching us. Obviously there had been some amount of activity on Cherto’s part in the recent past, but for all we knew, he had sent a single group after us and then called it quits.

That seemed unlikely, though, with as proud as vampires tended to be. We proceeded with the assumption that someone was watching us, and an attack was a possibility at any time. Any time I left the house, I had at least two others with me.

Aside from accompanying me on more of my trips out of the house, Cindy’s schedule was largely unchanged, but Zarina, Sara, Rose, and Aubrette all found themselves occupied most of each day. Zarina had it the worst. Not only was she engaged in stakeouts of some of the banks we knew Duke Cherto owned and ran to identify likely thralls and ghouls of the local vampire clan, but she also began instructing Sara in the ways of wielding the Arcane. That was going to take a while to bear fruit, but it gave the newest inductee to the supernatural in my group something to focus on, a way for Sara to feel like she wasn’t always going to be helpless.

I was so focused on keeping track of everything that was going on that, for the first time in months, Cindy had to remind me about my obligation to keep her well soaked in Sin. Part of the ritual that bound her to obey my orders necessitated that I ensure she was given the opportunity to absorb a quota of Sin every day, lest the pact break. One of the very first orders I’d given her was to inform me if I was in danger of failing to fulfill that agreement. The last several months of my life made it easy to ensure that Cindy was provided for, as living with four beautiful women and having a fifth visit frequently had me generating sufficient Lust without needing to put in additional effort.

The upside about all of the effort we were putting in was that it appeared to be working. We faced no further attacks, though Zarina’s wards did detect that someone or something was continuing to hover around the apartment complex. Rose, Zarina and Aubrette managed to successfully gather the identities of several creatures—most of them ghouls—that they believed were working on behalf of Duke Cherto.

It took the three women on stakeout duty some time, but they eventually developed a system which impressed me in how simple but clever it was. Zarina set up extremely minor wards designed to detect supernatural entities near the entrance of the bank. She could do that from enough of a distance to avoid drawing attention, and they would last only a few hours which cut down on the chance that the vampires would in turn detect the wards.

When something triggered the trap, the wizard would identify the creature to Rose. The Puca’s shapeshifting wasn’t ideally suited to duplicating people most of the time, but in service of mischief—and a bank heist counted—her talents sharpened. She would duplicate the individual in the car, changing her appearance to match. While Zarina captured some video on her phone for later reference, Aubrette began employing her talent. Her biggest limiting factor in producing counterfeit documents was a lack of knowledge, but with a reference image posing in the car with her, it took the Sidhe woman only a little time to produce a copy of the individual’s ID by matching the picture to the face. Sometimes they got lucky and she was able to produce an entire duplicate wallet, since it wasn’t outside the realm of possibility for that to be dropped—or apparently for Rose to have pickpocketed it. I made a mental note when I heard about that to bring up where, when, and how the curvaceous little Fae developed those particular skills, but they were serving well in this endeavor just by existing.

Zarina took photos of the ID to go with the video of the faces, and Aubrette started stretching her talent farther, finding bank documents with matching names. This part apparently took the most actual time and effort beyond the hours they spent just waiting for the wards to go off. With sufficient diligence, though, the High Sidhe could conjure temporary bank slips, receipts, and statements. The paper would go away after she stopped maintaining it, but the information was ours to do with as we willed.

Frankly, the three women working together were terrifying. I knew Cindy was probably still the most powerful of the ladies bound to me if it came to an outright fight, but most conflicts in the modern world weren’t a matter of who was faster and stronger. Aubrette, Rose and Zarina were gathering information quickly enough there were probably government agencies who would take notice if their capabilities became known.

The result of their work was that after a few weeks of constant effort, we had begun to build up a relatively comprehensive list of Duke Cherto’s associates, including their names, pictures of their driver’s licenses, and the bank accounts at Cherto’s banks they were allowed to access.

The information was impressive, but it also wasn’t enough. The problem with dealing with not just the supernatural, but specifically a supernatural organization of criminals is that we didn’t yet know what manner of defenses against infiltration they had in place. We had enough information that we could have Rose put on the face of one of Cherto’s ghouls, walk into one of his banks carrying documentation Aubrette conjured, and withdraw as much cash as the bank had available. What we didn’t have was any idea if the bank would demand proof of identity beyond matching her to her photo ID.

That meant it was time to move into the next phase of our scouting plan.

I wasn’t idle while those three were at work. I continued to work with my customers, leaving the house frequently to ensure that whoever or whatever was spying on us didn’t get suspicious. Both Zarina and Rose had some abilities that made them harder to follow than usual, so we were reasonably certain their expeditions weren’t being traced. We didn’t employ those when I was the one leaving the apartment, however, allowing my normal activities to be watched.

I continued to try to work on deciphering rituals from the tome, but with two of my three main assistants in that endeavor occupied, it was slower going. Cindy was compliant as ever when deciphering the complex script and notations, but her affinities were entirely with Sin, so any rituals that required any other variety of magic were outside of our grasp. We weren’t entirely without success, managing to decipher a ritual which would place an invisible mark on an object or creature that I could tap into later.

We weren’t sure if any of the corresponding rituals which would use the mark were actually present in the tome, but if I ever managed to find and learn them, I’d need the mark. From what Cindy reported, these ranged from being as simple as allowing me to detect the mark if I was close enough, to as complex as summoning a marked object to myself. The latter was something she’d assisted with in the past, though she didn’t know the ritual well enough to teach it herself.

I was reminded again of the apparently sourceless knowledge my Sin Demon held of the tome. After days of fruitlessly circling around the topic the last time it came up, we’d given up on investigating how Cindy knew not just the history, but a random collection of details around the magics recorded in the tome. Any demon as personally powerful as Cindy was difficult to directly harm with magic, but something had clearly erased a part of her memory from centuries before. We had no clues to go on, though, so for now it just remained a mystery that nettled me.

I took the time to call Stacy. I didn’t know how she would recall the time she was possessed or influenced by whatever force came over her the last time we met, so the call started off as a friendly social one.

I’d been friendly with the Instagram model before, but we hadn’t ever hung out socially. As beautiful as she was, I was sure she had dozens—if not hundreds—of young men seeking her time, so I was a little worried about coming off as another thirsty suitor looking to get into the skimpy underthings she occasionally posted as thirst traps online. At the same time, if she just dismissed me out of hand, it meant that she probably wouldn’t be in any danger from supernatural forces until the next time we met up in person. Getting put down as an unwelcome suitor would be a bit of a blow to my ego, but I had five other women willing to comfort me if it came to that.

Cindy and Sara wearing garters and stockings while they knelt shoulder to shoulder between my legs when I picked up my cellphone on the couch was also a definite boost to my confidence. I wasn’t entirely sure whose idea it had been, but I couldn’t deny that having Sara's lips wrapped around the tip of my cock as her tongue slowly slid around its crown, allowed me to hit “Call” on Stacy’s contact without worrying about the prospect of being shot down immediately.

To my surprise, Stacy picked up within a few rings, and her voice sounded chipper and cheerful. “Hey Jack! Good to hear from you. How have you been?” I smiled, the apparently genuine warmth in the young woman’s voice a welcome surprise. Sara’s dark brown eyes watched my expression change, and she took my change in expression as a sign to pick up her pace. Her head began to bob up and down slowly, sliding her wet lips along my shaft as I tried to muster the ability to respond.

“Hey Stacy! I’ve been… very busy, lately. How about you?” The voice at the other end of the phone immediately launched into a slightly disjointed retelling of how she’d spent her most recent road trip with her friends. She wasn’t the best storyteller, as her narrative tended to skip around chronologically a bit, and Cindy having shoved her head down to tongue and suck at my balls while Sara focused on the head of my cock did nothing to help my understanding.

Still, I tried to actually capture the gist of what Stacy relayed. Apparently their latest trip had taken them all the way down to the Florida keys, where she and four of her fellow influencers had several days in the sun and sand. There was some drama with a bell boy, the details of which I couldn’t quite follow as Sara and Cindy switched places in the middle of it and feeling one hot mouth leave my cock only to be immediately replaced by a different one threw off my attention for a moment. She eventually wound down the retelling, ending simply with, “So you actually called at a great time, we just got back a couple days ago and I was starting to get bored.”

I shook my head to focus, sliding my free hand onto the back of Cindy’s head to pause her motions and allow me to actually think and speak clearly. “I… I actually wanted to ask about the last time we talked, when you made that offer.”

Stacy immediately responded, “Oh? Did ‘Brette decide she was going to come along for the next trip?” I glanced across the room to where the redhead in question was currently seated rather primly by the kitchen, holding a book and definitely not just using that as a thin excuse to watch Sara and Cindy putting their mouths to use.

“I… probably not the next trip, but I think that at some point she could probably be convinced. Hell, I’m going to need a vacation soon. I'll call you for advice when I think we can escape for a week. I’m glad you mentioned that again, though, I wanted to ask about the last time we talked.” I relaxed my hand and Cindy responded by raising up, mirroring Sara’s earlier behavior by capturing just the head of my cock between her lips and swirling her tongue around it slowly. Sara slid her hand around the base of my cock, her delicate fingers slowly rotating and twisting while she paid attention to my balls. “At… the end, when I was finishing up, did you notice anything… weird?”

A peal of laughter immediately came across the phone. It only took Stacy a moment to gather herself again though as she teased, “Besides the guy my dad hired doing magic on a car?” She only paused briefly, not actually giving me the chance to answer before continuing a little more pensively. “Actually… yeah. I… did I come on to you? Like really hard?”

“You did, kinda, yeah. I… was flattered, really, but it seemed out of character for you.” I did my best to keep my tone even, while Sara and Cindy both apparently took this as their cue to start trying to get me to stutter or give away their activities. My bound demon’s hand joined Sara’s, both of them delicately stroking and teasing my shaft, while they placed their mouths on opposite sides of the head of my cock and started lapping at it delicately.

“Yeah, that is pretty out of character, I’m not used to getting turned down…” Stacy’s voice was still teasing, but she again grew quiet as she added, “I… I remember coming on to you, but not why…” She trailed off, then abruptly spoke rapidly, “Not that I don’t think you’re a great guy, Jack, you’re totally worth coming on to, I’m sure you have women all over you! I just meant that I normally wouldn’t have… not then. That’s not usually me.”

Apparently Sara and Cindy could both hear the conversation well enough to understand Stacy’s side of it, because they both immediately nodded their heads when the model mentioned women being all over me, before again planting their lips on my dick to begin kissing and sucking at opposite sides of it again. I did my best to speak evenly despite their distraction. “No, it seemed a little weird. Flattering and not unwelcome, but weird. I… Look, I’m kinda wrapped up in some supernatural weird shit outside of the magic. I wanted to call to let you know there’s a chance someone was trying to get to me through you. It doesn’t sound like you were harmed or hurt by it, but you deserve to know since I think they got you involved.”

Stacy was quiet for several long moments, enough that I pulled the phone to the side to check the screen and make sure the call hadn’t ended. When she spoke, her voice was more serious than I think I had ever heard her. “Jack… this supernatural weird shit, how dangerous is it?”

I had to stop and think, and Sara and Cindy generously gave me the time to do that, just planting their mouths on either side of my cock to lick gently, but otherwise stilling their motions. They resumed again as I started speaking. “Potentially pretty dangerous. I’m kinda trying to get myself in a position to do something about it, but the people I’m worried about are actual literal bloodsucking vampires. I don’t think they’re going to target you since you and I don’t spend a bunch of time together, but since they acted first and involved you… you deserved to know.”

I heard a few muttered words on the other end of the phone, but since I couldn’t understand them I guessed Stacy was swearing in Greek. She spoke up again in English only a moment later, “OK. Do you want me to try to get my dad involved? I know you haven’t told him yet, or he would’ve told me. He might not be able to do magic, but he’s got resources.” I blinked at that, surprised at the notion. I knew Phil was a fairly wealthy individual, but he was a customer in my mind before anything else. The thought of asking him for help hadn’t even occurred to me.

Eventually, I shook my head even though Stacy couldn’t see it, responding, “I… that’s a generous offer, but no. Not yet, anyway. We have a plan, we just need some time to carry it out. We’ll be OK, Stacy. Thank you.”

The voice on the phone immediately brightened at my words. “OK, good! Tell you what, Jack, I’ll keep it to myself for now so my dad doesn’t worry as long as you think I’m safe. In exchange, when you’ve dealt with all this, you’re going to tell me all the details so I can find out what kind of mysterious life of magic my dad’s car magic guy is living. And…”

She paused, and Cindy used that window to steal my cock away from Sara, sliding her lips down my shaft, her throat relaxing to swallow me. My landlady-turned-voluntary-sex-toy showed no hint of offense at her toy being taken, instead smoothly turning her head and returning to gently sucking one of my balls into her mouth. “...and you have to try to convince ‘Brette to do a photoshoot with me. I’m telling you, that girl could do numbers. She’s missing her calling.”

I looked at the three women currently in the room with me, then responded, “Tell you what, when you want a photoshoot with her, let me know. I’m sure I can arrange something you’ll like.”

Stacy let out a surprisingly throaty giggle at that. “Oooh… Jack, you keep making promises like that and this is going to be a very different kind of shoot.” She let those words linger for a moment, then continued, “Anyway… I appreciate the heads up. If you change your mind about my dad, let me know. Otherwise… text or call if something comes up that you think I should know.”

I swallowed hard, the strain of keeping my voice even while Cindy’s throat flexed and swallowed the head of my cock starting to become a real challenge. “I… I will… Stacy. I’ll call if anything comes up. And if you think something is weird… don’t… hesitate to call. “ I paused briefly, gathering my thoughts for long enough to add, “Hey, Stacy… I can’t think of a way to say this that doesn’t sound weird, but that’s just my life now. If you do decide that you want to make a pass at me—and I’m not trying to tell you that you should, or not, or anything like that—but if you do… Just… say something so I know it’s you. Marmalade. Say marmalade.” I picked the word out of my head at random, as something I didn’t think she’d ever normally bring up otherwise.

That got a giggle on the other end of the phone. “Marmalade, huh? I’ll keep that in mind, Jack, if I ever suddenly feel the need to seduce you.” To my surprise, Stacy sounded more amused than weirded out, and the flirty tone in her voice carried through loud and clear.

With my cock still buried fully in her throat, Cindy opened her eyes wide and looked up at me from my lap. Making eye contact with me, she swallowed very deliberately, muscles rippling around my shaft as she did so. I choked out a few more words into the phone, “I got to go, I’ll talk to you later!”

I heard Stacy’s farewell even as I reached for the disconnect button on my phone. The call dropped and I finally let out the expletive that had been dancing around the tip of my tongue.“Fuck! Fuckingfuck!” I slid my hand down to touch Cindy’s multicolored hair.

Sara pulled back, again fixing her deep brown eyes on my face as she asked mockingly, “Aww… is Master having a hard time focusing on flirting with a girl because two of his cocksuckers are teasing him?” She wrapped her hand through Cindy’s hair, pushing mine out of the way, and pulled back. There was no way she was strong enough to actually force the Sin Demon to move, but Cindy’s head shifted smoothly, allowing the brunette to direct her. Sara slid Cindy’s head back and forth in smooth motions, using the Sin Demon’s face as a tool while she continued speaking. “Because if you need to focus, your sluts can always help you relax.” She pumped Cindy back and forth a few more times, shoving forward hard enough to force the head of my cock down the Sin Demon’s throat each time, then pulling her back to have her lips pop free. “Coming all over our tits so we can lick each other clean will help with that, right?”

Cindy’s mouth popped free once more, and Sara began jacking me off with smooth motions, the spit coating my cock acting as lubricant as her hand slid along my shaft in gently rotating motions. Even as she did, both women snuggled up close and stuck out their chests, with the Sin Demon’s tiny tits making Sara’s perky but modest pair of breasts look almost large in comparison. The moment her mouth was free, the lithe blonde spoke up, begging. “Fuck, please Master! Please cum all over your sluts! I want to lick your cum off the little bitch, then bury my face in her tight little pussy and taste how turned on it makes her! Please!”

The two made a very persuasive argument, and as Sara continued stroking her hand up and down the length of my cock, I could tell that I was close to giving them exactly what they were asking for. I groaned, my balls beginning to tighten and pulse. Sara angled my cock down, and as spurts of cum began to pulse out of me, she pointed it left and right, spattering first Cindy’s chest, then her own with my seed. My Sin Demon lifted one hand, wrapping her fingers lightly around the base of my cock and squeezing in time with the pulses of my orgasm to tease out every drop she could.

By the time the last dribbles of cum began to drip down Sara’s hand, rather than splashing across her chest, she and Cindy were sticky messes with beaming smiles on their lips. The two immediately turned, lips meeting as they kissed deeply, each of them still with one hand on my cock. Gradually, though, their fingers slipped free as they turned their bodies towards each other. The two broke lip contact a moment later, only for Sara to drop her head down and begin lapping at the cum covering Cindy’s chest.

As my landlord-turned-sex-slave and the Sin Demon bound to me began to lower themselves to the carpet, gradually entwining their bodies, I reflected that Sara was right. I did feel considerably more relaxed.

* * *

Once we determined that we had sufficient intel on Duke Cherto’s associates to begin picking targets, we slowed the pace of our information gathering. It felt maddening to deliberately do nothing while we were more or less trapped in a few apartments, but the risk of discovery each time Rose entered one of Cherto’s banks was high enough that we collectively agreed it was safer to spread them out. It was much harder to recognize a pattern the less frequently it repeated, and I wanted to leverage that fact as much as possible.

That meant when someone knocked on the door of my apartment rather unexpectedly first thing the next morning, I was mildly concerned. Not overly concerned, because not only was it daytime, but if this was a ghoul hit squad out to shut down our operations they probably wouldn’t start by knocking.

Cindy was still in bed, and Rose and Sara were both in the adjoined apartment, but Zarina and Aubrette were both seated at the kitchen table with me. Since Aubrette and Zarina were still eating, I rose from my chair and crossed to the apartment door. Since there was still a tiny chance this was some kind of vampire trick to isolate me, I checked the peephole in the door to see who was calling this early.

Fully expecting to see either a pair of nice young Mormon lads in crisp white shirts, or—if I was lucky—one of my neighbors, I was surprised to instead see a lone woman standing a few feet back from the door with a serious expression on her face. Since I hadn’t announced myself, I took a moment to study her. She was tall, though it was difficult to tell her exact height through the distortion of the peephole. Her skin was fair, though not entirely untanned, and her glossy black hair was tied back behind her head. Her eyes were covered by large mirrored sunglasses, resting on a cute button nose over pink Cupid’s bow lips. The sleeveless orange blouse she wore was loose enough to conceal her figure but revealed broad shoulders, muscular biceps and a pair of chunky bronze bracelets, and her undyed loose cotton pants hung off well rounded hips. She held a briefcase at her side and stared at the door, waiting patiently for me to answer.

I checked my Gift, eye still up against the peephole, and froze in place. The woman on the other side lacked free will. Like Cindy—or the vampires that attacked us—she was a supernatural creature of some sort, unable to act against her nature.

She certainly didn’t seem to be a Ghoul ambush squad, though, and unlike the vampires who attacked me I saw no immediate flash of danger. I shook off my indecision and opened the door. Stepping into the doorway, I greeted her with the best smile I could muster. “Good morning! Is there something I can help you with?”

The woman flashed a polite smile at me for just a moment. As I had seen through the peephole, she was tall, perhaps an inch or two shorter than Aubrette. I actually glanced at her feet to see if her height came from tall heels, only to discover that she was barefoot. Before I had the chance to ponder that fact, the woman began speaking. Her voice was slightly higher than I’d expected, airy and flowing, with an accent I couldn’t place beyond sounding Middle Eastern to me. “Hello. Am I speaking with Mister Jack Puttman?”

I hesitated for only a moment, carefully parsing her question. Aubrette had mentioned that there were Fae who might try to leverage a person’s name against them, but this woman already knew mine, and my Gift I didn’t pick up any hidden traps in the question itself. Nodding, I gave her the most winning smile I could muster before eight in the morning. “That’s me. What can I help you with, Miss…?”

“You may call me Tzila. I am here on behalf of my Mistress, Josina Janssens. Mistress Janssens is a collector of rare and ancient books. It has come to her attention that you have recently come into possession of one such item, and she has dispatched me to offer to purchase it from you.” The woman, Tzila, canted her head to the side as she finished speaking, her eyes darting to the side for a moment.

I turned, looking to see what caught Tzila’s attention, only to see Zarina stepping up to stand beside just behind the doorway. The wizard’s motions were careful, and her voice was tightly controlled as she addressed the woman standing outside. “Greetings, Tzila. May I inquire as to how your Mistress came to the conclusion that a book she was seeking was in Jack’s possession?”

Tzila tilted her head down and then up again slowly as she examined Zarina. I couldn’t see her eyes through the sunglasses, but as her head moved, just for a moment, I could have sworn that I caught a flash of gold sparkling in the air near her face. When she spoke, her words retained their smooth flow, despite the pause that preceded them. “Of course. She had contracted several independent agents to search for the book some time back. One of them, a Mister Porter, indicated some degree of success when he was searching through records in this area, but then ceased to send reports approximately one year ago. Mistress Janssens was not immediately concerned, as this particular agent was not the most consistent in the timing of their reports. When six months passed without additional information, she began her investigations into his current whereabouts, culminating in my arrival here.”

The name Tzila mentioned didn’t register to me immediately, but as she continued talking, the context of the timeline allowed me to connect the name to the person. Mycah Porter had been the one who first performed—or at least began—the ritual which summoned Cindy to the mortal realm. I’d only heard his name in passing from Sara since he and I had barely known each other.

I noticed that Tzila had glossed over the details of how her Mistress had gone from investigating a missing contractor to sending someone to my doorstep. The fact that I’d gone into Mycah’s apartment wasn’t exactly a huge secret, but most of the people who knew it were local to the apartment complex. I didn’t know everyone in the building, but I hoped that the people I did know would have let me know if someone was asking around after me.

As I started to consider pressing Tzila on the point, she spoke up, preempting me. “Mister Puttman, may I come in to talk over my Mistress’ offer? She was quite insistent I ensure you hear it out.” I caught just a hint of a twist to the woman’s expression at the last part, a flash of something I couldn’t identify. My Gift did pick up the possibility of bad outcomes, but they were a much smaller range than the neutral or good options. Pondering sending her away actually had a worse set of outcomes than letting her in. I turned my head to look from Zarina to Aubrette, but not seeing either of them motioning me to stop, I stepped back inside the apartment, gesturing to the kitchen table.

“Please, come, sit down. I have to warn you, I’m not really looking to sell.” Tzila stepped past me, glancing around the interior of my apartment. It was slightly better decorated than it had been when I was living alone on the third floor of the building, but the living space was still more functional than showroom, and tended decidedly towards the casual rather than the formal. If that bothered her, though, she gave no sign.

Neither did she take off her sunglasses as she took the closest chair, sitting ramrod straight. Aubrette was already standing beside the table as Tzila approached, speaking up for the first time since Tzila arrived, “Welcome to our home, Miss Tzila. Can I offer you refreshment? Coffee, perhaps?” I couldn’t help but notice that the High Sidhe’s manner was nearly as stiff as I’d ever seen it. Tzila hadn’t exactly been casual, but the way Aubrette was reacting to her gave me pause by itself.

Zarina gently laid a hand on my arm as I closed the apartment door and went to seat myself, causing me to halt. She crooked a finger at me, and I leaned down to let her whisper softly in my ear. “She’s not human. I don’t know what she is yet, but I recognize her Mistress’ name.” I stood back up, considering my options quickly. So far, nothing Tzila had said or done had indicated any degree of hostility, but I also had no intention of actually giving her the book, and I didn’t know how she’d react when that became apparent. A sliver of red from my Gift indicated that there were at least some ways this could go very badly, but also that it was unlikely.

I took the seat opposite Tzila, and within moments Aubrette set a cup of coffee in front of first me, and then our guest, before moving to stand behind my right shoulder. Zarina was less stiff in her movements, but I noticed that neither did she let Tzila out of her line of sight as she took the seat to my left.

Tzila did not hesitate once we were seated, launching into speech once more. “Mister Puttman, Mistress Janssens would like to offer you ten thousand American dollars for the book Mister Porter located. The matter of how it came into your possession does not need to be investigated, and no further questions regarding your activities since you obtained the book will be raised.” Her head did not turn, remaining pointed directly towards my face.

I blinked. The offer of ten thousand dollars would, once upon a time, have provided a serious temptation to me, but it wasn’t a life-changing amount of money at the moment. It did indicate that whoever Mistress Janssens was, she probably knew at least some of what the tome contained. What threw me more was the notion that they might attempt to obtain the book by challenging my right to legally own it. I didn’t exactly have a receipt for it, and it wasn’t entirely impossible that if Mycah stole it from somewhere, there was someone else who could legally prove the book belonged to them.

It didn’t appear as though Janssens was that person, though, or Tzila would’ve arrived with the police. I shook my head. “Miss Tzila, while that is a generous offer, I don’t think that would be in my best interest…” I trailed off, only for my visitor to smoothly continue.

“Perhaps that offer was insufficiently generous, then.” She reached to the side of her chair, where she had placed her briefcase. Placing it on my kitchen table, she quickly undid the clasps. Opening it, she reached a hand in and withdrew a metal case about half the size of the briefcase itself. She closed the briefcase, set it aside with one hand, then placed the smaller case on the table in its place. The top of the case was some kind of clear plastic or acrylic, and I could easily see the contents through it. Inside, carefully arranged on a bed of black velvet, was a row of five clear cut gems, each a little smaller than my pinky nail. I raised an eyebrow, and Tzila continued.

“These diamonds are valued at an average of slightly more than twenty thousand American dollars each. If you are, for understandable reasons, unwilling to simply take my word for their value, I am prepared to accompany you to a jeweler of your choice to have them appraised, but they should be valued at slightly more than one hundred thousand American dollars in total. Mistress Janssens is prepared to offer these five diamonds in exchange for immediate possession of the book in question.” Tzila delivered her offer in the same airy, nearly detached tone she had used the entire time she was speaking to me, casually increasing the amount offered tenfold. I very nearly choked at the purported value of the gems currently sitting on the kitchen table in my decidedly not upscale apartment.

Doing my absolute best to school my expression—and probably failing—I turned to look at Zarina for a moment. The wizard was doing a decidedly better job than I was at keeping her expression neutral. Given what she’d told me about the wealth her grandfather commanded, that wasn’t actually much of a surprise. Still, given my recent conflict with the vampires and the fact that we were in the process of planning a potentially risky heist to gather the funds necessary to buy a house, having enough money for a good down payment very literally on the table in front of me presented a bigger temptation than I had expected.

What was worse… I wanted them. Something about the sparkle of the diamonds captured my eye, and I had to work hard to keep my hands still. Part of me wanted to just reach across the table and grab them, any consequences or other considerations be damned.

I opened my mouth, closed it, then opened it again. “Zarina, I believe we need to discuss this.” I turned to Tzila, flashing a smile at her before asking, “Excuse us for a moment, will you?”

I quickly pushed my chair back, rising and retreating from the table before my impulses drove me to do something I would regret. As I walked towards the door joining this apartment to the next, I called out without turning around, “Aubrette, see to our guest while we converse, we’ll be back shortly.” A few steps later, I was striding into the apartment’s main bedroom.

Zarina caught up to me only a few moments later, closing the door behind her. She studied my face carefully, and a worried frown touched her full lips when she did. “It’s… the Greed is affecting you, isn’t it Master?” I grimaced as she put words to the notion that had been floating at the outside of my consciousness. My head slowly nodded, and I took a deep breath to calm myself.

“It’s… not so bad, while I’m not looking at them. It shouldn’t be enough either way, but I didn’t expect that. For some reason, hearing about the money wasn’t enough to trigger the Greed, but seeing those diamonds…” I shook my head. “It… it’s tempting. It shouldn’t be. I know what that book can do in the wrong hands, but a hundred thousand dollars would go a long way towards solving problems.” My mind began to calm now that the immediate lure of sparkling wealth was no longer filling the forefront of my consciousness. I realized my mouth was full of saliva, and I had to swallow several times to get that under control. “I don’t think there is an amount of money that’s enough to let that book out into the world.”

I stepped over to the bed. Cindy had started to stir at our voices, and I saw multicolored hair poke its way out from beneath a heap of blankets. The Sin Demon lazily pushed them aside, then sniffed the air. In a flash, her manner changed. She sat bolt upright, eyes locking on the now closed door to the living room. Her eyes bored holes through the door for several seconds, before she turned her gaze first to Zarina, and then to me. “Can I fight her?” Cindy gave no context to the question, and coming from her I didn’t need it.

I held out a hand, palm out, “Not yet. Hopefully not at all. Get dressed, and be polite out there.” I turned towards Zarina, taking another breath to steady myself. “Thoughts?”

As Cindy began sliding out of bed, pulling on the first thing she found to hand—one of my new t-shirts, which hung down past her knees—Zarina responded. She spoke slowly and carefully, clearly thinking things through even as she chose her words. “Josina Janssens is the name of a witch my grandfather has been chasing across Africa, on and off, for about the last three hundred years. Granted, it’s possible that this is a different Josina Janssens, but given the context…” She shook her head. “We cannot, under any circumstances, allow her to get her hands on that book.”

Zarina took a deep breath. “If we’re lucky, Tzila is the agent Janssens sent to retrieve the book, and she’s still in Africa.” She paused for just a moment, long enough to give some extra weight to her next words. “If we’re unlucky, she’s the witch who sent the impundulu, and she herself is somewhere nearby. It would… fit her MO. The reason she’s been such a pain for Wizard Malle to deal with is that she avoids anything that looks remotely like a straight fight. She uses proxies and agents whenever possible, and any time he looks to be closing in, she just slips away and keeps her head down for a decade or two.”

I grimaced at the information as I absorbed it, running my tongue through the inside of my mouth as though to clear out an unpleasant taste. “OK. So- what are the odds we can just send Tzila on her way and get your grandfather here to help out?” I received a shake of Zarina’s head in place of an answer, and sighed. “OK. For now… let’s try to avoid aggravating things and see if we can buy time. We need to plan, and right now we don’t have enough information. Let’s go out there, and try a polite refusal. If that doesn’t work, we stall and ask to talk again in a couple days.” I received a nod of assent from both Zarina and Cindy. Glancing at the Sin Demon, I realized she hadn’t bothered to put on anything other than my t-shirt. I sighed, rolled my eyes, then turned to face the door.

As we marched back into the living room to confront Tzila once more, I got to watch her face respond to each of us in turn. Though her mirrored sunglasses still concealed her eyes, I could see as her full pink lips turned into a polite smile when I walked through first. When Zarina followed me, her expression remained firmly in the “politely happy” camp.

When Cindy came through, a slender woman a full foot shorter than Tzila, wearing only an oversized t-shirt, Tzila’s smile vanished. Even as I walked across my apartment and sat down once more, my visitor’s head swiveled to follow the Sin Demon. Cindy remained equally focused, moving to stand behind me and to my left. It was only when I cleared my throat that Tzila started, shifting her focus to my face suddenly. Her expression smoothed after a moment of concentration, and her lips parted to ask, “Have you come to a decision, Mister Puttman?”

I shook my head slowly. “Unfortunately, I don’t believe that I’m prepared to sell right now. As generous as your Mistress’ offer is, I’m currently in the middle of a… situation… which makes it too complicated for me to be able to consider it at this time.” I spoke carefully, choosing a few words at a time and paying attention to both Tzila’s face and my Gift as I did. My Gift warned of potential danger depending on how I phrased my refusal, but I steered myself towards the best outcomes I could manage. To my surprise, while Tzila’s expression did shift as I spoke, it was a gradual fall. The polite smile faded from her lips, and the woman’s proud bearing faltered, shoulders slumping in a little as I tried to put off the deal and buy time.

Since my Gift wasn’t screaming danger at me, I didn’t expect Tzila to respond with hostility or violence. Neither, though, did any of the possibilities that I expected include Tzila reaching up and removing her sunglasses, revealing wide eyes lined with dark eyeshadow. I was accustomed to Rose’s golden irises, so it actually took me a moment to notice that Tzila’s pupils were surrounded by what looked like a mass of molten silver and gold swirled together. She set the sunglasses down beside the display case on the table, then moved her hands to her neck and begin to methodically start unbuttoning her blouse. I watched in confusion as her hands worked her way down her torso, revealing a sizeable expanse of light tan cleavage supported by a translucent lacy white bra. The blouse only had about six buttons, and she began speaking as her fingers found the fourth. “My Mistress has also commanded that, if the diamonds alone are insufficient, I am to offer you myself.” The light and airy tones from the woman’s voice were largely absent, replaced instead with determined resignation.

“In addition to the diamonds, if I bring the book in question to my Mistress today, I will return. For seven nights and seven days, I will be yours to do with as you wish.” She finished unbuttoning her blouse and deliberately pulled it open, baring her torso. She was surprisingly muscular, even compared to Sara or Cindy, with well defined abs which flexed as she reached up to undo the front clasp of her bra. Peeling it away revealed a pair of teardrop breasts, larger than I would have guessed at a glance, capped with upturned pink nipples. Each of her nipples was pierced through horizontally with a simple gold barbell, and was slightly stiff.

Tzila shrugged her shoulders, dropping both her bra straps and the top of her blouse off to hang from her arms and causing her breasts to shift in a way that instantly drew my eye down. I couldn’t deny that she was thrillingly attractive, but her manner was so far from enthusiastic that it made her offer much easier for me to resist than the temptation the diamonds had posed. I tore my gaze from her revealed skin, studying what I could see of her face instead. Eventually, I asked quietly, “Do you want to offer yourself?”

Nothing about Tzila’s posture changed, but her tone went from resigned to clipped and tightly controlled. “My Mistress commands, and I must obey.” She paused a brief moment, her metallic eyes studying my face carefully in turn, before adding, “If it is my enthusiasm which concerns you, Mister Puttman, rest assured. When she who bears the silver ring to which I am bound commands me, I obey to the best of my ability. Should she wish me to be your partner, there is no act you could request of me that I would not diligently fulfill. For the seven days and seven nights, I would be your love slave in any and all ways you desire.”

As I stared into Tzila’s eyes, for a moment I caught something, a glimmer which vanished as she controlled her expression once more. Despite her words, the resignation in her tone did not change, and her soft pink lips were drawn tight together as soon as she finished speaking. Perhaps only because of my experience in dealing with Rose, Cindy and Aubrette, I realized that her words were very deliberately chosen, fulfilling her Mistress’ commands but in a way that allowed her to give information that was not strictly required.

I nodded very slowly at her, but then gestured down towards her exposed torso. “Please, Tzila, cover yourself. While you… No, your offer is very appealing, but I must ask you to please beg your Mistress for patience. I recognize her generosity, but I am not in a position to accept today. If… if she is willing to allow me to reach out to her soon, if you can tell me how to find her, I would be more than happy to resume negotiations as soon as my current situation is dealt with.”

Despite her obvious reluctance, nothing about Tzila’s demeanor showed her to be embarrassed. She nodded curtly and rolled her shoulders, sliding her blouse and bra strap over them once more, before lifting her hands up to re-fasten the clasp of her bra. She spoke as she adjusted herself, and began to button her blouse once more. “I understand.” Her eyes flickered towards Cindy for just a moment before returning to meet mine. “My instructions included the possibility of violence should you prove overly reticent, but only if the outcome was clear. I believe I am not required to enact that clause today. I will return to Mistress Janssens and convey your requests.”

Closing the last button, Tzila picked up the display case of diamonds and returned it to the briefcase, then stood. She took a few moments to tuck in her blouse once more, then offered me a curt nod. “Mister Puttman, I believe our business is concluded for now. I thank you for your hospitality, and will now depart.” With barely a glance at any of the other women in the room, she turned towards the door, reaching it in a few short strides. Without waiting for permission or a further response, she opened the door, stepped outside, and closed it behind her.

I drew in a heavy breath, as behind me, Zarina swore quietly. “Fuck me. That’s going to make things complicated.”


CHAPTER FIVE


For about half a minute I remained seated beside Zarina in the heavy silence left in the wake of Tzila’s departure. I felt Cindy’s hand just begin to slip onto my shoulder when a loud report from outside exploded through the stillness. The refrain ‘Please be a car backfiring’ echoed through my head, but I shook it off quickly.

That had been a gunshot, and trying to convince myself otherwise was a waste of time.

Cindy had started moving while I was still processing the sound. The tiny blonde was past Aubrette and at the door by the time I’d started to stand. She stepped outside fearlessly and closed the door behind herself, though, so as Zarina and I approached I pressed my eye to the peephole once more to see what was on the other side. I’d been slow enough that there was no sign of my Sin Demon, nor my recent visitor, though, so I started to reach for the handle.

I was stopped when Zarina laid a hand firmly on my wrist. She chanted first one spell, then another, and then a third, I felt layers of protection settle onto my skin like a slightly too-tight suit. A faint golden glow sparkled around the wizard herself, before gradually fading into transparency. Only when the golden light was gone did she nod and release my wrist.

I took a deep breath to brace myself, then opened the door. There was no sign of anything strange outside, so I stepped across the threshold cautiously, swiveling my head from side to side. There was still no sign of Cindy or Tzila, so I moved into the walkway and began to make my way towards the closest corner of the apartment building and the parking lot just on the other side. As soon as I approached the corner, I saw Cindy—still wearing just my t-shirt even though it was literally freezing out—staring off into the distance.

My brow furrowed and I walked around to join the Sin Demon, Zarina close behind me. Once I was standing beside Cindy, I turned and followed her gaze, trying to figure out what she was looking at. The parking lot connected to an access road, and the highway was not far from there. Across the highway was a gleaming office building about five stories high, its exterior all brightly polished glass that made merging onto the highway in the morning a massive pain in the ass. My bound demon was staring directly into the reflected sunlight, her eyes apparently picking up something that I simply couldn’t make out.

I glanced around and noticed there were a few other people from the apartment complex who had made their way outside in response to the sound, but no one else seemed to have any idea of what caused it. There was no obvious body, no one running away with a gun in hand, so after a couple minutes without any further action, the few people milling around the area turned back to their apartments to resume getting ready for work.

Zarina noticed something before I did, and I heard her begin chanting something under her breath. I’d barely had time to realize it was a spell before a sudden gust of hot wind blasted into me, the temperature entirely at odds with the still freezing temperatures outside, forcing me to take half a step back to brace myself. Cindy seemed unfazed, but Zarina had to grit her teeth and talk through them to complete whatever she was casting.

At first, I thought the wind was a side effect of the wizard’s spell, but a moment later a familiar airy voice cut through the gusting wind. “Mister Puttman, if you’ll open your apartment door and permit me to enter, I have something I believe you’ll find interesting.” There was no sign of Tzila despite her clearly being the one talking, so I connected some dots relatively easily. I glanced at Zarina, who had to raise her voice to be heard clearly. “We have about two minutes of being uninteresting to observers, but they’ll remember what they see later. Let’s move.”

I raised my arm to shield my face from the grit and ice kicked up by the wind, quickly hurrying back around the corner towards my apartment. Zarina kept pace, but Cindy waited until we were a few yards ahead before leaving her sentry post. The hot wind continued swirling around me, but I noticed the bare branches of a nearby tree barely moved until I drew close to them, at which point they began shaking as though caught in a windstorm.

I kept moving until I reached the door to my apartment, then opened it. As I did, I felt the air rushing around me surge forward, the translucent whirlwind suddenly flooding with a storm of blue particles the size of grains of sand, coalescing into the shape of Tzila.

Who was now holding a gun. A massive rifle, to be more specific, complete with an oversized scope and stand attachment, which she rested lightly over her shoulder while looking entirely at ease.

The moment after she materialized, a body thumped to the floor of my apartment at Tzila’s feet. The body was a man wearing a nondescript suit, and unmoving. The body was chest down, but its head was turned at an unnatural angle, facing nearly directly backwards, with the neck obviously broken.

My eyes flitted between the face of the woman who had been negotiating with me just a few minutes before, and the clearly dead body now in my apartment. Tzila raised an eyebrow, giving me a moment to collect myself, before speaking while Zarina and Cindy fanned out to examine the body. “Mister Puttman, this being attempted to fire on me not long after I left your apartment. At first, I thought perhaps he was an enemy of my Mistress, but he had photographs of the four of you, plus two more women I did not recognize.” Tzila gestured with her free hand, the oversized rifle still slung casually over her shoulder. “They are in his breast pocket.”

My Gift showed only a slim sign of danger—probably the result of me putting my own foot in my mouth, if past experience told me anything—so I took my eyes off of my armed visitor and instead looked down. I was about to say that I had no idea who the figure was, but I realized almost immediately that I actually did. I hadn’t placed him instantly, since every time I’d seen the face before, it was on an ID photo, rather than a corpse on my floor, but this was the body of Marco Esposito. The reason I recognized him was that he was one of the ghouls we had marked as a potential target early in our campaign to suss out Duke Cherto’s men. We’d actually discarded Marco as a possibility, because he rarely dealt with large amounts of money, so we weren’t able to determine how much we’d be able to withdraw using his identity without raising suspicion.

Before I could get too wrapped up in thinking through what that meant, Tzila turned. She lifted the large gun off of her shoulder easily, set the butt of it down beside my door and propped the barrel up against the wall with one hand. Facing me once more, she spoke, her voice touched with wry amusement, “I recognize that you informed me of the fact that you were in the middle of a situation, but you were rather sparse on the details. Given what I know now, I believe I understand why you would be reticent about your situation.” She gave me a brief, dry smile that did not touch anything but her lips, then continued. “Consider this a token of my good will. I request that you not allow yourself to be killed until your dealings with my Mistress are concluded, I would prefer to not start negotiations anew.”

I opened my mouth to respond, but had only gotten as far as, “Thank…” before Tzila dissolved. The same swirl of blue particles that had coalesced into her shape minutes before simply poured out of her body into a whirlwind, fading to invisibility as my apartment was buffeted by sudden hot wind. For a few seconds, the wind swirled around me like a dust devil, before abruptly vanishing, the door fluttering in its wake.

I stared at the open door in shock, no trace of my visitor remaining except the very human, very real body—and the massive rifle—she’d left behind. “Fucking… not much for goodbyes, is she?” Zarina answered with a wry chuckle as Cindy dragged the body further inside so we could shut the door.

* * *

Thirty minutes later, Marco was locked in my ritual room to be disposed of after dark. Between Zarina, Cindy, Rose, and Aubrette we had the tools necessary to smuggle a corpse out of the apartment and reduce it to unidentifiable ash somewhere the intense heat of the process wouldn’t start a massive fire. In the meantime, while we waited for the cover of darkness, we re-convened around the kitchen table. Zarina and Aubrette had taken the same seats as last time. When I’d plopped my butt into my own chair, I’d immediately had my lap filled with Sin Demon, as Cindy poured herself in against me and snuggled up. She hadn’t bothered to put on anything more than my t-shirt, and rather than pulling it beneath herself to act as a skirt, she’d deliberately pulled the shirt up to her waist so she could slowly grind her firm backside into my lap.

I did my best to ignore the demon’s provocations, and instead looked to Zarina. “So… thoughts?” The wizard pursed her lips, raising a finger to her mouth to tap against it in thought as she considered her reply.

“If Josina Janssens is the witch controlling the impundulu, the situation is more serious than I initially thought. I’m guessing my grandfather didn’t realize that’s who was headed this way, or he would likely have stuck around to deal with her himself.” She paused, and Cindy used that window of time to wiggle back against my chest. Her fingers slid down between her thighs, groping for my fly to attempt to unzip it.

“OK, I should have asked a while ago, but what is the actual deal with witches? Obviously it’s not just a gender swapped wizards thing, but I’m assuming they aren’t just another kind of magical creature like Fae and demons?” I reached one hand down to push Cindy’s fingers away, but that played directly into her plans, since I had to reach between her thighs to do so. I could feel the heat radiating from her, and her hand immediately stopped trying to undo my fly, instead pressing my fingers back into the lips of her cunt. Even a quick brush of my fingers told me that she was soaking wet, and I didn’t bother to resist the urge to let myself stroke and caress Cindy’s sex while I talked to Zarina.

I hadn’t had the time to position myself close to the kitchen table, so the Sin Demon’s antics—and my response—were blatantly obvious to the other two at the table. Aubrette responded by fixating on my hand, her brilliant blue eyes locking onto my lap where I was fingering Cindy. Zarina’s lips curled up into a smirk, but she didn’t allow herself to be distracted from answering my question. “No. They practice a different type of magic. I don’t actually know enough to tell you if they channel Sin or Glamour or even just use the Arcane a different way from wizards. Hell, it might be something entirely different. What I do know is that their magic works on bargains. They wield very little direct power on their own behalf, but can instead create some kind of leverage over reality. I wouldn’t exactly call it granting wishes, but that’s not entirely in the wrong direction either.”

As Zarina continued explaining, I used my hand to push Cindy’s slender thighs further apart, the Sin Demon complying with the motion instantly. Showing no shame, she pressed her back up against my chest, her hair nuzzling into my chin as she writhed against me. I slid my palm up to her pubic mons, then curled my middle finger in, slipping it past the lips of her slick pussy and began to slowly pump it in and out of her. My focus was mainly still on Zarina, but I occasionally glanced over to watch as Aubrette’s cheeks flushed, her tongue slipping out to wet her lips as she fixated on what I was doing to my bound demon.

“The classic witch bargain is something like being granted youth and beauty in exchange for your firstborn child, but their bargains don’t need to be nearly so straightforward.” She paused there as Cindy stretched her arms up to loop them around my neck, her hips still wriggling to grind her butt against my rising erection. “They can involve clauses and contracts and loopholes that are more similar to the pop culture depiction of how deals with the devil go. They’re also fond of twisting wording around to either give less than their victim thinks, or take more. Grandfather told me about one of Janssen’s victims in particular. We don’t know what he gave her, exactly, but we were able to determine that he wanted to live for a thousand years.” She paused there for effect, her dark brown eyes boring into mine with enough intensity that my motions froze. “She turned him into a baobab tree. His soul was intact, but his mind was gone. He could have lived out thousands of years that way, though, so the bargain was intact.”

I winced. Then Cindy’s hips wiggled, bringing me back to the present, and I resumed sliding my finger in and out of her slick cunt. Then I shook myself slightly, realized I was missing an opportunity, and beckoned Aubrette with my free hand. The redhead started at the motion, flushing more deeply, before rising and walking around the table. I pointed down, and she gracefully slipped onto her knees in front of me. Once she was in place, I nudged Cindy’s thighs slightly farther apart and resumed probing the slick walls of her cunt, now with Aubrette’s face just a few feet away.

“Josina Janssens is…” Zarina shook her head gently, sighing. “She’s not a good opponent to have. If we could get her into a fair fight, I would give us good odds. Cindy is a force to be reckoned with, and witch magic is much less suited for direct conflict than the Arcana I wield. The problem is that she’ll avoid that at all costs. Now that I know she’s involved, I think that whatever possessed Stacy is far more likely to have been one of Janssens’ tools than anything to do with Duke Cherto. I’m pretty sure Tzila is a Jinn, there’s an impundulu out there, plus the possessor, and we’d have to find a way to bypass all three of them, at least, before fighting Josina.”

She paused a moment to consider her own words, then added, “The potentially good news is transporting larger supernatural creatures internationally gets complicated fast. All three of the things we’ve seen have their own means of traveling long distance. That rules out some of the more dangerous things she might have brought with her. Probably no Grootslang or Gbahali or anything like that.”

I flexed my ring finger, slid it inside Cindy beside my middle finger, and began pumping them in and out slowly as she started to moan and writhe in my lap. As I opened my mouth to speak, it occurred to me that my sense of normal had changed dramatically in the last year. Having a slender blonde writhing in my lap while I fingered her, with a tall gorgeous redhead watching from a few feet away wasn't the kind of thing I was going to complain about though, so I shook off that thought and asked, “And… not that I want to, but just to confirm, actually selling her the book is out of the question, right?”

Zarina lifted one eyebrow. “She turned a man into a tree basically for fun. The last time my grandfather chased after her, she turned an entire elementary school class to stone to act as a distraction. Do you want to give her the ability to summon a Sin Demon?”

Before I could answer, Cindy tilted her head back, moaning out, “Me, specifically.” I froze, then tilted my head down to address the demon still gently squirming in my lap. “You? Wait, so the ritual in that book isn’t ‘Summon Sin Demon’, it’s ‘Summon Cindy’?” Since my fingers stopped moving, Cindy started rhythmically squeezing her cunt around them, flexing and gripping at them as though to tempt me into resuming. She answered immediately, “Well, it’s ‘Summon __________’ if you’re going to phrase it like that, but yes.” When the Sin Demon spoke her true name, my brain simply refused to process it, the sounds passing through one of my ears and out the other. Zarina looked slightly nonplussed, but I watched as a tight wince passed over Aubrette’s face. She withdrew slightly, rocking back as though lightly struck. I filed that away for later follow-up, but the current conversation was more urgent.

Also I had a Sin Demon to continue fingering.

“OK, so no. Double no, maybe triple no. Thoughts on what to do? Do we move our schedule up and try to buy a house as fast as we can so Zarina has somewhere proper to set up wards? Call Wizard Malle and see if he’s free? Chase down Janssens and see if we can drive her off?” As I listed off options, I glanced between Aubrette and Zarina. The former was once again transfixed by my hand moving between Cindy’s thighs. The latter was watching with interest, but was clearly focusing on the conversation more.

“All of those. We were holding off on making our move against Duke Cherto because we wanted to play it safe with his defenses. We don’t have that luxury any more. Not only do we need to shore up our defenses so we aren’t exposed to danger every time we go outside, we know Cherto has his eye on us here. We need to get out before he decides it makes more sense to just burn the building down with us trapped inside.” Zarina took a deep breath, sighing. “I’ll try to contact my grandfather. Calling him in might complicate things, but if we can get him to actually show his face, it might drive Janssens off long enough for us to properly secure a house.”

I nodded slowly, my fingers still slowly pumping in and out of Cindy’s slick folds. “OK. Are there any specific preparations we can take against the minions Janssens brought?” I paused briefly, then added, “You think Tzila is a Jinn—tell me more about those?”

To my surprise, it was Cindy who answered before Zarina was able to. “Jinn are corporeal elemental spirits. You could call them counterparts to demons—or angels. While demons spring from the hells and seek to encourage the Sins of humanity, and angels hail from the heavens and seek to guide mankind to greater conformity and Virtue, the Jinn are the spirits of the mortal realm and seek to establish themselves as its rulers.”

The Sin Demon all but purred the words, and her hips continued slowly rocking back and forth in my lap as she spoke, but her physical arousal didn’t seem to interfere with her ability to communicate otherwise. “Different tribes of Jinn have different elemental affinities, which grant them different capabilities. The fact that they are natives of this plane is both a strength and a weakness. Unlike demons, Jinn cannot be banished, but also unlike demons, if a Jinn is bound by magic that binding cannot be broken by returning home. Tzila went out of her way to tell us that she was bound to a silver ring. You should take that from Josina Janssens and add Tzila to your harem.”

My dick twitched at that last comment, a fact which Cindy did not let slip by. Her ass ground against me for a moment, before she pushed back and again reached for my fly. With my fingers still sliding in and out of her sodden cunt, I was less willing to move to stop her this time, and she was able to unzip my pants and reach inside. An involuntary moan escaped my lips as I felt her slender fingers brush along my shaft, but I focused up despite her efforts so we could continue the conversation. “I… if the opportunity comes along to free any of Janssens creatures, we take it. We don’t force that, though. I’m not risking any of you for them.”

Cindy managed to work my cock free of my fly, and my shaft stood tall between her thighs. I watched as Aubrette leaned forward, her face still blushing bright red, placing herself mere inches away from both my cock, and the sight of my fingers still pumping in and out of my bound demon. Zarina rose to walk around the kitchen table and stand behind me. I felt her lean down, her lips brushing my ear caused the hair on the back of my neck to raise as she whispered, “Master, I think we may need to resume planning later. Will you let your fucktoys drain your balls so you can think properly?”

I tilted my head to the side, angling my head to give the beautiful Black wizard better access to my ear and neck as she began kissing her way along the side of my head. I opened my mouth to protest, but the words died on my lips as I realized she was right. Months of living with a Sin Demon had taught me that sometimes the best way out was through. I withdrew my fingers from Cindy’s cunt, then shoved them in the demon’s mouth. She immediately began sucking and licking them clean of her own nectar, her tongue darting and sliding along my fingers as though in promise of how it could be used elsewhere. I barked out a few orders as she did. “Yes. OK everyone—strip, then bedroom.”

Cindy reached down, still in my lap, and simply lifted the t-shirt she was wearing over her head. I had to withdraw my fingers from her mouth to let her pull it off, and she discarded it on the floor to the side. Aubrette began to obediently rise to her feet, still blushing brightly, but likewise began to disrobe as instructed. Zarina planted one more kiss just beneath my earlobe, sending a shiver up my spine, then swayed towards the bedroom door, unbuttoning her shirt as she went. Within moments, all three women were naked and headed towards the next room over, while I followed close behind.

I slipped my hand into Zarina’s as I caught up to her, squeezing it once and pulling her to my side as we approached the bed. Leaning down, I captured her lips in a kiss that deepened as I let my tongue explore her mouth. I was conscious of both Cindy and Aubrette waiting on me, but also knew that the Sin Demon would appreciate the additional Lust generated by properly taking the time to engage with my fellow mortal. Aubrette cared less about that, but the High Sidhe’s kinks were such that being made to watch others engaged in acts of passion was more effective foreplay than if it were her honeyed lips I was tasting.

As my hands began to stroke and caress along Zarina’s skin, I felt deft fingers unbutton my pants and slip them down my legs. Without opening my eyes to check, I knew that was Cindy at work, making herself useful by removing any impediments to me indulging my Lust. I allowed her to strip me, though I had to pull my own shirt off over my head since the height difference between the tiny Sin Demon and myself had been exacerbated by the Glamour-wrought growth I’d experienced over the past year.

I only broke fully from Zarina’s mouth when I was as naked as the ladies, leaving her wide eyed and gently panting through still parted lips. I swept my gaze across the room, and found Aubrette leaning against the closest bedpost, one hand shoved between her slick thighs as she fingered herself. Cindy’s expression was somewhere between invitation and dare. Her bright green eyes narrowed as they met mine and her lips quirked up into a smirk. I addressed her first. “You, little minx, are going to spend your time doing whatever you can to make this enjoyable for Zarina and Aubrette.”

She dipped into a fluid and graceful curtsy as she demurely assented, “As my Master wishes.” In immediate and stark contrast to the demeanor of her response, she then took the few steps required to reach Aubrette, leaned down, and wrapped her mouth around one of the High Sidhe’s nipples. I rolled my eyes at her antics, but the way the redhead’s hips twitched, the little blonde’s actions were quite effective.

Moving my eyes up to meet Aubrette’s, I had to wait a moment for her to open them again. She started a little as she realized I was watching her, the flush on her cheeks spreading down her neck as I gave her my next orders. “You, my lovely concubine, are going to plant that delicious cunt of yours on my face and let your lord feast.” Unlike Cindy, Aubrette didn’t curtsy, but she did nod enthusiastically at the command. Finally, I slid my fingers up Zarina’s body, caressing her soft skin until my fingertips brushed the bottom of her left ear beneath her fluffy, unbound mass of black hair. “And you, Zarina, I would love to have ride my cock until we both cum.”

She shivered, mirroring my reaction to her lips earlier, and slid herself up against me. Her full breasts pressed into my abdomen as she tilted her head back to look up at me. She smiled warmly at me, nuzzled her face into my chest hair for a moment, then pulled back to whisper, “I would love that, Master.” I stole one more kiss from her, then released her to slide past Aubrette and position myself on my back in the center of the bed.

In moments, Zarina was straddling me, one of her hands wrapping around my cock to hold it in place as she rocked her hips back and forth. It took very little time before my shaft was sufficiently lubricated for her purposes, and she did not hesitate before holding me steady and lowering herself onto me. I groaned as I felt the slick length of her cunt envelop my shaft, a sound the wizard echoed. “Oh, fuck, I love your cock Master.” She started to rock her hips slowly, finding a leisurely rhythm that would allow her to fuck me for as long as she—or I—desired.

Aubrette crawled up onto the bed after us, biting her lip as she waited for Zarina to find her stride. Only when the Black woman was moving steadily did the Sidhe move to obey my earlier command. My vision was briefly filled with pale thighs and pink pussy, before my eyes closed so I could focus on tasting Aubrette’s cunt. Each of the supernatural women bound to me had a distinctly non-human flavor. Cindy was tangy, with a hint of something almost spicy to her. Rose had a pleasantly herbal taste to her mouth—and her cunt.

Aubrette tasted like strawberries and honey, with a hint of spring breeze. As her thighs enveloped my head, I buried my tongue in her sopping wet cunt, drinking deeply of her. She had faced towards Zarina, with her ankles up by my shoulders, and as her flavor filled my mouth, I felt her leaning forward towards the wizard to open herself up and give me better access. I lifted my arms up, wrapped them around her thighs to hold her in place, and then I feasted on my concubine.

I’m not sure entirely how long I spent tongue-fucking Aubrette while Zarina rode my cock. I felt the former shudder in an orgasm, but my grip on her thighs prevented her from pulling away from my mouth as I sought to devour every drop of honey and strawberry my tongue could reach. With her legs wrapped around my head, I wasn’t able to hear much beyond the moans the Sidhe let out, punctuated by the occasional curse from the woman sliding her cunt up and down my erection.

It was only when Zarina paused, lifting herself nearly off of my cock for a moment, that I figured out what Cindy had been up to in the meantime. I felt the wizard shudder, her hips spasming for a moment, and then a quiet buzzing sound added itself to the mix. For a few moments, Zarina remained mostly still, then I felt as Cindy carefully worked what must have been one of the vibrating butt plugs we kept nearby into the wizard’s ass. As the buzzing sound quieted, I could instead feel the toy through the thin membrane separating it from my cock, the vibrations transmitting through to stimulate my shaft as much as they did the wizard’s asshole.

The moment Cindy had the toy fully inserted, Zarina began to rock her hips again, faster this time. The wizard went from coherent curse words to guttural moans as Cindy’s husky voice took over, carrying even through my vassal’s thick thighs. “You like that, don’t you Zarina? Having your ass filled to turn you into a vibrating sex toy for your Master’s massive cock?” I felt the cunt wrapped around my shaft spasm and tighten in response, telling me that even if she didn’t get a verbal response, the answer to the Sin Demon’s question was a resounding yes. “Our Master is so good, so kind, he tries so hard to give you the respect and honor he thinks you deserve.”

I felt the bed shift slightly, and since Zarina and Aubrette were still kneeling over my body, I assumed that meant Cindy was moving around the bed. A moment later, she resumed speaking, her voice loud enough that I knew she meant for me to hear it just as much as the other two women. “But I think that you don’t want that. I can taste your hungry, slutty lust. I think you wish he’d just use you, fill you with that big cock of his the moment the thought crossed his mind. Don’t you?” A wordless moan from Zarina answered her, but this apparently wasn’t good enough, because she asked again, louder, “Don’t you?”

“Yes. Ohfuckyesplease.” The words spilled from Zarina in a rush. I was about to pull my head back to tell Cindy to dial it back, but a rippling spasm tore through the channel wrapped around my cock as Zarina came, accompanied by a gasped, “Oh, Fuck, Master, yes, cumming! CUMMING!!”

A moment later, even as Zarina was gasping for breath and moaning again, I heard Cindy’s voice once more. “And you… I know you love to present yourself as prim and proper to the world…” A sharp, musical cry suddenly pierced the air, and I could only guess at what the demon had done to Aubrette to pull it from her lips. “But you… I think you’d be happiest if he just kept you naked. Made you greet his guests and attend him while everyone could see your shame and your lust.” A deluge of honey and strawberry filled my mouth at Cindy’s words, Aubrette’s body reacting immediately to the provocation. “Just had you give everyone tea and cakes like a proper lady, then crawl up to your Master to bury his cock in your throat. Under the table if need be, but you…”

Cindy paused, and I heard another gasp somewhere between pleasure and pain from Aubrette. “I think you want to see Master on a throne, holding court while his high and mighty Noble Sidhe concubine kneels naked between her Lord’s legs, dripping your honey onto the floor for everyone to see.” Aubrette’s hips began spasming uncontrollably, grinding her cunt down against my face as she came, her musical voice gasping out wordless pleasure as my tongue pushed as deep into her cunt as I could manage. A flood of nectar covered me, and for just a moment the thought of literally drowning in pussy flashed through my head, before the Fae woman abruptly leaned forward, pulling herself off of my face. I had to guess Cindy had something to do with that, because I could just make out a whispered, “Give me time. I’ll see what I can do.”

Zarina continued to rock her hips, engulfing my cock in her vibrating cunt, then lifting off until I nearly slipped from her depths, only to drop down and do it again. The fantasies laid out by Cindy, the feel of both women on top of me cumming over me, and the wet depths of the wizard fucking me were enough to put me on the verge of my own orgasm, but then I felt the bed shift again. I heard Aubrette cry out once more before lowering her pussy back onto my face, and as my tongue sought out more of her sweet juices, I heard Cindy’s voice from much closer. “And Master… dear, sweet Master…” Strong fingers wrapped around the wrist of one of my hands, guiding it to release Aubrette’s thigh so Cindy could bring my fingers to her own dripping wet pussy.

“I know you want all of us, all of the beautiful women in your harem to feel loved, respected, and satisfied.” I curled my fingers, and felt Cindy position herself to let my fingertips slide into the slick folds of her sex. With Zarina still riding my cock while Aubrette ground out what felt like another orgasm on my face, I didn’t really have the attention available to give the Sin Demon’s cunt the attention it deserved, but I was more than happy to let her use my hand to masturbate. “So let me tell you what your Sin Demon slave wants. Your little punk slut wants you to stop holding back so much, and recognize that every single one of your harem of fucktoys wants you to use them. In the mood for Sara’s ass? Bend her over, she’ll love it.” She rocked her hips, beginning to grind her pussy down as she talked, and I could feel her spasming and squeezing around my fingers.

“Feeling vaguely horny at breakfast? Grab my hair and shove me under the table.” My balls began to retract, as I felt my orgasm beginning to approach. “Need to talk while you’re horny and don’t want to exclude anyone? Tell Rose to whip out those huge tits of hers and worship your shaft with them. You’re surrounded by bitches who already worship your cock, Master.” A groan from Zarina interjected itself into the conversation, and I felt her cunt suddenly clamp down around my shaft as she came again. “Fucking use us!”

Cindy’s words—and Zarina’s spasming pussy—were enough to finally push me over the edge. I felt my balls pump as ecstasy shot through my body, and I filled the wizard’s channel with what felt like an ocean of cum. She was not silent in the matter, her voice cutting off anything else Cindy might have had to say as she cried out, “Fuck, yes, Master, cum please, fucking cum in me! God yes, I love your cum… I love when you fill me… Yessssssss!”

Gradually, my orgasm subsided, and I felt Aubrette shift her hips to lift off me and give me a little more air. Then I felt her suddenly be shoved off to the side, as Cindy pushed her off my face slowly but inexorably. The redhead didn’t try to resist, she let herself fall back, panting heavily. Suddenly able to see the room once more, I glanced down to take in Zarina, her hands on her thighs, still rocking her hips to grind out the last dregs of her orgasm.

Cindy leaned forward, placed her face right next to my ear, and whispered quietly, “Any time you want, Master.” Her tongue darted out, finding my cheek, tasting the fluid Aubrette had drenched me in. “Now, if you’ll excuse me Master, I need to beg your pet wizard for permission to try to lick every drop of your cum out of her pussy.” Zarina paused her motions for a moment, then rocked her hips one more time, before rolling off to sprawl onto her back without being prompted, her legs splaying to accommodate the little blonde demon who immediately dove over to bury her face between the wizard’s thighs.

* * *

I’d never disposed of a body. Prior to the attack by the vampires in the parking lot a few weeks before, I’d never even been in a real fight, and the thought that I’d need to discreetly sneak a corpse out of an apartment complex was ludicrous. I freely admit to having been squeamish about the whole notion and paranoid about being caught.

Sara had stirred and been brought up to speed on the events of the morning, and I’d made the call to have her call in sick—which in this case, mostly amounted to putting a printed out sign on her office door—so she could stay close. Thanks largely to the magic still keeping her focused on obeying me, she’d been mostly unfazed by the developments, so I’d paired her with Zarina to take advantage of the isolation with a more extended lesson in wielding the Arcane.

I tried paying attention to the wizard and her new apprentice for a while, but the knowledge that there was a body—one that had once been human—just one room over had robbed me of any ability to focus on what Zarina was saying. When Rose joined us an hour or so later, she and I snuggled up on the couch to rewatch an old Sci-Fi western to help pass the time. First Cindy, and then Aubrette, joined the pile before too long, and being buried in a jumble of beautiful and snuggly women helped put my concerns farther from the center of my attention.

They didn’t remove them entirely, though, and by the time night fell, I had started to get antsy again. It actually took Rose calling me out on my fidgeting to recognize exactly how nervous I was, followed by Cindy calmly reminding me that the best course of action was simply to wait until most of the apartment complex was asleep and then move as a group.

When the hour finally arrived, I was all but vibrating with nervous energy. Aubrette, as she so often did, proved immensely valuable. I was reminded that she’d spent centuries acting as something between a steward and a valet to her royal High Sidhe court in Faerie, and the sheer utility of her talents made it obvious why. Rather than needing to do anything as traditional—and suspicious—as wrapping Marco’s corpse in a carpet, Aubrette conjured a tarp and a band case on wheels. The large black box was just big enough for Cindy to, with some sickening crunches, fold the departed Marco into, wrapped in the tarp.

At about an hour past midnight, Cindy and I rolled the box out of the apartment and into the back of Zarina’s waiting SUV. We had debated back and forth about who was going on the trip. Zarina was a must, since she was the one with the magic we’d use to reduce Marco to unrecognizable ash. Aubrette could technically remain behind, but it was far easier for her to maintain the magic conjuring the box if she came with us, and if it turned out we needed tools along the way, she was our means of obtaining them.

Of the remaining four people including myself, technically none of us were necessary, but I felt like it was my responsibility to go along because my Gift offered a decent chance at avoiding situations where we’d encounter people who might get suspicious. We’d mentioned the possibility of all going, but not only would that require taking two cars, we’d also leave the apartment undefended. Given the recent attack, that seemed like a poor choice. In the end, Rose and I had loaded up with the two indispensables, while Sara and Cindy had stayed behind. Sara, because I didn’t want her to have to remember the gritty details once she was free of the ritual controlling her, and Cindy to provide home defense.

The drive out into the countryside at night felt surreal. A year before, I couldn’t even have conceived of the circumstances which would’ve led me here, and contemplating that disconnect from reality threatened full dissociation. Rose seemed to pick up on my mental state and the Puca first snuggled up against me, then just… talked about her life. She opened by telling me about growing up as a Puca in human society, doing her best to avoid standing out or attracting attention to her family without giving up the streaks of mischief and humor that were literally a part of her nature. She’d developed a more subtle sense of humor than her parents who had grown up in Faerie, and I had to admit that it probably made her a far more tolerable companion. Her parents came from a land where “it’s just a prank” really was a defensible position, and apparently that showed through in their brand of mischief.

After a while, Zarina chimed in with some anecdotes from her childhood growing up among wizards. Her parents had sent her to an exclusive boarding school in Britain, which meant that when she inevitably told some of her classmates about the world outside of the mundane, the damage control her parents needed to do was more limited in scope, but also more urgent than it might have been among public school peers. A random six year old girl talking about her parents capturing a flying horse would be written off as youthful fancy in most circles, but there had apparently been an investigation that was brought on—and then quickly dismissed—about the possibility of illegal horse trading for a while.

I was grateful in the extreme for their company, because the conversation helped bring me back to as close to normal as my life ever got, which reduced the anxiety and shock of the day’s developments. Even when my gift flashed with a hint of red, prompting me to warn Zarina about an upcoming speed trap, it felt like a part of my day to day life instead of a hazard as we went to dispose of a body.

We’d picked a destination southwest of the city, where a golf course had been carved out of the surrounding woods, on the basis of ‘fuck golf courses’. None of us had our phones on us, just to avoid the off-chance of GPS tracking, but Zarina was both familiar with the area, and accustomed to navigating without a computer telling her where to go. With Aubrette reading directions off an actual paper map, we took the side roads until we found a decent spot to pull off, free of traffic in the late hour.

We’d left Cindy behind, so I acted as the muscle, leveraging Sin-enhanced strength to pull the case out of the back of the SUV and drop it off at the edge of the manicured lawn. We’d picked a spot far from any lights on the course, and wanted to draw minimal attention to ourselves, so I dragged the box over just far enough onto the grass that it wouldn’t be in danger of causing a forest fire by igniting the nearby trees, at which point Aubrette simply dismissed the crate, dropping Marco’s corpse onto the ground.

Then it was Zarina’s turn. I hadn’t asked if the wizard had needed to perform a similar disposal before, but she showed no hesitation. The moment the body was visible, she began chanting quietly while her hands made smooth and practiced gestures. Within a few seconds, a wall of darkness surrounded us in a hollow cylinder, blocking anyone from outside from having any chance of observing us. A minute after that, brilliant golden flames began to spring up from Marco’s corpse, consuming him far more rapidly than any natural fire. Within about five minutes the arcane fire consumed the corpse from within, leaving nothing but a pile of ash in the center of a circle of scorched grass half a dozen feet across.

A third spell sent gusts of wind to carry Marco’s remains off into the trees, scattering him beyond any chance of recognition or recovery. The golf course would have a mysterious burn on their carefully manicured green in the morning, without so much as bone fragments to indicate the cause.

Feeling somber once more, we loaded up in the SUV again and turned around, heading back towards the apartment.

* * *

Somewhere else entirely:

Ayoka is late.

That is entirely typical of the idiot girl. She never put in her best effort, even when she was alive, and now that she is dead it is like she is trying to find an excuse to piss me off.

I sigh and put my feet up as I resign myself to wait for the useless specter to return.

As I glance around the cave I’ve claimed, my eyes settle on one of the crates of supplies I brought. The Mondjoli I arranged to get me across the Pacific isn’t one of mine—not yet—and it charged me for each thing I brought across. Supplies are light. Still, something is needed to take the edge off the irritation bubbling beneath the surface of my mind.

“Msizi!” My voice is sharper than I intend. Msizi is a nice boy—always eager to please—and I do not need to take him to task today.

I try again, calmer this time, “Msizi, pour jenever for me.”

The impundulu is drowsing against the far wall of the cave, his eyes closed, but they snap open and quickly dart around the room at my command. The place is the same as it was when he sat down half an hour before—loosely stacked boxes, a few heavy bedrolls, and a small fire that crackles not far from my feet.

When he sees no threat, Msizi’s lips part in a broad smile and he flashes bright white teeth that stand out against his ebony-hued skin. “Of course, Mistress. I will pour it for you right away.” His words are heavily accented, but I am willing to give him a little slack as I only started teaching him Dutch a year or two ago, and it is important that lesser people are given more time to learn.

The impundulu spends most of his time in this form, looking like a very tall, very dark skinned man with features I must admit are… appealing. His kind need human women to reproduce, and it is easy to see that he must have no difficulty attracting partners.

I let my eyes half-close as he rises smoothly to his feet until his clean shaven head nearly touches the uneven ceiling of the cave. I had Tzila spend some time smoothing out the floor to make it properly habitable when we arrived, but I have no patience for listening to the blasted Jinn spending hours sanding a ceiling I was never going to touch.

Msizi approaches and deferentially kneels in a motion so smooth that not a drop of liquid overflows the tulip shaped glass. I reach out a hand to pat his cheek affectionately. “That’s a good boy.” Lifting the glass, I wait for a moment as Msizi stands and watch as he returns to the wall of the cave. Before he can return to his seated position, I clear my throat. He turns, sees the glass of light golden liquid still untouched in my hand, and reaches up to touch his forehead.

“Ah, forgive me, Mistress! The sugar, of course.” I give him an indulgent smile as he retrieves a small jar of sugar and a tiny silver spoon. Kneeling at my side, he holds up the jar as I carefully measure out a small amount of sugar and sprinkle it into the glass, then stir it slowly until it dissolves. I hand the spoon back to him, and he rises to walk out of the cave mouth so he can wash it in the nearby stream. The air outside is just above freezing, so there should be enough liquid water for him to do so.

Just as I take my first sip of the liquor, the air above the fire stirs. I raise a single eyebrow and watch as the faint wisps of smoke rise from the flames and form into the vague outline of a young woman. The sharpness returns to my voice as I snarl, “Ayoka. What kept you?”

The voice that responds is quiet, and comes across as whispers and the rustling of a breeze more than actual words. “Mistress, forgive me. Jack Puttman’s wizard has begun to protect their home against spirits.” Ayoka’s Dutch is better than Msizi’s—perfectly clear and crisp, really—but after a century of service I expect nothing less from her.

“You’ve bypassed wards before, girl. Did you find the book?” I do not give her the chance to respond before I add, “And speak up. You must put in the work to be clear. There is no excuse to be lazy.”

I take another sip of the jenever and lean back in my camp chair so I do not have to crane my neck as I regard the specter.

“No, Mistress.” Ayoka’s voice is louder, but less clear now as she puts more effort into volume. I roll my eyes as she continues. “If I push into his home, I risk being captured. I must be cautious if I am to provide the information you require.”

“Give me results, not excuses, girl.” My eyes flare, and the shape of the woman in the smoke twists with my displeasure. The sight is nearly enough to bring a smile to my lips, but I resist the urge to allow her to see even a hint of approval from me when she comes with such disappointing results. “Continue to spy, if you find someone going inside that you think you can take, use that as an excuse. I do not care if you have to possess a line of girls and fuck him until he’s unconscious then loot the place, do whatever it takes. Understand?” The boy, Jack, is surrounded by women—it is clear to me he is the sort who wants to build a harem for himself. Not all men are motivated by sex, but for the ones who are, fresh playthings are usually effective—either for barter or as cat’s-paws.

“Yes, Mistress.” For a moment, Ayoka’s form remains visible in the smoke, a trembling shape, before it abruptly vanishes as the specter flees towards the man who has stolen my prize from me.

I take another sip of liquor, but that alone isn’t enough. I reach my left thumb up to my index finger and lightly rub the silver ring I wear there. A vortex of blue sand and hot wind forms into the humanoid shape of Tzila. I scowl at her until her skin turns from its natural light blue to a more acceptable tan. Still not as fair as mine, but it passes for the moment.

“Tzila, a foot rub while I drink. If I fall asleep, see that I wake in my bedding comfortably.” The Jinn sets to her task immediately. I think she doesn’t realize her emotions are as plain on her face as they are. She probably thinks I see her as a willingly obedient creature. In truth, I revel in the hints of distaste—even disgust—that flash across her face when she receives my orders. Knowing she is forced to carry them out anyway is a recurring pleasure in my long life.

I settle back and close my eyes as I feel strong hands carefully strip me of my shoes and socks. I take another long sip of the jenever as the Jinn begins to rub and massage my feet. My eyes close and I sigh in contentment. What is the point in living forever if I do not take the time to enjoy it, after all?


CHAPTER SIX


The next several days passed in a frenzy of activity. I rescheduled whatever appointments I had on my calendar as we researched, planned, and prepared.

Zarina finally managed to contact her grandfather after a few attempts, but while he was willing to assist, he wasn’t available to do so for weeks. If we still had even an inkling of an idea that Josina Janssens was still in the area by then, we’d have a heavy hitter to bring to bear. Wizard Malle had been clashing with Janssens since the Dutch colonized South Africa. He had yet to corner her successfully, and this offered an opportunity to engage her without her normal support network. Unfortunately, whatever mess he was apparently dealing with in southern Egypt was sticky enough that he couldn’t leave it alone for the time it would take to deal with the witch. A mummy was involved, but we didn’t get details beyond that.

Most of the household spent at least some time reading through the books Zarina had on hand, and Sara being a current college student actually provided a very handy resource in the form of free access to academic journals. While most of them weren’t written by people who were aware of the supernatural, even being able to search through ancient tales of Jinn and ghosts helped us identify some potential strengths and weaknesses of the foes we knew we were going up against.

Rose and I were the two who left the building most frequently. Rose could assume the form of someone else and be basically undetectable to the various supernatural creatures outside, while I had the advantage of my Gift, which provided a decent indicator of when it was safe to leave. Discussion of my Gift as it related to our assailants did cause me to realize a potential weakness in using it as my sole method for detecting them. While vampires, Jinns and impundulu were as bound to their nature as demons and Fae, ghouls were a potential exception. Ghouls were, at least in part, mortal. Since they were created by feeding a vampire’s blood to a still living human, that human’s ability to choose would remain at least partly intact. I hadn’t gone face to face with any of Cherto’s ghouls when we were doing our initial set of scouting, so I wasn’t exactly sure how much. My Gift would still warn me if I got into a situation with potentially lethal outcomes, but I wouldn’t have the absolute certainty that facing off against the gang of vampire thugs had brought.

Our research did bear at least some fruit, though. Ghosts were a surprisingly difficult topic to research, because unlike some other supernatural creatures, their presence spanned the globe. Nearly every culture had tales of incorporeal creatures lingering after the death of a human, and most of what they had to say about them didn’t match up. One thing we were able to successfully glean was that, for the most part, it was extremely easy to ward off actual possession. Nearly any supernatural ward was sufficient to prevent a ghost from taking over the body, even something as simple as burning rosemary or sprinkling salt around doorways and windows.

Information on Jinn, on the other hand, was pretty easy to come by. Not all of it agreed, after centuries of being handed down by word of mouth, but Jinn had apparently once been endemic to northern Africa, and their legends reflected that. They were less common now, but the tales of how to defeat them were still widespread enough that we were able to find the common threads.

Jinn were creatures of Air and Fire, and once upon a time their command over the two “higher” elements meant they stood a decent chance of conquering the globe. The resistance of mortal Wizards, supported by angels—or sometimes demons—allowed humanity to resist, but it was only when metallurgy became widespread that we were able to actually fight back. Forged and quenched metals carried the elemental essence of Earth and Water, and weapons so crafted could injure a Jinn, locking them into either their natural or their human forms. What we had seen from Tzila was apparently a guise, while her true Jinn form would be recognizably non-human. The sources we found didn’t have a consensus on what Jinn true forms looked like, and it was possible that varied from tribe to tribe, but the common theme was that they were recognizably other.

After three days of being all but quarantined in my apartment, we finally received a response from Janssens. Tzila delivered it, though she didn’t linger long. She simply informed us that her mistress was willing to give me one week to deal with whatever outstanding issues were preventing negotiations, at which point she expected to come to a bargaining table and walk away with the book.

I didn’t, strictly speaking, need to wrap up the ongoing issue of the vampires before addressing Josina, but the chance of something going wrong if we tried to juggle both sets of foes was too high.

Zarina, Rose, Aubrette and I all piled into Zarina’s SUV to do one final sweep of the security at the branch of Cherto’s bank that we’d settled on, while Sara and Cindy stayed behind. I’d reluctantly agreed to have Sara go back to working out of her own apartment, if only to avoid drawing additional attention to her, while Cindy was there to ensure we didn’t have an ambush waiting for us when we got home.

We set out in the late afternoon and found parking a few blocks away from our actual target. Zarina placed a few simple wards on Rose. The spells weren’t intended to actually defend her, but would react to the presence of other magic, allowing us to detect active supernatural defenses. There hadn’t been any that Rose had triggered in her previous probes, but it wasn’t impossible that Cherto had upped his defenses when he escalated by sending a sniper to assassinate me and mine.

The bank we chose was open until six, and I was painfully aware of the setting sun as I waited for Rose to return. Her job was simple, just to stand in line and ask for paperwork about the bank’s CD options then return. She needed to remain long enough that any magical defenses would have time to react to her presence, but not so long that she raised suspicions. We had left it to her judgment for the best way to accomplish that, but that meant I didn’t know exactly when to expect her to return.

The sun had fully set, and the bank was supposed to have been closed for twenty minutes when Rose opened the passenger-side door. She was in the form of an older woman, severe and skeletally thin, and the only reason I knew it was her was the distinct golden eyes she kept from one guise to another. Her lips were tightly pressed together in a grimace, but she waited until the door was closed and Zarina had started the engine before speaking. “Let’s get moving. Sorry that took so long, the lines weren’t too bad so I thought I’d just go through the front counter for information. Not only did I have to wait while two different people took the time to yell at the bank tellers, when I finally got to the front, they insisted on pulling me into one of the bank managers’ offices to talk through account options. It took me forever to find an excuse to leave.”

Zarina began to pull out onto the street, then abruptly froze, the car sitting at a stop sign as she announced, “Something just tripped one of the incorporeal wards at home. We need to get to the apartment.”

The drive home only took about fifteen minutes, and my heart was hammering in my chest the entire time. I didn’t particularly care about most of the stuff I had at home, and I wasn’t concerned for Cindy’s wellbeing, but both Sara and the book were there. If anyone else got their hands on the latter it was a disaster, and I’d never forgive myself if Sara got hurt because of me.

Zarina’s response was more controlled and level-headed than mine, as she navigated home smoothly and largely without speeding, but everything about her body language told me she was nearly as concerned as I was. Aubrette simply reached out and offered me her hand, and I clutched it like a lifeline for the entire drive, grateful for the gesture.

Pulling into Zarina’s parking space, I was grateful to see that nothing appeared to be amiss. There were no unmarked black SUVs like there had been when the vampire thugs attacked us. No one was running around screaming, there was no smoke, no police, no ambulances. I took the time to carefully check my Gift, and there was no immediate flash of red to indicate imminent danger, so we poured out of the car and headed towards the front door of my apartment.

I was not prepared for what greeted me.

In the center of my apartment, in the middle of the largest open space between the couch and the kitchen table, stood Cindy.

The Sin Demon was wearing some of the clothes Mycah had originally purchased for her before he began the summoning ritual, a black crop-top and a pleated plaid skirt that barely reached her slender thighs. It was not what she’d been wearing when we left, which meant she’d taken the time to put on a new outfit in the intervening couple of hours.

Of more immediate concern than the petite demon’s fashion choices were the two women kneeling on the carpet in front of her. I didn’t recognize either of them. Cindy stood behind them, with one of her hands wrapped around the back of each woman’s neck, and a bright smile on her delicate features.

Both of the women looked to be in their mid twenties, with dark wavy hair and skin as pale as milk. As I stared, Cindy whispered to them quietly, “Now, just like we practiced…”

Both women immediately opened mouths painted bright red, and called out in unison, “Welcome home, Master!”

I cautiously walked into the apartment and made room for Zarina, Rose and Aubrette to file in and close the door behind us, while I examined the two women under Cindy’s control.

The one on the left was the shorter of the two, though it was difficult to tell by how much from her kneeling position. She all but spilled out of the ill-fitting French maid costume she wore. The cheap lace of the apron bulged out obscenely as it struggled to contain a large pair of full breasts. Her thighs were barely covered by the ruffled skirts of the costume, and she was squeezed into a pair of fishnet stockings which strained to the point of bursting trying to contain her thick thighs.

The one on the right was tall and willowy. She also wore a French maid costume, but hers hung loosely off a more slender frame. It was only when I started studying her that I realized I recognized both outfits. The one on the left was wearing a costume I’d purchased for Sara a couple months back, while the one on the right was wearing one of Rose’s. The Puca was much bustier than the woman wearing it now, though, so what was a cleavage window on Rose instead hung flat, exposing most of this woman’s comparatively modest bust.

As I started slowly walking in a circle around the spectacle, I noticed that Cindy’s hands were gripping both women’s necks firmly. The Sin Demon wasn’t just gently guiding the two women, her fingers were sunk into their skin in such a way as to make it impossible for them to escape, or even relax their posture. I narrowed my eyes at that, then turned my gaze towards my bound demon’s face.

Cindy beamed a smile at me. Then she looked down towards the two women, instructing, “And, next?” Immediately both women reacted, lifting and replanting one knee then the other to spread their legs, all without rising from their kneeling position. Both raised their hands, interlacing their fingers behind their heads with their elbows out to either side, then thrust out their chests. The more slender of the two women spoke first, her voice smooth and with a noticeable Italian accent. “Master Jack, I am Aria Rizzo, and I belong to you.” Nearly the moment her bright red lips closed, the woman who was now threatening to burst free of the ill-fitting costume spoke, “Master Jack, I am Valentina Cherto, and I belong to you.” Her accent wasn’t quite as strong as the other woman’s, and her voice was breathy. The two spoke in the closest approximation of unison they could manage as they finished, with, “Please use us however you see fit.”

I finally managed to find my voice. After I looked Cindy hard in the eye, I asked the Sin Demon as calmly as I could manage, “What the actual fuck is going on?”

Cindy’s smile never even faltered. “Hi Master! I caught these two for you. They were skulking around the outside of the apartment. At first, I was just going to kill them, but once I got a good glimpse of the pair, I thought they’d make a good present instead!” She sounded immensely Proud of herself, and she followed her words by squeezing firmly back on both of the necks she held, then hissed, “Teeth.”

Obediently, both captive women tilted their heads back and parted their lips to reveal pearly white teeth, featuring extended canines that stretched an extra half inch or so out from the rest, glistening and deadly sharp. I stared in fascination, then caught myself when I realized I’d taken half a step towards Aria and was leaning in to examine her fangs.

I looked towards Cindy once more. “No, I figured out they were vampires. Even if the whole pale skin thing didn’t give it away, that one…” I pointed towards the woman testing the tensile strength of lace with her chest, “Gave her name as Cherto. That’s not exactly common. I meant why are they dressed… like that?”

My Sin Demon pouted a moment, before a sly smile touched her deep purple lips. “Oh, would you prefer them naked?” She squeezed once more, then released both of the vampires necks. I tensed, waiting for the two captive women to bolt or to attack. Instead, they remained on their knees, fingers laced behind heads, mouths still held wide open. Only when Cindy commanded, “Strip,” did they move. Valentina had to struggle a little to avoid just ripping the too-tight apron off, but Aria pulled the costume sized for Rose off herself in a single fluid motion, deposited it on the floor and resumed her kneeling stance. Before I could gather myself to object, both women were wearing nothing but thigh high stockings—one fishnet, and one sheer with black lace around her thighs.

The two women’s body language differed almost as much as their bodies.

While they were similar in coloration, Aria was tall, and skinny enough that I could count her ribs. Her breasts were small and perky, riding high on her slender chest, with pale pink nipples and slightly puffy areola.

Valentina was a study in feminine curves, with pronounced hips, a gently rounded belly, and large breasts that jutted forward away from her body. Her nipples were large, surrounded by wide pale areola nearly the same color as the rest of her skin. With their thighs spread wide as they knelt, I was offered an unobstructed view of two neatly groomed bushes of pubic hair, each the same dark color as the hair above on their heads.

I gaped. Then I shook myself, inhaling deeply. I had to admit that as recently as a year before, I might have given into temptation, but despite the Lust running through my body and demanding that I take and claim these two vampires for myself, I knew that was just fantasy. The reality of the situation was far different.

I shook my head again, this time with more deliberation, focusing my gaze on Cindy instead of the now nude vampires. “Cindy, I don’t need you to recruit women for me. I certainly don’t want you to coerce women into joining my harem.”

The Sin Demon pouted again by melodramatically sticking out her lower lip for a moment. Without even looking at the vampires, she protested, “They were given a choice! Girls, you two both agreed to this, right?”

Valentina’s head nodded rapidly up and down, while Aria did so once, decisively. Neither of them met my eyes when I looked at them.

I stared flatly at Cindy for a moment, then raised my eyebrow. “And what were the other options you gave them?”

Cindy sighed. Quick as a flash, her hands shot out to again grip the back of the vampire’s necks, holding them immobile. Valentina went limp, to the point that I was pretty sure Cindy was supporting the vampire’s weight by her neck, while Aria’s body stiffened to immobility. “They came here to kill you. All of us, if they could, but their instructions were specifically to kill you, Master. Right, girls?”

Aria managed a ‘Yes’, while Valentina’s lips moved soundlessly, before Cindy continued. “But they’re hot enough to be worthy of you, Master, so I gave them a choice. Either dying, which is what I would have done to basically anyone who came to kill you, or they behave as good, obedient girls, same rules as me—they do exactly what you say, when you say, no questions asked. Any time you want either or both of them, you just take them. Oh, and they’ll submit to one of the control rituals, I’m pretty sure the Sidhe enchantments work on vampires.”

Aubrette murmured from behind me, just loud enough for me to hear, “Our magic is supposed to be effective against vampires. It’s the reason our war against them was not one-sided against us. Any vampires we captured could be turned against their fellows.” I glanced over my shoulder. The High Sidhe was staring at the two nude vampires in fascination, and I wondered what it must be like for her to be face to face with two creatures who were highly motivated to consume her blood.

I turned back towards Cindy. Studying her elfin features, I knew I wasn’t going to convince the Sin Demon that what she did was wrong—her sense of morality was too alien compared to mine. The whole reason I still had her enslaved was that her obedience to my commands was the only reason she wasn’t a walking force of destruction on the world.

Instead, I slowly and carefully lowered myself to one knee, a few feet back from the vampires. I looked to Aria first, since she had her chin held high, and stared into deep brown eyes. There was a spark of defiance there, but it was as hidden and controlled as she could make it. “Aria, if I were to give you a third choice, to leave and never return, would you take it?”

Aria was already stiff, her neck firmly in Cindy’s grasp and the rest of her body rigid, but she froze into utter immobility at the question. Not a hair on her head swayed as the seconds ticked by, even her eyes staring fixedly into mine. Finally, nearly half a minute later, her brightly painted lips parted to speak. “You would have no way to enforce it. Even fairy magic does not last forever.”

I shrugged. “You’ve seen first-hand what happens if you try to attack me. The first vampire we ran into died. The next set Cherto sent to attack me all died. The ghoul sent to shoot us died. You’re here now in the hands of someone who could snap your neck like a twig. Why would you return to attack me if this is how it went?” Aria stared at me again, and this time her eyes flitted across my face, searching for something in my expression.

Eventually, she slumped down. She didn’t go as limp as Valentina, but her shoulders sagged and her eyes dropped to the floor. “I am defeated, Master Jack. I will submit to your will. If you wish to keep me, you may keep me. If you set me free, I will swear never to attack you or yours.” I waited for long enough to be certain she wasn’t going to say anything else, then nodded and turned towards Valentina.

The curvier vampire was still hanging mostly limp. Her lips were parted, and the tips of her fangs were just barely visible, leading me to briefly wonder if they retracted, or if it was just a trick of the angle Cindy was holding her neck. Since Valentina wasn’t looking at me, I reached out a hand to gently touch her cheek. She responded instantly, her eyes opening wide as they locked onto my face. Her arms remained limp, but she fidgeted a little on her knees as she waited for me to speak. “Valentina, if I were to give you the chance to swear the same oath, rather than forcing you to stay or allowing Cindy to kill you, would you?”

Vampires do not require air, but apparently some reflexes die harder than others. The busty vampire inhaled deeply, holding the breath for long enough that I realized I was mirroring her. I forced myself to exhale, keeping my own breathing as normal and even as I could as I waited for her answer. Eventually, a whisper escaped her crimson lips. “Yes, Master.”

I slowly rose to my feet and took a couple steps back. Zarina moved up to my right side, while Aubrette took my left, and I commanded quietly, “Rise.”

As Cindy released the vampires’ necks again, Aria rose directly to her feet. Valentina collapsed to the carpeting, caught herself with her hands and took a moment to gather herself, then pushed herself to stand. The extent of the height difference between the two women became fully apparent for the first time. Aria stood nearly six feet tall, while Valentina was full head shorter, only just taller than Cindy herself. Neither woman made any move to attack, move, or do anything other than obediently wait on my next command.

I again turned to Aria first. “Swear. Swear to leave and never attack me or mine.”

The slender vampire nodded her head immediately. Her voice was clear and strong as she proclaimed, “I swear I will leave this place. I swear I will never knowingly attack Jack Puttman, or anyone he claims under his protection or ownership. Upon my life, Jack, I will never oppose you if I can help it.” The absolute vehemence in her voice nearly made me step back, and my eyes immediately flicked to Cindy’s face as I wondered exactly what the Sin Demon had done in the short time she had been alone with the two vampires.

I didn’t let myself linger on the thought, though, and instead turned to Valentina. She held herself upright, but the shorter vampire’s shoulders were slumped, and her eyes remained downcast. I tried hard not to let the obvious defeat in her posture influence me, as these two had come here to kill me. “Your turn. Swear to leave and never attack me or mine.”

I was once more struck by how breathy Valentina’s voice was as she immediately gushed, “I swear, Master. I swear to go, and I swear that never will I attack you, or anyone of yours.” She finished, paused, then opened her mouth as though to speak again. Her eyes flitted up to my face, then to the side towards Cindy. Her mouth closed again without speaking and she silently dropped her gaze to the carpet once more.

For several moments, I studied the two women. Both were still clad in nothing but the lacy stockings that came with the costumes, but despite the lovely figures each presented, it was their faces that I held my attention. Valentina’s expression was one of obvious defeat, eyes downcast. Aria looked afraid—stiff, and unwilling to give into the emotion, but the vampire was clearly rattled.

It would have to do.

I stepped aside and pointed towards the front door. “Go. Remember your oaths. Do not give me cause to regret this.” Neither woman protested, or even mentioned their nudity. I knew neither would be harmed by the cold, and only realized after I gave the command that I was sending two naked women out of my apartment into the open, where anyone might see not just them, but also where they were coming from.

I briefly considered calling them back and telling them to get dressed, but the notion of displaying that much indecisiveness in front of potential enemies seemed like a poor long term call. I’d deal with any awkwardness with my neighbors later.

Aria bolted for the door, taking advantage of the path I’d opened as soon as it was available. I watched a faint golden glow settle around Zarina as the wizard took steps to protect herself, but neither Rose nor Aubrette so much as flinched.

Valentina followed soon after on stockinged feet that padded quietly across the carpet. She stepped through the door and closed it quietly behind her without another word.

My knees buckled as adrenaline fled and I nearly collapsed.

I reached out a hand to brace myself against Aubrette’s shoulder for a moment as I tried to fully gather my wits. I looked towards Cindy and noted a slight frown on the Sin Demon delicate features.

I pulled myself upright again and stepped up before her. Cupping her cheek gently with one hand, I leaned down and claimed her lips in a deep kiss. She returned it with enthusiasm despite her earlier frown.

When I pulled back, I told her quietly, “I’m not mad at you. Really, I’m proud. You did exactly what you should have done in defending the apartment, and I’m glad you took them captive instead of just killing them. Not as much because of your reasons for doing it, but because if I can, I’d rather de-escalate situations wherever possible. I’m not going to command you to take captives instead of killing, or anything like that, because that seems like a recipe for disaster, but…” There was a spark of something devious in Cindy’s eyes as the tiny demon gave me a hopeful grin.

“Reward me instead then, Master!”

She reached a hand out and placed it on the front of my jeans, then slid it down until she found something to her liking. “I’m sure I can think of some ways to reward me that you’d like…”

I let out a quiet laugh and patted her cheek gently.

Before I could respond, though, Zarina stepped forward and interjected. “Master, I hate to say it, but we have something more important to do.”

I blinked and turned from Cindy to the wizard. Her expression was serious enough that it worked to bring me back to the moment, and I motioned for her to continue. “Those two vampires weren’t what set off the ward. We need to check the other rooms in the apartments, it was the incorporeal ward that was triggered.”

There was a moment of silence after her pronouncement.

“Fuck.”

It took no more than a minute of searching the apartment before we located the source of the alarm.

As soon as we’d become aware of the possibility of ghostly spies and invaders, Zarina had placed a series of wards around the apartments—magical constructs designed to inform her if something intangible attempted to slip into our home.

When she’d gotten a little more time, she had gone back and reinforced them into a more robust line of Arcane traps. The second layer of defenses was set up to actually capture and confine anything that triggered them.

The spare bedroom of the second apartment I rented was pretty sparsely furnished. It presently contained only a spare bed and a pair of mostly full dressers. Living with five women meant a lot of clothes, and the main thing this room was used for was storing those, or acting as a space for someone to crash when the king sized bed in my bedroom felt too crowded. I could only guess that whatever entity was trapped within the ward Zarina had constructed had hoped that being unused meant it was also unprotected and therefore a safe route into my apartment.

Zarina was far too thorough for that.

The ghost—or specter, or whatever else it might be—was just barely visible with the lights off. Zarina, Cindy and I had taken up spaces a few feet back from the circle Zarina indicated as an area of influence invisible to those of us who didn’t regularly channel the Arcane.

If we turned the lights in the room on, the figure in the circle became entirely undetectable to normal eyes, but in the dark there were faint will-o-the-wisp motes of phosphorescent illumination that occasionally caught my eye. The light didn’t so much spell out the outline of a woman as they vaguely hinted at a female form.

At the moment we had the door open to provide enough illumination to not stumble around in the dark, without entirely hiding the third captive intruder of the night.

As I examined the room, I checked my Gift, to fascinating results—the spectrum of possibilities was heavily weighted towards an overall positive teal-green, with only a sliver of orange on the other end. My supposition was that Zarina’s wards were sufficient to hold the entity without risk here, but the possibility of a net good outcome for me and mine was strong. Further, the results were a wide enough spread that it was obvious whatever was captured possessed free will. I wasn’t sure what that meant about its nature, but it was another piece of data to share with the others later.

Cindy had been the one who checked this room first, and she’d quickly called the rest of us in. Unfortunately, we’d then run into a stumbling block: While we could hear faint whispers as the spirit trapped tried to talk, none of us spoke whatever language it was using. We were able to tell that it switched through at least two different languages, but no one in our group could readily identify them.

Fortunately, I had a solution for that. I left Zarina behind to keep an eye on the intangible intruder, then took twenty minutes to grab my notebook and ritual supplies and perform one of the most personally satisfying rituals I’d yet deciphered.

Not long after Aubrette had joined me, I’d managed to decode and perform a ritual that allowed me to understand and be understood, irrespective of language. It hadn’t actually solved any real problems in my day to day life since then, since basically everyone I talked to spoke English, and that meant I was actually pretty excited for the opportunity to put it to good use. When I returned to the spare bedroom after enacting the rite, I was brimming with excitement at the opportunity.

The ghost was in mid-sentence as I arrived, and I pumped my fist in triumph when I realized I could actually understand her. “...do not know what you have done, but please, let me out. The Mistress will be so furious with me.”

I approached slowly and stopped when Zarina indicated I was near the edge of the containment spell. The ghost seemed to sense that something was different about me, because she paused as I stepped up, and asked tentatively, “Hello? Can you understand me?”

I smiled. I still wasn’t able to see her clearly, but a flash of faint illumination looked like it was probably about where her head was, so I focused on that. “I can! Before-” I paused a moment, to consider my wording, then continued, “Before we get too far into things, I should ask a couple questions: First, do you work for Josina Janssens? Second, do you do so willingly?”

Based on Zarina’s reports on the witch, I had a suspicion that most of the creatures in her service weren’t there because they enjoyed the woman’s company. She’d gathered servants rather than making friends, and while I recognized that I might need to fight the creatures she’d enslaved, my hope was to avoid that wherever it seemed practical.

In the dim light of the room, I saw a sudden flash of blue, the faint impression of two hands pressing against Zarina’s ward. Most of the ghost remained invisible, but as she pressed against the magical barrier closest to me, I could make out fingers and the base of her palms. “Yes, Mistress Janssens is my Mistress. I… I entered into her service willingly, but…” The hands vanished to invisibility once more as the ghost whispered, “It wasn’t supposed to be like this. It wasn’t supposed to be forever.”

My heart ached at the despair in the ghost’s tone. I nearly stepped forward, but a strong hand snagged the back of my shirt and arrested my motion. I turned my head to see Cindy holding me, and flashed her a grateful smile for her assistance.

I turned back towards the invisible circle and asked softly, “Can you tell me your name?”

There was enough of a pause that I wondered if the spirit would answer. Then, in a rush, a torrent of whispered words poured out. “Yes! Oh, yes! I am ordered never to reveal myself while I am inhabiting a body, but I am not! I am Ayoka! I am Ayoka, and it has been so very, very long since I have been allowed to tell anyone that. I am Ayoka!”

A whirlpool of blue light filled the circle for a moment, alarming Zarina enough that the wizard raised her hands and began to chant a spell. I held up a hand to ward her off, then quickly explained, “She’s…excited, I think. I don’t think she’s trying to escape right now. She told me her name, and that she can’t usually say it.”

For all the ghost’s antics as she spun in the entrapping circle, the air of the room barely stirred. When Ayoka eventually calmed down enough, she addressed me again. “Sir, I am sorry for what I tried to make Anastasia do. I cannot disobey my Mistress. Even talking to you now pains me, for I am commanded to search your abode to find the book my Mistress desires. I am trapped, though, so the compulsion is… bearable.”

I nodded along, fascinated.

It sounded as though whatever means Josina had used to bind the spirit to herself was more absolute than what Zarina or Sara experienced, closer to the bindings the summoning ritual placed on Cindy, but perhaps not quite as thorough. The two human women were rewarded for making me happy, and obeying my orders, respectively, but they weren’t technically forced to do so. They just wanted to very much. Cindy—and, it seemed, Ayoka—literally could not disobey an order if it was within their power. If I ordered Cindy to do the impossible, even if she knew it was outside of her grasp, she still had to try.

I glanced around for a moment in search of a seat, but the only places to sit nearby were the floor and the bed. I turned to Cindy, ordered her to get me a chair, then returned my attention to the captive spirit. “Ayoka, I understand. Can you tell me what your orders were? And what they are now? So I can help you if I can?”

The spirit was quiet for only a moment before answering. “Yes! We did not know who you were, only that the book had been found and taken from Mistress Janssen’s agents. The Mistress placed a spell on me that allowed me to sense when you performed magic from the book. My orders were to find you, and to learn your identity. If I could, I was to take the body of someone and use them to take the book from you. I could not take your Fae woman, so I possessed Anastasia to seduce you.”

I waited with a half smile on my face. Despite the less than ideal circumstances, the undercurrent of joy in Ayoka’s words as she was able to talk to someone on her own initiative was actually pretty delightful. She continued a moment later. “My standing orders are to never reveal my name or identity when I am controlling a person, to flee if I am discovered, to report to Mistress Janssens every three days if my orders do not otherwise instruct me, and to only ever address her as Mistress Janssens, and with respect.” Ayoka’s tone dropped, the joy leaving it again as she added, “Because I cannot reveal my name, I cannot ever fulfill the terms of my service.”

That caused me to change my line of questioning entirely. “Wait- what are the terms of your service? How did Josina enslave you?” A wail tore from Ayoka’s lips and the sound sent a chill up my spine. It also reminded me that while this was clearly a thinking being, she was just as clearly not a natural creature of the earth. Something about the sound filled my mind with images of open graves and the skeletal branches of dead trees.

For a moment, the ghost was silent, before again rushing into a whirlwind of activity which caused the barrier to flash with motes and streaks of light where her spectral essence touched it. I glanced towards Zarina, who had her hands up once more, but this time was waiting on my cue. I nodded at her, and she began chanting a spell, reinforcing the binding circle even as the ghost struggled against it. A minute or so later, the ghost settled back down.

Cindy returned, bearing two of the kitchen chairs, and both Zarina and I claimed one.

Ayoka began speaking, barely audible now, as though she had expended a substantial amount of her effort in her escape attempt. “I am sorry. I must try to escape, even if I am to fail. My binding—my service… it was my husband.” A broad swath of light appeared a few feet off the ground, and I realized the ghost had slumped to the floor and was leaning back against the circle.

“He was dying. The wasting disease—consumption. He was handsome and strong, but the disease, it reduced him to a skeleton of a man. He could not sleep, could not eat…” The whispers trailed off for a moment, only to resume seconds later. “I had heard of a woman in the wilds who could treat any disease. I had tried every doctor, every alchemist, every sage, and none had the answer, so I went to the Witch of the Wilds, Mistress Janssens.

“The price she asked seemed so simple. I had given all I had already to those who could not cure him, it seemed such a small thing. I was to serve her, for at least a week, or until my chosen gave me his seed thrice. There was even an agreement that Mistress Janssens would allow me to spend my nights with him, once he was cured.” A whispered sigh sent a chill up my spine as the visible light from the ghost flared, then mostly disappeared.

When Ayoka continued speaking a moment later, I could barely hear her. I had to lean forward just to pick up the faint hints of her despair filled voice. “It did not work. My husband lived, but no matter how often we lay together, my service to Mistress Janssens did not end. My husband died. I died. Still I must serve.”

The trapped spirit went silent, and I pulled myself upright in my chair. I glanced over to see Zarina and Cindy both looking at me expectantly, so I took a few moments to quickly sum up what Ayoka had revealed so far.

Zarina grimaced as I wrapped up and murmured, “Tuberculosis—what they called consumption—can cause sterility. Even if her husband was cured, the damage it did could linger, and they might never have even known. Ask her what the exact condition for release was, if she can tell you.”

I did, and the reply from Ayoka was immediate and cold—as though the spirit were reciting from a table of automobile accident fatality statistics, rather than the terms of her immortal spirit’s imprisonment. “I will serve Mistress Josina Janssens to the fullest extent of my capabilities for no less than a week, or until the one I choose, who chooses me, has thrice given me his seed.”

I waited until she finished, then repeated the details for the benefit of the two who couldn’t understand the words directly. One of the quirks of the ritual I’d used was that even though I wasn’t speaking for her benefit, Ayoka could still understand me perfectly well, and the ghost let out another sigh as I recited the terms of her imprisonment back at her.

Zarina winced again as I finished. “The bitch probably already knew her husband couldn’t ever deliver, and the allowance to sleep with her husband meant even if they caught on, Josina could have just forbidden her from sleeping with other men. And now that she’s a ghost, since she’s forbidden from ever revealing herself to someone, she can’t ‘be chosen’ even if she chooses someone.”

A vague idea crossed my mind at the wizard’s words, and I reached my hand up to tap my chin in thought. I took Zarina’s hand and squeezed it lightly with my own as I looked back towards the circle where the spirit was imprisoned. “It’s a shame you caught me on the day that you did. I was already feeling suspicious because of a recent attack, and being out in the open had me nervous. If Stacy had come onto me like she did then while I was at home, I would have taken her up on the offer. Hell, I still would, as long as I was safe. I’ve been wanting to sleep with her for months.”

The reply from Ayoka was quiet enough that I had to lean forward again to hear it. “I wish you much luck, Sir. She is curious about why you have so many women at your beck and call, though not yet enough to throw herself on your prick.”

At that announcement I asked curiously, “How do you know that? And how were you speaking English then if you can’t now?” My questions sparked another whirlwind of activity, and Zarina pulled her hand free to again reinforce the barrier as the ghost struggled.

Once she settled down, she spoke once more. “When I inhabit a body, I know the things the body knows, if I think of them. If I managed to take you, or one of yours, I could know immediately where the book was simply by trying to remember. If I took a random person on the street, I would not know of the affair they were carrying on, unless I took the time to consider the topic. The mind knows, but it does not offer the information, only delivers what it is asked.”

I took that in with a slow nod. “When do you need to leave to report to Janssens next?”

Traces of light appeared in the circle, which I eventually recognized as Ayoka stroking her fingertips down the inside of the barrier. She did so in silence for several long seconds before eventually responding. “Tonight. I must leave in an hour or so.”

The words emerged in a hushed whisper which carried such a sense of dread that I felt the hairs on my arms raise. I swallowed the lump that suddenly appeared in my throat and turned towards Zarina to ask, “Can you keep her trapped here for an hour and then release her so she can return?”

One of Zarina’s eyebrows arched high at that question, but she nodded her assent. “I can, Master, if you think that’s the best approach.” I squeezed her hand again and gave her a reassuring smile.

“I do. And if you’ll excuse me, I have a phone call I need to make that’s going to be really awkward, so I’m going to get it done before I chicken out.”

I rose, released Zarina’s hand and turned back towards the trapped spirit. “Ayoka, I am very sorry for what has been done to you. I hope you know that I can’t just… let you scout through here, or anything, so I’m going to ask Zarina to add more wards to keep you out, but… Well, I forgive you. I know it’s not your fault.”

The only response as I turned to depart was a quiet sob from the spirit.

The plight of the enslaved spirit left a bitter taste in my mouth.

A part of me wanted to be sad, to focus on the terrible fate that Josina Janssens had inflicted on her was.

A much larger part of me, though, was just angry. Maybe it was the continued influence of the Sin I felt through my connection to Cindy, but when I thought of the witch, my mind didn’t focus on the damage she had already done. Instead, a white hot Wrath flared up within me as I considered what she would surely do to any of the women around me if given the chance.

Ayoka hadn’t even been a part of the supernatural community prior to her bargain with the witch, she was just an innocent human desperately searching for a way to save her husband, and the treacherous bitch had turned that into a way to enslave her. I had zero doubt in my mind that Josina was already searching for ways to ensnare everyone close to me, since Cindy, Aubrette, Rose and Zarina all represented powerful supernatural forces in their own right, and she had demonstrated just how ruthless she could be.

Before I could let myself stew too much though, I had both a phone call to make and a Sin Demon to reward. Part of me wanted to make the phone call first, just to get it out of the way, but half a moment’s introspection revealed that I was in no mental state for it.

Instead, I focused on Cindy’s reward.

One of the quirks of how Cindy functioned was that the Sin Demon fed on the Sins of mortals, but not necessarily her own. She was highly motivated to keep the atmosphere sexually charged, because it amped up the Lust that Zarina, Sara and I—the only mortals in the apartment—generated, which Cindy could then absorb. Not to say that she wasn’t extremely enthusiastic about participating when called to, but the demon got as much or more out of helping me fuck the others as she did when she was the target of my desire.

One of the quirks of the ancient Puca compact that bound Rose to me was that the extremely busty Fae somehow knew when I needed or wanted to ride her—sometimes before I realized it myself.

As a result of the combination of those two factors, when I walked into the living room, there was no one around, but when I walked into my bedroom I was greeted by the sight of Rose and Sara kneeling side by side on the floor near my bed, facing me. Both women were topless, with Sara sporting a pleated skirt and Rose a skimpy pair of lacy black panties.

Cindy was naked, on her knees behind Rose so she could wrap her arms around the Puca’s torso and rub up and down the Puca’s massive pale tits. The goth bombshell’s enormous rack bounced heavily as the demon smeared coconut oil from a jar beside her all over it, repeatedly lifting the heavy breasts until the oil caused them to slip free of her grasp.

I raised my eyebrows at the scene and looked over the three women, then decided to take Cindy up on her previous advice and simply enjoy the women who had made it clear how available they were to me.

I shed my clothes as I walked across the room and stepped up in front of Sara. My hand reached down and I caressed her face gently, then commanded, “Open your mouth. I’m going to use it.”

After a moment’s consideration about the specifics of enchantment she was under, I added, “Enjoy having your mouth fucked. And play with yourself while I do it.”

Sara’s hands all but flew beneath her skirt and her jaw dropped open. Her eyes rolled back in her head as the magic pumped her mind full of pleasure in response to her obedience. As her fingers found her swollen clit, I took a half step forward and placed the head of my cock against her plump lips, then slid it forward into her hot waiting mouth. My hand slipped over the back of her head, and I held her in place as I began to slowly fuck her face.

I turned to look down at Rose and Cindy, the latter of whom was still playing with the former’s huge glistening tits. The sight of the slip of a demon wrapping herself around the curvaceous Puca’s pale body was erotic enough to begin with, but when she noticed me looking, the little blonde responded by leaning her head into Rose’s neck and starting to kiss and nuzzle at her skin. Her fingers dropped down over the Puca’s nipples, and gripped them just firmly enough that they didn’t slip from her fingers, then pulled and stretched them until the dark haired Fae moaned out loud. Sara’s voice joined hers as her fingertips began to dance over her dripping slit, and her moans sent pleasant vibrations running up my shaft.

I watched Cindy nuzzle her way into Rose’s neck and tug at her increasingly stiff nipples for a while, then announced, “Rose, you’re going to go lie down on the bed while Cindy works on your pussy. I’m going to fuck Sara’s face until I’m ready to switch, then then I’m going to fuck that big rack of yours and Sara is going to sit on your face. You’re going to do your best to make her cum a few times, then I’m going to use her pussy until I fill it with my cum.”

I looked around at the three women. Sara’s eyes were wide as she stared up at me, but with her lips stretched wide around my erection she couldn’t speak to respond. Cindy gave me several emphatic nods. Rose had craned her neck to make it more available to the demon behind her, but the look on her face was more sensual and languid than anything else.

The Puca’s bond with me differed from any of the others—she was compelled to be available for me to ride whenever I desired and rewarded for her service—but she wasn’t particularly submissive by nature. Instead, the curvy goth approached sex much the way she approached everything else in life, as a fun game she could play with others. I didn’t always know how she scored the game—sometimes she seemed to win by getting off as much as possible, sometimes by getting others off, or sometimes just by arranging things in a particular way that happened to please her at the time. No matter which of those struck her mood, though, she approached them all with a playful and hedonistic attitude that I always found refreshing.

A hum of pleasure from Sara caught my attention and I glanced down to see both of her hands working frantically beneath her skirt. When Rose held out a hand for me, without removing my thick cock from its current home, I reached down and pulled the curvaceous woman to her feet.

Once standing, Rose stepped in close and tilted her head back, closed her eyes and pursed her black lips. I leaned in and spent a few moments kissing them, then enjoyed a minute of tasting the refreshing herbal flavor of one woman’s mouth while another’s was stretched wide around the head of my cock.

When I broke the kiss, the Puca turned to head towards the bed as I’d ordered. She stopped halfway there, bent at the waist, and slowly worked her sopping wet panties down her legs, then stepped out of them to crawl up onto the bed.

Cindy was already there, waiting on hands and knees, and Rose took immediate advantage. She slid herself onto her back, spread her legs wide, and when the Sin Demon swiftly lowered her face between Rose’s thighs she responded by grabbing handfuls of multicolored hair and pulling the slender woman’s face into her cunt.

I watched for a few moments, then looked down. The pretty Latina woman on her knees in front of me was looking up with wide eyes, and it occurred to me that while the magic on her might have made her enjoy having her mouth wrapped around my thick cock, it didn’t necessarily do anything to relieve the strain on the muscles of her face.

I pulled my hips back until I slipped free, then waited as she worked her jaw back and forth for a few moments. Once it looked like she was starting to recover, I pointed towards the bed. “Go sit on Rose’s face like a good sex slave, and let her eat your pussy while I fuck her big tits. I’ll use your cunt when I’m ready to finish.” Another shiver ran through her body as my orders rolled over her, and she actually climbed her way up my body in her haste to obey.

She paused long enough to kiss my chest and wrap her hand around my with a firm squeeze, and whispered, “Yes, Master, thank you, Master!” Then she was off, scrambling across the bed to straddle Rose’s face, her fantastic ass pointed at me. She kept her pleated skirt on and the garment draped over the Puca’s head, concealing exactly what was happening, but from the, “Oh, FUCK yes!” that emerged from Sara’s lips a few moments later, I could make a pretty good educated guess.

I took my time sauntering across the bedroom so I could watch the three women on my bed. I couldn’t help but reflect on the knowledge that without the book—without Mycah’s ill-advised summoning attempt—I would never have been in this situation. Even with the drama, even with actual attempts having been made on my life, I said a silent word of thanks for the forces that brought me here.

Then I climbed up onto the bed, swung one leg over Rose’s torso to straddle her, and dropped my wet shaft between her incredible breasts.

Part of the Oath that Aubrette had sworn to me caused Sidhe magic, Glamour, to flow between us as she drew on me to sustain herself in the mortal world. As a side effect of channeling the magic of Fae, my body had been altered, becoming slightly more exaggerated, much as the Sidhe themselves. I’d become taller, my muscles slightly better defined—even if that didn’t itself come with any enhanced functionality. My dick had gotten bigger. It wasn’t about to go in any book of records, but I had an inch or so to work with that I hadn’t possessed before.

Despite that extra size, as I positioned my erection between Rose’s tits, my full length vanished from sight. The Puca’s face was buried between Sara’s thighs so she couldn’t actually see what was happening, but she showed no hesitation in lifting her hands to press her massive orbs together to apply slippery gentle pressure around my shaft. The air smelled of coconut oil and wet pussy, and as I started to fuck Rose’s titanic cleavage I idly wondered if I was going to get hard the next time I ordered a Piña Colada.

The next several minutes were a chorus of mostly Sara and Rose groaning out their pleasure. Cindy obediently tongue-fucked Rose’s slick cunt, while the Puca passed that favor on to my landlady, and I took advantage of the largest pair of breasts I’d ever seen in real life. I occasionally reached down to tweak and tug Rose’s nipples, drawing out a spasm of movement from the woman each time and gradually turning my hands slick from the oil coating her.

That, in turn, gave me an idea. Without pausing the movement of my hips, I reached forward and flipped up the back of Sara’s pleated skirt, revealing her toned muscular ass. Sara wasn’t enthusiastic about anal sex in the same way Zarina was, but she’d never been particularly resistant to the idea. I began to tease her asshole with one finger, which drew a louder groan and caused her to lean forward to make herself more readily accessible to my touch.

I took that as my cue to go further, and firmly pressed my index finger against her asshole. The tight ring of muscles resisted, then slowly relaxed until the digit slipped in. I slowly worked it back and forth until I was able to do so smoothly, then started pumping that one finger in and out in time with the rhythm of my hips, fingerfucking her ass while Rose tongued her pussy.

It took less than a minute of that stimulation before Sara’s lips parted to shout, “Fuck! Fuck yes, Master! Fucking finger your fucktoy’s asshole while I ride your big titty goth bitch’s face! Oh fuck! Oh fuck! Oh FUUUCK, yes! Cumming! Fuck, Cumming Master! Fuuuuuuuuuuuucckkkkkkyes!!”

Sara collapsed forward. Her face hit the blankets near the top of the bed, but her thighs remained clamped around Rose’s head, hips working slowly as the Puca and I continued to tease out the last of her orgasm. Then I heard a muffled series of curses from between Sara’s thighs as Cindy managed to bring Rose to an orgasm of her own, though the words that emerged were all but incomprehensible.

That was all the sign I needed. I shifted my legs—having to move a little awkwardly to straddle Rose’s shoulders—and positioned the head of my cock against Sara’s cunt. I didn’t wait for permission, didn’t give any warning, I simply claimed her pussy for myself by sliding the full length of my cock home.

She shivered at the sensation, still sensitive from her recent orgasms, but when I whispered, “Fuck me back,” the order hit her brain and she slammed her ass back against me, impaling herself along my full length. “Oh, Fuck, Master, yes please. Fuck your toy. Use your fucktoy and fill my pussy. Please?”

Her pleas were music to my ears, and as enjoyable as they were unnecessary. The walls of Sara’s hot cunt squeezed down firmly around me as I fucked her. I was already well stimulated thanks to Rose’s tits, so I knew I wasn’t going to last long, but I couldn’t bring myself to care. I wrapped slightly oily hands around Sara’s hips, grabbed them for leverage and fucked her hard. Every now and then I’d feel Rose’s tongue dart out to play with my balls as she alternated between tonguing my testicles and Sara’s clit and brought both of us ever closer to orgasm. Sara tried her best to keep up her verbal encouragement, but as sensation overwhelmed her she rapidly devolved into a chant of “Fuck yes! Fuck me Master! Fuck yes!”

I came. The orgasm had been building for a while, but all at once I felt it well up within me, felt my balls tighten and as waves of pleasure rush up from my abdomen and overtake my body.

I made no effort to slow it down. I needed this, needed to just give in and indulge myself for a while. Needed to just revel in the feel of Sara’s tight cunt as it spasmed around my cock, the feel of pulse after pulse of my seed firing down my shaft to fill her with my cum exactly as she had begged.

Rose’s tongue shifted and began to lap at the edge of my dick where I was still buried in Sara before my orgasm had even begun to fade. The Puca wasn’t actually all that enthusiastic about oral sex—though she was game for it if asked—but had something of a fixation on my cum. When I pulled my hips back and my wet cock slipped free, the Fae immediately dove back into my landlady’s cunt in search of the load I had just deposited.

I flopped over to the side and sprawled out on my back with a happy sigh. There was still anger present in the back of my head, still Wrath at everything Josina represented, but it was hard to remain actively angry right after having my balls drained.

Sara continued to moan for a few minutes as Rose worked out every drop of cum she could retrieve, but eventually the Puca wriggled her way free. She leaned in for a quick sloppy kiss with Cindy as the Sin Demon rose to her knees, then slid off the bed and held out a hand to me. I raised an eyebrow, but took it and let myself get pulled off the bed and towards the shower.

Thirty minutes later, I was back in bed, but far cleaner, with Rose snuggled up to one side and Sara on the other. None of us were in much of a mood for speech, but the feel of them pressed to my side went a long way towards helping me feel safe and happy. I knew it was probably irrational, but I felt much happier being able to hold them physically to my side, as though that would somehow ward off the threats looming in the distance.

I still had a phone call to make, but that would have to wait until morning.


CHAPTER SEVEN


The following morning started with a phone call.

More specifically, it started with breakfast and some quiet conversation around the living room after the person I called failed to answer her phone. I caught everyone up on the full details of the previous night’s encounter with Ayoka, and reactions across my household had varied from Sara’s colorful swearing to Aubrette’s surprisingly calm acceptance.

Though I’d lived with the Sidhe for much of a year, the occasional reminders that she and Rose were both non-human and had wildly different ideas of what constituted normal acceptable behavior were still sometimes jarring. Cindy occasionally provoked the same reaction, but she was farther from a baseline mortal more of the time, so it was less surprising when her responses differed from mine. Aubrette behaved a lot more like the upper class woman forced into lower class circumstances that she was, so when I was reminded that she came from a land where capturing and enslaving mortals forever due to a technicality was not just normal but encouraged, it was still a little shocking.

The reminder was also good for me, because it was easy to forget. While Aubrette was a blushing and shame-filled exhibitionist for me, she also didn’t have any cultural mores telling her that it was wrong to magically bind a musician’s soul into an instrument because that way they would be able to produce beautiful music forever.

She hadn’t been the one to put it there, but she had played that particular cello, and had spoken fondly to me of how mournfully it sang.

As the morning stretched on, I eventually got the call back I’d been hoping for. I ducked into my bedroom to take it, and emerged about twenty minutes later with a bemused smile on my face. The person I’d been trying to speak with was Stacy, and while the call hadn’t gone exactly the way I expected, the results were more than what I hoped for. The Greek American influencer actually had some time this afternoon, and she was coming over to talk business with Aubrette.

The High Sidhe woman had once taken up cleaning other apartments in the complex for some additional cash after she first arrived, but even at the time I’d felt like it was a waste of Aubrette’s talents. At the time, ‘influencer’ wasn’t even on my list of possible alternatives, but she was a tall gorgeous redhead with a fantastic body who more than met the minimum entry requirements.

Zarina and Sara retired to the former’s study to continue the latter’s magical education. They hadn’t been at it very long, but it was apparently going extremely well. Zarina had told me earnestly that if every student of the Arcane was given the same magical motivation as Sara, the time it took to train someone into a real wizard would likely be cut in half. I wasn’t entirely sure if her judgment on the matter would be widely accepted by other wizards, who might find her opinion on the topic to be biased, but she was in the process of writing up an actual treatise supporting it.

Rose and I sat with Aubrette around the couch and spent the time waiting for Stacy to arrive talking through modern influencers and their recent history. I found no small amusement in the fact that Aubrette took the actual role of influencer entirely in stride, since the notion of someone who was given everything in exchange for being beautiful was entirely within her comfort zone. It took more time to talk through the ways the people who gave things to influencers actually benefited from it, why that mattered to her, and specifically how the rise of the internet had changed things.

When the doorbell rang, Rose retreated to the adjoined apartment. Cindy had already slunk off to one of the beds to engage in some Slothful napping, leaving only my High Sidhe retainer and me to greet Stacy. I was the one who answered the door, and I was rewarded for the effort with a bright smile from the curly haired blonde on the other side. “Jack! I’m so glad you called!”

I was slightly hesitant after our last encounter, but Stacy held no such reservations. She stepped in towards me and wrapped her arms around my chest in a quick hug. I squeezed her shoulders back, then stepped out of her way and gestured over towards the living room area where Aubrette was already seated on one of the chairs next to the couch.

Stacy paused to pull off her overcoat, leaving her in a long sleeved turtleneck and slacks, then handed the coat off to me and hurried over with an excited, “Brette! I have been waiting for this talk, I’m so glad you changed your mind! I’m gonna get you so set up, and you and me are gonna do so many collabs. You have no idea how big you’re gonna be!”

Hurricane Anastasia blew through the room to Aubrette and the two began exchanging pleasantries. I hung up the coat I’d been given, took drink orders, and generally tried to be a good host while the two women—one in her early to mid twenties, one of several centuries old—started getting into the brass tacks of becoming an influencer.

I’d initially been a little concerned about the whole concept of Aubrette actually putting in effort as an internet star. There were still several good reasons for her to remain as low profile as possible—her lack of any real legal identity chief among them. More than that, though, I wasn’t actually certain how well she would take to either the idea of influencers in general, or to the specifics of showing off her body to strangers on the internet.

I wasn’t concerned that the Sidhe would be unwilling. I wasn’t even afraid that she would hesitate to speak up if she encountered problems, or had doubts. No, I was slightly worried about what would happen if her career actually took off. What I understood about Glamour suggested that getting a large enough fanbase would flood Aubrette with Fae magic and I had no idea what might happen as a result.

It was a problem for another time, though, so for today I poured tea for everyone, and then positioned myself on one end of the couch next to Stacy.

Almost immediately it became obvious that my presence in the conversation was superfluous at best. I’d been prepared to interject into the conversation to clear up points of confusion, or add input if I felt like the Sidhe woman was missing relevant questions, but our visiting expert was entirely on top of it and I wound up remaining almost entirely silent instead. Aubrette might not have been fully conversant with modern influencers and the culture surrounding them, but she was a High Sidhe, and her people effectively invented the traditions that culminated in the modern internet socialite.

About an hour into their conversation, I got up to put on a pot of coffee, increasingly aware that I had underestimated the depth of detail the pair would get into. I excused myself, then took a few minutes to check in on Zarina, Sara, Rose and Cindy. The first two were studying happily, snuggled up side by side around one of the wizard’s ancient grimoires. I poked my head in long enough to check on them, and the moment I was noticed, first Zarina and then Sara flipped their shirts up over their chests to flash their tits at me before bursting out into giggles. I rolled my eyes, waved fondly, and then moved on. Rose was reading quietly and waved lazily at me without lifting her eyes from her book, and Cindy was asleep under a pile of blankets in the spare bedroom.

I ended my tour of the apartments by ducking into the restroom.

Just as I was drying my hands, the door opened. I barely had time to turn my head in that direction before Stacy stepped inside and closed herself in with me. When I turned to face her, I opened my mouth to speak, but found myself cut off as she stepped into my personal space. She slid one of her hands onto my chest as the other pressed a single finger to my lips to shush me, leaving me silently looking down into bright hazel eyes. “Shh, Jack. Please, before you send me away- I have to know. I have to find out why all of these women are willing to share you. Will you bed me? I have been curious for so long.”

Her finger slipped from my lips as she moved her hand to caress my cheek, and I swallowed hard. The bathroom in the apartment was tiny, and with the fetching blonde directly ahead of me I was left with nowhere to retreat.

When I didn’t immediately acquiesce to her request, Stacy’s expression grew sultry. She closed what gap remained until her chest met mine and I could feel her firm breasts press into me. She had to crane her neck to look up at me, and I was struck for a moment by how fragile she appeared. “I could perhaps… convince you?” Again, she didn’t wait for a response before acting. As I scrutinized her expression, she began to slowly and deliberately sink to her knees before me.

I made no effort to stop her. My hand reached down and I let my fingers brush along the soft skin of her cheek. She responded by turning her head, and her soft pink lips parted to capture my index finger so she could slowly swirl her tongue around it. The sensation sent a shiver up my spine, and I couldn’t quite keep my voice calm, as I asked, “You’re- sure you want to? You don’t want to go and have some coffee?”

By this point I was in fact almost entirely certain Stacy had been possessed by Ayoka while I was walking around the house, but I was more than certain I couldn’t afford to ask—given what the spirit had told me about the hold Josina had on her, there was a decent chance the witch might have given orders to flee as soon as Ayoka suspected she’d been identified. I was actually a little surprised that the plan seemed to be working in the first place, since Zarina said the witch tended to play things safe, which in turn left me to wonder what kind of resources Janssens had brought with her and just how badly she wanted the book.

For now, though, I had more important and urgent topics to attend. For example, the blonde in front of me. Stacy released my finger from her lips so she could watch what she was doing as she raised her hands to tug at the zipper of my jeans. Urgently—almost frantically—she undid my fly and belt buckle to pull my pants and boxers down to my knees in a single motion.

My erection sprang free and slapped lightly against Stacy’s cheek, which caused her to coo in a somewhat exaggerated manner. “Ooh, now I see the first part of the reason. Does this beast fit in all of them, or are there some who can’t even take all you have to offer?”

Without waiting for either permission or a response, she rubbed her cheek along my shaft as she pulled her head back, parted well-glossed lips, and lunged forward to engulf the head of my cock in sweltering heat.

I groaned in pleasure as Ayoka-Stacy began to thrust her head forward. Her tongue slid along the bottom of my shaft to turn her mouth into a tight tunnel for my pleasure. Her movements were aggressive as she bobbed back and forth, shoving as much of my length as she could take into her mouth time and time again. I resisted the urge to reach for her head, and instead let my hands fall back to the bathroom wall behind me to steady myself. In turn, she slid her hands up the back of my thighs, grasped them firmly, and used them for leverage.

Ayoka-Stacy pulled her lips off of my cock, craned her head back again to look up at me and make sure I was watching, then lowered her head and took a deep breath. She again wrapped her lips around the head of my cock and pushed forward with her neck at the same time as she pulled with both hands.

This time, when I hit the back of her throat, she didn’t relent. Her head tilted slightly and I felt myself push past something as she buried my full length in her throat.

Looking down, I again saw bright hazel eyes gazing up at me, but this time they were rimmed with tears as she worked hard to suppress her gag reflex. I could feel her throat contract and squeeze around my girth as she kept her face impaled on me for several long seconds. Then, slowly, she pulled herself back until I slipped from her throat and she let out a few wet coughs. That wasn’t enough to deter her, though, because almost immediately I felt her hands once more tensing around the backs of my legs.

I reached down before she could swallow me again and spoke firmly, “That’s enough of that. You’ve convinced me you’re serious.” She responded by wrapping her lips around the head of my cock anyway and swirled her tongue around it a few more times before pulling back. When I reached a hand down, she accepted it and climbed up my body. Her big pretty eyes batted at me as she asked, “Will you take me to bed and make me your woman, Sir Jack?”

I glanced down at where my pants were still wrapped around my ankles, decided to step out of them to just leave them there, and pulled off my shirt. Once fully naked, I stepped carefully around Stacy to open the bathroom door. The blonde still held my hand, and I led her out through the bathroom door. By now I was unconcerned with my own nudity, but as I glanced across the living room and saw Aubrette still sitting where Stacy had left her, the Sidhe blushed fiercely. I knew without a moment’s doubt that she would leverage her magic to spy on my activities, but had asked her not to otherwise intrude—my goal here was too important.

Stepping into my bedroom, Stacy actually paused briefly when she saw the massive four poster bed. She recovered quickly, though, and slipped in front of me to wrap her arms around my neck as she tried to pull me in for a kiss. I indulged her, and let my tongue push past her lips to taste her as my hands began to roam up and down her back and sides.

Since she hadn’t shown any compunctions about stripping me, I returned the favor by helping her out of her turtleneck and tossing it onto the bed. She was wearing a translucent lacy blue bra underneath, filled out very nicely by a pair of perky breasts that looked as though they would fill my hands nicely. Rather than wait for me to continue, Stacy reached down and unfastened her slacks, then wiggled her hips from side to side as she carefully slid them off. Beneath, she revealed an incredibly skimpy set of matching blue lace panties already showing a dark patch where they were wet with her arousal. She posed briefly to give me the chance to admire her lingerie-clad form, and I dragged my eyes up from her toned legs past the swell of her hips, along her slender torso and onto her model-perfect face.

Then, I pounced. I swept forward and scooped the young woman up in my arms, only to then toss her lightly onto the bed. She let out a giggling shriek of surprise that dissolved into laughter as she landed. I swiftly closed to the side of the bed without climbing up and reached my hands up to capture her ankles, preventing her from wriggling away, then let my fingertips stroke along the tanned skin of her legs until they met cloth. Hooking both hands under the waistband of her panties, I waited until she lifted her hips to allow me to remove the lingerie and leave her nude from the waist down. I was unsurprised—given how often she was photographed in skimpy swimwear—to discover that she had resolved the problem of having her pubic hair caught on camera by simply removing it entirely. I was greeted by a smoothly waxed set of puffy outer pussy lips which concealed the interior of her sex entirely.

I paused there, despite the Lust within me screaming for me to take and claim the woman in front of me and make her mine. I took a deep breath, then looked up to meet Stacy’s hazel eyes and asked, “You’re sure? You can always back out.”

I caught something on her face then, a momentary flicker of emotion that passed so quickly I couldn’t quite identify it, before she nodded up at me from the bed. “Sir Jack Puttman, I want you to do whatever you want to me. Use this body until you pass out, sweaty and tangled in my arms.”

I grinned at her, then slid my hands down her legs again until I had each ankle captured in an iron grip. She made no move to resist as I deliberately spread her legs wide. Her outer lips only parted when she was practically doing the splits, at which point I was treated to the sight of her gradually unfolding like the petals of a flower to reveal a bright pink interior shiny with lubrication.

I lowered my face, prepared to feast, her ankles still locked firmly in my grasp. Once she was close enough to feel my breath, I said simply, “Your safeword is red. If you need to give up before I do, that’s how.”

Then, without waiting for a response, I dove in, helping myself to the first taste of her pussy. She was… honestly, in comparison to most of the pussy I had eaten recently, surprisingly bland. Not flavorless, but the faintly acidic tang of her nectar was mild enough to barely register. Her reaction, however, was immediate and wild. Her hips bucked as I began to lap at her, and a genuinely shocked gasp escaped her lips.

“Oh… oh… OH! Jack! Oh! Oooooooohhhhh!!” I plunged my tongue into her channel as deeply as I could, smearing her juices all over my face in the process. She squirmed, though I couldn’t exactly tell if she was trying to escape my attentions or grind herself against me. She mostly accomplished the latter, but that may have been because I refused to release her legs. While I knew she worked out, Stacy was not a gym bunny, and her focus must have been on maintaining a slender figure that photographed well rather than improving her athleticism. Against my supernaturally enhanced strength, her thighs had no chance of working her way free of my grasp. I reveled in the feel of her flexing her legs helplessly against me, even as I began to drag my tongue up her pussy repeatedly, starting at the base and then lapping along her exterior until I finished the motion with a flick of the tip of my tongue against her clit.

For the next several long minutes, I feasted on Stacy’s pussy. I kept changing up my approach any time it seemed like it was getting stale, but also any time I thought she might approach orgasm, granting her neither the reprieve of monotony, nor the escape of cumming on my tongue. I gave in to the part of me that just wanted to play with a new toy, and enjoyed the reactions of a woman new to me as she cried out her pleasure with my face buried between her thighs.

Eventually her cries changed—rather than simply gasping out her pleasure, she simply began to repeat, “Please! Jack, please! Please Jack!” She never specified what she wanted, exactly, and as I looked up across her writhing body—discovering that at some point she had managed to work her way free of her bra, and was desperately squeezing her own breasts—my guess was that she didn’t actually know. Her back was arched as she writhed, leaving me unable to see her expression, but from the lack of a coherent request, I intuited she simply wanted release.

I didn’t give it to her. Not immediately, at least. Instead, I released her ankles so my hands were free. She responded by immediately wrapping her thighs around my head to shove her cunt against my lips. I tilted my head to let me tease my tongue along her clit instead, as I used my now freed hands to grasp her thighs from below. I propped her up as she bucked her hips against me, the motion lifting her off the mattress and onto my flicking tongue. Back and forth, I swept the very tip along her clit in rapid short motions, and finally allowed her the release she sought. A deluge of nectar flooded me as her latest ‘Please’ devolved into a long drawn out wordless moan of pleasure.

I rolled my tongue across her swollen clit a few more times as she climaxed, then plunged it as far into her pussy as I was able while her hips thrust against my face unsteadily.

Gradually, perhaps a minute or two later, her body relaxed.

I lowered her hips to the bed and stood up. Her eyes were closed and her entire form writhed slowly with the aftershocks of her orgasm, her tanned skin flush and her breasts heaving as she sought to catch her breath.

I didn’t give her the chance to do that.

Instead, I stepped up to the edge of the bed, lined my now throbbing erection up with her, wrapped my hands around either side of her hips to keep her steady, and thrust forward slowly.

Stacy’s eyes shot open wide in shock, then rolled back in her head as another moan escaped her lips. The tight walls of her pussy slowly gave way before my inexorable advance as I filled her. The work of my tongue bore fruit now, as I’d left her channel well-lubricated and ready, and I didn’t stop until my hips met hers and she was impaled fully on my cock. My hands squeezed her hips once, then I carefully began to pull back.

I fucked her slowly. I was in no rush, and the way her cunt fluttered and squeezed down unconsciously as I began to pump my hips back and forth was delicious. Her hands dropped from her breasts, and I got to watch them to sway freely on her chest as her body shook with the slow impact of each thrust. I noted the way they remained unnaturally perky atop her chest, rather than flattening out to either side, but other than that I wouldn’t have had any reason to suspect they’d been enhanced—there was not so much as a trace of a scar that I could see.

Her eyelids fluttered open, and I smiled down at her without interrupting my pace of steadily withdrawing until my cock nearly slipped free of her, then sliding it home again. Her lips parted, and for a moment it seemed as though she would simply start moaning again, but she managed to focus enough to speak. “Please Jack… more please.”

I removed one of my hands from her hips and reached up to palm one of her breasts. I squeezed delicately at first, then a little more firmly, and found that it still felt basically natural. I’d heard horror stories about fake tits feeling hard or unpleasant, but while Stacy’s weren’t home grown, I wouldn’t have known it by touch. I pulled my hips back again, paused, and pinched a nipple hard enough to draw a gasp from her, then slammed my hips forward in a sudden thrust. “Stacy, if you want me to keep going until I give up, we’re going to be here a while.” I grinned. I was actually enjoying this even more than I’d thought. “But I’m happy to keep going until you beg me to stop…”

“I can- I can take it, Jack. Use me.” Despite her brave words, Stacy’s eyes were half closed, and I felt another shudder run through her body as her cunt was stretched around my cock again. I nodded at that, pinched her nipple once more, then returned my hands to her hips.

I began to fuck her in earnest. I pulled her forward slightly until her hips were resting right at the edge of the mattress, braced my knees against the bed for leverage, and started thrusting into her fast and hard. Her wordless moans resumed immediately as I took my pleasure from her, my focus switched from ensuring she got as much as possible out of the sex to simply using her body to get myself off.

She didn’t seem to mind at all. I felt her cunt clamp down hard around my shaft each time I filled her, as though trying to prevent me from withdrawing. The sensation was exquisite, and I had to admit to myself that I was further spurred on by the part of my mind that was aware of her internet celebrity status—Stacy had broken a million followers on Instagram, which meant there were probably well more than a million men who wished they could be where I was now.

But they weren’t here, and I was the one plunging into her drenched cunt as I used her as my personal fleshlight.

She came again. She actually sounded surprised about it, and another chorus of, “Oh… oh…. Oh! OH!” escaped her lips. Her back arched as she tried to grind herself against me, but I was relentless in my thrusts, even as I felt her spasming around me. The combination of sight, sound, and sensation was enough to begin to push me into my own orgasm. I slowed my pace only slightly as I felt it start to rise, switched to long steady thrusts that shook Stacy’s entire body and sent her tits jiggling each time, until I finally buried myself fully within her and came. My balls pulsed rapidly as I fired my seed deep into her cunt and groaned out my orgasm. She let out an ecstatic moan as she writhed against me, and it was only when I finally stopped that she let out a shaky, “Come snuggle with me?”

I responded with a feral grin as I looked across her sweat covered body. “You said to use you until I pass out. I’m not done yet.” Her eyes flew open in surprise, prompting me to lean down to claim her lips in a kiss. As I again tasted her mouth, I slid my arms around her and pulled her torso against mine to take a moment and just revel in the feel of her body. She felt as light as a feather in my arms, and it occurred to me that I wasn’t taking advantage of the strength I’d gained through my bond with Cindy in bed often enough.

A giggle emerged from Stacy’s lips as she snuggled in close and she wrapped her legs around my hips. I slipped my arms beneath her body to lift her and she let out another breathy giggle. I was still entirely certain that Ayoka was piloting the influencer, but either she was a really good actress—or she’d actually started to enjoy herself.

I wondered how often she’d had to do something similar and hadn’t gotten to enjoy it. Then, because that thought threatened to make me angry all over again, I focused on giving her the best time I could.

With her legs still wrapped around my body and her hot cunt still impaled on my cock, I spun the lithe blonde around carefully and slid myself back onto the bed. She moaned and, as her knees came to rest on either side of my hips, responded by grinding herself down on top of me. I had an enviable view as I looked up at her—her gorgeous face was framed by curly blonde hair, and I thought the sweaty just-fucked look suited her incredibly well. Her tanned skin was slick and glistening and inviting, and I saw no reason to resist the urge to touch her.

As she began to rock back and forth on top of me, I reached up with both hands and palmed her tits. The stiff nubs of her nipples dragged across the skin of my palms and she let out a guttural moan. The sound brought a smile to my lips, and I told her, “I want you to get yourself off with my cock. I’m very not done with you, and I have no intention of stopping until I feel you cumming around my dick again-“ My released her breasts, but only so I could let my fingertips begin to tease her nipples. They were about the same color as her tanned skin and comparatively small, but I found the little nubs endlessly entertaining to tweak and rub and pull. “-and again, and again.”

She shuddered, then started riding me in earnest. Her hips slid back, then ground forward, rotating slightly each time as she worked to find the angle that felt best to her.

I was in no hurry. There was a beautiful woman riding my dick, and the differences between Stacy and the women I lived with reached right past my conscious mind to stimulate a deeper, more primal part of my mind. I released her breasts, slid my hands down her body, and flowed with her hips as she rocked back and forth on top of me. Her eyes fluttered closed and she lost herself in the sensations, and I was privileged to watch a moment of pure unguarded pleasure as she used my cock to scratch an itch deep inside.

It didn’t take long before Stacy resumed a quiet stream of wordless gasps of pleasure, and the motions of her hips became shaky and irregular. Her hands dropped onto my chest, to support her weight as she rode me with increasing desperation. Each motion of her hips plunged her down hard and I felt myself filling her completely, felt the slick walls of her cunt around my shaft, as they massaged, gripped and squeezed me tight.

Abruptly, her back arched and she let out a long, low moan. Her hips jerked back and forth a few times in rapid succession, her cunt clenched around me, and she came. I responded by gripping her hips firmly and pulling her down so every inch of my cock was embedded inside her spasming pussy.

When she began to slow I reached my hand up to touch the side of her cheek and whispered, “Good girl. My turn now.”

I grabbed a couple of pillows from behind me and stuffed them beneath the small of my back to give me something to lean on. I slipped my hands beneath Stacy’s thighs and, while she was still shuddering gently through the after effects of her orgasm, I flexed gently and lifted her up off my lap a few inches. Then I dropped her, letting her bounce against my body as gravity did the work of slamming her down onto my cock.

Her eyes flew open, and she searched the room wildly before finding my face. I met her gaze, and held it as I deliberately lifted her up, and I waited just long enough for her to realize what was about to happen before I dropped her and once more let gravity plunge her down onto my shaft.

I used her like a sex toy.

Over and over again, I lifted her then let her slide down onto my cock. The magic I channeled through my body thanks to Cindy didn’t make me tireless, but my strength meant that the weight of her body was negligible, so I was unlikely to tire myself out no matter how many times I lifted her, and the feel of her tight tunnel clenching around every inch of my shaft with each drop was a good incentive to keep going.

After a few minutes of being manhandled on my cock, Ayoka-Stacy gasped out an almost surprised sounding moan. Her body went all but limp—except for the muscles of her cunt gripping my length, which spasmed erratically in another orgasm.

I didn’t even slow down until I felt my own orgasm approaching.

I leaned forward enough to press my lips against the side of her now sweat soaked head, and whispered, “I’m going to give you my seed again. Then I’m going to turn you over and find out how well you hold up for a third time by fucking you into the mattress.”

My proclamation was greeted by a word which I didn’t recognize escaping the woman’s full lips.

I gripped her hips and jerked her back and forth a few times to push myself over the edge. As I felt my orgasm build and crash over me I thrust my own hips up and groaned out my own pleasure. My cock pulsed inside her squeezing cunt, and I pumped hot cum deep within her body.

A few seconds later I returned to reality. Stacy had shifted her knees back and shifted forward to lay her chest against my own. Her head was turned to the side to press her cheek to me as she murmured sleepily, “Mmm, thank you Jack, that was… unique.”

I was not prepared to let her drift off.

Stacy let out another half-shocked half-giggling shriek of surprise as I wrapped my arms around her and rolled closer to the center of the bed. She was trapped beneath my body for a moment, but I didn’t let her rest there for long. I manhandled her again, this time to roll her over onto her chest, then scooted back and rose until I was kneeling over the backs of her thighs.

My hands found her hips again and I pulled her back, lifting her tautly rounded ass off of the mattress until she was face down and ass up before me on the bed. Her head rolled to the side to look back at me, and I saw her eyes go wide as she felt my hands on her hips, holding her in position.

Fucking the same woman three times in a row, back to back, wasn’t actually something I typically did. I wasn’t yet exhausted, but I was as covered in sweat as Stacy by now and I was breathing hard.

Thanks to the feedback created by feeding my Lust to Cindy, though, my slick cock hadn’t even begun to flag. I was coated in the influencer’s nectar and my own cum after pumping her full of my seed twice, but I was a man on a mission and couldn’t afford to slow down now.

My right grasped the base of my shaft and I guided it to the completely sodden entrance to her swollen and puffy cunt.

I said nothing. I’d already told her what I intended to do, and she had expressly told me to use her until I was done with her, so instead of talking I simply thrust forward to fill the empty void in her pussy once more.

She made no move to resist, or pull away, and by then she didn’t even have the energy to push back against me. I wrapped my hands around her hips and squeezed just hard enough that she couldn’t get away or slip down onto the mattress, and started to pump my hips and fuck her from behind with a lazy pace that let me start to catch my breath.

I actually had managed to go three rounds in the past thanks to the efforts of my women—and the Lust that empowered me—driving me well past my former limits. It turned out that having what I privately had to admit amounted to a harem available to please me went a long way towards keeping me hard and ready.

This was the first time I had simply chosen a hole and fucked it until I was exhausted, though, and a quiet part of my head exulted in the thought that I was so thoroughly claiming a new—to me—pussy. I was under no pretense about Stacy being in any way virginal, but the Gluttony, Jealousy and Greed within me whispered sweet words about claiming a new woman to be my own. I did my best to disregard their honeyed whispers, to remember that there were not one but two real actual people with hearts and minds in bed with me right now, but I also couldn't deny the jolt of renewed vigor the thought provided.

The slap of skin on skin filled the room as I slammed my cock home again and again. Her cunt might have been a sloppy mess, but it was no less delightfully snug around my shaft as I used it for my own pleasure. Accompanying the percussive beat I set with our bodies was a steady chorus provided by the woman—or perhaps women—wrapped around my dick. Coherent words seemed out of the question, but that didn’t stop her from very effectively singing out her pleasure. That she did so in ragged gasps only urged me onward.

I couldn’t effectively keep track of how long I fucked Stacy into the mattress. Every few minutes I would feel her cunt spasming around me, and at that point it was difficult to tell if that was a new orgasm, aftershocks from the most recent, or simply her pussy doing its best to tell me to make myself at home. I chose to believe the latter, and did my best to carve the memory of my dick so deeply into Stacy’s subconscious that she would be unable to forget.

At some point I noticed the little brown star of the instagram model’s asshole winking at me in time with the flexes of her channel around me. I responded by taking my right hand off her hip and pressing my thumb against it. By now her body was so relaxed that only my left hand on her hip held her up off the bed, so when I pressed firmly into the ring of muscle I felt it relax automatically. The juices from her drooling pussy had already soaked it quite thoroughly, so there was surprisingly little resistance before the tip of my thumb popped inside.

As I slid the digit deeper into her, I could feel my own cock gliding in and out of her through the membrane separating her cunt from her ass. I could also feel the fresh orgasm prompted by the additional stimulation, as she managed to almost coherently moan out my name.

I’d been fucking her for what felt like an hour or more, and the sound of her desperately crying my name in helpless ecstacy was enough to, for the third time, push me towards orgasm. It was slow to grow— my body seemed to be telling me that, even enhanced with supernatural Lust, three times was the outside edge—but slamming myself balls deep in spasming pussy, filling her cunt again and again, continued to thrill me. She went all but limp, held up only by my grip on her hip and my thumb in her ass as I slammed myself home again and again.

She might’ve cum again—I felt two holes squeeze down around me—but that also might’ve just been her body acting on its own, mindlessly trying to milk me. It was enough, though—I finally let out a wordless roar of my own pleasure as I released deep within her. My orgasm was less intense than before, my balls drained from the marathon fucking, but it seemed to stretch on forever as her channel clamped down in response.

I was surprised at how clear my mind remained as I came, but my body trembled, and I half collapsed over my newest lover. I felt my length slip from inside her as I slumped to the side. It took a surprising amount of effort, but I managed to crawl forward just enough to place my lips next to her ear.

I took a ragged breath, and whispered quietly, “Ayoka, I choose you. All three times, you were chosen.”

The response was both immediate, and far more dramatic than I had expected.

Stacy’s eyes shot wide open and her skin began to radiate silvery-white light. The same silver color crept in to replace the hazel of her eyes, which then began to emit twin cones of light. They grew brighter and brighter until I had to squint against it. All but blinded, I heard her shout something I didn’t recognize and the room thrummed in response.

Slowly, Stacy’s body began to lift from the mattress and her limbs stretched out in all directions as she rose into the air. When she was about a foot above the mess of blankets the light in the room contracted abruptly, rushed into her form, then burst out in a soundless explosion that washed over my skin with a sudden pressure and sent every loose object in the room flying. The bulb of the standing lamp in the corner shattered as it smashed against the wall, and left me in sudden darkness.

I felt rather than saw Stacy’s body hit the mattress next to me.

The room was swallowed in a lull of silence that stretched on for several seconds.

It was broken by the thudding of footsteps outside as first Aubrette, then Cindy, burst through the door. Since the former paused to assess things from there, she wound up being shoved aside by the latter as my bound Sin Demon swiftly assessed the room for threats.

There weren’t any. Her vigilance revealed nothing but a sweaty and exhausted Stacy as she slowly rolled and collapsed on her back, snuggled up against me.

The only illumination was what spilled in through the doorway from the living room.

Satisfied, Aubrette gently and quietly shooed Cindy back out ahead of her to leave us alone once more.

I stretched out one arm and pulled a pillow into place under my head as Stacy rolled over to snuggle up against my chest. I was still breathing heavily, but the adrenaline and Lust that had driven me were starting to fade and a sense of reality had begun to return.

I turned my head to the side to look at the blonde woman who had just finished playing host to a ghost. She was looking back up at me, half-dazed. Hey eyelids drooped a little, but she forced them back open so she could continue to study me for the next minute or two.

The sweat that covered me began to cool and I reached over to snag one of the blankets that had been shoved aside in our mad rush earlier. I pulled it up to cover our bodies and that finally prompted Stacy to speak.

“I don’t know what kind of polyamory, free-love, sex cult you have going on here.”

The statement could easily have been an accusation, but nothing in the tone suggested any condemnation.

“I know you’re all magic-y and you mentioned something about Aubrette and Rose being fairies, but I’ll be honest, Jack, I wasn’t really paying attention-”

That got a laugh from me. Stacy's body was surprisingly cool against mine, and she snuggled in close to soak up my warmth. My arm slid around her shoulder and helped hold her in place as she continued.

“-So you’ll understand when I say that when you invited me over to sexorcise a ghost, I would’ve given it pretty good odds on being a fancy pickup line. It was creative, though, and- well, I have to admit I was curious about what you were packing that kept five women coming back.”

“Wait, you thought I was just coming on to you and figured it was a chance to find out if my dick game was good?” I tried to keep the incredulity out of my voice. When I’d proposed my plan to Stacy over the phone, I hadn’t exactly been certain that she’d go along with it, and her response had been far more immediately positive than I expected. At the time, I’d been too relieved that she didn’t think I was crazy to spend much energy digging into her motivations, but in hindsight, maybe she had been a little lackadaisical.

She slapped me gently on the shoulder without lifting her head.

“Shut up, I’m making a point. Fuck, what was it? Oh, right- So, I figured either I was letting myself get drawn into some kind of kinky role-playing thing and I could go along with it and find out what all the fuss was about, or maybe I’d actually help out a spirit in need. And, you know, if I happened to get some good dick along the way, I wasn’t going to complain.”

Despite her somewhat flippant phrasing, Stacy actually sounded serious, so I remained obediently quiet and let her say her piece while I listened with genuine curiosity.

“And- we’ll get to that last part later, but- I could feel her, Jack. I could feel her mind while she was- steering me, I guess. She was so-” She trailed off and her eyes grew distant as she tried to find the right word. Even when she found it, she continued staring off into the corner, her mind clearly elsewhere.

“She was so hopeful. I think she knew what you were doing. But she couldn’t let herself know, so she just- gave herself over to what she was experiencing and hoped. And you- you did what you said. What you told me you were going to do. And when you told her that you chose her, I- I-“

A sigh escaped Stacy’s lips as they curled into a smile, and she closed her eyes. For the next several seconds we were both still, apart from the steady rise and fall of her head as it rested on my chest.

“Thank you, Jack.”

The words were barely audible, and I realized the blonde woman was already drifting off into sleep.

I spent a moment adjusting the blankets to make sure she was adequately covered, then let my head rest back on the pillow once more. Whatever concerns I might’ve held that I would have trouble relaxing after the light-show that had heralded Ayoka’s departure dissolved as fatigue hit me and my eyes slid closed.


CHAPTER EIGHT


My nap was not long lived.

I awoke to the sound of sharp knocking at the front door of the apartment, three bangs in quick succession which were loud enough to echo through the apartment.

It took me a few moments to drag myself into full consciousness and gently disentangle myself from the still sleeping Stacy.

I took the time to pull on the first shirt and pair of pants I could find in the dark, then opened the door to the living room. I was greeted by Zarina, her brow furrowed with a look of mild concern, as she explained without preamble, “There’s- Well, one of the two vampires Cindy caught is back. She’s out front, alongside a vampire who is old enough that it’s probably Duke Cherto himself. In person. There’s a few ghouls out in the parking lot too, but they’re around a corner from here. Probably attendants, if I had to guess, they’re far enough away to be all but useless in a real fight.”

My sleep-addled brain struggled to process the news. “Wait, the… vampire mafia Duke of St. Louis is currently waiting outside my apartment door? Just, like… hanging out after knocking?”

Zarina nodded once and responded with a simple and immediate, “Yes.”

Several emotions tried to flash through my head, but got jumbled up in a mess that I couldn’t quite process. I studied the wizard’s face and asked, “What are the chances this is some kind of elaborate assassination attempt?”

Zarina let her eyes drift upwards while she considered, then waved a hand dismissively. “They aren’t zero, but they aren’t high either. I would advise that you have Cindy be the one to open the door, just in case, and we shouldn’t immediately invite them inside—mostly to see if they force the issue—but if that’s actually Cherto, there’s basically no real chance this is an attack. He’s far too old to be so reckless that he’d just try to throw down after knocking on your door.”

“Alright then.” I glanced about the living room and noted Aubrette standing by the kitchen table, Cindy near the front door, and Rose and Sara just past the door into the other apartment. Everyone looked tense, except for Cindy, who seemed to be working to keep a grin off of her deep purple lips. “Let’s talk to some vampires.”

* * *

Before opening the door, we shuffled around the room quickly.

Zarina and Sara went to the door to the ritual room, and the former pulled out and unstrung a small leather pouch. The latter held a small bottle in her hand.

Rose dipped into the second apartment and quickly returned to the door with an oversized rifle held in both arms. It was the one Tzila had dropped off when she brought us the body of the would-be ghoul assassin, Marco Esposito. The Puca didn’t have it raised and I had no idea if she knew how to use it, but the expression on her face was uncharacteristically calm.

Aubrette stood stiffly in the kitchen, just around the corner and out of line of sight of the front door. The redhead held no weapons, but I knew she could re-conjure the boar spear she had used to great effect with a moment’s notice. In contrast to Rose, her face betrayed far more nerves than the former noble normally revealed. Since vampires were ancestral enemies of her people who thought that her blood was the most delicious food around, I couldn’t exactly blame her.

Cindy stood by the front door. Her hands were held at her sides, fingers spread wide, but the way she occasionally flexed them out or balled them into fists told me she was ready, even eager, for a confrontation.

I positioned myself in the middle of the room. I planted my feet firmly, did my best to school my expression, and—before giving the signal—checked my talent.

I had looked twice so far, and this time gave the same result—a tiny hint of deep red on one end, a wide swath of light teal in the middle, and a tiny hint of deep green on the other: very low chance of danger, very good chance of a pretty good outcome, a tiny chance of a great one.

When I considered waiting for a few minutes more, the sliver of red remained more or less the same, but the sliver of green vanished.

From what I could see, this was not intended to be a violent meeting, but there was a tiny chance, so I’d instructed everyone to prepare anyway, just in case.

I gave Cindy a single nod.

The Sin Demon reached out and unlatched the door, then pulled it open.

Two people stood just beyond in the early evening dark.

One of them, I recognized almost immediately. The last time I saw her was when she ran out of my apartment, naked except for a pair of cheap thigh-high stockings, though she’d appeared in at least one slightly disconcerting dream since then.

Today, Valentina Cherto was wearing an elegant blood red dress that hugged her milk-white curves tightly and featured a deeply plunging neckline. Wavy black hair cascaded in layers down one shoulder, and her face was made up as though she had a modeling gig after this. Her deep brown eyes pointed down towards the floor, though as the door opened they flitted quickly about the room to take it in. I thought I noticed her attention lingering a little when she marked Cindy just inside the door, but her eyes dropped once more a heartbeat later.

The other person outside the door was a man, on the shorter side of average. His skin had no more color than Valentina’s creamy complexion, but the vampire Duke of St. Louis’s flesh held a dull waxy shine that conjured up images of dead fish—or perhaps deep cave creatures that had never known sunshine. His features fell short of handsome, but managed both distinctive and distinguished. His strong jawline was relaxed, his thick eyebrows were just slightly raised, and he had an aquiline nose that would have made him stand out even if he didn’t look like he walked off the floor of Madame Tussauds.

The deep gray pinstripe suit he wore probably cost more than the sum total of every possession I had ever owned—with the possible exception of the book currently hidden in a room only accessible by Sidhe magic.

Duke Cherto’s eyes fixed on my face instantly, without so much as glancing about the room at anyone else, and an involuntary shiver ran up my spine. He’d known exactly where I was, and the lack of concern in his expression told me that he already knew where everyone else in the room was too.

For several seconds, we studied each other wordlessly.

“Mister Jack Puttman, it is good to finally put a face to your name.”

My head jerked involuntarily in surprise when my unexpected visitor broke the silence—though not because of the words themselves. If being an undead crime boss didn’t work out for him, Cherto could make an absolute killing as an audiobook narrator—his Italian accent was just heavy enough to flavor his words, and his voice was deep and smooth. I was about as heterosexual as anyone I’d ever met, and even I felt a little twinge of something in response.

I managed to pull myself together and respond, “And you are Duke Cherto.”

The vampire dipped his chin very slightly in assent, though his eyes remained locked on mine. I continued by asking, in as even a tone as I could muster, “What brings you to my apartment this evening?”

As I spoke, I walked a few steps forward until I was no more than a few paces outside of the duo’s reach. Cindy moved away from the door to join me, and I noticed Cherto’s hands lift slightly then lower. My gift wavered for just a moment, the sliver of red all but quivering in response to the Sin Demon’s movements.

I realized that other than speaking and that one tiny gesture, the vampire hadn’t moved an inch since the door was opened—even his chest was immobile, without the typical rise and fall of regular breathing. Only when he inhaled to speak did his lungs fill with air.

“Mister Puttman, are you familiar with the Carthaginian Accords of 1338?”

My brow furrowed at the question, and Cherto must have seen the answer in my expression because he didn’t wait for me to verbalize it. “I won’t bore you with more historical details than necessary, but there is a particular clause that is relevant to the answer to your question. It deals with the exchange and ransom of prisoners. The Accords were written with vampires and other more-than-human individuals in mind. The section in question details the process to be followed when a captive is taken and returned, and it is followed by a rather exhaustive list of species and clan lineages, including modifiers for both personal accomplishments and age.”

The Duke raised his arm slowly and smoothly, and gestured to the concrete at his side. When I let my eyes follow to where he indicated, I saw a small wooden crate half-concealed by the side of the door that had escaped my notice as I focused on the vampires outside. When Valentina began to move towards it, Cindy responded in turn. The Sin Demon took a swift half-step forward, which led Cherto to take a hasty step back. He didn’t stumble, and his movements were superhumanly smooth, but in that split second of reaction I caught just enough of a flicker in his expression, and in my head something clicked.

Duke Cherto was afraid. Of Cindy, in particular.

The little blonde stopped moving almost instantly, as soon as it became obvious this wasn’t an attack, and dropped back into a casual ready position. When she did, Valentina completed her action by leaning down and, with some effort, lifted the crate off the cement of the walkway. She cradled it close against her chest and turned to present it to her patron. Without looking over to the proffered crate, Cherto reached one hand up, slowly enough to not provoke the nearby demon. Bone white fingers touched the unpainted wood Valentina held for him, then flexed slowly and without apparent effort. I heard the wood crack at his touch as he peeled the lid back with slow deliberation and revealed the box’s contents to my waiting eyes.

Gold gleamed in the light spilling from my apartment and my eyes grew wide.

Inside the crate were several neatly arranged bars of unstamped gold metal. They were stacked vertically, and while I couldn’t get an exact count, there had to have been at least half a dozen.

Cherto waited patiently to give me a moment to take in the sight, then continued. “Your companion-“ His eyes flitted to Cindy for a moment before returning to my face, “-captured my granddaughter and one of my associates. You, her Master, then permitted them to leave unharmed, though it was clearly well within your power to destroy them. I have consulted the appropriate table in the Accords and accounted for both Valentina’s lineage and age. This box contains the sum prescribed for her safe return.”

My mouth felt suddenly dry.

I didn’t exactly keep track of the market value of gold, but I actually had checked recently. I’d needed to purchase some as a reagent for one of the rituals in the book some months back, and the vial of tiny gold flakes had cost less than twenty dollars. I’d been shocked at how cheap it was—until I looked up the actual weight of the gold and realized it contained less than a percent of an ounce.

Given what I learned was the going rate for gold, I couldn't even estimate the worth of the contents of that crate.

I cracked my lips and tried to speak, but what came out was little more than a croak. I fought back a surge of Greed at the almost unimaginable sum as the Sin threatened to overwhelm my composure and convince me to snatch at the box like a spoiled child.

Instead, I swallowed quickly to work a little moisture back into my mouth before I managed to ask, “Are the Accords still in effect?”

Duke Cherto’s lips curled up in a slight smile that utterly failed to touch any other part of his face. “In practical terms, no.” His words were smooth and delivered without hesitation. “While they were never legally rescinded, few of the nations or governments they mention still exist. I am, however, one of the original signatories, so while there are few who would act to enforce the penalties laid out for violators, I felt it was appropriate to follow their guidelines.” He paused only for a moment to make a small gesture at the box. “The ransom is yours, Mister Puttman. I hope you will accept it as a peace offering.”

The last phrase caught my attention more than the gold itself.

I raised an eyebrow. Not being a complete fool, I also motioned for Cindy to take the ransom in question. I didn’t intend to turn this into a fight, and that was a lot of gold.

When the Sin Demon stepped forward, I watched the reactions of the vampires rather than the little blond herself. Thanks to that, I was able to catch the slight flex in Cherto’s shoulders when she neared, as well as when he then forced himself to relax. Valentina swallowed when the Sin Demon stepped into her personal space, which gave me a brief but fascinating insight into the retained reflexes of creatures that were once human.

The demon was noticeably shorter than either of the vampires, neither of whom were particularly tall themselves, but when she stepped into Valentina’s personal space, for some reason the iconic scene from Alien 3 where the Xenomorph put its face up against Ripley’s popped into my head.

Cindy reached up one slender hand, slid it palm up under the box like a waiter balancing a tray, and lifted it easily. She propped it up over her shoulder, turned her back on the ancient vampire and his scion, and sauntered back to my side without so much as a hint of concern in her expression or her movements. She showed no sign of strain at the weight, even though Valentina had struggled to lift it, but I couldn’t help but notice that her footsteps suddenly thudded heavily against the carpet.

Just how much did that little crate weigh?

Once Cindy was by my side once more, I turned back towards our visitors and asked quietly, “What changed your mind on the topic of peace, if I may ask? You were all for eliminating me quite recently.” While I tried to keep my tone level, I felt a tiny trace of Wrath enter my voice.

I hadn’t realized just how mad I was until I caught just a hint of white around the edge of my vision.

Cherto remained unperturbed, and his expression betrayed no hint of offense at either my question or my tone. “I have lived a very, very long time, Mister Puttman. In my centuries, I have learned the value of choosing my enemies. When an enemy is weak and tests your strength, I have found it better to slap them down hard, lest the others watching from the wings grow bold.”

He moved slowly, taking obvious care to avoid provoking Cindy as he raised his left hand palm up. He repeated the gesture with his right hand as he continued, “I have also learned that when an enemy is too costly to fight it is better to stop throwing resources at them. I cannot afford the time and energy required to hold grudges.”

Glancing down at his empty hands, the vampire Duke finished, “I intend to live forever, Mister Puttman. You are, as far as I am aware, mortal. You will perish in time. My attempts to hasten that have already cost me more than they should, and I have no intention to continue my feud. Unless you seek it out, you will find no further conflict from me.” He offered a cool smile, then lowered his hands to his side once more as he awaited a response.

I turned. It was actually a struggle to tear my eyes away from the predators outside my door, but I forced myself to scan the room so I could take in the expressions of the women with me who had waited in silence as we spoke.

Rose shrugged when I caught her golden eyes.

Sara’s jaw was tense and her eyes were wide, but her expression was resolute.

Zarina stared cooly at the vampire as though debating whether to reduce them to ash on the spot. When she saw me looking at her, she met my gaze only briefly and offered neither confirmation nor condemnation of the offer.

When my gaze landed on her, Aubrette stepped forth, and I inhaled in shock. From what Aubrette had previously told me of the ancient conflict between vampires and Sidhe, I half expected Cherto to lunge for her. I caught Cindy in the corner of my eye as she shifted her posture subtly, and I realized she had adjusted her grip on the crate to be ready to throw it if required.

The Sidhe woman swept around the corner from the kitchen with smooth steps and a gentle smile upon her lips. Despite whatever apprehension she had shown earlier, she displayed nothing but poise and grace as she stepped lightly around me until I was flanked by demon and fae. “If I may, my Lord, would you permit me to negotiate the terms of this truce? I believe I may be qualified to do so.”

Several tense moments passed in silence as I considered her request, but it was Duke Cherto’s smooth voice that broke the silence. “I would be amenable to negotiating a more formal arrangement if it is your desire, Mister Puttman. Such a pact can help ease tensions and establish lines of communication that result in greater understanding and easier coexistence. As I mentioned, this would not be my first time negotiating such an accord.”

I turned my head to Aubrette and met her gaze. As I stared into her bright blue eyes and studied the way her full lips curled up I suddenly realized that there was a hint of devious mirth in her expression. I narrowed my gaze for a moment as I considered that, before some of the Sidhe’s tales of royal maneuverings popped into my head and I realized what she was offering.

I nearly mirrored her smile by reflex, and my mouth quivered slightly as I fought to school my reaction instead. “Yes, Duke Cherto, I think I would like that.”

I turned back towards the vampire and gestured at my vassal with my left hand. “I name Aubrette as my agent in this, and will permit her to negotiate a truce on my behalf.”

The ancient vampire merely nodded placidly at the statement. Then his eyes dipped down to my chest and his arm raised slowly to point at me. “Before we begin, though, please, permit me to inquire—I am unfamiliar with the symbol you wear, and the phrase which accompanies it does not lend any necessary context. I will admit to a degree of curiosity. Are you able to explain your apparel?”

I glanced down.

I was wearing a shirt Rose had bought for me a few months back.

It was black, and featured a pair of stylized red wings across the chest.

Above them, in a blocky font, were the words ‘I’ve earned mine.’

I stared down at my chest for several moments.

I looked up at the ancient predator just outside of my apartment.

“It’s, uhh-” I thought frantically. This was not a conversational turn I had prepared for, and after an extremely eventful twenty-four hour period, my mind was frazzled. Cherto had thus far been entirely calm and reasonable, but the idea of explaining the actual meaning of the words and symbol on the shirt was so far outside of my comfort zone that I had no idea where to even begin.

Cindy saved me. The slender demon stepped to my side, which caused the vampire duke to stiffen as he fought his instinct to withdraw. “It was a gift. One given to my master after he proved himself to be an admirable and worthy lover.” Then she smiled at Cherto with all of the warmth of a shark.

The ancient vampire’s head canted to the side ever so slightly as he regarded the demon, before he gave a fraction of a nod. “I hope then that it is a portent of an admirable and worthy alliance.”

I felt a wave of relief when the Duke seemed to accept the explanation without further enquiry. At his side, I caught a flicker of a smile that Valentina failed to completely suppress, but when I looked into her soulful brown eyes she managed to bury it beneath a facade of innocence.

* * *

The negotiations took hours.

As a gesture of good faith, we invited Cherto and Valentina into my apartment for the duration.

They, in turn, dismissed the squad of Vitae-enhanced humans from their position in an unmarked black van around the corner.

Aubrette and Cherto sat on opposite sides of my kitchen table from one another while Valentina filled page after page with elegant script as she took notes with a fountain pen on Cherto’s left.

Sara had volunteered to help take notes and sat beside Aubrette, her fingers moving rapidly as they danced across the keyboard of my laptop.

I remained nearby, but within the first twenty minutes I realized I was so far out of my depth that I would be an actual detriment to the negotiations if I tried to contribute.

Rather than cost Aubrette any social capital by revealing that fact, I left her to it and hoped Cherto would see that as a show of faith in my retainer rather than an insult. I made a quiet excuse and stepped into my bedroom to check on Stacy.

The influencer was still passed out in my bed when I entered the room, but she stirred when the light from the living room hit her. I closed the door behind me quickly, then walked over and seated myself on the bed beside her so I could reach out to touch her shoulder gently.

With the door shut, the only light in the room was what filtered in through the high window. I could just barely make out the outline of Stacy’s features, and as my eyes adjusted, she spoke up first. “Sounds like you have visitors over.”

I nodded. Then I realized she might not be able to see that well enough for it to be helpful and actually spoke up. “I do. Important ones. They, uhh, dropped by rather unexpectedly. I, um… look, sorry for hitting and quitting, so to speak. I didn’t mean to just leave you in here alone.”

I couldn’t really see Stacy’s expression, but I could hear a smile in her voice as she said airily.

“I’ll forgive you. That wasn’t the first time a lover ran out when he was done with me, I’m sure it won’t be the last. You at least came back and gave me a decent excuse. You get some points back for that.”

Her tone grew more serious as she added, “Hey. I meant what I said earlier, by the way. About- you know, helping her. I didn’t expect this to go the way it did, but- you did a good thing.”

I smiled. “I did really try to tell you that I was actually serious. I was trying very hard to not conceal anything from you. Granted, I’m also entirely aware of how ridiculous it probably sounded. It took me—let’s just say a while to work up the courage to ask.”

Stacy giggled and rolled languidly onto her back. Even in the darkness, her curves displayed mouthwatering pools of shadow and light. She let out a little squeak as she stretched, then relaxed. “I could tell. You were very up front and very endearingly earnest—it’s why I said yes. Well, that, and even if it was a pickup line you were at least being creative about it.”

I couldn’t help the slightly cocky smile that touched my lips as a thought occurred to me, and I let my tone turn a little teasing as I responded, “Well, I do recall a certain pillow princess admitting earlier that she’d been wondering what all of the fuss was about, so maybe I didn’t need to be nervous about inviting her to join my ‘free-love polyamory sex cult.’ You didn’t need as much convincing as I thought.”

She turned her head to face away from me and let out a playful whine. “Shut uuup.”

I watched her feet kick a few times idly, so I figured that she probably wasn’t actually too upset. I reached a hand out and found hers. Her fingers slid into mine and I squeezed softly as she added in a quieter tone, “Look, I’m going to need you to shut up about that. It’s hard finding a decent guy to date, and my dad gets ridiculous about boyfriends. I- look, I figured you had a bunch of women around you already, you couldn’t be that bad, and if I had to hit it and bounce it’s not like you’d just pine away and get all obsessed.”

“So, you just figured this was your chance to sample my dick for free? Hmm? Pretty callous, Miss Galanis. Abusing my attempt to help a captive spirit just to get laid.”

She kept her head facing away from me, but didn’t move to pull her hand out from mine. “Shut up. I said, it’s hard-“

“Not right now, but if you’re that addicted, I can see what I can work up for you.”

She turned her head to glare at me in the darkness. I could barely see her eyes, so it wasn’t terribly effective, and that she followed it up by giggling eliminated any of my fears that I’d gone too far.

“I may have been motivated by some… curiosity about how good you are in bed, when we were on the phone, but now that I got to experience what I did, I’m glad it happened, and I’m glad you chose to call me. That was a good thing you did, and-“ She finally released my hand, but this time it was so she could roll over on the bed to get closer to me. Her fingers groped in the darkness until she found my nearest leg and squeezed. “-and I didn’t mind being used that way.”

For a few seconds, I let the serious tone linger in the air. My eyes had adjusted to the darkness well enough for me to make out Stacy’s face, and the expression I saw was complex—whatever she had experienced with Ayoka’s possession and exorcism, it had clearly left its mark behind. She didn’t look unhappy, though, so I took a chance.

I leaned in over the bed and let my lips brush against hers.

She kissed me back.

It was soft, sweet, and lingered only for a moment, but it also did a far more effective job of conveying my feelings than any words I might have chosen.

When my mouth left hers, her lips remained parted and her eyes were wide. She always carried herself with such certainty that it was easy to forget that the influencer was younger than I was by several years. In that moment, she looked oddly vulnerable, and I almost went for another kiss. Before I could lean in, though, she muttered quietly, “Plus, now I see what all the fuss was about.”

Her tone sounded so wistful that it actually took me a moment to realize what she was talking about, and I had to fight to hold back a laugh. “Oh, so my dick game really was that good?”

She flopped onto her back again, and my newly adjusted eyes were treated to the sight of her surgically enhanced chest shaking as she giggled. “I’d give the actual dick game a- let’s call it a seven, maybe an eight. I know you were trying to do a job, but that was some basic bitch shit, Jack. Yes, you used my pussy like you owned it—which I’m pretty sure she told you that you did—but given some of the kinky shit I assumed was going on here, that seemed kinda tame.”

That- was not the response I expected. She didn’t sound unhappy, though, and the wistful tones returned as she added, “Probably my last chance to be that much of a pillow princess though. I don’t mind when a guy takes charge, but I don’t normally let someone else take over my body and do the work of getting me laid.”

She followed that up by lifting her head to look at me in the dark and asking with genuine curiosity, “You don’t have a way to let someone do that again, right? That was a one time thing?”

The laugh escaped me this time, and I scooted a little closer towards Stacy. “As far as I’m aware, that was a one time thing. I could ask Zarina if she knows any spells that might replicate the effect, but Ayoka was- that was the exception, not the rule.”

That thought brought a brief lull to the conversation, and when Stacy spoke again a few moments later, her tone was somber and gentle. “Thank you again, Jack. When- I felt when her curse, her bargain, whatever was lifted. I felt her relief. She had been trapped for so long.” She squeezed my hand once more, “On her behalf, thank you.”

I squeezed back gently. “Thank you for your part in it. It literally couldn’t have happened without you.”

A part of me wanted to feel awkward at the exchange—I was thanking Stacy for lending her body to a ghost so I could fuck her into an exorcism—but something about the influencer’s languid mood was infectious. For all that she’d been a passenger in her own body, she seemed relaxed and happy now, and that made me far more comfortable with my own part in the experience.

She pulled herself up into a sitting position, then scooted forward until she could seat herself beside me. Her bare leg pressed up against my thigh and she leaned over to nudge me with one shoulder as she added, “Maybe I’ll let you give it another try, sometime. You know, without the ghost. To compare.”

I laughed and nudged her back. “If you’re already hooked on my dick you can just say. You know I can’t turn down a damsel in need.”

“Shut up. And help me find my clothes?”

I did.

Well, first I turned on the lights and I took a little time to admire the way her sculpted form moved as she poked around gathering her outfit, but then I tried my best to actually help rather than gawking.

Escorting Stacy through the living room proved less harrowing than I had expected. Cherto barely gave her a second glance, and while Valentina’s scrutiny was slightly more intense, neither of them said anything as I led the blonde to the door.

I walked her out to her car and we paused there for a moment.

I stared into her bright hazel eyes for a few seconds then leaned down on instinct. My arms wrapped around her slender torso and I pulled her in against me as I lowered my head. She leaned into my embrace and raised her lips to meet mine in a slow, gentle kiss. Her lips were warm and soft, and I had to resist the urge to linger.

When I broke contact a few seconds later, Stacy let out a quiet sigh. Her eyes opened and she looked up at me for a moment in silence, then gently disengaged from my embrace. It was my turn to get to watch her as she looked me up and down, and I saw her swallow hard.

I felt pretty good about that. She worked with some pretty famous names from time to time, and I didn’t expect to provoke that kind of reaction from her. Her words were ever so slightly too fast as she spoke up, “Hey, uhh- don’t be a stranger, Jack. I still need to sit down with Aubrette and do the actual leg work of setting up her social media, and schedule photoshoots and stuff. Call me when you’re ready for step two of that?”

She winced slightly. Her hips rocked from side to side as she stretched, and there was a hint of flirtation in her tone as she added, “But, uhh, give a girl a few days to recover, yeah? I have a trip coming up, I'll reach out when I get back.”

I leaned down and gave her another quick kiss. She closed her eyes and raised her lips to receive it. I stepped back and nodded. “We’ll figure it out.”

The Instagram star got into her car—a brand new Lexus rather than one of Phil’s antiques—and I stayed in the parking lot until she drove away.

Once she was out of my sight, I took a moment to gather myself. I had a lot of complicated feelings about Stacy right then, and I didn’t have time to face them, so I pushed them aside for examination later, took a deep breath, and stared up into the cloudless sky.

* * *

The negotiations finally wrapped up about thirty minutes before dawn.

By then, I was struggling to stay awake and alert. Sara was dragging and typing more slowly, and while Valentina’s script was as elegant as ever, even she was showing signs of fatigue.

Neither Aubrette nor Cherto let their facade drop while the other was in the room.

The agreement they had drafted was about seven printed pages long, and their having been able to put it together in a single night was only thanks to a combination of Cherto’s expertise from past negotiations and Aubrette’s experiences as a member of a royal court.

The ‘Saint Louis Accords’—as Sara had titled them—boiled down to about six total sections, with both sides agreeing to give up some considerations to the other.

The first, simplest, and most important section was a pact of mutual non-aggression—neither Cherto’s forces, nor mine, were permitted to seek out the other’s to do them harm. There were provisions for both self defense and accidents, but it was otherwise pretty straightforward.

The second prohibited me, or any of my house, from practicing necromancy. Apparently this was something that vampires included as a standard item in all of their agreements. When I asked her about it later, Zarina informed me that because vampires were technically dead, necromancy worked on them as it would an inanimate corpse. Necromancers were able to puppet vampires like superpowered zombies, so anyone who practiced necromancy was kill-on-sight for all vampire clans, everywhere.

The third section forbade me interfering directly with Cherto’s holdings and businesses. Most of it was comprised of an appendix detailing which specific holdings and businesses were off-limits, but the spirit of the law was that I was going to stay out of organized crime and limit my dealings in the financial sector. There were a few clauses which allowed him to add businesses to his holdings, as long as he kept me informed, and spelled out what constituted interference.

The fourth, in turn, prohibited Cherto from interfering with any of my associates or business ventures. My list was considerably shorter than his at the moment, but I also had the option to continue to expand it as time went on. I’d hoped to use this as a way to limit vampire predation within the area, but that wasn’t in the scope of what he would agree to. Negotiating was one thing, but telling the vampires they weren’t allowed to eat was a step too far.

The second to last section was actually the one that held the most interest for me. Cherto had a small business in trafficking magical items and artifacts, and as part of our truce, I would receive an invite to any future auctions he held.

It didn’t guarantee I’d actually wind up with anything—I’d need to outbid the other attendees for that— but it got me a seat at the table. That, in turn, offered me something that might be extremely important to my long term success: an avenue into the greater supernatural community.

I wasn’t sure how far down that path I wanted to walk, but having the option to meet people could go a long way if I chose.

The last section dealt mostly with the agreement itself. It spelled out the penalties, wergilds, and ransoms owed for breaking any of the clauses, as well as options for expanding or renegotiating the terms if needed.

After the last line was signed, Cherto offered me his hand to shake. When I took it, I very nearly recoiled at the feel of his room temperature skin.

He offered me a thin lipped smile, then turned and walked to the door without another word.

Valentina, who had been playing silent scribe for much of the proceedings, stood and followed him. She paused before departing, though, and directed a glance over her shoulder into the room. She had given away very little throughout the meeting, but I could almost swear that there was a hint of longing on her face as her deep brown eyes sought out Cindy.

Then she turned and was gone, and the door clicked shut quietly behind her.

About half of the people in the room slumped in relief.

I turned somewhat unsteadily to address everyone, “OK, there’s a whole lot to unpack and discuss here, but that will have to wait for after sleep. I’m going to pass out. Cindy, I think I had some appointments today—please call and cancel them. I’m going to bed.”

About five minutes later, I was nestled between Sara and Rose beneath the covers of my bed.

A few minutes after that, just as the sun began to rise, I was fast asleep.

* * *

I woke to the sound of soft moans.

My eyes blinked open, and was greeted by a thin stream of light that filtered in through the high window.

I turned my head and found Rose’s unmistakable figure still beside me, though she had rolled onto her back. Her hands rhythmically grasped and squeezed at her massive breasts, and the sight of her tugging hard at her nipples, then releasing them was hypnotic. When a gasp escaped her lips, though, I was finally able to pull my eyes away to look down at the woman with her head between the Puca’s thighs.

Her face was concealed quite well, so I pulled myself into a sitting position. The motion brushed me up against Rose, but neither she, nor the figure I was finally able to identify as Sara, stopped what they were doing.

For a minute that stretched into two, I watched as my landlady-turned-lover did what appeared to be an incredible job of tonguing my Puca mount’s cunt. She drew out one moan of pleasure after another, and the combination of sights and sounds had me at full mast in short order.

I rolled forward onto my knees and walked around behind Sara on them. Her tightly toned ass was already raised up high so, without preamble, I raised up myself behind her and positioned the head of my cock against her already dripping pussy.

That finally got a reaction from her. As I pushed my hips forward to slide the length of my shaft into her tightly squeezing tunnel, she gasped between Rose’s thighs, “Fuck, Jack! God, I will never get used to how big your cock is.” My hands wrapped around her hips and I gripped them firmly as I started to pump my hips back and forth. I kept my pace slow, in no particular rush, and let myself just revel in the feel of her slick muscles as they clenched and squeezed down around my girth.

After a few moments, Rose let out a quiet whine of protest at the lack of attention she was suddenly receiving, which prompted Sara to grumble playfully, “Give me a sec, love, someone who shall not be named decided to split me in half.”

The tone of her voice finally cut through my sleep—and lust—addled brain to bring a pertinent fact to mind—Sara was due for a refresher of the spell which rewarded her obedience to my whims. It wasn’t technically necessary at this point, since the reason she and I had agreed to keep refreshing it was to protect against possession by Ayoka, but we had originally set up a schedule to ensure that the effect remained in place.

I was supposed to have done that some time this morning. And I hadn’t. So instead, just now, I had quite brazenly helped myself to the pussy of a fully free-willed woman without so much as a by-your-leave.

When I started to pull my hips back, Sara moved with me. Her ass ground into my hips as she kept herself impaled on my length and hissed, “Oh no you don’t, Mister Jack. You stick that thing in there, you finish what you started. Just give my poor little kitty a sec to, you know, stretch. Then I can get back to tasting your Puca bitch’s cunt.”

She remained where she was for a few more seconds, then slid along my dick to return her head to its welcome place between Rose’s thighs. When she did, I wrapped my hands firmly around the well of Sara’s hips, and held her in place as I resumed fucking her with a steady pace.

The only sounds for the next several minutes were moans, the occasional wet slurp, and the sound of flesh sliding against flesh. As I took my time and enjoyed myself, I realized that this was the first time in a while that I’d had sex with a human woman that was possessed of the ability to say no.

I actually found that I enjoyed that quite a bit. As much as I did very much enjoy having a harem of gorgeous women who were down for more or less any whim I could imagine, there was something special about willing choice.

A few minutes later, the muffled cries of pleasure from between Rose’s pale thighs corresponded to rhythmic squeezing around my cock as Sara came. A moment or two after that, the Puca she was pleasuring added her voice to the mix, “Oh, fuck, right there, fucking yes, Sara, fuck please keep going… Fuck… fuck… FUCK! Yes!!” The escalating pleading and release of the busty beauty was enough to push me over the edge, and I ground my hips against Sara’s ass as I filled her cunt with my seed.

Light streamed into the room a few moments later as the door opened, and I turned my head to see Zarina standing in the doorway. Her voice was cheery as she announced, “I thought I heard your handiwork, Master!”

I squeezed Sara’s hips once, then slowly began to withdraw from her channel’s warm embrace. As I did, she flopped over onto her side to catch her breath, while Rose began pulling herself up to plant her face where my dick had been moments before in search of the seed I’d deposited there.

“Ready for a shower, Master? I’d love to wash you while I catch you up.”

I let out a laugh at Zarina’s enthusiasm. I was feeling more energized after sex than I had been upon waking, and that combined nicely with the chipper mood the wizard was exuding. “Good news, then? Sure, lead the way.” I leaned down, collected a quick warm kiss from Sara, gave Rose a gentle slap on her backside, then allowed Zarina to lead me across the apartment to the bathroom. I eschewed clothing for the journey on the basis that if there was anyone present in the apartment who would complain about seeing me naked, someone would’ve mentioned it.

Zarina stripped down as we waited for the water to warm, then squeezed into a shower that was definitely not proportioned with dual-occupancy in mind. She began to soap and lather me up with a possibly gratuitous amount of skin contact, and the slippery feel of her pressing against me as she worked to ensure I got clean was Sinfully delightful. Despite the decadently sexual overtones of the act, though, the wizard was both thorough and able to deliver on her goals, and by the end I was both clean and well informed.

The first thing I learned was that I was now, by my own standards, moderately wealthy. Despite its small size, the box of gold bars—which I hadn’t yet handled—actually outweighed Cindy. By a comfortable margin.

Zarina had woken up earlier than I had, then spent some time on the phone with my accountant, Trudy. The two had conspired together on the best way to proceed, and had arrived at a recommendation that I follow one of two paths.

The first was that I could, in theory, just leave. I had enough money to pull up all of my roots, move almost anywhere in the country, and retire. Even if I took the easy route and declared the gold as a gift to the IRS—which would mean paying heavy taxes on the proceeds when I sold it—I had enough to buy a small to medium sized house and still live off savings and interest for the rest of a normal human lifespan.

It would be a few steps short of luxury, but the idea of retiring to a house with five or six beautiful women to while away a few decades in a haze of Lust had some appeal.

I would need to take some steps to conceal my identity to avoid pursuit from Janssens, but if I was clever I wouldn’t leave much of a trail. If I went that route, though, I probably couldn’t work again. The witch had some way to detect the magic used in the rituals from the book, which was how she tracked me down in the first place.

Alternatively, I could invest most of the money in property.

The original plan to rob Cherto had sprung from the need to buy a house that wouldn’t have random people walking around it, so Zarina had somewhere to construct a real set of wards and magical defenses.

Once I sold my newly acquired gold, I would be in a position to do that, and then some.

When we had first concocted our wild scheme—one which we were going to have to abandon, since it was strictly forbidden by our agreement with the Duke—we had been plotting to defend ourselves from a single vampire clan. If we’d managed to withdraw a few hundred thousand dollars from Cherto’s account, we could’ve bought a standalone house somewhere and let Zarina fortify it.

The sudden influx of gold represented a substantially larger amount of wealth. It was enough to allow me to instead purchase a large property and let Zarina fortify it heavily.

Taking that option would require me to spend most of the ransom payment, but would allow me to establish myself as a real player in the supernatural scene. Not a big player, at least at first, but one which could stand shoulder to shoulder with the other patrons of Cherto’s auctions without being wildly out of place.

The property taxes alone on a location like Zarina had in mind would be higher than the rent I was paying on my current apartments, so I wouldn’t exactly be living ‘rent free’, but I could—and would have to—keep working to afford it. Probably.

Zarina knelt in front of me in the shower and lovingly worked her hands up and down my shaft. She’d saved that for last, and was now doing a very thorough job of ensuring it was sufficiently soapy and clean while she asked, “So—thoughts, Master? Run, or stay and fortify?”

I groaned as I leaned against the back of the shower as my self-enthralled wizard masturbated me well past the point strictly required for sanitation. Despite the distraction, I was able to answer almost instantly.

To my mind, as soon as she had explained her view of my options, there was only one real way forward. “We stay and fight. Running from Janssens now is just kicking the can down the road. We have a general idea of where she is, and if we move fast enough, we can go on the offensive before she realizes we intend to attack. It’s not the honorable play, but after what she did to Ayoka, I don’t think honor really comes into it. If we run, she’ll probably find me later, and next time she won’t open with an offer to buy.”

A beaming smile lit up Zarina’s face. “Good! I was hoping you would say that, Master.” Her hands squeezed firmly to give my cock a couple more good pumps before she released it and stood up. She kept herself closer to me than was required for cleanliness, but the feel of her slippery, well-built body sliding against mine as she brought herself up to chest height in front of me wasn’t something I was going to complain about. “In that case, we should assemble everyone and do some planning for battle.”

Sara pulled me aside into one of the bedrooms as Zarina started to assemble the troops. Her expression was serious, and while she wasn’t smiling, she seemed to be more thoughtful than unhappy.

“Hey, Jack—” My landlady started to speak, then almost immediately stopped. I waited, not wanting to rush her, and after a minute she tried again. “Look, with everything crazy that’s been going on, I just wanted to take a minute to say thank you.”

I blinked. I’d been half expecting her to—break up wasn’t quite the right word, but it wasn’t as though Sara was permanently tied to me the way Cindy and Rose were. Sure, she didn’t seem to mind the sex, but I would have understood if she’d wanted to step away from all of the supernatural insanity that seemed to surround me now.

“I—you’re welcome?”

My tone must have reflected how uncertain I was, because it drew a quiet laugh from the athletic woman. She reached out a hand to push my chest lightly, and I responded by lifting both of mine to capture it. Her skin was warm against my fingers, and she looked up at me with a slightly distant smile.

“I mean it. You’re a good man, Jack, and I wanted to take a few minutes now to make sure that you heard it from me while I wasn’t under your spell. You’re going to go ride off to do battle with an army of supernatural women at your side, and I just—I don’t know what’s going to happen from here, but I wanted to make sure that you know that I’m glad I’ve gotten to take part as much as I have.”

Sara’s words were delivered without real fanfare, but I felt a weight lift off of me as I heard them.

“I—thank you. I try—” The words I wanted to say failed to coalesce, but Sara was as patient with me as I had been with her. “I try to be a good person. I’ve been given a lot of power, and I don’t want to turn fifty and look back and realize that I was an abusive shithead with it. Or worse, to not ever look back and realize it at all.”

The smile that Sara flashed was brighter and more confident than before, and she raised her other hand to wrap it around the outside of mine. “I know. It shows. And you don’t have to worry—I’ll tell you if I see any shithead tendencies coming out. Though, on that topic—”

“Shithead tendencies?”

Sara let out a short laugh and shook her head. “No, actually. Coming out. I think that thanks to you I’ve realized that I’m gay. Or at least—I don’t know exactly where I’d be on the Kinsey scale, but after hanging around your harem, I’m pretty sure I could go without dick for the rest of my life.”

I did my best to control my facial expression, but clearly failed miserably because it drew another laugh from her. “Don’t look like I just shot your dog, Jack, it’s not like you don’t have access plenty of other pussy. And besides, I said I could go without dick, I didn’t say I intended to. I don’t know if it’s the lingering effect of your magic or your Glamour or your Lust or whatever, but I have no intention of giving up your cock. I just—you know, if you asked me who was hotter between you and Aubrette—”

“Aubrette. No question.”

“I mean, duh, but that’s not the point. The point is—I don’t think I would have realized that without you. So—thank you. Now go and fight your crazy racist Dutch witch, and bring back all of my girls intact. Yeah?”

It was my turn to smile. I squeezed Sara’s hand gently, then leaned down so I could raise it to my lips and brush my lips across her knuckles. “As my lady commands.”

We had maybe three days, max, before Janssens was guaranteed to know that something was up. Even that guess was actually pretty optimistic, since Ayoka had been snooping around my apartment even after we had agreed to talk meant the witch was probably already making preparations to move against us. Given the things Amari had told his granddaughter about how Janssens operated, it seemed unlikely she would actually honor any truce to the letter.

She hadn’t moved on us directly yet, though, so while we had a little time to prepare, we had to balance it against the need to move against the witch first.

Zarina’s wards hadn’t picked up any further incorporeal intrusions, and while it apparently was possible to use the Arcane to scry on distant locations, as far as the wizard was aware, that wasn’t something witches could do directly. Their power relied on the creatures they could bargain and barter into their service, and it was unlikely any of those had slipped by the alarms that were still in place.

Taking full advantage of that disparity, now that we were getting ready to move, Zarina took a couple hours to set up a proper scrying ritual. She couldn’t see what Janssens was doing directly, but she was able to trace Tzila’s path back to the same Trail of Tears state park we had visited some time back.

That information didn’t really come as a surprise, but it helped confirm a couple of assumptions we had made.

The first was that Janssens was not likely traveling with the full forces she potentially had access to. If she had an entire army of supernatural creatures that she had bound through Bargains, she wouldn’t have remained at arm’s length from the book—she would’ve just swept in and taken it.

The second was that the impundulu and Tzila were probably the heaviest hitters she had in terms of magical muscle to bring to bear. It was possible she still had some lesser forces in reserve, but if she did they were more likely to be on the level of cursed dogs—which were apparently only slightly more dangerous than normal dogs.

In theory, that meant a straight fight should go our way. Tzila would be incredibly difficult for anyone to actually kill, but either Zarina or Cindy should be able to fight her to a standstill. Impundulu were wildly dangerous in the open thanks to their ability to summon and control storms, but since we knew we were picking a fight with one, we could take steps to mitigate that.

I hadn’t yet had time to convert any of the gold Cherto gave me into US currency, but knowing that it was available I felt comfortable dipping heavily into my bank account for whatever supplies we needed.

We decided to leave Sara at the apartment when going out to actually confront Janssens, to no objections from her. She had signed on for fun sexy times and stress relief, not to confront ancient witches in a state park in winter, and while she was starting to study under Zarina it would be a while before she could hold her own in a battle with creatures out of fairy tale and legend.

Plus it was still pretty cold out. We’d had a warm stretch in the second week of April, but then it had dipped down to the forties again and Sara was quite happy to opt out of a near-freezing camping trip.

Everyone else piled into Zarina’s SUV at dawn the day after Cherto left.

We started with a trip to a local store to kit ourselves out in protective clothing. I have no idea what the salesman who helped ring us up thought was going on when four gorgeous women—none of whom even slightly resembled skilled blue-collar electrical workers—bought a few thousand dollars of arc flash outfits, but he made a healthy commission off the purchase so he wasn’t about to look a gift horse in the mouth.

Then we took a similar trip to a sporting and camping goods store, and got a few more odd looks for the eclectic range of purchases we made.

We could have tried to leverage Aubrette’s ability to conjure the equipment instead of mostly emptying out my savings, but had decided against it for two reasons. The less important of the two was that it left her talent available to use flexibly to conjure weapons and help in a fight, or to navigate traps and terrain. Her Sidhe gift was potent, but it did have limits, so if she was trying to concentrate on maintaining protective gear on all of us it would probably occupy all of the Glamour she could muster at a time.

The more important reason was that it was possible she would be injured or killed. If she was, everything she conjured would vanish in an instant, which might set off a cascade of disasters.

It was a sobering thought.

I knew that an actual confrontation with Janssens was all but inevitable, but the only real life-or-death fight I’d ever been in was when the handful of vampires had ambushed us outside of my apartment. Things had escalated so quickly that I hadn’t had time to consider my own mortality, let alone that of my companions.

The idea of deliberately seeking out a fight with a force of beings who absolutely held the power to kill settled into my stomach like a heavy weight.

The only thing which allowed me to push on now was the boiling Wrath that seethed in the back of my head. Any time I thought of what Janssens might- no, would do, if she got her hands on the book, it fed the ball of Sin roiling at the edge of my awareness. After listening to Ayoka’s tale, not only was I ready to put the witch down, I was also all too aware of what she could do if she got her hands on Cindy.

The thought of the harm Janssens could accomplish with an amoral Sin Demon under her thumb was horrifying. There was no way I could let that happen, so backing down just wasn’t an option.

We spent the rest of the day back at my apartment, talking through scenarios, what-ifs, and general plans. I knew that no plan we laid out would survive first contact with Janssens and her forces, but going in with a general idea and some contingencies would mean less time wasted in a crisis and might mean the difference between life and death.

The following morning, we loaded ourselves into Zarina’s SUV once more and hit the highway headed south towards the Trail of Tears state park.

* * *

Ayoka is late.

Again.

At this point I have to assume she has been captured by whatever defenses the Puttman boy has managed to put together.

Knowing that only makes me want the book more.

It is less than a year now, since Mycah Porter had contacted me and told me the book I sought was in his grasp, even less than that still since Puttman somehow took it from him.

If an idiot child like Puttman can assemble a force of slaves who are able to capture a specter, who pose a credible threat to a Jinn, in less than a year, I can only imagine how much more I can do—will do—when I have it.

Perhaps I will finally deal with that cancer, Amari.

A sigh escapes me at the thought. As I stand at the mouth of the cave, I look out over the lightly wooded valley spread out before me. Tzila sits behind me, next to the fire. Her hands work with practiced ease on the ivory tusk she holds, as the details of the scrimshaw she practiced gradually become visible.

She hates doing it. Hates being forced to put her hand to the task at my will.

I think it makes the pieces she crafts even better.

Msizi is still gone, but that is not a surprise. The impundulu left the night before to find another woman to drag to his bed. Maybe even a willing one. He will return before the sun crests the horizon, another notch in his belt and another seed sown in the plague of impundulu he wishes to spread.

It is intriguing to see the new and interesting vistas that this land provides. I have spent long years in Africa, perhaps it is time to broaden my horizons. It would be costly, but I could secure transportation for those creatures I wish not leave behind. An investment—something to pay up front, which would offer rewards later.

For now, it will be enough to obtain the book. The Puttman boy has been given long enough. When Msizi returns, we will move, and I will take that which should have been mine all along.


CHAPTER NINE


The drive to the Trail of Tears state park was quieter than I was used to.

My trips with Rose, Zarina and Aubrette were normally spent in conversation, and I couldn’t even think of the last time I’d gone on a drive that lasted more than fifteen minutes that didn’t involve one of them. Cindy was perfectly content with silence—she was happy to talk, but by preference would put her mouth to a different use.

The trips that we didn’t fill with words were filled with music instead. Everyone had different tastes, so to maintain harmony we rotated who got to choose the genre, but there was usually something on.

Today, the knowledge that we were heading into battle weighed on us, and while it was technically Rose’s turn to pick the music, the radio was currently as silent as we were. The only sounds were the hum of the car’s engine, the road beneath our wheels, and the distant rumble of thunder.

While the sky was overcast, we hadn’t seen any sign of the forecast storms.

My weather gave us a sixty-forty split on severe weather. Given that one of Janssens’ thralls was a lightning bird, my own prediction was closer to one hundred percent.

It was possible the witch hadn’t predicted our attack, that the weather was nothing more than bad luck, but I wasn’t willing to take that chance. I also wasn’t willing to back down. If we fled—if I turned tail and hid, it would only be delaying the confrontation and giving her more chances to bolster her forces.

Maybe Janssens knew we were coming. Maybe she didn’t. Either way, now that the vampires had backed down as a threat, we had to come down on her as hard and fast as we could in the hopes of ending things before they got out of hand.

We’d briefly discussed holding off a day to give the weather a chance to pass, but had ultimately decided against it. If the storms on the horizon were the result of the impundulu’s magic, waiting a day wouldn’t make a difference. If they were natural, we might have an easier time locating and approaching the witch, but we also gave her more time to grow suspicious and prepare.

We pulled into the visitor’s center parking lot and climbed out to stretch. We hadn’t stopped on the drive, and as spacious as Zarina’s SUV was, five people and our gear made for limited space to get comfortable.

The last few days had been warm enough that only a hint of snow remained, but the temperature today had dropped far enough that the lot was nearly empty. According to a large sign posted on a board near the entrance to the park the visitor’s center was closed for the day, but there was a pair of state park rangers hanging out and chatting together next to a slightly beat up jeep. One of them, an older man with a neatly trimmed beard, gave a friendly wave as we approached them on our way towards the trailhead.

Both he and his younger partner gave us much closer looks when we got close enough for our bulky clothing to be more visible.

We didn’t stop.

Rose gave them a beaming smile and waved cheerily, but I didn’t want to get bogged down talking to the local law enforcement. I wasn’t a huge fan of having encountered them at all, since our confrontation with Janssens might draw some attention and I didn’t want anyone trying to find us to ask us about it later. It was bad enough that they obviously noticed how oddly we were dressed. Doing anything to draw more attention to us would only increase the odds that if something significant happened in the park they would want to bring us in and question us about it.

To my relief, though, they didn’t attempt to flag us down or engage in conversation.

The trailhead was about a mile down the road, and as soon as we were out of sight of the rangers, we took off at a jog.

Fifteen minutes later—with a solid wall of trees for cover—we launched our next round of preparations. Rose’s form rippled and flowed to assume her black mare shape, and her massive hoofs made dull clomping sounds on the dirt as she trotted in place to ready herself.

Zarina chanted and gestured with swift, precise motions that left golden streaks of light hovering in the wake of her nimble fingers. When the pattern was complete it vanished. A moment later, the golden mirror of my Puca mount appeared at the wizard’s side, shimmering in the diffuse light that filtered through the dark clouds above.

The first time I’d seen Zarina conjure her magnificent mount, the wizard had told me that the modern Akhal-Teke breed of horses was an attempt by a rival family to breed a living alternative of equal beauty. I’ve never been a horse aficionado, but when I looked online I could see that, as beautiful as the breed was, it fell short of the Malle family Arcane construct which had inspired it.

The horse appeared as a living creature—or at least close enough to pass a mundane inspection—with sleek lines and shining fur to make any living creature blush. Tall, powerful, and swift, it was already clad in harness and tack that were as much a part of it as its gleaming coat.

Rose snorted as she saw it and stamp one of her hoofs hard. Despite the seriousness of the situation, a smile cracked my lips as I walked over and leaned in. My arms wrapped around her horse-form’s thick neck and I squeezed her in a hug, then whispered, “Don’t compare yourself. You’re a beautiful horse, it’s just a shiny toy. Besides, your tits are better than its. I mean, not now, but-” She stamped again, more gently, and flexed her neck to nuzzle against me.

I left it at that.

By the time I pulled back, Zarina was mounted and Aubrette was approaching with a saddle she had pulled from thin air. The items the Sidhe conjured weren’t generally as impressive as the golden steed the wizard rode, but that was a bespoke Arcane construct crafted through one of the Malle family’s legacy spells, and I was constantly amazed at the sheer utility of having a woman in my service who simply always had any mundane item I might require readily at hand.

It took a few minutes for Aubrette and me to saddle Rose. Once I did, I vaulted myself into her saddle with the practice born of several days of searching the park the last time we were here. Cindy slid up gracefully behind me, and locked her thin arms around my torso, while Aubrette took slightly longer joining Zarina.

Once mounted, all heads turned towards the trail as we set off at a trot.

* * *

The last time we searched the state park, in late February, we’d been searching blind. We knew there was an impundulu in the area, but little else. This time, we had a good idea of what we were looking for, so Zarina had taken some time to prepare.

I carried the same essence dowser she’d crafted for me before, but this time it had some additional modifications. It wouldn’t be as useful for searching out anything and everything—most of the random traces of magic it had picked up last time were absent now—but it was far, far more sensitive when it came to tracking impundulu, and Jinn.

I swept the magical device back and forth in slow arcs at arm’s reach as I peered through it to search the skies. With the rippling distortion between the metal prongs and the roiling clouds overhead, I had to fight back motion sickness that was not made any easier by the bouncing motion of Rose’s steady trot. Her heavy hoofs thudded in a steady rhythm on the dirt trail that was echoed from behind as Zarina’s Arcane mount followed twenty feet back.

The sky continued to darken.

It was only after more than an hour of searching that we saw our first sign of success. Zarina—a faintly golden glow lighting up her eyes—pointed skyward. “There. The impundulu passed through here recently. I can’t tell which direction he was traveling, but we have a good chance of finding Janssens if we pick a direction and follow.”

Rose slowed and then stopped. Her breathing was heavy, but the sheer fact that she had kept up that pace for an hour with two riders on her back reminded me that I might not have given the Puca’s magic enough credit most of the time. She didn’t have Zarina’s Arcane prowess or Cindy’s raw physical might, but the unending endurance of the Fae trickster was not to be underestimated.

While my mount caught her breath, I lifted my essence dowser to the skies to follow Zarina’s finger. Sure enough, as the metal prongs swept over the skies I was able to just barely pick out a thin trail of swirling storm clouds perhaps a hundred feet up, somehow undisturbed by the rising winds. Against the camouflage of the dark skies above the dark shapes were all but invisible, but a few minutes of careful examination allowed me to eventually pick out a path that ran from southwest to northeast.

I tucked the entwined metal rods into my belt to free up my hands, then unfolded a map from a pouch at my belt. Tracing the heavy finger of my glove along the paper, I followed our route and announced, “If we head along the path a little while longer we should hit a fork. The path curved to run east to west a little while ago. If the impundulu was headed southwest, that would mean Janssens is near the lake. If it was headed northeast, she’s in the woods deeper in the hills. The lake has a bathroom and parking—I think if her camp was there it would be pretty obvious, so…”

Zarina needed only a moment’s thought after I trailed off. “She’s in the hills. We should continue on, take the right at the fork, and find the spot where the lightning bird’s path crossed the trail. We’ll probably need to go off the path there, but if we follow the trail as long as possible we wont need to spend as much time traveling cross country.”

I checked my Gift to see if it provided any guidance, but the range of possibilities laid out before me contained both weal and woe no matter which direction I planned to head. The park wasn’t empty, the chances of crossing paths with more free-willed individuals were high, and I simply wasn’t well enough informed about the situation to allow my inherent magic to discern a clear path forward.

Instead, I trusted in the judgment of one of the smartest women I’d ever met and we took off down the trail. It was only about twenty minutes later that we reached the fork, and before we took off into the woods I checked my gift again. It was no more successful than the last time, though, so without further delay we stuck with our initial guess and took the right fork, headed to the north.

This trail was slightly wider, and the larger gap in the trees made it far easier to follow the lazily swirling trail of storm clouds the impundulu left in its wake. When we finally stood directly beneath the path he had taken, we turned off and headed deeper into the hills.

Our pace slowed drastically. While the trees were spread far enough apart for our mounts to weave between them, even with winter barely fading into spring, the underbrush was thick enough to prevent running. The uneven ground was treacherous underfoot, and we went from a steady trot to a slow walk as we carefully followed the magical tracks the Lightning Bird left on its journey through the skies above.

Silence and vigilance were the order of the day. Zarina’s glowing eyes swept the skies while I peered out between metal rods. Cindy and Aubrette held their heads high, scanning through the still bare branches of the trees for any sign of our prey—or incoming attack.

As I glanced back over my shoulder, I was struck by how astonishingly natural the Noble Sidhe looked. Even riding behind another, her bearing acted as a firm reminder that in her time in the Sidhe court, her specific role had meant she accompanied the royal family on regular hunting trips—and while she hadn’t given much detail, I had gathered that their prey was rarely as mundane as foxes or boars.

Cindy was obviously no stranger to conflict, and Zarina had confronted more than one supernatural threat in her time, but the tall redhead had centuries of experience in specifically riding into the woods with a party in search of something to kill.

And sometimes, I thought of her as soft because of the way she blushed when I ordered her to get her tits out. I shook my head with a quiet laugh and re-focused my attention on the skies above.

It took nearly an hour of winding our way along occasionally treacherous slopes of rolling hills before I caught a glimpse of something new in the air—a patch of what looked like swirling blue sand spiraling overhead. undisturbed by the increasingly powerful gusts of wind driven by the oncoming storm. I pointed it out to Zarina, and we altered our course to head towards where the two paths left by Janssens’ magical servants converged.

* * *

By the time we reached the next clearing in the trees my face was pricked by occasional misty drops of frigid rain.

In other circumstances, the meadow that opened up ahead might have been a beautiful sight. Overgrown with native wildflowers and shrubs, surrounded by huge sycamore trees, it held the promise of gorgeous summer days.

Today, in the throes of late winter, we were greeted by brown grasses, ankle high stones, and wiry shrubs that promised to snag every limb they could reach.

A few hundred feet away, on the opposite side of the clearing, stood three figures.

If I hadn’t known what to expect, I might not have recognized Tzila. The Jinn’s glossy black hair was just as I remembered it, but where she’d been fair-skinned when she arrived at my apartment, her exposed arms and face were instead the light blue of a cloudless sky. Her legs were gone. Instead, her body below the waist was a hazy swirl of blue that left her torso floating several feet off of the ground.

To her left stood a tall Black man wearing a long white cotton shirt adorned with colorful blue and gold embroidery. The dark hair atop his head was buzzed almost to the scalp, and he wore a pair of cheap heavy sunglasses even in the darkening light of the growing storm.

Between the two stood a woman.

Janssens.

She looked younger than I had expected—mid to late thirties at the oldest—with curly, reddish-brown hair pinned back behind her head. She wore a heavy wool coat that managed to narrowly avoid looking anachronistic, and jeans.

I spent half a second wondering if this was actually the witch who had been causing headaches for Amari Malle for centuries. I’d been expecting tattered robes and warts, not a woman who looked like someone’s career-focused aunt.

Then I looked at her face and pushed the thought away immediately. Her eyes, even from a hundred feet away, were cold, without a hint of compassion in them. She was studying me even as I studied her, and the sheer avarice on her face told me everything I needed to know—she wanted what I had, and she was prepared to kill to get it.

There weren’t going to be any nonviolent outcomes to this meeting.

Tzila raised a hand and a flood of blue motes gathered up in a swirl around her outstretched fingers. Zarina responded instantly and golden light coalesced into two disks of ethereal runes a few feet across in front of her, but no attack came.

Instead, Janssens spoke, and her voice carried across several hundred feet of distance through rising storm winds with ease, reaching my ears as though we were chatting casually in a quiet room.

“I will give you one chance to accept my offer, Jack Puttman, because I am a generous and forgiving woman. I will even provide the payment my slave offered you, that you might walk away enriched. Give me the book—my rightful property—and none of your toys need be damaged.” Despite her heavy accent, Josina’s words were as perfectly clear as the rage scarcely concealed behind them.

I stared across the meadow for several long seconds. Rain began to pelt down around me in fat, cold, stinging drops, and the corners of my vision began to go white as I answered in a flat monotone. “My counteroffer is this: Release those you brought with you from their bargains. Free them, and I will allow you to leave. There is no way in all of the hells that you’re ever so much as touching the book. Not in this lifetime or any other. I’ll see it destroyed first.”

I didn’t raise my voice, but from the way Janssens’ shoulders stiffened abruptly, I had no doubt my words had reached her. She glared at me in silence for several seconds in an attempt to pierce me with the frozen steel of her gaze.

When that failed to slay me, she gestured with both hands in my direction and unleashed the creatures at her sides.

Tzila launched forward into a swirling funnel cloud of blue sand, while the man beside her raised both his hands above his head, then yanked them to his waist as though pulling down invisible ropes.

I felt the hair across my entire body rise and my heart began to pound as the roar of rushing blood filled my head. A hint of gold coalesced in my vision, then everything went white. For several seconds, I could see nothing as lightning blinded me, the roar of thunder drowning out everything as my awareness was lost in an ocean of noise and light.

I swayed in my saddle, and only Cindy’s arms around my waist kept me from toppling off Rose’s back. A moment later even those were gone as the diminutive demon slipped free.

By the time I had managed to blink my eyes clear of the afterimages flooding my view, I was the only one still mounted. My vision swam as I scanned the clearing to try to catch up on everything I’d missed in those few seconds of disorientation and blindness.

The Arcane mount was nowhere to be seen. The wizard had likely dismissed it as soon as she dismounted, and both of its original riders were moving in different directions.

Aubrette was on foot about thirty feet away, and as I watched as she plunged what looked like a large javelin several feet into the ground. Her pace barely slowed and she moved with unearthly grace as she leapt clear of a rounded boulder, her hand already reaching out behind reality to pull another metal rod into existence.

My eyes found Zarina next. She was a point of glowing light above the battlefield, and the golden glow that surrounded her was the only steady illumination as the skies above were blotted out by heavy roiling clouds. I could barely see her through the nimbus that surrounded her, but as her hands wove a complex pattern I felt the air thrum with building power.

I tapped Rose with my heels and leaned forward along her back. While I was a novice rider, the magical bindings that linked my Puca mount to me allowed us to work in far greater harmony than my inexperience would suggest. She could read my needs and responded with supernatural ease by leaping forward in a full gallop. Her hoofs cut through the dirt and launched huge clods of soil in her wake as she launched herself across the field.

For a moment I seemed to soar weightlessly as she cleared a chest-high patch of brush in a single leap, then I had to squeeze the pommel in a death grip to avoid being thrown from the saddle as we landed. My legs flexed in the stirrups to hold myself steady as we raced towards Josina’s last location and I again swept my eyes across the battlefield.

This time I managed to finally spot Cindy and Tzila. The latter was a vaguely humanoid mass of blue that swirled and darted around the Sin Demon like a swarm of gnats—except as she approached, she coalesced at the last second into a solid humanoid form for just enough to strike.

A second strike of lightning crashed down somewhere behind me, and in the flash of illumination it cast I caught the look of exultant glee on Cindy’s face. Her purple lips were drawn in a fierce grin that bared her perfectly white and even teeth, and the impact of Tzila’s fist on the small of her back did nothing to detract from her obvious excitement. If she felt even a hint of discomfort at the blow, she gave no sign- instead, her torso whipped around in a blur as she lashed out with one hand to slash through the space the Jinn had occupied a heartbeat before.

I still couldn’t find any sign of the tall man that I assumed to be the impundulu, but as Rose carried me towards the patch of ground Janssens had occupied, I caught a glimpse of the heavy wool coat the witch had worn as it disappeared deeper into the trees. My thighs squeezed around the Puca’s flanks as we altered direction to follow, and our pace barely slowed as we plunged into the woods.

* * *

Branches whipped past my face in a blur and I had to press myself flat along Rose’s back to keep from being knocked off of my mount. At the same time, it was like I could feel my bond with the Puca thrum in harmony with my Gift. We should’ve crashed into a tree immediately, should’ve stumbled over roots and gone tumbling to the forest floor, but somehow-

Somehow, every time Rose’s hoof hit the ground, it found an open patch between the roots.

Somehow, she managed to turn her body just enough that the branches which should have knocked me from the saddle just barely brushed against me instead.

We rode in perfect harmony, and slipped through the world as though following a path laid out just for us.

Despite that ease, it was all but impossible to keep my eyes fixed on the darting figure ahead. The skies had grown dark as storm clouds gathered overhead, and I lost track of Janssens for several long seconds as she dashed madly into the woods ahead.

I only found her again when lightning lit up the skies.

The crack of thunder rolled through me hard enough to rattle my teeth and I watched the witch throw something in my direction. I lost track of it before it landed, but its effects were easy enough to see—vines suddenly sprouted and grew, supernaturally fast. They lashed out at Rose and she was forced to rear back to avoid being entangled by the thorny mass.

Only my death grip on the saddle and my bond with the Puca kept me from being thrown off into the woods. Even as I teetered on her back, she whirled on her rear legs and shifted her body to avoid the writhing mass and keep me in place.

Then, to my horror, the vines began to pull themselves closer.

Rose broke into a trot to try to circle around the mass of tendrils, but both she and I underestimated their speed. We had barely gotten more than a dozen feet of distance from the plant-thing before several vines wove themselves together into an amorphous mass and launched themselves towards me.

Fortunately, we were already moving—my Puca mount reacted instantly by throwing herself forward, and this time she kept up her speed. I glanced back over my shoulder, trusting my steed to navigate for us, and watched the monstrosity Janssens had thrown as it chased us through the forest. Rather than walking on any kind of legs, the mass of vines would lash out with several tendrils and wrap them around whatever trees or branches were closest, then yank those tight to launch itself forward.

I straightened myself in the saddle and yelled, “It’s chasing us. We need to find Josina, or get back out into the open!”

I’d lost track of the witch in the darkness and chaos of our pursuit, but Rose’s senses were keener than mine. Instead of breaking for the clearing she wove through the trees in a nimble turn and—a moment later—I caught sight of a figure on foot as it ran from tree to tree.

I leaned forward and pressed myself down along Rose’s back as she swiftly closed the distance. The Puca didn’t slow until we were almost upon her—I wasn’t horseman enough to fight in the saddle, so as soon as I spotted a clear space in the underbrush, I leapt off and hit the ground running.

We’d made no move to be quiet in our approach, so the figure was clearly aware we were coming. She tried to duck behind a tree, but with adrenaline and Wrath pumping through me she had no chance to escape. I closed the last few feet at a sprint and the pounding of my boots on the uneven forest floor was joined by the sudden drum of rain crashing down from above as the storm broke.

I tore through the space between us. Wind roared in my ears as I flew forward, and while Josina did her best to dodge my charge, she wasn’t fast enough to evade my grasping fingers. I snagged the sleeve of her coat in an iron grip and attempted to throw her to the ground.

I failed.

Rather than moving the witch, I found myself spinning wildly as I rotated around something that might as well have been a telephone pole anchored deep into the ground. I lost my grip as my momentum whipped me around in a semicircle until my hip slammed into a tree with a resounding crash.

I was stunned for a moment, until my Gift suddenly roared in my head.

My head swam as I staggered around to look behind me. Whatever was wearing that coat, it wasn’t Janssens. It wasn’t even human. Another crash of lightning illuminated the shape as it began to grow and swell. The wood fabric split around the form and the tatters of the jacket fluttered to the rain-swept ground as it grew, and grew, and grew. Mud and rocks tumbled and flowed along the ground without obvious cause to add their mass to whatever horror I’d attempted to grapple until it dropped its veneer of humanity entirely. A moment later its head was absorbed into the massive barrel shape of a torso supported by two thick trunks of mud and earth. It swept two massive arms towards me and I watched in horror as its limbs grew and stretched in my direction.

I ran. I had no idea what the fuck this thing was, but I had no interest in tangling with a twelve-foot tall construct of rocks and soil. It was all I could do to keep moving as I stumbled over roots and bushes, but the pounding sound of massive footsteps behind me provided all the motivation I needed.

My head swam, and my heart thudded in my ears, but I felt oddly exhilarated. The rock creature was still chasing me, but it was slowed by the trees more than I was and its footsteps gradually faded behind me. Another crash of lightning lit up the skies, but my wild flight from the vine-thing and the chase after Josina’s decoy had disoriented me enough that I wasn’t sure exactly where the clearing was. I slowed, cognizant that I was still being pursued, and did my best to focus.

There. I felt, more than saw or heard, the approach of my mount. Rose responded to my need and, a moment later, the pounding of rain was joined by the thunder of hoofs as the magnificent shape of her black mare form burst through the trees.

I vaulted into the saddle and, without a word, we were off.

* * *

Less than a minute later, we broke past the treeline. I rose up in the stirrups to try to get a better view as Rose hooked to the right and carried us towards the center of the clearing.

Spotting Zarina was easy—though the glow surrounding her was dimmed, the wizard was still a beacon of light hovering dozens of feet above the terrain. As I watched, she thrust both her hands towards the skies and unleashed a torrent of golden flames into the air. The roiling fire lit up the distant outline of a massive bird as it banked on storm winds to avoid the blast.

I lost several moments as I stared in awe at a creature out of legend.

The impundulu was the size of a small passenger jet, and it presented a fantastic view of its profile as it tilted its wings to catch a gust of wind that it could ride out of harm’s way. A dazzling glow began to gather around it and crackle along its feathers before coalescing into a sudden bolt of brilliant blue that lashed out at the glowing shape of the flying wizard.

It didn’t connect. The bolt curved and grounded itself into one of the many metal rods that now peppered the field—Aubrette’s conjured handiwork was showing its worth by giving Zarina a defensive field to augment her own. Since the wizard didn’t need to spend effort defending herself against that strike, a moment later a second column of flame joined the first, and the two began to box in the massive bird overhead.

An abrupt change of direction pulled my attention back to ground level and the battle at hand. Rose vaulted a waist-high thicket and when we landed I managed to finally spot my bound demon ahead. She was surrounded by a haze of blue that could only be Tzila, and the two were a whirlwind of activity.

Cindy had a massive stone clutched in each hand. She’d somehow sunk her fingers into the rock and was spinning around wildly, lashing out apparently at random. She must have struck something, though, because one of the rocks she held shattered in her grip, sending fragments flying in all directions.

The cloud surrounding her rippled like the surface of a pond, but the Jinn wasn’t out of the fight yet. Four slashes of deep purple light raked across the Sin Demon’s torso, but while they shredded through her shirt, the flesh beneath remained unmarred and unblemished.

Whatever the attack had been, it wasn’t sufficient to so much as scratch the demon’s tiny physical form. It was obvious that Tzila recognized that what she was doing wasn’t working, too—rather than try again, the cloud swirled off like a funnel cloud, rising into the skies. Cindy spun once more, trying to land another hit with her remaining stone, but there was nothing there for her to hit. She let out a primal scream of Wrath and flung a rock the size of my torso at the departing Jinn, but that too failed to connect and instead soared off into the trees beyond the edge of the clearing.

My Gift suddenly flared with danger and I tugged at the reins, but Rose had already started to turn before the leather straps drew taut. She pushed into a full galloping sprint towards the center of the clearing, and I felt an a whump that was more feeling than sound when it hit me. A few heartbeats later, I was pelted by a spray of loose dirt and pebbles that peppered across my back and head. I rose up in the stirrups once more and spun to see a boulder the size of an SUV still skidding to a halt in the open field behind us.

If we’d been slower to react, if I hadn’t gotten the warning from my gift and Rose hadn’t sensed my need, it would’ve crashed straight through us. I gawked for a moment, before spinning my head to try to find out what had launched it.

It didn’t take me long. My eyes rose up above the trees as I took in the now towering form of the earthen construct Janssens had unleashed. It loomed over the battlefield, a hill in humanoid form, and I watched as another massive rock began to flow up its leg as though carried by a rising tide of dirt and soil.

And then I noticed another figure in the trees.

Standing perhaps a dozen yards from one of its feet, missing her woolen coat, Josina regarded the battle from its outskirts. She had a mass of vines draped over one of her shoulders that undulated and writhed along her back and, as I watched, she raised one arm to point across the field.

The vine-monster slid off her form and began to ooze across the field with disturbing speed. I turned to follow its path and saw Aubrette, halfway across the battlefield, her eyes raised to the sky. The Sidhe held a massive crossbow in both arms and was calmly tracking the impundulu as it wheeled overhead. She seemed to be in no rush, and despite being buffeted by wind and rain her stance remained steady as she adjusted, adjusted again, and then fired. A bolt of black metal streaked into the air faster than I could follow.

About two seconds later, a screech like thunder split the sky.

The impundulu’s massive wings flapped wildly in a sudden frantic struggle to stay aloft as Aubrette’s bolt struck true. In the dark and rain, I couldn’t see where she’d hit, but whether the bolt itself was a critical injury, the distraction it caused came at a key moment—as the lightning bird struggled to regain its control over the skies, one of Zarina’s columns of flame managed to close the gap. For a brief moment, the outline of the mythological creature was limned in golden flame, a majestic image that lit up the storm like a banner that would be seared into my mind for as long as I lived.

The bird began to shrink in on itself under the wizard’s withering assault. Slowly at first, but then faster and faster the outline of the bird grew smaller until only the comparatively tiny frame of a human remained. The body fell from the sky, buffeted by the winds of its own storm as it plummeted towards the earth.

I nudged Rose towards Aubrette, even as the Noble Sidhe began to laboriously crank the string back on her weapon to load another bolt. As we neared my sworn vassal I again leapt from the saddle. My hands slapped into the grass below to catch my momentum and as I pushed myself forward I yelled to be heard over the rain, “Axe! Quickly!”

The redhead didn’t hesitate. She dropped the crossbow to the ground and thrust her right arm into the space between worlds, and when she withdrew it, her fingers were wrapped around a long wooden handle. Rather than the traditional fireman’s red, the axe was black from head to haft, except the shining gleam of sharpened steel along the very edge of the blade. She spun the weapon expertly in her hands and held it out to me as I approached.

I reached out, snatched the weapon, and spun in place. My Gift had already begun to thrum in my head and I charged forward towards the source of oncoming danger.

It wasn’t a moment too soon.

A large bush no more than fifteen feet away was ripped from the ground by the writhing mass of vines as it approached. The plant creature must have been growing as it crossed the field, because it now had a tightly wound central core several feet across that was covered in some kind of greenish-brown warty bark. From that emerged dozens of long tendrils covered in wicked looking thorns, which lashed around and slapped into the ground as it pulled itself closer.

As I stared it down, I deliberately drew on both my Gift—and my bond with Cindy.

White-hot Wrath filled my mind. My vision narrowed to a single point of focus as I stared down the creature the witch had dispatched to strike down my vassal. This… thing, this fucking plant wanted to harm Aubrette.

I screamed, unthinking, and stepped forward to meet it.

My Gift guided my steps, while Wrath gave them purpose.

I felt a vine lash out. Its thorns pierced my back, but the damage they caused was minor.

I ignored it. Instead, I swung the axe to my right with one hand without looking. The blade slashed through with minimal resistance.

Another vine slapped at my waist and tried to wrap around me. I felt pinpricks of pain that only fueled my anger.

I slashed in a wide, wild arc at waist height and the tendril around my waist went limp.

Another vine slapped at my calf in an attempt to trip me. I planted that foot and stepped forward with the other, and my vision filled with lashing green and dark thorns.

I raised the blade of the axe above my head, both my hands wrapped around the black haft. The plant-creature tried to envelop me, tried to bind my movements.

It failed to even slow me.

My mind followed the path my Gift laid out, and the head of the axe fell like a meteor.

Every single vine the plant monster had wrapped around me shuddered, then went abruptly and eerily still.

I looked down. The blade of the axe had slashed through the direct center of the heart of the creature and only stopped when it had buried itself nearly a foot into the ground.

I raised my head, heart pounding, adrenaline surging within me, urging me to action- but there was no action to take.

I scanned my surroundings. There was no sign of Tzila—no blue cloud, no humanoid Jinn—and the skies overhead were beginning to calm. The rain had already started to thin, and the light of the sun was just beginning to peek through from above.

My eyes fixed on the earthen construct, just in time to watch as one of its legs exploded. Rocks and dirt were sent flying as though it had been struck by artillery—though as they rained down on the clearing they revealed the truth of the matter.

A tiny, mud and dirt covered form—tiny by comparison—stood in the fresh mound of dirt that had been the thing’s leg.

Cindy was already reorienting herself to leap again as the earthen titan teetered. It had been preparing to throw another massive boulder, but that weight at the end of its enormous arms now acted to pull it off balance.

She didn’t give it the chance to recover. The Sin Demon leapt again, and this time she launched straight through the thing’s torso. There was another explosion of dirt and stone as she burst through. Even while jumping through a sixty-foot tall creature made of animated earth, the tiny blonde managed to clear the tops of the trees before her arc crested and she began to plummet back to the ground, and the shock of that sight was enough to finally push through my pounding adrenaline and snap me back into the moment.

Holy fuck, how strong was she?

The boulder crashed harmlessly to the ground as the titanic earth creature was bested by a five-foot, ninety pound blonde in, as far as I could tell, two hits. It crumbled into mounds of loose soil, animate no longer.

The rain slowed to a chilling mist that lingered in the air and clung to our skin with every motion.

Aubrette approached me on Rose’s back. Despite her exertions, the tall Sidhe looked calm as her Puca mount trotted closer, and she extended a hand down towards me. I accepted it and with her help I was soon seated behind the redhead in the saddle as she guided us towards the mound of dirt—and the Sin Demon now sauntering across the meadow towards us.

Cindy’s outfit was in tatters. Her jeans ripped in several places, her shirt hung on by a few loose threads, and her shoes nowhere to be found. She was covered in dirt from head to toe, with only a few patches of skin visible where she’d started to brush herself clean.

She also had a smugly satisfied grin on her face, and showed no signs of having sustained a single injury.

Zarina hovered about ten feet above the ground as she searched the area.

Rather than chase her down, once we reached Cindy, Aubrette and I dismounted and we took a few moments to go over ourselves and check for injuries. My Puca mount had a few superficial scratches along her haunches from our mad dash through the woods and a brush from the plant creature that had been closer than I’d realized, while the Sidhe was soaking wet but unharmed.

I actually turned out to be the most injured thanks to the embrace of the plant creature. I had a handful of lacerations up my back, several scratches along my midsection, and four oozing puncture wounds in my leg. I’d barely noticed them at the time, but Aubrette pointed out that blood was seeping down my leg and starting to pool in my brand new hiking boot.

The tall redhead spent the next several minutes tending to me. She first conjured a simple overhead canvas canopy to provide some shelter from the rain, then sat me down on a folding cot so she could adequately clean and dress my injuries.

I was still on my back with my leg in the air when Zarina returned. The wizard gracefully touched down and the glow around her faded as she announced with some obvious frustration that she couldn’t find the body of the impundulu. She’d watched Tzila flee and there was no sign of Josina, leaving us the victor of this battle but without having eliminated either of the witch’s powerful Bargained creatures. Worse, we’d revealed a substantial amount of information about our capabilities in the process.

I drew in a deep breath as Aubrette tugged my pant leg back down over my new bandages. It stung when I put weight on it, but I could still walk.

I nodded, and all five of us started preparing our pursuit.

* * *

Not far away:

I have underestimated the boy, and it is now time to leave.

That cancerous and syphilitic ballsack of a boy has somehow managed to gather a strong enough force of slaves to drop a lightning bird, drive off my favorite pet, and killed both the elemental and the ironbriar I’d unleashed. No matter that I’m finally so close to gaining the Book of Jannes, that bastard idiot who thinks with his prick is going to force me to flee.

Tzila swirls around the front of the cave. She’s been occasionally swooping into the skies to try to spot Puttman and his harpies, but I don’t want her to be spotted so she has orders to stay close most of the time. I should be working to secure what items I do not want to leave behind, but my frustration is too great.

My foot lashes out and I send a bottle flying across the cave to shatter against the far wall.

Sema should already be on his way. I signaled the Mondjoli as soon as I reached the cave, but the lazy bastard still hasn’t returned the sign to confirm, and the crystal over the irregular pool in the back of the cave is still lifeless and dark.

Fuck. I have another way out, of course, but the cost is high. Too high. For one thing, Tzila would have to travel back by air, and as fast as the Jinn is, that would leave me without her services for too long.

No, I can wait.

A while.

Another minute passes, and I stomp my way to the front of the cave.

There’s still no sign of Msizi.

I recognized the golden flames the wizard wielded. Of course Malle’s spawn would chase me. The man is a plague, and probably has progeny spread all across the Earth by now. I can only hope he succumbs to age soon.

I indulge myself in a few fantasies of the ancient man rotting away from the inside. That manages to bring a smile to my face, but only for a moment. I have sent curses, assassins, poisons—everything I can think of to bring Amari low, but still he walks this land.

There is no justice in the world.

A swirl of blue sand announces Tzila’s return from her latest trip to the skies. The clouds that had blotted out the sun have begun to drift off to the east, and the skies grow ever brighter as the noonday sun burns through.

The Jinn takes her natural form—blue skin on an otherwise human body.

I can’t even bring myself to scowl. She knows I approve of this less than her other, but this is not the time. I’ll make my displeasure known later. When I’m safe.

The Jinn believed they were the natural rulers of the world. If that were so, why then is Tzila bound to the ring? Where is her much vaunted father?

Not so superior now.

“Mistress Janssens, I believe they are approaching now. I would estimate they will arrive in half an hour.” Tzila’s report is short, and to the point. She learned long ago not to either question my decisions or suggest actions to me—I keep her for her powers, not her brains. That it took more than one lesson to drive that point home was all the more confirmation that I was right.

A glance over my shoulder sends a wave of relief through me. The crystal is lit at last. The Mondjoli will return soon to open the way home.

I will need to relocate, but it is past time to do that anyway. Perhaps I should come back—not to here, obviously, but elsewhere in this land. I have spent long—so long—in Africa. To leave it behind will be strange, but there are opportunities here, and it will place me closer to the book.

I will have to wait, of course. The Puttman boy’s guard will be up and he will expect me again. Eventually, though, he will relax. Perhaps it will take years, but I have those in abundance.

I hate being patient, but at times it is the strongest Bargain of all. If I must trade years of life to accomplish my goals, then I shall.

It’s not like most of those years are mine at this point. I’ve hoarded the years I’ve gained, and have many, many more remaining.

Someday, I will make the boy pay me for every day he forces me to spend.

But not today.

A rustling sound catches my attention and I turn to see Msizi as he limps into the space before the cave. His white shirt is stained with his bright coppery blood and he clutches one hand to his ribs, and my head shakes sadly. “Msizi, boy, you were meant to stop them.”

I wait until he parts his lips to answer me, before I squeeze the small doll in my pocket, then watch as his body twists in pain. My fingers remain clenched around the doll for a few more moments until I am certain my point has been driven home, then ask, “You said you were more than a match for a wizard. What happened?”

The impundulu is bent nearly in two, and his voice cracks, but he manages to answer. “Mistress, most wizards I could best. Man tires, and a man who fights a storm loses. This wizard, though… she knew. If she is not a Malle herself, she was trained by one.” His tone is short—short enough to catch me off guard, even. I didn’t realize he had this much fight left in him.

I also didn’t realize the impundulu knew that family by name. Still, I keep the surprise off of my face—it does not do to show weakness. “Go on.”

He does. “More, she was helped by the redhead. I have not seen her likes before. One on one, even with a Malle trained opponent, I would have won. This time, I could not.”

The impundulu meets my gaze as I stare him down, his face still twisted in pain.

There is something there, in his face, but I cannot see what it is.

Before I can gather myself to give an order, he suddenly speaks again. “I have a plan. Mistress, I see Sema is not here yet. If you will permit me, I will go and delay them. I can give you time to escape in safety. But-” He pauses briefly, and it’s all I can do not to roll my eyes at the theatrical delay, “-I cannot attempt it as I am now, bound by our current Bargain. If you will break it, I will make a new one with you: I will try to delay the wizard and her companions so that you may escape, and in exchange you release me from the rest of my obligations.”

My eyes narrow as I consider, and he swiftly adds, “If my plan is to work, I must go now. I do not mean to rush you, Mistress, but time is short.”

I sigh. Much as I want more detail, Msizi likely has a point about time. Puttman will arrive soon, and if Sema isn’t ready yet, it will cost me dearly.

It was a pain to find an impundulu to Bargain, but he has little curse left. I have already received most of what I Bargained from him. And he is always so helpful, so eager to please—a blessing in more ways that one. Accepting his offer will cost me only a few years of his service, and that is a far less than what I must pay if the boy and his whores catch me.

I reach to my side and pull the short knife I keep sheathed on my belt. The tip traces along the skin of my palm, caressing a scar so old and weathered that I barely feel the sting. It takes a moment for a thin trickle of blood to ooze to the surface, but a trickle is all I need.

Shaping the Bargain takes only a few moments before I hold out my hand. “You will carry out your plan to the best of your ability, to buy me the time to escape. In exchange, our previous Bargain is concluded and we are both freed of other obligations.”

Msizi knows how this part works. His hand all but engulfs mine as he clasps it, then releases. His fingers cover his face as he smears his lips with my blood. “Of my own accord, I agree.”

The weight of a new Bargain settles around my shoulders, almost comfortable by now. It is almost enough to ward off the empty chill that fills my gut as the old Bargain leaves me.

He wastes no more time—a few limping steps into the clearing, then he squats down and changes. Unlike many who change their shape, the impundulu’s transition is instantaneous and dramatic. One moment he appears to be a young Black man, the next, there is a flash of blue-white and a bird fills my vision.

He says not a single word before flexing his legs and launching himself into the air.

I nearly stagger as the wind of his take off pushes me back.

Inconsiderate whelp.

I will remember that.

The massive bird wheels slowly to gain altitude and the air pushing against me lessens. I take several more steps back into the cave to escape the fresh fall of cold rain his wings leave in their passage.

A moment later, he is out of sight. I turn and move towards the pool.

When Sema arrives, I should be ready. There is little here that is worth retrieving, but I spend a few minutes picking through, searching for any items of note until they are piled at my side.

Just as I am sorting through the last crate, Tzila’s voice rings airily from the front of the cave.

“Mistress, whatever Msizi had planned, it does not appear to have worked. Jack Puttman and his retinue will arrive shortly.” The Jinn’s tone is short and direct. For all her faults, the ability to get to the point has never been one of them. Between that, and the fact that she is bound to me more deeply than any Bargain, she has become one of my favorite servants.

She was well worth the lives I traded for her.

Plus—unlike that wretch Ayoka—Tzila doesn't sit around lamenting her position, she simply fulfills it.

Consumption upon that simpering specter, let her join her dead husband and suffer it in hell. And cancer upon Msizi if his grand plan lasted only minutes.

Useless, the both of them.

“Tzila, hold them. No matter what you do, the demon must not reach me!”

The boy and the wizard are human, and the tall redhead woman—whatever she is—doesn’t seem as much of a threat, but I saw what happened when the Sin Demon got her hands on my elemental.

No Bargained lives will restore me if that thing has its way.

The rest of what sits in the crates here can rot. Clinking and clattering fills the cave as I toss the bottles and cases I have gathered into a bag and set it down by the pool of water in the back of the cave. Already, the surface has begun to swirl—the Mondjoli’s transit is nearly complete, and I am perhaps three minutes from safety.

A glance to the front of the cave reveals that is far too long. Tzila rushes forward as a cloud to hold off the oncoming group, but they are close, far too close.

My fingers dip into a pouch at my side and pull out the small clockwork device nestled in soft cotton there, but my eyes do not leave the oncoming four.

The Puttman boy is at the front.

Idiot.

Surrounded by thralls, but he must prove he is a big man and go first. No one with balls that much bigger than his brains should have the Book of Jannes.

Malle’s spawn is in the center of the group, and her hands already glow with the accursed man’s teachings as she wards off the sirocco winds Tzila brings to bear.

The redhead brings up the rear with spear in hand, but it is the demon my eyes seek out.

Tiny. Nude. Unconcerned with the cold. Her bright gold eyes fix on my face and a chill runs through me.

I have never been face to face with a Sin Demon before. Those eyes—nothing I read prepared me for them. She smiles at me, but there is no joy in it, and I have to suppress another shiver.

She is the true threat, but the wizard is tying up Tzila, so I must deal with her first. The gurgle of water behind me tells me that I will be safe in moments, so moments are all I must buy.

This day will not end in my death.

As Tzila dives for the demon, I fling the small sphere of gears directly at the wizard. She responds predictably with a disk of golden runes to block its path.

Fool.

A cackle escapes my lips as Jorinde’s Witchbane unfolds. The fragile metal shatters when it strikes the disk, leaving a translucent red lotus in its place. The glowing plant releases pale gray roots that begin to twist and burrow into the Arcane construct the wizard tried to use to defend herself, and the wizard’s spawn begins to scream in pain.

Puttman himself does not so much as look back at his pet wizard. Perhaps the boy is more deserving than I thought. As the wizard’s barrier fades from view, the demon and her master break left and right, keeping a wide birth around the glowing pink flower.

Tzila moves to intercept the Sin Demon as commanded. The hints of purple within the blue tell me she is exhausted, but the ring compels her and she must obey.

The redhead moves to assist the screaming wizard.

Only Puttman remains. The man’s steps are light and easy, and his eyes fix on me. A chill runs through my body as I meet them.

Tzila’s description- she did not do him justice. She spoke of a soft and gentle man, weak. Overly cautious.

The man who walks now moves lightly, does not seem to care about the others with him. His face is oddly placid and unchanging.

I sneer as he approaches and take a step to the right. It requires some work to keep my eyes away from the dark patch of stone between us, but I have no desire to give him any warning. My right hand snags the straps of my bag as I call out in the boy’s native English, “Idiot. You could have been rich and gained an ally. Now you have neither. I will end you, Puttman. I have lived for ten of your lives, and will live for a hundred more. I have buried better and more powerful men than you and watered their graves with my piss. Give me the book and I will let you live out your days.”

I am stalling for time, and I suspected Puttman knows it. His mouth remains unmoving as he approaches, his expression fixed and unchanging. He strides forward forward and closes the gap between us.

Exactly as I hope.

His foot touches dark stone, and it welcomes his arrival. Dark tendrils ooze up from the ground and lash out to wrap around his feet. The ground roils and what looks like wet stone envelops his leg to the knee.

I do not fight the sneer. That ooze is one of my favorites—its parent lives in a jar at home, and I will have to harvest some more children for next time. It may not kill him, but it will leave some scars and—if I’m lucky—might even cost him a leg.

Except-

He continues walking, unconcerned.

The acid should be eating away at his flesh, but his face—he doesn’t even flinch.

My eyes grow wide as he closes the distance between us. “I- what- what did you do?”

He should be screaming in agony as he fights to keep the his leg, but the gray tendrils release him and lash out as though searching.

That horrible flat mask of a face turns to regard me dispassionately.

The sound of water rushing behind me as the pool begins to bubble is a welcome one. I back towards it but cannot take my eyes off the approaching man. His steps quicken, and I hold up my hands to ward him off as I stumble backwards towards the safety of escape.

My left hand is closer to the boy and I thrust my palm at him, trying to push him back.

His arm moves in a blur, faster than my eye can follow, and there is a sickening wet pop.

My-

My arm is gone.

Pain roars in my head. The boy’s fingers are wrapped around the forearm, but he casually tosses it aside to bounce across the smooth floor of the cave.

What-

What is-

My foot hits water and I fall back into the pool. My breath escapes me in a rush, and when I try to breathe in again, water fills my mouth.

What did the boy do?

I am falling, sinking, my vision going dark. I thrash as strong arms wrap around me.

I try to cough, but there is no air in my lungs.

The light above grows more and more distant, and through the roiling surface of the pool, just before darkness takes me, the last thing I see is the unchanging face of Puttman staring down at me.


CHAPTER TEN


Zarina slowly began to stir, and I breathed a sigh of relief.

I had the wizard’s head cradled in my lap and had spent the last few minutes after I rushed into the cave just keeping her comfortable and supported. She’d been all but unmoving for that entire time, and for the first thirty seconds only her shallow breathing had let me know that she was even alive.

I gently stroked her cheek, and her head turned a little as she nuzzled unconsciously against my hand.

The cave Janssens had been using as her base was largely unremarkable. It was about thirty feet deep and too irregularly shaped to be man-made, but the stone of the floor had been flattened and smoothed out at some point. A few loose boxes and crates were scattered around in some disarray, and a wooden camp cot rested on its side where it had been upturned and shoved out of the way.

The only other feature of note was the pool of water at the very back end of the cave.

I hadn’t caught the full scope of the action that had taken place when we arrived, but I’d seen the glowing pink flower that Janssens had used to disable Zarina. Aubrette recognized it, and had informed me that the effects were neither fatal, nor permanent, but it was only when I saw beautiful brown eyes flutter open and stare up at me that the kernel of fear which had settled into my midsection began to dissolve.

I smiled down into my lap, and received a warm—if tired—smile in return.

Across the cave, Tzila was face to face with my doppelganger. She stood in her natural form, that of a woman taller than me, with skin the color of a clear blue sky. Her form was even more sleek and muscular than it had been the first time we met, and apart from her supernatural skin tone she could easily have graced the cover of a bodybuilding magazine. Only her glossy black hair was unchanged, still tied behind her head in a simple ponytail.

She was no less feminine for it, however, a fact which was made abundantly obvious when she finished removing her vest. Now naked from the waist up, she pulled her shoulders back to thrust out her teardrop breasts, capped with purple areola and nipples. In the dim light of the cave I saw the faint glint of horizontal gold barbell piercings.

“Done, Master. Err- Mistress?” The Jinn’s voice was no more or less airy in this form, and she sounded more uncertain than anything else. Her head turned to look back towards me for a moment, then returned to the second version of me that stood directly in front of her.

The other me was still holding a human arm. Scraps of flesh hung off one end where it had been torn free from Janssen’s body only a few minutes before, and ‘my’ face showed no more emotion now than when the illusion had first been applied.

The disguise wasn’t perfect—for one thing, the facial expression was unchanging—but it was still just weird to see myself standing across the room.

“Mistress.” The voice that emerged from my double was husky, but decidedly feminine. It also didn’t emerge from ‘my’ mouth, but from somewhere around the middle of ‘my’ chest. “And keep your chest thrust out, those things are delicious, you shouldn’t hide them around us-”

I sighed and called out, “Cindy, please stop harassing Tzila.”

The other ‘me’ turned in my direction.

Seeing my own face standing some twenty feet away was more disorienting than I thought it would be. It also made me realize that I needed to shave. I generally kept my chin clear, but the illusion that covered Cindy reflected stubble which was well on the way towards becoming a full beard.

Now that I thought of it, I’d been preoccupied for a while. I’d let my personal grooming slip.

“Yes, Master.” Before she walked over, Cindy reached down and snagged the canvas bag at her feet. When she sauntered over towards me, the way the illusion of my body moved was distressingly uncanny and my eyes started to water as I tried to make sense of it.

Tzila fell into step behind the disguised Sin Demon without being prompted, and I tore my eyes free of the pair so I could look back down at Zarina. “Are you going to be OK?”

The wizard shifted her head in my lap slowly first to one side, then to the other. When she eventually straightened it once more, she managed a careful nod and answered, “Yes. I feel stupid, I saw her throwing something metal and assumed it would detonate. I should’ve anticipated Jorinde’s Witchbane. She’s pulled that trick before to escape grandfather, and he even reminded me about it when I told him she was here.”

My hand reached down to squeeze Zarina’s shoulder gently. “It’s fine. As long as you’re going to be OK, it’s fine.”

“Mistress, please forgive me if I am speaking out of turn, but may I ask what just happened?” Tzila’s voice was an unexpected addition to the conversation, and I raised my head to look at the Jinn once more. Her expression was guarded, but she didn’t have quite the same undercurrent of severe bitterness that had suffused her manner when she had first arrived at my apartment.

Cindy’s voice again emerged from what appeared to be my chest. “You may, and as a generous Mistress, I will even answer. We applied several layers of deception, anticipating that your former mistress would focus what defenses she had on what she would identify as the greatest threat.”

The Sin Demon gestured to my side, where a black cat had curled up on the floor of the cave and snuggled up against my thigh. “The first step was simple. Rose, who had previously only joined the battle in equine form, duplicated my shape to act as a distraction. As our previous clash had demonstrated that my corporeal form is resilient beyond easy damage, all she needed to do was behave as though she could damage you to serve to remove you from the battle.”

The cat in question opened one golden eye, turned it to regard Cindy for a moment, then deliberately closed it once more. Then she yawned and half-uncurled so she could stretch out her paws and place them against my leg.

Rose let out a low, rumbling purr as she began kneading my thigh through my pants.

“My Master then leveraged a ritual he had deciphered from the book some months ago. It allows the subject to take an appearance other than their own. The change is superficial only, and ineffective against modern electronic observation, but it sufficed for our purposes. He used it to alter my appearance to match his, so that I would be assessed as a lower priority threat. Finally, to keep our apparent numbers the same, Zarina Malle applied her Arcana to mask Master’s presence, so he could remain undetected outside the cave.”

Cindy sounded quite pleased with herself as she delivered the explanation to Tzila. The details of the plan had actually come mostly from Zarina and Rose, but it was the Sin Demon who had made the initial suggestion to apply some subterfuge and disguise ourselves prior to re-engaging Janssens.

“Thank you for the explanation, Mistress. And- If you will permit me another question, Mistress? How did you deal with Msizi?” I looked back to Tzila as she spoke. She still hadn’t put her shirt on, and by now she was standing just beside Cindy, a few feet away. Since I was staring up at her from the floor, it was impossible to look at her face without also getting an eyeful of her impressive breasts—especially as they were still prominently on display.

“That’s the… impundulu?” I was the one to speak this time, and the Jinn turned her gaze down to where I sat on the cave floor to answer me with a nod.

“In that case, it wasn’t actually difficult. Giant bird swoops down in our path, we start getting ready to fight, then he changes into a handsome Black dude and asks us very politely to stop what we were doing. While I was still trying to figure out what the hell was going on, Zarina told him no, he gave us a shit eating grin, and then just… left.”

That event had been one of the more surreal experiences of my increasingly surreal life—though it still fell a bit short of arriving at home to discover my pet demon had dressed the two vampire assassins she’d captured in slutty maid cosplay for me.

Tzila released a bark of a laugh before she could stop it. She cut herself off almost immediately, but I’d caught the look of satisfaction on her face. When I raised an eyebrow up at her in query, she did not deign to respond except by meeting my gaze as she stared down on me coolly from above.

Cindy spoke up without hesitation. She raised her left hand—still holding Janssens’ severed arm—so she could rub the silver ring which still adorned the witch’s finger. Her tone was imperious as she commanded, “Answer my Master. Also, genuflect to him, as is befitting your station below him.”

I sighed at her dramatics and opened my mouth to countermand the order, but Tzila had already dropped to her knees before I could get a word out. She kowtowed to me, bowing until her forehead pressed against the smooth floor of the cave. “Msizi made a last minute bargain with the bitch Janssens to buy her time, but I suspected when he offered it that it was not made in good faith. He saw an opportunity in the upcoming crisis of your arrival and took the chance to free himself from under her thumb. My personal suspicion is that he had been plotting something like this for some time—I believe that his escape on this continent was his true goal the entire time.”

Zarina began to slowly push herself up out of my lap. I used both hands to support her, but she managed to get into a sitting position mostly under her own power.

I felt a surge of relief. I’d been trying hard not to freak out ever since I’d walked into the cave and saw the wizard’s body unmoving on the ground. Her voice was quiet and less steady than I was used to, but though she sounded exhausted, she didn't seem to be showing any sign of lingering harm from the witch's attack.

“He’ll… be a problem for another day, then. Impundulu are mostly unknown here, so if he’s left unchecked he can cause a lot of damage. Even the people here who are aware of the supernatural are unlikely to know enough to avoid the damage he can do, but I’m guessing he’ll lay low for a while to try to escape our notice.”

I nodded slowly as Zarina spoke, then started to pull myself to my feet. “Another day, then. Tzila, you don’t have to kneel like that for me.”

The Jinn didn’t move. Her forehead remained pressed to the ground a short distance from my feet. I looked up at ‘myself’, sighed and held out my hand. “Cindy, give me the ring.”

A heartbeat later I thought to clarify, “Without the arm, please.”

The Sin Demon easily pulled the slim silver band off the dismembered arm’s slender middle finger and held it out to me without delay.

But where she didn’t hesitate, I did.

I knew that Tzila was bound to the ring. She’d been forced to obey Janssens for who knows how long, and the very last thing I wanted was to be anything like that bitch. Janssens had only been a presence in my life for a short time, but I’d decided that I reviled her within the first half hour of hearing her name, and none of her behavior since had done anything to change my mind.

No matter what happened, I would not let myself become like her.

I glanced down to where the Jinn was still genuflecting on the dirt floor of the cave. I needed to do something, and my indecision wasn’t helping her any. I reached my hand out and plucked the ring from Cindy’s grasp.

Before I donned it, I held it up in front of my face to examine it. I knew that silver would tarnish eventually, but the shining metal I held gleamed as though brand new. It had been engraved with a script I didn’t recognize along the interior of the band, and I couldn’t help but think of a certain iconic scene from the first film of Lord of the Rings.

I shook my head to dispel the thought and moved the small ring onto my left middle finger. The band swiftly and inexplicably expanded to slide past my knuckles and seat itself snugly but comfortably at the base of my finger. My thumb folded across my palm and I rubbed the ring once, very gently, and watched as a slight shudder passed through Tzila’s otherwise still form.

I opened my mouth to order her to stand, but then froze. I didn’t know exactly how the magic that bound the Jinn worked. I looked back at the ring, then asked quietly, “Tzila—I have the ring, so you need to obey me now, right?”

“Yes, Master.” The Jinn’s tone was right back to where it had been a couple minutes before, cautiously polite. She hadn’t hesitated in the slightest when answering, though, so I pressed on.

“OK. First things first—I know that you’ve been under Janssens’ control, so you haven’t been acting of your own free will. That said, I also don’t really know anything about you outside of that, so I’m going to need you to be honest with me. I-“ I was kind of winging this, but the action seemed right, so I rubbed the ring once more and commanded, “I order you to always be honest with me.”

“Yes, Master.” Again, Tzila’s answer was immediate, but she neither shifted her position from where she still knelt on the floor nor volunteered any words more than necessary.

“Tzila, are you planning on harming me, or anyone in my household?”

Just asking the question made me deeply uncomfortable. I knew that the Jinn was bound to the ring, and I was pretty sure she couldn’t disobey, and forcing my will on her even just so I could keep myself and others safe felt… gross.

“No, Master. The only person I currently have any plans to harm is Josina Janssens.”

That was good enough for me. I tried to keep my tone as gentle as I could as I added. “Please—rise and make yourself comfortable, Tzila. You may dress yourself however you’ll be most comfortable.” I hesitated a moment before adding, “And you don’t have to call me Master if you don’t want to. Jack is fine.”

The Jinn responded by pushing herself to her feet. She’d kept the vest that Cindy had ordered her to remove in her hand, so that slipped over her shoulders a moment later, and she buttoned it up with quick, precise movements.

“Look-“ I hesitated. The blue skinned woman presented a moral conundrum I hadn’t really ever expected to face. “I’m- we’re going to head back to my apartment, and we can figure out what to do with you there. Sound good?”

Tzila’s metallic eyes sought out my face and studied it for only a moment before she nodded once. “As you say, M- Jack.”

I stared back for a moment, trying to figure out what was going on behind her carefully controlled expression.

Then I gave up.

My entire body ached.

I’d spent several hours in the saddle, had my leg and back pierced by the thorns of some kind of monstrous plant creature, then hiked cross-country to catch up to Josina when she fled. I didn’t have it in me to play mind games with the genie of the ring.

Rose chirped when I deprived her of the warmth of my leg. She stood, stretched, and shook herself to dislodge the tiny bits of dirt that clung to her fur, then moved over to rub up against my calf. Then she spoke, and the sound of the Puca’s voice emerging from the tiny form of the black cat was- honestly probably not even the fifth weirdest thing I’d seen that day. “Could someone get my clothes for me please? Fur is all well and good, but it’s still freezing. It was bad enough walking here naked, I’d like to warm up.”

I turned to Cindy and pointed wordlessly to the front of the cave. She obeyed my implicit order at a jog and headed out of the cave towards the pack of clothes we’d stashed when we paused to implement our ruse.

Rose had needed to be naked to play the part of big scary Sin Demon when we approached the cave, since Cindy’s actual clothes had been shredded by her fights. The demon was also entirely naked under the illusion, but unlike my shapechanging fairy, the Sin Demon was unbothered by such mortal concerns as mere temperature. The body she wore might appear human, but it very much was not.

I worked with Aubrette to help Zarina to her feet, then slipped my arm around the wizard’s shoulders to help support her. She leaned against me heavily—either out of affection or necessity—and she still wasn’t talking much, so I had the feeling that whatever the ghostly flower had done to her, she was focused on recovering.

My eyes scanned out across the mouth of the cave. The rain had mostly stopped, but I was really not looking forward to trying to trek back to civilization in the chilly late winter air. Of course, the alternative was to stay here, and stick around in a location where we had no real protection or supplies, so I didn’t think that we really had any other choice.

I squeezed Zarina gently with one arm, and she nuzzled against me gently. “Hey, are you going to be up to conjuring your grand magic steed to ride back?” While I asked, Cindy returned, holding out a small bundle of clothes, and I was treated to the sight of Rose shifting back to her human form to begin to dress. She moved quickly and efficiently, taking the garments one at a time and sliding them on without any great ado, favoring getting warm over putting on any kind of a show. Mostly. She did notice me looking and took a second to wiggle her butt at me while pulling her pants over it, but that was more in passing than anything else.

“I… no. Not without at least a few hours rest.” Zarina spoke quietly, her normally authoritative and quick words coming out slowly as she evaluated her answer to my question. “Maybe more.”

I winced. We had some shelter here, and Aubrette could provide food, but I wasn’t at all comfortable with the idea of staying longer than needed. Fortunately, before I had to make a call either way, Tzila spoke up. “Master—Jack—I could transport Wizard Malle somewhere.” I turned to scrutinize the Jinn, and she apparently took that as a signal that I needed additional explanation. “I can carry the weight of one person, give or take. It’s apparently not a particularly pleasant experience, but it is quite rapid.” She paused very briefly, before adding, “It’s how that particularly rancid boil Janssens made it here to the cave after our clash in the field.”

I laughed at the Jinn’s casual insult to the witch, and asked, “So, previous commands no longer hold sway when a new hand touches the ring?” I received a nod in response, so I looked around, surveying the others. “So that would take care of Zarina, leaving Aubrette, Rose, Cindy and myself to make it back. Rose—are you up for another ride?”

The Puca’s golden eyes widened for a moment and she shivered, her hips squirming slightly in unconscious response to my question. Then she nodded, before murmuring, “Yes, but you’d better be ready tonight…”

I was focused more on the practical issues of getting back to civilization, but something about the Fae woman’s tone cut through my preoccupation to send a firm reminder that my body had gotten accustomed to a certain amount of amorous activity each day, and I was well short of my usual indulgences. I let that thought simmer for now, pushing it to the back of my mind without fully dismissing it, and looked between Cindy and Aubrette. The former spoke up as soon as my eyes landed on her. “Master, you and Aubrette ride. I can run to keep up, if your newest pet can take care of your wizard fucktoy.”

“She’s not a pet.” I shot a glance over at Tzila immediately, slightly nervous about her reaction to Cindy’s casually overt sexuality. The Sin Demon was usually pretty good about toning things down around strangers, but showed no signs of doing so now. The Jinn’s expression was carefully schooled, but I had no way to tell if that was the result of her intuiting that Cindy’s antics were not necessarily representative of my personal attitudes, or an attempt to avoid being dragged into the depravations of her newest leash holder. I wanted to reassure her, but at the same time I knew that there were higher priorities at the moment. “But yes, Tzila—if you can get Zarina safely back to the parking lot…”

“Three miles, south by southeast.” Aubrette chimed in smoothly to give a location. I blinked in surprise.

“That close?” The redhead nodded her affirmation, so I continued, “Three miles. Feels a lot farther going overland. And, I guess, when you aren’t traveling in a straight line.” The Jinn nodded her head smoothly, and I turned back towards Rose. The Puca was already moving towards the front of the cave, so I looked at Cindy instead and ordered, “Grab a couple boxes that look interesting if you can do that and keep up.”

As the Sin Demon moved to obey, I helped arrange Zarina as comfortably as possible in Tzila’s care, and within a few minutes I was mounted on Rose’s back with Aubrette’s arms around my waist, heading south towards civilization.

Returning to the real world was a much slower, less frantic thing than our initial rush towards Janssens.

I’d sent Cindy ahead, the tireless Sin Demon carrying as much of the goods from the cave as she could. The weight wasn’t an issue, but she only had two arms so she had consolidated everything that looked interesting into two of the crates and ran off with one over each shoulder.

Aubrette’s arms encircled my waist as she rested against me, and the steady rocking of Rose’s mare form beneath me was approaching something akin to comfort, despite my full body ache. I wasn’t sure that I’d ever be a great rider, but the more time I spent with the Puca fulfilling her primary duty—as spelled out by the ancient pact—the more I realized our connection was far more comprehensive than I had initially assumed. She must have been dwelling on the same thing, because about thirty minutes into the ride back, her voice broke into the otherwise nearly silent air.

“Hey, Master Jack?”

I half-forgot that she could speak in her horse form sometimes, so the sudden speech startled me out of the haze I’d settled into after the fight. Sin-enhanced or no, my whole body was exhausted after the adrenaline rush of battle left me, but I sat up a little straighter and gently jostled Aubrette in the process.

“Yeah?”

“That- thing, when we were riding into the woods chasing the witch-” Her tone was unusually serious as she spoke, “-what the fuck was that?”

I was pretty sure I knew what she meant, though I’d almost forgotten it in all the excitement of our encounter in the cave. “I think that was my Gift. I think, somehow, that you were tapping into it. So-”

It felt strange to actually be the expert on a topic of magic for once. For most of my life, the only things I knew about magic were the folk tales and legends passed down by my parents. My mother had a book—a family heirloom—which recorded every Gift our family had ever possessed, as well as those of friends and others who had been willing to share their secrets. She’d let me read it as a teen, once I was old enough to understand the importance of keeping the information secret, but the one thing I had really gleaned from it was how little any of us had actually known about how magic worked.

My Gift was no exception—I had no real idea of how the ability worked, but after a lifetime of use, I had put together an intuitive understanding of it that I could use here. “-I think that our bond, our connection, the magic that makes you my mount, somehow lets you know what I need. It’s why you- well, you know what I mean. It’s why you’re up and ready any time I need help blowing off steam and you’re the girl for the job. I think in this case, though, my Gift was… at the front, so to speak. It was taking a much more active hand in my decision making, and I think that somehow translated to you receiving the information the same way I do. I could feel it—or something like it, anyway.”

She shook her head and sent the reins jangling for a moment, and I was struck by the surreality of talking to the horse I was riding about how she had been guided through the woods by my own inherent magic.

My life was weird sometimes.

“Does it always feel like that? All… sharp and certain?”

I was silent for a while as I considered the question. “No. That was- Honestly, the only times my Gift has felt like that were when we were fighting those vampires in the parking lot outside of my apartment. And when I was completing Cindy’s summoning ritual.”

A minute passed in where the only sound was the steady thump of Rose’s hoofs on the dirt below, before Aubrette murmured quietly, “All times when you were in immediate mortal danger.” The Sidhe sounded as tired as I felt, and I wondered if she’d been dozing for the first part of the ride. She’d exerted herself heavily in that battle—not just physically, but pushing her own magical talent hard to help offset the powers of the impundulu—and was obviously feeling the strain now.

I reached a hand down to squeeze hers where they were clasped over my midsection and she drowsily snuggled in against me. “Yeah. We should experiment with that, though. Maybe not life or death, but just to figure out how our connection works. I don’t anticipate getting in too many fights with ancient witches or vampire hit squads, but we should find a way.”

“It’s terribly romantic.” Aubrette’s voice was slightly dreamy as she spoke, and I wondered if she was even conscious of the fact that she’d said the words out loud. When she didn’t follow up with an explanation, I decided to prompt her with a questioning grunt.

She shifted behind me in the saddle and sat up straighter, and I could all but hear the blush in her embarrassed tone when she spoke. “I- uh. You know. A man and a woman, forced together by magic, but finding a way to unite their magic into a greater whole.”

Her words hit me, and it was my turn to sit up straight. I had never really thought about my relationship with the Puca that way, but-

Aubrette was right.

Rose and I had been joined against our will, but after months together with the Fae woman I’d grown quite fond of her. She could be a bit of a pain in the ass when she took a joke too far, but she was sweet, direct and pure, and held an unabashed zest for life that was refreshingly earnest.

I squeezed my knees around her gently, the closest thing to a hug I could manage in the saddle. Just as I was about to open my mouth and voice some of those thoughts, Rose’s voice cut in.

“Well just so that man knows, after a whole day of riding around and having him on top of me using me as his mount, I’m going to expect him to take care of my ‘greater whole’ good and thoroughly.”

I snorted a laugh and reached down to pat the side of the black mare’s neck fondly.

* * *

By the time we reached the visitor’s center, we were spent.

The ride had taken nearly two hours, slogging through muddy ground and chilly drizzle, and we’d needed to take the last stretch on foot so we wouldn’t have to explain where the horse had come from if we ran into the park rangers who had watched us come in.

By the time I laid eyes on the SUV, it was the most welcome sight I could’ve imagined.

Zarina said she was feeling up to driving home after getting a couple hours of rest, and Tzila volunteered to take the navigator’s seat to help make sure the wizard remained alert and focused. I claimed the middle seat in the back, and I dozed through the next couple hours with Aubrette snuggled up against my right side, Cindy on my left, and my lap full of a purring black cat.

I only woke up when Aubrette gently shook me.

The SUV was already parked and unloaded, and my Sidhe vassal guided me into my apartment, where I was greeted by a very welcome sight—that of six women, safe and sound and free of the clutches of the avaricious witch who had sought to claim them.

And also more than a dozen plastic containers full of Indian and Chinese food from local restaurants. My stomach growled loudly as the smells hit me, and I headed towards the kitchen to start loading up a plate while I looked around the room.

Zarina was in the middle of giving Sara the rundown of the day’s events at the kitchen table, while Cindy and Rose had their heads together on one end of the couch. Aubrette followed along behind me to begin heaping food on a plate as soon as the door closed behind us.

Tzila stood alone in the corner of the room in her fair-skinned human form. The Jinn was silently observing as the others ate, and the expression on her face was somewhere between intrigued and baffled.

I took a few minutes to shovel a few forkfuls of butter chicken onto some rice and shove them into my face, trying to shut up my suddenly twisting stomach. I may have even chewed, though I realized after swallowing that I couldn’t actually remember doing so.

Everyone else seemed like they were doing well enough—Aubrette had joined Sara and Zarina, and while Cindy and Rose kept glancing towards me, neither of them held eye contact long enough for me to think they wanted me to come over—so once I’d taken the edge off my ravenous appetite, I carried my plate in one hand and walked over to the woman bound to the ring I now wore on my left hand.

Not wanting to crowd her, I stopped several feet away, and set my fork down on the plate. I put on my friendliest smile and waited until she had turned to face me before speaking quietly, “Hi. Look—When we met, you were under Janssens’ thumb. I’m not sure if that counts as a real -introduction, so-” I reached out and offered my right hand.

“Hello, I’m Jack Puttman. Nice to meet you.”

The Jinn tilted her head quizzically. Her gaze moved from my face to my outstretched hand and back. It was the first time I’d really had the chance to examine her eyes up close since she’d been wearing sunglasses on our first meeting, and I could immediately see why—her irises were a swirling maelstrom of gold and silver and actually gave off a faint glow.

Her expression remained slightly guarded, but she managed a brief, somewhat uncertain smile and reached her own hand down. Rather than taking my hand, as I expected, she reached past it and clasped my forearm in a firm grip. I even managed to return the gesture relatively smoothly once I realized what she was doing, and felt the dense muscles of her forearm beneath my fingers as we shook once.

“Master Jack Puttman, I am Tzila Amajheg, daughter of King Aylimas, bound to the Ring of Solomon and eternally in service to its bearer.” She released her hand, and for a moment her cautious facade slipped and I caught a hint of something like pride on her face.

Then part of what she said caught up to me and my eyes widened in surprise.

“Wait, daughter of King… Aylimas.” I stumbled slightly over the unfamiliar name, but then continued, “So you’re a… Princess?”

“No.” The look on the Jinn’s face darkened as she shook her head.

I raised my eyebrows, but she didn’t volunteer any explanation, so I shrugged off her reticence for the moment and instead focused on the reason I had approached her in the first place.

“It is a pleasure to meet you, Tzila Amajheg, daughter of King Aylimas.”

I did my best to pronounce the names, but by the slight wince the Jinn let slip, I probably didn’t get them both entirely perfect. I pushed through regardless, “You might not have had as much chance to see this when you came here the first time, but- I don’t exactly hold formal court here. I admit I don’t know much about Jinn, but if you need to eat and drink, or rest, please do so.”

I gestured over towards the containers of food still spread out across the kitchen counters. “If you need to sleep, through that door, there’s a short hallway, with an available bed on the left. I-” I paused to try to martial my words. “I’d like to spend some time getting to know you and talking through things, but I haven’t eaten since this morning. Please, take care of your physical needs-” I remembered Cindy’s introduction to the world and quickly added, “Without harming anyone. Or revealing your nature to anyone who doesn’t already know it. I promise I’ll take time to get to know you and we can figure out what happens next very soon.”

The Jinn regarded me flatly with glittering eyes unblinking as I rambled, then nodded her head once. “My life is bound to the ring. To ensure that starvation does not present me with a way to escape, while its magic holds me I do not require food or drink.”

Her words were delivered flatly, but her expression softened slightly when she added, “Though- I do appreciate when I have the chance to enjoy a good meal. I can sleep while in the ring, if you do not wish my services, you may dismiss me there until I am required.”

My eyes watched the subtle shift of Tzila’s expression as she did her best to answer me politely while, I noticed, not actually giving much away. I nodded slowly, then gave a gentle shrug. That action caused me to realize I was still holding my half-full plate of food, and I said quickly, “I- look, I want to get to know you, and I know we have to figure out what you want to do. Or what I have to do with or about you, but- look, for the day, please just try to behave as a guest in my house. If you want food or drink or rest, please enjoy the chance to get all three. If you want to be dismissed to the ring, let me know, but-“

I glanced down toward my hand bearing the polished silver band, presently hidden under the plate of delicious food. “-I don’t plan to just put you away because I don’t need anything from you. I’m going to eat. After I’m done and have had a chance to rest, I’d like to talk if you’re willing.”

The Jinn didn’t respond verbally, but when I turned to approach the kitchen so I could sit down, she followed a few paces behind me and started to load up a plate of her own.

* * *

“You know, they never talk about this part of the story.”

Aubrette, Sara, and Zarina all turned to look at me.

I’d spent the last hour or so devouring two full plates of food while the four of us talked. Sara had more questions than I’d expected—more than I’d thought to ask, certainly—and both Zarina and Aubrette had perspectives on the battle that I had missed.

Apparently the fight with the impundulu had been closer than I’d realized. Zarina had been knocked out of the sky by the storm’s winds while I was riding through the woods with Rose, and only because she’d landed next to one of Aubrette’s lightning rods had the lightning bird been prevented from finishing her while she was down. Cindy had tried to intervene in that fight, but while Tzila hadn’t been able to harm the Sin Demon, she’d managed to keep her tied up well enough that she couldn’t lend her aid.

I did my best to give a recounting of my wild ride through the forest, including the trap Janssens had laid for me, but all I could remember clearly were flashes here and there—scattered memories that would likely make appearances in nightmares for years to come.

And yet, in thinking of that, I couldn’t help but smile. I had years ahead of me yet, and while the day’s battle had been terrifying, we had won out in the end. All of us had come home, and the only one who showed any real injuries for it was the idiot who decided to wade in and fight a thorn-covered plant monster hand-to-hand.

Those injuries throbbed lightly when I let my mind linger on them, but the painkillers Aubrette had provided had started to kick in about halfway through my second plate and I was able to push them from my mind thanks to the distraction the conversation had provided. That I didn’t need surgical care spoke volumes about how my body had changed in ways I hadn’t yet realized, but Zarina informed me that pacts with Sin Demons were so rare that all she had to draw on for guidance was folklore and rumor.

It was hard to be too concerned just then. If not for the enhanced strength and toughness of my body, I doubted I would’ve been able to even escape the earth elemental, let alone come out ahead of the plant thing that Zarina specified was an ‘Ironbriar’.

I was still tired, but the conversation had left me feeling more optimistic than I’d been in a long time, which had led to my offhand comment during a lull in the conversation.

It was Sara who piped up to ask, “The ‘sitting around the table’ part?”

We’d all long since finished our food, and the benefit of eating conjured meals was that the Sidhe who’d summoned them could simply dismiss the remains when we were done, so the table was already cleared. She had to be a little careful to avoid accidentally dismissing the food we were still digesting, but Aubrette had centuries of experience with her craft.

“The ‘what happens next’ part. The band of unlikely heroes gathered together and defeated the evil witch and saved the-“ I nodded across the room, to where Tzila was seated alone at the far end of the couch. She’d declined to join us at the kitchen table, and appeared to be engaged in some kind of meditation, sitting upright but with her eyes closed.

She had a lot to think about, so I couldn’t exactly blame her.

“-well, not princess, apparently, though she’s the daughter of a king, so I’m not sure how that works. I’ll need to ask eventually but it seemed like maybe something of a sore subject. Anyway- Beat the witch, saved the captive, and now I need to figure out how to move on with my life as though we didn’t just spend the last I don’t know how long hiding from vampire assassins while we plotted to rob a bank, then rode into the woods on magical horses to engage in a high magic brawl with some creatures out of legend.”

Sara regarded me for several long moments, then shrugged, and lifted the bottle of beer she’d been nursing for the last half-hour. “Therapy, I think. It’s something that’s missing from a lot of adventure stories. I dunno who you go to for magic-aware therapy, but there has to be someone. Right?”

I snorted a laugh. Before I could respond, Zarina chimed in, “Also, Tolkien does absolutely talk about what happens next. It’s a whole thing.”

I shot the wizard a glare, only for it to roll right off her smiling face. Even charmed by her own magic, she was intelligent and aware enough to know that her teasing was probably the exact thing I needed right then.

“Fine. But J. R. R. isn’t here, and most people don’t follow in his footsteps exactly.”

“No, but they should. Well, not exactly, that would just be a bunch of people trying to recreate the Lord of the Rings and most of them wouldn’t do it well.” The wizard’s urbane tones had taken on a somewhat haughty air, but she couldn’t school her expression well enough to conceal that it was on purpose. “Instead, they should seek to emulate his general approach in crafting a holistic tale that celebrates the virtues that are so often overlooked by modern media. Love, gentleness, the triumph of the common man, the importance of everyone listening to the wizard-“

That finally got a laugh from me, and I lifted my own beer, only to discover the bottle was already empty. “Ok, fair, but also, that’s not the point. The point is-“ My words trailed off as I set down the bottle again.

“Fuck, I’ve forgotten the point.”

* * *

When I walked back into the living room, Tzila had apparently finished her meditations.

Sara had given me a surprisingly tender kiss goodnight before slipping back to her apartment, then I had shepherded Zarina into one of the empty beds to get some obviously much-needed sleep. Aubrette had gone off on her own a while back, so I was alone when I returned to the living room to discover Tzila standing almost at attention in the center of the room, facing me.

I took a moment to study the Jinn before speaking. Her body language was rigid, and her expression was obviously tightly controlled, but the way her glowing eyes fixed on my face made it obvious that she was waiting for something. There was more, though—a spark of the same defiance she’d shown the very first time I met her, when she’d exposed herself as part of an offer Janssens had ordered her to make.

After a long moment where neither of us spoke, I finally asked, “Is there something you need or are expecting, Tzila?”

“I am- honestly, I am wondering if you are going to order me to join you in bed. To pleasure you.” The Jinn’s voice was always airy and higher pitched than I would have anticipated from a woman that tall and muscular, and it carried a strange accent that I couldn’t ever quite place. It made her harder to read, and I couldn’t really tell if she was actually angry at me, or if it was just the way she sounded.

I held up my hands palm out, “Hey, hey, hey- First of all, no. I’m not going to do that. Second of all why would I feel the need to order you to do something, when I have other very extremely willing partners. Some of whom are, if I don’t miss my guess, waiting on me right now.”

Tzila stared at me unblinkingly.

The Jinn’s shimmering eyes did not help dispel the impression that she was angry.

Her gaze flicked over towards my bedroom door. A hint of the edge in her voice softened, but the look on her face remained suspicious. “But you do have sex with most of the women here?”

I nodded. I didn’t see much point in denying it.

“All of them?”

I nodded again, but tried to soften it with a gentle shrug.

When I tried to view my situation through Tzila’s glowing eyes, it wasn’t hard to see how she might have had reason to doubt my good intentions. At the same time, I was tired.

I’d had a long day, and I wanted to head to bed, and find out if my suspicions of who I found there were correct. I wanted to get some enthusiastically consenting pussy on myself, not some extremely obviously disinterested cunt.

I took a deep breath. This wasn’t the time and place for a fight, and, again, I could see why she might be on edge.

“Tzila, I recognize that you have little enough reason to believe the best about mankind. If you would like to discuss your future, and what your next days will look like, I am happy to do so. Tomorrow. In exhaustive depth if you desire. To set your mind at ease, I have absolutely no intention of ordering you to sleep with me, tonight or ever. I’d prefer to never have to use the magic of the ring, however it works, at all.”

I took a quick breath, then let it out in a sigh as I tried to calm down.

“If you’ll join me on the couch for a few minutes, I am happy to take a little time to tell you about myself so you can feel more comfortable with how I operate. I’m not even going to order you to sit, but I intend to and you’re welcome to join me.” The couch, an ancient artifact from my pre-Cindy days, creaked heavily as I flopped down on one end.

I felt the siren lure of the mystery that waited through the closed door of my bedroom, but girded up my loins—mentally, it occurred to me that for all I knew, Tzila would have once used that phrase literally.

When she sat primly down on the other end of the couch, I started talking.

“Full disclosure and honesty here, because I’m too tired to try to be diplomatic or anything. This has been a really fucking long day, and I wasn’t kidding about some of them, I think, waiting on me.”

I paused for just long enough to gather my thoughts, then continued, “I did not set out to put myself in this situation. I didn’t ask for it, and while I’m certainly not complaining, I’m also doing my best to not abuse any of the power I’ve been given. I want to do right by those I care about, and that includes those people who, through no fault of their own, depend on me.”

Even though she wasn’t showing any sign of interrupting me, I held up a finger to indicate I wasn’t done as I continued, “Yes, sex is involved. You’ve met Cindy. She’s a Sin Demon, and that isn’t her real name. She needs to feed on Sin, and Lust is a whole lot less destructive than Wrath.”

The couch creaked again as I leaned back and closed my eyes.

I hadn’t started out with a comprehensive thesis statement, but as the words left my mouth I found myself drawing to a point.

“To the very earnest best of my ability, everyone who is here is here willingly. I intend that trend to continue. For now, for the night, please just make yourself at home in my apartment. There’s a bed through that hallway, to the left. I don’t know if you’re forced to obey any orders from your previous masters, but if you are, please consider this an order to cancel those orders.”

I felt the couch shift and cracked open one of my eyes to peek over. Tzila had leaned back and was examining me with one dark eyebrow raised into a perfectly smooth arch.

I idly wondered if she plucked them to get them that smooth. On the one hand, it seemed pretty unlikely that they grew that way naturally, but on the other, I couldn’t imagine Josina Janssens giving her much time to see to her beauty routine. Maybe it was just a benefit of being born into a race of inherently magical beings.

When she spoke, her words were slow and deliberate, and obviously carefully chosen. “I am under no lasting compulsions from any of my previous Masters or Mistresses. My binding to the ring ensures that I must obey its current bearer, but any and all commands given by previous bearers become null and void the moment another claims me.”

I opened my eyes fully and sat up straight to listen to her.

What she said made sense. I lacked the education in the arcane to speculate on the exact nature of the magic binding her, but Tzila had clearly been compelled to follow Janssens’ orders in a way that was far more direct and forceful than—for example—the charm magic that affected Zarina.

Only Cindy’s absolute obedience could compare.

“I- that is going to be somewhat tricky to work around, but I will do my best. If I give you something that sounds like an order, please clarify it with me before you follow it.” The look on the Jinn’s face was difficult to decipher, and her tone was flat as she asked, “Is that an order, Master?”

I stared at her for a moment, then snorted a laugh and pushed myself to my feet. “Sure. I guess. Look, please don’t hurt anyone, and don’t leave the apartment for the night. I don’t want you wandering off and getting arrested for vagrancy or anything. I promise, tomorrow, we will sit down and figure out what your future looks like, but for now, just hang tight, OK? You’re welcome to any of the food in the fridge, bathroom is around the corner from the bedroom.”

“I promise, I’m not trying to be an asshole, I just know that if I try to do this now I’ll do a shit job of figuring out what’s going on. In the meantime, if you want to figure out what you want to do with yourself, I’m open to suggestions and we can talk about it tomorrow.”

Tzila stared up at me a moment longer, and then gave me a sharp nod of her head.

“I will consider my options and expectations and will speak with you of them tomorrow.”

That was good enough for me. I allowed myself to succumb to the not so subtle pressure I’d been resisting and made my way into my bedroom with a renewed spring in my step.

I made it a few feet inside before I fully registered what I was looking at. The door swung closed behind me while I stared, open-mouthed, at the bed.

There were two mostly naked women there.

Both of them wore garter belts.

Both of those held up lacy stockings.

One set was in red and the other in blue.

Both women also wore blindfolds, though those were simple black fabric.

The woman in red lingerie was positioned on her back near the head of the bed, and had been folded nearly in half. Her knees were up almost to her shoulder with her feet sticking up into the air. Her elbows had been bound to her thighs, just above her knees, with leather cuffs—which left her almost entirely immobile and unable to close or lower her legs.

The one in blue was positioned face down. Her elbows, wrists, knees, and ankles were each wrapped neatly in plain white nylon rope. Her arms were trapped behind her back, leaving her face down between the other woman’s spread thighs. She might be able to crawl like a worm, but with her arms and legs bound she would be unable to move otherwise.

They were also, as far as I could tell, both Cindy.

As I watched, the one in blue slowly worked her jaw while the one in red wriggled her hips slowly as her pussy was languidly probed and explored.

I couldn’t tell at a glance how long the two women had been here, but as I began to walk quietly towards the bed, I couldn’t help but notice that both women’s thighs glistened with their arousal.

There was a single sheet of paper resting on the covers beside the two. When I reached the bed, I lifted it and immediately recognized Aubrette’s work—the Fae’s elegant handwriting would pass for expert calligraphy in most places.

My Lord,

You are invited to guess who is who.

There will be a reward if you are correct.

You may test however you like, save that neither will speak and you are requested to leave both blindfolded.

Move them, taste them, use them however you will.

They are, as I am, ever yours.

I set the note down on the nightstand with a genuine smile on my lips and the final line echoing in my mind. Somehow, even while setting up something as elaborate as… this, Aubrette managed to find a way to warm my heart.

As I began to slowly strip out of my clothes, I watched as the face down Cindy—who I mentally tagged as ‘Blue’—continued tonguing the bare lips of the face up Cindy—‘Red’.

With the blindfolds on, I couldn’t see either woman’s eyes. Given the request in the note, it was pretty obvious that one of them was Rose. She’d taken Cindy’s form just earlier in the day, and my guess was that this was an idea she’d had then. Zarina could probably have come up with a magical way to disguise herself or one of the others, but since I’d tucked her into bed myself not long ago, I was reasonably certain she wasn’t a collaborator. As far as I knew, Aubrette didn’t possess any Glamours to disguise herself—though if I were to guess, she was probably leveraging her particular Talent to observe from the adjacent bedroom in secret.

So, one of these was almost certainly my insatiable and kinky Sin Demon.

The other was almost certainly my mischievous Puca, in search of some of that attention she had intimated she wanted earlier after a day spent serving as my mount.

And I just had to figure out which was which.

I grinned. This was going to be fun.

It was also exactly what I needed to help me take my mind off the events of the day. I could actually feel my fatigue fade away as Lust roiled through my body and I focused on the task at hand.

I started off with a visual inspection.

As I walked around the bed and compared the two women, I couldn’t find any physical differences between them. Both had Cindy’s slender body, taut limbs and small breasts. The multicolored hair was present on both Red and Blue—on their heads, as well as in a tiny patch above otherwise hairless drooling cunts. I couldn’t see Blue’s face while it was buried in Red’s pussy, but what I could see of both of them certainly looked like the Sin Demon.

Since visual inspection wasn’t enough, I crawled up onto the bed and approached the two from the side. As my weight shifted the bed, Blue didn’t interrupt the attention she was paying to Red, but the latter’s blindfolded face turned towards me, so I focused my initial attention on her.

Moving to the right, I knelt up beside the supine Cindy and reached my hand up to lay it palm down on her flat belly. My fingertips traced up from there, and I caressed and down her sternum for a moment, before I flattened my palm against her and cupped one of her modest breasts. With Red lying on her back, her tits were all but flat. Only the fact that they were incredibly perky and firm kept them noticeable and fun to play with.

Red moaned whenever I brushed across her stiff little nipples, so I tried pinching them gently in response. I didn’t notice any particular difference in feel from what I expected, but I still spent a couple minutes palming her tits. Just to be sure.

When I turned towards the foot of the bed and crawled around to Blue’s side, she wriggled her ass in excitement—or perhaps invitation. Her hips were lifted up off the bed as much as she could, and when I knelt over her feet, I was treated to an excellent view of her hairless cunt and the nectar that had dripped down her slender thighs. I reached a hand out and let my fingertips brush along the lips of her pussy, and she immediately pushed her hips back to try to get me to touch her more.

Bound as she was, she didn’t really succeed, but the effort was quite endearing. I couldn’t help the quiet chuckle that escaped my lips, but I shifted my hand and palmed her taut backside, then firmly pushed her forward until she was again face-first in Red’s cunt.

She obediently resumed tongue-fucking her duplicate, but her hips wiggled from side to side in an effort to entice me.

I saw no reason to turn down her implicit offer. I slid a single finger into her cunt and was rewarded by the hot walls clamping down around my digit firmly as she moaned into Red’s sex. As I began to pump my finger in and out of Blue’s pussy, I noticed the pink rosebud of her asshole was already slick and shiny. The realization that Blue—and likely Red as well—were already lubed up and ready to take me in any hole I chose sent a thrill of Lust up my spine and did a fantastic job banishing any lingering thoughts of the day’s earlier events from my mind.

I walked on my knees until I was kneeling over the prone woman’s thighs. She continued to squeeze the tight muscles of her inner channel around my finger as I did, as though inviting me to replace the digit with something more substantial, but I delayed a moment before accepting the offer.

I’d never anticipated actually fucking twins in my life, and this was one step better than any fantasy I might have concocted. I wanted to burn the image into my head, just to make sure I never forgot a single detail of the encounter.

Then Blue arched her back while she squeezed down again, and I realized that I was committing the sight to memory, when I should be enjoying the feel instead.

I pulled my finger back and lowered my body over hers. The Sin Demon’s tiny form was all but engulfed by my own, and when the head of my thick cock dropped between her taut thighs, she responded by thrusting her ass up as much as she could to open herself up for me.

My hips nudged forward, and the head of my dick encountered wet, molten heat.

I paused there for a moment and felt the woman beneath me continue to squirm. A little whimper from Red told me that Blue’s tongue had stopped moving, and I lowered my mouth to whisper breathily, “Don’t stop licking.”

She buried her tongue in Red’s cunt, and I rewarded her by pressing my hips forward.

Blue’s cunt was sodden, and the copious lubrication that provided was the only reason I made any headway at all. I felt a triumphant smile grow on my lips, but said nothing. Instead, I let my body weight provide the force I needed to sink, inch after inch, the entire length of my throbbing erection into the wet, warm, welcoming hole the Sin Demon had provided.

It was heaven. Molten heat enveloped me and for several long moments I found myself lost in the feeling of the silky pussy around me. Cindy’s channel was incredibly, wonderfully, deliciously tight. She liked to tease me about how much it felt like I was stretching her out every time I shoved my cock inside her, and holy fuck was she absolutely right.

It felt like she was clamped down on every inch of my shaft. Like her tight tunnel was embracing me, but also doing its best to resist every inch of my advance.

I left off all thoughts of identifying who was who as I reveled in the feel of pounding the fuck out of this woman’s undeniably enthusiastic cunt.

The fact that every time my hips bounced against her toned little ass Blue’s tongue was shoved deeper between the thighs of an identical copy of herself only began to assert itself in my awareness when Red started squirming wildly in an attempt to grind her greedy little pussy into Blue’s face. She moaned out an orgasm, and I remembered that I wasn’t just here to spend myself in the first hole I sampled.

I had a job to do.

I’d felt pretty exhausted after we got home from the forest, but as I really thought about what Cindy and Rose had offered via that note, Lust surged through me. I felt energized—Sin flowed through my body as I sank my fingers into Blue’s hips. I was pretty sure I already knew which of these two was which, but I felt willing to indulge myself a little making absolutely sure.

For example.

Rose absolutely loved to swallow my cum, but the greedy little Puca claimed a distaste for blowjobs in comparison to the other options she had to offer. She was willing, if I asked her to, and her calling as my mount meant that more than once I’d found her slobbering over the head of my cock because an errant thought had proved enough of a pull to draw her across the apartment and onto her knees.

I also knew that she could resist that pull if she really wanted to, so it couldn’t have been that much of an imposition. The fact that I was enthusiastic about getting my hands on her body every time it happened probably helped improve her disposition about it, because I found the curvaceous little fairy incredibly appealing, and was always eager to make sure I got to hear her surprisingly squeaky little moans when I found the exact right spot just inside her pussy to slide my finger back and forth across until she came with the head of my cock wedged against her tongue.

So there was no reason not to enjoy myself with both the mouths of Red and Blue while they played their little game.

Since both of them were immobile, it was up to me to drag them into position, but with the Sin that flowed through my body it was easy—a few moments later I was gently sliding my dick back and forth into Red’s mouth as she enthusiastically licked around the head.

One of my hands was pressed into the mattress to help support my body while I leaned over her, while the other plunged two fingers in and out of the greedy hole I’d just been fucking while its owner did her best to squirm and rub herself against my thigh. I’m not sure what her gyrations were exactly meant to accomplish, but the feel of her body writhing against me was delightful, so I certainly wasn’t going to complain.

Again, I was pretty sure which of these two women was Rose and which was Cindy. I knew the feel of Cindy’s lips around my cock. For the first few months after the Sin Demon had entered into my life, I’d spent a not-insubstantial amount of time with my pants around my ankles while a slender punky blonde head bobbed enthusiastically up and down in my lap.

I loved the way the Sin Demon loved to suck my cock, and that made her, in turn, love it even more.

And it showed.

But I wasn’t willing to quit right then. Not when the two had so very thoughtfully provided one last point of well prepared comparison.

I slid Red around once more until I was kneeling between her still spread thighs, then rubbed the head of my cock up and down over the swollen lips of her sopping pussy as a flood of nectar poured down around it.

That hole might not have been my ultimate target, but I wasn’t willing to ignore it either. I lined up the head of my cock with her pussy and thrust.

Her welcoming channel opened up around me and took me in.

It felt like she had been made for me—like the wet little walls of her cunt had been carved out specifically to make a home for my dick. Like every fold of her wonderful cunt had been perfectly shaped to fully embrace my cock.

I reached around behind me and dragged Blue’s body up the bed, then flipped her over. She wiggled her cute butt up at me and I reached my hand over to slide my index finger in small circles around the tight little ring of her rosebud.

She pushed back up against me and immediately started working to relax the muscles there until the digit popped into the well lubricated depths of her asshole.

Blue moaned and pushed herself back up into me. Her behavior, as well as Red’s, told me all I needed to know.

I loved the Sin Demon’s theatricality. I knew that she played up her behaviors for my benefit. I knew that what she wanted was, very specifically, to turn me on. But that, right there, was the point. What I wanted was for her to want to turn me on, and every time she somehow managed to talk my shapeshifting Puca mount into an over-the-top scheme like this game of theirs was another example of her, an intelligent and powerful demon, wanting to make me horny.

It was intoxicating to know how purely she wanted me to Lust for her, and that very desire made me want to indulge myself all the more. It was easy to be enthusiastic, to let myself go and just enjoy myself, when I was with partners who obviously wanted to be there.

Enthusiasm was very sexy, and the Sin Demon had it in unabashed spades.

I fingered her tight little ass with first one, and then two, fingers as I gave Rose’s familiar pussy a good, solid fucking.

The Puca’s wet little cunt was made for me. I think actually, truly molded specifically for my cock as part of the magic that bound the shapeshifting fairy as my mount.

There was no way I was ever going to mistake the two.

I pumped my seed deep inside her welcoming pussy and she spasmed around me in response. The sound of Cindy moaning in duplicate as the women came only made the satisfaction that ran through me as I emptied my balls inside ‘her’ all the sweeter. As my orgasm ran its course, exhaustion poured back in as if filling a vacuum.

“Red, you’re Rose, Cindy, you’re blue. I think getting to figure that out is prize enough.”

I managed to remove the cuffs from Rose before I collapsed, but had to leave it to the Puca to undo all the many sets of ropes that bound the Sin Demon.

The fact that a moment later she snuggled up against me because the ropes had dissolved into nothing confirmed not only that Aubrette had conjured the bindings, but also that she had been watching from the next room over and knew when to let her magical creation fade back into the ether.

I collapsed back onto the bed and a moment later a tiny blonde woman snuggled up on either side of me. I pulled both women against my body and fell asleep in a slightly sweaty pile of glowing joy.


CHAPTER ELEVEN


I might have gone to sleep flanked by two Cindys, but I woke up with a Rose on one side. The curvaceous Fae woman presented a compelling argument for snuggling in close and returning to sleep, but my very full bladder presented a counterargument I was unable to overrule.

The evening’s dreams had been somewhat tumultuous, and the thought occurred to me as I used the bathroom that I could still head back to bed. By the time I had washed my hands, though, I felt wide awake—if not particularly well rested—so I wandered towards the kitchen to see who else was up so early in the morning.

It was just past dawn, so it wasn't much of a surprise to discover that my apartment was mostly still and empty. The only one who normally got up this early was Aubrette, but the redhead was nowhere to be seen, so I assumed she was doing what I’d wanted to and was sleeping in a bit.

I had just finished pouring myself a cup of coffee when someone walked into the kitchen, but it wasn’t one of the women who’d been sharing their lives with me for the past several months. Instead, Tzila appeared, dressed in what looked like one of my button-down shirts. She still had on the same loose cotton pants she’d been wearing the day before, but must have taken me up on my offer to make herself at home and checked the closets in the spare bedroom. Much of my own closet was now taken up by various outfits and lingerie, and the clothing that had been hanging there had included the nicer shirts and slacks I wore when I needed to dress up to impress a client.

The shirt Tzila was wearing looked good on her. The suspicious glance she shot in my direction did not. Still, she didn’t flee, and when I offered her a cup of coffee, she accepted. I motioned for her to pull up a chair at the table across from me and she slid into the seat smoothly, then sipped at her coffee without adding so much as a pinch of sugar.

“This is good.”

“I’m glad! Rose recommended it, they’re a local roaster.”

“I will remember to compliment her on her taste.”

I bit back a lewd comment that floated to the top of my mind on the subject of Rose’s taste, and instead took another swallow of my coffee. Mine had both creamer and sugar included, as God intended. Or Gods. I wasn’t actually entirely clear on that topic, Zarina had spent some time talking about Gods with Sara not too long ago, but I’d only been half listening, and half the conversation was spent with my nominally devoted Catholic landlady asking increasingly specific questions about saints.

“Look, Tzila-“ She turned to focus on me as I spoke. In the morning light, the metallic glow of her eyes was less intimidating than it had been right before bed, and her features seemed softer. Still slightly intimidating, but no less breathtakingly beautiful for it. “-about what I said last night-“

“Please do not concern yourself, Jack. You were absolutely in the right about the assumptions I made, and I would like to offer my apologies. You made yourself perfectly clear in your intentions, and I spent the time I could not sleep pondering my answer to your question.”

I gawked at her. She still seemed somewhat stiff, but the outright hostility in her body language was gone. In its place was a sort of conscientious choice of courtesy. It was not exactly the warmest example of civilized behavior I’d seen, but it provided at least a glimpse of a woman who might not be terrible to be around. It went a small but noticeable distance to alleviate my concerns about my ability to offer her hospitality if she were to remain combative towards everyone around her.

“You asked me to consider what you should do with me. Given my personal preferences, and what I have seen of yours, I believe there are only two realistic suggestions. While you could release me into the world to do as I will, I do not believe I would be able to simply walk away. The magic that binds me to the ring is too powerful to ignore, and I would feel a pull towards the bearer even should they resist the urge to summon me.”

That would seem to rule that option out. It was the only idea I’d had floating around in the back of my head since I’d inherited control of the Jinn’s ring. I’d made pretty much the same offer to Rose, but she’d been much more enthusiastic about staying with me, and given the amount of fun she seemed to have around me, I’d wager that she was playing up the effects of the bond at times to give her an excuse to vamp on me.

More than once, I’d been surprised to learn that apparently I had a great need to ride her, and she, as my mount, was there to serve. Then again, every time she made the offer it turned out to be a really good idea, so maybe there was something to her awareness of my needs after all.

Tzila didn’t seem quite so inclined to enthusiastically join in, so I had vaguely thought that she might be interested in me just trying to find a way to let her get on with her life. I didn’t think she would exactly have a legal identity in the world, but she could turn into smoke, so I wasn't especially worried about her being arrested if she got caught shoplifting, or whatever.

That it apparently wasn’t an option wasn’t particularly welcome, but neither did it come as much of a surprise.

“You could give the ring to someone else, of course, but that would take the matter of my fate out of your hands and into another’s. Given what you told me last night and your reaction to the suggestion that you might force me to become your servant or concubine, my assessment of your character suggests that you would be unlikely to be comfortable with that suggestion. The remaining two options I could see were that you allow me to remain a member of your household, or that you allow me to slumber away as many years as you are able, to dream and hope that time alone would be enough to break the binding of the spell.”

I swallowed. There was a challenge in the Jinn’s tone that was undeniable, but I found myself drawn to the way she all but dared me to refute her logic.

I could not. Of the options she offered, the only real variation I could see was that no matter what, I wanted to give Zarina the chance to study the ring. She might not be able to decipher the enchantment on it immediately, but I wanted to find out if that was an option, whether Tzila believed it possible or not.

But since I intended that to happen no matter how unlikely the Jinn thought the chances of success, I didn’t see any reason to quibble over the point now.

“That sounds perfectly rational, and I appreciate the concise delivery of your reasoning and conclusions. Before I say ‘welcome to the household’, I want you to talk with me.”

“To talk with you?”

“Yes. I’d like to know a little more about you. There’s more to being a good housemate than the ability to remain civil at breakfast. I want to know more about the woman I’m potentially inviting into my life.”

* * *

“I would go to the City of Carnelian and claim the throne in the Castle of Gold.”

Tzila leaned forward across the couch with an unexpectedly fond smile on her face.

“From there I would cast out whatever usurper leads my tribe today, that I might call upon the ancient alliances with the other tribes. From there, I would establish a foothold in the world of men while the seven hundred seventy seven million of our armies spread my control over the lands we once ruled. I would reunite the lands under my rightful banner and return the rule of the Earth to where it was rightfully granted in the hands of the benevolent Jinn.”

This conversation had not gone the way I had expected.

The first time I met Cindy, I had learned something about my Gift. My ability to predict the future is limited to providing me with a range of outcomes, good to bad, without any greater detail. Further, the accuracy of my predictions can vary wildly due to the unexpected interference of good old fashioned human behavior.

In discussing the topic with Zarina, the wizard had informed me that the restriction of my ability was not only not uncommon, it was an absolute law of divinations. No magic could predict the actions of the truly free willed.

What I discovered when I encountered a genuine demon of Sin in the flesh, was that the truly magical creatures of the world such the tiny blonde herself were not possessed of free will. The same proved true for both the noble Sidhe and the Puca. It wasn’t something I think you could possibly notice unless you were gifted with the ability to sense the future, but to the magical sense that manifested itself as vivid colors when I focused on an outcome, the responses of any of those three was as certain as the ticking of a clock.

I obviously couldn’t actually tell what their responses would be, but they would be consistently whatever they were, devoid of the vagaries an interaction with a free willed individual like Zarina or Sara brought about.

Turning my Gift on Tzila gave me that same sense of the absolute. If I talked to her, there was a very healthy chance that there was a very good outcome.

I’d been following that thread of cerulean blue through my responses as best I could, but the responses the Jinn had been providing made me wonder what exactly my inherent magic considered to be a ‘good’ outcome. I felt like I was walking through a field with a metal detector, but when it started beeping I suddenly wasn’t sure if I was searching for treasure, or mines.

The Jinn certainly seemed to think the topic was a good one. An unexpectedly sensual smile spread across her- wow, incredibly soft looking pink lips. The lower lip parted from the top and I caught the hint of a delicate tongue as it darted out to moisten them.

She seemed to suddenly snap back to reality and remember that I was in the room. Her mouth shut and her eyes met mine. Several complicated expressions flashed across her face, but when they settled I think she was trying to be reassuring. “Humans would still be allowed to serve and prosper, of course. Under our guidance. It may be the nature of the lesser races to squabble, but all would thrive under the divine rule of the Throne of Brass.”

I stared into her eyes and asked flatly, “So if I freed you, you would immediately leave and work to enslave mankind under the rule of an army of supernatural beings with magic powers the likes of which mankind has not seen in centuries or millennia?”

I wasn’t very successful at keeping the incredulity off of my face.

“Yes.” She paused only briefly before adding somewhat imperiously, “The Earth was given to the Jinn as our birthright. That we would permit mankind to exist upon it is a product of our inherently generous nature.”

There was a lot to unpack there. My Gift assured me this was a good outcome, so I pressed on.

“Do you believe that if you were freed from the ring, you would be able to accomplish that goal? Somehow rise up and raise an army of Jinn to somehow take over the world?”

“Of course.”

There was some hurt in Tzila’s voice and she glared at me for a moment.

Then her shoulders dropped a little and she added a little more quietly, “It has, admittedly, been millennia since I was last among my people. It is a little hard to imagine that the seven hundred seventy seven million of my father’s kingdom is simply sitting idly by somewhere while the world is overrun by man, but I am confident in my capabilities. I might have been twenty-third in line for the throne, but I will not bring shame to my father’s house. One way or another, the current order will fall, and I see the return of justice to the world.”

I couldn’t help the laugh that escaped me. When her eyes narrowed dangerously, I waved a hand to fend her off and explained, “I’m not laughing at you, sorry. The way you said that, I couldn’t help but think you could get a following. If you want into politics- or hell, podcasting, you could get people to listen in. There’s a lot of people who would love to see the downfall of the current order.”

Her expression softened, mollified, and I quickly hurried on to chase after that still present thread of good fortune, “And you don’t think I could free you? No… wishing you free? Or giving you the ring?”

She shook her head, and said through a sad little smile, “You are not the first person to hold my ring and possess some honor, Jack. Others have tried. You could command me to be free, but the magic of the ring only compels my obedience, and I lack the power to free myself. The ring itself is beyond my grasp—it is less tangible to me than air. The ring is undamaged after millennia and my masters count among their number great wizards and seers who studied it long hours without deciphering its mysteries.”

I sighed. I hadn’t expected things to be that easy, but it would’ve been nice.

Still, this was probably enough. My Gift told me that, as far as I was concerned, this choice would lead me to the greatest happiness of all the ones I could think of.

I pushed myself back from the table and rose. I needed a shower. The coffee was starting to kick in, and I needed to get started on my day.

“I’ll start by saying that as soon as I met her, I asked Zarina to start working on breaking magic bindings. I want to ask her to put her skills towards breaking your enchantment. Even if, as you predict, she isn’t able to figure out how to destroy the ring or free you, maybe she’ll be able to figure out something that will help her free herself. Unless you strongly object to her trying, I’m going to ask her to spend at least some time on that no matter what.

“I won’t promise it’ll succeed, but I’m going to try to find a way to free you. If I do, I’ll ask you very politely to not conquer mankind, but you’d be a free woman at that point so whether you granted it would be up to you. In the meantime, you’ve got the closest thing to freedom I can give you within the confines of your- curse?

“You’re welcome to join my household for as long as you can get along with everyone here. I’m afraid you’re joining us at a rather… transitional moment, so things are likely to be turbulent for a while, but hopefully less than they were when we were being actively hunted by vampires.”

Tzila actually cracked a smile. “Thank you, Jack.” Her expression grew serious again and she stated, “I am still uncertain about my future but I recognize the effort you are putting effort into not abusing your power and thank you for it. Now, if you will permit me, I would like to spend some time in contemplation on my next steps.”

I gave her my warmest and friendliest smile. “Please do. I’m gonna grab a shower. You’re welcome to hang out in the kitchen and see what everyone is up to as they get up.”

With that I turned and headed to the bathroom to try to boil away the hours spent riding in the saddle the day before.

* * *

As I soaked in steaming hot water courtesy of a recently magically cleaned and repaired central water heater, I let my mind wander.

I was pretty sure the point I’d made the night before about the life going on after a grand adventure was not only true, but overdue for examination. While the last few weeks had gone by, I’d mostly been coasting on the savings I’d managed to build up thanks to adding honest-to-god physically obvious magic to my otherwise slightly sketchy-looking inherent powers.

I’d been able to make a ton more money, because I could take away the element of uncertainty in what I was selling—there was no doubt to my clients about whether or not I was performing magic. When a dude watches his car detail itself after another dude draws a chalk circle and burns some incense around it while chanting from a big ass ancient book, it’s not like he can deny that the supernatural is occurring.

It had gotten to the point where I’d been concerned about drawing attention to myself.

My parents, when they gave me ‘the talk’, had spent no small amount of time imparting a sense of vague dread surrounding the consequences of divulging the supernatural nature of our family. One of the key elements was the distant presence of ‘The Wizards’, and the evils that could befall you if you drew their ire.

When I started selling my services I wasn’t really concerned about being noticed. There are thousands of ‘psychics’ in the world who claimed to see the future, and in a lot of ways, the only difference between me and them was that my advice was better.

I was sure there was no way a wizard would trace anything back to me. The impression my parents had made on me was of a handful of distant towers filled with bearded men and flinty-eyed women who had their noses buried among the stars as they deciphered the secrets of the universe.

As far as I could tell, the only reason they’d come down on someone was if that person was doing something which might cause enough of a fuss to disturb their wizardly meditations, or whatever, and my Gift just wasn’t a big enough deal.

When I’d started translating and performing the rituals from the book, I’d gained access to a slowly growing repertoire of abilities, some of which were obvious and, therefore, might have drawn the ire of ‘The Wizards’ of which my parents had spoken.

The money was too good to resist, though, so I’d talked to my regular customers and expanded my offerings. I figured that if ‘The Wizards’ were really so high and mighty, me performing a few little rituals for cash was probably not even on the scale they’d notice and recognize.

For the first several months that I’d done it, I’d made very sure not to let anyone film anything I did with their cell phone, or anything. The last thing I wanted was to go viral on TikTok and wind up with the high and mighty deciding that I was worth investigating after all.

When I’d started talking to—and banging—a wizard, I’d learned that while she was in fact mighty, she was also incredibly friendly after I’d cleared up her initial misunderstanding. Thanks to her perspective, I’d learned a whole lot more about what was actually going on than my parents’ fifth-hand rumors had allowed.

For one thing, I’d gotten things backwards when it came to wizardly intentions and abilities—there were hundreds or sometimes thousands of them in several major cities, so while the world population of wizards wasn’t exactly vast, it was larger than I had realized. There were enough of them around that they could have tracked down those performing magic for the ‘normal’ population, myself included, had they chosen.

That they didn’t wasn’t because it was beneath their notice, but because sometime in the late sixties, there had been a shift in attitudes towards the secrecy of magic.

The wizards of the world were ready to go public.

They obviously hadn’t decided to just make a TV broadcast and be done with it—they were still wizards, and not only bound by their traditions, but also by an apparently well-earned reputation for needing to do things in a roundabout and sneaky way, even if it took decades.

The current encouraged behavior was normalizing the presence of magic, and my commercial activities actually fit right in. If a random dude in the suburbs could—for example—perform a magical ritual to help keep your car clean, the people who knew about him were a lot less likely to panic when it turned out that sometimes one of his girlfriends had cat’s whiskers and goat’s feet.

Standing in the way of their plan were the centuries of tradition that had kept families like mine in hiding. It wasn’t like even the major wizarding families in the world like the Malles, the Kheraskovs, or the Kaminaris were monolithic. Some wizards opposed the plan, others were fine with it but weren’t willing to take action to advance it, and the ones who tried to actively spread the word still didn’t have access to any kind of registry of wizards and minor talents in the world.

One of the reasons Zarina had been spending some of her time in the library was an attempt to make contact with the communities and grapevines of St. Louis. I’d only come to her attention in a negative light because I’d shown up asking about demon-summoning and the Fae.

Unfortunately, messages got distorted in the passing from mouth to ears, and not everyone trusted the elites of the magical world to play nice, so reliably spreading the word had proved all but impossible. Not helping were the inevitable cases where a wizard had been a bit gruff in asking some small group to keep their heads down a little so they didn’t spook the normies all at once. Rumors tended to get bigger as they spread, and by the time they reached people like my parents, a quiet word in private had turned into twelve people being banished to the hells because two minor talents were seen talking in public at a bar.

Once Zarina let me know what was up, I’d been able to expand my services a lot, which had also nicely grown my bank account.

I’d also sent several emails to my parents asking them to spread the word, which had resulted in a bunch of confused responses from my mother that meant I was going to have to find time to call her sometime soon. I wasn’t exactly looking forward to that. As much as I loved my parents, they could be a lot to deal with, and any conversation with my mom was going to involve a lot of prying questions which I was reluctant to answer, especially given my recent love life.

For now they were going to have to make do with emails while I figured out what to do with my life. I had Cherto’s whole ‘ransom’ to deal with, and while I knew intellectually what the gold represented, it was hard to wrap my head around it emotionally.

I’d spent most of my life hovering on the edge of poverty. When Cherto came to my apartment to broker peace between us, he’d done so carrying a sum of money so vast and so far outside of my life experiences I had no idea what to actually do with it.

Fortunately, I had more than one person I could talk to about that, including someone who was both well accustomed to the behaviors of the upper crust and had personally experienced the process of being uplifted from a common background to a position of nobility.

Aubrette might have only been a lady in waiting, and not the sparkling crown jewel of her royal court, but she would have some wisdom to share with me.

As I resolved to speak with her, my mind latched onto the thought of sparkling jewels and something tickled at the back of my head. It took me a moment to chase the thought down, but my mind connected the arrival of the Jinn to the sparkle of jewels, and my eyes grew wide with excitement.

* * *

It turned out that the diamonds Jannsens had tried to use to buy the book—which was apparently called The Book of Jannes—from me were not among the items Cindy had brought back from the witch’s lair. On the other hand, when I asked Tzila about them, she was able to immediately tell me where they’d been hidden, because she was the one who had actually placed them there, burying them among the wooded ridges of the park on Josina’s orders.

“Shall I fetch them for you?”

The Jinn’s words were polite, but there was an edge to them. She’d been in the midst of talking to Aubrette when I’d finished my shower and gotten dressed, and the two appeared to have been bonding over some shared tales of their respective royal courts. I wasn’t sure if her body language was a result of my having interrupted a chance to bond or if there was something else going on, but it left me studying her in surprise as I tried to figure out if I had misstepped.

In the meantime, her glowing eyes gazed unblinkingly up at me as she put on an obvious display of patience in response.

My eyes closed as I deliberately tried to re-frame my approach to her. I could figure out why she was acting angry later, for now I just needed to make sure things stayed civil so I shrugged my shoulders lightly. “It’s not an order, if that’s what you mean.”

It was her turn to study me, before she carefully stated, “As a member of your household, it would not be out of place for you to make certain reasonable requests of me. Your Sidhe vassal, for example, has explained that she regularly uses her magic to assist you. Even if you were not the bearer of my ring, it would behoove me to put forth effort to please you as the head of my new house.”

I pinched the bridge of my nose between two fingers and did my best to bite back a sigh. For all that Tzila had mentioned joining my household, it occurred to me that she might have a view of how a family behaved that wasn’t exactly in line with my own sensibilities. I had, for example, been hoping to avoid any overt shows of obsequiousness from the Jinn.

My eyes closed as I did my best to think through Tzila’s perspective. I could guess at some of the treatment Tzila had undergone at the hands of her former Masters, and she’d shown me a little of how she had been raised to behave. Between that, and a judicious consultation of my Gift, I eventually crafted a reply that should continue down the path of a good outcome.

“I did not invite you to my house with the intention of making you my subordinate, Tzila. You made it clear this morning that you believe you should be ruling over all of mankind. Maybe some of your former- the people who held your ring before-“

“My former Masters.” The Jinn’s tone was informative rather than angry, so I just used her word rather than trying to find my own.

“Maybe some of your former Masters believed things should be the other way around and they should be ruling you. I don’t. I do, however, believe that if you intend to remain as a member of this household, you should do your best to contribute as an equal. I’m not going to use either the power of the ring, or whatever authority I have as the ‘head of the household’ to command you. I will say that I’d be stupid not to go and collect a hundred thousand dollars worth of diamonds that are just buried in the ground, and if you wanted to thumb your nose at the evil witch who enslaved you for the last five-hundred years, or whatever, recovering the spoils of war from her would be a good step in the right direction."

This time, it was my turn to stare a challenge into Tzila’s glowing golden eyes, and her turn to study me in silence for a time.

“One hundred and sixty-two.”

When I tilted my head to the side in obvious confusion without looking away, Tzila explained. “I was kept by Josina Janssens for one hundred and sixty-two years, to the best of my understanding. She kept a journal which I was able to examine once, and discovered that she had noted the date of the first time she had summoned me. I cannot easily track the passage of time myself, because I cannot measure time which passes when I am returned to the ring.”

There was still an edge to the Jinn’s voice, but it was much more tightly controlled. She put clear effort into controlling her emotions, and continued in a somewhat more even tone, “Your statements are reasonable, and I will do my best to conduct myself as a worthy member of your house, Jack. My apologies. I will try to moderate my own behavior to fit in here.”

“I-“ My response died on my lips. She was obviously trying to fit in, but the attempt wasn’t as smooth as I would have preferred. My Gift still shone with a welcome blue, though, so I wasn’t entirely surprised when she cracked a tiny hint of a smile.

She turned towards Aubrette and asked, “Will you excuse me? I believe I have a case full of diamonds to retrieve.”

It was a start. For now, it would have to do.

* * *

One of the things that I always appreciated about Aubrette was that she took her position as my vassal seriously.

The Sidhe woman might have originally sworn an oath to my service because she needed a way to obtain Glamour to survive outside of Faerie, but she didn’t behave as though her position in my household was a fiction. Instead, she dutifully dedicated herself to behaving as though I was the entirety of the new royal court that she served—a prince in exile, to whom she could devote her service.

The fact that I allowed her to indulge her kinks and expose the naughty fairy behind the prim mask she wore wasn’t even at odds with her description of her former court. Aubrette in particular hadn’t been able to express that side of herself, but that didn’t mean that her behavior in my house was particularly at odds with some of the hijinks she described—Royal Sidhe might have been stately and regal figures when viewed from a distance, but apparently the redheaded voyeur of my house wasn’t even close to the kinkiest fairy around.

When she wasn’t spying on me, though, she was diligently working to contribute to the betterment of my household. The fact that said household was currently comprised of a Sidhe, a Puca, a demon and a wizard was irrelevant compared to the fact that it was mine. It was heartwarming how much Aubrette didn’t care where anyone had come from, since she focused entirely on the fact that they were here now.

The morning after Tzila recovered a case full of diamonds from the forest, I found Aubrette seated in front of my laptop in the kitchen. Despite the early hour, she was already dressed in a long sleeved blouse of rich forest green, with a neckline that swooped low enough to reveal a mouthwatering expanse of her delectable décolletage. She offered me a warm smile when I slid into the chair beside her, and gestured at the screen.

Her choice of reading material was one of the driest subjects I could personally imagine, but there was genuine excitement in her voice as she asked, “Good morning, my Lord! Do you have time this morning to sit and discuss the matter of your recent windfalls and the plans which you expressed a desire to explore?”

I let my mug of coffee warm my hands as I offered her a slightly more subdued smile in return. Despite the somewhat heavy nature of the thoughts echoing in the back of my mind, it was hard not to find the redhead’s earnest disposition endearing. Compared to a certain Sin Demon, Aubrette was less performative, but she also didn’t do things by halves, which meant that when I got to see her pour herself into a project I knew that it was coming from a place of personal satisfaction.

“Sure. I’ve got something to talk to you about when we get some time, but I’d love some help in figuring out how to proceed from here.”

She spun my laptop around to show me the screen.

“I have taken the estimates of the value of your gold that Mistress Zarina has provided and used them as a starting point to begin to explore the local properties that are available in this territory. You expressed the desire to remain in this area so that you could continue to expand your base of clients and customers, and I have taken that into account when choosing the parameters of my search. I have been studying the laws by which estates are purchased and taxed, and I believe this list of properties is a decent starting point from which you might select a future home.”

I raised my coffee to my lips and sipped as I leaned forward and started to look over the screen.

Lots of the numbers on it were larger than I was used to dealing with. The apartment I’d been living in when Cindy came into my life had been around six hundred square feet in size, and wasn’t the smallest place I’d ever called home.

The smallest building Aubrette had chosen to show me this morning was more than six thousand square feet, and the largest was nearly three times that size. They also had price tags to match, and I had to work hard to avoid spraying coffee over the screen when I saw how many digits followed the dollar signs at the top of the screen.

“Naturally, I would love to hear your particular thoughts on each of the properties I have selected, as well as any criteria you would like me to add to my requirements.”

I spent the next couple minutes sipping my coffee and clicking through the different tabs of real estate listings on the screen while I did my best not to wince at the numbers displayed along the top. It wasn’t easy, but the pressure I felt as I struggled to accept my new reality helped remind me why I’d sought out the fairy in particular.

“Hey, Aubrette-“

She turned from where she’d been leaning over to look at the screen and I lost myself as I turned to meet her brilliant blue eyes. I had to fight back the urge to lean in and claim her appealingly full lips because I knew that if I succumbed to that urge, there was no way I’d be able to stop at just a kiss.

I cleared my throat and started again. “I was hoping you could help me with something. I’m- not from a rich background. My parents didn’t exactly struggle to feed me growing up, but we were barely middle-class at the best of times, and I’m not sure how to-“ I struggled for the words for a moment, then gestured at the screen and finished, “-how to live my life when numbers like that aren’t just a fantasy, but a real thing I have to keep in mind.”

And because Aubrette took her role as my vassal seriously, she responded to my words with quiet thought and contemplation rather than giving me a glib or simple answer off the top of her head.

I did my best to avoid squirming under the intense scrutiny of the gorgeous Fae woman as she studied me. The sense of vulnerability I felt gnawed at me from the inside, but the thoughtful, open expression Aubrette showed went a long way towards easing the massive sense of insecurity that quivered at the edge of my mind.

“There are many ways in which you could conduct yourself, My Liege, but I would suggest that you have perhaps already started down the path which I would most recommend, you merely lack the context required to recognize that you have already set yourself up for your success.”

My confusion must have shown on my face, because the redhead paused only long enough to let her words settle in before she continued. “When I was elevated from Common to Noble Sidhe, I found myself subject to a host of rules which guided my new behavior. It is the nature of Fae to behave as we must to fulfill our roles and duties, and while the specifics will vary from individual to individual, we are what we are and cannot escape our fates. I was thrust into the royal court within a day of receiving my mantle, and expected to perform my role with the same dignity and gravitas as the grizzled warden of the hunt who carried the prince’s spear for the past thousand years.”

Her nose crinkled a little when she smiled and added, “Thanks to a particularly talkative maid, I found out a year later that he’d also been ‘carrying the prince’s spear’ for most of that time, but that is not particularly relevant to this discussion.”

She paused to take a sip of her coffee, and I resisted the urge to jump in and ask her for more details. The Sidhe was obviously building to a point, and I wasn’t going to help by interrupting.

“More important to my personal story was the behavior of the Lady Fredda. She had joined the court some mere decade or two before my arrival, and it was she who provided me with a model of behavior to emulate. Her bearing was noble, of course, but it was the way that she surrounded herself with those who empowered her success that truly inspired me. The Lady was a ward of the royal court, which should have meant in theory that she had only what power the crown chose to give her, but through a deft touch and a close circle of friends she was the woman I knew who was always prepared to handle any situation that arose, from feuding margraves to recalcitrant cooks.

“My position in the court was never one of great import, and I was never able to perfectly emulate her success, but her approach was one that served me well, and which it might benefit you to adopt.” As Aubrette continued, she favored me with a warm smile and gestured with her free hand to indicate the apartment around us. I’d started to lose myself in visions of noblewomen and grand surroundings, and it occurred to me that the very Glamour that fueled the Fae was likely having an effect on my perception of her tale—it was all too easy to just sit and listen to the stories of how the great and distant Sidhe court behaved while losing track of my own surroundings.

“You have, through a combination of your own diligence and good nature, surrounded yourself with intelligent and powerful women who are prepared to dedicate themselves to your success. My recommendation is to allow them to do so, rather than attempting to change the nature of who you are to fit your new circumstances.”

The words bounced back and forth in my mind like an echo as I mulled them over.

It was true that I’d found myself in the company of women who possessed incredible capabilities, and I’d been more than happy to let them leverage those capabilities on my behalf, but the thought that doing so was anything other than common sense hadn’t really occurred to me.

Of course I was going to let Zarina advise me when confronted with the mysteries of the Arcane. The woman had been raised in one of the most powerful families of wizards in the world, I would have to be an absolute idiot to ignore her advice. Rose might have been a mischievous prankster, but the Puca also possessed an uncanny insight into what made people tick that sometimes meant I didn’t even have to tap my Gift to advise someone, because the bubbly little Goth had already whispered in my ear that the only thing they were really seeking was permission to pursue the course of action that had already settled in their heart.

I still did my best to provide the magical guidance they’d requested, of course, but it was easier to be certain when I already knew that no matter what I told them, their mind was already made up.

“And you don’t think that I should, I don’t know, try to behave more like the people who grew up living in-“ I gestured towards the screen, where a massive mansion was displayed in a series of gorgeously framed professional photographs, “-places like that?”

Aubrette smiled at me, and her expression was both warm and kind. “My Liege, I would much, much rather you behave as Jack. That is the man who brought in a dying woman out of the goodness of his heart when she could not even speak his language, before he knew so much as a hint of her nature and capabilities, and while I remain in this world, it is to that man I would prefer to bend my knee.”

There was a hint of mischief in her eyes as she added sotto voce, “Or knees.”

I met her gaze and couldn’t help but feel uplifted by the playful joy on her face.

When she saw that my expression changed and some of my anxiety began to fade, she leaned forward, and I caught a whiff of strawberries and honey that made my mouth water and my pants feel suddenly tight.

Before I could take any of the actions that scent inspired, though, the redhead parted her sweet lips and added in a sultry tone, “If you’ll… permit me, My Liege-“

The sudden blush that suffused her cheeks told me volumes about how the banished noble felt about the topic she wanted to broach, and I found myself again fighting not to claim her lips with my own. I nodded slowly as I fought to control that impulse, and Aubrette averted her eyes as she spoke in musical tones that tugged at my libido as much as my heart.

“In my time at court I was privy to a host of indiscretions and affairs both wholesome and impure. You’ve already discovered my- yearnings, but the desire to spy on the affairs of my social superiors led me to more than wet thighs and dalliances with the maids.”

That Aubrette had apparently done more than gossip with the help in the Sidhe royal palace didn’t exactly come as a surprise, but it wasn’t actually something she’d mentioned before. I tried to make a mental note to follow up on that later, but as focused as I was on her continued words, I wasn’t sure how well I’d retain that particular thread of investigation.

“It also led me to begin to construct a- a- a fantasy, I suppose, of the house in which I would have liked to serve. I was never a member of the nobility outside of the royal court—when I inherited the mantle of my power, I stepped from a standing that was as common as a High Sidhe can be into the echelons of the elite of my people without a single stop in between.

“Over the centuries, I built myself a picture of what it might have been like to have served at the behest of a Liege who was noble, but perhaps not so consumed with national affairs as the royal family. I managed to largely avoid notice so long as I performed my duties, but I often thought of what could have happened if I had been called to function as a vassal of a noble Lord who desired my more- direct involvement. In my mind, I would perform my duties as intended, but also help him to structure his household such that every member of his staff had a role they could perform—not only as his servants, but also as an important person in his life.”

The obvious intoxication with the fantasy was writ large on Aubrette’s face, but rather than sinking into her own mind as she described it, the redhead set down her cup of coffee and reached over the table towards me. I likewise set down my mug and turned over my hand, and soon had her palm pressed against my own as she joined her hand to mine.

“I would be his steward, of course. Where he was the unquestioned master of the household, I would take my role as his chief of staff and the administrator of his business affairs. It would involve long hours taking… direction, from my Liege-Lord, but I would be ever ready to receive everything he had to give.”

She blushed again, and I couldn’t help the wry smile that touched my lips. By now I was intimately familiar with the redhead’s preferences and knew exactly what it was she wanted me to give.

“A steward is not the only role that a house requires, though. While the royal family had a staff of hundreds to see to their needs and lost their focus on the individual as a result, I would see to it that my Liege retained a staff of those who would accommodate his needs and desires, while ensuring that it remained small and tight enough that he never lost track of who surrounded him.”

Her choice of words may or may not have been intentional, but as I watched her blush continue to spread, I had little doubt that she knew exactly what she had implied. I gently worked my hand free of hers, then slid my arm under the edge of the table so I could wrap my fingers around her upper leg. The silky material of her skirt felt smooth to the touch, but I knew that it was nothing compared to the skin beneath, so as Aubrette continued to speak I started pulling the fabric up, inch by inch, bunching it up higher and higher until I finally felt my fingers brush against the creamy flesh of the woman’s thigh.

Her breath hitched at my actions, but words continued to pour out in a rush as she realized that I was not only permitting her to reveal her fantasy, but was actively indulging her desires. “The chamberlain draws their title from the chamber of their Liege. It is their responsibility to see to the personal well-being and needs of their Lord. Your bound demon already fulfills the role to an extent, but if given the specific structure I believe she could take to the task with enthusiasm.”

I didn’t feel the particular need to rush my actions. Aubrette was intoxicating to the senses, and as her musical voice filled my ears, the scent of her took my nose and I allowed myself to luxuriate in the heat of her skin as I started to caress up and down her thigh.

“The- fact that it is Cindy, of all people, would likely mean that the duty of seeing to the clothing of your staff is- would result in an environment well suited to feed her particular needs but- I do not- I would not object to that. It might not have been a part of my original fantasy, but there is room for- what she would desire.”

The idea of Cindy getting to choose what everyone else wore all the time was decadent enough to pull my mind away from the moment, as I tried to envision what kinds of ridiculous lingerie and outfits she might design.

My fingers wandered on their own, though, and when I felt heat and moisture radiating from the Sidhe beside me, it was enough to banish those thoughts for now so I could pay attention when Aubrette pushed her legs apart to accommodate my probing fingers. A quiet moan escaped her, but she continued speaking as my hand slipped ever further between her legs in search of additional evidence of the redhead’s excitement.

“The warden is at times the equal in authority of the steward, tasked with the wartime disposition of the household and matters of security and discipline. As much as I am certain that your demon would prefer to be empowered with the authority to direct the women around you, I would feel that the wizard Zarina would be a far more natural fit for the position.”

Aubrette gasped and stuttered unintelligibly for a few moments when my fingertips brushed against the swollen and slippery nub of her clit. That wasn’t exactly my intended destination, but I found the sounds that emerged so compelling that I spent a few moments caressing the sensitive little button just to hear her moan, before I gave her mercy and let my touch dip a little further still.

“She- would keep your best interests at heart better than the Sin-driven demon, and I suspect her approach to discipline would be more effective than the chains and whips Miss Cindy would employ.”

I couldn’t deny that. Zarina was a wizard, but more than that she was an intelligent and well-motivated woman who was more than capable of plotting a course to determine the best way to accomplish a goal, and she was far less likely to be sidetracked by a desire to keep me Lusty and far more likely to keep my overall wellbeing in mind.

One of my fingers slipped between the lips of Aubrette’s welcoming pussy without resistance. The Sidhe was sopping wet, and an undignified and unladylike squelching noise emerged from beneath the table as I started to probe her cunt as she struggled to continue her speech.

“It- might seem- natural to call Miss Rose to serve as your groom or huntsman, since she shares an inherent affinity with animals and the wild, but her- predilections make her more suited to the role of valet. Her talents with a sewing needle make her well suited to work closely with your chamberlain, and the job frequently requires an individual who can interface with others. Rose’s gregarious nature would help her ensure that she maintains a close relationship with all across the house, and is in a position to help you remain aware of any strife before it grows.”

The hitch in Aubrette’s voice got worse when I added a second finger, but the fact that she slid her hips forward to give me unfettered access to her slippery pussy told me that she wasn’t about to object to my actions. Even though I was fingering the redhead’s cunt, I did my best to actually pay attention to her suggestions. I wasn’t sure that I was entirely on board with the idea of structuring my family like a traditional Fae noble household, but nothing that she had said was far outside of how everyone had behaved from time to time, and the idea of asking everyone to contribute to a life of harmonious structure did have a sweetly romantic appeal.

The fact that I could tell the redhead was also doing her best to set things up to arrange an environment in which she could recreate some of the spying she’d indulged in the centuries before didn’t escape me, but that also wasn’t too much of a change. Rose certainly had a finger on the pulse of the household, but it wasn’t because she kept her hand near anyone’s wrist. It was far more likely any feedback she provided me would be gathered in the course of her enthusiastically promiscuous relationships with the other women of my house.

Aubrette’s mind might have been following a similar track to mine, because she continued her increasingly breathy explanation as my fingers pumped in and out of her channel by addressing one of Rose’s favored partners.

“Sara is- not someone I assumed would want to be a member of your staff, so to speak. The young Mistress has her own concerns and life ahead of her, but the idea of her submitting herself as a ward to gain access to your resources in exchange for her attendance to your desires had crossed my mind. From time to time.”

The way she clamped down around my digits told me exactly what shape the voyeuristic noblewoman’s fantasies had taken, but the fact that Sara had recently spent weeks voluntarily under my spell meant that she might not object to an arrangement like that. She certainly seemed to enjoy herself then, and she’d expressed the desire to be free of her current position working for her uncle’s company more than once.

“I will admit I had not planned for Mistress Tzila’s arrival, and I do not yet have a firm grasp on her character. Perhaps she too will simply be a ward, but if she means to behave as a member of your house, I am certain she could find a role to fill. Her natural talents make her well suited to- to- several positions, but-“

As I continued to probe Aubrette’s silky depths, it became increasingly difficult for her to form a coherent sentence, but she desperately attempted to retain focus for long enough to complete her thought.

“-the idea of a- a- former royal serving as a- a- scullery maid might- it might humiliate her too much to- to accept-“

I had no idea what Tzila might have thought about the idea, but Aubrette clearly found it arousing—her channel clamped down around my fingers as a brief orgasm shook her body.

I waited until her moaning slowed and her eyes regained their focus, then leaned in to whisper hotly in her ear, “Aubrette, if you want to carry on this conversation, I will be an eager and willing participant, but you’re going to have to do it from my bedroom. I am so goddamn hard right now that I’m about to burst out of my pants, and if you don’t follow me into bed and slide onto my cock, in the next two minutes, I’ll be forced to find a different willing partner. I’d much rather look up and play with your beautiful tits while you bounce on your Lord’s cock and tell me the rest of the details of your fantasy, but I’m sure Cindy would be willing-“

Before I could finish the thought, Aubrette was already on her feet and walking towards the bedroom.

Her skirts didn’t seem to have made the transition, though, and the hypnotic sway of her voluptuous ass was distracting enough that I forgot what I was going to say.

When I finally filled her with a load of cum a while later, she still hadn’t finished telling me how she wanted to structure the maid staff, but she’d gone into quite a lot of depth on the kinds of affairs she expected—and hoped—to see.

* * *

In the following days, Aubrette proved that while her fantasies might have included some deliciously naughty desires, she was willing to do the work it required to make them come true. She sat herself down with my laptop and a few books Zarina had gotten for her from the library and devised a step-by-step plan to go from point ‘A’—a box full of vampire gold and a case full of diamonds—to point ‘B’—a manor house filled with sexy people having complex relationships on which she could spy.

She consulted with Trudy and Zarina, then took us to meet with Daxon—the attorney I’d been working with at the exclusive law firm Stacy’s father had introduced me to. After a worrying number of signatures on my part, the four of them—fairy, wizard, accountant and lawyer—began to create the accounts that were going to house my newfound wealth.

We ultimately determined that we were going to cash in the diamonds now rather than to go through the scheme we were planning with the gold. I lost the exact details somewhere along the way, but it boiled down to Zarina’s family internationally wiring me the cash and collecting the gold. I’d report it to the IRS as a gift, but I wasn’t going to need to pay taxes on it.

The transaction would probably show up on some government reports as a red flag, but since I knew I wasn’t actually selling drugs or anything, I eventually accepted that as a risk I’d need to take. The only way I could realistically avoid notice was to not sell the gold, or do it over a long enough period of time. Neither of those was an option with what I had planned, so this was a risk I was going to have to take.

I was able to follow along with the plan in the broad strokes, but she lost me when she went over the web of legal entities she was having Daxon create—shell companies and such—in order to structure my income and investments. The glee with which the Sidhe woman approached the configuration of agreements was one of the most terrifyingly Fae traits I’d seen in her, but I couldn’t object to something that seemed like it would be of pretty intense benefit to me, without requiring me to spend my evenings studying law.

The prospect of Aubrette finding a way to establish a genuine legal identity for herself and going into practice as a lawyer filled me with such a vivid vision of the future that I briefly wondered if it was the result of my Gift kicking in rather than merely an overactive imagination.

I’d never actually seen visions of the future before, but the terrifying mental image of Aubrette coolly standing in a courtroom as she picked apart each and every one of her opponents' arguments was so wildly vivid that for all I knew, it was the first.

With the burden of figuring out finances off my shoulders and onto hers, I was free to set myself to two important tasks.

The first of those was that I got back to my actual work.

It was good to feel the freedom to actually return to doing my own thing. The whole deal with the vampires and the witch had occupied so much of my attention that even when I’d been able to get out of the house and use my Gift to help someone, I’d been so distracted that I hadn’t been able to derive much satisfaction from it. It was frustrating to feel like the act had been robbed of its joy, and I was happy to again be able to enjoy helping people.

I liked using my Gift for other folks. It felt good, even if the times when I had to give someone bad news weren’t exactly pure joy. It was still better to let them make an informed decision about their chances than delude them about something that might otherwise bite them in the ass.

Manny, for example, really should have listened to me about his last business venture, but at least when I worked through his next reading I was able to give him neither weal nor woe—something close to fifty-fifty odds.

I got another massive bag of tamales out of it, too.

The second task I’d set myself was getting to know the Jinn who had provisionally joined my family, and that proved more challenging.

Over the next few days, I got to watch as Tzila went out of her way to ensure that she built a decent working relationship with every single member of the household.

Except me.

Tzila was never anything less than civil when she spoke to me, but I got to watch her sit down beside Rose and share a love of craft with the Puca. The look of joy on the latter’s face when the former revealed that she had experience as a blacksmith and had, in fact, once been responsible for forging the arms and armor for her tribe only made sense when the sketch pads had emerged. The curvy goth seamstress had immediately started plotting for the inclusion of hand-crafted bronze and brass elements in her designs, and I made a note to ask Aubrette if her plans for a house included somewhere that we could build a forge.

The fact that Tzila had spent a little while talking about how she had loved wielding air and fire to soften metal until she could shape it as she willed probably had a deeper meaning that went over my head. She’d made sure that I was close enough to hear it, but I was pretty sure I lacked the context to fully understand what she was actually trying to say.

There were occasional hiccups, though. For example, while I did my best to tamp down on the intimate activities that regularly happened in my apartment—or at least to restrict them to behind locked doors—that wasn’t a particularly popular change. Especially with Cindy in the mix I wasn’t entirely successful in my attempt to keep our activities reasonably tame.

The first time we had a movie night, I managed to make it the whole way through Basic Instinct without letting the Sin Demon do more than subtly grind her hips as she rubbed her naked pussy against my fingers. She’d worn a skirt that was just this side of legal street wear and had slowly but surely pulled my arm down until she could slide herself over it without drawing too much attention, but I was pretty certain that Tzila had been so thoroughly absorbed in the movie that she hadn’t actually noticed.

Rose had, though, and she’d drawn Aubrette’s attention to it, and from the way the two Fae women reacted I suddenly realized that I wasn’t the only one feeling a little repressed by the need to keep things under the covers.

When the movie ended, and Tzila walked off into the next apartment, there was an unspoken agreement that passed between the those three women and myself and we started the next movie—a newer rom-com that Rose had reported looked like it was actually pretty good—as we had discussed, while behaving ourselves.

When five minutes turned into ten, and the Jinn still hadn’t returned from the next room over, we stopped paying as much attention to the movie. My pants stayed on, but the slutty little bundle of Sin beside me slid up onto my lap, pulled down my fly, and found her way onto my dick. An incredibly inattentive bystander might not have noticed that there was anything lewd going on, but anything more than a casual glance would reveal the way Cindy had pulled up her knees until she was kneeling over my lap so she could oh-so-slowly grind her hips forwards and back as she dragged her drooling pussy over the increasingly slippery length of my shaft.

By ten minutes after that, she’d given up any pretense and was bouncing up and down fucking herself with enthusiasm while Rose had moved to stand behind Aubrette and was whispering into the redhead’s ear while the latter grasped at her own uncovered tits and tugged the nipples with a rapturously tortured expression on her face. I had no idea what the Puca was actually saying, but from the combination of blushing shame and the way her full lips lay parted with desire, I was pretty sure I could get the gist.

Fifteen minutes after that, the Sin Demon was clamping her asshole around the base of my cock as I emptied my balls into her. Aubrette was sucking on one of Rose’s massive tits while the Puca knelt over her on the couch next to us, having been narrating exactly what I was doing to Cindy the entire time. Her lascivious descriptions were deliberately lurid and over the top. It was actually pretty entertaining and sexy to listen to her go on and on about how hot it looked watching me ‘split the demon in half’ with my ‘massive cleaving sword’, and she’d gotten the blushing Sidhe to move right next to us so she could get a better view of the action.

It was right after the last aftershocks of my orgasm faded that I happened to catch a flash of motion in the corner of my eye and watched as Tzila returned from the next apartment over and walked into the room.

* * *

I felt like kind of an asshole.

Tzila had made a surprisingly decent case for not having been bothered by what she walked in on.

She’d known that I was having sex with the other women in the house, and swore to me that she didn’t have a problem with that. She’d explained that she had grown up with vastly different standards and ideas about marriage, as well as a much more casual approach towards sex and nudity. It was really only in the last few hundred years that sex had turned into a private affair, and her upbringing predated that by an order of magnitude.

She was very candid in her explanation, and had added that in order to behave as a good member of my house rather than a guest, she wanted to ensure that none of us felt like her presence was an imposition. That included us not needing to restrict our behaviors just because she was here.

“Jack, this is your home. I understand incredibly well what it is like to not feel as though you have a place where you can relax and be yourself. You also were quite clear on the requirement to sate your demon’s needs, and I do not wish to feel responsible for anything which makes that a hardship. You do not need to curtail your indulgences on my behalf.”

She didn’t sound happy about it, exactly, but not only did I not have a decent counterargument for her, I also didn’t want to diminish her ability to make decisions for herself.

So instead, I just felt like a bit of a dick, and tried to not let that detract from what would otherwise be entertaining encounters.

For example, a few nights later, Sara had started feeling stressed about upcoming spring finals and had asked me to help take her mind off of things. She’d been pretty clear that she expected me to take full and thorough advantage of her in that time. The sexy schoolgirl outfit was a big clue, and the way that she had guided my hand under her skirt so I could feel how smooth her freshly shaved pussy was had not been subtle.

We hadn’t made it very far after I completed the mind affecting ritual that would reward Sara for obeying me for the next day or so. I was balls deep in my landlady’s enthusiastically juicy cunt while she was bent over the kitchen table when Tzila walked into the living room, with the slap of my hips against her tightly athletic ass filling the apartment.

I tried my best to ignore the arrival of the Jinn, but given the way her glowing eyes bored into the scene in front of her, that wasn’t especially easy.

The enthusiastic moans as Sara clamped down around my cock helped, but even as I slammed myself deep inside her and pumped out a load of cum, I found my attention pulled towards the woman waiting patiently for us to finish up in the kitchen so she could get herself a drink. My charmed partner, if anything, was even more wildly enthusiastic for having an audience when she milked out the contents of my balls, but I couldn’t help but feel as though there had to be a better way.


CHAPTER TWELVE


Things came to a head at a dinner party.

Aubrette’s efforts had come to fruition. Thanks not only to the Sidhe, but also Trudy and Zarina, I had woken up one morning and been excitedly informed that I was now a somewhat wealthy man.

At least in theory.

In practice, while my finances were well improved and I would have access to more spending money than before, realistically I would need to keep working. Properties like the one Zarina and Aubrette wanted—the former for the grounds on which to place her wards, the latter for her insistence that her Liege deserved a house befitting his station—weren’t cheap. They had upkeep and taxes which would need to be paid, and while some of that would be offset by the investments Trudy had made with Aubrette’s input, it wasn’t likely to be enough to live on without the additional income my services could bring.

It wasn’t as though I was actually going to wind up buying a grand old English manor that would require a staff of scullery maids to keep it tidy, anyway, no matter what the Sidhe might have suggested. The fact that she’d been wearing a worryingly serious expression at the time was probably irrelevant, because I was pretty sure there weren’t any grand manors in the area that were on the market in the first place.

I had done my best to nod along at the appropriate moments even though I went through a bit of an existential crisis as Aubrette explained what all the shockingly large numbers on the piece of paper she’d handed me represented.

Then Cindy found a way to bring me back to the present day by crawling between my legs and whispering lewd promises to my dick until the sheer absurdity of it finally caught my attention.

I hadn’t even felt guilty when I’d wound up grabbing her by the hair and slamming her face down over my cock. The Sin Demon had been wildly enthusiastic about having me fuck her throat, and after swallowing my cum, she’d crawled up onto my lap to whisper hotly in my ear and ask when I was going to do it again.

To celebrate my newfound wealth I’d decided to throw a party. The occasion called for a fancy dinner somewhere nice, drinks, and maybe dancing after. That dancing might need to be at home, given some of the dancers in question, but I was prepared to be flexible on the topic.

Aubrette had budgeted out some cash for actual event planning and we’d gone out for a bit of retail celebration. Part of that had involved several gorgeous women modeling in brand new dresses for me, and I discovered that waiting outside a changing room was a lot less tedious when I knew there was not only an insatiable blonde but also a well built redhead in the stalls, and that they were squeezing themselves into something slinky and exciting for my benefit.

In a way, the whole experience felt very Hollywood, and I wasn’t sure if that was because it seemed like something from a movie or because of the reputation The City of Angels had for dramatic over-indulgence.

Maybe both.

For some reason the thought actually helped me to accept reality.

It had called to mind a conversation I’d had with Cindy in the months prior to Aubrette’s arrival, when it had just been the two of us. The little demon had spent some time explaining her understanding and perspective on the Sin that was her very nature.

From Cindy’s perspective, Sin was necessary for mankind. Without Sin to drive us out of stasis, without the impulse to improve things for ourselves, humanity never would have achieved our current global spread. Sin might not be a particularly altruistic motivator, but it has ever been a powerful one, and many of our accomplishments had been driven by inherently self-serving goals.

On the one hand, I wasn't ready to blow through my money like a Hollywood star off my first big break. I’d heard that most big lottery winners wound up squandering their money within a few years, and I didn’t want to wake up five years down the road and find out that I had lost every penny.

On the other hand, Cindy was right—I deserved to do some things that made me happy. Celebrating my good luck was a good idea. I had more than one financial advisor who was going to help keep my spending in check, so I didn’t need to listen to the voice in the back of my head that tried its hardest to convince me to hoard every dollar in case I wasn’t able to keep my business going the way I had.

If that voice had its way—if I completely ignored the lure of Sin—I’d never be able to enjoy the good fortune that had come my way.

I asked Aubrette to set a budget for a party and make whatever plans felt appropriate to a celebration, and then made a point of not asking about the exact cost of anything. Even when she went as far as renting a party bus for the night.

The surprisingly well-stocked bar inside seemed more than a little extravagant, but once everyone piled inside and started drinking and chatting I managed to just relax and enjoy myself in the company of several gorgeous women, and the evening’s festivities got off to a relatively auspicious start.

The Sidhe had booked us a couple of rooms at a small event center and arranged for a catered dinner rather than trying to book a private room at a restaurant. It meant our menu had been set ahead of time, and while we wouldn’t be able to order food based on our mood that evening, there had been very few restrictions on the kinds of food we could request beforehand.

A good portion of the conversation on the drive over had revolved around dishes we were excited to try, and I got to watch Tzila’s face light up with joy as she described a dish she hadn’t had in centuries—some kind of Moroccan chicken—without even a hint of the cold shoulder she’d been showing me since she’d arrived.

The Jinn continued to get along well with everyone in the house, except for me. She remained cordial and polite, and had even been reasonably good-natured about the idea of a party, and my Gift had insisted that her behavior was a good thing. I couldn’t quite see how, though, and the fact that she appeared to get along with the rest of the household while probably hating me had me questioning my own interpretation of my augury.

Tzila had seemed a little excited about the idea of dancing, though, and she wore a smile for the entire ride to the dinner, so I was prepared to accept that maybe she just felt some tension because of the power I held over her, and maybe if I gave her long enough she’d get over it. I still had no intention of actually abusing that power if I could avoid it, and while I didn’t expect her to forget that the power imbalance was there, maybe with enough time we’d learn to overcome it.

* * *

The dinner Aubrette arranged was incredible.

I have no idea how she found the catering company that she’d booked, but their service was immaculate and the food was incredible. We’d been escorted into a room already laid out for our use, with plentiful hors d'oeuvres on silver platters and a well-stocked bar, then informed that entrées would be delivered in an hour.

Then we were left to our own devices without any of the caterers or venue staff hanging around in the room to watch our behavior, leaving us free to relax and enjoy ourselves with the drinks and food.

Rose almost immediately attached herself to the bar. The Puca declared herself the ‘marquess bartender of the evening’ and backed it up by spinning a bottle on the palm of each of her hands in a shocking display of dexterity, that she followed by grabbing a tumbler and starting to mix some drinks.

The sound system in the room had been set to play a decent list of danceable tunes, and we had access to the volume controls if we wanted to turn it down enough to actually talk. There wasn’t exactly a dance floor, but a corner of the room had been left open. No one headed in that direction immediately, but as I watched Rose hand out one fruity blue drink after another I figured it was only a matter of time.

To start, though, we spread out across the room to sample the spread of fantastic food, enjoy some conversation, and show off how good we all looked in our brand new outfits. The tuxedo I wore felt surprisingly good on my magically enlarged frame. My physique had taken a turn towards ‘cut and athletic’ thanks to Cindy’s magic, and with the black and white suit on I felt ready to start a career as an action hero—or maybe a British spy.

Cindy had gone with a classic and was rocking a little black dress that leaned on the word ‘little’—the hemline barely passed her narrow hips, and revealed a dangerous amount of her slender thighs.

Aubrette looked regal in glossy forest green satin, while Zarina wore red that hugged her curves. The former looked, admittedly, just a little stressed about ensuring everything was going smoothly, but the latter was doing a good job of pointing out the smiles on everyone’s faces. She herself was obviously having a good time, and while the concoction Rose had mixed for her was green instead of blue, I was pretty sure it was no less potent.

The Puca had stuck with her preferred Gothic approach, but had introduced me to an aesthetic that she referred to as ‘Gothic Lolita.’ The outfit she wore included a corset that further exaggerated her curves. I wasn’t entirely sure that she hadn’t actually tapped into her Glamour to fit into it, but it went incredibly well with the rest of her attire.

Everything she wore was layered, frilly skirt after frilly skirt, lace after lace, and all of it was black. She looked like the nineteen-eighties Goth scene had decided to invade Victorian England by way of fashion.

As interpreted by Japan.

Which, it turned out, was exactly what she was going for.

The devious look on her face told me that she knew she could keep things lively if she mixed the drinks right, and it took less than fifteen minutes before she had us playing party games while we chowed down on finger food and appetizers after a second—or in some cases third—round of drinks.

We started off with a classic—Never-Have-I-Ever—and stuck with it for much longer than I expected. Not that I didn’t enjoy the game the last time I’d played, but the explanations everyone had to share when we quizzed them about their answers lead to some of the most entertaining stories I’d ever heard.

Not only were Sara and I the only ones at the table who had never stolen a goat, but the circumstances that lead to the thefts were wildly different and complicated, and all of them required at least a little exposition just to understand what was going on.

Aubrette had needed several minutes just to give us the basic backgrounds that had led to the feud of the people involved, the location, and the goat. The actual tale of the theft carried us halfway to dinner, at which point Tzila chimed in with her own tale. Hers needed to start with a quick history lesson, though, because it happened about two millennia ago somewhere in China.

Despite the need to add context, the tale was genuinely entertaining. Tzila had a great storytelling style that kept everyone engaged by adding just the right amount of detail at relevant moments to make sure we were able to follow along without adding too much unnecessary context and fluff.

The Jinn was a fascinating treasure trove of knowledge, but her perspective was strangely distorted by the lens through which she’d been forced to view time. I learned that she was older than me by thousands of years, but she had only experienced a fraction of it herself. It still accounted for hundreds of years of life, but they’d been spent scattered across the globe, in dozens of different cultures, across a nearly random set of slices of time.

She sometimes didn’t learn what happened to her former Masters. More than once, she’d been dismissed to the ring, where time passed for her in the blink of an eye as though asleep, and then summoned again a heartbeat later to a face she’d never seen, fifty years and hundreds of miles away.

It had made it challenging to make real friends even among the previous bearers of the ring that she had liked, which did go a long way towards explaining her reticence to relax, though I was still pretty sure there was more to it than that alone.

And, in the times when she was awake, she had ultimately accumulated a massive collection of stories. She was still explaining the final outcome of her theft of the goat when our entrées were delivered. As she concluded her story we gathered around the table to take our seats and enjoy our meals.

Once we were done with the exquisite dinner, we changed games. Cindy had picked it from a printout Aubrette brought along just in case we needed inspiration, and looked gleeful about something as she read out the rules.

The rules for Two Truths And A Lie were relatively simple. We’d start a round by picking someone at random. That person would pick someone else, and the second person needed to make three statements. Two of them had to be genuinely true, and one of them had to be technically false, although the rules were a little non-specific about how technical you needed to be.

The first person then guessed which statement was false. If they got it wrong, the liar became the guesser and picked someone else. If they got it right, they won a forfeit—the printout suggested the liar took a drink, but added that you could get creative if you wanted to spice things up.

I had to shoot down the first three of Cindy’s spiced-up suggestions for the forfeit, but we all ultimately agreed that if the liar was caught out, they would answer any one question the guesser asked, honestly.

It was still going to wind up getting lewd, but at least this way the Sin Demon wouldn’t have an excuse to strip anyone else naked before dessert got here.

Rose mixed up a fresh round of drinks and we got into the game with a warm glow of liquor and good company, accompanied by a surprisingly decent playlist of music in the background.

* * *

The first time around the table set the tone and helped get everyone warmed up. It was easy to think of minor lies to tell about myself, the challenge was in picking the truths that accompanied them. The trick was to pick out things about yourself that the guesser didn’t know, but which sounded plausible, so you could invent a third thing that didn’t stand out in comparison.

For example, when I presented my three statements, Rose was able to use the facts she already knew about me—that even as a teen, I’d wanted to use magic to make a living rather than following a more ‘traditional’ path—to correctly surmise that my grades in high school had been terrible. Of the remaining two choices, though, she believed that it was less likely for me to never have eaten an oyster than to have had my first kiss with a girl when I was seven.

She guessed the oyster, and I got to explain to her that I’d kissed one of my childhood friends, Sharon, when I was four. My parents never let me live it down, since they’d wandered in while we were kissing, and thought it was adorable.

Then it was the Puca’s turn as the liar and she chose Zarina as the guesser. The choice might not have been the best one, though, because the wizard only had to deliberate for a few moments before accurately assessing that Rose’s claims that she had once managed to burn water and had taken up sewing because she was tired of shopping for bras were both accurate, while her statement that her first prank was played on a boy she liked was false.

“I’ve seen you in the kitchen, Rose, there’s a reason we ask Aubrette to conjure food instead of letting you cook. In contrast, in order for your first prank to have been on a boy you liked, you would’ve needed to start playing pranks sometime after you started liking boys, and I don’t think I can believe that to have been the case.”

The intricately dressed fairy hadn’t been terribly upset to have been caught out, though, which made me wonder if she was secretly plotting something. She had chosen Zarina, one of the most clever and insightful people at the table, as her first guesser, and I had a sneaking suspicion that was a deliberate choice made to convince future guessers that she was easy to see through.

The question Zarina asked wasn’t even especially embarrassing, and Rose might have been banking on the wizard’s generally sweet and respectful nature in her schemes. “I wasn’t there on Halloween night last year. If Jack hadn’t been wearing Sidhe silver, and you had managed to exhaust him with your ride that evening, what would you have done?”

“Oh, that one’s easy!” The Puca was, as far as I could tell, basically shameless, so I didn’t even think she was trying to avoid answering questions—she just liked the nature of the competition and really wanted to win.

“I’d already decided to take him for another ride, if you know what I mean. I’d seen the way he was staring at the girls-“ a gesture towards her massive rack let me know that it wasn’t the other women in the club she was referring to, “-so I figured he wouldn’t be too upset. My original plan was to use the ride to get him away from the two hangers on so I’d have him to myself. Not that I was opposed to them joining in, per se, but I was in the mood for sausage, not oysters, on that particular occasion.”

That brought a round of laughter that we could all join in on, and things moved quickly from there.

The caterers had told us that they’d be back in ninety minutes after they delivered our main courses, and by the time we had each taken our first turns as the liar they were due back any second.

Rose had kept the drinks flowing—with a professional chauffeur we didn’t have to worry about designated drivers—so both the statements the liars had made, and the questions the guessers had asked, had been getting progressively more outrageous as the game progressed.

It helped that most of the people at the table had some genuinely unbelievable life stories to draw on. It wasn’t hard to conceal a believable lie when the truth you were comparing it to involved a field full of centaurs in the middle of a fertility ritual.

That one had been in Zarina’s second set of statements, and her apprentice had failed to correctly intuit that it was actually entirely true.

“No, I don’t think my father had any idea it was going to go on. We were supposed to be meeting with the herd to discuss the details of a treaty that had been put in place a few hundred years before, but he’d been so worried that the calendar they were using didn’t match up to ours perfectly that we arrived three days early just to be safe. From the look on his face, the field full of surprisingly busty centaur mares running around topless didn’t exactly bother him but he didn’t want his sixteen year old baby girl to see quite that much horse cock.”

I had nearly snorted out my drink at that announcement, and Rose let out a guffaw that they probably heard in the next room over at the wistful look on Zarina’s face as she added, “Educational, though…”

The trouble started when Tzila chose Cindy as her guesser.

The Jinn had successfully guessed that of Sara’s three statements—that her first crush was a member of a boy band, that her first date had involved her padding her bra, and that she had wanted to be a princess growing up, the one about the boy band had been the lie.

“It is hardly a stretch to imagine you wishing to be a princess, Miss Sara, and while I do not believe you would feel the need to augment your assets today, young women are not always confident in their physiques. Given what you have previously told me about your view of musicians, however, I believe your first crush to have been someone else.”

Sara had sighed wistfully and spent about a minute waxing poetic about Rogue from the X-Men cartoon before she wrapped up, “-that accent, that streak in her hair, the romantic tragedy of never being allowed to touch the ones she loved, it just- mmm! She did it for me.”

Tzila had spent her question asking the new apprentice wizard why she had initially chosen to request that I demonstrate my magic on her by bending her to my will. I realized that the topic hadn’t ever come up before, so while the ring-bound woman had been informed that Sara was submitting to my rituals entirely voluntarily, the details of how that got started were new to her.

Sara’s re-telling of her request to be occasionally magically bound to me got pretty raunchy, though, and that led to Zarina explaining how she had detected the magic and showed up ready to put a stop to my wicked ways, only to wind up charming herself when her spell rebounded off of me instead. The Jinn was still staring off into space with a contemplative expression on her face when Cindy prompted her to pick a guesser.

The Sin Demon hadn’t had a turn in the round yet, so she was the one Tzila chose. She contemplated for a moment before finally proclaiming, “My favorite sweet is Makroudh El Louse. The finest entertainment I have seen was a production of The Arcadians. I have never ridden a horse.”

Cindy sounded absolutely certain as she responded without even a hint of hesitation, “The second statement is the lie.”

The look of surprise on the Jinn’s face told me that the answer was correct, and when she shot a quizzical look towards the Sin Demon, the latter was quick to explain. “The horse one is almost believable, since you can fly and wouldn’t have had any reason to ride on your own, but you mentioned a former Master a week ago and spent some time complaining about his fondness for horses. While you implied that you spent some time atop the ‘sweaty beasts’ yourself, you never actually said it outright. I have had Makroudh El Louse myself, and they are well worthy of the Gluttony they can inspire. That left the question of whether or not The Arcadians could be your favorite performance, and since I saw the look on your face when Rose chose Secretary for our movie night last week, even if the play was your favorite at one time I do not believe that it is now.”

Tzila’s brow furrowed in consternation. She rather primly corrected, “You guessed the lie but not the truth of it. The troupe who performed The Arcadians was the subject of a Bargain with Mistress Janssens thanks to their director and as a result I was able to observe several of their performances. While I enjoyed watching the woman who played Sombra in The Arcadians, she was far more compelling as Katherina Minola and her portrayal remains my favorite performance to this day.”

Cindy waved off the correction with a dismissive gesture, only to be overtaken by a look of wicked glee. “Excellent. Then for my question, I will ask you this: what was the nature of the sexual fantasy to which you most recently masturbated to orgasm, and how did you get yourself off when you explored it?”

I was pretty sure that was two questions, and I had no desire to force the Jinn to answer either of them. There had been more than one raunchy tale shared already, but I didn’t think Tzila was especially keen to join in.

Before I was able to raise my voice to try to reign in the Sinful demon’s question, though, the answer was already tumbling past the Jinn’s lips.

“It was in the room I have claimed in the rear apartment. I had budgeted an extra fifteen minutes into the time I needed to get ready, and when my mind began to wander I decided to take advantage of it.”

Tzila had a pretty good storyteller’s cadence to her voice, and I found myself drawn in by her words.

“I lay on my back on the bed and hiked my skirt up above my hips so I could touch myself, and given the nature of my idle musings I was unsurprised to discover myself already slick and ready. As I began to play with my cunt, my idle musings turned to full fledged fantasies.”

The Jinn continued staring straight at Cindy, even as all eyes in the room focused on her face.

“In my mind’s eye I saw Jack grow frustrated with my continued impertinence until he finally overcame his reticence and decided to make use of the power he holds over me. I spent the next few minutes teasing my pussy as I envisioned some increasingly inventive ways he might force me to humiliate myself, starting with being commanded to beg for the privilege of servicing my Master, only for the sadistic asshole to feign disinterest and order me to demonstrate the sincere nature of my need.”

Tzila finally broke her gaze away from the Sin Demon who had raised the question and turned it on me. The look on her face had been surprisingly bland, given the nature of her tale, but when she switched her attention to me it was anything but.

I wasn’t sure if the expression she wore was anger, hatred, or desperation. Her glowing electrum irises locked onto my face and refused to let go, even as she continued in excruciating detail.

“My fantasy became somewhat less coherent then, as my arousal grew. I moved from teasing myself to rubbing circles over my clit in increasing desperation as I thought about the humiliations I might be forced to endure—in my head, one moment I was forced to pleasure every member of my Master’s harem with my tongue for the privilege of being allowed to use my mouth to clean his organ after he used me. The next saw me naked, forbidden clothing entirely so Jack could make free use of any part of my body whenever the whim struck him.”

Despite myself, I found myself shifting in my seat as my pants grew tight.

“My orgasm approached swiftly at that point, and I began to imagine being forced to beg my Master to defile my royal womb with his mortal seed. When I reached orgasm, it was to the image of him granting that request.”

I had complicated feelings about the fact that an attractive woman had just described, in lurid and descriptive detail, playing with herself to a fantasy of me degrading and humiliating her, while she all but hate-fucked me with her eyes.

Unfortunately, I didn’t get the chance to explore them in peace.

“Woooo! Hell yeah, sister, get it!” Just as Cindy yelled out a somewhat tasteless response, the doors to the room burst open so that several of the caterers could pour in. The lead woman paused just a few paces later, but only for long enough to use a long lighter to ignite the contents of the pan she held in her other hand.

When we were placing our orders, I had mentioned that I remembered seeing other people in restaurants getting brought dishes and desserts that were on fire, but I’d never experienced it myself, and the head caterer—the same pleasantly plump blonde woman approaching now, in fact—had suggested bananas foster as a dessert.

As much as I wanted to keep my attention on the Jinn across the table, it was hard to focus on her as a pan full of flaming bananas approached my face.

I did my best to be appropriately receptive to the showy presentation, and the intense smell of burning rum and sugar from the flambé made for an exciting show. By the time the alcohol had cooled off and the flames died down, Tzila was seated next to Rose with a fresh drink in her hand as she chatted amicably with the Puca.

As though she sensed my eyes on her, she shot me an absolutely viperous glare and I reeled back in surprise, then felt even more confused when the Jinn went right back to her conversation without pause.

The whole scene felt surreal. I had questioned my sanity more than once since Cindy arrived in my life, but this might have been a new extreme.

Eventually, the siren allure of butter and sugar melted over bananas and ice cream managed to pull me back into the moment. I dug in with a spoon and entered some kind of fugue state, because the next thing I knew I was scraping the last of the sauce from the bottom of the plate.

* * *

Despite the potential hiccup, the party actually proceeded pretty much according to Aubrette’s plan. Drinks continued to flow, there was some dancing at the event hall, but eventually Cindy decided that we needed to ‘go make everyone Envious’ and we somewhat unsteadily made our way towards the waiting bus.

While I now knew that the nightclub where I’d met Rose was a prowling ground for Cherto’s vampires, we had a peace treaty in place. Apparently that meant something like VIP treatment there, because when we pulled up, rather than waiting in line we were ushered inside immediately. It had been a short enough drive that things hadn’t had time to get especially rowdy on the ride over, but from Cindy’s increasingly excited antics, I wasn’t certain that the trip home would be quite so tame.

I think Cindy was topped up on Envy just from the looks of the people waiting in line as I marched past them surrounded by the six hottest women in the city.

The next few hours passed in a blur of drinking, dancing, and a Sin Demon who was getting increasingly handsy—and not just with me. First Rose, then Zarina, and finally Sara wound up dancing with the blonde in front of me, but I had to tell her to tone it down when the latter pair wound up tongue-deep in each other’s mouths as they all but auditioned for a threesome with me.

Several drinks and some of my own dancing later, I changed my mind and started searching the two of them out again. The interior of the club was packed, and while we were mostly still in a loose cluster in one corner of the dance floor, it still took about thirty minutes to shepherd the group back towards the party bus. The cool air outside the club felt incredible after the heat of the press of bodies inside, then Sara stumbled into me and a few moments later I had her wrapped in my arms as I tasted her incredible lips.

Aubrette guided the two of us towards the door to our ride, and I wound up seated just inside the bus with Sara and Cindy flanking me. The two were lip to lip as they leaned over my body, and I rested one hand on each of their backs as everyone else filed on so we could head out.

Last to enter was Tzila. She’d participated in the dancing to an extent, but she’d never strayed far from the group. I had also noticed that she rarely had her hands empty, and when she climbed up into the bus and plopped down across from me, her motions were slightly unsteady.

When Sara finally broke her lips from the Sin Demon’s and the two started to slide my shirt up my chest so they could expose the skin and start to kiss their way up my body, the Jinn suddenly blinked in surprise and stared at me as though she had only just realized that I was there.

Cindy’s nimble fingers began to undo the buttons on my shirt, one after another, and soon I had two sets of lips on my skin as she and Sara kissed along my exposed chest. It made me feel cocky—or perhaps Prideful—and the fact that Tzila was staring at me open-mouthed from no more than five feet away prompted me to action.

I put on my best, most confident smile and asked, “Hey- that thing you said earlier-”

“Absolutely not.”

Tzila didn’t even wait for me to finish a full sentence before interrupting me.

Cindy and Sara weren’t deterred by the denial. The two kept switching back and forth from kissing my chest to each other, and while it made for slow progress, I wasn’t about to complain.

I couldn’t even bring myself to remove the hand that was creeping into my lap. I wasn’t sure whose it was, and my pants remained fastened shut, but fingers wrapped around my shaft through the fabric and I let out a soft moan of approval.

The Jinn was still staring at me and I couldn’t help but ask, “OK- I just- you said you were waiting on me to force the issue, and if you want something-“

This time when I stopped talking, it was because Sara was trying to work her tongue into my mouth. I kissed her back, and Tzila took advantage of the interruption to speak.

“I do not want something. I do not want you to do those things I said. I will never ask you to do so. The thought is unimaginable, and I think I would rather die.” Her tone started icy, but anger and frustration bubbled up as she spoke.

She didn’t tear her eyes away from where Cindy had started to unzip my fly, though, and as the demon’s multicolored hair began to lower into my lap I managed to break free of Sara’s mouth to ask, “Then why did you answer-“

“Because you ordered me to tell the truth! You commanded me to be honest the first day we met, Jack, and have never rescinded it. No matter how much I might have wanted to lie about it, you forced me to reveal the truth. No matter how much I hated it!” The Jinn was yelling now, and the sound drew everyone else’s attention. Almost everyone else, at least.

Only Cindy ignored her, in favor of a much closer prize.

“I hate you, Jack! I hate the things I feel about you! I hate the fact that I can’t stop thinking about your- you- your filthy human cock.”

The fact that my erection broke into view as my bound demon fished it free of my fly might have been a coincidence, but I wouldn’t have put any money on it. Cindy had kept up with everyone else drink for drink, but the Sin Demon didn’t experience intoxication the way the rest of us did, so I knew she was stone-cold sober.

Tzila was still building steam, though. “I don’t want you to make me beg. I don’t want you to use me. I don’t want to do what she-“ I felt hot lips wrap around the head of my erection, my focus was fixed on the burning golden eyes that stared at me with wild desperation. “-is doing, no matter what the thought of it does to my loins. I don’t-“

Several of the windows on the bus had been left open for the drive home. The evening was cool, but after hours indoors it had been a pleasant change.

As Tzila continued to shout, her form grew less cohesive. Her fair skin shifted briefly to a shade of sky-blue as she finished, “I do not want the things I want, Jack, and I don’t want you!”

The conclusion came out in a shout as the Jinn exploded into smoke. She swirled into a cloud, then spiraled out of the window of the bus into the night until a moment later she was gone completely.

My eyes swept across the bus in disbelief, and I took in a variety of baffled expressions. No one seemed to know how to respond—except for Cindy, who, undeterred, started to slide her mouth down, slowly but surely, until she had engulfed the full length of my dick.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN


When Tzila didn’t make an appearance at breakfast the morning after the party, I figured she needed some time to herself.

Sara, Zarina and I were all suffering from mild to moderate hangovers that morning. Aubrette and Rose, despite drinking at least as heavily as we mortals, got to enjoy the perks of their Fae nature and suffered only mild aches and pains. I took advantage of that freely by having them arrange for coffee and breakfast for everyone, and at nine am we scattered across the kitchen and living room with donuts and various mugs and cups in hand, and I bit into something filled with lemon jelly with a vengeance.

I chewed savagely for a few moments, then swallowed, and announced to the room, “I don’t know what the fuck to do about Tzila.”

Her behavior was, honestly, maddening. I wanted to do right by her—she was a victim of literal centuries of imprisonment and forced magical slavery—but she had made it extremely clear that while she could behave herself and even get along just fine as a member of my house, she wanted nothing to do with me, personally.

I could even understand her apparent hatred, if I thought about things from her perspective. If I’d been the one forced to perform like some kind of trained animal, only to get shoved back in a cage when I was done, I probably wouldn’t be able to be even as civil as she generally was, even if the person holding my leash was doing their best to treat me reasonably well.

What I couldn’t deal with was whatever the fuck had gone on last night.

“I wish you the best of luck with figuring that out, but I need to get back to my office for a while.” Sara put action to words and spread a few kisses around the room as she made her way out the front door.

“Do you feel that you need to do something about Tzila, Master?” Zarina was using a knife and fork to eat her donut, and as much as I wanted to make fun of her for it, I couldn’t summon the energy.

“I mean- yes?” I intended it to come out as a statement, but could tell as soon as I finished that I sounded uncertain and would need to elaborate. “She’s not happy here, clearly. I thought she was doing OK, but her behavior was not that of a content and well balanced woman. Like- I don’t think that merits being banished to her ring all the time and I don’t want to just give her away like some kind of trinket to be passed around, but-”

“-but she threatens to poison the harmony of your house in an unacceptable way.” Aubrette’s tone held no malice, but she very elegantly spelled out the point I’d been struggling to phrase.

I pointed at her to indicate my agreement. “That.” Then, because I was in the company of several intelligent and capable women I followed up the point by asking, “So what do I do about it? Until last night, I thought she was starting to fit in pretty well, but that…”

I trailed off and shook my head. Then I took another big bite of my donut and chewed slowly in contemplation.

Zarina gestured with her fork as she swallowed, and stated, “Master, I do have an alternative, if you wish to consider it.”

The wizard was not a woman who lacked confidence, in herself or her ideas, so the hesitance in her tone caused me to sit up and pay attention. I didn’t think she’d suggest a plan that she thought would fail, which made me guess that her hesitation was less about its chances of success and more how I’d react.

I nodded anyway. “I wouldn’t have asked if I didn’t want to hear your answer.”

Zarina’s slightly bloodshot eyes met mine for a moment, before she lowered them for a significant glance at the silver ring I still wore. “You could give Tzila’s ring to Wizard Malle. My grandfather.”

The answer sat in my stomach like a lump of frozen lead.

I knew that she was right. I’d only met the man once, but everything I had seen and heard about Amari Malle told me that he could almost certainly be trusted to responsibly handle the recalcitrant Jinn. Sure, he was more than a little set in his ways, and Zarina’s description of her meetings and lessons with him painted a picture of a rather cold and ruthless man, but his personal power was sufficiently vast that he wouldn’t feel obligated to exploit Tzila for his own gain. Especially if his granddaughter asked him to treat her well.

My head throbbed, and I chased down a mouthful of donut with some coffee. I’d popped a couple of Advil first thing in the morning, but they hadn’t really started to kick in.

A sigh escaped my lips and I shrugged. “That could work. Do you think-” I trailed off as I tried to find the best way to phrase the question. I didn’t want to insult Zarina’s grandfather, but it was also important to get a truthful and realistic answer. “Do you think he would be willing to actually put in a good faith effort to free her?”

Given the things Tzila had told me about her long-term goals, the question was a loaded one. The idea of a new dynasty of Jinn didn’t sound realistic to me, but that didn’t mean Amari would see things the same way, and if he thought it would be to mankind’s detriment I doubted he would be willing to put any effort into breaking the bonds that tethered her to the ring.

Thankfully, Zarina didn’t show any signs of offense. She cut off another chunk of donut and impaled it on her fork, then waved it slowly back and forth in the air as she talked. “If my grandfather agrees to put effort into breaking Tzila free of her binding, he will do so faithfully. However, even assuming he is willing to acquiesce to that requirement, it is unlikely he will do so without cost.”

The wizard spoke slowly and carefully, with obvious thought put into her words. Given the assured way she normally talked, it drew all the more attention to the fact that she was taking the question seriously and doing her best to give me a complete and realistic answer.

I nodded. Even having heard several of his granddaughter’s stories, I couldn’t claim to truly know Amari. I had to assume that a wizard like him didn’t accumulate the kind of vast power he could wield by sitting around collecting bottle caps—it was clear to me that the man was a potent force on the side of humanity, so I could hardly begrudge him for taking steps to make sure he didn’t waste his time on a project that ran counter to his interests. That also meant that I couldn’t just hand him Tzila’s ring and hope for the best, though, since I felt like it was my responsibility to give her the best outcome I could manage.

There was still the matter of my Gift, too. After Tzila’s behavior last night, I was ready to assume that my inherent magic just didn’t work when it concerned her. Even as the Jinn had fled out the window of a moving bus, the reading I got remained a deep consistent blue.

“Do you know what your grandfather might want in exchange for making that agreement?” As soon as I finished speaking, I took a sip of coffee and swirled it around my mouth. Between that and the donuts most of the funky taste at the back of my throat from the previous night’s festivities was starting to fade. My head still throbbed, but food and caffeine conspired to allow me to feel human again.

“If I had to guess, he would expect her to serve him faithfully and voluntarily for the remaining duration of her imprisonment.” Again, Zarina’s words were slow and deliberate, but when she finished the sentence, she paused only briefly before adding at a more normal pace, “He’s done that kind of thing before—traded service for service—and as far as I’m aware, it’s generally worked out pretty well. He would of course expect Tzila to assist him in his efforts to safeguard mankind and my family in particular, but I don’t anticipate that any of the specific tasks he would demand of her would be so onerous that she wouldn’t be able to agree.”

I took a moment to absorb her words. What she described didn’t sound ideal to me, because it meant putting Tzila back in the hands of someone who would expect her to labor under the command of her new Master, and that felt uncomfortably close to the years she had spent suffering Janssens’ heartless abuse.

On the other hand, if anyone were in a position to figure out how to undo the millennia-old enchantments of a human Wizard, it was Amari Malle. I trusted Zarina absolutely, so if she said he could be trusted to uphold his end of the bargain, handing him the ring might mean that Tzila’s efforts at least meant progress towards the ultimate goal of her own release.

It wasn’t a thrilling or satisfying solution, but if her outburst last night meant that she was actually miserably unhappy in my company, maybe things would be better this way.

Before I could say yes, Cindy’s incongruously husky voice cut in from across the room. “Master, I believe I might be able to speak here with some expertise, because I believe this is ultimately a matter of Sin.”

I perked up and turned my head to look across the room at the Sin Demon. She’d been sitting on the couch so quietly that I’d nearly forgotten that she was even in the room, but her elfin features were turned towards me now, and she wore a serious expression as she asked, “Before you surrender Tzila to another, would you permit me to speak with her and attempt to find a resolution? I believe that she is suffering from an underlying conflict and, if she could find a resolution, her behavior might ultimately be quite different.”

From time to time, I had to put in conscious effort to keep in mind that despite her delicate appearance, Cindy was more than she appeared. Not only was her body far more powerful than it seemed, the intelligence inside it was that of an ageless and alien creature, and for all her over the top antics, she possessed her own thoughts and motivations as well as a perspective that stretched back for countless years.

When I looked into her bright green eyes, she met and held my gaze.

“Do you think that if you did—if we assume that you’re able to help her work through whatever the fuck you think is going on inside of her head—that Tzila would be able to stay here and be happy? Actually- no. That’s the wrong question.”

Cindy waited patiently, and a few moments later I managed to ask the question I actually needed to have answered. “If Tzila works through whatever is going on with her, will that change things enough so that both she and I will be happy that she’s a member of my household?”

As much as I wanted to make the Jinn happy, I’d already opened my doors and extended olive branch after olive branch. If that wasn’t what she wanted or needed, at some point I was going to have to realize that I couldn’t afford to let her be my problem.

The words felt like they stuck to the back of my throat. That kind of disregard for any thinking being ran against everything I wanted to be, but in the end Tzila’s problems were her own.

Despite the meaning laden in the question, Cindy didn’t hesitate before she gave her answer.

“Yes, Master. At the very least, I believe that if she can navigate her inner conflict, it would remove the impetus for her to behave towards you as she has. I would need to speak with her to be sure, of course, but I believe that she is currently experiencing a fundamental conflict between her true nature and the circumstances in which she was raised. While, as a Jinn, her base nature is unchanging, the way it is expressed is shaped by her circumstances, and those have changed. I believe that her actions are the result of her attempting to express the beliefs and attitude which her upbringing imparted, and not her unchangeable nature.”

The expression on the Sin Demon’s delicate features was earnest, and she delivered her words with more gravitas than she typically brought to bear.

“I cannot promise that the conflict is one that can be resolved—it is possible that my read is wrong, and it is her nature to be a conflicted and prickly bitch—but if that turns out to be the case, then you can soothe your conscience with the knowledge that nothing you could do would allow her to be a harmonious member of your household and deliver her to wizard Malle so you don’t need to deal with having a resentful cunt hanging around your house all the time.”

No matter how I turned the thoughts over in my head, I couldn’t avoid the simple conclusion: Cindy was right.

I didn’t want to give Tzila away, but right now that felt like the only realistic option. If things stayed as they were, even though keeping the ring kept Tzila free from deliberate abuse, even though she got along well with everyone else here, it was at the cost of inflicting misery on myself, and I ultimately didn’t owe her that.

“Give me the chance to speak with her, and I will attempt to guide her towards a resolution of her inner conflict. If I fail, you will know that you explored every option available to you. And-“ The demon’s deep purple lips curled into a slow and Sinful smile as she continued, and her already throaty voice grew intensely smoky as she added, “-I think if I can get her to accept the part of her that she has been trying to conceal from even herself for centuries, it will be incredibly fucking hot watching you turn a prissy little Jinn princess into your personal depraved slutty maid. Fuck, Master, I can’t wait to see the bitch begging for you to cum all over her big pierced titties…”

My jaw dropped open from the whiplash of the demon’s mood. Before I could respond, the little minx had added urgently, “Plus, If I fail, I’ll promise to work with Zarina to find a way to get my own nipples pierced for you. That way you can still have a kinky pierced slut to fuck if you give her to Amari. It’ll be win-win for you…”

I couldn’t help it. I let out a laugh despite my still throbbing head and asked pointedly, “Wouldn’t you do that—enthusiastically work with Zarina to find a way to get your nipples pierced—if I so much as intimated I’d find it hot, let alone gave you a command to do so?”

The tiny blonde responded by whipping up the front of the tight t-shirt she wore to reveal the little pert mounds of flesh beneath. She grasped her little tits, then pinched her nipples hard, as she all but moaned, “Fuck, Master, think how good they’d look with little rings through them- you could tie weights to them and make me jog around for you. Or- or chain them to the floor and order me to suck your cock, just to watch the way I had to stretch them and tug at the chain to get to that monster you keep in your pants-”

I laughed again and waved at the door leading to the other apartment. “OK, OK, just checking.”

This felt like it was a setup, somehow, but I was about ready to give up on the Jinn, so I gave in. “Yes, if you can talk to Tzila and figure out what needs to happen to get her to fit in, great. I’d rather we find out how to accommodate her here, if only for the sake of my conscience, but we have to do something or I’m going to need to reach out to Zarina’s grandfather.”

At the sound of motion in the room I cracked one eye open and glanced to the side as Cindy all but leapt up from the couch, without bothering to pull her shirt down. She glanced over to make sure I was looking, shook her chest at me once more, then all but ran to the door.

Before she made her exit, I called after her, “Don’t be weird about it. Like, I get that you have your own standards, but try to be chill.”

I paused when I realized the instructions didn’t exactly fit the Sin Demon, then amended, “You know what, disregard that. Do your best to find a solution, whatever you can come up with, that will work and that will make me happy. That includes making sure that you, and everyone else here, will be happy.”

Cindy froze in the doorway and turned to look at me with a surprisingly earnest expression on her face. “Master, I will do everything in my power to do so. Few things would please me more than finding a way to allow Tzila to find her blissful and happy place in your home-”

She tugged her shirt back into place and turned towards the other apartment. As she walked off, I just barely caught a few more words she added in a sing-song tone, “-at your feet.”

It took longer than I expected for Cindy to emerge.

Nearly six hours went by while the Sin Demon remained sequestered with Tzila.

In the meantime, basically everyone else went off to work on a different project—Sara was at work, Zarina buried herself in her studies, Rose tended to her sewing and Aubrette went back to whatever it was she was working on with my laptop, and I found myself suddenly with nothing to do.

I had a couple appointments queued up for the following day—one couple who wanted to discuss a matter of ‘family fertility’, and a man in search of a long-lost sister—but nothing on the calendar for that day. I could have spent some time trying to decode some more of the book, but decided not to. I’d reached a point in the section I was working on where I’d need some help from Zarina, and possibly Cindy to progress. Both of them were busy, and while I could’ve interrupted it didn’t seem like a priority.

Instead, I fired up my oldest game console and sat down to beat up some pixelated bad guys.

Almost as soon as I did, I found my mind wandering. So much of my last year had been filled with activity that having a moment to just sit and relax felt strangely foreign. Even in the months where it had just been me and Cindy, having the Sin Demon around turned basically every day into an adventure.

Usually a pornographic one.

I coasted through a few rounds on muscle memory and button mashing. The 2D fighter had a story mode that pitted me against a series of progressively tougher opponents, but the first three or four of them were basically gimmes. It had been long enough since I’d played that it was good to warm up my fingers, though, and I didn’t mind taking the chance to introspect.

Recent drama and challenges aside, things had actually been going incredibly well for me. Sure, I’d gotten attacked by vampires and probably had a nigh-immortal witch plotting my demise, and now there was this whole drama with Tzila going on, but I did get to live with—as of now—six incredibly beautiful women.

Most of whom were really, incredibly enthusiastic about having sex with me.

Beyond that, though, even before the windfall of Cherto’s gold, my business had picked up enough that I no longer struggled to make rent every month. Hell, I’d gotten a bigger apartment, and then almost immediately decided that wasn’t enough space, and rented a second one as well.

That had been an incredibly good decision. Even the larger apartment still only had two bathrooms, and anyone who thinks that would be enough hasn’t ever had four women living with him. Even Cindy—whose magically crafted body didn’t bother with a digestive system and who therefore did not poop—spent more time in there than I did.

All of that, though, had been on the back of finally fulfilling my lifelong dream: supporting myself solely on the back of my magic.

In comparison, the quite frankly terrifying amount of money Cherto had casually dropped off to buy my good favor felt like less of a triumph to me. Don’t get me wrong, it was an incredible stroke of fortune, but I didn’t really feel like anything I’d done had earned it. Sure, we’d been prepared to take some action against the vampires, but we hadn’t actually done it.

It was hard to take much triumph in the plans we hadn’t carried out.

Even our victory over Josina didn’t feel- OK, no, that felt pretty amazing, but I was prouder still of having found a path to making my own way. And I was so wrapped up in that Pride that I got my ass utterly kicked by the eighth round of the story mode and had to start over.

Just as I started the second round, I heard the opening of a door down the hall, and a surprisingly husky voice calling out in a sing-song tone, “Oh, Master!”

I looked down at the head of multicolored hair bobbing up and down in my lap.

As it did, I felt the leather leash I held in my hand moving gently. The handle was a simple loop of leather, and it dangled loosely from the fingers the Sin Demon had looped it over a few minutes before. The other end was attached to the tight leather collar wrapped around her slender neck by means of a large chrome ‘D’ ring.

The collar itself was heavily padded, and—worryingly—I didn’t recognize it. I’m sure she’d had the opportunity to procure it while we were out and about, but the thought that Cindy might have been making unsupervised trips to some local sex shop wasn’t something I could rule out, and I was going to need to ask her about that soon.

It would need to wait, though, because right now the demon’s deep purple lips were fully occupied.

When she’d finished her talk with Tzila, Cindy had breezed straight past me and stepped into my bedroom. She’d emerged about a minute later, fully nude, apart from the collar still wrapped around her neck. She had very primly walked around to the front of the couch and stepped between me and the TV. Without asking, she’d leaned forward and gently plucked the controller from my hands to set it aside, then draped the end of her leash over my unresisting fingers.

Then she’d lowered herself to her knees in front of me and stated, “Master, I would like to give a full report to you, and then give you my recommendation, but first-“ She’d unzipped my pants, and fished out my cock to start to stroke it. Her arrival had been so sudden that I’d only just started to harden, but as her delicate fingers caressed along the length of my shaft, I found myself stiffening rapidly.

She used her free hand to indicate the collar she wore. “-I’d like to see if I can still shove you down my throat with this thing wrapped around it. I’m wearing it for a reason, to make a point, but I had that thought as soon as I put it on, and I’d really like to find out if you’ll even fit. And, if you do, if you think it feels better.”

That was enough to have me rock hard in the span of a few heartbeats, and she’d let out a giddy sound.

That had also been about five, maybe ten minutes ago. She hadn’t quite succeeded yet, but she was apparently convinced that if she moved herself at the right angle she’d be able to force me down her throat. She’d had to pause, occasionally. Not because she was getting tired, but because she kept distracting herself with the head of my dick. She’d loll her tongue over it and then lose herself in the act of slathering it with attention before suddenly snapping out of it and trying to shove me down her throat again.

Eventually, the sound of the ‘round lost’ music playing in a short loop in the background was repetitive enough to get me to tighten my grip on the leather I held and give a quick tug. Cindy instantly sat back on her haunches at attention, and I stared down at the shameless little seductress in consternation.

Then I leaned over and hit a button on the remote and turned off the TV.

When I straightened, I stared down at the Sin Demon between my legs.

Bright green eyes met mine. The moment she saw that I was looking, Cindy licked her deep purple lips deliberately to wet them, and blew me a kiss.

“Hi, Master.”

“Hi. Why are you kneeling in front of me?”

“You tugged my collar, Master.”

The demon’s words were given in a deliberately bright and cheerful tone that drew deliberate attention to the fact that she wasn’t telling me what I wanted.

Knowing her, it was a gambit—something she had done deliberately, because she was trying to provoke a specific response from me. It might have just been a sex thing- no, it certainly was a sex thing, but it might also have been more than that.

Her absurdly innocent looking face stared up at me as she blinked rapidly.

I took the bait.

My right hand reached down and grabbed the leash, close to her neck, seizing the lead and using it to tug her towards me. She gasped and lost her balance and wound up stumbling forward into the couch. Her head dipped forward to land in my lap and she found herself with her cheek pressed against the side of my cock. I tugged her leash again, and she began to nuzzle against my dick.

Soft, wet lips gave slow, sucking kisses along my shaft. Cindy pressed her hands down into the couch on either side of my legs for traction, then used them to lift herself up enough that she could start to kiss her way up my dick once more.

“You’re making a point. I assume it has something to do with Tzila?”

“Yes, Master.” Cindy paused in her kisses for long enough to give me that answer, then resumed working her way along my shaft.

“Would you like to tell me what it is?”

“Yes, Master.” Again, the words were spoken between kisses. Her lips again reached the head of my cock, but this time instead of wrapping them around it, she extended her tongue and slid it along the underside of my crown.

I shivered at the sensation. Then I frowned down at her.

“You’re doing this deliberately. You want me to do something. Well, knowing you I’m playing directly into your hands, but sure-“ I reached my arms down and wrapped my hands around the demon’s waist. With my enhanced strength, it was a simple enough matter to simply lift her bodily off the floor and pull her into my lap. She wrapped her legs around me enthusiastically as I did so, and immediately started to slide her hips forward so she could rub herself along the underside of my shaft.

“-I’ll play along. Cindy, this is an order. I want you to tell me what you talked about with Tzila—in summary—and then give the recommendation that you said you had to give.”

“Yes, Master!”

Even as she spoke, the Sinful blonde remained a squirming armful of delightful, eager woman. She wriggled her way up my chest despite the squeeze of my arms around her, then started to work her way back down in an attempt to line her dripping wet pussy up with the head of my cock.

“I said this morning that I believed this to be a matter of Lust and Pride, and I stand by those words. I do not believe that you would ever come to this conclusion on your own, but that the source of the conflict Tzila feels towards you is in fact buried in another conflict deep within herself.”

My arms slackened a little in surprise and Cindy took immediate advantage of that to slide herself halfway down my cock. A moan escaped my lips at the sudden embrace of her hot little pussy on my dick, and she took advantage of my further slack to plant her knees on either side of my thighs and straddle me.

Despite her physical exertions, the obedient demon slut continued providing her analysis in a surprisingly succinct fashion, even as she start to fuck me energetically. “You heard her say last night that she fingerfucked her little Jinn pussy silly thinking about you using and degrading her, right? You were paying attention to that part?”

“Smartass.” I slapped Cindy’s pert little backside hard enough to make a surprisingly loud cracking noise, only for her to respond to the gesture by leaning forward to press her little tits against me as she moaned loudly, then deliberately sank back to fully impale herself on my shaft.

“Fuuuuck, yes, Master. Right, so, my theory, based on the Sins the—by the way, frequently horny—bitch gives off, I asked her if that was a frequent fantasy of hers. She’s still compelled to be honest, by the way—I personally think you should keep her that way, for reasons I intend to make clear, but that should also help you evaluate my advice.”

My hands slid up the blonde’s hips and wrapped around her waist, but I made no attempt to hinder her motions. She started to slide herself back up along my cock on her own in a long, smooth motion that drew her up my chest, then slammed herself down to ram my full length into the depths of her greedy little cunt with abandon, all without losing so much as a beat.

Granted, she did moan and swear a lot, but every time she did, she would return to her narrative without a hitch.

“So, chasing down that thread, I spent some time figuring out how deep that ran- fuck, about that deep, by the way-“ She ground her hips around me to emphasize the point as I felt her cunt wrap itself around the base of my cock. “-and then much, much longer-“ She emphasized this point by riding up to the very tip of my dick, “-figuring out why that was a problem.”

“Fuck. OK-“ I tried to respond, but I wasn’t having nearly as easy a time keeping my thoughts coherent. I was doing my best to follow along with the Sin Demon’s story, but the way she’d started bouncing her hips up and down in my lap as she fucked me wasn’t making that easy. “So why was it a problem?”

“Good question, Master!” She slowed down suddenly and ground her hips in tight little circles as she crawled her way up my chest so she could nuzzle in against me. “It’s sweet! In a kind of fucked up way, at least. I’ll start by saying that the problem is—she likes you!”

I couldn’t help myself. I leaned back a little into the couch so I could peer down at Cindy, but she was busy writhing against me and didn’t so much as meet my gaze. “How the fuck is this about her liking me? You heard her last night, she was pretty clear about what she wanted.”

The demon took a somewhat theatrical breath and explained, “OK, settle down, this is gonna take a minute to get through. I’d like you to stick with me through to the end, and then when I’m done with this part, I’m going to give you my recommendation. I’d like to ask you to just let me get through everything in one go, and then you can ask me any questions you have about it all in the end.”

I arched an eyebrow at her, and she finally looked up at me. She didn’t stop wiggling her hips in a tight little circle that ground every inch of her cunt down around my shaft, though.

“And let me guess, you’re going to try to time the story to my orgasm because it-“

“Because it’ll help make my point! Exactly! You’re so smart, Master. Now, anyways-“

* * *

I filled the Sin Demon’s incredibly tight, silky, welcoming cunt with a load of my hot, sticky cum, about fifteen minutes later.

It was about thirty seconds after she finished making her recommendation, as she’d spent most of that last minute slamming herself down on the full length of my shaft as she spasmed wildly around me in the midst of yet another enthusiastically vocal orgasm.

She was an artist at her craft, and I’d growled out my own orgasm in her ear by agreeing to her plan.

The plan itself was incredibly simple—break Tzila. Her Pride, specifically.

The Sin Demon’s reasoning was much less so, but she’d explained it well enough that I could follow her logic, and try as I might, I couldn’t find any flaw in it.

“Having been raised in a culture significantly different from your own, Tzila does have vastly different cultural standards. She—and I—have noticed that you seem to feel guilty about some behaviors that you display before her. If she were to walk in here while I’m enthusiastically fucking you, you’d fixate at least a bit of your attention on her while she was here. It’s your prerogative, of course, but you didn’t even notice when you got Aubrette as an audience because she hasn’t drawn attention to herself. And even now that you did, you’re getting more turned on, not less, because you think of her as a receptive audience. Which she is.”

The fact that she had, indeed, been enthusiastically bouncing on my dick at the time made giving her words the attention they deserved difficult, but I had tried. It didn’t help that Aubrette chose that moment to moan as I turned and discovered her playing with herself.

“But to her, that genuinely isn’t a problem. Public sex was just a thing that happened, and if she has to wait for you to finish fucking somebody before she talks to you, well- it’s not ideal, but it’s not like that’s anywhere close to as onerous as some of the things other Masters have made her do. No, the problem goes back to those fantasies. You see, the culture that she comes from, she might not have been the heir to the throne, but Jinn society isn’t exactly upwardly mobile and she was still pretty close to the top. It meant there were like thirty-six people in the world who could tell her what to do, but everyone else—literally everyone in her entire nation—was obligated to obey her commands.

“Not only that, but she was raised to believe it. To believe that she was worth it, that by her very nature, only those thirty-six people in the entire world should stand with their head raised in her presence. So, you can imagine, the fact that she’s had fantasies about being forced to obey, about being made to sexually service the lowest of the low—humans—for her entire life is neither terribly surprising, nor something she can easily reconcile.

“Lust and Pride war within her. They have since she was first captured and bound, and probably some time before then. Bringing us back to today, the conflict she feels was brought to a head last night. Her outburst on the ride home was the result of Tzila realizing that while she has these shameful desires for you, she also actually likes you.

“The fantasies that she revealed last night are- as far as I can tell, they’re something like a defense mechanism. You aren’t the first Master she’s had those kind of fantasies about. If she just fucks a commoner, someone far lower than her in Jinn hierarchy, it would bring her shame. If her Master takes advantage of the magic of the ring to make her hop on his dick, though, that’s not really her doing it, that’s just the magic. Now, for the most part, that would be where it ended, but then you had to go and be a decent guy. When Tzila revealed her fantasy at the party she figured that you’d show your true colors. As soon as she revealed her weakness, she just knew that thirty seconds later, she was going to have your dick in her mouth. But you didn’t.”

She’d punctuated that point by slamming herself home and just sitting there while I throbbed inside her.

“You just let her go on about her evening, even after she confessed, out loud, that she had sexual fantasies that drove her to masturbate to the thought of you fucking her in the most humiliating ways she could imagine. She hadn’t actually expressed the desire to fuck you, so you just- let it drop, until she wound up watching you in the middle of a three-some from eighteen inches away, at which point you asked- asked! If she actually wanted to live those out.

“So when she fantasizes about you turning her into your own little ‘My Princess Fucktoy’, she can actually enjoy it. But that means that her upbringing is wrong, because there’s no way she could enjoy being forced to serve a lowly human. And that’s impossible, so the fact that she wants it is nothing more than a denial of reality.”

She’d started to build up speed at this point.

“But the crux of my plan is this—her Pride is a matter of her upbringing. Her Lust is a matter of her nature. She has felt this conflict before, but it has never threatened the core of her being until now. Because of that desire, she is threatened, but also presented with an opportunity that she could never take by herself. My recommendation is that you force her to confront her upbringing by pointing out to her the fact that her kink is not her value as a person, and also that it does not devalue any of the kickass bitches you have riding your dick to do so. Like me, for example.”

Cindy’s tight little ass was really bouncing up and down in my lap by then, and I could tell that she was reaching her climax in more ways than one.

“Because you fucking own me, Master. But I kicked that overly-muscled tight little bitch’s ass out in that field in March, and the fact that you dumped a fat load of your cum in the pussy of your Puca when she was shapeshifted into my double that evening, while you fingerfucked my tight little ass until I came like a good little slut doesn’t change a thing about that. It doesn’t make me less to get off on that, and it doesn’t make her less to get off on the thought of nuzzling your fat dick under the table when she serves you coffee.

“Which she does, by the way. This girl is inventive. So here’s the thing. I think she’s halfway to figuring this out herself, but lacks the impetus, and I need you to supply it. I need you, the lowly human, to rub her nose in the fact that she does, in fact, want to be with you, specifically. I mean, like, gratuitously. I need you to actually rub her nose in it, probably literally at some point. Force her to tell you her fantasies, and then use them to make her choose.

“She can’t. Or rather, she already has. She just needs you to push her over the edge so she has to admit it to herself. Break her Pride. Show her that her upbringing was wrong, and then prove to her that no matter what she does, or who she chooses to fuck, she’s just as valid and worthy as she is now.

“And then make the prissy little princess into your fully consenting fucktoy by forcing her to admit that she wants to ride your dick until you give her that fat load of your human cum right into her royal cunt so you can give her the happy ending that she deserves.”

And then I’d felt her channel clamp down around me as she came, and the tight spasms of her pussy finally pushed me over the edge. My own orgasm seemed to last forever, and when I finally came back to my senses, it was to Cindy all but purring as she nuzzled into my chest.

“She likes you, Jack. She’s a bitch because- what’s that stupid trope? ‘Tsundere?’ It’s not quite that, she’s not doing it because she thinks it’s endearing or wants to make you demonstrate yourself, but you’re going to have to force her to accept that the call is coming from inside the house.”

Collars aside, I really needed to start keeping better track of what dark corners of the internet Cindy wandered. But, in the end, the demon had several good points. Tzila’s struggle predated her arrival at my house by centuries, and the fact that I might be able to help her overcome it was nothing but good for the Jinn, and offered her a happier path forward than any other I could see.

When I tried to look down that path, the only color I could see was that same rich deep blue, which probably wasn't a coincidence. I tugged on Cindy’s leash and she let out a happy moan as she snuggled in against my chest. “I’ll try things your way. I’m going to start by making her give me her own accounting of your conversation, and I’m sure you know that if it turns out you’re trying to trick me into abusing her, I won’t be happy.”

I didn’t actually know of any realistic way to punish the Sin Demon except through boredom, but I was willing to get creative if I needed to.

Despite my words, she responded mildly with a contented sigh. She still hadn’t dismounted my cock, and despite the incredibly tight clamp of her cunt around my shaft I could feel a trickle of my cum dribbling back out of her.

“Master, you know perfectly well that I’m going to try to act in my best interests. I’ll be much happier long term if you’re good and Lusty all the time around me, and I know what makes you tick better than you do. There’s no way you wouldn’t figure things out eventually, and that would generate basically anti-Lust in you, which would not be good for me. Especially because you’d still probably find a way to feed me, but just barely, instead of the flood you’ve been cramming down my throat on the reg. Now you’re going to put on a show for that poor deprived Jinn until she realizes she just has to get over herself, and that’s going to generate so much good long term Lust that I’m hoping to put on weight. Maybe if I can absorb enough Sin I can pump up my body with it and grow some nice fat tits.”


CHAPTER FOURTEEN


I knocked at the door to Tzila’s room.

It took her a moment to respond, and when she did it was with a single word, “Enter.” It had been hours since Cindy came out and delivered her report, and as I opened the door and looked inside, I was curious about what I’d find.

The Jinn was seated on the edge of the bed. She wore a loose t-shirt and a set of baggy cotton pants which I thought I recognized from her very first trip to my apartment. Her glossy black hair was neatly tied behind her head in a simple ponytail, and she was looking down into the pages of a large leather-bound book that lay open across her knees.

She turned to face me only after she reached the end of her paragraph. The dim glow of her eyes stood out in the low light when they met mine, and I was surprised by what I saw inside. Rather than the frustration or shame she’d displayed in her outburst last night, the expression she wore was one of resolve—jaw set, back stiff and upright, neither accusation nor anger on her face.

It might have just been projection, but I thought that the slight way she pursed her pink cupid’s bow lips and the barely perceptible widening of her eyes, suggested she might even be feeling a glimmer of hope for her future.

I waited for a moment to see if she would address me and take a level of initiative in the conversation. When she didn’t, I gestured at the open space in front of the bed and asked, “Do you mind if I come in?”

Her face remained placid and her airy voice flowed evenly and without stutter as she replied, “It is your home, Master, you may go wherever you please.” I rolled my eyes a little at that. I was fairly certain she saw it, but if she did, she didn’t react.

“You are of course factually correct, my name is the one on the lease, but you know full well that I’m trying to treat you respectfully and with as much autonomy and choice as I’m able to arrange. If you don’t want me to be here, tell me that.”

She froze for a moment. It was a brief hesitation, but the way her shoulders stiffened, then relaxed, spoke to the inner conflict that Cindy had described. She tried to speak but only got as far as “I-“ before she stopped again. She closed her mouth, took a breath through her nose, then tried again. “I appreciate what you are trying to do for me, Master.”

I watched her face for a moment, a little surprised by the admission. While I knew that she was still magically compelled to be honest, I didn’t know exactly how that would manifest. It wasn’t like the magic gave her flawless knowledge of her own mental state, and self-deception could be insidious. Before I could follow up or clarify, though, she gently closed the book in her lap and set it aside. One hand beckoned me forward as she added, “In answer to your question, no, I do not mind if you come in. Please, join me.”

I stepped into a neat and tidy room. The overhead light was on to aid in her reading, but the light the cheap bulb cast was dim and while it revealed that the Jinn had carefully put away her clothes in the currently open closet, it also exposed the startling lack of almost everything else.

This bedroom wasn’t one that had gotten frequent use prior to Tzila’s arrival. Sometimes someone needed a quick place to nap or sleep alone, but otherwise it was little more than an overflow closet.

A brief irrational pang of guilt pinged across my mind and accused me of failing to enrich the Jinn. It passed quickly as I reminded myself that not only was it not my responsibility to entertain her, but she had been in the middle of reading one of Zarina’s books when I arrived, and she was also free to wander around the apartments if she had desired.

The only thing keeping her here had been embarrassment and shame, and that was ultimately what I was here to try to fix.

I checked my Gift as I considered my words. There were ways I could put my foot in my mouth badly enough to fuck this up, but for the most part, the immediate future was a rich field of blue.

“Cindy told me what the two of you talked about.” I met Tzila’s gaze as I addressed her. I wanted to make sure she could see my expression and focused on keeping my words as simple, direct, and guileless as I could. “I know that she can be- she can be a lot. But for all that she sees the world through a very, very specific lens, she’s also a millennia-old intelligent creature with a surprising degree of insight into the motivations of other beings.”

The princess—whose birth predated Christianity by centuries—held my gaze in silence and allowed me to get to whatever point I was making without interruption. “I also know that she does have some very specific preferences, though, so in order to make sure I didn’t somehow leave a crack in her orders that gave her room to deceive me, I’m going to ask you a question.”

Tzila continued to stare into my eyes, but her expression shifted subtly—a slight parting of her lips and a widening of her eyes that I only caught because of how closely I was watching. “I’m going to order you to spend the next day thinking about your answer. Not, like, constantly, I want you to go on about things, eating and drinking and whatever else, but I want you to focus a substantial amount of your next twenty-four hours on making sure that the answer you give is as correct and comprehensive as you can manage. Once that time has passed, you’re going to give me a simple, direct answer and the answer you give is going to determine what I do and how I treat you going forward.”

I paused to give her the chance to ask a question. When she didn’t, I continued, “My question is this: if you could somehow accept the part of you that has and experiences the submissive needs and desires you expressed in the fantasy you described last night, would you ultimately be happier for it?”

She flinched back, but just as before it was a small and reflexive gesture, and I watched her deliberately force herself to sit straight and overcome it. Before she could speak, I reminded her, “I need you to keep in mind that I ordered you to give an honest answer, and by that I mean not just speaking truthfully, but also being as honest with yourself as you are able.” Her lips had started to drift further open, but at the reminder they snapped shut into a thin line.

“I have already made something clear to everyone else in my apartment.” Tzila’s eyes narrowed at that pronouncement and she again focused her attention on my face. “What you shared last night, and the outburst later? For the next twenty-four hours, that didn’t happen. You didn’t say anything about your fantasy, or about me. You went out and had a party with us, we all had fun, and nothing else happened. You’re welcome to take advantage of that however you like. Come and go, talk to people, and no one is going to say a single thing about it, or treat you any differently from the day before. And-“

I stared into her glowing eyes and waited for a moment to make sure she was paying attention before I continued. “If the answer you give me tomorrow is ‘no’, that’s how it’s going to remain. No one will bring it up again. We just move on with our lives and figure out what to do next. Now-“ I gestured over towards the still open door to her room to indicate the hallway beyond.

“Aubrette should have just about finished putting the final touches on a really nice dinner from a French restaurant that does take-out not far from here, and I would love to have you join us.” I tried to keep my tone light and even, and while it felt a little forced, I felt like it did the job.

Tzila stared up at me in silence for a moment more, and then reached her hand up towards me.

I took it, and helped pull her to her feet.

“I would like that very much.”

* * *

Dinner was, as expected, wonderful.

While the restaurant didn’t offer a huge variety of dishes, everything on their menu was incredible. I’d asked Aubrette to tap into her magic a little more deeply than usual by requesting that she conjure up a dinner table large enough that—after I had Cindy move the couch and chairs—we were all able to sit around it together.

Doing so meant that the Sidhe noblewoman didn’t get to spend quite as much focus on enjoying the food as the rest of us since she was paying more attention to her magic than usual, but I’d promised to find a way to make it up to her later. The look on her face when I’d whispered into her ear some of my ideas for how to do that told me she thought the extra effort was a worthwhile investment in her future.

In a way, dinner was a toned-down mirror of the events of the night before. The food was fancy, we were all seated together, and there was a light, festive mood in the air, but we were at home in my apartment rather than out on the town.

Exactly as I had requested, no one so much as mentioned Tzila’s confession. Instead, conversation around the table was fairly casual, focused on near future plans, and eventually talk meandered into a roundtable as we listed various features we hoped to eventually find in a house. Aubrette started taking notes, and by the time we were done, she had compiled quite a list.

We went on for much longer than I’d expected, and drank our way through a few bottles of wine while we chatted around the table. The conversation wasn’t exactly restrained, particularly since the topic of restraints came up at one point. Rose very matter-of-factly ticked off a list of no fewer than six different items of very specific bondage equipment that she wanted to have available for her in a dedicated room in the house. That was brushed over so we didn’t get sidetracked, but I kept it in mind as a topic to revisit soon. Aside from that, it was neither especially lewd or overly sexual.

Instead, it was wonderfully, gratifyingly comfortable.

When the momentum of the conversation eventually slowed down, I helped Cindy return the couch and chairs to where they belonged while Aubrette dismissed the dining table and helped Zarina put away dishes, then we all settled in to watch a movie.

Sara hadn’t returned from her apartment, so I wound up sandwiched between Zarina and Rose. Aubrette sat on a cushion on the floor at Cindy’s feet while the latter carefully brushed out her hair.

I don’t think she actually needed it. As thick and lush as the redhead’s gorgeous curls were, she never needed to spend any effort on tangles, and no matter how sweaty I got her, after a quick shower she was as fresh and fragrant as though she’d spent an hour primping before a mirror. Glamour was powerful stuff.

She enjoyed it, though, and it kept Cindy out of trouble, so I wasn’t about to comment.

Tzila took the remaining chair, and we started to watch The Fellowship of the Ring.

Halfway through, I asked Aubrette to hand out movie-theater style popcorn to everyone, because why not?

The evening went by in a way that was honestly amazing. It felt really, really nice to be able to just sit back and relax. We didn’t have vampires coming after us, we’d driven off a morally repugnant witch after she’d tried to tear my family apart, and we’d managed to free Tzila from a vile slaveholder in the process.

It was nice, and almost shockingly normal. Rose and Zarina made for fantastic cuddles, and we all feasted on popcorn and enjoyed one of the best films ever made.

When the movie ended, Tzila rose and excused herself. The halting rhythm of her steps as she wandered towards the other apartment made it obvious the Jinn was lost in thought, and I watched her in silence until she disappeared down the hall.

I kissed the women on either side of me, then managed to wriggle free and stand. “Rose-“ I turned around to extend my hands down to my two recent snuggle-buddies. “-I have an answer about restraints that I’m going to need to dig out of you. Coincidentally, Aubrette-” I turned and gave the suddenly blushing Fae noblewoman a pointed look, “-I believe I promised you a reward for your extra efforts tonight.”

I turned and addressed the other two women in the room, each in turn. “My lovely wizard and my Sinful demon, I’m going to have to ask you to lend your services to that endeavor, so I believe I must insist that all of you join me in my bedroom for the remainder of the evening.”

* * *

“So, you mentioned something tonight that I think merits an explanation.”

I raised an inquisitive eyebrow at Rose as I walked a slow circuit around her nude body.

The Puca’s head kept moving as she alternated between staring at Aubrette and trying to keep me in her view.

The redhead in question was spreadeagled on her back, though her head was propped up by a pillow to ensure she could see Rose in turn. This was a part of Aubrette’s reward, after all, and I wanted to make sure she had a good view.

The proceedings had kicked off when I’d asked everyone to get naked. It was somewhat fascinating to see the different ways that everyone went about that same task, and not just because of the sudden feast of female flesh it revealed. Cindy all but tore at her clothes, and only avoided actually ripping them off by the narrowest of margins—a real concern for the Sin Demon—while Aubrette, for all that she appeared to be the most excited, was the least efficient in accomplishing the task. For each moment her smooth and graceful movements saved, the redhead lost twice as much in flustered hesitation.

Rose was almost businesslike in her disrobing, as though she had been waiting for the chance to do exactly that and had already plotted out her best course. Her curves swung into view with almost startling rapidity, and while she waited for everyone to catch up, she slinked over to me so as soon as I’d rid myself of my own attire she could press her enormous rack against me.

Zarina sauntered in behind the rest of us. The wizard casually stripped off her clothing with a smile, obviously pleased with the chance to do something for me.

The expression had spread across her face when I spelled out what I had in mind and asked her to help me enact my will. She requested a kiss in exchange, and after I pulled back from her plump lips, she thanked me for allowing her to be included in my life.

The smile on her face seemed so genuinely happy that I felt a warm glow inside my chest. I still fully intended to find a way to break the magic that controlled her, but the joy she expressed at her participation felt like she might actually look back at this with fondness when we found a way to return her to independence. I’d gotten to know Zarina pretty well at this point, and while I didn’t think she would have ever had the idea to participate in an activity like this on her own, I’d realized that she was actually open minded enough that if someone had suggested it she might have been willing to at least give it a try.

Even without the super-extended charm spell that kept her intensely enamored of me, once she figured out that I genuinely wasn’t doing anything to anyone against their will, we might’ve wound up becoming friends.

Once we were all undressed, Cindy and I conspired to bind Aubrette to the bed. Her arms and legs were tied to the bedposts with simple lengths of rope as I demonstrated my recently increased proficiency with knots.

Being able to very quickly tie down a woman wasn’t a talent I was likely to put on a resume, but between Aubrette and Rose I’d gotten a lot more practice than I ever would’ve expected. For the former, I felt like I well understood why she got as much out of being tied to something as she did. The redhead was a massive voyeur, and being tied to a chair or—as in this case—a bed, allowed her to indulge that particular fetish, while also feeding her shame at having her kinks so nakedly laid bare.

Rather than suppressing her lust, the shame conspired to compound it, and left her a gently writhing horny mess as soon as she realized what was going on.

One last piece of equipment completed the look. A little red rubber ball gag held her lips open, buckled into place behind her head by a simple strip of leather. Between the gag and her ropes, the only actions available to the former noblewoman were to watch, to writhe, to drool, and to moan.

Snuggled up alongside the curvaceous Sidhe was Cindy’s slender figure.

The demon’s right hand trailed its way up and down the soft curves of Aubrette’s pale abdomen, leaving the latter’s hips trembling in anticipation. Rather than rewarding that expectation, however, her hand slid higher up the other woman’s torso, teasing and stroking along sensitive skin to leave the redhead a trembling moaning mess. Every time Cindy’s delicate fingernails flicked their way over a stiff pink nipple, they drew another moan and another buck of the former noble’s hips.

It took an effort of will to tear my eyes away from the sight of the Sin Demon teasing my fairy concubine. I had to take a moment and center myself after I did so, before finally turning my eyes onto the woman right in front of me.

It was Rose. She was hovering in the air.

Specifically, the Puca’s torso was supported by a disk of floating golden arcane energy, while her elbows and knees rested against further bands of that same energy, to suspend her a few feet above the floor of my apartment bedroom.

I walked around her once more as I continued to examine her.

I had realized, as I listened to Rose’s list of items she fully intended to add to some sort of BDSM dungeon to my house, that I hadn’t ever really had a serious conversation with the Puca about her fetish. I’d had her fill out a checklist I’d found online to help me figure out what kinds of things she might enjoy, once it had become obvious that I was going to have her sticking around in my life. Even if I hadn’t, she’d made her preferences pretty clear the night she’d all but skipped her way in front of me, beckoned for me to lean down, and when I had, whispered hotly into my ear.

“You should drag me into your room, tie my arms and legs to your bedposts and spend twenty minutes playing with my tits before you finally decide to fuck me.”

At the time, I’d been far more occupied with doing exactly that to actually ask the curvy little Goth why it was, exactly, she’d suggested that course of action.

The torrent of arousal that had leaked out of her pretty little pussy the moment her arms and legs were bound was all the explanation for her request that I had needed.

But she not only knew what a Saint Anthony’s Cross was off the top of her head, she could list off three or four different things that I could do with, to, or on her while she was tied to it. That merited a little deeper exploration.

The Arcane spellwork that held her immobile now fell outside of her experience. She’d actually complimented the wizard on it quite cheerfully as she’d been lifted into the air and bent over on all fours. I was pretty certain that Zarina’s spellwork was improvised—I really had to hope that the Malle family didn’t have a dedicated spell designed to wrap the arms and legs of a woman in magical bindings, then elevate her to dick height, face down and ass up.

Because that’s exactly what she’d done, and she’d made it look pretty easy. Watching the way the curvy wizard’s hands moved as she wove a tapestry of golden threads to form the bonds that held my fairy mount had been hypnotic, as much because of the swift surety of her motions as because of the allure of her attractive body.

I let my hand reach down and caress the Puca’s well padded backside, and she did her best to wriggle her hips at me despite the bonds. I smacked her ass in response—not hard, but enough to make a satisfying slapping noise—then started talking as I moved in front of her.

“So, Rose. I felt like we should talk, and given your behavior earlier tonight, it seemed fitting that I should make sure your mind was on the topic.”

I gestured to her ethereal bonds as I stepped in front of her, as though it might have escaped her attention that she’d been magically bound and forced into a position that would put her neatly shaved little Puca pussy at about the same elevation as my dick. Though, as I stood in front of the Puca and took in her expression, it might actually be possible that she hadn’t noticed. Her golden eyes shone with interest as they fixed on my erection, and when I experimentally wiggled my hips a little, I watched them dart side to side in time with the motions of my dick.

“You see, when you came into my house, you just fit right in. Just as soon as you met me, you’d already taken it in stride that I was fucking both Cindy and Aubrette. Together. At the same time. Didn’t bat an eye.”

“Yup, that sounds about right.” Rose’s tone was deliberately playful, but it also sounded a little distracted. I rolled my eyes and continued walking around her until my dick was out of line of sight and she started paying attention to my words.

“The fact that you hopped right into my bed yourself the same night was a little surprising, all things considered, but given the compulsion you’d described and the fact that, yeah, I was absolutely thinking about fucking your tits, I put two and two together.”

“Yeah. I mean, you’re nice enough looking, you seemed decent, if you had those two hotties hanging off of you all night, there had to be something to you. It seemed like I was gonna wind up on your dick no matter what either you or I had to say about it, and I figured what the fuck, right? Might as well enjoy it.”

I laughed. She had slipped into her brogue and I genuinely wasn’t sure if she was doing it unconsciously, or as a bit to play up her folksy response. I leaned forward to peer at her, and she pursed her glossy black lips at me and blew me a kiss.

That earned her another laugh, and another quick slap on her ass. She giggled and tried to wiggle it at me.

“You made it pretty fucking clear that you like being tied down, held down, bound, restrained, whatever anyone has ever thought of to stop you from moving. You mentioned something about a vacuum bed? Anyway- It made me realize I’d never gotten you to actually tell me what it was about being tied down that gets you-“

I slipped my fingers between the Puca’s pale thighs, then dragged them slowly up. When my fingertips pressed against the slick lips of her cunt the flood of moisture that all but gushed out to greet me was all the illustration of my point I needed. “-like this. So, my playful little Puca, I’m going to keep you here, tied up and at my mercy, until I can drag the answer out of you. I’m going to amuse myself with your hot fairy body, while your fairy princess friend-“

The affronted wordless grunt that escaped Aubrette’s gag as she tried to protest her actual rank in the Fairy court caused a grin to flash across my lips, and it was my turn to blow a kiss, this time at the redhead tied up on the bed. I noticed that Cindy’s hand was mirroring my motions along Rose’s pussy, and I experimentally lifted my hand to cup the Puca’s hot cunt.

The lithe blonde demon mirrored the motion instantly, and her fingers wrapped over the Sidhe’s dripping vulva.

I slid my fingers up and caressed them along Rose’s slick and swollen outer lips, drawing a moan from the Puca.

The sound was echoed from atop my bed as Cindy’s fingers traced an identical path along Aubrette’s equally drooling cunt.

I gently pressed my index and middle fingers into Rose’s channel and experimentally buried them to the second knuckle.

For the next minute or so, I fingered the two women—one of them by proxy—and listened to the harmony of their moans.

I was brought to an abrupt halt when Rose responded in a surprisingly chipper tone, “Sure! Only, Master Jack, Sir- Would it be alright if I just told you up front, it’s not that complicated, but—hear me out—after I’m done answering your question then—this is the good part—then you keep me here, tied down, and fuck me. And, you know, other things if you want, there’s a flogger in the second drawer of your dresser. That way I can focus on your dick instead of, you know, trying to figure out how to draw things out.”

When I hesitated in response to her suggestion, she immediately added, “Plus, that way I’ll have more brainpower available to help me figure out how to get you to call me your good little fairy slut again. I feel like it’s been a couple days, and it’s hard to be inventive when the only thing I can do is kind of twerk on you a little and let my pussy give you the best massage it can.”

“You make a persuasive argument. Proceed.”

“I like getting caught.”

Rose tried to shrug, but her movements were too constrained for the gesture to really work.

After a moment she continued, “Not necessarily by anyone, mind you, but my first boyfriend—well, not, my first first boyfriend, but the first one I got busy with a lot—liked pranks. It’s how my friend introduced me to him. Told me that he thought he was good at them, pranks and practical jokes.”

My head spun a little at the sudden change of pace. I felt like the moment was slipping away from me, as though any control I’d had over what was going on had just slipped away in an instant.

Then I felt the Puca’s channel squeeze down around my digits and I let out a quiet laugh. I should’ve known better than to expect the Puca to play it straight. That wasn’t her game.

I started pumping my fingers in and out of her pussy at a steady pace, fucking her with two digits in an attempt to make it harder for her to remain coherent. If that’s how she wanted things, I was perfectly capable of playing that game.

“I—of course—had to show him how wrong he was. Fuckthat’sgood.” I added my other hand to the mix, leaning forward so I could reach around the Puca’s hips to find her clit.

“So I did. Repeatedly. For about a month. I maaaay have taken it a little too far at some point, though. There was gaslighting involved, and some edits on Wikipedia—oh, fuck, right there, yes—He- honestly, it’s kind’ve sad. We wound up breaking up over it, because he really couldn’t handle not being the best at everything. But right before that, there was this thing with some flour and he was kinda covered in it, but it got him really angry and aggressive for a minute.”

I twisted my right hand. Instead of pumping my fingers into the curvy fairy I curled them and rubbed along the rough patch of skin not far inside her cunt, and she had to pause her story to let out a string of expletives in response.

“Fuck, yes, my cunt, mmm! Right there, rub my little horny cunt like- like- fuck! Anyway—fuck, yes—you get the picture. He got all scared and worried about taking things too far, because he was actually a pretty sweet boy under all of it, but it also meant he didn’t ever, you know, do anything about the fact that I was left there dripping through my panties, all worked up and nowhere to go when he stormed off.”

I slipped my fingers out of the fairy and stepped around behind her. Exactly as she’d promised, she wiggled her hips as best she could to try to line up her pussy with my dick.

My fingers wrapped around her hips to hold them steady, as I further locked down her range of motion. When I tightened my grip, the Puca could do little more than squirm ineffectively, and I held her firmly in place as I moved my own hips toward her. I stopped when I felt the head of my cock nudge apart her slick wet lips.

“Poor thing. So that turned you on to bondage somehow?”

Rose let out a little whimpering whine when I refused to immediately thrust myself forward. She turned her head as best she could to glare at me over her shoulder, and I grinned down at her.

“I mean- I’d say it led me down the path. I thought about why I’d felt the way I had for absolutely months after, and when I wasn’t locked in my room frigging my barely legal teenage fairy pussy absolutely sloppy, I was trying to figure out what exactly it was about the whole encounter that made me feel the way I did.”

My dick twitched, and she immediately asked, “Oh, was that because of me? I bet I could manage barely legal teenage fairy Rose if you want her. If I can manage to change myself into Cindy for a prank, I bet I can do teenage me. My tits weren’t quite as big then, but I can get down between your knees and call you ‘Mister’-“

I smacked her ass again. I had to remove my hand from her hip to do it, though, and she took advantage of the slack by wiggling herself back against me. She only managed to push herself down onto the first inch or so of my dick in the process, thanks to Zarina’s magic bindings, but it was more than I expected. The smack of my palm across her ass got her back on track, though, and as she continued I started to slowly move my hips, just gently teasing and probing the shallow reaches of the Puca’s pussy with the very head of my cock so I could revel in the way her inner muscles rippled and massaged their way around me.

“What I eventually figured was that it was the thought of being made to face the consequences that did it for me. See, I’m the best, and I’ve always been the best, and I’m adorable. My parents loved me and play the game too, and teachers either couldn’t prove a thing, or couldn’t stay mad at me—or both—and I’d never really had to face the music, so to speak.”

Motion caught my eye and I looked up across the room. Cindy, lacking my built in equipment, had grabbed a large purple vibrator out of a drawer and had shifted her way down between Aubrette’s legs. Now half prone towards the foot of the bed with her torso propped up by her elbows, she steadily teased the redhead’s lightly furred pussy with the tip of the silicone device to mirror my own motions without even looking at me.

“So—fuck yes, more please!—there might have been a part of my mind that was all really good and shocked when I—oh fuck yes, just like that!—when I found out it was Puca’s day that you caught me, but most of the rest of me-“

I’d built up speed as she went, and was now lazily sawing the full length of my cock into the curvy Goth’s welcoming little cunt.

“-froze up good when I realized just how much I’d been caught. I got real hot and gooey when I melted, and I didn’t get back around to actual coherent thought until some time after I’d gotten a good couple tastes of your dick.”

My fingers squeezed the Puca’s hips and dug into her flesh as I built up speed steadily. Before long, the sound of her speech was punctuated by the steady slap of my thighs against hers.

“But I didn’t have that yet, so little not quite jailbait nineteen-year-old me went and dug into the library and did a bunch of reading, then I found a nice group of people who owned a public dungeon and I started hanging out there some evenings. Very educational, and if my rider can also be my sugar daddy and hook his mount up with a dungeon of her own, he’ll be rewarded with a very horny fairy anytime he wants her.”

My speed continued to increase, and Rose finished in a rush, “Like now, fuck me, Master Jack. Fuck your Puca slut! Put that cum of yours where it belongs—inside my wet hot needy pussy!”

I came, and I felt her spasm around me. The moans from the bed told me that Cindy had managed to match her pace to mine, and I was again left with the sense of having fucked both women together, using the Sin Demon as a tool.

She turned her multicolored head around and winked at me. I didn’t know for certain that it had been in response to the Lust the thought had generated in me, but the way she wiggled her pert little butt at me spoke volumes about her understanding.

At Rose’s request, I kept her in her bindings for round two, but eventually Zarina requested a break, and I finished pumping my second load into the Puca’s cunt with my hands wrapped around her wrists as I held myself above her. The taste of her black cupid’s bow lips as she came around my spasming cock was deliciously refreshing and tasted of something like mint—herbal, but not unpleasantly so.

The fact that I got to collapse onto the bed between her and Aubrette, and then cuddle the two sweaty Fae to either side of me was a treat worthy of a king. I fell asleep with my head on the pillows, and a woman’s head on each shoulder as they pressed themselves to my sides.

* * *

The next morning saw my household begin to return to about as close to normality as I’d ever seen.

It started with French toast and coffee from Aubrette.

I’d asked the Sidhe woman not too long after she arrived how she felt about using the power of her noble mantle to provide free food. She’d laughed and told me, “Most of my peers weren’t willing to ‘lower’ themselves to eating conjured food. The tools and equipment I conjured were too convenient to ignore, but the thought of settling for something magical when they had a whole staff ready to cook for them at their whim, well- Let’s just say that it’s a refreshing change of pace for me. Perhaps some day after a few decades I’ll tire of it, but I suspect that by then, your circumstances will have changed.”

The look on her face as she passed out plate after plate of food as people woke up and wandered through the room was decidedly content, so it didn’t seem like that day would arrive soon.

Across the room, having already finished their breakfast and gotten deep into conversation were Zarina, Rose and Sara. The wizard was in the midst of explaining to her new apprentice some of the ways that the origins of magic could impact how effectively it could accomplish a task, while the Puca listened and occasionally asked about a specific example. Her most recent was about the difference between the Glamour-fueled ritual I sometimes used on Sara, compared to the reflected Arcana that influenced Zarina herself.

While I’d put some effort into paying attention to the lessons Sara had been receiving, I’d missed many of them, and the gaps that created in my knowledge meant it was challenging for me to fully follow along. What I managed to put together was that while the two magical effects were similar from the outside, the Arcana version had to work substantially harder to achieve what was basically the same effect. Both the spell and the ritual tried to convince someone to do what the caster wanted, but all the Fae ritual really needed to do was tweak the part of the mind that rewarded behavior, and the Glamour basically did the rest. Most of the ritual was apparently just adding the guardrails that limited how and where the Fae magic worked.

Zarina’s spell, in contrast, needed to weave together hundreds of tiny tweaks to the subject’s mind. It altered their perceptions and their preferences in myriad subtle ways.

They both ultimately convinced their target that the caster was someone whose opinion was important, but while the former did it by flooding them with magic that held the right inherent associations, the latter essentially tweaked the target’s mind bit by bit to convince them that the caster was not only someone they trusted, but also created subtle connections going back in their perception of history to make them feel like an old and trusted friend—or lover.

That multitude of connections and changes were what led Zarina’s spell to be so vastly complicated to remove. Each and every one of the connections would remain in place until the magic faded on its own, and if they were to be severed it would need to be accomplished all at once.

In the normal course of the wizard using the spell—what would have happened to me, if I hadn’t been protected—the effect got weaker as it was about to end, then it just kind of fizzled out and faded away.

When she’d cast it on me, though, it had apparently gotten tangled up not only with a Fae ritual I’d performed not long after Aubrette had arrived, but also with Zarina’s own magic. The result was some kind of self-perpetuating loop, and while she still believed it would end itself eventually, it was somehow siphoning magic from somewhere to reinforce itself and had already lasted far, far beyond its original planned duration.

To make matters worse, if she tried to sever the threads of the magic but failed to catch even one, it could result in the spell remaining but with an uneven distribution. Zarina had no idea how that would actually affect her mind, except that she suspected it would ‘probably be very, very bad.’

The conversation gave a lot of context for why the wizard hadn’t yet managed to safely dispel the effect. And also why Amari hadn’t tried to do so himself when he briefly visited to check on his granddaughter.

In the meantime, Zarina had started a comprehensive study of her original spell to determine the exact nature of how and why it worked, and the point at which I fully lost the thread of the conversation was when she started to break that down. To my surprise, Sara was actually able to follow along, but it didn’t take long before Rose lost interest and wandered over to the kitchen to sit down with Cindy and myself.

Not long after that, Tzila wandered in from the other apartment.

The Jinn’s muscular torso was covered by a long t-shirt, but from the expression on her face I wasn’t actually sure if she had realized that she hadn’t bothered with pants. The way that the soft white cotton clung to and highlighted the curves of full breasts told me that a bra was out of the question, but it stretched just barely far enough down her well toned thighs to conceal her sex.

Her eyes were unfocused as she padded lightly into the kitchen, as though she wasn’t truly aware of her surroundings, and she poured herself a cup of coffee and took a plate of French toast from Aubrette without meeting the eyes of anyone in the room.

As I studied her distracted expression, though, she didn’t appear to actually be upset about anything. She managed a brief smile of gratitude when the Sidhe handed her food, and there were no subtle glares of anger or displays of obvious tolerance about her. Instead, the way she all but stared through the walls of my apartment told me that the Jinn was sincerely deep in thought.

She sipped at her unsweetened coffee as she slowly wheeled around and headed back towards the other apartment without having said a word.

My eyes watched the way her upper thighs flexed as she walked away, and I caught just a hint of the tightly muscled globes of her ass on each stride.

Cindy’s hand on my thigh told me that the Sin Demon was fully aware of what the sight was doing to me, but it also helped pull me back to the moment. I squeezed her hand, then gently removed it from my lap so I could get on with the rest of my morning.

A couple hours past noon—as close to twenty-four hours after my visit yesterday as I could manage—I lifted my arm to knock at Tzila’s bedroom door.

I hesitated with my knuckles frozen a few inches from the wood.

When I’d approached the Jinn the day before, I had come to her from a place of desperation. Cindy’s suggestion was outlandish, but it was the only plan I’d had, so I’d just kind of gone with it. Now, though, it occurred to me that depending on the answer Tzila gave me, the course of my life was likely to be altered forever. Whether that meant that I would have an ancient Jinn princess—even if she was insistent that the title somehow didn’t apply—in my life, or that I was going to have to find a way to responsibly give up her ring, either possibility had long-lasting implications.

I took a slow, deep breath.

In the end, I realized, I would be just as happy with either answer that she might give. If Tzila admitted that Cindy was right, and that she would ultimately be happiest if she was forced to work her way through her inner conflict, it would mean she would remain a part of my life.

Despite everything, I liked the Jinn. It was a little hard to wrap my mind around that fact, because the start we’d gotten had been prickly at best, but she was smart, and a fantastic storyteller, and I found the zeal with which she challenged anything to which she disagreed surprisingly refreshing.

On the other hand, if she told me that the Sin Demon’s assessment was wrong, I’d know that in the end we’d both be happiest if she went her own way. It would mean I no longer had to shoulder the responsibility of housing someone who didn’t want to be a part of my life.

I rapped at the door twice, then lowered my hand and waited.

It only took a moment for Tzila to respond, and when she did her voice was quiet, firm, and clear. “Enter.”

A sense of mild mild déjà vu hit me, but I fought through it and opened the door.

Unlike yesterday, when I looked inside, Tzila wasn’t seated on the edge of the bed. Instead, she sat cross-legged in the middle of the floor, her lap covered with a thin wool blanket. When I stepped inside and closed the door behind me, the Jinn’s head turned towards me and she raised her glowing eyes to meet mine.

There was clear conflict in her expression, but resolve too. What was missing was the look of torment which had haunted her for the week or so I’d known her. It had been replaced by- something. It might have been desire, or longing, or hope, but it was a tenuous thing that threatened to vanish like a soap bubble in the sun.

I found my lips curled in a reassuring smile as I looked down on her, and when I reflexively checked my gift, the future that greeted me was a broad field of rich blue, with barely a hint of discordant orange at the outside edges.

Somehow, everything was going to work out. I felt an unrealized tension melt from my shoulders.

She smiled up at me in return. Her soft pink lips might not have split into a broad and unreserved grin, but the expression she gave touched her metallic eyes and lacked the sense of near-hostility that had tainted so many of our early interactions.

“You have come for your answer.”

Tzila’s voice was airy and still higher pitched than I expected, even after weeks of hearing it. It wasn’t that it was actually particularly high, but given her height and frame I always anticipated the ring-bound woman to sound somehow masculine and throaty. A part of me expected her voice to resonate like Cate Blanchett’s Galadriel. Perhaps because of the film we had just watched the night before, the contrast between expectation and reality rang out more clearly than ever. Suddenly I realized that she sounded more like Nicole Kidman with a soft but precise accent I could only ever place as vaguely Arabic.

I did my best to shake off the thought and focus on the conversation at hand. “I have.”

The next few moments passed in silence as we studied each other’s faces. She shared the same knowledge as me—the answer she gave would shape her future, but in her case it was vastly more significant. Cindy’s plan was designed to force the Jinn to give up some of the convictions with which she’d been raised by prying them loose to reveal her deeper nature. Even if the time she spent with me was only a fraction of her effectively immortal life, whatever changes I wrought would stay with her for centuries.

The future remained a rich and welcome blue.

“Tzila,” When I spoke her name, the Jinn leaned forward slightly without rising, as though to better hear my words in the quiet of the room. “If I am able to help you somehow accept the submissive needs, desires, and impulses that you carry, such that you have those needs met instead of denying them completely, would you ultimately be happier for it?”

The eyes that stared up at me from the floor glowed with faint golden light that flickered every time her eyelids closed. She blinked up at me several times, then broke from her gaze from mine. Her head dropped and she stared into her lap for a few moments longer.

When she finally gave her answer, it was little more than a hushed whisper.

“Yes.”

* * *

Dinner that night was way more casual than the last two before it. We didn’t bother gathering around a table, but instead scattered around the living room with about a dozen Styrofoam containers. Aubrette didn’t conjure up a table, and while she provided takeout, it was in the form of several containers of street tacos and a cooler full of ice and beers.

My plan was to watch the next film in The Lord of the Rings trilogy, but rather than eating while we started The Two Towers, we sat around the living room sharing our perspectives on the first movie. Tzila had wandered off as soon as we finished watching The Fellowship, and my attention had been on my plans for Rose and Aubrette, so we hadn’t really discussed it the night before.

When we did so now, I found the variety of takes on it utterly fascinating. Aubrette felt very strongly that the elves were obviously intended to represent Sidhe, and spent about ten minutes ignoring her tacos in favor of an impassioned explanation of her theory that Tolkien’s elves were the result of generations of oral history distorting tales of encounters with her people.

Cindy—rather quietly, as though she wished to avoid attention—asked Zarina if the wizard knew of any magic that could craft something similar to the One Ring.

Fortunately I managed to overhear her and shot that down quick. I wasn’t sure if Zarina knew of any magic like that, and even if she did, she was smart enough to know better than to put it in the hands of the Sin Demon, but I saw no reason to let the terrifying little blonde even dwell on the topic. She was bad enough as she was.

The cooler gradually grew more empty, but no one drank heavily enough to get more than lightly tipsy, and the mood stayed warm and comfortable.

When we finally gathered around the TV to watch the second film, we ran low on seating. Aubrette and Rose took the two chairs, Sara and Zarina snuggled up on either side of me on the couch, which left Cindy and Tzila on their feet.

Fortunately, I had planned for this. As everyone else shifted around and got comfortable, I asked the two of them to stand in front of me. Cindy all but leapt to obey. While Tzila joined her promptly, the Jinn’s movements were slightly more hesitant, and I had to suppress an uncomfortable feeling that crept over me.

I might’ve been willing to try the Sin Demon’s plan to help Tzila work through her conflict, but ordering two women to stand in front of me as though in audience before a king invoked an uncomfortably authoritarian vibe that—despite the fact that Aubrette called me ‘my Lord’ frequently—I wasn’t actually trying to foster.

My consolation was the ‘yes’ that Tzila had given earlier in the day. She might have been forced to obey me by the magic of the ring, but I was doing my best to ensure that the only commands I gave her were ones she had agreed to.

I glanced around as the two women waited on me and did my best to remind myself that literally everyone here was a voluntary participant. Zarina and Rose might have been edge cases, but the wizard’s obvious enthusiasm helped to ease my conscience, as did the Puca’s confession when I questioned her last night.

When my eyes returned to the two women in front of me, I couldn’t help but compare them physically. The differences between the two in height and build were drastic, with exactly a foot of height and about sixty pounds of curves and muscle separating them. Where Cindy was slender and waifish, Tzila had packed some serious muscle onto her frame. It did nothing to detract from her femininity, though, and my eyes were drawn to the swell of her breasts and the curve of her hips beneath the thin cotton that covered them.

The fact that I could easily make out the outline of the golden barbells that pierced her nipples through the fabric where they strained against it was a further draw to my attention, and both the Sin Demon and the princess noticed where my eyes had lingered.

“Shirts off, both of you. Strip to the waist.”

The command was as casual as I could manage, and Cindy responded by whipping off her shirt in a single fluid motion. It left her in a pair of skin-tight khaki shorts that hugged her narrow hips, and revealed the stiff nubs of her nipples atop modest breasts that still jiggled quite enticingly in the dim light that flooded in front the kitchen. To complete the look, she’d donned a pair of striped black and purple socks which covered her pale legs to above her knees, but which left most of her creamy thighs exposed.

When she saw me looking, Cindy shook her shoulders to shake her tits a little, then dropped her arms to her sides and stood more or less at attention with an eager smile on her glossy purple lips.

Beside her, Tzila’s motions were far more methodical as she stripped off her t-shirt. Rather than flinging the garment into the corner as Cindy had, the Jinn pulled it over her head and folded it neatly in her hands, then set it down on the carpet at her feet. She made no move to cover her teardrop breasts when they emerged, and after a quick glance to her right she mirrored the demon and fell into a position of attention with her arms at her side.

I let my eyes flicker back and forth between the two women as I studied them again. The Sin Demon’s nipples were tight little crinkled points on her chest, which I knew was because her body remained in a state of nigh-constant arousal that she’d made extremely clear I was welcome to enjoy.

The fact that the tips of Tzila’s breasts were drawn just as tight might also have been the result of arousal, but I couldn’t rule out the comparative cool of the apartment air, or the fact that they were pierced with golden metal bars as possible causes. I had to resist the urge to ask. It wasn’t the point of my command, and I had more in mind than my own amusement. There was a specific point to this order, and I intended to make it to the conflicted Jinn.

My eyes lingered at the simple cotton pants she wore, and, unbidden, I couldn’t help but picture her in gauzy harem pants instead. I shook my head to dispel the thought before it could fully take hold, and instead pointed down in front of my feet. Atop the carpet there I’d stacked a couple pillows, snagged from the nearest bedroom.

Before I could actually voice the order, both Tzila and Cindy stepped forward and knelt on them. The heady rush of power that flowed over me threatened to break my concentration and I had to struggle to remind myself to stick to the plan. Instead, I motioned Cindy forward. She turned around as she approached and let her back hit the couch, then snuggled up atop the pillow until her side was pressed against my left leg.

While the Sin Demon snuggled up, Tzila moved with deliberate grace as she lowered herself to kneel atop the pillow. The way she bowed her head and left her hands at her side made it obvious that she expected me to give her further orders, but what I could see of her expression lacked that stiffness and anxiety that I had come to associate with her body language. Instead, she appeared strangely relaxed—apart from the crinkled nubs of her nipples, that I was increasingly convinced had nothing to do with the temperature.

“Tzila.” When I spoke the Jinn’s name, she raised her head and met my eyes. Her expression remained regally calm and smooth, and it occurred to me that it genuinely wasn’t nudity that had been bothering the Jinn—it was the obvious fact of my authority over her thanks to the ring I wore. Even when I wasn’t exerting any power over her, every time she’d seen me casually engaged in enthusiastic sex with Cindy—or Aubrette, Rose, Zarina, or Sara—it had reminded Tzila that I could have, without so much as a moment’s notice, had her take their place.

“I have some orders for you for the rest of the evening.” I gestured down at her t-shirt where she’d dropped it on the carpet. “You may, at any point you choose, retrieve your shirt and put it on. You can then choose and claim any seat you like in the living room, even if it’s already occupied.”

Her brow furrowed slightly as she listened to me speak, but she made no attempt to interrupt me as I continued, “Before you do so, though, you need to do something. You need to address Cindy and, as honestly as you are able, tell her that the fact that she’s topless and kneeling at my feet means that you think it lowers her value. Or, if you can’t do that, you need to explain to her what it is about her that means she should kneel at my feet while you should not.”

The Jinn’s glowing eyes broke from my face as she turned them at the topless demon cuddled up in front of the couch. When she didn’t respond verbally, I added, “You don’t need to tell her to stop doing what she’s doing, and you don’t owe the person whose seat you claim any explanation. All you have to do first is get up, you don’t even need to tell whoever’s seat you request why you want to sit there—hell, you can tell me to get up, and I’ll cede the couch to you and find somewhere else. You just need to be able to honestly tell Cindy that you think that kneeling with her tits out—specifically because I told her to—makes her less worthy as a person. If you can’t do that, but you can tell her that having your tits out because I told you to makes you a less worthy person instead, that’s fine too.”

Tzila’s mouth opened.

Then it closed again, and she stared up at me, unmoving.

I finished with, “Doesn’t have to be now, either—any time you want. Until then, though, you’re going to keep your tits out while you sit at my feet and watch the movie.”

As I leaned back, I stretched my arms out wide to either side. Rose hit play, Sara and Zarina snuggled up, and as the opening logos started to flash up on screen, six sets of eyes turned towards them.

Tzila took a little longer to get in position, but a few moments later she rested her bare back against the couch. Her shoulder wasn’t quite pressed against my knee, but she was close enough that I could feel the heat that radiated off her.

Gandalf and the Balrog battled in a flashback on screen, and all seven of us began to lose ourselves in the story.

As the film went on, I saw Tzila turn her head to look at Cindy more than once. The little Sin Demon was paying close attention to the movie, and had given no sign that she was willing to release her hold on my leg while she did so. Neither of the women at my feet spoke, even when I again asked Aubrette to hand out popcorn to everyone.

The movie ended, and Cindy immediately demanded that we start the next film in the trilogy. I turned her down, since I’d been unable to move the leg she’d held for the entire time and it had started to cramp up, but the fact that she’d gotten that invested brought a smile to my lips.

The Two Towers has a long runtime, and it was late enough that when the credits started to roll, heading directly to bed wasn’t out of the question. Sara took her leave and headed back to her own apartment, Zarina broke out a book for some late night reading, and Rose wandered into the other apartment. The rest of us—Aubrette, Cindy, Tzila and myself—sat around talking through what we all thought of the movie.

Aubrette—naturally—found herself wrapped up in the forbidden romance of Aragorn and Arwen, Cindy felt that they had spent too much time not following the artifact of power and wished they had focused more on that. Tzila, meanwhile, was far more interested in the political machinations and situation that had led to Boromir’s position in the narrative. She turned to me to ask, “Is there writing that might help me better understand the story?”

My eyes gleamed. “Follow me.”

The Jinn rose from the floor to follow as I walked to my bookshelf. Compared to Zarina’s stacks and stacks of ancient tomes, my collection was tiny, but they were some of the only possessions I’d been able to cart from one cheap apartment to another for the last several years, and they had brought me much entertainment and satisfaction over the years. I scanned my eyes across the well-worn spines of mostly trade paperbacks until I found the cracked copy of The Fellowship of the Ring that had been a present from one of my closest friends—Chris—in high school.

I pulled it from the shelf and handed it to her.

“Let me know when you finish that one and I’ve got the next two as well. I also have a copy of the Silmarillion that I’ve never even come close to finishing, but if you really want to know about Tolkien’s world, it’s got a lot more than the rest.”

I was greeted with a blaze of excitement as Tzila’s eyes gleamed brightly, and she all but snatched the book from my hands. Then she seemed to realize what she’d done. She drew herself to her full height and met my gaze for a moment, then offered a surprisingly genuine smile.

“Thank you, Jack. I will let you know when I finish this one.”

She all but ran from the room, but I got the feeling it had more to do with her desire to get to reading than any need to flee me, so I wasn’t terribly offended by her sudden departure.

She left behind her, still on the middle of the living room floor, the shirt she’d removed at my command. The Jinn hadn’t so much as broached the topic all night. I wasn’t sure if that meant that she couldn’t think of what to say to Cindy to meet my requirements, or if she’d simply chosen not to, but either way I took it as a good sign for things to come.


CHAPTER FIFTEEN


I woke up early the following day.

I had to drag myself out of Zarina’s embrace and crawl across Cindy’s prone form to be able to reach across the nightstand and hit the button that finally silenced the obnoxious ringtone I’d set as an alarm. The Sin Demon barely stirred as I crawled over her, but by the time I’d slipped off the edge of the bed and stood up, Zarina was already standing on the other side of the bed, watching the window as a few slivers of morning sun began to stream through the blinds.

My eyes traced over her mostly-naked body, drawn by her beauty. Zarina was human, and part of her appeal was that she felt somehow far more tangibly real than—for example—Aubrette, Cindy, or Rose. She might not have possessed some of their more exaggerated features, but the way the sunlight lit up her hickory skin with a warm glow was entrancing in its own right, and the way it outlined the swell of her breasts and the curve of her hips exerted an invisible pull on me that I was nigh helpless to resist. The muscles in her back shifted beneath her skin as her arms reached up above her towards the ceiling for a moment that stretched on and on, until a tiny squeak suddenly escaped her lips. She bounced back down on her heels as a shiver ran down her spine, then clapped one hand over her mouth as though to call back the sound that had just escaped it.

I stepped around the bed in long strides, driven by instinct, until I stood behind the wizard. My fingertips slid along her skin and she leaned back against my chest as my arms wrapped around her midsection. As I nuzzled my face out from behind the patterned silk bonnet protectively enveloping her mane of springy curls, I almost missed her soft, contented sigh. She wrapped her arms around her own body over mine, and we spent the next few minutes snuggled up together as we watched the world outside the apartment grow gradually brighter.

“You know, it’s been fascinating-” The wizard’s voice was quiet but serious as she spoke, as though she wished to honor the somehow reverent moment we’d found ourselves in. “-I’ve been watching the effects of my own magic from inside my mind. I’ve been studying the spell, and the effects that it’s had on me. It’s given me a unique perspective on the magic—I can’t imagine there have been many other wizards who were in a position to study the effects of mind-altering magic from this particular perspective.”

My head tilted down as I tried to catch a glimpse of her expression, but with her back pressed to my chest I would’ve needed to release my arms from around her.

I wasn’t willing to do that, so I straightened again, and gently squeezed my arms around her as she continued. “I know that you’re doing your best to avoid causing any permanent changes to my personality. I understand your reasoning, and I very much appreciate it. Despite that, I had to debate with myself for some time before sharing what I am about to. The only reason I’ve been able to find the strength to do so—despite the attempts of the magic to influence my behavior—is that you’ve made it very clear that if you later discovered I had withheld something like this from you, you’d be far more unhappy than if I had simply told you.”

Zarina’s voice was almost always tightly controlled. When she spoke, it was obvious that she’d carefully considered her words to ensure that the proper meaning was conveyed with the lowest available probability of misunderstanding. So, when she broached the topic of sharing something significant and contentious, I paid attention, even when my mind started racing through the possibilities of what she might have meant.

“I find the thought of what you’re trying to do to Tzila incredibly sexy.” The wizard’s voice remained quiet—little more than a whisper, and her eyes remained locked on the slits of light that shone through the blinds as she leaned back against my chest.

That had not been one of the possibilities I had predicted.

“For several reasons. The sight of my man putting a princess to heel is only one of them. If- if that was the only one, though, I believe I would not have needed to hesitate prior to bringing it up.” My head canted to the side as I considered her words, but I didn’t want to interrupt her, so I didn’t voice any of my many questions.

“The more alarming reaction, though, is that I believe I am getting turned on by the thought of you changing her. I cannot isolate this as a direct result of my spell, but the area of my mind that it affects overlaps heavily enough with my desires that I cannot rule it out as a possibility. It is not a fantasy I’d had prior to meeting you, but I can’t deny that I am finding it increasingly hot to think about you turning that uptight bitch into an obediently wanton slut.” The warm and throaty chuckle that bubbled out of Zarina’s lips was probably a reaction to her feeling my dick suddenly slap against her at a rising attention.

“Now, before you lose yourself in either the worry that you’re somehow trespassing on my free will, or the thought of nicely wanton sluts, I wanted to ask you for a favor.”

I did my best to ignore the Lust in her words—and the feel of her panty-clad ass against my dick—and actually give her the attention she deserved.

“Of course, Zarina. Name it.”

“I want you to stop worrying so much about me.”

Again, that had not been on the list of things I would’ve predicted that she’d request.

“I- uhh- can you elaborate?”

I could all but hear the wry smile on her lips as she responded, “It is in the nature of wizards to be cryptic. C’mon, Jack, good little Tolkien fanboy like you knows that.”

One of my arms released her so I could reach down and deliver a short deliberate swat to her backside. She yelped quietly and jumped, then leaned back in against me and snuggled in again. “I was getting there, and that’s only cute because I’m already a little turned on. More- more on that later. My point is, I know you don’t think that I’m fully qualified to convey my own desires. I can understand that perspective, and there’s a certain validity to it—if a girl is drunk enough, she can’t consent, no matter how often she says 'yes'. If I’ve got a mass of my own magic woven through my brain, it’s hard to be certain where the volition behind my words lies. I can see that it drives you a little crazy, every time you hesitate to tell me to drop to my knees when you wouldn’t think twice about doing it to Cindy.”

There wasn’t any way I could deny her words—I was every bit as aware of my own behavior as she was. I just couldn’t exactly see any way around it.

“So my favor, which you promised me, is to stop worrying so much about it. I have three reasons which should help convince you. First, I am working to maximize your happiness, because I care a great deal about you. The fact that my care is driven by magic is irrelevant for the purposes of this point, because it’s not my volition I’m drawing on, but my intelligence and capability. You should know and trust that when I set out to make you happy, I will take into account as many factors as I am able. One of the most significant of those is, of course, your reaction to my own emotional state, so you have to know that I have included that in my planning. I will make you the happiest by keeping my own happiness in mind, and I have done so in my recommendation.” She kept her right arm wrapped around her own body, over my forearm, but removed her left to hold up a single finger as she spoke.

“The second is that I feel as though you’re failing to account for the effect your hesitation is having on the present me. Again, I appreciate the effort that you’re putting into being a decent person, but it’s at the cost of treating me as though my volition doesn’t matter. You are certainly right—I am behaving the way I am today because of magic. However, from my own perspective, for all that I can see the invisible hands that pull the levers and adjust the course, I am still the person inside my head. The minutes and hours of my life might be affected with magic, but far worse is the feeling of disenfranchisement I feel when not allowed to choose and execute my path. Again, I know you have done your best to counteract that. I’ve continued my studies as a wizard, and continue to perform the duties I believe that responsibility requires, but to be told that I cannot choose to embrace this desire is still impactful.

“And, finally, the intersection of the first two concepts stands alone as a novel reason. I am the consciousness that experiences my own joy and happiness, so I am the highest authority on its maximization, and I can tell you now that the longest term total happiness I will achieve involves you having an enjoyable and—ideally—stress free time. That includes removing the stress you feel from the guilt you hold for my condition, despite the fact that there is literally no way in which you are at fault.”

The wizard ticked off her second and third points as she reached them, then returned her arm to wrap around mine once more as she squeezed them tightly. “C’mon, Jack. Let a girl live a little, and trust me to know when enough is enough. If I start to see you doing something that I think will make me unhappy later, if and when I’m ever out of the influence of this spell, I’ll tell you. Promise.”

My arms squeezed tight around her torso for just a moment, then relaxed as she melted against me. “I’ll do my best. I can’t promise I won’t stress over it now and then, but I’ll try to just-“

“Jack, if having a bunch of good sex and maybe broadening my horizons a bit is the way I can contribute to keeping an elder demon in check, that’s a price I’m willing to pay.”

“You know what, fair enough. I tell you what—you do what you think will make you the happiest in total. If that means putting a little more priority on the here and now instead of the future, well, I guess it’s in my nature to look ahead. I’ll trust you to keep an eye on the now.”

Zarina very deliberately lifted up on her toes and bumped her ass back up against my crotch. My dick—which had finally started to soften—suddenly sat up at attention once again.

“Now, back to that first point. I think that it’s incredibly sexy to see what you’re doing to Tzila, and I had an idea along those lines…”

* * *

A few hours later, Aubrette, Zarina and I were ready to head out to meet with Rachel.

We had several houses to check out with the real estate agent, and while the list for the day didn’t include every single place we were interested in, it did cover our top contenders.

I paused at the door only long enough to remind Cindy not to push Tzila too hard, then left the two women to it on the couch. I’d given the Jinn a copy of the same kink and fetish list I’d gone over with the others, then told her to fill it out as well as she could. Any questions she had were to be directed to the Sin Demon for explanation, and once she was done she could get back to her new personal reading.

Privately, I’d also told Cindy to help make sure Tzila’s answers were honest not just to me, but to herself. The ring I wore forced obedience, but that didn’t mean it forced self-awareness on the Jinn. While the Lust Tzila generated wasn’t ‘nourishing’ to the rapacious Sin Demon, that didn’t mean she couldn’t perceive it—by remaining at Tzila’s side, Cindy would be able to help nudge her towards a more comprehensive, and truthful, set of answers than she might otherwise produce.

I assumed she would tease the Jinn a bit in the process, but I figured that would probably be fine. Cindy's plan was designed to force Tzila to recognize a part of herself that had been left buried for centuries. While I suspected she already recognized what the outcome of the exercise would be, getting a little worked up while she answered the questions might help smooth things along.

Our newest arrival watched me as I walked to the door, and when I shot a quick glance over my shoulder and winked at her, she abruptly tore her gaze from me and focused on the paper in front of her.

I wore a smile for most of the drive to the first house.

We had discussed bringing more than the three to the showings, but I had ultimately decided that a larger group was more likely to lead to distraction than to anything else. The house I chose would almost certainly be the largest purchase of my life, and I wanted to take it seriously.

I’d brought Zarina and Aubrette, since both of them were willing and able to remain focused, and each of us had our own printed checklists of things to look for at each house. Rachel was going to show us six today, and because we were looking at some of the more expensive properties available near St. Louis we were going to be given far more time than normal at each. With as many things as we wanted to check, though, time was going to be tight and the day was going to be a busy one.

When Rachel greeted us at the first property we spent a few minutes chatting and making sure we knew what the rest of the day would look like. She seemed a little surprised when we explained our plan, and let us know that it was actually pretty common for house-shoppers to make their decisions based on first impressions and vibes. It sounded like madness to me, but apparently one of her recent sales had been to a woman who walked in, looked around the entryway, decided that she liked the place, and put in an offer.

I couldn’t fathom that level of just… throwing your money around. I’d grown up relatively poor, and the idea of dropping hundreds of thousands, or even millions of dollars on something without thoroughly examining it utterly baffled me.

I nearly turned around and went back to the car as soon as I walked through the first door.

The house was beautiful, with a gorgeous interior, vaulted ceilings and immaculately expensive decor – but the pictures I’d seen online had in no way prepared me for how incredibly out of place I felt.

Growing up, my parents hadn't had much money, but they'd always preferred renting houses to apartments. My childhood memories included a series of small, run-down buildings filled with secondhand furniture and half-empty fridges rather than a single 'childhood home.' We'd only stayed in a few of them long enough for me to form a lasting memory of their layouts.

You could've fit all three inside the walls of the first house, with room to spare.

I felt like an intruder, like some suited security guard was about to show up and remove me from the grounds. About thirty seconds after I walked through the door, I found myself checking my shoes for dirt to make sure I wasn’t leaving traces on the polished hardwood floors.

I pushed through it and tried to gather enough focus to go through my checklist, but continued to struggle with the feeling that I was treading on someone else’s ground. Aubrette and Zarina split off to head through their own tasks, but it took me several minutes of aimless wandering before I was able to actually start reading through the list of things I was supposed to check.

Rachel lingered near me, perhaps sensing that I was less comfortable than the two women accompanying me, and after a moment I turned to her and blurted out without preamble, “Does it get easier? Living in a place like this, I mean.”

Either Rachel was expecting a question like this, or my unease had been obvious enough for her to pick up on already, because she gave her answer without hesitation. “Yes. I’ve talked to several clients who came into their money later in their life. From what they told me, while it takes some time, the sense of being out of place goes away eventually.”

I nodded slowly. “I’m… I hope that’s true. I like this place, but… it’s a lot to take in. And it’s a huge change from what I’m used to.”

The dark haired woman let out a surprisingly genuine sounding laugh. “I wouldn’t worry about it too much. People are pretty adaptable, so even if you don’t ever find yourself comfortable in houses like this in general—because between you and me, very rich people can be total elitist snobs—I’d guess it won’t actually take that long for your house, whichever one you actually buy and make your own, to be comfortable.”

I blinked in surprise. My interactions with Rachel had been perfectly professional thus far, with just a hint of what might have been either flirtation or practiced banter. She shrugged lightly as she read my expression. “What? You’re letting your mask slip, I thought it would only be polite for me to do the same. If you prefer, I can stay more formal and professional, but I’m happy to match my clients’ preferred level of intimacy. It makes for a more comfortable working relationship.”

That got a raised eyebrow from me, and she gave me a neutral smile and didn’t elaborate further.

I didn’t press the point, and her tone grew a little more serious as she added, “I mean it, though. A homeowner should be comfortable in their house, so if you really don’t think you’d ever feel at home here, you should pick somewhere else. I also think you’d be selling yourself short, but it’s your money. You should spend it on a home that will make you happy.”

“I- thanks, Rachel. It’s not really something I’d ever really thought about, so… yeah, it just kinda caught me by surprise.” She gave me a gentle smile, and I tried to return to reading through my list, only for her to interrupt my attempts to focus a moment later.

“Jack? If I may, I do have one suggestion for making a new house feel like a home. I can’t take credit for it—it’s advice that was passed on to me by a former client, but while I haven’t put it to use myself, maybe it’s right for you.”

I raised my head from the list again to direct a slightly suspicious look towards Rachel, then took a moment to actually examine her closely. She was relatively young, maybe in her mid-twenties, with fair skin and dark, curly hair that framed a heart shaped face. Her dark brown eyes looked huge, though that was almost certainly a trick of makeup, and her full lips hovered on the edge of a smile. “I… uhh, sure?” I shook myself, realized just how uncertain that sounded, and reaffirmed, “Yes. Please, I would love to hear it.”

She let out a quiet laugh and made a sweeping motion with her hand to gesture broadly at the entirety of the house. “F–have sex in every room. Bedrooms, bathrooms, kitchen, living room, all of them.”

I stared in disbelief for a moment, then burst out laughing. She explained, “Again, I can’t speak to it from personal experience, but apparently it’s hard to feel out of place or ill at ease about being in a room after you banged your girlfriend or wife – or in the case of the person who told me this, I think it was his mistress – on every available flat surface.”

She beamed a smile at me, then turned and motioned down the hall. “Now, you were looking for the main AC unit? I believe that’s in the basement, down that way…”

I wasn’t sure how valid her advice was in the long term, but thinking about it did help me stave off my working-class guilt for the rest of the day.

The second house was nice, but Aubrette objected to the layout pretty quickly so we only did a cursory check of the rest of it.

The third house was slightly smaller – though not by enough to really set me at ease – but Zarina pulled me aside to mention that it was in something of a magical dead zone. It wasn’t enough to actually prevent magic, or to keep magical creatures from living there, but it would likely be uncomfortable for Fae if they stayed too long, and would make it much harder to maintain the wards that had motivated me to buy a house in the first place.

The fourth house we visited was near the western edge of the city. I knew almost as soon as we arrived that it probably wasn’t going to be worth taking the time to visit the fifth and sixth.

It was more than a century old, but had been remodeled in the last twenty years, so while it would probably require more care and maintenance than brand new construction, it was at least equipped with modern electrical and HVAC systems.

It was also surrounded by several acres of thick, pristine woods. Both Aubrette and Zarina noted how much extra privacy they would provide, but more important to me was how my Sidhe vassal’s face lit up as we turned into the driveway only to be surrounded by trees.

After we parked, Zarina spent a few moments in the car performing some kind of divination, and didn’t even attempt to conceal her excitement when she announced that there was a leyline running directly through the property. She all but bolted off to map out its path, while Aubrette and I went to meet with Rachel by the front door.

The building was a massive three story affair with rooms to spare, including a finished basement that I couldn’t help but note could be easily converted into a permanent ritual room to study and practice the magic from The Book of Jannes.

As I meandered through the hallways, Rachel followed after and read off some details from the info sheet she carried – like the fact that the house was already set up with geothermal heating and cooling and a generator that could power the entire property for a full day before it needed to be refueled. It also had a pool with a pool house that could double as a guest house.

I went through the motions of my inspection anyway, and checked off the items on my list one by one, but it felt like I was just going through the motions. As much as I’d been baffled by the idea of buying a house based on vibes, I had to really struggle to not just immediately turn to Rachel and tell her to put in an offer.

It wasn’t until we pulled out of the driveway and onto the road when I realized that, for some reason, my sense of intrusion never even manifested.

Despite Rachel’s recommendation to the contrary, we didn’t even bother checking out the last two houses on the day’s list, since Aubrette, Zarina and I all agreed that it would just have been a waste of time.

I wasn’t sure if it was some unknown manifestation of my Gift, a response to Aubrette and Zarina’s enthusiasm, or something else, but every part of my brain told me that this was the house I was going to buy and live in.

This was going to be my home.

* * *

The sense of relief that washed over me as I stepped into my apartment was as unexpected as it was tangible. The ostentatiously upper class houses I’d spent the day walking through had been far more spacious—and with Tzila’s arrival, things had gotten crowded again—but they had lacked the sense of comfort that my now familiar surroundings brought.

The Jinn was right where I left her, but when my gaze panned to the right, I saw no sign of Cindy’s multicolored hair. Since the bright stripes of green and purple against the blonde stood out against basically any background, that usually made her easy to locate. Now, though, when my gaze reached the spot where she had been when we departed, they instead took in the top of Sara’s head.

The brunette had it lolled back over the edge of the couch. Her eyes were shut, but the twist of her mouth as she bit her lower lip told a very specific story.

I swaggered forward to investigate. At the sound of my footsteps, Sara’s eyes opened, though they took a moment to actually swing into focus on my face. As I swept my gaze over her body, the reason was immediately obvious—while a well-worn t-shirt covered the athletic woman from shoulder to waist, she was naked from the waist down. Cindy’s face was buried between her thighs, and the Sin Demon methodically tongued the other woman’s very obviously sodden pussy.

“Hey.” Sara’s voice was, quite understandably, a little distracted.

“Hey. You’re borrowing my things without asking?”

“I didn’t think you’d mind. Did you know she’ll just- lick. Like, you can just give her a part of your body and she’s not only willing, but eager to do it?”

The loud moan from between Sara’s thighs was a positive affirmation of Cindy’s opinion on the topic, though she wasn’t willing to pull back her tongue for long enough to actually put words to the sentiment.

“I did, actually. Suck, too. As long as you’re actually Lusting for it, at least. If you get bored, she gets bored, so she’ll start to make things… inventive.”

This time, the sound from between Sara’s thighs sounded a lot more like wicked laughter, but—again—Cindy wasn’t willing to cease her activities for long enough to voice her thoughts.

My eyes flicked to the side. Tzila was doing her best to appear to be reading The Two Towers, but the frequent flicker of her metallic-irised eyes towards the coupling told me that she was more than merely aware of what was happening. The heavy lidded expression she wore gave away something of her opinion, and when I glanced down towards Cindy, the demon’s eyes briefly met mine.

I learned a lot in that expression. For one thing, I learned that I could read meaning in the eyes of a woman who was doing her best to bury her tongue in another woman’s cunt. For another, I learned that what she was doing was entirely on purpose. She knew that Tzila was watching her with interest and, if I had to guess based on her deliberate eye contact, Cindy wanted me to do something about it.

I racked my brain for a moment. Something about the situation—Cindy was doing something akin to what Tzila had mentioned the other day. She was simply being used for sexual services. Not only was this helping reinforce the point she was trying to make about her strength and value not being connected to her sexuality, but she was putting the thought in the Jinn’s mind that this was a thing that could actually happen to her.

My lips pressed against Sara’s cheek as I leaned in and kissed her. She let out a giggle and blew a kiss into the air, but wasn’t willing to turn her attention away from Cindy’s tongue to actually find my face with her mouth.

Then I whispered quietly in her ear, “But also, I think it’s incredibly sexy to listen to you cum, so I think I’d like to do that for a while.” While my words sank into her head, I turned to look at Cindy and commanded her, “Cindy, grab her legs, don’t let her get away from you.”

The Sin Demon complied in an instant by wrapping her arms around Sara’s thighs so she could lock her mouth in place against the wet lips of her cunt. “Hey, wait, what-“

I cut off Sara’s protests with another order to the inhumanly strong little blonde. “Make her cum. Don’t let her up until she’s done it three times.”

Cindy’s eyes all but gleamed at me for a moment before she enthusiastically set herself to the task.

“Oh, you fuck!” Any rancor that might have made its way into Sara’s voice was lost in the sudden whimper that she trailed off into at the feel of the slender blonde’s lips as they wrapped around her clit.

I left them to it and turned to Tzila. “Hello! Are you enjoying the book?”

* * *

Zarina neatly folded her blouse and placed it on the seat of the other chair, then stripped off the yellow bra she wore beneath. That, too, went atop the chair, leaving her clad only in a pair of rather skimpy panties. Then she lowered herself to her knees in front of me and snuggled up against the front of my legs.

“You should buy that house immediately, Master, and if you aren’t going to, then I will.”

I knew that she probably meant her family, though I didn’t actually know exactly how much money the wizard could access. She’d mentioned that she only received a tiny stipend from her family’s fortune—which otherwise remained firmly locked in the hands of the patriarch Wizard Malle himself—but it occurred to me that tiny was a relative measure and we might have very different frames of reference.

“If my parents learned that I had a chance to own a house built on a leyline nexus and didn’t take it, they’d disown me.” She hesitated only briefly, then corrected, “OK, not literally. Probably. But they’d be mad. The property alone is worth the asking price, even if the land was a vacant lot. Having access to a leyline nexus will make- I’m trying to think of the easiest way to summarize the benefits.”

She’d mentioned the leyline nexus on the drive back, but we’d been excitedly discussing the actual house at the time and it’s possible that some of her enthusiasm got lost in the mix. I took the opportunity now to correct that, “OK, so tell me more about that. You mentioned leylines and leyline nexuses. What exactly are they? Like, I’ve heard of leylines before—magical channels along the earth, that kind of thing, but they haven’t exactly been relevant to my life.”

I was seated in one of the chairs in the living room, watching Cindy as she rode out Sara’s spasms from the second of her recent orgasms. She paused her attentions for all of four or five seconds to give the athletic brunette the chance to recover and catch her breath, then resumed her work.

“No, that’s basically it. The usual metaphor is used because it’s the easiest to understand—leylines are riverbeds. They aren’t magic themselves, but they’re the paths along which magic flows. The difference from rivers is that when they intersect, they don’t join up. Instead, they cross through each other and form a nexus in the process. That’s what was in the basement of that house. Or, well, under it, but close enough for my purposes.”

Zarina’s tone was that of an enthusiastic academic, and I did my best to actually pay attention and sit upright—both because I was genuinely interested in the topic, and also because part of the plan was that I not call attention to her behavior. She’d mentioned to me that morning involved her spending much of the evening naked—or mostly so—at my feet. Instead I reached down and slipped my fingers up below the back of her hair then slid them along the nape of her neck. The moan that escaped her lips as a result was satisfyingly throaty and excited.

She cleared her throat, and continued, “Instead of just flowing together like rivers would, when the streams cross they interfere with each other. They still pass on mostly unabated, but in the process they create a field that sort’ve loosens the magic of the world around it. Leyline nexuses aren’t actually all that uncommon in the grand scheme of things—there’s like three within two hour’s drive from here that I know of—but depending on the strength of the leyline and the level of interference, the zones can range from insignificant, to mild but widespread, to pretty powerful. That one is—it’s not exactly tiny, but it’s concentrated pretty good, and it’s significant.”

Sara’s third orgasm was swift and intense. She actually wrapped her fingers through Cindy’s hair to grip it tight as she shoved Cindy between her thighs to ride it out rather than try to break free, so I assumed that she’d overcome her initial objections to my commands.

The Sin Demon released her arms from Sara’s thighs and all but silently withdrew from between them. I had noticed that Cindy seemed to behave quite differently when she was with Sara than when she was with me. With me, she was playful and exaggerated in her seductions. She emphasized her sluttiness and went out of her way to remind me that I was welcome to use her for my sexual gratification. She played up the disparity in our sizes, how big my dick looked compared to her, and her perpetual horniness and desire.

With Sara, she was all but mechanical in her service. I made a note to ask about that at some point in the future. There was probably a reason behind it, but I wasn’t sure if it was something Sara had asked for specifically, or the result of Cindy somehow intuiting a hidden desire.

“Ok, so that’s one enthusiastic yes.” I turned to Aubrette. “And you? Any objections, or do you think we should buy it?”

The Sidhe’s face was flush and it took her a moment to realize I’d asked her a question. Her attention snapped towards me as though shocked to discover that I was seated in the room. Then she blushed yet more fiercely when she realized I had caught her enraptured by Sara and Cindy’s pairing. The redhead was seated in the center of the couch, between Tzila and the now sweat-soaked panting form of Sara as she tried to catch her breath.

“Y- Yes, my Lord. Even- even outside of its status as a place of power in the Arcane, it meets your needs and-” The Sidhe’s eyes closed. The blush actually faded slowly from her cheeks as she took in a deep breath and let herself drift into a memory.

She let it out in a happy sigh and finished, “It reminds me of home.” A moment later, she added, “More so than any other location I’ve visited in the mortal realm, at least. I do not believe it is actually connected to Faerie, but the permeation of Glamour there was the highest of all the land I’ve seen since my banishment.”

She opened her eyes and managed to give me a gentle smile. “It receives my full recommendation as well.”

My face lit up with a smile, and I reached into my pocket to grab for my phone.

* * *

The conversation with Rachel didn’t take long. The house had been on the market for a while and my offer was for cash. There would be no waiting for banks to approve loans to slow things down. Asking price, up front, as soon as all the paperwork went through. A few minutes later, the realtor let me know that she had everything she needed to move forward, and told me she would let me know their response as soon as she had it. Then she added quite confidently that she was certain they would accept.

* * *

I’m pretty sure Tzila expected some kind of escalation of the behavior that had been going on when I got home, but things actually got pretty tame after that. Zarina never bothered to put on clothing, and Cindy—on realizing how the wizard intended to spend the evening—stripped down naked to join her, but aside from that we spent most of the time through the end of dinner talking about the house.

Conversation got pretty fast and furious as we all did our best to relay our opinions, while fielding increasingly specific questions from everyone who hadn’t gotten to come.

“Is the property secluded enough from its neighbors for you to fuck me outside?”

“What kind of animals do you think live in the woods around there? There’s some mean raccoon gangs in the city. I don’t wanna start a turf war if I don’t have to, but if it comes down to me or some raccoons, I know where to put my money.”

“Is the terrain sufficiently defensible assuming adequate fortifications are put in place?”

Eventually, Zarina conjured a highly detailed floating model of the landscape that hovered above the palm of her right hand as she wove the left in a series of careful gestures.

“Is that pool heated?”

“The basement—how soundproof would you say it was?”

“No, only I’m not fucking around about those raccoons, look, I’ve heard stories-“

“If I were to craft a fence for the land-“

“I thought Jinn were supposed to be the masters of air and fire, how do you plan to craft a fence that won’t attract attention with those?”

The last question came from Zarina as she somewhat incredulously interrupted Tzila.

“I- yes. The traditional view of Jinn magic emphasizes our inherent elemental natures. I- the reason I do not call myself a princess is that I fail a basic test of purity of magic. My elements are muddled, and include earth and water as well. None are strong enough to please my father as a result, but it offers me some flexibility with my powers that are unusual amongst my kin.”

“Oh. Neat!” The wizard offered Tzila a brilliant smile and—somewhat to my surprise—the Jinn appeared to take the gesture for what it was and smiled warmly back.

“Thank you. It is- it has been a subject of some challenge throughout my life, but I have learned to take solace in the capabilities it grants me that my elder siblings lack.” Better still, Tzila—as far as I could tell—managed to lose track of the fact that the woman she was talking to was making a somewhat ostentatious display of her subservience to me for the duration of the conversation.

That was helped by the fact that even when mostly naked on the somewhat weathered carpet of my apartment, Zarina exuded class. She might not have been quite as stately as the fairy noblewoman on the couch, but even eating on the floor while mostly naked couldn’t detract from the unshakable self-confidence the wizard carried.

It probably said something profound about the difference in our upbringing that—while naked at my feet and eating something prepared at an American bar and grill—the wizard looked more relaxed and composed than I could manage while sitting up fully clothed. I did my best to balance a burger in one hand and a beer in the other without spilling any fries out of the Styrofoam container in my lap, but compared to Zarina’s effortless assurance I felt awkward and ungainly.

It brought to mind my earlier struggles with guilt at my intrusion into the upper classes, and for a moment that same sense of exclusion began to descend upon me. Then Rachel’s advice about breaking through that barrier popped into my head and I laughed. Maybe the story she relayed was made up, maybe it was true—either way, the distractingly pretty real estate agent was almost certainly right. Prior to meeting Zarina I had viewed wizards as something akin to bogey men, but after listening to her screaming my name a few times, it was hard to see her as anything other than a woman. A beautiful, intelligent, and powerful woman, to be sure, but also every bit as human as me and not at all a terrifying monster.

My attention was caught by an emphatic gesture from Tzila and I turned my eyes upon her. The Jinn was in the midst of asking Aubrette a question about the layout of the land and her hands moved in the air over Zarina’s illusory map as she tried to clarify her concern. In all the recent drama and fuss that had accompanied her arrival in my household, I realized that I’d lost sight of a fact that should have been blindingly obvious to me, in particular—Tzila might have been an ancient Jinn not-quite-princess, but she was also a woman, just like Zarina.

For a moment, instead of the wizard at my feet I pictured the Jinn, naked and on her knees. Then both of them, side by side, naked from the waist up and wearing translucent harem pants as they kissed their way along either side of my erection with adoring expressions on their faces. The vision was so intense, so real, that again I had to wonder if the vision I saw was actually a product of my imagination, or if this was a manifestation or extension of my Gift.

When I snapped back to reality, the conversation had wound down and I realized that I’d been staring at Tzila for a few minutes. Her eyes were wide as she looked back at me, and while I’m not sure what she saw in my face in that moment, something in her expression brought a predatory smile to my mouth.

She bit her lip and looked down. It seemed likely that her intention was just to look away from my face, but when she did her gaze fell on the sizable tent I was making in my pants—courtesy of my recent fantasy—and halted there.

My dick twitched, and Tzila actually leaned towards it, as though drawn by the motion, before she stopped herself. Her eyes shot back up to my face, and I couldn’t help the smirk that settled onto my lips when I saw her realize that not only had I watched her check me out, but I’d also seen the longing and desire in her eyes.

She finally tore her eyes away from mine and stared at the TV. Rose was just in the process of pulling up Disney’s Robin Hood, and it offered a convenient distraction, but that was fine—something important had just happened, and while it might have only been the beginning of the journey, it felt like Tzila had just admitted that she knew in which direction her path lay.

* * *

I pushed myself off my chair as the credits rolled and everyone started to head towards some bed or another—except Zarina, who remained right where she was at my feet. When Tzila began to walk towards the other apartment and the room she’d claimed, I brushed my thumb lightly along the silver ring I wore on the middle finger of my left hand. A shiver ran up the Jinn’s spine and she stopped in her tracks, then slowly turned and approached me.

When she finally stood before me, the look on Tzila’s was not the passive stoicism she displayed when she first came to my home. Neither was it the passive-aggressive obsequiousness she’d shown in the weeks that followed. Instead, she regarded me with an expression that fell somewhere between suspicion and hope, and her voice was high and almost brittle as she inquired, “Yes, Master? You rubbed my ring?”

As fragile as her words sounded, though, she managed to tilt her face up slightly to meet my gaze and neither shied away nor stared me down as she awaited my command.

“Zarina earned a boon by doing something for me the other night, and she asked to cash that in tonight. I said yes, of course, so Rose and Sara are going to claim one of the spare bedrooms, Cindy and Aubrette are taking the other, while you-“ I lifted my chin in a quick nod to indicate Tzila, “-are going to stay in my room.”

The story was—more or less—true. Zarina had put in no small amount of work in helping restrain Rose the night before, and she deserved a reward for her efforts. Given what she’d asked for when she spelled out her plan earlier in the day, I was enthusiastic about giving it to her.

Granted, then I’d spent half of the day wandering through oversized mansions with a fine tooth comb, which was more exhausting than I had anticipated, but I had no intention of disappointing the wizard—I was just going to have to man up and deliver.

The Jinn looked me up and down for a moment as my words spelled out a sudden change of her plans for the evening. I hadn’t mentioned anything about her actually participating in Zarina’s reward, but by now Tzila knew more or less the exact circumstances of the wizard’s entry into my life, so she must have realized that there was a chance the other woman had something in mind.

When she didn’t immediately back down or protest, I continued. “I recognize that you might not be comfortable with that, though, so I’m going to give you a choice-” Tzila froze. She had to have seen this coming, given the previous evening’s events, but the word ‘choice’ still seemed to catch her off-guard.

“It’s not even a hard or complicated one. I’m willing to tell Sara to go home, or to have Cindy sleep on this couch if I have to, in order to give you your own bed tonight. First, though-“ I looked down to where Zarina still knelt at my feet.

“First, though, I would need you to tell me that there isn’t a part of you that would enjoy seeing Zarina get gagged face down on the bed while I pin her arms and fuck her ass good and hard-“ Tzila’s eyes grew wide as my description turned suddenly graphic, but I didn’t even pause as I finished, “-or you’d have to tell me that you think Zarina is less worthy as a woman—or a wizard—because she’s the one who asked me to do exactly that earlier today. Very specifically, using basically exactly those words. Oh, except I think she spelled out that she wanted me to make sure she was helpless to resist me.”

I paused for a moment or two, to give her a chance to respond. When she instead stared up at me with an expression somewhere between anxiety and excitement, I nodded once and said, “Good. Same rules as last night—at any point, you can change your mind, I don’t care if I’m thirty seconds away from emptying my balls in her ass, you can just speak up and tell Zarina that you think she’s less worthwhile because she has my dick up her butt. Until then, though, you’re going to get naked and have a front-row seat. You don’t have to say anything, you don’t have to participate, but you do have to be there as she receives her reward.”

Tzila swallowed and said nothing. She remained frozen at near attention for a few moments, then her trembling hands reached down and she began to mechanically strip. I didn’t stay to watch her, but instead stepped around to head towards my bedroom door, as Zarina crawled on hands and knees to join me.

* * *

The head of my cock nudged against Zarina’s asshole and she moaned into the mattress.

The wizard had started on all fours, and her knees were still planted on the sheets with her ass in the air, but I’d pulled her arms one by one behind her back and held them there with one hand, which left her unable to support her torso. She’d turned her head to the side and her cheek was now pressed into the blankets beneath her, face down and ass up in the middle of my bed.

My hips pressed forward and I felt her tight little ring resist for a moment, then begin to relax. I took my time, letting her rediscover the size of my cock as it pushed against the well lubricated entrance to her back door.

I was in no rush.

For one thing, what Zarina had requested that morning was that I gag her, hold her arms behind her back, and bend her over, then ‘use my tight little butthole like its whole purpose is to take your dick.’

For another thing, we were being watched. I glanced over to my left. Tzila sat cross-legged at the foot of the bed. There was a small blanket folded beside her with a pillow resting on top of it, and a book resting on the covers in front of her, but otherwise the royal Jinn was naked and unadorned. Again, I’d been surprised at the difference in our cultural standards—when I’d told her she’d be spending the evening naked, she’d simply stripped—but while she’d ostensibly set out to continue reading Tolkien while Zarina offered me her ass, I’d caught her eyes lingering on the painfully erect length of my cock as I knelt behind the wizard and got into position.

I don’t think Tzila even realized that her right hand had drifted down into her lap. She might have been trying to pay attention to the book in front of her, but her electrum eyes had spent half of the last five minutes watching Zarina prepare herself for me. Even from several feet away I could see the evidence of the Jinn’s arousal—not only were the pierced tips of her breasts standing at crinkled attention, but between her parted thighs I could see the dewy moisture that coated the thick lips of her dark-furred pussy. Before I could tear my eyes from the sight, I caught a glimpse of gold—above the swollen nub of her clit sparkled a bead of gleaming metal, evidence that her nipples weren’t the only thing the Jinn had pierced. It was only when her fingers finally drifted down to break my line of sight that I was able to turn my attention back to Zarina.

I pushed forward a little more, and the head of my dick finally popped through her tight ring of muscle. That drew a moan from the wizard, and I paused there to give her a few moments to adjust to the feeling of my dick inside her ass.

After Zarina outlined her plan that morning, I’d asked her, “You’re sure? You want me to gag you, bend you over, and fuck your ass in front of Tzila?”

“Yes.”

“I get that you aren’t, you know, worried about how you’ll be perceived, but you’re OK with having an audience for something that is about as intimate as it gets?”

The smile that had touched her lips had been positively wicked, and she’d answered my question with one of her own. “Master, have I never told you why I like it when you fuck my ass?”

“I mean, I’ve kinda gathered that you really enjoy it. You haven’t exactly been, um, shy about telling me that. I’m pretty sure I’ve made my own feelings on the matter clear as well, so I hadn’t really…”

When I trailed off there, she had been more than happy to spell it out.

“Jack, I’m a powerful wizard from one of the oldest continuous families of wizards alive on the planet right now. One of my ancestors was literally the richest person to have ever lived. To top that off, even though my mom and dad did their best to let me live the life I wanted, there has also been a constant pressure for me to carry on the line—to bear an heir worthy of the Malle name.”

As serious as she had been, it had been all the more shocking when she had followed it up by stating, “So of course it’s incredibly hot when you just bend me over and take my ass. No one gets to do that, no one has ever gotten to do that, except for you. I was scared to death of getting pregnant with my first boyfriend, and while there’s spells that are more effective than any condom, it was way too embarrassing to ask my mom to teach them to me. I know them now, of course, but- don’t get me wrong, I love the way your dick fills up my pussy, but goddamn, Master, the thought of you just using my asshole as nothing more than a toy for your pleasure turns me into a gooey mess.”

My hips met Zarina’s ass as I buried myself to the hilt inside her.

The wizard was gagged, so the sounds that escaped her lips were inarticulate, but they carried their meaning perfectly clearly—she wanted more. I wrapped my fingers around the outside of her hips and started sawing my dick in and out of the slick hole of her rectum.

There still wasn’t any rush, though, so even as Zarina moaned in wordless ecstasy at the feel of my thick cock stretching out her backside, I took my time. She’d made it perfectly clear that, as much as she intended this to be another step in forcing Tzila to accept the part of herself that drove her sexual fantasies, she also wanted this to be an actual reward. Given what she’d asked for, it wasn’t exactly a hardship for me to comply.

The same ex-girlfriend who had introduced me to floggers had—at my request—been the first girl I had fucked up the ass. It hadn’t been her first time, so she’d walked me through the preparation and given me guidelines on what to expect, but she also wasn’t exactly enthusiastic about the whole thing. We’d tried it a few times after that, but she just didn’t get enough out of it for anal sex to have become a regular part of my sex life.

When Cindy had arrived in my life, she had been far more eager for me to make myself at home in her tiny little booty. She’d demanded it, in fact, and the first time I’d taken her ass was also the first time I’d invited Aubrette to openly observe us—instead of magically spying from a distance. The Sin Demon delighted in offering me up her forbidden fruit, and would gleefully tease me about how incredible it must look watching my “absolutely fucking massive” cock as it “split open my tight little ass.”

As the slapping sound of skin on skin filled the room, I became filled with the tangibly real sensation of fucking a flesh and blood woman. As much as this was a deliberately performative fucking, there was something incredibly real about the expression Zarina wore. With her arms pinned behind her she was unable to support her upper torso, leaving her to turn her head sideways just to avoid having it smashed into the blankets. My other hand was holding up her hips to keep her ass in the air so I could slam myself against it and bounce off her well rounded globes as I drove myself to the hilt in the tight brown ring of her ass.

And her expression, when I looked down at her face, was not Cindy’s gleefully Sinful exuberance, but one of challenge, as she stared straight back toward my face as if to say, ‘Fucking give it to me.’

I laughed with delight, and for the next few minutes, I forgot all about Jinn and witches and rings as I lost myself in fucking an enthusiastically moaning woman’s ass.

It was a different sound that suddenly pulled me back to reality—a quiet gasping moan that drifted into my ears from my left. I did my best to keep up the pace as I plundered Zarina’s backside, but I turned my head slowly to regard the Jinn I’d commanded to observe.

She was still seated cross legged on the bed, but her left hand had reached up to cover her mouth. Her right, however, was still settled between her legs. It still wasn’t clear if she was aware that she was doing it, because even as her fingers danced with surprising delicacy over the now actively dripping lips of her swollen pussy, her eyes remained locked on the sight of my shaft as its full length disappeared from view over and over as I buried it in the incredibly powerful wizard’s ass.

When Tzila was given a choice between spending the night here, naked, in my bed, as she watched me sodomize the enthusiastically consenting woman, it was because she knew that she couldn’t honestly tell Zarina that she thought that the act made her any less than she was. The wizard was an absolute badass, perceptive, beautiful, and wildly intelligent. She had not only consented to, but specifically requested, the savage treatment she was receiving, and was visibly leaking nectar from her untouched cunt as she came repeatedly with my cock in her ass.

It was more than a little heavy-handed, but Cindy had pointed out—rightly—that the Jinn had an obvious incredible blind spot when it came to her own sexuality, and that I might need to actually and very literally rub her nose in it to get her to understand my point.

What I hadn’t expected was that Tzila would apparently get so turned on by the sight of me simply using Zarina’s asshole as a fleshlight that she’d wind up unconsciously fingering herself to the sight of it. The fact that she’d started biting her lip as she watched me go at it with abandon told me that while her conscious mind might not have caught up to the decisions of her right hand, a different part of her awareness definitely had.

I turned my focus back to the woman I was fucking. The deliberately defiant look on Zarina’s face had faded into one of enthusiastic pleasure. She drooled around her gag as another orgasm rippled through her body and sent the tight ring of muscle that stroked up and down the length of my cock into a series of quivering contractions.

The thought of the royal Jinn succumbing to her desires had hit me like a rush and I felt my balls tighten in response. When, at the same time, Zarina’s asshole started clamping down around me as though doing its best to lock me in place, I found myself suddenly at the edge of orgasm.

I dropped my hold on her arms and they fell limply to either side, but rather than allowing her to slump forward onto the mattress I gripped her hips with both hands and lifted her up off of the mattress to meet me. I slammed myself against her wonderfully rounded ass three times, buried myself to the hilt, and pumped a load of hot cum deep inside her extremely slippery bowels.

I held her in place—ass lifted off of the bed so I could impale her fully on my shaft. With my Sin enhanced strength, I found it surprisingly easy to do, and considering how much Lust I must have been generating then, it was no wonder my body felt juiced up.

Not all of it was mine, either. Zarina continued to twitch and mumble around her gag as the aftershocks of her orgasm hit her, but it was the quiet gasps and moans as Tzila fingered her sopping pussy to a nearly silent—but very intense—climax.

I was still staring at her face as the Jinn’s orgasm faded. She’d scrunched her eyes closed when the pleasure hit her, but as she returned to reality they fluttered open once again. It took a moment for them to snap into focus on the world, but when they did, they locked immediately onto mine.

And she absolutely knew, for certain fact, that I had just witnessed her fingering herself to orgasm as she watched me fuck another woman in the ass.

It was interesting to watch her put the pieces together—I could all but see it happen moment to moment as her expression turned to one of horror, which almost immediately melted into one of shame. Before that could melt fully into humiliation, though, her eyes seemed to again take in the woman on her knees in front of me. They flicked to me, then back to her, then back to me again, and the glowing irises widened when she saw my face.

I wasn’t here to humiliate her. I wouldn’t think less of her for her kinks, and neither would anyone else. Not here, anyway, and here is where Tzila was. Or could be, at least, if she wanted.

For a moment, a smile hovered at the edge of the not-princess’ face, before a look of doubt fell across it. She frowned, but then a moment later she appeared to sink deeply into thought. She pulled the blanket up to cover her chest, but gave no sign of being aware of my actions when I slipped out of the bed. Tzila’s eyes remained fixed at the wall when I snagged the small pack of chocolates I’d set aside for Zarina earlier, and she made no sound when I turned off the light and made my way back to the bed.

I fed the wizard her treat as I cuddled up against her. She’d managed to work enough feeling into her arms already that she had removed the gag on her own, and I alternated feeding her a bit and kissing her, until the sweet was gone and she was drowsily relaxed against the pillows.

The wizard seemed spent and happily immobile, but I knew she basically always tucked her nimbus of hair in one of a seemingly endless supply of various silk wraps and bonnets which she kept dispersed through all the bedrooms in the apartments. To spare her from having to rouse, I fetched a simple black one with a broad band, and pulled it carefully over her slightly squished mass of curls. She smiled sleepily and murmured, "What a thoughtful white boy." I laughed quietly as I snuggled into bed alongside her.

I eventually drifted off to sleep with Zarina’s head resting on my shoulder, while Tzila slowly turned and shifted on the bed until her back pressed up against my feet.


CHAPTER SIXTEEN


When I woke in the morning, there was no sign of Tzila in my bed.

Her absence didn’t surprise me. Even after whatever moment we’d shared the night before, the Jinn had to be feeling conflicted. The orders I had given her the night before had kept her in my bed until morning, but the sun was well up in the sky by the time I managed to pull myself out from Zarina’s arms.

After the relatively ruthless way I’d granted her reward the night before, I had stayed up to make sure the wizard was doing OK. When I had climbed under the covers beside her after tucking her in and turning off the light, it had been to discover myself wrapped in the embrace of a drowsily affectionate Wizard who had promptly snuggled up into my chest and fallen asleep. I had taken that as a good sign and simply wrapped my arm around her.

The fact that she hadn’t wanted to relinquish my embrace the morning after told me that I was probably right to do so. I gently slipped my body free of her arms, tucked the blankets back in, and left her to doze while I snuck out towards the kitchen.

When I emerged from the bedroom I closed the door quietly behind me, then turned towards the coffee maker. Aubrette had—despite my protests—purchased a French press thing which she insisted was somehow better than my regular morning brew, but that required that you heat up a bunch of water, then soak your coffee grounds in it for- I forget, exactly.

If she wanted to make coffee for me, she was welcome to use it, but I’d refused to get rid of the well worn automatic coffee maker that occupied the end of the counter in the kitchen.

The fact that the coffee pot was full was a blessing, but also something of a mystery—despite acceding to my demands to retain my knock-off Mister Coffee, the Sidhe usually did actually take it upon herself to make coffee for me, using her fancy glass and metal cylinder. I could see her mass of curly red hair as she sat on the couch whispering quietly with Tzila, but the fact that she hadn’t gone ahead with her fancy coffee ritual told me that whatever it was the two were discussing, she found it highly engaging.

That they both stopped their hurried whispers the moment I stepped into view was more than a little concerning. I saw Aubrette’s brilliant blue eyes narrow at me for a moment as though assessing me, then she turned back towards Tzila, leaned close, and started murmuring directly into her ear.

I rolled my eyes and padded across the carpet to the kitchen to pour myself a cup of coffee. After making it drinkable with the addition of milk and sugar, I pulled a chair out from beneath the table with my foot, spun, and plopped my butt down.

For the next half hour I checked emails, doomscrolled through the news, and sipped my coffee. I fired off a couple emails, left a text from my mom about some distant cousin’s wedding on ‘read’, and scheduled a trip out to Phil’s place to work on a new project car he’d found. I’d never even heard of ‘Talbot-Lago’ as a manufacturer, but apparently the old man had found a salvage crew who had towed a rusted out frame of one from the bottom of some river.

I let him know that there was no way in hell I could guarantee anything I did would work, but told him that as long as he didn’t hold it against me if nothing happened, I was down to try. He even sweetened the deal by offering me a cut of the profit when he sold it if it did. Again—no frame of reference to what that might work out to, but mostly I just liked the way the dude’s face lit up when he talked about his cars. I’d say they were like his babies, but I was more than familiar with his daughter, and I’m pretty sure there was no comparison.

The dude really liked his cars, but he loved his baby girl.

And, finally, I got a text from Rachel, telling me that the sellers of the house had accepted my offer. There was some paperwork that needed to be signed to make things official, but unless something really unexpected happened, things were going to move forward with me buying the house.

By then, my caffeine had kicked in, and Zarina finally stumbled sleepily out of the bedroom. She wore some quite frankly adorably oversized purple silk pajamas and a pair of fluffy slippers, and I would have sworn that they hadn’t been in my bedroom the night before.

I assumed it was a wizard thing.

She wandered over towards me and I rose from the table so I could pour her a cup of coffee. When she was sipping at it happily, I leaned in and brushed my lips across her cheek, then rose and walked across the living room to where the Jinn and Sidhe noblewomen were talking. Even their hushed murmuring died off again as I approached, but the look on Aubrette’s face wasn’t actually upset or offended that I had interrupted. Instead, if I had to sum up the expression on her face in a single word, it would have been ‘scheming’. Her gaze swept over me as though fitting me for a suit in her head, but I had an uncanny feeling that it wasn’t a physical outfit she had in mind, but a role in a plot.

Or, maybe, a story.

Tzila, on the other hand, looked- I studied her face for a moment, and her glowing eyes stared back up at me. She looked nervous, but determined. Resolute. I nodded at her, and she nodded back, then hazarded a very slight smile.

“Hah. No, we’re not doing this, like this. I don’t think you’re a ‘nervous’ person, and we’re not going to be the kind of family that pussyfoots around an issue. There’s been too much of that already. C’mon. Zarina’s up, you head into the bedroom. I’ll meet you there, there’s something we need to talk about.” My hand extended towards the Jinn as I stepped up in front of her.

She stared up at me for a moment, then the smile grew slightly wider. She nodded again to acknowledge the point, slapped her palm against my forearm, and let me help lift as she pulled herself up off the couch. I stepped back to give her room, and she confidently strode over towards my bedroom.

I followed after, but lingered long enough at the kitchen table to down the last of my lukewarm coffee in a single shot before I stepped in after her.

“I get what you’re trying to do, Jack.”

Tzila leaned back on her arms as she sat on the edge of my bed, with her feet not quite touching the carpet below. It occurred to me that I had literally never seen her actually wear shoes, but her feet were surprisingly dainty and smooth—one of the perks of most of her travel being via flight, perhaps.

Her tone wasn’t exactly accusatory, but there was an obvious note of desperation to it.

“With- with Cindy, and Zarina. With the choices that you’re giving me, using the magic that binds me to force me to confront my own preferences. My own desires. I’m- I’m stubborn, Jack, not stupid.”

My back was leaned up against the wall next to my closet. I’d asked the Jinn to join me here not because I wanted to intimidate her—though even as I suggested it I realized how it might have seemed to her—but because I wanted to give her the chance to talk through things in private. I wasn’t sure how exactly it was going to go, but I doubted that an audience would make it any easier.

I held up both of my hands palm up at the Jinn for a moment, but then turned the gesture into a shrug. “Never thought you were. The point of this isn’t to be subtle, or sneaky about it. I’m not trying to give you the soft sell, right now. I tried that, and I don’t think it really worked. What I do think is that you’re smart enough that you can tell exactly where this is going, up to and including having already figured out what you’re going to choose.” I found it surprisingly easy to maintain my confident expression as I stared into the Jinn’s eyes. Once, I might have found them intimidating, but the way they widened as they gazed back at me seemed to soften Tzila’s features, and I found it suddenly difficult to look away.

“I- I do not know. I cannot know. Jack- I-“ Her eyelids snapped shut suddenly and a brief expression of anguish tore across her face, before she took in a long, shuddering breath. When she continued, her usually airy voice was somehow clearer, as though someone had turned a key on a musical instrument and suddenly brought it into tune.

“I have spent centuries in the service of mankind, after being raised for only a few short decades among the people who told me that I was among the best, the most worthy. Proximity to the throne was the greatest good, and everyone else but common rabble. The- the thought that consorting with a mortal would be something that could be done at all, let alone found enjoyable is-“ She shook her head without opening her eyes, “-unthinkable.”

My head shook from side to side even before she finished her sentence. “No. It’s perfectly thinkable, it’s just not what you were taught was right. But the thing is, the people who taught you that are thousands of miles and thousands of years away from you. If you say that you really want to get back to them and lead your people to glory, or whatever, and we find a way to free you so you can get to it, I won’t stand in your way. Until then, though, you’re stuck with me. Or with whoever it is that has the ring, but you might as well try to make the best of your situation while you’ve got the chance.”

“Jack- who am I, if I am not the daughter of King Aylimas, thirty-seventh in line for the Throne of Brass?”

My lips curled into a smile as I pushed myself off of the wall to walk across the room. I turned and plopped down on the bed next to the Jinn and mirrored her pose by leaning back on my hands behind me. “Well, you could try just being Tzila. You’re- Cindy tells me that your people are of unchanging nature. That you, like she and Aubrette, are what you are, and that can never change. But the thing is, I’ve seen your nature. You’re smart, you like to tell stories, you’re stubborn beyond reason, you like to challenge people when they make assumptions, and I don’t think you’ve ever backed down from a fight. That’s your nature. The whole Throne of Brass thing is just what people told you.”

“And what if- my people- what if my father finds out?”

“I mean- we’ll figure that out if it comes up, but for now- fuck him. He’s not here, if he’s in a position to judge his daughter, but not to free her, I don’t see how his opinion matters much.” The shocked look on Tzila’s face was genuinely priceless. For a good thirty seconds she was frozen absolutely still, with her eyes wide and her mouth parted in a nearly perfect ‘o’ as my words hit her.

Then she giggled, and the clear sound of her voice was music to my ears. “Yes. Yes, fuck him. I can- I can enjoy myself if I want to. And besides-“ Her eyes suddenly opened wide and shot towards my face as she added in a suddenly suggestive whisper, “-if I am forced to serve this common man by magic, he can hardly hold me at fault for whatever way my body is ravaged by the- the- endless rampant Lusts of my demon-consorting Master.”

I reached over to wrap my fingers around the center of her thigh. Through the soft fabric of her simple loose cotton pants, I could feel the thick muscles beneath my fingers as I squeezed her leg with sudden and deliberate intimacy.

She froze. Tzila’s eyes grew wide once more as I casually laid my hand on her. When I felt a faint tremor run through her body but she made no move to either pull away or embrace me I deliberately leaned in close and put my lips right against her ear. “If at any point you want me to stop, I order you to say the word ‘red’. If at any point you need me to pause, I order you to say the word ‘yellow’. Do you understand?”

When she nodded, I pushed myself up and onto my feet, then stepped around in front of her. I leaned in until my face was mere inches from hers, then whispered simply, “I’m going to kiss you.”

And then, without waiting for a response, I did. My lips claimed Tzila’s and a moment later, I let my tongue push them to sample the taste of her mouth. Cinnamon greeted me, as did her tongue, which slid against my own as she began to moan against me.

My hands reached out and wrapped around her waist to pull her up into me as I passionately kissed the Jinn princess until she was panting for breath against me. When I finally pulled my lips from hers, she gasped in a long breath and stared at me with heavy hooded eyes. I took half a step back and let my gaze roam up and down her body, then leaned forward and slipped my hand under the loose hem of her shirt. The skin my fingers encountered was silky smooth, but the muscles beneath it rippled as she sucked in another breath.

“Because, princess, let me be perfectly clear—I do mean to have my way with you.” I began to walk my fingers up slowly, inch by inch, which drew another surprisingly girlish giggle from Tzila as I hit an apparently ticklish spot, before the laughter cut off in a sudden gasping moan as I pushed my hand higher and sank my fingers into the firm flesh of her breast. I could feel her nipple pressing into my palm, stiff and crinkled and erect. I could also feel the beads on either end of the barbell that pierced it, and I spent a few moments with my fingers relaxed while I rubbed my palm in slow circles just to feel the way the piercing moved.

Glowing gold-and-silver eyes peered up at me through thick lashes that batted rapidly. “So the fact that you haven’t asked me to stop, or even slow down-“ I caressed my way along the soft skin of her breast until I caught her right nipple between my thumb and index finger, then squeezed gently. She gasped again and flinched, but didn’t pull away. “-means you must want this human to have my way with you. And, not just that-“

I pinched again, still gently, but this time I gave her nipple an experimental tug. My eyes broke from hers so I could look down and see the upturned pink nipple stretch out a little as she let out a shockingly lewd moan. “-but you know full well that I intend to find out more about those fantasies you described. You know, the ones where I- what did I do?”

When I released her nipple it snapped back into shape, and Tzila’s entire body rippled as a shudder ran through her that ended in a slow roll of her hips. “Oh, right, I think you said something about me making you earn the privilege of my mortal cum in your royal Jinn womb. I believe begging was involved, but also other things that I found sexy or entertaining?”

Her shirt fell back into place as I caressed my way down across her tightly muscled belly. When my fingertips encountered the waistband of her simple cotton pants, I pushed my way beneath them and she bucked her hips up to meet me. I felt wet heat engulf my fingers as they pushed between her thighs, and I leaned in to press my lips against her ear and whisper, “Because I think that if that’s your fantasy, princess, then I’m happy to make it happen. Assuming, you know, the fact that your royal cunt is gushing royal pussy juices all over my common fingers is because that’s something you’d enjoy.”

Her hips continued to buck and writhe as she did her best to grind her sopping wet lips against my invading hand. And, for a few moments, I let her. Then I deliberately pulled back and removed my hand from between her legs. She all but collapsed back on the bed, breathing hard, as I looked her over and added, “If that’s the case, then I think we’re going to have a good time. That sounds like fun, and I’m looking forward to hearing all of your ideas.”

I stared into her eyes and lifted my fingers to my lips to lick them clean.

Even her pussy juices tasted like cinnamon, and I kept licking until I’d collected every drop with my tongue.

* * *

Rachel proved her worth—and the worth of the high end agency that employed her—by providing contacts that dramatically shortened the purchasing process. We paid more for the convenience, but rather than waiting weeks for inspection and appraisal as might have been typical, both of those were done in a matter of days.

It was less than two weeks after our offer was accepted when the members of my household who hadn’t joined us for our initial tour got the chance to see the now empty property as we performed the final pre-sale walk-through.

I have no idea what went through Rachel’s head when we showed up. The fact that both of the people who had accompanied me on the initial house-shopping trip were girls might not have raised the pretty realtor’s eyebrows, but when half a dozen women surrounded me as I walked up to meet her at the mansion’s door she had to have wondered what was going on.

She was professional enough not to ask, though, so a few minutes later we had scattered into the house—now emptied of furniture—while she wandered in behind in case we needed anything. The purpose of the trip was, officially, to check for any problems that might not have been obvious on my first visit, but unofficially I was using it as an opportunity to let everyone see the place in person so they could get a feel for the layout and we could start to figure out how we were going to use the rooms. There were bedrooms to claim, Zarina needed a study, Rose needed somewhere to sew, and Aubrette was convinced she was going to somehow find a staff of maids to live in the small set of rooms off of the garage.

The Sidhe also reminded me that with the pool and its attached pool house, I would probably need to play host to Stacy for some photoshoots. The influencer’s bread and butter—when she wasn’t traveling in one of Phil’s restored cars to some beach as she had been for the last couple weeks—were pictures taken of her at one expensive house or another while she reclined in a skimpy swimsuit and drank something colorful out of a glass with a paper umbrella. I mentally added ‘prepare for an invasion of bikini-clad influencers’ to my to-do list, then turned towards Tzila and Cindy when the latter beckoned me over.

The Sin Demon demanded to assert her right to be the first one to break in the house, and had apparently already made plans. While Aubrette and Zarina kept Rachel occupied with answering questions at one end of the house, Cindy dragged me into the master bedroom’s spacious closet. Tzila was tasked with keeping watch at the door, and looked far more excited about the duty than I would have expected. Once she signaled the all clear, the blonde demon dropped to her knees, unzipped my pants, and all but dove at my cock. Her purple lips were all over it in moments as she kissed and licked at me until I was standing at full mast.

Once my little Sin Demon determined I was prepared enough, she wrapped her mouth around me and slammed her face forward into my lap while my shaft vanished down her throat. She wasn’t slow, she wasn’t gentle, and she wasn’t loving, but she was extremely enthusiastic as she did her best to empty my balls as quickly as possible.

When she had the choker on, she hadn’t been able to ram me down her throat. Without it, I got to watch the way her neck bulged out as she swallowed my dick in rapid motions with enough force that if it had been anyone else, I would’ve been genuinely concerned about physically harming them.

The body that Cindy wore was all but indestructible, though, and nothing I was going to be able to do with my dick was going to so much as leave a bruise. When I tangled my fingers in her hair and took over fucking her mouth, the Sin Demon responded with wide-eyed enthusiasm. A few minutes later her lips were wrapped around the very base of my cock as I fired the first shot of my cum directly down her throat.

She pulled back quickly to capture the rest of my load in her mouth and, while her cheeks were bulging by the end, managed to avoid spilling so much as a single drop. She slipped her mouth carefully off of my cock to avoid leaking, and all but pranced across the room to where Tzila still stood watch at the door. The Sin Demon tapped her on the shoulder to get her attention, then grabbed the Jinn’s neck and pulled her down for an open-mouthed kiss.

The wide-eyed expression on Tzila’s face told me that she hadn’t expected to have a load of cum snowballed into her mouth. A tiny dribble of it escaped the corner of her lips as Cindy broke free and released her, but she neither fled nor swallowed her sudden mouthful.

Then the little blonde reached up to pat Tzila’s bulging cheek and ordered, “Be a good girl and go give that to Rose.” Glowing golden eyes shot over toward me for confirmation and I hesitated. This wasn’t exactly something that I had planned, but the look on the princess’ face wasn’t actually unhappy, and Cindy had an uncanny sense for what turned people on.

I nodded, and Tzila turned promptly to head out into the house in search of the busty little cumslut of a Puca. I wasn’t sure how she intended to communicate when she reached Rose, but the sound of the Jinn’s bare feet faded into the distance as she vanished off down the hallway.

Cindy licked her lips as she walked back to where I stood just inside the closet. When she returned, her delicate hands reached out to tenderly tuck my softening cock back into my pants and zip them up, before delivering a few affectionate pats to the front of my jeans.

The Jinn’s behavior over the past week and a half had been a sharp contrast to her manner before. After the heart to heart that resulted in our first kiss I believe she had fully expected to be bent over every available surface and used for my common human pleasure. When I didn’t, but had instead kept her sleeping naked at the foot of my bed while I rotated through my other partners, I had the pleasure of watching her realize that I fully intended to make her live through her fantasies.

The expression on the Jinn’s face as she touched herself to the sight of me fucking Rose's tits had been one of tortured longing. When, two nights later, Sara and I had informed Cindy that we were going to use her and that we had each claimed a hole, Tzila had started fingering herself before we had even finished stripping off our clothes.

I had filled the Sin Demon’s pussy with my cum while she moaned into Sara’s cunt. When I slipped myself free and turned toward the Jinn, the look on my face told me that she was certain that her turn had finally arrived.

It hadn’t. Instead, I’d pushed her hand aside and slid two fingers into her absolutely sopping cunt. As Sara had leaned forward to bury her face between Cindy’s slender thighs, I had plunged my fingers in and out of Tzila’s spasming channel as I whispered in her ear, “Shave this the next time you shower. I want you to keep your royal Jinn cunt nice and smooth for when I decide to use it.” She had cum so hard on my hand that she’d actually collapsed against my chest, and I had to hold her up as she spasmed against me.

And yet, outside of the bedroom that submission was nowhere to be seen. Instead, Tzila had gone from occasional storyteller and challenger of opinions to one of the more vocal members of the group. Given that no one with me was particularly shy—except perhaps Aubrette—that was saying something. The contrast in her response to me was incredible as well—all but overnight, she went from cool tolerance when speaking to me to warm smiles and fluttering eyelashes.

It was honestly kind of adorable—the princess had a crush on me.

The fact that said crush apparently resulted from the intersection of her desire to be treated with respect and also used as a living sex toy didn’t detract from how cute it was—particularly when she found an excuse to sit next to me on the car ride over to Phil’s place while she showed me the research she had done on the car I was going to attempt to help restore.

The cleaning ritual hadn’t worked, exactly—at least, not as the old merchant trader hoped. When the ritual circle was drawn and I’d completed the lighting of the final incense, the rust started to dissolve from the frame, but it wasn’t replaced with new clean steel. It would save him a few steps in the restoration process, but hadn’t been the miracle Phil had hoped for.

An hour after we had arrived at what was to be my new home, everyone re-convened at the front door. We had a brief conversation as everyone shared their findings, but since nothing we’d identified was a deal-breaker, I wound up signing some papers for Rachel and we headed home, one step closer to buying a house.

* * *

The prospect of starting the next chapter of my life was a heady rush. While there was a part of me that worried about a future living in the kind of house I had literally only dreamed about as a child, it was hard not to be excited about the way that things were going.

The drive home had started with a buzz of conversation as we talked through the things we would need to do to make the house livable. The things at the top of my list were simple—furniture, and utilities—but not everyone who rode in my car had their concerns as grounded in such simple mundane concerns.

Cindy’s hands gesticulated in graphically lewd motions as she spoke. The demon’s bright green eyes were wide as she stared into the distance and painted one colorful picture after another of the depravities she had planned.

She had been going on for about ten minutes when we parked, having gotten started when Aubrette made a casual comment about the need to come up with a standard set of duties for everyone in the household, that they might properly fulfill their role in their service to her Lord.

As she had suggested to me the other day, the Sidhe already had a suggested list of those filled out, as well as titles for the roles that everyone would fill. That, by itself, might not have set the Sin Demon off, except that Tzila had quite casually inquired if taking care of my sexual needs was included on the roster.

“I simply wish to clarify, of course. If your list of duties does not include managing your Liege-Lord’s bedwarmers, that is of course your prerogative as his steward but I would think that removing that burden from his shoulders would be well within your grasp.”

Since the fourth person with us in the car with us was Cindy, the Sin Demon had leapt on that chance to join the conversation by detailing—while Aubrette took a worrying amount of notes—the increasingly implausible and over the top suggestions for which specific roles would need to be included in ‘the rota.’

Things might even have stopped there if the other car hadn’t pulled into the parking lot at just about the same time as us. The reactions Cindy got were starting to wear thin as there were only so many ways she could lasciviously describe ‘under the table maid service’ before it became repetitive, so she was gradually winding down. Before she finished completely, though, Rose emerged from the other car just in time to catch on to what the Sin Demon was doing, at which point the Puca enthusiastically joined in.

What had started as a nearly innocent question from Tzila snowballed from there as slender demon and busty fairy began to play off against each other. Where Cindy’s suggestions had been almost disturbingly realistic and grounded, Rose felt no such restraint. The Sin Demon had, by her nature, been trying to engender Lust in me. The Puca took things to another level by interjecting humor, and we went from Cindy’s ‘wakeup blowjob duty’ to the idea of a monthly contest to determine first right to pick which duties everyone would fulfill.

They spent a while bandying about various possible contests they could hold for me to judge, which started simple with ‘best blowjob’ and ‘nicest thing to find in my bed’ but quickly grew more and more complex.

When I tried to interject and point out that there was absolutely no way in hell I was ever going to agree to judge any sort of contest where I would be asked to objectively score the quality of sex with one woman against another, I got about half a dozen words in before Rose calmly spoke over me to tell me to keep my mouth shut.

“Master Jack, sir, while I of course respect your opinion on the matter, I’m afraid that now isn’t the time for that. I’ll need you to leave this matter to us, and when we’re ready for you to weigh in, we’ll let you know. Now go be a good boy and Augur in the corner, or whatever it is that you usually do.”

I stared in wide-eyed and open-mouthed shock at the Puca as she returned her attention to Cindy and casually picked up where they had left off. “-so anyway, as I was saying, we’ll need to figure out what kind of cadence or cycle we run these on. Obviously no one is going to be happy with only being scored on their blowjobs once, but it’ll get boring if that’s the only thing we do. I’m thinking we make that an annual contest, we can have a whole ceremony around it…”

Just as my shock wore off and I prepared to open my mouth again, Zarina smoothly interjected into the conversation, “You’ll have a far easier time keeping things sustainably fresh if you form a solid structure, but then allow some room for creativity. For example, while your annual blowjob contest might be a fine tradition to implement, for the other eleven months of the year I would instead recommend creating an annual calendar ahead of time to give us time to prepare. That way you don’t have to limit yourself to improvised performances. With advanced notice, you can let topics get far more complex. For example, instead of merely asking Jack to tell you whose pussy he liked cumming in the most, we could each design an evening where we tried to embody the theme of ‘relaxation’ or ‘decadence’. That way he isn’t scoring our sexual skills, per se, but instead judging how well we fulfilled the requirements.”

The sassy response I had been prepared to fire at Rose faded from my mind as I turned to regard the wizard in shock. From Cindy I expected this kind of behavior. Rose was hardly a surprise—the Puca loved to escalate things when she had the chance—but this was the first time Zarina had publicly contributed to the Sin Demon’s excesses. The wizard was usually content to keep herself coolly aloof from this kind of over-the-top lasciviousness—she’d participate in any conversation in which she felt that she had applicable expertise, but Cindy rarely needed any help in that regard, so Zarina hadn’t ever really felt the need to interject.

“For example, if we stuck with ‘relaxing’ as a theme, we could each pick one evening that month. Since we would know the topics ahead of time, we could secure whatever props or cooperation we required to attempt to provide Jack with the most relaxing evening we can manage. He doesn’t need to give The Judgment of Paris, he just needs to tell us how relaxed he feels at the end of each night.”

My eyes narrowed as I stared at the wizard, but she was very deliberately not looking at me as she locked eyes with Cindy, and the Sin Demon’s expression was absolutely gleeful as Zarina continued, “So if one of us wanted, we’d could try to convince whoever else we want to help us. If you, Cindy, thought that the most relaxing thing was to bury Jack in naked women as they serviced him sexually without him needing to lift a finger you could, but you’d need to convince probably two or three others to crawl into bed with you. Naturally, since this would be your idea, you’d be the one who got credit at the end of the night, but I think you could secure some enthusiastic cooperation because any of the rest of us might need your help in turn the following month. There’s no reason for Rose to try to sabotage Aubrette’s efforts through lackadaisical performances in bed when she’s going to need her help the next month with a Fae on Fae show.”

Zarina began to swivel her head slowly as she made eye contact, one at a time, with everyone in the room except me. “It’s the Prisoner’s Dilemma, for those of you who are familiar with that, and the way to the best result there is always through cooperation with your cohorts.”

Just as I managed to part my lips to speak, Aubrette cut in smoothly to note, “We do not need Jack to even be the one to judge if he is uncomfortable doing so. My Lord is a gracious and humble man, and I doubt that he would be able to render fair judgment on the topic. Instead, we could create a committee to judge each contest. We would need to rotate the committee members, of course, to ensure that things remained fair. I believe three is the minimum members of the panel we could allow so that the judges could still participate in the contest. A single judge would obviously open us up to the possibility of bias, two judges still have that problem when judging each other, but with three we have two still available to judge the performance of the third.”

“Traitors, all of you!”

I rose in mock indignation and walked over to the kitchen to grab a drink. In truth at this point I was like- eighty, maybe ninety percent certain they were just fucking with me, though the Sinful gleam in Cindy’s eye left the rest of me somewhere between horny and concerned.

Particularly when Aubrette made eye contact with Zarina and the wizard—ignoring my outburst entirely—nodded along and added, “Obviously eroticism is going to be a key measure, and Jack has made it quite clear how much he likes being surrounded by horny willing women. Sincerity and enthusiasm are going to be critical, so we’ll need to make sure that we all agree on the topics well ahead of time. It’s no good having the contest be ‘most creative use of Sin Demon pussy’ for a month if that means Rose doesn’t get to swallow Master’s cum the whole time. We’ll need to make sure that all of us find the contest exciting and entertaining, so I don’t know that Jack’s input will even be needed.”

I grabbed a beer and popped the top off with my thumb, then lifted it to my lips to chug half of it in a single pull. My dick might have been fully on-board with the topic of conversation, but my heart was-

Actually, my heart was doing pretty great. Everyone was smiling—even Tzila, though the Jinn was leaned up against the door frame of my bedroom as she watched without participating. My eyes lingered on her as Rose jumped back into the conversation to begin suggesting contest topics, and I lost the thread of the Puca’s words as I drank in the sight.

The bound princess had worn yoga pants and a tight crop-top that showed off her toned abdomen for our trip to check out the mansion, but her pants were nowhere to be seen now. Her breasts were still contained in the tightly-stretched red fabric of her top, but from the navel to the floor, the only thing that covered her was a tiny scrap of dark green silk between her well-muscled legs.

She noticed me looking at her and froze like a deer in headlights, then she squirmed subtly as her thighs rubbed together and a grin spread across my lips. I tuned out the ongoing conversation as Sara joined in to pitch her ideas for holiday themes, in favor of stalking across the room to stand before the Jinn.

Metallic eyes locked with mine for a moment before—to my surprise—Tzila pushed herself off of the door frame and into my chest. Her lips found mine and I wrapped my arms around her as the delightfully firm curves of her body molded themselves against me. When, a moment later, she broke her mouth away, it was only for long enough to whisper, “I would do all of those things and more, my Master, if you but gave me the command.” The taste of cinnamon filled my mouth as I claimed her lips again, and I lost myself in the feel of her embrace.

I pulled back a moment later to glance about the room.

The look on Zarina's face told me that not only had she watched me kiss the Jinn, she thought I shouldn’t stop there. Her eyes were slightly wide, and she made an insistent little shooing gesture with her hand as she tried to avoid drawing attention from the others. Aubrette caught that look, but was much more controlled in her reaction as she scanned across the room to spot the princess in my arms. I had little doubt that she would find some opportunity to spy on us, but for the moment she returned to the conversation without giving any sign of what was happening.

I pushed my way past Tzila and pulled her into my bedroom before anyone else could spot us, and the door swung shut behind us with a convenient gust of wind as we slipped out of sight.

I spun the Jinn around until her back was against the wall the moment we stepped into my bedroom, then leaned in and pinned her against the wall with my body. The Jinn’s arms wrapped around me as I devoured her mouth, and a moment later I felt her bare muscular leg as she hooked it around behind me and pulled my body forward.

A chuckle escaped my lips as I caught myself against the wall with my right hand. “Naughty princess,” I admonished softly while I laid my palm on Tzila’s bare stomach, then slid my fingers up along her silky skin until my fingertips pushed beneath the tight fabric of her little red shirt.

A gasp escaped her lips when my fingers wrapped around the fullness of her breast, then found her nipple. I teased the pierced nub back and forth for a moment, then leaned in and claimed her mouth again as she moaned in response.

I spent the next few minutes tasting the Jinn’s mouth as her sweet tongue slid against my own. The stiff little nub in my fingers bent and squeezed at my touch, which only drove Tzila to moan throatily against me and buck her hips in an attempt to rub herself against my body.

That told me that she was ready for more. I leaned down and tapped into the Lust flowing through me to easily sweep the princess off her feet and into my arms. She let out a gasping giggle at the sudden motion and then, no more than a moment later, I was the one gasping in surprise as I discovered that she literally weighed nothing as she nestled into my arms.

The Jinn’s skin remained as soft as ever, but where the curves of her body nestled into my arms and chest, there was suddenly no sensation of weight at all. A moment later I realized what had happened, and what Tzila had done, and I laughed in delight as I spun the literally weightless and giggling princess around in a circle, before smoothly stepping forward and laying her gently on top of the covers at the side of my bed.

The moment Tzila’s back hit my bed, the mood changed. The sound escaping her lips shifted suddenly from quiet laugh to breathy moan. Her head dropped back to stare at the ceiling as a ripple of motion rolled down her body from her midsection and into her hips. I stared at her with naked desire on my face, then began to stalk forward, crawling onto the bed and covering her body with mine until I was staring down into her glowing eyes as she stared, open-mouthed and panting up at me.

“Strip.” The moment I gave the command to the Jinn I felt a gust of hot wind wash over me for the span of a heartbeat, before vanishing just as suddenly into stillness again. The room felt all the colder for the fact that, while Tzila was in fact naked now, my skin also felt contact with nothing but centrally controlled apartment air.

My left eyebrow crept up my face as I stared down towards the Jinn, and she bit her lower lip and fixed her gaze on my mouth instead of meeting my eyes. A moment later, without prompting, she shared, “I put them into the winds. They’ll be there when I call for them again.”

“That’s convenient.” I planted my hands on either side of Tzila’s head for balance as I lifted one of my legs and very deliberately used it to push her knees apart. They moved quickly as she realized what I wanted, and soon I was kneeling between the princess’ thighs with the length of my cock resting atop the thick swollen lips of her freshly shaved cunt.

There was no stopping the feral grin that found its way onto my lips when I felt how absolutely scorching hot her sopping wet lips were against my shaft, and I spent a moment slowly rocking my hips just to slide the length of my shaft along her pussy and revel in the heat that she gave off.

When Tzila moaned in sudden desperate need, I lowered myself on my arms until my lips brushed against the Jinn’s ear, then whispered hotly, “Before I go any further, princess, I have a very important question for you.”

My words hit Tzila like a hammer, and her stomach clenched as her hips rolled up to buck off of the bed and grind herself more firmly against my cock in response to my words, but she bit back her moan before it escaped to whisper in a tight voice, “Yes, my Master? What would you- know?”

I flexed my thumb and brushed it over the silver ring I wore as I tapped into its magic to command, “Answer me as truthfully as you are able. Tzila—do you want me to put my big human cock inside your shockingly hot and wet little cunt so I can fuck you until I fill you with my extremely lower-middle-class seed?”

Her hips spasmed again as she ground herself along the length of my cock once more, but after a few seconds of unsuccessfully attempting to line herself up and slide onto my dick the answer tore itself free of her mouth, “Yes, my Master. Fuck—yes!”

I pulled my hips back and felt myself notch into place, then slid forward as I sank myself, inch by inch, into the boiling depths of Tzila’s cunt.

It was exquisite torture. The folds of the cunt that embraced me were silky smooth and rippled around me as I plunged myself inside her, but she was so hot that I had to pull my hips back a moment later until I nearly slipped free of her folds, all but convinced that if I’d lingered a moment longer I would have burned myself.

She groaned and bucked beneath me in an attempt to draw my cock inside her, and I experimentally dipped my hips forward to dip the first few inches of my dick into her steamy depths, then once more pulled back. The inside of her royal cunt was the hot of an unfamiliar shower, and I had to spend the next few minutes sliding half my length inside her experimentally as I tried to make sure that I would actually grow accustomed to her heat.

Apparently that wasn’t the reaction that she wanted, because Tzila kept wordlessly bucking her hips up at me in an attempt to get me to bury myself inside her, and clearly only giving her half of my dick was somehow wildly insufficient.

I crushed my lips into hers in a kiss that she returned hungrily, then I started to steadily piston my hips to slide the full length of my shaft in and out of her molten lava cunt while she wrapped her arms around my torso so that she could clench her stomach and pull her hips off of the mattress in an attempt to follow me up and prevent the escape of my dick.

What followed was some of the most athletic sex I’d ever had. Tzila’s body could be as light as air one moment, then deliciously solid and weighty as she drove her hips down against mine. The only reason she didn’t run roughshod over me and pin me down against the mattress was that as soon as she tried to flip me over, I let my thumb brush over the metal of the ring. The sudden spasm that ran through her entire body and culminated in her cunt clenching rapidly around me told me that she had responded to the touch on the ring as though my finger had been rubbing somewhere else. As I continued to slide myself steadily inside her, I let my finger experimentally trace a slow circle over the bottom of the ring.

The moan that escaped Tzila’s lips was positively pornographic, and if there was anyone in the living room who wasn’t aware of what was going on in my bedroom before, they probably all knew now.

“Oh, that’s going to be fun.”

It turned out the Jinn was a lot more compliant and happy to move as I directed when I could send her into paroxysms of pleasure with a gentle swipe of my finger.

“Now tell me,” I stared down at Tzila as I spoke, admiring the way the shining gold metal of the barbells that pierced her nipples caught the light as they shook with each impact of my hips against hers. The Jinn was laying on her back, with her ankles locked together behind my waist and her arms folded behind her head, exactly as I’d asked her, while I slammed myself into her at a steady pace.

“-exactly how does this feel, again?”

“Fuck! My Master, it’s like- it’s like every part of my clit at once! It’s never been like this before!”

I was really enjoying the way Tzila responded to my finger on the ring, and for a moment I imagined that I might draw things out and really dwell on the topic of how that felt, but the way her folds embraced me in their wet heat told a very different story. I was going to cum, and soon, and there wasn’t a damn thing I could do about it.

“Fuck, Tzila, I’m going to- I’m going to fucking fill you with my cum. Just like- just like you said.”

“Fuck me, Jack, fucking yes!”

The princess’ enthusiastic shouts were probably loud enough for the neighbors above me to hear them, wards or no wards. I slammed myself at home in her depths and felt her boil around me as I emptied my balls deep inside her. Each pulse of my cum was greeted with a spasm of the tight channel that wrapped around me, and the clear ecstasy of the moan that escaped her made the orgasm that seized my body all the sweeter.

A few moments later I returned to my senses to find myself face to face with a Jinn still moaning beneath me. She was doing her best to push her hips up against me as though concerned that if she relaxed, I might somehow find a way to slip my length free of her hungrily grasping cunt.

“What have I awakened?” I asked the question with a gentle tease in my voice, and Tzila responded with a breathy giggle.

“Me, I think, My Master. Maybe the ring too- I meant it when I said it’s never felt like that before.” When I responded by lightly stroking my finger along the ring she shot a look of wide-eyed shock at me, then let out another lasciviously lewd moan. “Fuck, me. If that happens every time your finger touches that ring it’s going to make it very hard to do anything.”

I pulled my hips back and slipped free of her depths. She responded with a quiet whimper, but then collapsed back against the bed when her attempt to follow after me was met with shaky limbs that refused to obey her commands.

A gentle laugh escaped my lips, and I pulled her against my side.

“Thank you, My Master.”

“Mmm. Anytime, princess. And I do mean any. Time.”

She shivered, but the fact that she drew herself to my side told me that it wasn’t with fear.


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN


I learned a few things that week.

For example, I learned that Tzila didn’t have an ‘off’ switch. It was as though a dam had burst when I’d finally taken her into my bed. The sudden recollection of one particularly vivid line from the fantasy she had relayed the other night had lead me to command her to clean my ‘organ’ with her mouth, and the fact that the Jinn’s tongue slathering its way across my dick kept me from ever growing soft was really my own fault. I certainly wasn’t going to complain when it meant that round one had led directly into round two.

After I pumped my second load of cum into the Jinn princess’ pussy, I had taken my somewhat sweaty self and performed a walk of shame to the apartment’s shower. Parading my way through my own living room as five women leered at my naked body wasn’t something that I thought I would ever get used to. By now I had at least gotten to the point where I expected Cindy’s lewdly explicit encouragement, Aubrette’s fierce blush, and Rose’s good natured ribbing, but I had not expected Sara to join in with a ‘fucking finally!’, or Zarina to give me a look that appeared to be genuinely proud.

I’d stoically made my way past them and closed the bathroom door behind me.

The water of the shower I started hadn’t even had time to get warm before Tzila—as naked as I had left her a minute before and with my cum visibly dripping down her thighs—swept through the door and stepped up to my chest to announce matter-of-factly, “It is right that my Master should be attended when he bathes. I will see to this service.”

That was not precisely within my expectations, but by now I’d had enough experience with Cindy showing up in the middle of a shower to announce that she needed to drain my balls, or something along those lines, so I was willing to roll with it.

When that had wound up turning into the Jinn dragging her big soapy tits over my dick for long enough that the shower turned into round three, I started to wonder if I had gotten in over my head.

I managed to—with some effort—disentangle myself from her long enough to dry off, and with my dick out of her line of sight, Tzila managed to calm down.

The rest of the day went by without incident, except for the good forty minutes of crying at the end of The Return of the King. Aubrette tearing up wasn’t a surprise—she’d been sniffling into a series of conjured lace handkerchiefs for about half of the movie’s runtime. My shock briefly pulled my attention away from the film when I glanced over and saw tears on Cindy’s cheeks.

The Sin Demon’s nature made her capable of a surprising amount of empathy—as she’d demonstrated by helping to understand Tzila’s hangups—but I never expected to see sympathy from her. Granted, this particular display occurred as Gollum fell into the lava after the One Ring, so it was entirely possible it wasn’t the former hobbit she was mourning, but the artifact of ultimate power.

The tears and clogged sinuses that resulted from the end of the film had left my apartment more somber than usual. Cindy’s Sin quota had been filled and more thanks to my trysts with Tzila, so rather than indulging in either hijinks or film analysis I had snuggled up between Rose and Zarina in bed and gone to sleep.

Rose liked to sleep in, and while Zarina was sometimes an early riser, she was usually more reactive than proactive in bed, so I was more than a little surprised to wake up the next morning with a boiling hot mouth wrapped around my shaft. I wasn’t about to complain, though, and left my eyes closed for several long minutes as slick lips and an attentive tongue glided lovingly along the head of my dick.

Whoever it was sucking my cock, they didn’t seem to be in any hurry. Her head bobbed slowly up and down beneath the blankets at a steady pace that only changed when I let out an unconscious moan of pleasure at the feel of her tongue lapping at the base of the head of my cock. That caused her to speed up, which in turn woke me up enough to realize that my arms were still full. I did a quick check to my left and right and verified that both my wizard and my Puca were right where I had left them, one wrapped around each of my arms.

That left the identity of my loving cocksucker as a mystery and with my arms trapped I was forced to rely on deduction to solve it.

The shape beneath the blankets wasn’t particularly small, which probably ruled out Cindy and Sara. Rose and Zarina were out of the running for obvious reasons, which left Aubrette and Tzila as the most likely culprits. Of the two, while the Sidhe noble was accomplished and graceful, and would have been thrilled to perform the act if asked, it showed more initiative in bed than she generally displayed.

The final clue, of course, lay in the fact that my snuggle-buddies of the night were still asleep. Neither Zarina nor Rose were unusually heavy sleepers, but neither had stirred when my fellatrix slipped beneath the blankets—possibly while in the form of a cloud of soft sand.

And, of course, there was the fact that the tongue which lapped at my shaft was so hot I had started to sweat, which was enough to give the answer all on its own.

My left arm was a lost cause—trapped in the depths of Rose’s cleavage I would never work it free without waking her—so I began to slowly and carefully extract my right from Zarina’s embrace. She shifted and let out a surprisingly adorable sound of disappointment when it slipped free, but didn’t wake, and I was finally able to lift the blankets from my chest.

A pair of smoldering golden eyes looked back at me. They bobbed up and down slowly as Tzila began to actively fellate me now that she knew that I was awake. I had no idea how long she’d been teasing the head of my cock before I woke up, but the feel of her red hot mouth as she glided up and down along my top six inches was incredible. My orgasm was not far off, and from the way the princess started to desperately slobber over my throbbing shaft told me that while she was fully aware I was about to cum, she also had no intention to stop.

My head crushed back against the pillow as I did my best to hold in the moan that threatened to escape. I flooded Tzila’s mouth with cum as she dutifully wrapped her lips around the head of my cock to capture it all. Despite her best efforts, a dribble escaped the seal of her pink lips to drip back down my shaft as the last spurt escaped me, but the reason for that soon became evident.

The princess slowly pulled her head back. Her lips chased along the skin of my dick as she carefully extracted it from her mouth and clamped her lips together. Her cheeks bulged as she tilted back her head as best she could, then valiantly attempted to open her mouth without spilling any of it as she revealed the pearly load of my cum within. Then she froze, waiting in place, while a little more cum trickled out of the corner of her mouth and ran down the front of her pale throat.

Several moments passed as I stared at her in surprise, not sure exactly what to make of her behavior. Then, in a flash, I realized what she wanted. One of the lines Rose- no, Cindy-

One of the ridiculous things she’d suggested the day before, one of the specific parts of ‘morning blowjob duty’, was that the woman performing it needed to show the load she ‘milked from Jack’s cock’ and wait until she’d received permission to swallow it.

“Swallow.” I kept my voice as quiet as I could, but I felt Zarina start to stir regardless. The wizard wasn’t ever a particularly deep sleeper, and her waking up was probably inevitable as soon as I’d moved my arm, but I still felt bad. She’d been working herself overtime of late as she brushed up on her ‘large-scale Ward design’, and I had intended to let her sleep in if I could manage.

Tzila swallowed, then immediately flowed out of the room without uttering a word. The feel of her as she rushed across my skin was surprisingly intimate—I had half expected that her blue cloud form would feel sandy, or gritty, but the particles that caressed over me were almost shockingly smooth and silky. They were also body-temperature warm to the touch, and it was all I could do not to moan again as she slid over my chest then flowed beneath the door to vanish out of sight.

When I had tracked her down several minutes later—having gotten up with Zarina and spent a few minutes reminding her that it was OK to take a day or two to just relax—and asked her why she’d done it, she had guilelessly responded, “My Master, I heard the list of duties that were mentioned yesterday, but as far as I know, they have not yet been assigned. As such, the duty falls upon your lowest servant to serve you in all of those capacities until such time as one of her superiors decides to relieve her of the task.”

She was all wide-eyed innocence too. She nearly sold the act of ‘I believed that they were serious last night’, except the note of excitement in her voice was far too pronounced for her to successfully conceal just how invested she was.

The fact that she was naked in the kitchen, on her knees, while she played with her cunt probably didn’t help. Considering how distracting it was, it didn’t actually hurt either, though. I watched her fingers glide up and down the pronounced lips of her still-smooth cunt for several moments while I tried to formulate a response.

It wasn’t easy.

I tried several times, but only got as far as opening my mouth to try to form a word before I’d stop, and realize I didn’t actually know what I was going to say.

“My Master, I believe mention was made of a ‘breakfast dick-warmer’, but at different times your- adjutant? Your- jester? What rank is Cindy?- Regardless, she mentioned both riding in your lap and ‘holstering his cock in her mouth’ as duties of the role, but did not specify the order. Which do you require first?”

With Rose, when she had greeted me the morning after she had joined me with a somewhat similar pitch, it had taken me a good ten or fifteen seconds to figure out that she was fucking with me. The Puca had oversold herself, but I was almost certain it was on purpose, because it fit the bit that she was trying to perform.

With Tzila, I genuinely wasn’t sure if she expected me to treat her exactly as Cindy had described. It was easy to tell that she was turned on by the idea—the fantasy, of being forced into her kinks, knowingly and lovingly—but to take things this far was…

She cracked a smile. It was tiny, and if I hadn’t been staring intently at her face I might have missed it, but it was enough. Then, a moment later, I heard Rose’s full throated laughter from across the room behind me.

I closed my eyes as a feeling of dread washed over me. For a moment, my mind filled with visions of the kinds of pranks Rose could manage with a fully willing Jinn accomplice. I pushed the thoughts back with some effort—Tzila might have been suspiciously willing to commit to this particular bit, but there was no guarantee that would be true of whatever else the Puca came up with. In fact-

My eyes narrowed as I studied the princess’ face. She was laughing, but there was something hungry to the way her gaze was stuck to the front of my pants and the evidence of the fact that as much as I didn’t think she was actually being serious, I couldn’t deny the reaction her show had had on me.

Despite that, however, the Jinn’s clothes appeared about her body as she dragged her hands up and pulled them out of the wind. It was the first time I had seen her use that particular trick, and I realized I didn’t actually have a great handle on what her magical abilities really encompassed. She’d mentioned that she stored things ‘within the winds’, and as I watched her outfit manifest around her, I could understand why.

When Aubrette conjured items, it looked as though she simply reached behind something that blocked her from view, then retrieved her hand holding whatever she was seeking. For larger conjurations—such as the magical room she had created for herself within the confines of my tiny old apartment—she reached up and appeared to sink her fingers into the world, and then pull. Everything in sight would seem to lock into place, then shift rather disconcertingly, and when she was done there would simply be more space than there had been before.

In contrast, when Tzila dressed herself in a tight set of stretchy yoga shorts and a crop-top that stretched tightly across her sizable chest, it was with a gust of hot wind that blasted into my face. It made it a little hard to see, since the hot air instantly caused my eyes to water, but it looked rather as though the outfit was simply blown into place from behind her. There wasn’t really any way that could have physically been possible—I thought—because the entire act took a fraction of a second and the garments seemed to have come out of nowhere, but as the wind died and I blinked my eyes clear, she was garbed and off the ground.

She offered me a grin, then spun around towards the fridge to begin fixing herself some breakfast.

* * *

The rest of that morning was mostly occupied with a visit to the offices of Sterling and Gray. I sat in a well appointed conference room which featured a very well polished table of some kind of dark, heavy wood. For just under an hour, I endured having the starkly professional figure of Daxon—who was all thin limbs and sharp features—as he slid paper after paper over for me to sign while another man whose name I didn’t retain for more than about half of the meeting sat to my right and accepted them from my hand. For some of them he stamped them with something, but I lost the details of his exact role in the proceedings at some point in the process.

Part of the reason for this was that to my left, Aubrette was, for the entire time, keeping up a running explanation of each of the documents. This slowed things down, but the Sidhe was quite serious about making sure I understood everything I was signing. The fact that as far as I could tell she somehow had a perfect recall of the statutes surrounding each of the documents did not escape my notice.

When the final paper was signed, Daxon offered me a ghost of a smile. “Congratulations, Jack. You are now the legal owner of your new home. I hope that you enjoy it.”

He had then given me a firm—if bony—handshake.

We’d picked up the keys from the receptionist on the way out, as well as a small binder which contained the various codes to the security system in the house and instructions on how to change them.

I knew that the inside of the house was empty, and that it would be days—if not weeks—before it was actually livable, but I couldn’t help myself—I had to go. I wanted to walk around my first house, just to revel in the fact that it was mine. Aubrette and I swung by the apartment to pick up everyone who wanted to come, and Tzila, Sara, Cindy, and Rose all piled in to join us in my slightly too small Honda.

Fortunately, we had multiple solutions to that particular problem. Technically Tzila could fly faster than the car could drive, but in this case rather than separate herself from us, Rose took the trip in the form of a cat. She hopped nimbly through the window to claim Aubrette’s lap, and the Sidhe spent the drive over affectionately scratching behind her ears while she loudly purred.

Cindy squeezed into the back between Tzila and Sara, and I tried not to dwell on the fact that she immediately leaned over and began to whisper to the Jinn. I was still riding the high of the fact that I was driving us to a house I now owned, and which I could only realistically describe as a mansion.

It wasn’t Hollywood A-List or anything, but compared to anywhere I’d ever lived before, it was incredible. And it was mine. In the throes of my excitement, it was hard to worry about whatever it was the blonde was whispering in the raven haired princess’ ear.

Also, given their height difference, Cindy had to half climb out of her seat and was all but in the muscular Jinn’s lap, which was distracting for an entirely different reason. The rest of the drive passed in something of a haze as I did my best to focus on the road rather than my rear-view mirror, for reasons entirely unrelated to traffic.

* * *

“Oh, that looks fun.”

My head whipped around at the sound of Sara’s voice. For an instant, a flash of guilt hit my body, as though I’d been caught doing something wrong. It felt hot and strange within my chest, but passed quickly as another wave of pleasure flowed up my dick and caused the base of my balls to clench.

My mind finally caught up to the actual words my former landlady had said, but it took me another few moments to actually parse them. In that time, she strolled up to stand a few feet from me and casually leaned her shoulder against the wall. Her eyes met mine, then very significantly looked down to where Tzila knelt on the floor in front of me and diligently indulged herself with the final few inches of my very saliva-covered shaft.

I peered past Sara’s shoulder, across the room, to where Cindy leaned her back against the doorway. Her eyes were directed at the hallway, rather than looking back at me, and I called out to her, “Hey Cindy, I thought you said you were going to keep watch.”

“I told you that the last time we were here, we did not have the time to give you the experience you deserved, and that we were going to switch roles compared to last time. When we were here for the inspection, I milked your cum out into my mouth while Tzila kept watch for Rachel. Now she’s giving you the slow-job you deserve, while it’s my turn to keep watch for Rachel. No sign of her, by the way, you’re good to keep going.”

I rolled my eyes, but I wasn’t entirely sure if it was a result of Cindy’s antics, or the fact that Tzila had pushed her head slightly farther forward and stuck out her tongue, then slowly dragged it backwards under the head of my cock, before spending several long seconds lavishing attention on the tip of my dick with her sweltering and flexible tongue.

The inside of the Jinn was scorching hot, and she wielded that like a weapon. She seemed able to sense exactly when the heat was about to become too much, but would keep me buried between her lips to the last possible moment, before pulling back to suddenly release my cock into the comparatively freezing cold of the inside of my house.

And then, the moment my cock had cooled enough, she’d slide her lips forward around my shaft once more, and the cycle would begin itself anew.

“Smartass. Hi, Sara. It- Fuck, that’s incredible- fuck, she’s really good at that. So yes. It is. Fun.” I was babbling, but in my defense, Tzila was making it really hard to think at all.

“So was this because, like- well, like Tzila said this morning, she’s just on blowjob duty anytime you get hard?”

I shook my head quickly. When the Jinn took a brief pause to let me cool, I immediately took advantage of the fact that I was able to think more clearly to quickly recap, “No, just like Cindy said—this was something she cooked up. Tzila was pretty clear she was on-board, and tits were already out, so the thought of questioning whether she was OK with it never really crossed my mind. I think Cindy also said something about needing to balance the scales as well, but-“

“I said ‘the scales are more than out of balance, but this will be the first step of many to correcting that.’”

“The- oh, fuck. The amount of focus I have for speech is invers- fuck, fuck, inversely prop- look, the more of my dick is in Tzila’s mouth the less I can talk.”

More and more of my attention was grabbed by the pair of molten lips that had again slid forward to glide around the head of my cock. The wet heat of Tzila’s mouth engulfed me again as she began to bob her head slowly back and forth. I braced myself against the sensation as I forced my brain to string together a coherent sentence. “Sara- What were you getting at? You clearly have something in mind.”

Somewhat to my surprise, she hesitated. Given some of the things she and I had done together, I would have thought Sara would be past any kind of shyness or shame about sharing our kinks, so when she paused for a few seconds to gather her courage it actually drew my attention away from the princess doting on my dick.

“Are you willing to loan her out?” The words came out of Sara in a rush. Tzila froze in response, though the heat inside her mouth continued to grow steadily and provided its own stimulation to my cock. When a second or two of frozen silence passed, she began to rush to explain. “Like, I know that she said this morning that she was down to be on morning blowjob duty every morning, and given the fact that she was fingering her pretty little pussy while she did it, I figure that even if she was only saying the words then because Rose put her up to it, a girl doesn’t flash her pretty little pussy like that if she doesn’t believe a bit of what she’s saying.”

Tzila pulled back again just in time. The heat inside her mouth had started to get so intense it had verged on discomfort, but it made the sensation when pulled back and blew suddenly chill air across me all the more intense.

Sara continued. “So, if Cindy can talk her into whatever nonsense she used to justify getting her—by the way, absolutely amazing—rack out while she tries her hardest to actually make love to your nice fat dick with her mouth, I would bet she’s probably just into exactly what she said at the party. Like, maybe she can pretend otherwise sometimes, if she wants to, but there’s got to be a good chance she’s thought about licking my cunt once or twice.”

My eyes looked down between my legs, where Tzila had resumed her fixation with my dick as though Sara wasn’t even talking. She was either so focused on sucking my dick that she was willing to tune out the conversation despite being the topic, or doing a convincing job of pretending. “So, Mister Magic Jack, are you willing to loan her out? What’s it going to cost me to borrow your genie for like twenty or thirty minutes.” Her deep brown eyes dropped down to watch the way the Jinn lovingly coated my cock with her saliva. “Maybe- maybe longer. Like a day or two.”

Even as Sara stepped towards me, her attention remained fixed on my dick—and the woman whose soft pink lips were wrapped around it. The sight had her so distracted that she actually tripped and stumbled the last couple paces towards me. She managed to avoid actually falling on her face, but wound up barely catching herself on my chest, breathlessly looking up at me while I leaned against the wall behind me.

My arm slid around Sara’s shoulders and I leaned down to kiss her. “I think the way you are so transparently horny for her is incredibly cute and endearing. Of course I don’t have a problem with it. Hey, Tzila-“ I paused for a moment as I looked down. With Sara’s chest pressed against mine, I couldn’t actually see the Jinn between my legs, but the attention on my dick never wavered. “Hey, Tzila!” The second try, when I put a bit of an edge to my voice, snapped her out of her apparent trance.

“Tell me what you think of the idea of being loaned out to Sara for twenty or thirty minutes. Or maybe longer.” As I spoke, the still-distracted brunette managed to get her feet back under herself. Even once she caught her balance, though, she remained pressed to my side. Her right arm wrapped around me, but she shifted enough that I was able to look down into Tzila’s eyes when she finally responded.

One of her hands wrapped around the base of my dick and began to stroke back and forth on the bottom couple of inches to jerk me off as soon as she released me from her mouth. “My Master, I have already debased myself with one human commoner, what’s one more?”

Despite her words, her tone had a bit of an edge to it. A slight challenge in her voice that dared me to rise. “Is that how you’re going to play it?” I picked up momentum as I spoke. Tzila had made it clear that a part of her fantasies included being forced into things, and I wanted to see how far she intended to take it. “You’re going to pretend that you aren’t as enthusiastic about this as she is? Like you aren’t perfectly capable of voicing an objection if you have one? Like I’m the bad guy?”

There was a spark that lit up in her eyes as she fired back, “Would you have me enthusiastically begging for the privilege instead, My Master?”

“You know what, yes. Yes, I would very much like that.” My eyes locked onto hers once more as I stared her down.

She stared right back, as though daring me to push the issue—to take it further. As seconds ticked by, she—without breaking eye contact—leaned forward and enveloped the head of my cock in her mouth. It meant that I flinched first, because the feel of the liquid heat that rolled over my dick was incredible, and the back of my head hit the wall behind me as a moan escaped my lips.

“Fuck you. That doesn’t count.” I couldn’t bring myself to pull my head away from the wall to look down into my lap, because the defiant princess had resumed bobbing her head back and forth in my lap. I looked over at Sara, and asked her somewhat incredulously, “Do you- do you see this shit?”

To my dismay, the besotted and quite possibly lust-addled woman beside me sided with the Jinn. “What shit, Magic Man? Is your genie acting up? Because it looks like she’s just ignoring whatever you say so she can suck on her toy. Is that the kind of behavior you intend to put up with?”

My eyes flicked towards Cindy across the room, who met my gaze with equanimity. I didn’t even bother to voice an objection to her. I wasn’t sure why I even bothered to voice one to myself. When I followed my Gift along the path of playing into the Jinn’s hand’s, the future I saw was filled with a glowing warm blue.

“No, I’m not.” I brushed my finger over the ring lightly and watched Tzila’s body spasm in response. As a moan escaped her lips, I commanded quietly, “Tzila, take Sara onto the window seat and give her the same level of attention you were just giving me.”

The words had no sooner escaped my lips than the Jinn acted to obey. She flowed smoothly into a cloud of blue sand that enveloped Sara and swept her into the air. The suddenly airborne woman let out a squealing laugh as she quickly found herself naked within a whirlwind which whipped her through the room and carried away the jeans and t-shirt she’d been wearing.

That laughter turned into a series of moans as the two women found themselves atop the window seat a moment later. Tzila deposited the shorter woman on her back atop the cushioned bench that was built into the window, then coalesced once more into her human form, on her knees with her face buried between Sara’s thighs. From the sounds that emerged, the Jinn was being every bit as passionate in the tongue lashing she was now giving as she had been with her mouth around my dick a moment earlier.

I strolled up behind her and looked out the big bay window. The master bedroom was on the second floor, and it had a great view of the small patch of nicely landscaped yard enclosed by the woods around the house. The window was actually wide enough that even with Sara on her back with her knees in the air and Tzila on all fours between them, there was still room for me behind the Jinn. The curved window bench was well padded and deep enough for me to put my knees between her legs and nudge her thighs apart as I lined myself up behind her.

Then, without preamble, I slotted myself into her molten cunt and buried myself inside her. As she moaned into Sara’s cunt, I began to slide my hips back and forth at a leisurely pace. I turned my head to the side and scanned the yard again, where I caught a flicker of movement. As I fucked the Jinn princess with just enough force to rub her face against the wet pussy in front of her, I watched Rose’s unmistakably curvaceous form as she walked along the yard to the edge of the forest.

No fewer than thirteen raccoons all emerged from the treeline to greet her.

The Puca began to gesticulate as she addressed them. At this distance, through the window, I couldn’t hear so much as a hint of what she was saying, but as far as I could tell, they were all paying attention.

Another moan drew my attention inside again, and I realized something. I had intended to give Sara the twenty or thirty minutes that she’d requested, but the rhythm that I was following was gradually getting faster and faster. A moment later, I realized why.

When she’d been attending my dick, the heat within her mouth had been intense. The depths of her inferno cunt were hotter still—my hips were pumping faster and faster to give my dick the chance to cool. I kept burying myself instinctively the moment my dick was exposed to the cool air again, and so no more than five minutes after I’d ordered Tzila to pleasure the now orgasming Sara’s greedy little pussy, I was slamming my hips against the Jinn’s taut backside as I buried my load deep inside.

The twenty minutes of attention she’d given me with her mouth probably contributed to my short trigger, but there was a part of me that had to admit that it revelled in the feeling of rising to the challenge that had been offered.

The fact that it had also resulted in Tzila spasming around my dick as she came the moment my seed filled her reinforced that feeling, as did the affectionate way she stared back over her shoulder at me as she asked, “How long would you like me to continue, Master?”

As I remembered the other day—specifically, the time when Sara had made Cindy eat her out on the couch while Tzila was sitting on the other end—a wicked smile touched my lips. “Until you’ve made her cum. Twice.”

The look of shock on Sara’s face was priceless, but it was all the sweeter still when it slid from her face as the Jinn went to work and she dissolved into profanity laden moans.

* * *

“So anyway, I’m really not sure how she does it. Like, as far as I can tell, she’s not only perfectly fine, but enthusiastic about what’s happening.”

As I finished speaking, Zarina slowly swiped one hand to the left, open palm facing out. Some of the floating runes in front of her obediently drifted out of the way at her gesture. Of the ones that did, several of them changed shape, a few began glowing more brightly, and one faded to the point of invisibility.

“Interesting.” The wizard pulled a small notebook out of one of the pockets of her voluminous robes to jot down a few notes. Without turning around, she then responded, “It’s one of the benefits of being a natured being. While Tzila doesn’t have free will like you and I do, she is also free of the risk of accumulating psychic scarring.”

“Huh.” I hadn’t ever considered that particular aspect of the fact that the Jinn—as well as the demon and two Fae who now lived with me—weren’t human.

“So, like-“ As I spoke, Zarina tucked the notebook away once more, then pulled out a small wooden wand from the same pocket. She began to weave the tip through the air, and it left glowing streamers of light in its wake. When she was finished, a rune floated forward slowly to slot into the complex array that occupied a cube about five feet on each side.

I’d sought the wizard out after enjoying the massive shower attached to the master bedroom with both Sara and Tzila. We didn’t have any towels yet, but the Jinn solved that problem easily. When I asked her to help dry us off, I had expected something like the hot air hand dryers often found in public bathrooms. Instead, she’d somehow simply pulled the water off of all three of our bodies, which left us clean, dry, and somehow pleasantly warm.

Once I’d re-dressed, I had wandered down into the basement where Zarina was in the middle of performing some in-depth tests on the leyline nexus the house was built on. “-she’s just going to be fine with flipping a switch and embracing her new life?”

Again, it took a few moments for the wizard to respond. When I had first walked up to spot the array of glowing shapes in the air, I had turned to leave immediately. I didn’t want to disturb whatever obviously complex magic Zarina was using, but she spoke up to halt my departure before I’d taken a step, and explained that the hard part was over.

She etched another rune into the air, but this one slid forward to overlap one of the existing runes. Its glow flared brightly, then diminished until it was no brighter than a typical neon sign. “I don’t know that ‘just fine’ is exactly how I would describe it, but basically, yes. Tzila is a princess of the Jinn, and nothing you, or any of her other former masters, can or have ever done will change that. The fact that you’ve turned her from recalcitrant to enthusiastic about her service isn’t something I would have thought possible.”

“Wait, what? If you thought Cindy’s plan wasn’t going to work, why didn’t you say anything?”

“What would it have accomplished if I had? That I could say ‘I told you so’ if I was right, or eat my words if I’d been wrong? Her plan itself was sound, but the line between a magical creature’s nature and the shape of its experiences on its behavior is something that has been the subject of centuries of debate. I would have assumed that any traits she carried through the centuries were a part of her nature, and not her upbringing. The fact that Cindy could somehow tell the difference is—troubling. Or perhaps promising. I am hoping that you will allow me to question her about it closely some day soon, but it is a lower priority than most of my other projects.”

The fact that Zarina was able to draw yet another rune, slip her wand away, then jot down a few more notes while she spoke was evidence that she wasn’t lying when she said this part was comparatively easy, but it was still astonishing to see how easily she multitasked both weaving her magic and conversation.

“Yeah, yeah, of course. Just say the word. So, uhh, meanwhile-” My hand waved vaguely in front of me and I winced as my vision felt like it shifted. Except it didn’t. The effect hadn’t been present in either of the two previous visits to the house, but when I’d walked down the stairs ten minutes ago, I’d been confronted with the odd sense of space being more full than my eyes could perceive. Anytime I turned my head, it felt like there was a slight delay before my vision caught up to what I was seeing, and if I moved too quickly it gave me a sense of motion sickness that left me feeling queasy. “-what’s the deal?”

Zarina looked over her shoulder at me, then returned her focus to the floating runes, which told me that either she wasn’t getting the same sense of distortion that I was, or she was just dealing with it better. “When I return to your apartment I will need to record my findings and compare them to the Kheraskov’s field journals and Sebile’s Almanac Tenebrous to confirm my suspicions, but I suspect that the nature of this nexus has condensed space around it. I am uncertain if there is an extradimensional space on the other side of it, and even if there is, I do not possess the necessary spells and rituals to access it or return safely. I will add those to my wish list, but in the meantime, I have several ideas for how to tap into the leyline currents.”

The tip of the wand slashed across the air suddenly and all the runes flared, then faded into motes of glitter that vanished before they reached the ground. A moment later the sense of distortion faded, and I let out a sigh of relief. “Good, I’ll- Honestly, I’m just going to leave this to you for now. You tell me what you need, and I’ll find a way to make it happen, but otherwise, just do whatever you’re going to do with it and let me know if I’m in the way.”

Zarina tucked her wand in her pocket once more, then turned to beam a warm smile up at me. “Thank you, Jack.”

With both the glowing swirls of magic and lightheadedness cleared away, I was able to take her in more fully. While I had been christening the master bed and bathroom, Zarina had unpacked the large garment bag she'd brought along from the apartment and donned the set of heavy robes stuffed within to begin her work. I knew she had worn them before when working on a couple earlier rituals but hadn’t actually had the chance to see them myself until now. The wide swaths of cloth-of-gold folded over her in heavy layers until only her head and hands could be seen. It almost looked like she was being swallowed by an intricately hand-embroidered golden fabric pyramid.

She saw me trying to find her from within the depths of the ceremonial outfit and her smile turned noticeably bittersweet. "You look like you've never seen a family heirloom of priceless ceremonial robes before, Jack." I didn't have an immediate response to that, so she laughed quietly and grabbed fistfuls of the vestments, lifted them, and started a laborious twirl to show them off. "My grandfather passed these to me," she continued as she turned her slow circle, "and I am grateful, of course, for the bounteous and beautiful gift he gave..."

Her words trailed off there as she faced me once more, and the thick gold fabric gave a soft whuff as it fell from her loosened grip. I heard the unspoken 'but' as clearly as I could read it on her lovely face, but before I could remark on that, she grinned and spoke up again.

"Aside from being technically worth a fortune, they're so lush and gorgeous, and gold really is my color," she added with a note of her typical self-assurance. I nodded my sincere agreement but let her continue getting whatever this was off her luscious—if currently well-hidden—chest. "But I could never wear all this out of the house, and I swear it's a hundred degrees under here, plus they're ceremonial robes." She sighed and her shoulders drooped heavily under the weight of more than just the cloth garb she was draped in. I gave her a moment to collect her thoughts, and watched her face shift through a dozen microexpressions. She settled on a muted but resolved smile and looked more solidly into my eyes.

"I respect my grandfather, and I love my magic. I do wish celebrating my heritage wasn't so inherently entwined with my ancestry. But that's my baggage to work out. In a way, Jack, being bound to you has probably done more to help me separate myself and my magic from my grandfather and my filial duty than anything else I could've done." I felt the press of her robes and saw the depths of her brown eyes grow large before me. I had been so wrapped up in trying to actively listen and be present for her that I hadn't realized my feet had moved me right up in front of her. While I understood a little about magical family expectations, I knew my experience in that regard was nothing in comparison to Zarina's. I didn't know what to say, so instead I made words irrelevant.

Her plump lips parted when mine touched them, and we both breathed against each other in a kiss as tender and heartfelt as I could make it. At least, it started that way, but quickly grew more passionate as our tongues danced and bodies urged us forward. We were prevented from getting too hot and heavy by the extravagant ceremonial robes, and soon enough she pulled back with a surprisingly shy smile and a gentle clearing of her throat. She retreated a step and took a cleansing breath before looking me in the eye with a far more familiar composed confidence.

“I am done with my measurements for the day. I’ll need to return here frequently for the next week to compare readings and see how stable they are. I’ll keep you posted if anything changes, but the summary is that I should be quite able to make use of the nexus, exactly as promised. There are quite a number of projects I plan to implement when I am able—in a week or two I’ll give you a list, and ask you which ones you want me to prioritize.”

"Zarina, you're a marvel," I said earnestly. Then I grinned. "Would you like me to help you get out of those clothes?"

"Please."

* * *

I was surprised at how hard it was to pile into the car and leave my new house behind. It wasn’t anything close to livable, and even if we just started with the furniture we had now, it would probably take days before we could move in, but the part of me that could barely believe this place was mine clung to it until long after it was out of sight behind us.

The sound of Tzila as she answered Zarina’s fascinated questions about some moment in her life from a millennium ago brought a smile to my lips before I slipped too deeply into that feeling of longing. While I wasn’t looking forward to waiting, it was only for a few more days. It might be weird living in a mostly empty house while Aubrette did whatever she was planning to do for furniture to fill the space up, but we were using that same furniture in the apartments now—we might as well just move it into the house and use it there instead.

In the meantime, I had plenty to do to keep myself occupied. An idle thought occurred to me, and I glanced over into Aubrette’s lap, where Rose was curled up as a cat for the ride home. The Puca’s chin rested atop her crossed paws, which themselves were folded daintily over the Sidhe woman’s thigh. Both her eyes were closed, but I tried asking anyway, “Hey, Rose—what was up with you and the raccoons?”

She cracked an eye at me before archly responding, “You’ll keep your nose to yourself, Mister Puttman—what business I have with the underworld is my own.”


EPILOGUE


I sized up my opponents one at a time. To my left, Phil Galanis gave me a neutral look that told me he was reading me every bit as much as I was reading him. Across the table, Duke Azzone Cherto’s face revealed nothing. His waxen features might as well have been those of a corpse for all that he gave away, and I was unwilling to spend long staring into the disconcertingly lightless depths of his cold dark eyes.

The look I got from Ade Malle, seated to my right, was not nearly as cold, but the heat behind it was no more welcoming. Zarina’s father was only a few inches taller than his daughter, but his presence filled the room in a way that was all but impossible to ignore.

The fact that Phil—a perfectly ordinary human, as far as I was aware—was currently ahead by about a thousand dollars for the night, said something about the retired mariner, but I wasn’t exactly sure what it was. He’d taken it entirely in stride that both vampires and wizards were real—as well as Jinn, fairies, and a number of other creatures from myths and legends. When we suggested a poker night, though, he’d balked.

Hearts, though, was a far more acceptable card game in his eyes. This was the fourth card night we’d had, after Aubrette had finally announced that the house was sufficiently furnished that I could be permitted to entertain company.

I’d had people over on multiple occasions before then, but that didn’t really seem to matter. More specifically, the Sidhe meant something very specific by her words—my house was now officially well-furnished enough that I could use it as a stepping stone into more significant ranks of supernatural power.

The idea made me more than a little apprehensive, at first. I tended to still think of myself as one of magic’s bit players, but as both Zarina and Cindy reminded me, having the support of either of them alone would probably be enough to justify me as a person of note in certain circles, but having both the granddaughter of Amari Malle and the Sin Demon of the Deadly Seven walking at my side would open many, many doors.

If I took myself seriously, I could at least get my foot in the door of the big leagues. Holding me back was that I still didn’t really know who was who—Zarina had been in the middle of getting to know the local powers when she’d zapped herself into my service, so she was able to get me started, but when I reached out to Cherto to inquire about the auction that he’d mentioned, small talk had turned into an invitation for a weekly card night.

He’d brought a few different guests, and had been using the time to tell me about some of the locals who might be interested in my services. The maddening thing about the vampire was that he was actually pretty charming and easy to talk to, for all that he looked like he walked himself out of Madame Tussauds. It made it dangerously easy to forget that he was a literal bloodsucking monster—and that my best guess for why he was willing to take the time to meet with me this way was to ingratiate himself to me. He’d been terrified of Cindy—enough that his payout to me had probably been at least as much a bribe to keep me from unleashing the demon on him as it was to uphold ages-old treaties—but now that we were on speaking terms, he was strangely chummy.

Not so, this week. I hadn’t realized that Zarina’s father was familiar with the vampire in question, but apparently the two had a history. I’d only learned that about twenty minutes before Cherto had arrived, and since Ade was already in the living room with his daughter, it made their meeting basically impossible to avert.

Things hadn’t erupted in violence—yet—but the mildly suspicious glares the wizard had been leveling at me all week had turned into somewhat flinty stares at the vampire the whole time the two had been in the same room. I had no idea what the details of their history were—it couldn’t be that bad, or I didn’t think Ade would have been willing to even entertain the notion of the card game—but the two seemed to be sniping at each other through their plays. For the last three hands, they had taken every opportunity to push a point on the other, and hadn’t seemed to notice that doing so had left Phil and myself well ahead.

Phil more than me—I was actually trying not to push it too far, because after the game night was over, I was going to need to go back to trying to win over the man who was pretty sure I was sleeping not only with his daughter, but also with at least the majority of the six other women in my house, if not all of them.

The fact that Zarina appeared to be genuinely happy was one of three things standing in the way of the wizard—who was well over a century old, but looked as though he was in his late forties at most—and his desire to step in to protect his baby girl. The second was that harming me would physically harm Zarina as well, and the third was that I really was doing my best not to overly disrupt her life.

As far as I could tell, he’d consciously decided to treat me like a boyfriend who needed to earn his approval, so while he wasn’t exactly hostile, he’d been more than a little cool for his entire visit. The heat was a change, and the fact that it was directed at a guest I’d invited was going to be awkward enough even if I didn’t also take half of his money.

Not that we were actually playing for stakes that were anything close to significant for Ade. That wasn’t the point—I would rather have his good will than his money, and I didn’t think taking advantage of him would help.

It made the interruption when Aubrette approached me feel like a mixed blessing. On the one hand, the last thing I needed was something else adding to the already volatile situation, but on the other hand, even a moment’s distraction from the tension in the room was welcome. She’d brought a tray of drinks with her when she’d approached and passed out tumblers of an extremely expensive whisky—which was conjured, but no one needed to know that so neither of us mentioned it.

The Sidhe had finished serving drinks, and I had a short moment of panic as I realized that she was leaning in to whisper something in my ear. The fourth member at the table was usually Valentina, but she had stepped out to make room for Ade to play, and I’d noticed her talking to Cindy in the hallway early in the evening.

It suddenly occurred to me that I hadn’t seen either of them since and a chill ran through me as my mind raced to fill in the blanks.

“My Lord, there is a woman on the phone who requests to speak to you. I tried to tell her that you had requested not to be disturbed right now, but she insists on speaking with you personally. Before I could make my way to you to tell you, though, she hung up and said she would call back. A moment later, Zarina reported that she detected several figures crossing into the far side of the trees to the west. It may not be related, but the timing is suspicious. They are approaching on foot, but will arrive shortly.”

My eyes grew wide.

* * *

Not too long after that, Cherto made a polite but swift exit. Ade had volunteered to ‘keep an eye on him’ in case this was some kind of a trap, but the vampire had elected to simply depart rather than finish things out. I didn’t actually think he had anything to do with the people approaching, since Zarina had reported that none of them were vampires—or any kind of undead—but the fact that they pulsed with some kind of magical energy that she didn’t immediately recognize was suspicious. There were thirteen of them, three of one kind and ten of another, but aside from that we knew next to nothing.

Their approach was both halting and unhurried, though, so we hadn’t fully raised the alarm. Zarina had started work on her defensive enchantments around the land, and while they were far from finished, they would apparently provide us with a significant advantage if it turned out this was actually some kind of attack.

We also had Ade—a talented and powerful wizard with decades more experience than his daughter—which was both incredibly helpful and reassuring. Even if he wasn’t wholly convinced of my character yet, I knew there was no way he’d let anything happen to either me or his daughter. At least—not until they managed to unravel her magic.

He elected to remain in the kitchen for the time being—he was nominally on vacation, and was trying to keep a low profile—but he’d be around if shit got real.

The sun had been down for about twenty minutes before Cherto showed up, and it was full nighttime now. The floodlights at the western side of the house lit up the green grass of the meadow that had been the lawn. I’m not sure exactly what Rose did, but day after day the grass outside had transformed into wildflowers with uncanny rapidity, and I’d noticed a remarkably abundant number of rabbits and even deer wandering about it. The forest beyond, though, was terrifyingly lightless. With the floodlights on, my eyes refused to adjust to the dark beyond, and I was about to go for the switch to turn them off when Zarina spoke up.

“They’re dead ahead, and the first one will soon be stepping into sight.” Despite the tension of facing the unknown, her voice remained calm and controlled as she peered into a small crystal ball she held in one hand. “There.”

I turned in time to see the first figure stumble out of the forest and into the light. She was no taller than Cindy, and walked somewhat unsteadily forward with one hand held up as she peered into the light. “Please! Please, we would call upon the lords of this place to grant us shelter!”

Another woman emerged from the woods behind her, and then another, and then two more arm in arm to hold each other up. They all looked haggard—streaked with dirt, moving unsteadily, and with twigs and branches stuck all throughout their hair.

They were also all naked, and most of them were green. The color seemed all the starker in the bright white light from the house. When the last emerged, I faced thirteen naked women—three of them with darkly tanned skin on display and ten more in shades that ranged from mossy green-brown to chartreuse. That last was on a tall and slender woman who stepped forward in front of the group. She’d been the first to arrive, and after her announcement she had taken a few moments to check on the others as they gathered around her.

Zarina leaned over to whisper into my ear, “Dryads. The green ones, at least. It makes sense for why my magic couldn’t identify them—I didn’t put any protections into place for dryads, I haven’t heard of one in this part of the world for a hundred years. I’m not sure what the other three are.”

Just as I turned back to respond to them, Aubrette emerged from the kitchen behind us with a phone in her hand. The screen was lit up to indicate there was a call active, and she approached with determination in her steps. “My apologies, but it is that woman again—she says her name is Jessie Morgan, and that you know her. She’s at the gate asking for permission to come in.”

* * *

I hurried down the hallway towards the front door. In the end, I had simply asked Aubrette and Zarina to figure out how to get the ten dryads and three women who turned out to be nymphs settled, while I hurried to meet one of my oldest friends.

The arrival of a baker’s dozen women had been a shock, but they weren’t any kind of a threat as far as I could tell. Their leader—whose name turned out to be Maple—hadn’t had time to finish explaining why they needed sanctuary before I had needed to rush off, so I wasn’t entirely sure what I’d volunteered for when I agreed to offer them shelter for the night, but it apparently involved some kind of cult that wanted to vivisect them on a sacrificial altar.

That was the kind of thing I was happy to oppose on principle. I’d find out more about it later, and the Sidhe and wizard were more than capable of sorting out whatever arrangements were needed for the night.

I pulled the door open with a frantic jerk, just as Jessie climbed out of her car and immediately stumbled towards me. She looked as haggard as the women who had stumbled naked through the woods to reach me, and her usually slightly ruddy cheeks were pale. Jessie had always run towards being slightly plump—it had gotten her teased in high school, but hadn’t prevented me from having a crush on her for that entire time since she had worn most of that weight around her hips and chest.

She looked like she’d lost forty pounds in the couple of years it had been since the last time I saw her. Her once rosy rounded cheeks were sunken and she had visible bags under her somewhat wild eyes. She stared at me openly for several seconds when I emerged from the door without seeming to recognize me—which wasn’t actually much of a surprise, since I was half a foot taller than I’d been the last time that she had seen me. Then I rocked back as she all but threw herself into my arms and slammed against my chest.

A moment later, I realized that she was crying. I slid my arms around her shoulders and offered a gentle squeeze while I waited for her to tell me what was going on. The thought of asking floated through my head, but I dismissed it—whatever she’d been going through, she obviously needed a moment, and I was happy to give it to her.

After a little while, I started to stroke my hand up and down her back to soothe her as snot and tears soaked into my shirt. It took about five minutes before she gathered herself—or maybe just cried herself out of tears—and was able to speak.

“Chris is dead.”

The words sent me reeling. Chris was Jessie’s brother, and he had been my best friend for the five or so years that we had lived near the Morgans. I wasn’t exactly sure how our parents had known each other, but my parents had introduced me to them after a move, and the three of us had bonded more or less instantly. Their family—like mine—was Gifted with minor talents, which meant the prohibition against talking about magic didn’t apply to them. Having someone to share that part of my life had been all the cause I’d needed to want to hang out with brother and sister together, and we had quickly become inseparable.

The last time I’d talked to Chris in person had been about two years ago. We’d exchanged emails at least every month or two after high school, but it had been a while since I’d gotten the last one. With Cindy arriving in my life around that time, I hadn’t really noticed their absence—she had provided plenty to distract me—but Jessie’s words still hit me like a truck.

I was still reeling when she added, “He killed him. He stalked him and he killed him, and he’s coming for me next.”

* * *

Sleep hadn’t come easily.

I knew that, just as I knew that this was a dream.

My awareness drifted through an ocean of silver threads against a background of a starry sky. As I watched, the shining strands of light drifted slowly through the endless night, seemingly at random. Now and then, the threads would cross, and where they intersected would flash and flare in my vision like a magnesium flare, only to then continue to drift through each other unimpeded.

After some time I realized that I had no idea how I’d gotten here. My memories seemed fuzzy—I recalled getting Jessie inside, but then nearly nothing between then and now. The news of her brother’s death still felt recent, but didn’t weigh on my thoughts the way it had when she had first made the announcement.

It was actually rather pleasant here. I spent some time just letting myself drift as I watched the impossible landscape, content to let the strange dream take its course.

A moment later I realized something—several of the silver threads were drifting closer. It might have been an alarming thought, but I still knew that this was a dream. Whatever this place was, it wasn’t real, so it was hard to muster much concern.

The threads had looked thin when I had first appeared, but as they approached I realized that I had nothing in my vision to provide me with a sense of scale. The nearest strand was still approaching, and it was growing ever larger as it did so. I had assumed initially that the glowing strands were as thin as the threads they had resembled, but soon realized that I had been entirely mistaken—the one that neared was a river of flowing quicksilver that threatened to eclipse my view.

For a moment I grew concerned—even in the dream, the thought of drowning in silver light was not appealing—but then the river stopped perhaps a dozen yards ahead of me. I stared into its rippling surface and could see the reflection of the stars behind me, twisted and distorted as the river of light continued to flow.

Then I watched as features began to emerge. It was a slow process, and at first I almost thought my eyes were playing tricks on me when the shape of smiling lips formed. When eyes and a nose carved themselves out of the flowing silver, though, I could no longer deny what I was seeing.

The eyes turned to focus on me, then the face pushed free and rose out of the river of light. It was massive—easily a dozen feet from chin to forehead—and strands of silver trailed from the top like hair, only to vanish back into the river behind it.

It—she—smiled at me, and I felt the voice as though it were reaching me through my entire body, bypassing my ears entirely.

“Hello, Jack.” The words were felt as much as heard, and they seemed to rock through my consciousness like a tidal wave. I struggled to hold on to my thoughts as sounds that weren’t sounds crashed through my mind.

“I have been waiting for quite some time to talk to you-”

The second thread that had been approaching finally reached the first, and when it intersected, rather than giving off another flash of light, it was absorbed into the whole. Cascades of silver poured forth and streamed towards the face. From there it flowed down as though filling an invisible container, and I watched as first a neck, then soon shoulders and arms began to take shape.

It was ethereally beautiful, and haunting. There wasn’t quite enough liquid to form an entire body for the massive silver woman, but the approach of a third thread of silver promised soon to fix that.

“-ever since you picked up my book.”
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