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Prologue

Incubus Incoming









Victoria Stevens


Victoria Stevens woke tangled in a sea of satin sheets at the center of an enormous bed. Panic washed over her for a moment before she remembered where she was. A single candle burned in an antique candelabra on a bedside table next to her, its motionless flame an eerie reminder of the inhuman things lurking just outside her door.
No light penetrated the catacombs deep beneath the winery, nor any outside sound or warmth. The entire twisting labyrinth reminded her of something out of one of those ridiculous pseudo-medieval video games she’d banned from the library’s computer lab. Damned kids spend all their time playing stupid make-believe games, and they don’t realize what lives in the world with them. How many of them would crumble if they knew most of the supernatural creatures from those games and movies they love so much are real?
Victoria’s eyes were opened to what was living in their world when she met the demon Harold, and ever since learning of supernatural beings and other realms, she’d been desperate to grab a piece of their power for herself. It’s so unfair. Even the fools born with supernatural abilities don’t realize what they have or use it to its fullest potential.
The longer Harold was gone, the more her mind cleared of the hold the deceased demon had on her. Despite that, her feelings for him remained a swirling vortex of confusion. One moment she loathed his memory and the next she missed him bitterly. He promised me power. Then he went and got himself killed.
She hadn’t actually seen the body, but she’d known without a doubt the moment he’d perished. I felt it to my core. Presumably because of his supernatural influence over me.
Harold had bragged to her he was the most powerful demon, aside from Lorenzo, in their area. He’d liked to brag. And now he’s dead. All because he was obsessed with some stupid warlock’s lair that I told him repeatedly didn’t exist. And his obsession with it made him stupid and sloppy.
She supposed she should be grateful on some level for his obsession with finding the fabled lair. If not for that and his interest in the Sablehurst library, he may never have approached her, taken her into his fold, and opened her eyes to the supernatural possibilities in the world. My awakening came with a price, though.
She shuddered, remembering all the things the demon had done with her and all the things he’d asked her to do. A sudden flood of rage washed over her, overpowering any gratitude she’d felt. If she was being honest with herself, it wasn’t the things they’d done together that angered her. It was that I was completely subordinate to him. Under his thumb. His pet. I’ll never be that for anyone ever again.
As her anger at Harold ebbed away, melancholy replaced it. She didn’t wallow long before a fresh surge of anger crashed over her, this time directed at the whelp who had taken him from her. I still don’t understand how that little shit Dane Staley could have killed Harold, but somehow, he had.
The door to the small bedchamber opened without so much as a creak, and Vance, the master vampire who ruled the coven that made their home in the catacombs, entered. Victoria wasn’t sure how he always knew when she was awake, but he seemed to.
Of all the vampires who called the catacombs home, she preferred his company the best. As a group, she didn’t find the vampires as loathsome as Harold had told her the other supernaturals did. I could do without that obnoxious Gwen. She needs to be shown her place, but the rest of them keep to themselves and don’t bother me.
Although Harold had found them useful, he’d called vampires the cockroaches of the supernatural world, which didn’t make any sense to her. They certainly seem better than orcs or trolls to me.
Vance smiled at her, and in the dim light from the candle, his silhouette was defined enough to give her goosebumps. His smooth black skin and strong angular features were hard not to admire, even if his soulless black eyes unsettled her. He looked to be in his mid-forties, but Victoria knew he must be centuries old. She imagined he had a chiseled, godlike physique beneath his impeccable suit, although she’d never seen him in anything less.
Not for the first time in the weeks she’d been his guest, she wondered why he hadn’t once tried to share her bed. She knew a lustful look when she saw it, even on a monster. He wants me.
Harold had been a voracious and demanding lover, and Victoria found that his absence, created a mounting unmet desire in her. I wouldn’t object if Vance came to me in the night, and under different circumstances, I might even press the issue myself.
She had fantasized about Vance’s powerful hands roaming her body. She imagined herself using all her considerable bedroom skills to bring the master vampire to the edge of release, then slowing and withholding climax until he begged. It was a wickedly effective technique Harold had used on her often. And I’d love to use it on this handsome but maddeningly smug vampire.
Her sexual tastes had always veered toward the domineering, but Harold had lit things within her and shown her delicious torments she hadn’t known existed before him. Damn that demon. Even after death, he’s still in my head.
“Such naughty thoughts.” Vance chuckled.
Victoria felt herself flush. First with embarrassment, then with anger at feeling embarrassed, then with fear that Vance might have actually read her thoughts. “Can vampires read minds?” she asked cautiously. There were so many things about vampires and the other myriad of supernatural beings she didn’t know. Harold was so tight with information.
“No, my dear,” he replied with another deep baritone chuckle. “But your emotions are written all over your face.”
She didn’t like the way he laughed at her expense, and she hated the implication she was so easily read.
“Are you hungry?” he asked. “We should get you ready to go. My people have located Lorenzo, and I believe he will be here by this evening.”
Victoria had no idea what time it was. With the absence of sunlight in the catacombs, after only a short time, she’d become completely disoriented. Evening could be a few minutes away or a few hours. It’s impossible to tell.
She wasn’t sure how she felt about Lorenzo getting there. Just after Harold’s death it had seemed like the most important thing in the world to find Lorenzo, but as Harold’s influence over her faded, she became less certain seeking out the incubus was the best idea. I don’t give two shits about Harold’s dying wishes any longer, but with him gone, I suppose Lorenzo is my next best option for gaining the power I was promised.
Easing back the sheets, Victoria slid from the bed and winced as her bare feet touched down onto the cold stone floor. Vance had provided her with several changes of clothes during her stay, but none were in a style that suited her, so she’d gotten into the habit of remaining in one of the silken chemise and dressing gown combinations he’d provided. They’ve made it clear I’m not free to leave, despite them insisting I’m their guest. So, there doesn’t seem to be any need to wear anything more if I’m going to spend my days cooped up in Vance’s study.
To be fair, it was a rather nice, well-adorned study, but she was becoming more restless by the day. All this time below ground is becoming tiresome. Maybe escaping here with Lorenzo is for the best.
Victoria grimaced as she pulled on a soft dressing gown and followed Vance from the room. She wasn’t sure if it was the stress of all that had happened—losing Harold, the time spent underground, or living with vampires—but she felt as though her mind was constantly scattered. I struggle to hold a single thought for long, and my emotions swing like a preteen’s. I have to get myself together before Lorenzo gets here. I refuse to be anyone else’s pet, but if I’m going to keep that from happening, and get what I’m owed, I have to be sharp.
They walked through the labyrinth of arched stone hallways to the chamber with the large wood table where she’d been led when she’d first come to the coven for help. It was her first time back in the room since arriving.
A single place setting sat to the left of the head of the table with a plate of what looked to be roast beef and asparagus. The sliced beef was underdone, even for her liking. These vampires can’t cook worth a damn. I suppose that makes sense, seeing as none of them eat. Or…need to eat.
It was another thing she missed about Harold; the demon had been an insatiable lover and an even more ravenous eater. They’d dined at some of the best restaurants outside of Ashbury. They’d never stayed in town to keep their connection a secret, but he’d spoiled her on gourmet meals the likes of which she’d never dreamed of before him.
I do not miss him. She admonished herself. He was a lying, disgusting toad of a demon who used me and never fulfilled his promise to grant me the power I deserve.
“Are you alright, my dear?” Vance asked in his slow, smooth voice.
Victoria hadn’t realized she was gritting her teeth. “I’m fine,” she replied. Get yourself under control, damn it.
Vance chuckled again, irritating Victoria further, then took a seat at the head of the table and directed her to sit in front of the place setting. As unappetizing as the bloody, red meat looked, it smelled divine. She had only just begun poking around the plate with her fork when they heard footsteps and a giggle coming down the hallway that led up to the surface. Victoria noticed Vance stiffen, and she looked toward the corridor expectantly. Is it evening already?
Gwen, the same female vampire who’d escorted Victoria down into the catacombs, came in on the arm of a tall, long-haired man who reminded Victoria of someone off the cover of one of the bodice-ripper romance novels she’d devoured as a young woman. The look in the young vampire’s eyes as she gazed up at the man Victoria knew to be an incubus, could only be called pure adoration. That fool is under his influence already. I wonder if he’s kissed her or done something else to get his essence into her. Or is that effect purely from being in his presence? I’m not sure exactly how his powers work, but with Harold, it took bodily fluid contact before his hold on me truly solidified.
Even though Victoria had met Lorenzo before, his strong chin and wide smile made it easy to forget he was a demon beneath all the ruggedly handsome Fabio-esque good looks. His billowy white linen shirt was unbuttoned almost all the way to his navel, exposing a smooth, muscular chest with only a fine smattering of dark hair.
“You may go,” Vance said, dismissing Gwen. The young vampire looked stricken and on the verge of disobeying, but her fealty to her master won over after a moment, and she slunk away like a scolded child.
Lorenzo watched her go. “I don’t remember that one from last time, Vance, but I think I like her.”
“She was here,” Vance replied dryly. “Gwen has been with me for nearly three decades.”
“Ah well.” Lorenzo sighed. “I can’t be expected to remember them all, now, can I?” Then he turned his gaze to Victoria. “And this must be Harold’s harlot.”
“This is Victoria,” Vance replied coolly.
Lorenzo nodded. “So, are we certain Harold is dead?” His eyes were still on her, but his words were clearly meant for Vance.
“He is. I know it. I felt it,” Victoria answered.
The corners of Lorenzo’s mouth quirked up into an indulgent grin. “Hush, my sweet. We’ll talk soon, I promise.”
Victoria clenched her jaw to stifle the biting retort that came to her. He just called me a harlot and acted like he hadn’t met me before. Then told me to hush? This was a mistake.
“I believe he is,” Vance replied. “I’ve seen no body, but I’ve had my people make inquiries, and he’s not been seen since the incident Victoria described when she came to us. We verified that a fire alarm was activated in the library, but no fire. The authorities have written it off as a prank.”
Lorenzo nodded. “Well, this is an unexpected development.” His lips pursed. “Vance, might we use your lovely room here for a few moments? I think it’s time Harold’s pet and I got acquainted.”
Victoria flinched again at the words Lorenzo used to describe her, and she felt a pinch of panic when Vance stood to leave them as Lorenzo requested. The vampire’s eyes lingered on her for a moment before he turned and stiffly strode from the room.
When she turned back to Lorenzo, he had closed the distance between them. He took her hand in his and helped her from her seat, then he wrapped her in a warm embrace and leaned down to kiss her. Every instinct told her to resist, but when his lips met hers, and she felt his tongue invade her mouth, she melted into him. Their tongues danced for an instant, then Lorenzo abruptly pushed her away to arm’s length and looked at her as though he’d unexpectedly taken a bite from a pickle.
“Ack, all I can taste is that disgusting fat toad on you,” he said.
The adoration she’d felt in those few moments they’d kissed subsided like the ebb of a wave. He guided her back into the chair, then took Vance’s vacated seat for himself.
“Just tell me what you know about what happened to that fool Harold,” he said irritably.
Victoria tried to relay everything she knew about what had happened to Harold. Admittedly, there were gaping holes in her knowledge. She hadn’t actually seen Harold’s death, so she couldn’t say how it had happened. She also didn’t know a lot about Harold’s thoughts or plans.
“No,” Lorenzo said contemplatively. “It doesn’t surprise me he kept you in the dark. He was never the trusting sort, even with his pets. This silliness with the fabled warlock’s lair sounds just like him, though. I wondered what he was doing up here posing as a library janitor. He always had inflated ideas of himself. I think he really thought he could set himself up a little fiefdom here on earth at the head of a horde of our brethren. Hence his ridiculous infatuation with finding himself a warlock.”
It surprised Victoria that Lorenzo wasn’t more aware of Harold’s plots; she’d assumed they were partners in the endeavor. She was also surprised he seemed dismissive of the idea there was any warlock’s lair to be found. Even though Harold clearly found a warlock and was killed by him. A young warlock, but still a warlock. It seems to give the story at least some credibility.
“This bit about the succubus is very interesting, though,” Lorenzo went on. “Did you actually see her?”
“I think so,” Victoria replied uncertainly. “One evening, I caught Dane, the warlock, in the basement section of the library with a young woman who looked…strange. Clearly supernatural, but odd. I can’t say for sure what she was. Harold was certain, though. He said his gargoyles confirmed it.”
Lorenzo nodded, and a greedy look came over his face. “Summoning a host of our kind to rule over is foolhardy. So much boring administration and management to deal with. But if you’re right, a young succubus could prove a very fun prize to play with. Having a warlock at my beck and call could also be interesting.”
“They killed Harold,” Victoria blurted before she could stop herself. “You aren’t going to kill them for what they’ve done?”
“I admire your pluck, my pet. I may indeed eliminate them, but not before I’ve had some fun.”
It shouldn’t have surprised her that revenge for Harold’s death wasn’t his top priority. I am dealing with a demon, after all. Still, the lingering feeling of fealty for her previous master was there, and Lorenzo’s obvious disinterest in his death annoyed her as much as the incubus’s continued use of the word pet when referring to her.
Her dismay must have shown on her face because Lorenzo laughed. His laugh was lovely, but all Victoria could hear beneath it was patronizing derision.
“Fear not, my pet. All will be made right.” Lorenzo reached over and stroked her shoulder, which elicited a shiver of disgust in her core. “I’ll not bed you the way you hope because you stink of the toad, but I will reward you for your loyalty to Harold and to me.”
Despite all the ill will and misgivings she felt toward Lorenzo in that moment, her mind latched onto the promise of reward, and her heart soared with hope. “Reward me with my own power?”
Lorenzo laughed again. “Oh, such pluck. Yes, you will be given everything you deserve. Come, let’s find Vance, pay him what I owe him, then take our leave. There is much to do if we are going to snag ourselves a succubus and her warlock.”
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Dane Staley


To Dane’s great relief, Maeve was recovering well from the wounds she’d suffered at the hands of the toad-demon-janitor-Harold during their struggle in the warlock’s lair beneath the library. Her own natural demon resilience was aided by daily treatments from Cassie’s healing essence, and her progress was remarkable.
Maeve and Cassie seemed to have buried any issues of jealousy that previously existed between them and settled into an odd friendship. The dynamic between them confused Dane, however. Although Maeve was essentially Cassie’s patient, she had assumed a dominant role, treating Cassie like a younger sister and sometimes like a true subordinate. Dane mentioned his concerns about it to each of them separately, but both assured him everything was fine between them.
Maeve smiled at him indulgently and confided that she was growing quite fond of the young dryad. She’d also added that there was a natural pecking order to all things and that she and Cassie were finding theirs. Cassie seemed oblivious to the strangeness of their relationship, and in her normal calm, slow, singsong way, had promised Dane she didn’t find Maeve too overbearing or domineering.
After that, Dane decided to get out of the way and let things between the women develop as they would. His love for Maeve had only grown more intense after the incident, when he’d truly feared he might lose her. His feelings for Cassie had grown as well, and not just because he was certain that without her help, Maeve could have succumbed to her wounds. He found Cassie’s quiet calm to be a grounding presence that he missed when she wasn’t around.
Justin, Dane’s best friend and housemate, also seemed to be adjusting well to his new reality. His perpetual carefree optimism, although annoying at times, helped him cope with, and even embrace, the idea that supernatural beings of myth and legend walked among humans. He seemed bummed his new understanding didn’t come with any special powers like Dane’s flame hands. As consolation, his relationship with Lia, the water nymph, had become more serious now that he could see her for who she really was. Dane was glad his best friend had finally found a girlfriend and was even more overjoyed that he hadn’t had to take Justin to Gretta Green to receive her unique brand of therapy.
Where Maeve and Cassie had come to an understanding and formed an unlikely friendship, Lia was still distrustful and wary of Maeve. The blue-skinned girl wasn’t openly hostile, but was often quiet and aloof when Maeve was around. Justin didn’t seem to notice, and Maeve said it was just the girl’s natural distrust of demons and that she would eventually get over it. Despite that, Lia and Cassie’s friendship seemed as strong as ever, and both girls spent far more time at Justin’s house than they did at the apartment they shared near campus.
The first few days following the incident with the toad-demon at the library were tense. They monitored the local news stations for reports of what happened, but the only thing they’d seen was a brief mention of a false alarm at the library, which the authorities chalked up to a prank.
Two days after the incident, Dane hesitantly went back to the library for his normal shift. He’d worried at first, but no one there seemed to connect him with anything that had happened with the false fire alarm. The staff all seemed preoccupied by the disappearance of head librarian, Victoria Stevens, and Harold, the janitor. The prevailing rumor was that they had skipped town together to some Caribbean Island after she had come under scrutiny for inappropriate interactions with her staff. Dane thought it took some real imagination to believe a scenario where those two would have run off together, but he was glad all the chatter focused on that.
After returning to work at the library, Dane had undertaken the daunting chore of cleaning up the hallway down in the summoner’s lair. That was an experience I won’t soon forget and could have done without.
While down in the lair he also took some time to look through the books in the warlock’s private reading room library more thoroughly. There were so many books it would take him years to go through them properly, let alone read them all. But besides Maeve, they’re my best source of information and I need to get started reading them if I’m ever going to get a handle on being a warlock.
The trick he’d discovered allowing him to spontaneously ignite his hands into flaming balls was becoming easier and easier to do at will, but he was hoping to be able to push it further. Frustratingly, he hadn’t found any information at all about a warlock being able to make that sort of transformation in any of the books.
All in all, except for his and Maeve’s injuries, they appeared clear of the incident with the toad-demon, and they had all begun to settle into a very strange new normal.
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A New Normal

Dane Staley


On Monday evening, when Dane returned home after his classes and after an hour of grappling at the mixed martial arts gym, he found Maeve playing video games in the living room with Justin and Lia. 
As soon as Dane came in, Maeve smiled, put down her controller, and began slowly getting up off the couch. Her wounds were healing remarkably quickly, and only the deepest slashes were still light scars. She still had a few mending bones, including a wing, and she still moved deliberately, as if her entire body was sore, but her energy had returned, and if anything, she seemed frustrated by not being able to do more.
“Hey, buddy,” Justin said. “Cassie’s on her way over with burgers.”
“Awesome, I’m starving,” Dane replied, wrapping Maeve in a gentle hug, nestling his dose down into her long flame-red hair.
Justin gave a loud groan at losing his playing partner, but Lia looked relieved when Maeve and Dane left the living room and headed down the hall.
“How are you feeling?” Dane asked Maeve once they were in their bedroom.
“Bored,” she replied. “I love Justin, but I do not understand how he is content to sit and play those games all day.”
“Yeah, it’s kind of his superpower.” Dane chuckled. “Other than bored, how do you feel?”
“Like I want to devour you,” she replied as she began pulling his shirt over his head.
With Maeve as injured as she was, Dane had tried to curtail their lovemaking. It wasn’t that he desired her any less, but he worried he might hurt her further or somehow impede her recovery. After her third day of recuperation, however, Maeve had gotten surly and insisted they have sex, explaining it was the energy she harvested from their lovemaking that would help her recover.
“I’m all sweaty from the gym right now,” he said with a laugh. “Let me go clean up first.”
“No. I love your scent and your taste just the way you are.” She spun him around and pushed him back onto the bed, then grasped his gym shorts by the hem and yanked them down.
In the distance, Dane heard the front door open, but he paid it no mind as Maeve knelt and wrapped her talented tongue around his manhood.
He gasped. “That feels amazing, but I want you in your true form.”
Maeve looked up, taking her mouth off his rapidly growing member just long enough to remove her sundress and shift into her demon form. Her normally light skin tone deepened to a pinkish red. Dark curved horns sprouted from the sides of her head, and her emerald-green eyes distorted into fiery embers. Leathery bat-like wings erupted from her back, nearly spanning the room from side to side, and her delicate human feet transformed into split hooves with soft fur covering them from calf to hoof. Her scrapes and scars were more visible in her demon form, although they looked better than they had that morning. Her left wing also looked better with slightly less swelling.
Her right horn was still missing its tip, and that wasn’t something even Cassie’s amazing healing abilities could do anything about. He knew it was an emotional sore spot for Maeve— horns were something of a status symbol and a source of pride for demons. So, he took care not to touch the jagged, broken end when he reached up and stroked them. She shuddered at the attention to her sensitive horns, and her tail came flying around to stroke his hand with its crimson spade tip before swooping down to lovingly cup his balls.
Their bedroom door opened, and Cassie came in, a huge smile spreading across her face when she saw what he and Maeve were engaged in. Out of reflex, he moved to cover himself but stopped when he saw who it was. I’m not sure I’m ever going to get used to this.
Ever since the night after the incident, Cassie had slept in their bed with them whenever she stayed over at Justin’s. The arrangement had become so common and comfortable she seemed to consider the room hers as well.
Sleeping in their room with them had quickly turned into her watching and self-pleasuring when he and Maeve had sex. So far, Cassie still seemed to ignite uncharacteristic jealousy in his succubus, and Maeve hadn’t allowed the dryad to take part further than kissing. Maeve’s jealousy seems to diminish with each passing night, though.
As soon as the door closed behind her, Cassie dropped her fringed purse and began pulling off her flowy nineteen-seventies style crop-top. “Ah, you guys started without me,” she whined with a mock pout.
Like Maeve, Cassie rarely wore a bra, and her small breasts with delicate pink-green nipples came into view as soon as her top was out of the way. The younger woman was far more slender and less athletically curvy than Maeve, but her toned midriff and perky breasts were no less enticing.
Maeve let Dane’s cock fall from her mouth again, but her tail took over stroking it, as she gingerly climbed onto him. She straddled his hips backwards, facing Cassie at the foot of the bed. From around Maeve’s body, he continued to watch Cassie push her corduroy pants to the floor, followed closely by her bright yellow boy-short panties.
Dane couldn’t hold back his smile at seeing the thick bush of forest-green hair nestled between Cassie’s thighs, along with the moisture already evident on the puffy lips that peaked from beneath the thatch.
As Maeve ground herself into him, Cassie let a hand trail down her belly to her wetness and began rubbing in small circles. Her other hand found one of her nipples and pinched it until she made herself gasp. Fuck, this is so hot. Between Maeve grinding on me and watching Cassie rub herself, I’m not going to last very long if I don’t control myself.
“If you want me to let you do more than watch,” Maeve said to Cassie in a husky voice, “you need to be in your true form as well.”
Maeve’s words surprised Dane, but Cassie beamed with a smile that said she’d finally gotten what she wanted.
“Are you sure?” he asked Maeve in a low voice. “If you’re not okay with this, we don’t have to—”
“I’m ready,” Maeve whispered back, “but she’s going to have to earn it.”
Dane wasn’t sure what she meant by that, and he wasn’t sure what had changed her mind, but he decided right then wasn’t the best time to ask for clarification.
The light green of Cassie’s skin deepened several shades and took on a slight shimmer like she’d coated herself in a glitter-laced body lotion. Each individual strand of hair on her head seemed to thicken and take on the appearance of thin vines, complete with a smattering of tiny leaves. Her pupils and sclera vanished, leaving her eyes just two orbs of iridescent forest-green. Above her now pointier ears, small three-pronged antlers sprouted.
Dane watched the slight transformation with excitement. He wasn’t sure why he liked the sight of the girls in their natural form so much, but he did.
“No,” Maeve said. “Not halfway. Your entire true form this time.”
Cassie bit her lower lip and looked stricken. “It’s forbidden outside the grove. You know that,” she said in a soft, furtive voice. “If I did…”
“If you’re not going to obey,” Maeve continued in an authoritative voice, “you may go back to watching.”
Cassie’s green eyes lowered dejectedly.
“Maeve, stop being mean,” Dane interjected. “She doesn’t have to do anything she doesn’t want to do.”
Maeve turned her head to look over her shoulder and scowled down at him. Although her grinding didn’t stop, if anything, she put more force into it. “You’re ruining my fun,” she hissed.
“Thank you,” Cassie said.
Maeve turned her head back toward Cassie. “In here, you will address him as master and me as mistress. Do you understand?”
“No,” Dane said. “She doesn’t have to do that either.” He wasn’t sure where this was coming from. Maeve had treated Cassie like a subordinate at times over the past few weeks, but this was another level and out of the blue.
Maeve turned to scowl at him again, but her lips curled into a smile when Cassie answered, “Yes, mistress.”
It was weird to hear Cassie being demure and submissive. She’d never been loud or boisterous; she’d always been self-assured and confident in herself. Dane wasn’t sure he liked submissive Cassie, even though there was something arousing about it.
“Come here, you little minx,” Maeve said. “I’m in need of more healing.”
Cassie obeyed instantly, bounding the few steps to the bed. Then she climbed up so she knelt between Dane’s legs and was chest to chest with Maeve. The two women kissed, and Maeve’s tail wrapped around them for an instant before darting down between them. Dane was shielded by Maeve’s body, so he couldn’t see exactly what her mischievous appendage was doing, but from the noises Cassie was making, he had an excellent idea what it was up to.
One of the interesting things he’d noticed about Cassie over the past week was that she produced copious frothy wetness when masturbating. When Maeve orgasmed, she gushed with a rush of fluid that Dane equated to his own cum, but Cassie seemed to generate her thicker, creamier liquid spontaneously in response to her level of arousal. Whatever it is, it’s hot and makes me want to taste her.
The two women were breathing heavily when they broke their kiss. Maeve’s tail emerged from between them, its tip covered in Cassie’s creamy lubricant. It went straight to Maeve’s mouth, where the succubus sucked it clean with a contented moan.
“Would you like a taste, my love?” Maeve asked, looking back at him.
“Absolutely. If you’re okay with that,” Dane replied.
Her tail slipped back between her and Cassie, then reemerged, glazed with a thick coating of fresh wetness. When the tail got to Dane’s lips, the taste and texture were hard to describe. Its slippery thickness reminded him of sex lubes he’d used in past relationships, and he imagined how smooth and frictionless stroking into Cassie would be if her inner channel was covered in that.Its sweet, tart flavor carried notes of mint, which reminded him of kissing her, only stronger and with a muskiness mixed in.
Immediately after sucking Maeve’s tail tip clean, Dane felt a warm tingling spread throughout his mouth. It was similar to the numbing effect he’d felt from her saliva. Then, a few seconds later, he felt a delicious euphoria wash over him like what he’d experienced an hour after eating one of her gummies, only magnified several times over. As it settled into him, he realized his building orgasm had reached a point of no return. His hands went to Maeve’s hips, and he felt her respond by increasing the pace of her grinding.
A groan of pleasure erupted from between his lips at the same time he gripped Maeve tight and unloaded deep inside her. She continued to grind, and a few seconds later, he felt her insides convulse as she came as well.
His softening cock was a mess with their combined fluids when she pulled herself off him with a whimper and laid down beside him. Cassie still knelt between his legs, her eyes tightly closed and her fingers working furiously over her dripping sex.
“Would you like help, my sweet little minx?” Maeve asked as she and Dane watched Cassie desperately trying to reach her own climax.
“Yes,” the beautiful dryad panted.
“Yes, what?” Maeve asked.
“Yes, mistress,” Cassie moaned.
The words had no sooner left the dryad’s mouth than Maeve’s tail came around and pushed its way into her sodden vagina. Cassie writhed and bucked for several moments as the tip stroked in and out of her, then all her muscles clinched at once, and she cried out.
When her initial wave of orgasm passed, she slumped forward over Dane’s chest and groin. It was the first time they’d had such extensive flesh-to-flesh contact, and he felt his manhood stiffening again.
Maeve turned her head and gazed up at him. Her tail came up as well, offering him another taste of Cassie’s creamy nectar. He accepted and noted that her actual cum tasted slightly sweeter and saltier than her normal juice. Its narcotic effect was even stronger. The lightheaded, euphoric feeling that he’d gotten from the first taste had receded, but with the second, it swept back over him with a vengeance.
As Cassie regained her composure, she seemed to realize where she had collapsed. “Thank you, mistress. Thank you, master,” she said as she pushed herself back up to a kneeling position between Dane’s legs.
“I really don’t want you to call me that,” Dane said.
“You are welcome,” Maeve replied before looking down at his stiffening cock, which was covered in a mixture of his and her cum. “We’re in need of cleaning,” she said to Cassie in her authoritative voice. “Our master, then me.”
“Yes, mistress,” Cassie said with a huge smile, and without hesitation, began lapping at him with her soft pink tongue.
Dane laid his head back on the pillow and closed his eyes, enjoying how the high from Cassie’s sweet syrup seemed to enhance the incredible feeling of her tongue on his cock and balls. Yep, this has to be a dream. A bizarre, fantastic dream that I hope never ends.
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Dead Crow Calling

Dane Staley


Dane woke hungry the morning after his and Maeve’s unanticipated inclusion of Cassie into their lovemaking. They had all fallen asleep together in the bed without going back out to eat the dinner Cassie brought home. Glancing at the clock, he saw it was only four-thirty and still well before their normal wake-up time.  That’s what I get for crashing so early last night. I think part of that was because of Cassie’s narcotic essence.
Both women still lay beside him, one on either side, and each snored softly to their own rhythm. The bed was in shambles, and everything from the comforter to the mattress pad would need to be laundered. It was definitely worth it, though.
The entire experience had been surreal. Cassie had already watched Maeve and him have sex several times but including her had been a mind-blowing first. His grin slipped as second thoughts crept in. Cassie’s inclusion had felt right at the time and had been incredibly erotic, but like so many things, in the clarity of the morning after, he was doubting the decision. Was including her a mistake? Maeve’s been resistant to it until now. What changed? I don’t want this to negatively affect anything between us.
It was still hard for him to believe he’d fallen in love with a succubus. A few weeks prior, he wouldn’t have believed succubi were even real, let alone that he would find himself in love with one. And as far as falling in love goes, that seemed as likely as supernatural beings walking amongst normal people here on Earth. I didn’t think I’d ever fall in love with anyone again after my last terrible experience.
Cassie stirred next to him, and his thoughts turned away from Maeve and back to her. He’d been selfishly thinking about everything from his point of view, concerned only with how he was feeling about their developing ménage à trois, but he needed to talk with Cassie and Maeve to find out how they were dealing with all this as well. Especially the submissive/dominant thing. I need to make sure Cassie isn’t getting steamrolled by Maeve’s more assertive personality.
He understood Maeve had a forceful nature and was used to strict, even brutal hierarchies, but he had no idea what Cassie’s home life or upbringing was like. Do dryads and nymphs live that way too?
From his perspective, his upbringing had been relatively mundane. His parents were not overbearing or authoritarian, so he had no experience with a dominant/submissive relationship paradigm, except the movies and stuff he’d come across online. Those had never been his cup-of-tea, though.
He had to admit he’d found it hot watching the dynamic between the two women the evening before playing out. It made him wonder if his tastes, like everything else about him, were changing because of his connection with Maeve. Regardless of whether or not I find all this hot, I have to make sure Cassie isn’t feeling bullied or pressured into anything.
Cassie moved again, and her eyes opened. She blinked a few times, then looked up at him. Like the rest of her, her eyes were back to their normal appearance. Her green irises, black pupils, and white sclera looked very human again. I miss the antlers on her. They were cute, although they probably would have torn the hell out of the mattress and pillows overnight.
“Why are you up so early?” she whispered. “It’s not even light out yet.”
Dane smiled and whispered back, “Yeah, I guess my body doesn’t want more than seven or eight hours of sleep.”
Cassie trailed a finger down his chest and under the comforter that half covered them all. “Since we’re both up, would master like anything this morning?” She grinned and asked in her slow sing-song voice.
Dane shook his head. “Cassie, you don’t have to call me master. That was just some game Maeve was playing with you last night.”
“I know I don’t have to,” she replied, her fingers wrapping around his shaft beneath the comforter. “But it’s kind of fun. My mother runs the household I grew up in, and I know she expects me to do the same one day, but being the one giving orders isn’t really my style. It never has been. Like I told you before, I’m not a typical dryad. I’ve always done things and felt things differently, and I’ve certainly never wanted to be the head of a household. I enjoy being a free spirit, going with the flow, and seeing where things take me. And right now, this feels fun and interesting. I’ll assert myself when I feel I need to, I promise.”
With that, her head slipped beneath the comforter, and she took him in her mouth.
“I told you, my love,” Maeve whispered into his ear from his other side. “She wants someone to give her direction.”
He hadn’t realized Maeve was awake or listening, and her words startled him, but as Cassie sucked him all the way into her mouth until her nose was nestled against his pubic bone, he was finding it hard to concentrate on anything else.


      [image: image-placeholder]Later that day, after Dane’s MMA class, he walked out to his borrowed pickup truck when he found a very ratty, very dead, and very stuffed blackbird perched on the lumber rack.
“What do you want?” he asked the thing, but the bird just cawed at him. Shit. Gretta Green must have sent this stupid thing. That probably means she wants to see me. What could that witch want now?
As soon as he opened the driver’s side door, the bird darted inside the cab and crash-landed on the truck’s dashboard.
“What are you doing? Get out.”
The stuffed bird just looked at him.
Dane groaned. He’d figured the witch would want to talk with him sooner or later, but he’d been hoping for later. As far as Gretta knew, he still wanted her to make a potion for him that could release Maeve from their bond. I wonder what she’ll say when I tell her we don’t need the potion because Maeve decided not to take me up on my offer to release her. I expect there will be a lot of cackling and a ton of snide remarks. It’s going to be unpleasant explaining everything to the witch no matter when I do it, so now is as good a time as any.
“Fine,” he said to the bird as he climbed into the driver’s seat. Then a thought occurred to him. Maybe I can give the damn bird a message to take back to her and avoid the encounter altogether.
“Fly back and tell her I don’t need the potion anymore.”
The bird didn’t respond. It sat on the dash and looked out through the truck windshield.
“Do you understand what I’m saying?” Dane asked, feeling silly talking to an undead bird, especially when the thing gave no sign it understood him. “Stupid bird.”
The witch’s store wasn’t far, so with the crow still on the dash, Dane left the parking lot and drove to Gretta Green’s shop in the otherwise ordinary-looking strip mall a few blocks away.
“Little lamb,” the witch said when she saw him enter. “I’m glad Dimitri found you. He doesn’t often go outside, and I feared he might get lost. But he was insistent. He’s keen to have the companion you promised.”
“Yeah, about that,” Dane began. “I didn’t promise him anything, and I actually don’t need you to make a potion for me anymore. Maeve has decided she wants to remain bound to me.”
Gretta stared at him through her thick glasses. She was in her stereotypical haggard old witch form, and Dane still had a hard time believing she was a pretty regular, even attractive, voluptuous woman beneath the illusion spell.
“You hear that, Dimitri? He didn’t make a promise, and doesn’t need the potion anymore. After we went to all that trouble to find the necessary spells for him.” The stuffed bird cawed angrily from its perch in response. “No, no, I don’t think he means to back out of his half of the deal. The little lamb wouldn’t be so stupid.”
Dane didn’t like the hint of menace in the witch’s tone, and he took a step back toward the door. Just then, Luke pushed through the beaded curtain from the back of the shop, wearing the same floral cooking apron Dane had seen him in before and holding a tray of what looked like fully decorated gingerbread cookies.
“Dane!” Luke called excitedly. “I thought I heard you out here. You’ve got to try one of these cookies. The first batch I made was straight from Gretty’s family recipe, but for this batch, I made a few tweaks.”
“Hey, Luke,” Dane replied. “You’re still here.”
“Yeah. Gretty said I can stay as long as I want.”
Dane mouthed the name Gretty and looked at the witch, who grinned back at him like the big purple cat out of the looking-glass novels.
“She thinks I should go back to school to finish my degree,” Luke continued as he came over and held out the tray. “But I love it here. It’s safe, and she’s so warm, and I can bake all day.” His voice lowered to a whisper and the bigger man peeked around Dane toward the front windows. “There are scary things out there. You should be careful outside.”
“Yes, pumpkin, there are,” Gretta said, coming up behind Luke. “But eventually, we need to get you back out there.”
Luke’s face fell. “I know. That’s what you keep saying, but I don’t wanna.”
Gingerbread wasn’t Dane’s favorite, but he took one of the roughly man-shaped cookies from the tray, marveling at the intricate piping decorating them.
Luke’s smile returned. “You’ll like it. This is my best batch yet.”
“Yes, it is, Pumpkin,” Gretta indulgently agreed as she patted Luke’s backside and took a cookie. “Why don’t you run along? I have things to discuss with your friend.”
“Okay. Dane, it was good to see you again. Tell your mean girlfriend hi for me.”
Dane didn’t know what to say and could only stare as Luke turned and walked back toward the beaded curtain, his bare backside on full display behind the apron.
“Is that apron all he ever wears?” Dane asked once Luke was out of sight.
Gretta had also turned to watch the muscular young man go. “Most of the time, he doesn’t wear anything at all. I can only get him to wear that apron when he’s cooking so he doesn’t burn himself. He keeps insisting he’s too hot for clothes. It’s a strange side-effect from what your hussy did to him, I believe. Not that I’m complaining, mind you. As side-effects go, it’s a gorgeous one.”
Dane bit into the cookie and was surprised at how tender and tasty it was. Its flavor is as good as the decoration. Luke really seems to have a talent for baking.
Gretta tossed her cookie into a nearby trashcan. “All that boy wants to do is cook and bake. I’ve already gained three pounds since you brought him here. Well, that’s not all he wants to do, but the hanky-panky doesn’t burn off nearly enough calories to make up for all the extra carbs.”
Dane shuddered at the thought of Luke and Gretta having sex. He hoped that, at the very least, they didn’t do it while Gretta was in her haggard witch form.
She turned back to him. “I’m not excited to hear you’ve decided to keep your demon. The last thing we need is an untethered succubus running around town. But regardless of that, we had a deal, little lamb. My potion for your summoning. And Dimitri and I still expect you to hold up your end.”
The blackbird cawed an agreement from its perch.
Dane knew it was too much to expect for the witch to let him off the hook so easily. “What exactly do you want me to do? You said something about summoning Dimitri a companion. Is that how you got him? Was he summoned?”
“No,” Gretta replied. “I reincarnated him. Or something close to that.” The bird ruffled its feathers and squawked irritably from its perch. “Oh, hush, you,” Gretta scolded. “That was over a century ago, and I’ve been trying to make it up to you ever since.” She looked back at Dane. “He’s still very cross.”
“Can’t you just make him a companion the way you made him?”
“Of course not, you silly boy. Do you see any other shapeshifting apprentices in here waiting around to die?”
“What?” Dane was confused. “Are you saying the bird was once your shapeshifting apprentice?”
“Yes. But the fool got too big for his britches and mucked around with a potion he couldn’t handle.” She glared over at the bird. “It nearly killed him. But luckily, I got to him quick enough to whisk his soul into another vessel.”
Dimitri squawked again angrily.
“It was the only thing close, you ungrateful little shit,” Gretta hollered at the bird. “And I’ve already said I’m sorry.”
“So, all you want me to do is summon a companion for him?” Dane said, still trying to wrap his head around what was going on. “How would that even work?”
Gretta smiled wolfishly up at him. “I’m glad you asked. It’s really quite simple. Come with me to the back room, and I’ll show you.”
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Second Summoning

Dane Staley


Dane had never seen behind the curtain in Gretta’s shop, and he was hesitant to follow her back there. 
“Come on, stop dawdling,” Gretta prodded. “I have everything prepared. All we need is for you to do your warlocky thing.”
Dane still wasn’t sure what his warlocky thing was, or how to do it, but he parted the beaded curtain and stepped into the back room anyway. The acrid smell of herbs, earth, wet fur, and decay that permeated the outer shop was even more potent in the back, and the cloying combination had Dane trying in vain to hold his breath.
Shelves lined the walls, filled with jars and canisters of all shapes and sizes. Bundles of dried plants hung from the ceiling alongside skins and parts of what looked like dead animals. I wouldn’t have thought it possible, but this is even more disturbing than the storefront.
Near the center of the room, they passed an enormous cauldron bubbling atop a gas burner. Above it, a loud, battered ventilation hood tried its best to suck away the noxious blue fumes floating up from the foaming purple liquid inside the cauldron. Oh, my God. Is that an eyeball floating in the…whatever that concoction is?
Dane didn’t want to think about what type of potion it might be, and he wasn’t about to ask. All I know is that I don’t want to breathe in any of those fumes. Who knows what a stray whiff might do to a person? I could leave here with an extra ear or a horn on my forehead.
A doorway-sized antique mirror with a battered oak frame stood along the back wall. No…It’s not a mirror. The scene, visible on the slightly mirrored surface, wasn’t of the store’s backroom, but of a warmly lit kitchen. And there’s Luke. I can see him through that thing. Whatever it is.
The big jock looked very happy, very busy, and very naked, standing at a sink washing dishes, nodding his head in time to music that Dane couldn’t hear. Dane was pretty sure the not-a-mirror leaned against the back wall of the suite that held Gretta’s shop. There was even a doorway labeled Exit a few feet away. This added to his certainty that Luke and the kitchen he stood in were in an entirely different location.
“Is that a portal?” he asked. “Where is Luke standing? Is that your home kitchen?”
“That’s none of your business,” Gretta replied as she hobbled over to the mirror-portal-thing and mumbled a few words. As soon as she finished her incantation, the transparent surface quivered and solidified into an opaque wavy mirror, reflecting a distorted version of the room they stood in. “Forget you saw that,” she snapped.
“Ah…yeah. Okay,” Dane replied. “But I didn’t realize portals were possible. Although I guess it makes sense that they are—” Gretta scowled at him, so he let his words trail off before finishing his thought or asking any of his other burning questions.
“Less talk, more summoning,” she said, pointing to a pentacle scrawled across the concrete floor in a space a few feet away that had obviously been hastily cleared. “I haven’t got all day.”
The sight of a pentacle adorned with black candles positioned at its points was becoming rather mundane, and Dane wondered if that should bother him. Am I getting too comfortable with all this weird supernatural stuff? A few weeks ago, seeing anything like this would have sent me running away screaming.
He chuckled, remembering how he and Maeve had met and how he had literally run away screaming after finding the room holding her summoning circle and accidentally activating the pentacle that had summoned her.
“What’s so funny?” Gretta asked irritably. “I’ve drawn the star and positioned the implements perfectly for the ritual. I checked and double checked it. As inexperienced as you are, there isn’t a chance you could draw it better,” she huffed.
“Calm down, I wasn’t laughing at your drawing of the pentacle or your preparations,” he assured her. “It looks fine. It just reminded me of where I found Maeve and made me realize how unusual the past few weeks have been.”
At the center of the pentagram lay an all-black cat, and inside each arm of the star were words written in what appeared to be Latin. There was even a little earthenware cup, off to one side filled with something that looked an awful lot like blood. Yep, it looks like a small version of the summoning circle down in the lair.
The subject at the center of the ritual was a little perplexing, though, given what he’d been told was the reason she wanted him to do this. “You’re having me summon a cat to be a companion for your bird?” he asked skeptically. “That doesn’t sound like a bad idea to you?”
Dimitri squawked, but Gretta hushed him with a wave of her hand. “Yes, it’s a bad idea, but that’s what he wants. In life, he was a feline shifter, so he thinks he can make it work. Men are such fools.”
Dane remembered Gretta saying Dimitri had been her assistant and a shifter, but he didn’t recall the feline part. “He was a cat person in life, and then when you saved him, you put him in a bird’s body?” Dane couldn’t help but laugh again. “No wonder he’s mad at you.”
As if in answer, Dimitri went into another angry flapping, bouncing, cawing fit.
“Don’t antagonize him,” Gretta scolded. “Stop talking and start summoning. Sprinkle the blood, speak the words, and do whatever it is you warlocks do.”
Dane didn’t know much about what warlocks did. He’d been reading from the books he’d found down in the warlock’s lair, but his understanding was still only a flickering flame’s worth in the face of the raging conflagration of knowledge that was surely out there on the subject. When I summoned Maeve, it was by accident. It obviously worked, though, so the process must be somewhat forgiving.
Stepping into the pentacle, Dane picked up the cup of blood and stooped over the dead cat carcass. Here goes nothing. Let’s hope this doesn’t blow up in my face or come back to bite me in the ass.
He did his best to read the unfamiliar Latin words aloud, then he dribbled some of the blood from the cup onto the cat. As soon as the first drops landed, a tiny pink smoke tornado sprang up to envelop him and the cat. It wasn’t nearly as large as Maeve’s smoke tornado had been during her summoning, but even still, Dane jumped back out of both fear and astonishment.
A sharp sulfur smell filled his nose, overpowering the other unpleasant scents in the room, and the air around him felt suddenly hot, like he stood in front of a roaring bonfire. The swirling cloud grew louder as it built into a near perfect cylinder held within the confines of the chalk circle surrounding the pentagram. Then it collapsed into the cat’s carcass as if sucked down by a powerful vacuum and disappeared.
A long moment of silence stretched out in the suddenly quiet room as he, Gretta, and Dimitri all stared expectantly at the pentacle and the dead cat within. For all her experience and apparent supernatural power, even Gretta looked a little uncertain about what they’d just witnessed.
“Is that it?” Dane finally asked. “Did it work? The cat doesn’t look any different.” It didn’t blow up in my face, so I’ll take that as a good sign, but somehow, I expected something more. I didn’t stick around after Maeve’s summoning tornado got going to see what else happened. So, I’m not sure how a successful summoning ritual is supposed to end.
After several more eerily quiet moments, a low moan emanated from the cat, and the thing began to slowly rise. Dane took another large step back and gathered flames to his hands, almost without thinking.
“Put those out before you burn the whole place down,” Gretta hissed at him.
Dane did as instructed but he kept a wary eye on the cat, which had arched its back into a long, languid stretch. The thing looked much better and more alive than he’d expected. In fact, it looked exactly like a true living, breathing cat despite having just been a corpse. I guess I expected it to look more like Dimitri, all ratty and falling apart. Despite starting her existence as a skeleton, Maeve didn’t come out that way. So, I’m not sure why I expected the cat to become a falling-apart zombie.
Thinking of Maeve as a skeleton disturbed him, so he quickly shoved that thought away, but it was still clear that whatever he’d just made, or summoned, was nothing like Gretta’s bird.
Dimitri fluttered down from where he’d been perched and took a hesitant step toward the newly animated feline. The cat looked at the bird, and Dane would have sworn it smiled. Without warning, it sprang at Dimitri with surprising speed. The bird leapt into the air with a cacophony of fluttering wings and frantic squawking, barely escaping the cat’s clutches. Oh, this isn’t going to go well. How could they have thought this was a good idea?
“Stop,” Dane hollered on instinct, and to his surprise, the cat cut off its pursuit and looked back at him. “You can’t eat Dimitri. He’s your…” What am I supposed to tell this thing? “He’s your new friend.”
The newly risen cat looked from Dane up to where Dimitri had landed on the edge of the vent hood above the cauldron. “Re-ow,” it said, and to Dane’s ear, it sounded like a typical cat’s meow, but to his brain, there was a distinct meaning within. “So hungry.”
“It says it’s hungry,” Dane relayed for Gretta’s benefit. “Maeve was hungry right after her summoning, too.”
He wondered what exactly he’d just put inside the cat. If he was a warlock, then it had to be some type of demon. Right? Or can warlocks summon other things as well? Either way, Maeve feeds off pleasure and sexual energy, but this demon isn’t the same type she is. I’m not sure how I know that, but I do. So, I wonder what this thing eats. I really should have thought this through better.
Something else he hadn’t considered occurred to him. Maeve is going to be so pissed I did this. But what was I supposed to do? I couldn’t very well tell a powerful witch like Gretta that I was reneging on our deal.
“What do you eat?” he asked the cat.
“Re-ow,” it replied sullenly, as it swung its golden eyes back over to him.
“I’ll find something suitable for it to eat,” Gretta said.
Dane nodded. Yeah, this thing is her problem. He couldn’t ignore the melancholy feeling that crept over him at the thought of leaving the sleek black cat behind, though. It’s not mine. I summoned it for Gretta and her bird. I have plenty of things I need to deal with at home already, and this was part of the agreement we had for her to find a solution to Maeve’s problem.
“Gretta, I need to go. You got what you wanted, so we’re all square, right?”
The witch didn’t answer. She continued gazing down at the cat while chewing her lower lip. I don’t like the look she’s giving that thing. It looks more like she’s debating whether or not to smother it rather than deciding what to feed it. I hope it starts playing nice with Dimitri soon, or it might find itself on a one-way trip back to the pit.
For some reason, that made him feel even worse about leaving the thing in her care. I can’t do anything about it, though. This was our deal.
Scrubbing his hand through his hair, he said to the cat, “You play nice with Dimitri, and Gretta will look after you. Right, Gretta?”
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Dinner and a Show

Dane Staley


As Dane drove away from Gretta’s shop, he was glad his business with the witch was done, but he worried what might happen to the demon cat he’d summoned for her.  There is no way Dimitri, and that thing are going to be friends, let alone companions of any kind. I don’t know what Gretta was thinking having me summon it for him.
His bigger concern was what Maeve was going to say about it, though. She’d warned him to be careful of the witch, and he didn’t think she was going to be happy he’d performed another summoning without her present. And there’s no keeping it from her. I can already feel that she knows something has happened.
The connection they shared through their bond seemed to have grown stronger in terms of feelings and impressions flowing between them since the incident with the toad-demon. I think it might have had something to do with the stress of the situation or the heightened emotions when I thought Maeve might die. Whatever it was, I gained a better grasp on my powers because of it. Maeve still feels things through our bond more clearly, or at least she’s more in tune with them, but I’m starting to get impressions from her more now, too.
If he concentrated on her, he could get a vague sense of her emotions and mood. And right now, I can tell she’s curious, and a little worried about what I’ve been doing. But as soon as I explain what happened, I know she’s going to be pissed.
It was after eight when Dane finally arrived home. Justin and Lia were in the living room as usual, and he said hi to them as he made his way past. After finding his bedroom empty, he proceeded to the back patio where he saw Maeve and Cassie sitting out in the yard around the fire pit.
“There you are, love,” Maeve purred. “Where did you get off to after your class? When you didn’t come home right away, I began to worry. Especially since your emotions were all over the place and hard to read for a while.”
“Have you eaten?” Cassie interjected before he could answer Maeve’s question. “We had vegetable lasagna earlier. I could make you a plate.”
Maeve glanced at the dryad, clearly annoyed at the interruption and change in topic.
“You don’t need to do that,” Dane replied.
“Oh, it’s no trouble,” Cassie said as she uncurled herself from her seat. “I made it myself. It’s delicious, and I know you’ll like it. A lot of the ingredients are from my garden plot at the community center. Pretty soon, I’ll have our new garden here producing, though.”
One of the first things Cassie did when she started staying over regularly was plant a garden along the side yard. Her heritage as a dryad granted her innate insights and truly supernatural abilities when it came to plant husbandry.
“The eggplants are already a foot tall,” she continued happily. “The tomatoes, too.”
“Yes, yes,” Maeve said impatiently. “Go make the plate already.”
Dane couldn’t help smiling at Maeve’s annoyance. Cassie didn’t seem to notice it, though, as she bounced away toward the house. Damn, they’re both so beautiful but so very different. Kinda like the two hot women on that old shipwreck television show. But would that make me the smart guy or the nerdy one? Clearly, I’m not the rich one.
He laughed to himself and drank in the sight of Cassie’s slim, lithe body in a thin tie-in-front top and a pair of small, tight boy-shorts-style underwear. As unbelievable as it was, she seemed as comfortable as Maeve wearing very little. I’m not complaining. It’s just amazing how carefree she seems.
He realized Maeve was watching him watch Cassie, and he felt himself blush. Once the dryad was out of sight, Maeve got up gingerly from her chair, came over to him, and curled herself into his lap. Her wounds had healed significantly, but she was still in obvious discomfort when she moved in certain ways.
“Tell me what happened this evening, my love.”
Dane didn’t see any reason to put off the inevitable conversation, so he dove straight into it. “I went to Gretta Green’s. Her bird was waiting for me in the parking lot after my class.”
Maeve pursed her lips for a second, then asked, “What did the witch want?”
“She wanted me to fulfill my end of our bargain.”
Dane told her how he found Dimitri at his truck, as well as what happened after he’d gotten to Gretta Green’s shop. He felt her tense against him when he told her he’d performed another summoning, but she didn’t interrupt or interject anything until he’d finished.
“I feared something like this would happen,” she said. “I knew that witch wouldn’t let it go. Not once she realized you had an ability she could use. Still, I’m surprised all she asked you to do was summon a low-level companion for her bird.” Maeve turned in his arms and, although she remained seated on his lap, she pushed herself up and away so she looked down at him. Then she tugged at the lower edge of his T-shirt. “I want to see your chest.”
Dane didn’t resist as she pulled his shirt over his head. The slight nip in the evening air was pleasant against his bare skin and somewhat mitigated by the crackling fire in the firepit a few feet away. The three long slashes on his chest were healing nicely and were little more than angry scars that prickled at the sudden exposure to the cool air.
Maeve sighed and shook her head. “I knew it. You have a new kanji.”
“What?” Dane asked, looking down at his own chest. He’d started leaving his kanji visible more and more, mainly because Maeve had mentioned a few times she found them sexy, but he hadn’t thought to check if the cat summoning had left him with a new marking. Shit. She’s right, there is a new one.
On the right side of his belly, beside and a little below his and Maeve’s combined lion head with a succubus’s horns, tail, and spread wings, was a new fist-sized kanji. Looking at it upside down and in only the firelight, it was difficult to make out, but it looked like a cartoonish version of a youthful dragon’s head, with large curious eyes and fangs way too big for its mouth that poked out around its lips on both sides.
“Is that a dragon?” he asked, a little worried. “Did I summon a dragon and put it into that cat’s body?”
“Not a dragon,” Maeve answered. “A juvenile pit-drake. Drakes are in the dragon family, but they lack wings. Pit-drakes are a smaller variation of the drakes you might find in other realms. Exceptional noses, and they’re sometimes used for tracking. They’re also commonly kept as pets and companions in the pit. They’re smarter than the dogs or cats you have here, although they’d be considered dim by most sentient species standards.”
“Demons keep pets?”
Maeve looked at him like he was daft. It was a look he hadn’t received from her in a while, and it made him cringe.
“Yes,” she replied indulgently. “Demons keep pets, although many prefer larger, slightly smarter creatures like humans to collar.” She leaned down to kiss him, but he playfully held her out at arm’s length.
“Oh, are you implying that’s what I am? A pet?” he asked with playful indignation.
Maeve’s look grew devilish. “You are many things to me. My master, my lover, my friend, and most certainly, my pet.”
“I’m not sure I’m comfortable being someone’s pet,” Dane replied as he stopped holding her away and instead pulled her in so he could kiss her.
“Too bad,” she said once they’d parted. “You are mine in every way. Now and forever.” Her eyes grew sad. “Or at least until your soul moves on from this plane, and I am sent back to the pit. But you cannot keep doing careless things like this. You need to learn to use your powers, and learn the consequences of them.”
Cassie pushed through the back door, plate and cup in hand. “I’ve got your dinner. You’re going to love it.”
Maeve’s sternness melted away, replaced by a grin. “Saved by the minx. The girl does have impeccable timing and a way of lightening the mood, I’ll give her that. We’re going to talk more about this summoning, though. You cannot be so flippant about shaving off pieces of your soul. Previous agreements with witches or not.”
Dane was still grappling with the uncomfortable implications of Maeve’s forever or until your soul moves on comment when her remark about shaving off pieces of his soul sunk in. “What do you mean, pieces of my soul?”
“Every summoning has a price. A new kanji is just one part of it,” Maeve said as she got up off him. “We’ll talk more about this, I promise.”
Her words rattled him more than he wanted to admit. She’s right. I don’t understand the full implications of what I’m doing yet. I have to be more careful. A new kanji is one thing, and even though I didn’t consider that I’d get one from doing the summoning for Gretta, I can deal with it. But if I’m using a piece of my soul in every summoning, that’s a different level of danger. How did I miss something like that in all those books? I’ve been focusing too much on trying to find new physical aspects of being a warlock like the flame hands. I need to devote more to the other parts as well.
Cassie put the plate of vegetable lasagna down on his lap and set the cup on the ground beside his chair. As she bent over, bending at the waist more than was required, her loose tie-in-front top sagged open, giving him a peek at one pink-green nipple.
“Come over here, you little flirt,” Maeve instructed from where she’d moved over on the opposite side of the fire.
Cassie smirked down at Dane and stayed bent over for an additional second. “I hope you enjoy,” she whispered. Then louder said, “Coming, mistress.”
She straightened and sauntered around the firepit to where Maeve waited.
Dane was hungry, and picked up the fork and plate from his lap. Cassie was an amazing cook and had begun preparing many of their meals, but she was mostly vegetarian in her preparations, which was proving hard for him to adjust to. And I still don’t understand why, if she has an affinity for plants as a dryad, she’s so into eating them.
She ate meat occasionally, even going so far as to pick up burgers and other fast-food items for them regularly. She just doesn’t seem to want to cook animals herself. I can live with that. I don’t mind eating meatless lasagna every once in a while. Especially if I get to watch a show like this while I do it.
Across the fire, Maeve turned Cassie around, so both women faced him. From behind, Maeve nibbled the dryad’s neck, her hands roaming the other woman’s bare midsection and only slightly covered chest. When her fingers found the knot of cloth between Cassie’s small breasts, she deftly undid it and let the two ends of the thin fabric fall apart.
Maeve cupped the slightly green flesh of Cassie’s breasts and took each nipple between thumb and forefinger. When she pinched down, the dryad let out a high keening sound, somewhere between a squeal and a moan.
Dane found it hard to concentrate on eating as he watched the gorgeous women play. He resisted the urge to go over and join them. He’d learned that watching was its own pleasure, and the buildup of anticipation seemed to make the actual act, once it came, even sweeter.
Maeve released Cassie’s breasts, eliciting a mournful whine from the younger woman. Then she whispered something into the dryad’s ear as she eased the remaining fabric of the flimsy top off Cassie’s shoulders and let it fall to the ground. As soon as her top was clear of her wrists, Cassie hoisted her hands over her head and crossed her arms so her wrists overlapped where Maeve could hold them both securely together in one hand.
Dane abandoned the food, setting the plate down on the ground beside the untouched cup. His pants had suddenly grown uncomfortably tight, seeing Cassie put into the lightly restrained position. I didn’t realize this light bondage thing turned me on, but this is getting hot.
Maeve’s free hand had gone back to tormenting one of Cassie’s breasts, but her eyes and attention were squarely directed across the fire at Dane. When their gazes met, she smiled wickedly and made a kissing gesture with her lips. Then, her form shifted. Her horns, tail, and wings emerged, and at first, Dane thought she’d done it because she knew how much he liked her demon form. Then he saw her tail shoot down between Cassie’s legs, and he wondered if she’d changed purely to have another appendage to use in tormenting her captive. Either way, I love it.
Maeve’s tail darted inside the stretchy waistband of Cassie’s boy-shorts and began working the underwear down the dryad’s smooth, trim legs. When Cassie’s thick thatch of forest-green pubic hair and the lower edges of her puffy pussy lips came into view, Dane could see they were already sodden. The light bondage seems to have gotten her aroused already, too.
He licked his lips, remembering her musky, sweet taste. Unable to ignore his own growing need any longer, he unbuttoned the fly of his jeans to relieve the pressure. He also took the opportunity to slide his pants and boxers down his thighs and over his knees, so he sat naked on the chair.
The wood of the Adirondack-style chair felt strange on his bare ass, but his cock felt gloriously free in the open air of the backyard. Looking up at Maeve’s face, he saw the approval in her eyes. She knows exactly what this show is doing to me.
The spade-shaped head of his succubus’s tail slid over Cassie’s dripping labia, causing the dryad to moan and squirm against her restraint. When the tail’s tip disappeared inside her pussy, her entire body bucked, and Dane gave in to the desire to stroke his shaft.
“Is our master going to finally have you tonight?” he heard Maeve ask Cassie.
The younger woman bit her lip, then replied sullenly, “I want him to. So badly, you know I do. But you also know why I can’t.”
“What your mommy doesn’t know won’t hurt her or hurt your standing in the grove.”
“She will know. It’s not something I can hide from her.”
“But I’ve already defiled you with my fingers and tail,” Maeve replied. “You’re on the verge of coming from my penetration right now, in fact. And I’m sure you’ve had other lovers who have done at least this much while you’ve been here at school. And I also know you finger yourself regularly like the dirty slut you are. So how has all that not already soiled you beyond repair?”
“That’s… different…” Cassie gasped. “My mother would know the difference. She will know if an organ capable of breeding me has been inside me. Any dryad would. Fingers and other things like that are frowned upon, but ultimately acceptable. She might disapprove, but she wouldn’t shun me, or worse.”
“How interesting,” Maeve said as Cassie writhed in climax against her. So forceful and unexpected was the dryad’s first orgasm that Maeve had to take her free hand from the breast she’d been fondling to help support the young woman in her arms.
“I knew of the taboo,” Maeve continued thoughtfully, “but not the extent a dryad matriarch was aware of her progeny’s exploits.”
As Cassie regained her composure, Dane saw her try to bring her arms back down to her sides, but Maeve held her fast.
“Are you trying to escape because you are done?” Maeve asked. “Are you ready to end our master’s show already?”
Cassie blinked uncertainly and licked her lips. “No, mistress.”
“Good,” Maeve said as her tail came up near their faces, coated with Cassie’s frothy cum. “Have you ever tasted yourself?”
Cassie hesitated, and Dane could barely hear her whispered answer, that she had indeed tasted herself. The slow pumping of his fist around his shaft sped up as his arousal increased. It surprised him how comfortable he was masturbating out in the open air of the backyard and in front of the women. He also noticed the tingling growing along his arms that he’d come to associate with his hands igniting. Recently he’d been able to call the flames at will, but he’d also noticed in times of heightened arousal the tingling would happen on its own. Luckily, they’ve never actually ignited on their own while we were fooling around. I know my flames wouldn’t hurt Maeve, but Cassie and the furniture would be a whole other matter.
Maeve’s tail slowly approached Cassie’s mouth, close enough that the younger woman could reach out to it with her tongue. The dryad licked her own cream from the tail’s tip before Maeve whisked it back away.
“You may still technically be a virgin, but at heart, you’re a wanton little slut who wants to be dominated, aren’t you?”
“Yes, mistress,” Cassie answered without hesitation.
“That’s good. I’m quite partial to wanton tramps, especially ones as delicious as you, and there are plenty of other ways you can serve our master with this magnificent little body.”
“Yes, mistress. I want to. And I will. Any other way I can, I will.”
“Good girl,” Maeve purred. “Tell me, have you ever let someone have your ass? Surely that wouldn’t risk your unwanted breeding and set your mother’s alarms ringing.”
Cassie’s eyes went wide, and she shook her head furtively. “N—no, mistress.”
“No?” Maeve asked in mock surprise. “Not even a finger? Are you sure nothing has ever been up your tight little bum-hole?”
“No…” Cassie replied hesitantly. “Well…”
“Yes? Tell me,” Maeve coaxed sweetly.
“Maybe a finger… a few times. But only my finger, not someone else’s. And maybe a baby carrot… once.”
“I thought as much,” Maeve purred lovingly. Her tail, still slick with what remained of the dryad’s cum and saliva, plunged down between the two women. “I’ll go slowly, then. Tell me when you can’t handle any more.”
“Yes, mistress,” Cassie replied, nervousness plain across her face.
The dryad seemed to be self-conscious for the first time that evening. Throughout the rest of her and Maeve’s show, she’d been lost in pleasure and hadn’t done more than glance across the fire and smile at Dane. But as her eyes widened again, presumably at the first pressure of Maeve’s promised penetration, Cassie’s eyes were on him, watching for disapproval or judgment he imagined.
He thought he understood how she felt. Recently, he’d also felt out of his depth while experiencing new things. It was natural to be nervous and to want to know the people around you, the people you cared about, weren’t judging you harshly.
Before Maeve, his experience with non-vanilla sex had amounted to basically zero. He certainly hadn’t dabbled in any backdoor play. But for the second time tonight, I’m turned on by a kink I didn’t know I had.Cassie’s clearly embarrassed. Should I be embarrassed as well that I’m enjoying watching this?
His tastes were noticeably changing and progressing down a non-vanilla path. The question is, are my tastes changing purely because I’m trying new things that I never would have before, or is Maeve’s demon influence affecting me?
He thought both things were probably true and ultimately inseparable. I’m not about to complain, though. I like where my life seems to be headed. The past few weeks with Maeve have been the most frightening, enlightening, exciting, and pleasurable I’ve ever experienced.I’ve never felt so alive. So loved. So whole. I don’t ever want to go back to the way things were before. I just have to make sure that adding Cassie isn’t going to change things negatively.
As he watched, Cassie’s eyes closed, and she grunted with what looked like a mixture of intense pleasure and slight discomfort. Maeve released her grip on the young woman’s arms, and one of Cassie’s hands fell immediately to her pussy, where she began rubbing her hooded pearl furiously.
“That’s it, love.” Maeve coaxed. “Bring yourself off again while I show you how exquisite being invaded can feel.”
Cassie didn’t answer. She let out another guttural grunt, this one sounding more like pleasure than anything else. Dane continued to stroke himself although the tingling across his skin had intensified. He tried concentrating on the sensation, wondering if by doing so he might elicit some response other than his flame hands. Concentrating on anything other than what the girls are doing across the fire is almost impossible though.
With Maeve stroking slowly inside her and Cassie’s fingers working over her clit rapidly, less than a minute later, their dryad’s entire body convulsed again. Then she went limp. That time, Maeve allowed the naked sweat-glistened woman to slump to her knees.
“I made my tail about as small as I could, but you still handled that magnificently, my dear,” Maeve said, as she withdrew. “I believe you and our master will both enjoy it very much when he takes your little rosebud for himself. But my ass will be the first one our master takes, and unfortunately, that won’t happen tonight. I can feel his exhaustion, and he is already too close to his own climax.”
Maeve was right. Dane was very close to exploding after watching the sexy, debaucherous scene unfold before him.
“You’ve been such a good little minx tonight, though, and put on such a good show for him,” Maeve continued. “I think I will allow you to take our master’s seed for yourself. If you’re up to it. Do you want that?”
“Yes, mistress,” Cassie replied breathlessly, still recovering from her second orgasm.
“Good. Then go to him and let him finish down your throat.”
Slowly, weakly, Cassie began crawling around the fire-pit until she knelt between Dane’s legs.
“May I finish you, master?” she asked with eager eyes.
“Yes, please, but you don’t have to call me—” The rest of Dane’s intended sentence turned into a moan as Cassie took him into her velvety soft mouth and began sucking.
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Houseguests

Victoria Stevens


“I can’t go back to my old job. Not after failing to show up there for weeks,” Victoria said incredulously. 
“Sure you can, my pet,” Lorenzo replied dismissively. “I’ll go with you, and talk with your school’s dean. He’ll see reason, and everything will be fine. You’ll see. I need you there to keep an eye on this Dane Staley. I want to know what I’m dealing with before I make my move on him.”
His words, as well as his smooth, sultry voice, grated on Victoria. She hated his use of the word pet when he referred to her, and she hated the smug, self-assured manner in which he dismissed all her concerns. And I hate this fucking house. At least he hasn’t directed any of his charm toward me again since we left the vampire’s winery.
After leaving Vance’s catacombs beneath the winery, Lorenzo had driven them in a flashy red sports car to a palatial estate in the neighborhood known as Sunset Hills, which was on a bluff overlooking a good portion of Ashbury. The owner of the enormous house—a platinum-blonde woman of middle age and apparently a divorcee who had done very well for herself in her split with her tech-entrepreneur ex-husband—had hung onto Lorenzo’s arm like a cheap handbag and glared daggers at Victoria ever since they’d arrived. If this bitch thinks I’m trying to take that asshole incubus from her, she’s sorely mistaken. That arrogant prick is all hers.
Thank Harold for small favors. He apparently left his stink on me, and now Lorenzo doesn’t seem to have any interest in charming or claiming me. Despite that, if I’m ever going to use this idiot incubus to get the power I’m owed, it’s best to play along and agree to his wishes. At least for now.
“Even if you smooth things over with the dean, what am I supposed to tell the staff at the library?” Victoria pressed. She wasn’t sure how Lorenzo’s incubus powers of persuasion worked, but she didn’t think he could charm the library’s entire staff.
Lorenzo ignored Victoria’s question. So thoroughly engrossed was he in what the owner of the house was whispering into his ear.
“Oh, the imagination on you,” he responded to what the woman said. “I have to warn you. Be careful what you wish for. My imagination is far more wicked than yours.”
The woman beamed at him, then glared over at Victoria again, smiling triumphantly.
“Pet,” Lorenzo said, addressing Victoria. “We will be indisposed for a while. Make yourself at home and choose a guestroom. I asked Vance to send one of his minions to your house to fetch a few of your things. I expect whoever he sent will be around shortly. Be a good girl and wait up for them.”
Victoria’s jaw clenched, but she forced herself to smile and nod. She already knew what he’d asked Vance to do. She’d been present during the conversation Lorenzo was referring to and had been forced to hand over her house keys. The asshole incubus had flatly refused her offer to go to her home and retrieve her things herself.
With simmering fury, she watched Lorenzo and the other woman turn and walk across the foyer to the wide central staircase. Good riddance. I hope they stay up there in the master bedroom all night and all day tomorrow. Now, to find the kitchen in this damned place. Or better yet, the wine cellar.
If the house had a wine cellar, she didn’t find it, but she found a well-stocked and outfitted kitchen. After opening the most expensive-looking bottle of wine she could find in the walk-in pantry, Victoria made herself a sandwich, then went out onto the back porch to eat.
The view of Ashbury all lit up beneath the cloudless night sky was amazing. That rich bitch doesn’t deserve this. This is the kind of place I should be living in. This is what Harold promised me. God-damn that demon. I hope he’s back in the pit he always talked about, suffering unspeakable torments beneath some greater demon’s bootheel.
The bottle of wine was nearly empty when she felt a light touch on her shoulder. Reflexively, she tried to turn and jump all at the same time, and nearly fell from her chair. When she’d steadied herself, she found Vance standing behind her, his dark, beautiful, soulless eyes glittering with amusement.
“Damn you,” she hissed. “Make some fucking noise next time. What are you doing here?”
“I have your things,” he replied in his low, rolling baritone.
“You were supposed to have one of your minions go to my house, not come yourself,” she replied haughtily, hating the feeling of warmth that spread through her at the sight of him, and hating even more the slight slur of intoxication she heard in her own voice.
“They are not my minions.” Vance chuckled. “And where is your master?”
“He’s not my master,” she spat back. “I don’t have a master, and I never will.”
Vance’s eyebrow rose, and one side of his mouth quirked up into an infuriating smirk.
“He says I smell like Harold, and he hasn’t used any of his mind control bullshit on me. He’s not as powerful as he thinks he is, and he’ll never be my master. Never. Once he gets the succubus and the warlock and kills them, or cages them, or does whatever he’s going to do with them, he’ll give me what I’m owed and then I’m gone.”
Vance’s face lost its humor, and he looked momentarily sad. “Where is Lorenzo?” he asked again.
“Him and the whore who owns this place are upstairs banging. And I hope he fucks that uppity cunt until her soul pops out her eye sockets.”
Vance’s dark angular face split into a wide smile again, his humor returning as he laughed a deep, rich sound that sent unwelcome flutters through her core. “I don’t think what the incubus does is truly mind control. But I could be wrong. With a demon of his level, who could tell? It’s good to hear you’re not under his spell, though.”
“Thanks,” she replied sarcastically.
“You’re welcome. Would you like your things now? I left the bags I packed for you in the foyer.”
Victoria had been wearing the same dressing gown she’d put on before meeting Lorenzo, and she was looking forward to freshening up and changing. Although it’s past evening and I suppose I should be getting ready for bed again. Even though I feel like I just woke up. Damn that day-night schedule they keep down there in Vance’s catacombs.
Suddenly, a mental vision of Vance strolling through her townhouse, pawing through her closet and drawers, flashed through her head. A wave of heat colored her cheeks, and her eyes widened. “What did you bring from my house?”
“A variety of things I thought you might need. Clothes, toiletries, and the like. If you have something specific you’d like, I’d be happy to make another trip.”
She felt out of sorts at the thought of Vance possibly finding things in her underwear drawer that she would have preferred to remain hidden, so she tried to redirect the conversation. “You never answered my question. Why are you doing this instead of one of your vampires?”
Vance smiled again, and Victoria thought she caught the glint of pearly white fangs at the edges of his mouth.
“I wanted to,” he replied. Then added with a wink, “Would you have preferred Gwen or one of the others see what you had tucked away in your drawer with your underthings?”
Victoria felt her already-flushed face burn with embarrassment, her fear confirmed.
“If I had known Lorenzo was being such a fool and shunning you, I might have packed one of them for you so you wouldn’t be lonely or get bored,” Vance continued, clearly enjoying her obvious mortification. “The large black one, perhaps.”
“F-fuck you,” Victoria stammered as she got up from her chair.
With her head swimming in a mixture of anger, embarrassment, and expensive wine, she shoved past the tall vampire and stormed away toward the foyer. His maddeningly delicious laughter followed her, but he did not.
She found two suitcases that she recognized as her own and a large duffel bag waiting for her, as promised, in the foyer. She knew it was futile to try to manage any more than one of the heavy bags at a time, so she grabbed the handle of the nearest rolling suitcase and tugged it toward the stairs.
Hurrying down the upstairs hallway, she ducked into the first open room she came to and slammed the door. Fuck him, and fuck Lorenzo, and fuck that rich cunt, and most of all, fuck Harold and his stupid obsession for dragging me into all of this. He promised me power, wealth, and immortality. I did everything he asked. He owes me. They all owe me.
Throwing herself down onto the enormous bed at the center of the lavishly adorned guest room, Victoria buried her face into one of the decorative pillows and screamed until her voice gave out and she began to weep.


      [image: image-placeholder]When Victoria woke, light streamed through the windows of her room. Her head throbbed like she’d been drummed mercilessly, and her mouth was completely dry. She lay atop the comforter-covered bed, her head on the decorative pillow, where she’d cried herself to sleep. I don’t remember covering myself with this quilt, though.
Sitting up gingerly, she saw both of her suitcases and the duffel sitting on the floor at the foot of the bed. And I know I didn’t bring all those up last night.
Turning her head, she noticed something lying on the pillow next to her. When it registered what it was, she gasped and drew back quickly. That mother fucker. That insufferable, brazen asshole.
The largest of her dildos, the thick, veiny, dark chocolate-colored one that Vance had referred to the night before, lay there, its wide bulbous head pointing at her mockingly. I’ll kill him the next time I see him.
The ridiculousness of her threatening a vampire, a hundred, maybe even a thousand times more powerful than her, with death struck her as funny, and despite her indignant anger, she began to laugh. He’s already dead, and even if I wanted to, I wouldn’t know how or be able to kill him.
Still giggling, she went to the shower. After a long soak beneath the gloriously hot water, accompanied by the delightfully large toy, she changed into fresh clothes from the suitcases, then she went downstairs in search of coffee and possibly a few aspirins.
She found the homeowner sitting in the breakfast nook with a steaming mug in front of her. As bad as Victoria felt, the other woman looked worse. She had dark circles around her eyes, her lipstick had been smeared from nose to chin, and her long platinum hair was wild and tangled beyond anything a light brushing could fix.
Victoria chuckled. She looks like she spent the night in a blender.
“Do you have any idea how much that bottle you drank last night cost?” the woman asked angrily.
“Nope,” Victoria replied.
“More than you’d make in a month.”
Victoria looked out the window to the patio table where the empty bottle still stood. “Funny, it wasn’t all that good. I’d expect more from something that expensive,” she replied as she went over to the cupboard to find a mug and help herself to some of the coffee she saw warming on the maker.
“You’re going to pay me back every cent of what that was worth.”
“No. I’m not ever going to do that.” Victoria sighed as she poured herself coffee. “Do you have creamer? Preferably vanilla. And some sugar. I’m going to need lots of sugar today. I can already tell.”
“You, insolent bitch,” the disheveled woman raged as she got to her feet.
“Now, now, pets. I can’t have you two fighting over me that way,” Lorenzo said with a huge smile as he strode into the kitchen, as fresh and chipper as if he’d slept like the dead for a full nine hours. “There’s plenty of me to go around.” He stopped next to the homeowner and gave her a sloppy kiss, then he said to Victoria, “If we can get that toad’s stink off of you, that is. Until then, I’m afraid I’m off limits for you.”
Victoria had to force herself not to roll her eyes at the fool’s proclamation, even though she was immensely relieved he still wasn’t interested in seducing her. I guess Harold did me a favor with that. It almost makes up for all his lies and broken promises of power. Almost.
Victoria’s relief turned to revulsion when she noticed the other woman gazing up at Lorenzo like she’d won the lottery. Revulsion turned to anger when the woman shot a triumphant glance across the room at her. Stupid bitch looks half dead from all the fun they had last night, and despite that, she’s eager for more. He really is going to fuck her to death, the way all the stories say his kind, and succubus, do.
“I don’t see any reason to delay our excursion to your university,” Lorenzo said to Victoria as he peeled the other woman off himself and went to the refrigerator. “I want to speak with your dean as soon as possible, so we can get you reinstalled into your previous job. Then I want to find out everything we can about this new warlock and his fascinating young succubus.”
She still didn’t know how Lorenzo intended to do all that. She supposed he could probably charm the dean easily enough, even if she didn’t think the dean was interested in men sexually. Although these days, who can tell? I know the dean’s married. I guess we’ll see how far this asshole demon’s abilities can get us. Maybe he can wield powers of persuasion beyond lust.
The homeowner looked ready to throw herself down and have an honest-to-God toddler style fit at the realization that Victoria and Lorenzo would be heading out for the day together. Victoria shook her head. Anything that gets me out of this house and away from that crazy bitch is worth doing as far as I’m concerned.
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The Boss is Back

Dane Staley


Dane heard Maeve get out of bed and head into the bathroom. Turning his head, he looked at the clock and found it was nearly seven in the morning.  Shit. I’ve got to get up if I’m going to make my gym appointment.
When he moved, Cassie stirred as well, snuggling in closer to him under the blanket and turning so she was facing away from him, but so her entire backside was pressed up against his chest and groin. He recognized the subtle change in the sound of her breathing that meant she was awake, even though her eyes were still closed. Dane eased an arm around her, and in turn, her arm placed itself over his, hugging it into her bare chest.
“Good morning, master,” she murmured.
The shower in the bathroom came to life, and Dane heard the glass door slide closed as Maeve got in.
“None of that master stuff,” he murmured back. “Not this morning. I want to know how you’re feeling about what happened last night. I want to make sure you’re okay.”
“Of course, I’m okay,” she replied, but Dane felt her body stiffen slightly.
“I just want to make sure you’re not doing things you don’t want to do. Things you’re not comfortable with, or things you think you might regret.”
For several long moments, she didn’t answer, then in an even fainter voice she said, “I just don’t want you to think I’m really a slut. Or think I’m gross for what I let Maeve do, where I let her put her tail…” Cassie’s voice trailed off until Dane could no longer make out her words.
He tightened his one-armed hug, as if trying to bring her closer, even though they were already touching from neck to toe. The insecurity and vulnerability in Cassie’s voice were so uncharacteristic of the beautiful, carefree woman he’d come to know.
“I don’t think you’re gross at all, and I don’t think you’re a slut. I know Maeve is pushing your boundaries. She’s been pushing mine since we met, too. I think it’s just her nature. I’ll talk to her and ask her to back off, slow things down.”
Cassie rotated awkwardly within his grip, so instead of spooning, they were almost face to face with his arm still holding her. “Please don’t. I’m really liking what we have here, being with you guys.”
“You can still be here with us. Telling Maeve that you don’t want to do the stuff she tells you to do won’t change that, I promise.”
“I enjoy doing what she tells me, at least when we’re in here or playing. She hasn’t been that way when we’ve been out in public together, or at least not as much that way. I don’t mind her being bossy. In some ways, it’s familiar and comforting. It’s how most female dryads are where I’m from, and it’s actually how I’m expected to be. I told you before that authoritative females run nearly all dryad households, but being that way is just not me. I’ve never been a very good dryad.”
Dane leaned in to kiss her forehead. “I think you’re a great dryad. The best one I’ve ever met.”
She giggled. “I’m the only dryad you’ve ever met.”
“Yeah, well, even so, I think you’re awesome.”
“And you’re sure you don’t think Maeve putting her tail… back there is disgusting?”
“No,” Dane replied truthfully. “I thought it was hot. Unexpected, but really hot. I think trying that kind of thing is actually common with a lot of people. I think most people are too embarrassed to talk about it openly.”
Her voice lowered to a near whisper again, “And is it something you might want to try? I mean, with me?”
“Yes. Absolutely, if that’s what you want.”
Her green eyes came up to meet his. “I do. I want to be with you in that way, to have you inside me. More than just in my mouth, although I like that too. I just can’t have you the normal way. The consequences if my mother found out would be severe, and she would. If I ever want to go back to the grove, the way I always planned after school, I just can’t. But Maeve’s right…the other way, her way, doesn’t technically break any rules.”
“Okay, well, we’ll take it slow. You let me know when you’re ready to try. And if you aren’t ever ready, that’s fine, too,” Dane said, the tidbit of information about Cassie planning to go back to her grove when she was done with school lodging in his mind and souring his mood. Of course, that’s a likely possibility. Lots of people go back home after college. I planned to, at least for a while, unless another opportunity presents itself.
“Are you sure you don’t want me to ask Maeve to tone down the name-calling at least?” he asked, trying not to let his feelings about her eventually going home show on his face.
“I’m sure.” Cassie’s cheeks pinkened. “I kinda like it. As long as it’s when we’re playing and as long as you know, it’s not really true.”
“Of course, I know,” Dane replied as he bent in to kiss her.
“Dane, you have a gym appointment in less than half an hour. And Cassie, you’re already running late for your shift at the coffee-bar,” Maeve said as she opened the bathroom door and poked her head out with her toothbrush in her mouth. “And you both have classes today.”
Dane and Cassie both groaned, but Dane threw back their covers and rolled away from the dryad, toward the bathroom side of the bed, while Cassie glanced at her smartwatch and groaned again. Then Dane remembered something he’d been thinking about ever since Cassie had started staying with them but had been holding off on until he thought Maeve felt better.
“I was thinking we should all go out together,” Dane said. “Maybe Friday night?”
“Like on a date?” Cassie asked, suddenly wide awake and full of energy.
“Yeah, something like that. I was thinking it might be fun. We’ve never really all gone out together before.”
“Yes!” Cassie agreed excitedly. “That sounds so fun.”
Maeve seemed to consider it, and after a few moments, she nodded. “It would be nice to get out. I’m finally feeling up to it, and it is high time I began teaching our impetuous little tart here how to properly behave in public.”
Cassie’s eyes widened at Maeve’s suggestion, but if anything, she looked even more excited about the prospect of an evening out with some extra fun attached.
Dane just rolled his eyes. “Okay, good. I’ll look into it, and we’ll talk more later.”


      [image: image-placeholder]After Dane’s training session, which Maeve accompanied him to for the first time in weeks, he said goodbye to her and then headed to his first class. Sitting through his morning classes was pure torture, and afterward, he made his way over to the library for his afternoon work shift. As soon as he entered the magnificent old gothic-style building, he realized the other employees had an odd nervous energy about them.
“What’s going on?” he asked the student attendee at the information desk.
“Ms. Stevens is back,” the girl replied.
Dane’s blood ran cold, and he couldn’t help his sharp intake of breath. Oh, shit. Where has she been, and what’s she doing back? When she didn’t come back right away, I thought we were through with her. His mind raced with a million questions and another million possible implications of her return.
“If it’s true, it sucks,” the girl continued. “I hated working for her before. She’s such a bitch—”
“Wait, so you haven’t seen her?” Dane asked, cutting the girl off. “She’s not here now? So then, how do you know she’s back?”
“No, I haven’t seen her, but one of the librarians saw her going into the administration building earlier today. I guess she was on the arm of some total hunk. And here we all thought she’d run off with Harold, but I guess not.”
Dane had never been under that delusion, but he’d also never been eager to dispel it. “So, you don’t know for sure that she is coming back, like back to the library, to work again?”
He thought he was probably grasping at straws, but he hoped Ms. Stevens was just there at the school to clear up some paperwork or something before disappearing again for good. Fat chance of that happening, though. If she was going to disappear after the Harold thing, she would have already done it. The fact she’s back at the school is not a good sign.
The more Dane considered her return, the less it seemed so unlikely, though. If Harold was manipulating her, and now he’s gone, why wouldn’t she come back to her old life and job? I’m trying to get back to mine after what happened. In some ways, she’s less culpable for what happened that day than I am. She didn’t kill anyone, after all.
He really didn’t enjoy thinking of what he’d done, or what he and Maeve had done together, in those terms, but Harold’s death weighed on him. Harold was a demon, and he was trying to kill us. It was self-defense. Still, it’s hard for me not to think of him as the kind janitor I thought he was.
“Are you okay?” the girl asked with a hint of worry. “It’s not that bad. I mean, Ms. Stevens was definitely a bitch, but you just went all pale.”
“Ah. Yeah. No, I’m fine,” Dane replied hastily and left the information desk, making his way to the main counter, where he interrupted a couple of librarians who were also animatedly discussing the possible return of their boss.
The cart of books they lined him out with to re-shelve took him all the way up to the third floor, which on the one hand was nice because fewer students were up there, but on the other hand, took him within the vicinity of Ms. Stevens office. If she is coming back, the last thing I want to do is run into her so soon.
He knew his unease was ridiculous. By all reports, she hadn’t shown up at the library yet, and whenever she did, if she did, there was no way he would be able to avoid her indefinitely.
He was sorting and slotting books into their places, his mind still lost in what Ms. Stevens’ reemergence meant when he felt more than heard someone approaching. Turning, Dane found Maeve striding purposefully toward him. Her jaw was set and her eyes sharp.
“What’s wrong?” she asked curtly. “What’s happened? I felt your sudden panic and got here as soon as I could.”
“I’m fine,” Dane replied, surprised to see her. Damn, her feeling my every emotion can get tedious. “I wasn’t panicked,” he added defensively.
“Don’t be embarrassed, my love,” Maeve replied as she reached out to take his hand in hers. “I came, not because I don’t think you’re capable of handling yourself, but because I thought you might need help. I’m overjoyed to find I wasn’t needed. But please tell me what made you… anxious.”
Dane gave her the short version of what he’d heard about Ms. Stevens’ return. Maeve’s lips compressed, and the intensity returned to her eyes as she listened.
“What did the man they saw her with look like?” she asked pointedly once he’d finished.
“The guy?” Dane hadn’t even given that detail a second thought. “I don’t know. The girl who told me about it said hunky, I think. Whatever that means.”
“It could mean that we need to be very careful.”
“Why would it mean that?”
“If Victoria Stevens was under the toad-demon’s sway, which she most certainly was, there’s very little chance she had a relationship he wasn’t aware of and involved in. It also seems unlikely she could have developed a completely new relationship so quickly after his passing or that she’d show up at the school with a new partner without a compelling reason. All that points to this man being someone associated with Harold.”
“Like another thrall of Harold’s? Someone who was also under his control?”
“That would be the best-case scenario,” Maeve replied as she bit her lower lip, obviously working through other possibilities.
“What could another scenario be?”
“That he’s another demon.”
“Another demon? Would Harold have had a partner? Do demons work together like that?”
Maeve didn’t answer right away. “Sometimes. But I think it’s rare. In the pit, at least, the higher a demon rises, the more secretive and suspicious they tend to get. We can’t rule it out, though.” She nodded her head slowly as if she’d come to some conclusion. “You need to quit your job here, possibly school altogether. For a while at least.”
“What?” Dane was taken aback. “I can’t. Even if I wanted to, I need the money from this job, and more importantly, I have to keep it to fulfill my scholarship obligations. And I’m not quitting school.”
“Your life is far more important to me than your scholarship obligations or your schooling,” Maeve replied curtly. “This is no game, Dane. If that was another demon Victoria was with, he’s likely after the same thing Harold was, and that will almost certainly include ensnaring you.”
Dane scrubbed his hand through his hair. “I understand what you’re saying, but this is all speculation at this point. She hasn’t even come by here, as far as anyone knows. She might have gone by the administration building to give her final resignation and collect her last check.” Even as he said it, he didn’t believe it, and he could tell Maeve didn’t either. “There has to be another way to deal with this. I’m not going to throw away my scholarship or stop going to school. Not until we know a lot more, at least.”
“Fine,” Maeve replied, then turned her attention to the surrounding building, as if seeing it for the first time. “I have things I need to do.” She leaned in to kiss him lightly and with far less passion than he was used to. “Keep your eyes open for anything out of the ordinary. Especially strange men with or without Victoria Stevens attached.”
“I will, I promise,” Dane replied, then something else occurred to him. “Weren’t you supposed to go back to your job at the mall today?”
“Yes,” Maeve replied simply as she walked away.
“And?” Dane called after her.
“Plans have changed.”
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The Bird is Back

Dane Staley


Dane continued to hear rumors of Ms. Stevens’ return for the rest of the afternoon, although, to his relief, she never showed up at the library in person. As he walked to his car after his shift, however, another unwelcome sight greeted him. 
“What does she want now?” he asked the scraggly stuffed crow perched above his driver’s door on the edge of the lumber rack.
The bird, which Dane now knew had one of Gretta’s ill-fated apprentices inside, glared down at him. I’m not sure if it’s possible, but that thing looks even more ratty and disheveled than usual.
“Listen, it’s been a long day, and I’m tired. Go back and tell Gretta whatever she wants will have to wait until tomorrow. I have an MMA class tomorrow afternoon, and I’ll stop by her shop to talk to her after that, okay?”
As expected, the bird didn’t respond, but when Dane tried to open his truck’s door and squeeze inside without letting the bird in too, the thing rocketed past his outstretched arm and into the cab with a flurry of squawking and inelegant flaps of its wings.
“Damn it, you stupid bird. I can’t deal with this shit right now. Get out of the truck and go tell Gretta I’ll come talk to her tomorrow. I know you understand what I’m saying, even if I can’t understand you back.”
Dane and Dimitri glared at one another until Dane realized his raised voice was garnering more than a few unwanted looks from passersby. The girl from the information desk exited the library and walked toward the parking lot. Great, the last thing I want is to have to explain this bullshit to someone I work with.
With a growl, Dane threw his book bag onto the bench seat and climbed into the truck. “You’re really making me reconsider Maeve’s offer to get me a gun. Right now, I’m thinking a shotgun full of birdshot would come in really handy.”
Dimitri turned his feathered head to look out the front windshield, ignoring Dane and his threats.
When they got to Gretta’s shop, Dane seriously considered slamming the truck’s door in the bird’s face, just out of spite, and letting the thing sit cooped up in the truck while he saw what Gretta wanted. I’m sure that would backfire on me, though. The stupid thing would probably tear up the seat or shit all over the dash in retaliation. Although, do zombies even need to eat or relieve themselves? A couple of questions I’m probably better off not knowing the answers to. I just hope the brain-eating thing is only in movies.
He found Gretta in her storefront, and it surprised him to see her in her normal form instead of her haggard old witch persona. She looks a little frazzled and rundown, even in this form today, though. Maybe Luke’s been keeping her up late.
“Little lamb, there you are,” Gretta said as soon as she saw him. “It’s about time. I nearly lost it and killed that damn thing before you got here.”
“Gretta, you’ve got to quit doing this. You can’t send your bird to harass me every time you want me to come by here. Can’t you just take my phone number and call me like a normal person?”
“Oh, quit your bleating. I’m doing you a favor. Do you want your soul shard back when I off that thing, or not?”
“Off what thing? What are you talking about?”
“I’m talking about the nasty little demon you summoned. The thing’s a terror.”
“The pit-drake I put into the cat for you?”
“Well, I can’t think of any other demon you summoned for me,” Gretta replied irritably. “Yes, the awful demon in the cat. I can’t believe I let Dimitri badger me into trying something so stupid.”
“Me either,” Dane agreed, but he bit that comment off when Gretta’s unhappy eyes narrowed at him. “What’s it done? Why do you suddenly want to kill it? And what’s this about me retrieving my soul shard?”
“Are you telling me that your books or your demon hussy haven’t filled you in on how that part of summoning works?” Gretta asked incredulously.
Dane ground his teeth. “No. Please tell me what I’m missing, and please don’t call Maeve my hussy.”
Gretta grinned impishly for a moment, then her expression reverted right back to the thoroughly annoyed visage. “When a warlock such as yourself summons a demon from the pit, they use a small piece of their own soul as an anchor. For the vile little whelp locked in the closet, it should have only taken a tiny piece. For a more powerful, higher functioning demon like your… succubus, it would have required a much larger shard.”
“Okay, I guess I understand.” He found the revelation profoundly disturbing, and he also wondered why it hadn’t been front and center in every one of the books he’d read from the underground reading room. I’m also surprised Maeve didn’t tell me about this. She did try to discourage me from summoning any further until I understood things better, and I know she said something about a piece of my soul the other night by the fire. Even so, this is something I really would have liked to have known sooner.
“And you said I need to recapture my soul piece, or shard, when the demon dies. How does that work?” he asked.
Gretta shrugged. “How should I know? I’m not a warlock. I mean, I’ve seen it done, and it didn’t look like there was much to it, but how spells look to those not doing the casting can be deceiving.”
“So, what I need to do is some kind of spell?”
Gretta huffed, and Dane could tell the witch was losing patience with all his questions. “Call it a spell if you like, although it’s probably something more innate that you just need to be in proximity to activate. That’s semantics, though. Every magical discipline has its own way of expressing what it does. I told you, I’m not a warlock, so my way of explaining it is no doubt off.”
Deeper into the shop, Dane heard a fierce rattle and a loud bang.
Gretta glanced over her shoulder and cursed under her breath. “Enough questions. Now that you’re here, I’m going to kill that thing.” As if to emphasize her point, she held out her hands to show off her forearms, where there were several deep scratches. “That thing has been a complete nightmare, a menace, and it nearly killed Dimitri. Twice. It also knocked over my cauldron display and destroyed an entire month’s worth of herbs that I’d collected. You’re lucky I don’t charge you for those and the broken cauldrons as well.”
“What? How is any of that my fault?”
Gretta didn’t answer, and Dane followed the witch into the shop’s back room, where he noticed the mirror-portal thing was not active. It showed only a smudged wavy reflection of the room they were in. In the room’s corner, near the exit which he was certain led out to the rear of the building, they stopped before a storeroom door. The clatter and commotion from within stopped as soon as Gretta and Dane drew close.
Gretta drew a thin, gnarled twig of wood from a pocket and held it out like a wand. That thing looks like a piece of kindling. Is that really her wand? I expected something more elegant, or at least something that didn’t look like it was so brittle it was about to snap in half.
“Are you ready?” she asked. “I’m going to open the door and zap it. When it’s dead, you do whatever you have to do to grab your shard.”
From inside the storeroom, Dane heard a pitiful whine that sounded to him like a cat’s yowl. Except there were words buried within the sound. Hard to understand words, but distinct words nonetheless. “So hungry. Don’t zap Sasha. Just want to eat. Sasha’s so hungry.”
“Hold on,” Dane said to Gretta. “It says its name is Sasha and that it’s hungry. Did you feed it?”
“I tried. And even Dimitri tried. But the damn thing wouldn’t eat anything we brought it, and it just kept getting meaner.”
“What did you try giving it?”
Gretta’s brow furrowed. “Chicken, fish, cat food, milk, jerky… Everything I could think of that a cat, or a tiny dragon, might eat.”
“Mean witch’s food is yucky,” the cat moaned from inside the storeroom. “And the bird is stinky. Undeads are always stinky.”
Dane rubbed the bridge of his nose. He was in way over his head with this. He didn’t know the first thing about pit-drakes or what they might eat. Everything Gretta said she’d tried sounded about right to him, but if Sasha was saying that wasn’t what she wanted, he supposed the logical thing to do was ask her what she did want.
“Sasha, what do you want to eat?” he asked through the door.
“Sulfur Vanda, Flame Rosa, a delicious Dionaea…” The cat went on listing things it apparently found tasty.
“What’s it saying?” Gretta asked.
“She’s telling me what she wants to eat, but I don’t know what any of it is. I think she’s asking for creatures that only exist in the pit.”
“Well, that isn’t helpful,” Gretta replied irritably. “So, we can’t feed it, then I think the most humane thing we can do is proceed with plan A.”
“And plan A is killing her?”
“No zap Sasha,” the cat moaned from within the closet.
“Hold on, how about if I take her? Maeve’s from the pit, too. She might know how to get what Sasha needs or at least know what some suitable alternatives might be here on this world.”
Gretta looked at him like he’d sprouted a second head. “You want to take that crazy thing with you? Are you mad?”
Dane was wondering the same thing. How am I supposed to take care of her if Gretta couldn’t? Or even keep her calm long enough to get her to Maeve? I can’t stomach the idea of letting Gretta kill her, though, not simply because she’s hungry. I brought her here. That makes her my responsibility.
“Sasha?” he called through the door. “If we let you out and I promise to take you with me, will you behave and not try to hurt anyone? I have a friend who might know how to help you.”
“Sasha will be good. Very good. Master will feed me?”
“I’ll do my best.”
“Sasha wants to go with Dane. No zap.”
Dane exhaled heavily. “Okay, let her out, and I’ll attempt to take her with me.”
Gretta kept her wand at the ready, but she unlocked the storeroom door and cautiously swung it open.
The cat that emerged differed from the one he remembered from the summoning, although it was still mostly cat-like, with a few obvious exceptions. Its head was a little more elongated and snout-like, its ears stood a little taller and almost resembled horns, and small fangs jutted upward out of its bottom lip. Her head certainly resembles the kanji I received, just with the addition of cat features mixed in. It was impossible for Dane to think of the pit-drake-cat as cute. She’s actually kinda fugly, not that I’d ever say that to her, but still.
Along the drake-cat’s back, he could see where her dark black fur was underlain by small, similarly colored scales. It seems strange she has both. Her paws looked normal enough, although they seemed too large proportionally for her body. Her tail seems unusually thick as well. She’s definitely not cuddly. No one is going to be making stuffed beany animals of her any time soon. I wonder what she looks like to a normal human who isn’t aware of the supernatural world. Like a run-of-the-mill black cat, probably.
Sasha sauntered out of the storeroom, head held high, with all the arrogance and self-assuredness of a normal feline. She turned her head toward Gretta and hissed, “Meany,” Dane heard her say through the hiss. Gretta’s eyes narrowed, and the witch’s wand came up to aim at the drake-cat, even though Dane knew the witch hadn’t understood what Sasha had said.
“Okay,” Dane said before Sasha could hiss again or Gretta could reconsider letting the drake-cat leave the shop unharmed. “Let’s go. I’m not sure how I’m going to explain all this to everyone at the house, but let’s get home so I can try.”
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Stuffed Cat

Dane Staley


Maeve wasn’t home when Dane arrived back at Justin’s with Sasha, but he found Lia reading one of the romance novels she loved on the couch while Justin sat at the kitchen table with a bunch of random electronic parts spread out before him.  It smells like something’s burning in here. Is that a soldering iron in Justin’s hand? What’s he doing with a soldering iron?
“What’s Justin up to?” he asked Lia.
Lia rolled her eyes. “He says he had an epiphany. Some brilliant idea suddenly popped into his head, and now he’s trying to build it.”
“Really?” Dane asked skeptically. He hadn’t ever known Justin to be the crafty builder type. His friend had always had an eye for the latest and greatest in electronics, especially where gaming was concerned, but he’d never shown any aptitude for building any gadgets of his own.
Justin looked up from what he was working on. “This is so much harder than it looks. I can see in my head how all these pieces are supposed to go together, but they won’t cooperate. Do you know how to solder?”
Dane shook his head apologetically.
Then Justin noticed Sasha. “Dude, is that a cat?”
“It looks like some kind of supernatural half-breed,” Lia said.
“Yeah, like something out of one of my online RPGs,” Justin agreed. “That’s pretty awesome. Where’d you get it?”
Dane was glad Justin and Lia didn’t seem to find the pit-demon-cat visually strange or off-putting.
“It came from the witch Gretta Green. She wasn’t able to take care of it.” He didn’t want to go into the entire story of the summoning with them, but he wanted to make sure it was okay with Justin that the cat stayed at the house for a little while. “Her name is Sasha. She’s part pit-drake. Do you mind if she stays with us until I can figure something else out?”
Justin’s eyes lit up. “Drake? Like, as in a type of dragon? Oh man, this is so cool. Of course, it can stay. I can’t believe we have a frickin dragon in the house.”
Dane set Sasha down on the floor. “Technically, drakes are different from…” Dane began, but he gave up trying to clarify what a drake was when he realized Justin was no longer paying attention to him.
Sasha had stretched, then sauntered over toward Lia, capturing their undivided attention. The drake-cat’s movements were very cat-like, and she allowed Lia to pet her briefly before moving on.
“What’s going on out here?” Cassie asked as she came down the hall and into the living room, munching on a carrot. “Oh, how cute. Where’d she come from?”
“It’s part dragon,” Justin blurted. “Isn’t that cool?”
“It’s part drake, not dragon,” Dane corrected, then he gave Cassie the same abbreviated story about what had happened that he’d given the others.
Sasha saw Cassie and made her way over. The drake-cat allowed Cassie to pet her, but her yellow eyes seemed fixated on the carrot the dryad was holding.
“So hungry,” Sasha meowed. “Nice green lady share?”
Does she mean the carrot? Dane wondered. I’m pretty sure cats don’t normally eat carrots, do drakes?
“Cassie, I think she wants a piece of your carrot,” he translated.
Cassie nodded and held the remaining stub of carrot out to Sasha. The drake-cat reached for it ever so gently and took it into her mouth. Once she had it, she crunched it down in one enthusiastic bite and looked to Cassie for more.
“So yummy. Sasha wants more from the nice green lady,” she meowed.
“She said it was yummy, and she wants to know if she can have more,” Dane relayed.
Cassie smiled down at the cat. “Of course, I brought a bunch home from my garden plot. You can have as many as you want.”
Sasha purred happily and followed Cassie to the kitchen. So, it appears as though we have a drake-cat that likes vegetables. If that’s the case, it’s no wonder none of the stuff Gretta tried to feed her worked.
“Dude, did you say you talked to the cat?” Justin asked. “This just keeps getting cooler. How does that work?”
“I’m not really sure,” Dane admitted. “When she meows, I hear the same cat sound everyone else does. My brain just somehow deciphers more meaning from it. It’s kind of like hearing a sound within a sound. It’s nothing I’m doing consciously. It just happens.”
“A warlock and a cat whisperer. I am so jealous, man. Can she understand you when you talk to her?”
“She’s able to understand everyone, I think. She’s actually really smart. I mean, for a cat.”
Maeve came through the front door then.
“Hey,” Dane said. “You were out late. Everything okay?”
“Fine, my love,” Maeve replied with a smile that didn’t extend to her eyes. “But we should talk.”
Dane nodded. “Out back? Or in our room?”
Maeve shrugged.
“Cassie,” Dane said in a louder voice that would travel into the kitchen. “You got Sasha if Maeve and I go talk for a few minutes?”
“Yeah. We’re good,” Cassie called back. “She’s really hungry. I think she might go through all the carrots I brought home and some of the broccoli.”
Maeve’s eyebrow rose questioningly as she looked toward the kitchen, but when Dane gestured with his head toward their room, she just nodded and started that way.
Maeve began unbuttoning her blouse as soon as they were in their room, but her face was serious, and Dane got the feeling she wasn’t doing it to turn him on, but instead purely to make herself more comfortable.
“Is everything okay?” he asked again. “Is it the Ms. Stevens thing?”
Maeve shrugged out of her top. “I spent most of the day explaining our position and negotiating with gargoyles,” she replied as she slid her jeans down her legs. “Oh, it feels so good to be out of those clothes.”
Dane was glad she’d gotten comfortable, and seeing her naked was one of his favorite things in the world, but with her standing a few feet away without a stitch of clothing on, having a serious conversation with her was going to be difficult.
“Gargoyles are such stubborn assholes,” she continued. “And loyal to a fault. It took me all afternoon to convince the ones on the library’s roof that Harold was dead. It was clear they didn’t even like him, but they’d given him their allegiance, and they required proof he was gone.”
Dane wondered how they hadn’t already known the truth about Harold’s death, as well as what kind of proof Maeve had needed to provide, but he didn’t interrupt her to ask.
“Then after that, I had to spend even longer convincing them we were worthy of their allegiance,” she continued. “They’re still not fully convinced. They want to meet you. They’re intrigued by the prospect of serving…” Maeve corrected her use of the word serving. “Of working with a warlock.”
“How did Harold get their loyalty? Are gargoyles creatures of the pit like demons?”
“No, they’re not from the pit. They’re sentient creations of a different kind. And despite their reputation as protectors from evil in human lore, they often align with demons and warlocks. It is true their sole driving purpose is to guard and protect, though. If we can convince them you’re worthy of their protection, it would go a long way toward keeping you safe when you’re at the library.”
“They didn’t keep Harold safe,” Dane replied skeptically.
“No, they didn’t, but they kept him informed about the supernaturals coming and going from the library and the other buildings on campus. And that kind of information could be incredibly valuable to us. I’ve only spoken with the library gargoyles so far, but eventually it wouldn’t hurt to have all the university’s gargoyles on our side if we can.” Maeve went into the bathroom but continued talking, “Now, tell me about your afternoon and who Sasha is.”
Dane told Maeve the story of what happened at Gretta’s shop, and he could see from her expression she wasn’t pleased he’d gone back there.
“I suppose it’s better this way,” she said, although her tone didn’t sound as though she thought the situation with the drake-cat was an improvement at all. “Better that you keep all your summoned close. I never liked the idea of your pit-drake being in someone else’s hands. But pit-drakes can be a handful to keep as pets under the best circumstances. And mixed with an earthly feline the way it is, I expect it will be an even more willful pain in the ass.”
“It’s not my pit-drake,” Dane protested, but an arched eyebrow from Maeve ended his denial. “Okay, I summoned it. And I kept Gretta from killing it, then I brought it home. I guess that kinda makes it mine, but I couldn’t let her kill it.”
“No, I know you couldn’t let her kill it,” Maeve replied. “You’ve got a knack for doing the right thing, even when it’s not in your best interest. It’s one of the things I love most about you. Show her to me.”
“Are you going to put something on before you go out there?” Dane asked as Maeve headed for the bedroom door, still fully unclothed.
Justin did a wide-eyed double-take from his seat at the table when Maeve strode through the living room, naked, on her way to the kitchen. Lia’s face went a shade of dark blue that made Dane think of roiling angry thunderclouds, though. Then the water nymph threw down her trashy novel, sprang from her seat, and all but bodily hauled her gaping boyfriend from the room. Dane didn’t know whether to be amused by the situation and Lia’s reaction, embarrassed for his friend and for Maeve, or a little jealous Justin had gotten such an eyeful of his girlfriend.
In the kitchen, Maeve and Dane found Cassie digging through the crisper drawer of the refrigerator. When Cassie turned around, an entire head of cabbage in hand, and saw Maeve, her eyes lit up. “Are we going naked in the house now?” Cassie asked with obvious glee, and if she hadn’t been holding the cabbage, Dane was pretty sure she would have clapped. “I’ve wanted to, but I didn’t want to overstep—”
“Where’s the cat?” Maeve asked, cutting the dryad off.
“Over there.” Cassie pointed.
Dane and Maeve’s heads followed the gesture to the small breakfast table where Justin had been working. Beneath the table, on her back, was a rather plump-looking Sasha. The drake-cat made a sound somewhere between a moan and a meow.
“How much did you feed it?” Maeve asked.
“Well…” Cassie looked back at the refrigerator. “Almost everything. All the vegetables, at least. Everything except this,” Cassie replied, holding up the cabbage. “She just kept asking for more.”
“Wait,” Dane said. “You can understand her?”
“Kind of,” Cassie replied. “Not the way you said you can. Not her actual words. I get more impressions and feelings from her. I get them from lots of animals. It’s a dryad thing. Some of us are better at it than others. I’m not great at it, but I get enough from her to know she still wants to be fed.”
“More?” Sasha moaned from beneath the table.
“No more,” Maeve said, definitively to both Cassie and the cat.
“You can understand her too?” Dane asked, suddenly feeling like his language connection with the pit-drake-cat wasn’t nearly as special or unique as he’d thought it was.
“Yes. We’re both from the pit,” Maeve replied as if that should answer everything. “We’re going to have to set some ground rules if we’re going to keep a pet like this. Sasha, get up.”
The cat’s head lolled toward them, and it looked at Maeve, then it looked pleadingly over at Dane. He just shrugged. Reluctantly, Sasha rolled herself onto her distended belly, pushed herself up on unsteady legs, and wobbled out from under the kitchen table.
“I’ll take her out back,” Maeve said. “Show her where to do her thing. Then we’ll find a place for her to sleep.”
“Don’t cats go in litter boxes?” Dane asked. He’d never had a cat before, not really. Not a house cat, at least. Growing up on his parent’s farm, they had cats and dogs, but they were always outside pets.
“No,” Maeve answered flatly. “Trust me, you do not want a pit-drake doing its thing inside the house.”
Sasha turned indignant eyes on the succubus, then pranced away with her chin up as haughtily as she could manage in her bloated state.
“I’ll take her outside,” Cassie chimed in. “I’ll show her where to go, and show her around the garden and make sure she knows what’s off limits.”
Maeve didn’t look convinced Cassie could handle the simple task, but she didn’t stop the dryad from following the cat out of the room, either.
As Dane and Maeve proceeded back down the hall to their room, they heard the distinct rhythmic thump of a headboard slapping the wall coming from Justin’s room. Dane couldn’t help smiling.
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Too Much of a Good Thing

Dane Staley


“Dude, Lia was so jealous I saw Maeve naked last night. She took me back to my room and went at me like she was possessed,” Justin said when Dane met him in the kitchen the next morning. 
“I know.” Dane smiled. “We heard you guys. And from the sounds she was making, it seemed like you were doing a few things right. I’m proud of you, my young Padawan.”
Justin blushed and looked a little sheepish, although his answer was full of his normal bravado. “Padawan? Pshh. Don’t kid yourself. I’m still the master here.”
“Right, right.” Dane chuckled.
Justin’s Hawaiian print shirt hung open, and Dane noticed he had the medallion he’d taken off Harold hanging from a leather cord against his bare chest.
“Pretty cool, isn’t it?” Justin said when he saw what had caught Dane’s attention. “Lia says it’s creepy and could be dangerous, but I think it’s awesome, and it hasn’t done anything to me so far. It’s like a piece of real-life loot from a video game.”
Maeve strolled through the kitchen and grabbed herself a cup of coffee. She was already showered and dressed in one of the business casual pantsuits she often wore to her job at the lingerie store.
“Are you off to work this early?” he asked as Justin slipped away down the hall. His friend’s blush had returned in full force at Maeve’s arrival. “Were they upset you didn’t go in yesterday?”
“I explained to my manager that things had been a little hectic around here lately,” Maeve replied. “I told her I could help with inventory this morning to make up for some of the hours I missed.”
“Oh, good. It sounds like she’s taking you being gone so much okay, then?”
Maeve kissed him. “Yeah, me agreeing to work the early hours no one else wanted helped, and so did the little bit of a nudge I gave her.”
“What do you mean by a little bit of a nudge?” Dane asked warily.
“A nudge. Just a little mental reminder of how wonderful she thinks I am.”
“I thought we agreed you wouldn’t use your succubus powers to get what you wanted from people.”
“Did we?” Maeve asked sweetly. “Was that in the same conversation where you agreed not to go back to the witch’s shop without me?”
Dane exhaled heavily. “Shit. I know I shouldn’t have gone there again without letting you know first.”
“Relax, my love. You did what you had to, and so did I. I haven’t done anything you’d strongly disapprove of.”
The phrase, strongly disapprove of, left a lot of wiggle room.
“Trust me, as I trust you,” she said and kissed him again. “I understand your boundaries, and I might brush up against them, but I won’t cross them.”
“I do trust you.”
“Good.”
Maeve’s Ridezilla rideshare car pulled into the driveway and honked. She kissed him goodbye, then slipped out the front door. Dane made himself another cup of coffee, then prepared one for Cassie the way he knew she liked it. He had a little less than a half-hour before he needed to leave for his gym session, so he walked back to his room, cups in hand, to get dressed in his workout gear.
“Hey sleepyhead,” he said when he saw Cassie roll over to face him as he entered the bedroom.
She groaned in response but perked up when she saw the second cup of coffee in his hand. Sitting up, she let the sheet she had loosely wrapped around her body fall away to expose her tight, lithe torso and small breasts.
“Oh, you’re the best,” she said as she took the cup and inhaled the steam pouring off it. After taking a careful sip, she looked up at him. “I mean thank you, sir.”
Dane smirked down at her and sat on the edge of the bed. “None of that this morning. No sir, no master, no subordinate, or whatever the subordinate person is called in those situations. I’m getting more comfortable with those games, but not all the time, and not right now.”
Cassie’s eyes glittered. “The subordinate could be called a sex slave.”
Dane nearly choked on his coffee. “Ah, no. Let’s not call it that. I’m never going to be comfortable calling anyone that.”
Cassie broke out laughing and put her coffee down on the bedside table next to her smartwatch, then crawled across the bed so she knelt behind him.
“Where’s Maeve?” she whispered into his ear.
“She left early for work.”
From down the hall, they heard the thump, thump, thumping of Justin’s bed start up.
“That bitch,” Cassie hissed playfully. “Lia knows I want to get pounded like that by you but can’t have it. She’s just rubbing it in.”
“Obviously water nymphs aren’t under the same strict social restrictions as dryads?”
Cassie harrumphed. “Nope, she’s free to be as slutty as she wants. It won’t bring a sprig of shame to her family. Truth is, it wouldn’t for most dryads either. But for me…”
“For you it does because of who your mother is?” Dane asked. He’d gathered from snippets of conversation that Cassie was the youngest of three sisters from an important family in dryad circles. She wasn’t dryad royalty, though. That had been one of the first things to cross his mind, and it had kind of freaked him out, but Maeve had assured him Cassie was no princess.
“Yep,” Cassie replied. “It’s a purity and bloodline thing. Very old-world. And don’t even bother asking why fooling around the other ways doesn’t count. It doesn’t make much sense to me, and I can’t explain it.”
Dane set his own cup of coffee down and turned to face his dryad. Between Cassie’s naked body, her whispering in his ear, and Lia’s over-the-top moaning from the other room, Dane was very aroused, and his penis was already straining against the inside of his boxers.
He leaned in to kiss Cassie, and she kissed him back, her minty freshness flooding his mouth and mingling with the spiciness still lingering there from Maeve. God, she tastes amazing, even first thing in the morning.
Cassie pulled him back onto the bed, then threw her leg over his body so she straddled him. He could feel her bare quim settle against his engorged cock, the fabric of his boxers the only thing separating them.
“No masters and no slaves this morning?” she asked in a sultry tone as she began to rock herself, creating delightful friction between them. “So, I can do whatever I want to you without asking permission?”
Dane groaned. “You can always do what you want. And I thought we agreed not to use that word?”
“Did we?”
Her grinding quickened, and she seemed to be trying to match the frantic pace Lia was setting in the other room. Dane felt the first bits of moisture seeping from his gorgeous lover through his underwear, and he looked down to where their bodies met, unsurprised to find her thick pubic curls already matted with wetness.
Running his hands up over her hip swell, then across her sides, and over the ridges of her ribs, he eventually reached her small, perky breasts. She growled when he brushed over her nipples with his thumbs and whimpered when he gently pinched them.
Leaning forward, she planted her arms on either side of his head. The move brought her chest close enough for him to rise and take one of her nipples into his mouth. He didn’t think that was why she’d done it, though. With the shift of her pelvis, he could feel the top edge of her slit and the little pearl nestled there, riding against his shaft. Her eyes closed, and her mouth hung open. The tempo of her movements sped up to well above the pace their friends were setting. Soon she was panting, and not long after that, her body clenched. Dane felt the flood of her orgasm soaking him, and he smelled her tangy musk filling the air.
She slumped forward onto him and whined softly, “It’s so not fair that we can’t do it the right way.”
Dane had to agree. The friction she’d created between them had been working for him as well, although it would have taken quite a while for him to have gotten off that way. That being said, it had stoked his need and desire into an inferno.
“It’s okay,” he said in as soothing a tone as he could manage. “Do you maybe want to try it the other way? You know, from behind.”
Cassie eased herself up so her elbows rested on his chest, and she looked directly into his face. “I do… but…”
He could see the conflict playing across her features. “It’s fine. We don’t have to,” he said quickly.
“It’s not that I don’t want to try it… it’s just that Maeve made it clear she wanted you that way first. You two haven’t done it that way yet, have you?”
Dane remembered Maeve saying something like that the other night, when they’d all been around the fire. Cassie clearly already had another option in mind, anyway.
She slid down his body, dragging his soaked boxers across his legs as she went. The sudden freedom and slight coolness of the bedroom air felt excellent on his straining cock, but when Cassie took him in her warm, soft mouth, he nearly came right there. She seemed to know that if she went too fast, the entire event would be over very soon, though, because she went slow, holding as much of him as she could in her mouth while swirling her tongue across his tip.
“You are so fucking good at that,” he said, eliciting a purr from her that radiated through his shaft.
Even as slow and deliberate as she was being, Dane knew if he didn’t find something else to concentrate on, he was going to explode quickly. An idea occurred to him then.
“Swivel around,” he said. “I want to taste you while you’re doing that. You aren’t still too sensitive for that, are you?”
Cassie let his penis fall from her mouth, glee in her eyes. “No, I’ll be fine, and that sounds fun.”
She hopped up on the bed beside him, then straddled his face, and slowly lowered herself onto him. Her intoxicating scent reached him a moment before her still dripping pussy settled onto his lips. The sweet, tart, slightly salty flavor of her natural arousal and cum burst across his tongue, and he felt the faint narcotic numb of her juices seep into him.
The angle was different from anything he’d experienced, and it felt odd having Cassie’s thick patch of pubic hair brushing against his chin. It’s cool, though. Why didn’t I ever try this before?
She leaned down and went back to work on him, and he began probing her folds with his tongue. One benefit of the position was that it made it easy for his tongue to access her clit. He sucked her swollen nub into his mouth, and she bucked against him.
Bringing his arms up around her thighs, he cupped her ass cheeks, one in each hand, then eased her fleshy butt open. From that vantage point, Dane got his first glimpse of her puckered rosebud. He struggled to imagine Maeve’s tail invading something that looked so tight. Let alone my cock fitting in there. It’s probably a good thing we didn’t give that a try this morning. That’s probably something we’re going to have to work up to.
Releasing one cheek, he moved his hand and dipped his middle finger into Cassie’s slick pussy. When his digit was good and lubed, he moved it back to her rosebud and gently pressed. He felt her tense a little but then relax again, and he took that as a good sign she was okay with what he was doing.
The tension of her tight sphincter ring gave way rather suddenly, and before he knew it, he was inside her a good half inch to the crease of his first knuckle. Her body tensed again, but he felt her moan around his cock, and felt her trying to take more of him into her mouth.
The sensation of having the tip of his finger inside her most taboo of places was exhilarating and incredibly intimate. He was experiencing something of hers that, to his knowledge, only Maeve had experienced before. In his mind, it spoke to a level of trust between them that she was allowing him access to her most sensitive of places.
He drew his finger out, and her puckered hole closed immediately. When he pressed on it again, it gave resistance, but when his finger made entrance for the second time, she moaned and tried to take his cock deeper even though her lips were already clear down around his root, and he was certain his tip was in her throat.
When the second knuckle of his finger sank into her, Cassie whimpered, and she came off his cock gasping. “Don’t stop doing that, or stop licking me,” she stammered.
With all the other things vying for his attention, he’d completely forgotten about eating her. “Sorry,” he mumbled, before sucking her clit back into his mouth. The euphoric effects of her juices began affecting him, and he wondered if their potency was ramping up, along with her arousal.
“Go deeper with your finger but go slowly,” she said, before taking his cock back into her mouth.
He would have been happy to oblige, but his finger was already inside her as far as it would go. So instead, he began gently rocking it in and out just a few fractions of an inch. The effect on her was immediate, and her hips started matching his rhythm, pushing back against him, then pulling away. Before long, he was stroking into her with full strokes.
When she came for the second time, she erupted over his face.
Dane lapped up her deliciously tangy cream and felt a wave of euphoria overtake him. As his own orgasm hit, he felt the first spurt leave his shaft, and then he was sinking into velvet ecstasy. His vision blurred and darkened, and he would have sworn the bed was pulling him down into a cocoon of warmth and pleasure.
“Dane, are you okay?” Cassie’s frantic voice reached him and dragged him up from the most peaceful yet vividly psychedelic dream he’d ever had.
“I’m fine,” he tried to reply, although he was dimly aware the sounds coming out of his mouth were not what he intended.
“I’m so sorry. I can fix this. Just hold on,” Cassie sobbed.
A moment later, she kissed him, her tongue invading his mouth. Immediately, Dane’s eyes shot open, and he felt like the woman from the movie where Vincent Vega stabbed his boss’s wife in the chest with the needle after she overdosed.
When his chest heaved, Cassie broke their embrace, sat up, and stared down at him, still naked and glistening with sweat. Her eyes were wide and filled with tears as she straddled his torso. “Are you okay?” she asked again, her words coming out in halting sobs. “My orgasm was so intense I couldn’t control it. It was too potent. I’m so sorry.”
“I’m fine,” Dane said quickly. “Better than fine. I feel like I could run a marathon. Maybe two. What did you give me when we kissed?”
Cassie slumped down onto him. Her head rested over his rapidly thumping heart. “I don’t think it has a direct analog in humans. The closest would probably be adrenaline.”
“Whatever it was, it’s amazing. Who needs coffee? Can I get some of this every morning?”
Cassie tried to laugh, but the sound still sounded like half a sob. “That wouldn’t be a good idea. Too much or too often would have severe side effects. I was so worried you’d stop breathing, or worse.”
Dane was glad that hadn’t happened as well.
“Smelly, grunting, done? Flower girl feed Sasha now?”
The bored meow startled both Dane and Cassie. Dane looked over to the dresser where Sasha lay on her back with her legs in the air, her tail hanging over the edge, swaying languidly.
The cat’s interruption seemed to snap Cassie out of her funk because she laughed. “I totally forgot she was in here.”
“Yeah, me too,” Dane replied with a chuckle. “She says she’s hungry.”
“Yeah, I got that feeling, too,” Cassie replied as she rolled off him. “I’ll take her out to the garden to get some breakfast.”
Dane could only shake his head as he watched his lovely glistening dryad leave the room and head down the hall toward the backyard. She’s really going to go out back like that. I think she took Maeve being naked in the kitchen last night as permission.
He knew he should get up and go get in the shower. He’d probably already missed his gym appointment, but he had other things he needed to do. Instead, he lay on the bed amongst the tousled sheets and tried to slow his still racing heart. The tingling along his hands and arms had crept in while he and Cassie had played, but her orgasmic cocktail had quenched it.
Raising his hands well above the flammable sheets he willed his fingers to ignite. They did, and Dane marveled at the orange and yellow flames with frosted blue tips which danced across his hands. His control over them was improving and he flexed his focus, extinguishing one finger at a time until they were all out. There’s more to it though. I can feel it. I was on the verge of a breakthrough the other night out by the fire watching the girls.
He wondered what else he was capable of and a vision of the human torch from comic books drifted through his mind. How cool would that be?
The back door closed, and he heard Cassie coming down the hall. With a grin he pushed thoughts of superpowers from his mind and rolled off the bed. Shower time.
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Discoveries

Victoria Stevens


Having Lorenzo accompany her to the university director’s office the day before was one of the most humiliating things Victoria had ever experienced. He paraded her around like his new girlfriend, drawing attention to them at every turn. His plan had worked just as the infuriating incubus said it would though. 
The director’s anger over her sudden disappearance melted away as soon as Lorenzo worked his magic. The incubus spun a ridiculous yarn about how he and she met, fell in love, and went away together on what was only supposed to be a weekend trip to the beaches of South Florida. Victoria thought for sure the director would, at the very least, raise an eyebrow at the part of the story where Lorenzo said their sightseeing boat had run aground on a deserted island, and they’d spent a week eating crabs and coconuts waiting for rescue. The only things the idiot left out of his preposterous story were The Skipper and Gilligan.
But the university’s director had lapped it up, literally sitting on the edge of his chair, waiting in rapt attention for each new lie. By the end, it was as though the two men were best friends, chuckling together and trading jokes.
She and Lorenzo had left the director’s office with not only her job intact but a raise in her salary and an increase in her department’s budget. With those powers of persuasion, if this halfwit was even a tenth as single-mindedly driven as Harold was, he could rule the world or, at the very least, be running his own little fiefdom somewhere.
After their sojourn to the director’s office, Victoria expected the humiliation to continue by going directly to the library, but Lorenzo surprised her with other plans. He let her know, none too gently, that he didn’t care for her taste in clothes or her choice of hairstyles. So, they’d gone shopping, then spent the rest of the day at one of the most expensive spas in town.
Lorenzo complained about how woefully inadequate the spa was despite having the entire staff catering to his every whim within minutes of arriving. For Victoria, the best part of the day came during a forty-minute window at the spa when she was left alone in a hot-tub-sized vat of warm mud to cleanse. I never dreamed how relaxing hot mud could be, but it was incredibly soothing, and if it weren’t so messy, I might consider doing it again.
The evening took a turn for the worse again after the spa. As soon as they returned to the mansion, the homeowner looked as though she wanted to claw Victoria’s eyes out, especially after she heard how they’d spent the day.
Then, just after dark, Gwen the vampire, arrived with a message for Lorenzo from Vance. When the vampire sauntered in and draped herself over Lorenzo, the homeowner’s head nearly exploded. Victoria hadn’t been able to suppress a laugh at that, but when she received a disapproving look from Lorenzo, she slipped away up to her room and shut herself in. I hope those two women kill each other. Although, that bitch who owns this place would have as much chance as I would against that vampire.
The next morning Victoria sipped her coffee and looked out the kitchen’s enormous windows onto the porch and backyard. I wonder how that all ended last night. I wonder if Lorenzo intervened in their quarrel. He probably used his powers of seduction to shut them both up and get them into bed. Victoria snorted. Better them than me.
Moving away from the window, her thoughts turned to the coming day. They’ll be expecting me at the library. She wasn’t looking forward to confronting her staff and fielding questions about where she’d been. But if it gets me out of the house and away from Lorenzo and his two crazy bitches for even a little while, I think I can endure anything. Let my staff gossip and whisper all they want. I don’t owe any of them an explanation.
Her annoyance grew as she imagined how lax things had undoubtedly gotten at the library in her absence. I’m going to have to clamp down hard and fast on the entire lot. Restore order and authority. Make them remember who runs the place. At least for the time being. Once I have what I’m owed from Lorenzo, I’m done with the library and that damned university altogether.
Out of the corner of her eye, Victoria caught movement in the backyard. Turning back toward the windows, she saw Lorenzo walking purposefully across the grass toward the far corner of the property where a small gardener’s shed stood. What’s he doing up so early? And what’s he doing out there? And how does he always look so damned good first thing in the morning?
The incubus looked fresh and rested, with his long flowing locks appearing shiny and freshly brushed. No one looks that good first thing out of bed. Aside from the charisma and seduction powers, there has to be some kind of illusion ability to his power set. God, what a waste. I could do so much with powers like that.
She watched as Lorenzo strode purposefully toward the shed without glancing back at the house. To most, Victoria didn’t think his stride or mannerisms would look suspicious at all, but she’d spent an entire day with the incubus, and to her, his movements seemed uncharacteristically purposeful and lacking their usual carefree fluidity. He’s up to something.
“I fucking hate being up this early,” Gwen said as she staggered into the kitchen.
Victoria looked over at the woman, who, in the light of day, looked painfully pale. The early morning sunlight didn’t shine directly through the kitchen windows, but even so, the vampire wore a thick terrycloth robe and sunglasses.
“What’s that you’re drinking?” she asked.
“Coffee,” Victoria replied.
“Oh, hell no. I can’t stand that shit,” Gwen hissed as she went to the pantry.
In the time Victoria was with Vance and his vampires in the catacombs beneath the winery, she’d only seen any of them drink wine. Never water, never coffee, never tea, only red wine. Or at least what looked like red wine. I’m not convinced it was always just wine in their glasses.
“Where’s Lorenzo?” Gwen asked as she swigged directly from a wine bottle. “Have you seen him this morning?”
Victoria looked out toward the backyard again, but Lorenzo was no longer in sight, and the door to the shed was still closed.
“No. I haven’t seen him yet,” Victoria answered, her eyes still searching the yard for any sign of him.
Giving up on spotting the incubus again, she walked over to the huge restaurant-grade gas stove. Might as well make myself an egg. I can already tell this is going to be a frustratingly long and irritating day, and I’m going to need to keep my strength up.
“Vance is having a shit fit that I’m still out,” Gwen said with childish indignation. “He’s blowing up my phone and insisting I get back there immediately. Do you know how uncomfortable it is to go out during the day? Or how hard it is for us to drive in full sunlight?”
“No,” Victoria answered dryly, even though she knew the question was rhetorical.
“Well, it sucks. If I make it back to the winery without third-degree burns, it will be a fucking miracle.”
Victoria wondered how much sunlight it would take to kill a vampire or if it would kill them at all. Those were a couple of the many questions she had about them that she’d never had the nerve to ask.
Turning a knob on the stove, Victoria noticed Gwen flinch when the burner suddenly lit in a tiny whoosh of flames. Interesting. The bitch isn’t a fan of fire. I wonder if it’s just her or all of them. Another question for my growing list.
“I wanted to find Lorenzo before I left,” Gwen said, her eyes furtively flicking to the burner. “But I need to go. When you see him, tell him I had to leave, but I’ll be back as soon as I can.”
Victoria couldn’t suppress a grin at the vampire’s obvious discomfort. A few moments after Gwen left the room, movement again caught Victoria’s eyes outside, and she saw Lorenzo slip out of the garden shed. So, he was in there. What was he up to?
Curiosity pawed at her, but she knew she couldn’t go out there right then to investigate. The first time he and that damn homeowner aren’t here, though…
Turning back to the stove, Victoria went about cooking herself breakfast with a renewed spring in her step. Her mood had improved over the last few minutes. Lorenzo is hiding something in the shed, and the vampire cunt is afraid of fire. Both could prove to be useful little tidbits.
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Library Surprise

Dane Staley


As soon as Dane got to the library after his morning classes, he heard the librarians at the main desk whispering about Ms. Stevens again. This time, it was not simply because of a sighting on campus, though. She was apparently in the library, upstairs in her office, at that very moment. 
“Is the guy who was with her yesterday up there with her, too?” he asked as he fought down the urge to turn and leave the building. I can’t go running away unless I’m willing to lose this job and possibly my scholarship. We’re not even certain Ms. Stevens or this other guy are anything to worry about.
His question seemed to startle the librarians, who evidently thought they were being quiet enough with their conversation not to be overheard.
“No, she’s alone, as far as I know,” one of the women replied. “The bitch came in this morning before opening, called all the staff who were here into the breakroom, and gave us a talking to. No explanation of where she’s been for the past few weeks. No thanks for keeping things running smoothly in her absence. Just a bunch of bullshit about how she’s going to rein in all the lax behavior she’s sure has infested the place in her absence.”
The librarian’s face reddened, and her voice rose as she spoke. “Can you believe that crap?” she continued. “She’s the one who disappeared, and the one who doesn’t do a damned thing when she is here. And now she’s going to lecture us? If I didn’t have a husband and three kids who relied on the insurance this job provides, I’d tell her to shove it.”
The other librarian put her hand on the one who’d been speaking’s shoulder. “Calm down. You know we all agree with you, but if you don’t keep your voice down, she’ll hear about what you’re saying. You know how gossip travels around this place.” The librarian turned her head to give Dane a pointed look.
“I won’t say a thing,” he replied quickly.
“Good,” the second librarian said, then her face softened into a good-natured smile. “In that case, I have something you might find a little more fun to do this afternoon than your normal busywork. Well, you’ll still have your normal busywork, just with a little extra help. There’s a recent addition to our student employee team, who needs to be shown the ropes.”
“A new student employee?” Dane asked, intrigued. He thought the library was well staffed already. Most days, he took his time doing his job because whenever he finished early, the librarians seemed irritated they had to find more things for him to do. It also seems odd they’d add a new employee this late in the school year.
“Yes,” the librarian replied. “Go grab the cart of books to be re-shelved, and then you can take her on a little tour. We’ll send her over.”
After leaving the desk, Dane’s thoughts quickly turned back to the news Ms. Stevens was in the building. With any luck, I can avoid having any run-ins with her today. At least the guy she was seen with isn’t here, too. But until we know what’s going on with her, I need to be careful.
Finding the cart of book returns in its normal spot, Dane began organizing the books into an order that would make replacing them on the shelves easier. When he was about done, he felt a hand cup his butt, then gently squeeze. Shit. So much for keeping my guard up and making sure I’m not taken unaware.
Spinning, he found himself staring down into a face he recognized, although one he hadn’t seen in quite some time. Not since the night I met Maeve downstairs.
“The ladies at the desk said you were cute,” the bubbly coed said. “They weren’t lying.”
“You scared the shit out of me. What are you doing here, and why do you look like that?” he asked quietly.
“Well, that’s not the reception I was hoping for,” she replied, putting her hands on her hips and pouting. “I’m your new student helper. And you’re supposed to show me around and educate me.”
“Maeve, seriously. I am happy to see you, but what’s going on? Why are you in that cheerleader girl disguise?”
Maeve giggled in the over-affected, bubbly voice of the coed. “I wanted a way to stay close to you until we understand better what’s going on with Ms. Stevens and her new guy. And I didn’t think it was wise to keep coming in here as myself. You remember this disguise, don’t you?” she asked, performing a little spin.
“Yeah, I remember it.”
“Do you like it? Because I was thinking we could ditch these books, and you could go educate me on a few other things in a corner somewhere.”
Dane smirked, and he had to admit her idea held a lot of appeal. “You know we can’t do that in here.”
“Why not?” Maeve pouted again. “I can smell our naughty little dryad all over you, and it’s intoxicating. And frustrating. And infuriating. I felt you two playing without me this morning. Jealousy is such a foreign feeling for me, and I’m still grappling with how to handle it. When I felt you two, part of me wanted to race home to join in. Another part wanted to race home just to watch. And still another part wanted to race home, tear her off of you, then spank her bottom bright red for daring to have you without me.” Her eyes narrowed at him. “Did you still make it to your gym appointment?”
“No,” Dane replied sheepishly.
Her lips pursed. “Oh, she’s really going to get a spanking, then.”
“It wasn’t her fault I missed my gym appointment. She doesn’t need to be spanked,” Dane said, then he tried to change the subject. “What about your work? Aren’t you supposed to be there right now?”
“That’s one benefit of getting there early in the morning to do inventory. Early in, early out.”
“That was your plan all along, wasn’t it?” Dane chuckled. “Do they even need someone there in the morning doing inventory?”
Maeve smiled devilishly. “Of course, they do. They just didn’t know they did until I suggested it.”
Dane shook his head. “You’re unbelievable. So, if you’re hanging around here, what happens if Ms. Stevens sees you or asks about the new employee? How did you even get that approved? You’re not an actual student.”
“I have my ways,” Maeve admitted but didn’t elaborate.
Dane decided not to press that issue. He wasn’t sure he wanted to hear too much about Maeve’s methods. So instead, he asked, “Won’t she be able to see you for what you are, since she knows about the supernatural world? I’m pretty sure she realized something was off with you when she met you that first time downstairs.”
“She’ll be able to tell I’m not human, but that’s about it,” Maeve replied. “As long as she doesn’t see us together, there shouldn’t be any reason for her to connect us. And if I put extra effort into my glamor, I could probably make her see me as something completely different than I am underneath the human disguise, like a zombie or an angel. Kind of like a disguise within a disguise. None of that would work on an actual supernatural, but she’s a normal human who’s had the veil lifted.”
“What if her friend shows up?”
“Then we’ll have bigger problems than him recognizing me for what I am, and that’s exactly the scenario I’m worried about and the one I want to be close for. That’s also the scenario we need to go up and talk with the gargoyles about. If we can get them on our side, they can alert us to his presence and possibly help us fight against him if it comes to that.”
“Okay.” Dane sighed. “Let’s go see the gargoyles then. I don’t think anyone will come looking for us. They usually send me off with this cart and leave me alone until I come back. In fact, I think most of the librarians would prefer it if I took more time doing my work.”
“I wish we could go see them right away, but the gargoyles are all stone right now,” Maeve replied. “We’ll have to wait until after the sun sets before we can talk with their chief.”
Dane glanced up at a clock on the wall. “That’s still several hours away.”
“I know. That’s why we should use the time to finish this mind-numbing work, then go down and get those daggers from the warlock’s lair. I was thinking it would be a good idea for you to keep those demon hunter daggers on you. Your control of your flames is coming along nicely, but flames will be of little to no use against another demon.”
Dane was sure carrying daggers on campus would break more than one of the university’s rules. And besides that, those things were each about ten or eleven inches long. It’s not like I can just throw one into my pocket. “I don’t think carrying those daggers around is a great idea.”
“I do,” Maeve said firmly. “You need to take this new threat seriously.” She stopped walking. “It’s that or you reconsider quitting this place and possibly quitting school altogether.”
“Maeve, we’ve been over this. You know I can’t do that.”
“You could,” she shot back. “You just won’t.”
“I can’t give up everything I’ve worked for here.” Dane put his hands up before Maeve could protest further. “But I’ll give the daggers a try, and I’ll figure out how to keep one of them with me without looking like a serial killer.”
“Good. Let’s forget these books and head down there now. And while we’re down there…” Her eyebrows rose suggestively. “We can burn off some of that jealousy you and Cassie stoked in me earlier.”
Dane laughed. “You’re incorrigible.”
“Yes, I am, and that’s one of the things you love about me.”
“Well, we haven’t done it down there yet.” Dane made a show of thinking the proposition over. “I guess a little hanky-panky in the basement might be a good way to kill some time while we’re waiting for the gargoyles to de-solidify.”
“Hanky-panky?” Maeve scoffed. “Oh, my love, that saying was out of date when I was on this world last time. We really have to start immersing you deeper in pop culture and style. What would you say to another shopping trip? Some new clothes? Maybe a new hairstyle.”
“You already got me a bunch of new clothes.”
“I know, but that was a while ago, and you’ve filled out since then. Besides, back then I didn’t want to go too aggressive with the style change and freak you out. You were more fragile back then.”
“I wasn’t fragile.”
Maeve, in her cheerleader form, took him by the arm and patted his shoulder. “No, I know, you weren’t fragile at all.”
“Now you’re being patronizing.”
“Am I?” she asked as she leaned up to kiss him.
“So, the gargoyles are stone during the day, kind of like the old cartoon,” he said, happy to change the subject away from his dated vernacular or out-of-style wardrobe. “Does that mean they’re flesh at night?”
“They’re still stone, but without the sun on them, their stone is more animate and moves like skin.”
“Interesting. I would have sworn I’ve seen them watching me during the day.”
“To say they can’t move at all during the day isn’t exactly true,” Maeve clarified. “But the sun slows them to the point they may as well be solid stone. Most of them aren’t able to move more than their eyes until dusk, and what they can move, moves very slowly.”
Getting through the hidden bookshelf opening and into the warlock’s lair was no trouble. Dane had become proficient at it over the past few months. Even the flames that flickered to life at their entrance into the stairwell didn’t faze him any longer.
After Maeve had gotten his hopes up about getting busy in the basement lair, he was surprised when she didn’t accompany him into the warlock’s reading room but remained out in the hall. He found the daggers right where he’d left them, hanging in their display on the wall. It would have been nice if whoever made these had made a pair of sheaths to carry them in.
Taking the daggers down, Dane examined the strange, dark metal and leather-wrapped handles. After wrapping the daggers in a square of cloth he found, Dane headed back out into the hallway. Maeve was there, lost in thought, her eyes pointed across the hall at the only locked door they’d found in the underground space.
“What do you think is in there?” he asked.
“It’s hard to say,” she replied. “It could be just storage, or it could be something else, like a workshop or dungeon.”
Dane had a hard time believing it was merely storage, and he hoped it wasn’t a dungeon. A workshop might be interesting, though.
“I looked around the reading room for a key to fit it, but I didn’t find anything. From the size of the keyhole, it looks like it takes one of those old-timey skeleton keys you see in movies and video games.”
“If there’s something important behind it, it could be magically locked, or trap-protected,” Maeve replied. “It’s hard to tell, but we shouldn’t go prying into it carelessly.”
Dane hadn’t considered a magical lock or booby traps. I was hoping to find a way into it, but if it’s not simply a matter of finding the key or learning how to use a set of picks…
The thought of finding someone who could handle a magical lock or deal with some sort of trap seemed daunting. The only person I know, who knows much about magic, aside from Maeve, is Gretta, and I don’t think this is something I want to ask her for help with. Especially not after what happened the last time I asked her for help.
Looking at Maeve in her cheerleader girl disguise, the last thing he wanted to think about was Gretta. Closing the distance between them, he took her in his arms. He was so familiar with Maeve’s and Cassie’s bodies that having someone so different up against him felt strange and foreign, almost wrong.
He let his hand glide down her side, over her hip, across her thigh, and along her leg until he found the hem of her short dress. Then he slid his hand back up beneath the fabric, letting his fingertips dance across her skin. When he found the firm globe of her ass, he palmed it.
Leaning in, he brought his face down to hers as if to kiss her, but stopped when their mouths were almost touching, and said, “Do you still want to have sex?”
“I’ve been burning for you all day, and I can tell how much this disguise stokes your desire. You want me and you are going to fuck me, right here, right now,” she growled. Then she turned, bent over, and braced herself with her hands against the nearest bookshelf.
Dane loved the sight of her bent over in front of him, the little dress riding up the back of her thighs, and her face looking at him over her shoulder wantonly. He pushed the dress up over her butt, so it pooled on the small of her back. No panties, as usual, even in her disguise.
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Encounters

Dane Staley


Back up in the library, Dane grinned from ear to ear after the quick but very satisfying romp he and the disguised Maeve had in the hallway of the lair.  Every part of her felt different, but equally amazing.
“I’m glad you enjoyed it,” Maeve cooed into his ear as they walked through the rows of shelves on the lower level. “It was just what I needed as well. The right amount of nourishment and satisfaction to get me through the rest of the afternoon.”
When they got to the main level, they split up, and Dane went to stash the daggers along with the small square tablecloth in his bookbag. As he was heading back to where he’d left the returns cart, he rounded a corner and came face to face with Ms. Stevens. She seemed as stunned to see him as he was to see her, and it appeared she was on her way out with her purse and coat on her arm. Just my luck to run into her now.
“You,” she hissed after a moment.
Dane wasn’t sure what to say to that.
“Do you have any idea what you’ve cost me?” she asked. There seemed to be more she wanted to say, but several students were heading their way, so Ms. Stevens glared at him until they passed. Once the students were out of earshot again, her initial bout of rage seemed to have simmered down into something more controlled. “I don’t think you do.”
More students were coming down the center aisle, although they seemed to realize his and Ms. Stevens’ conversation wasn’t something they wanted to get in the middle of. She seemed conscious of being overheard, though, so she didn’t deliver whatever threat he was certain she’d been about to make. She just smiled at him cruelly, then stepped around him toward the main library entrance.
“I’ll see you tomorrow, Mr. Staley,” she said as she sauntered away.
Dane was shaken by the encounter, and he could only stare after Ms. Stevens as she left the building. Still in her disguise, Maeve appeared from within a row of shelves. She also watched the head librarian leave, then came over to him.
“What did she say?” Maeve asked.
“She asked if I knew what I’d cost her.”
“That was it? No threats? No mention of a new master or an incubus?”
Dane shook his head. He didn’t think Ms. Stevens would have admitted anything like that so blatantly even if they’d been alone, though.
“I don’t like this,” Maeve said, her eyes still trained on the main library doors.
“We knew it was likely I’d run into her eventually. This doesn’t really change anything,” Dane exhaled heavily. “Is it late enough for us to go see the gargoyles? I’d like to get that done, then get out of here. My shift is pretty much over.”
“Yes. Follow me,” Maeve replied distractedly.
Dane didn’t have any idea how to get to the library’s roof, but Maeve did. She’d already been up there once to talk with the gargoyles, so he followed her to the out of the way storage room on the third floor.
“I’m surprised this room, and that hatch, weren’t locked,” he said, staring up at a square trapdoor in the storage room’s ceiling that presumably led up to the roof.
“The hatch was,” Maeve replied, as she climbed a permanent ladder attached to the wall, then pushed the heavy metal trapdoor open above her. “But I had to melt the padlock the last time I came up here.”
With Harold gone, Dane wondered how long it would take for someone to notice the lock was missing and replace it. Probably quite a while. I guess we can add the destruction of school property to our list of infractions.
Once they were both through the hatch and standing in the cool evening breeze on a flattish spot of the library’s slate roof, Maeve shifted back to her normal visage of red-haired, ivory-skinned, Maeve.
“Zanto!” Maeve called once her transformation was complete.
They waited in the half-light of dusk, and Dane wondered if they had come too early. The sun is technically down, but maybe it needs to be darker for them to come out.
Maeve looked uncertain as well. Then they heard slow, methodical footsteps clomping toward them from somewhere on the other side of the roof. A few moments later, a gray granite gargoyle strode over the ridgeline as smoothly and easily as if his feet had suction cups. He was obviously male and slightly shorter than an average human man. He’s very muscular, though, and reminds me a lot of the main gargoyle from that cartoon I was thinking about earlier. Except he’s not wearing a loincloth like the cartoon character did.
The strangest thing about the creature coming toward them, aside from his bare-naked state, was the way his stone skin seemed to flex and move, like normal skin. Visually, it has the appearance and texture of hewn granite, but it bends and stretches without cracking.
The gargoyle’s footfalls on the slate roof tiles had a distinctive stone on stone sound that made Dane wonder again how the creature maintained traction. However he’s doing it, he doesn’t seem to have any trouble walking down that steep roof pitch. Maybe it’s those enormous claws on his three toes. If it was that, I’d expect him to be leaving a trail of punctures and scrapes behind, though.
“Maeve,” the gargoyle said in a voice like gravel falling from a tumbler.
“Zanto,” Maeve replied. “This is my master, the warlock Dane Staley. The one I told you about.”
Zanto’s stone eyes narrowed and seemed to gleam with an internal light as he studied Dane with an inscrutable expression. “I have seen this boy. He is a student at the university and was recently assigned a menial position here at the library. The demon known as Harold pointed him out and asked us about him. I do not see how this boy could have killed Harold the way you say he did.”
Dane shifted uncomfortably and glanced toward Maeve.
“Yet he did,” she replied smoothly. “With my help.”
“So you say,” Zanto rumbled. “I also do not understand how he has bound you to his service. He does not seem powerful enough to have summoned and ensnared someone such as you.”
“Yet he did,” Maeve answered. “I will concede that he is young and inexperienced. And the circumstances of our union are unusual, but he is truly a warlock of great promise, and he did the things I have told you about.”
“Great promise.” Zanto chuckled. “That is another way of saying he is weak. Is his weakness why he needs our protection?”
Dane bristled at the gargoyle’s brusqueness and insinuation he was too weak to defend himself. Even if it is probably true.
Before Maeve or Dane could answer Zanto’s question, a slightly less gravelly, more feminine voice than Zanto’s cut in. “Does the warlock not speak for himself?”
Dane spun to see who had spoken and found another slightly smaller gargoyle behind them. She was either much stealthier than her male companion, or Dane had been too distracted to hear her approach.
Her skin was the same speckled gray granite as Zanto’s, although her carved features were more delicate and feminine. Likewise, her height was noticeably less than her male counterpart, possibly only about four feet at the tips of her smallish horns. She was as bare to the world as Zanto, and Dane tried to stop himself from letting his eyes drift across her moderately sized breasts with literally rock-hard nipples.
“Zamora, you forget yourself,” Zanto growled, obviously not happy about the interruption. “The succubus, Maeve, and I are discussing—”
“Yes, brother, I know what you’re discussing, and by all means, continue. The succubus doesn’t interest me, but this squishy little man does.”
Like the rest of her, Zamora’s facial features seemed more refined and feminine than her brother’s but were still hard and angular, revealing she had not been carved in a purely human likeness. The curve of her strong chin and brow ridges were less severe than her brother’s, and her ears were longer and more delicate. Even as she frowned, her lips seemed the softest things about her and could almost be called dainty.
“Why should my brother and I align our clan with you, warlock?” she asked in a tone thick with challenge. “Seems to me it might be better for us to align ourselves with the incubus who was spotted by the administration building’s clan a day ago. It would appear he is now the master of the wench who runs the library.”
“So, the man she was seen with is an incubus?” Dane asked.
“Has he approached you for a pact?” Maeve broke in.
“He is, and he has not,” Zanto answered.
“Not yet,” Zamora added.
“Zamora. I am chief. You will be silent and let me negotiate with the succubus and her warlock.”
“Negotiate?” Zamora snorted.
“Zamora!” Zanto roared with a truly frightening amount of force and volume.
Luckily, we’re on the backside of the building, and the only thing below us is a green area. If we were out front, people in the parking lot would have been able to hear that. Hopefully, no one inside the library could.
Zamora looked only slightly cowed by her brother’s forceful rebuke. “As you say, brother. You are the chief, and you speak for the library clan.” Her stone hand swept out open palmed toward the rooftop Zanto had come over.
When Dane followed the gesture, he noticed at least a dozen small stone heads peeking over the ridgeline. But when Zanto’s eyes turned their way, all the strange little heads quickly disappeared.
“See that you don’t get us all shattered by choosing the wrong side,” Zamora said before storming away.
“I apologize for my sister’s behavior. And for my outburst,” Zanto said once Zamora had stomped out of sight. “Her concern for our clan is genuine, but beyond that, she grows more restless and irritable by the year. Most of our kind relish the stability and predictability of watching the world from afar. We’re content to involve ourselves as little as possible in the affairs of humans, but Zamora is one of the rare few of us who long for more. I fear for her. The fate of a restless gargoyle is often tragic.”
Zanto’s square jaw and pronounced granite brow set into a pensive frown as he looked back in the direction his sister had gone.
“Do you know what the incubus wants? What he’s here for?” Maeve ventured after a long silence.
Their assumption was that if the man seen with Ms. Stevens was another demon, he would most likely be there seeking revenge for Harold’s death or be there to take what Harold had accumulated for his own. Probably both, if Maeve is correct.
“According to our kin on the administration building, he did not say. He only asked for the same allegiance they’d given to the demon known as Harold.”
“And they gave it?” Maeve pressed.
“They did.” Zanto rumbled. “I disliked Harold, and I dislike the idea of this new demon as well.” He looked at Maeve as though he might be trying to decide if she were as distasteful as the others of her kind. Then he looked at Dane. “I suppose a warlock might be a more tasteful ally. But it troubles me how weak he is.”
“I’m not that weak, and I’m getting stronger all the time,” Dane said with exasperation. He’d had enough of being belittled and spoken about like he wasn’t even there. “Are you going to help us or not? Although at this point, I’m not sure exactly what you can do for us. You didn’t seem to do Harold much good.”
Maeve put her hand on Dane’s arm.
Zanto chuckled. “Harold was foolish.”
“Yep, and now he’s dead. No thanks to you. Maeve let’s go.”
“Tell me, young warlock,” Zanto said. “If you fear retribution from the incubus, might you not need someone to watch over you at your home as well?”
Dane was caught off guard by the question and was glad that Maeve spoke up. “We haven’t discussed what might need to be done there yet, but we will take precautions now that we know what we’re dealing with.”
“Then I have a proposal. I will agree to align my clan with you and keep you informed of what goes on around the library grounds. I will also provide you with that same degree of security for your place of residence. In exchange, you will help me with my sister.”
“Zanto,” Maeve began uncertainly, “I think I see where you’re going with this and what you’re going to suggest, but you have to understand that we live in a quiet residential neighborhood. It would be far more boring for her there than here. And besides that, gargoyles aren’t common in a residential area like ours. She would stick out and draw attention on our roof.”
A wide smile grew across Zanto’s stony face. “That suits my purposes perfectly. Some time there will make her appreciate what she has here. It will show her our home here on the library is stimulating and interesting by comparison. Show her the grass is not greener, to use a phrase from the humans.” Zanto’s smile grew a shade malicious. “If she cannot perch on a rooftop and has to spend a few months, or even a year, squatting on the ground like a lawn gnome, so much the better. She’ll be begging to come back to the clan once this assignment is over.”
Dane’s eyebrows rose at the proposal, and he looked over at Maeve, who did not look pleased. I don’t think this guy has thought this plan through. This could go badly in so many ways. He’s likely to get his sister back, even more unhappy and angry with him than she is now.
“Zanto, please, this isn’t—” Maeve began.
“You asked for my help, and I have agreed,” Zanto said, cutting her off. “This is my price.”
Dane expected Maeve to counter with something else or, at the very least, protest further, but she looked resigned as she nodded in agreement.
“Splendid,” Zanto replied. “I’ll go fetch Zamora and have her prepare for travel. Yours is the battered white truck in the parking lot with the rack for lumber hauling, is it not?”
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What's in the Box?

Victoria Stevens


Victoria’s first day back at the library hadn’t gone well. Her employees, with their whispers and accusatory looks, grated on her to the point she wanted to scream at them. She’d thought getting them all together for a meeting in the morning would be a good way of reasserting her authority and finding out how things had run during her absence.  I could tell right away things had been lax and that none of them were happy to have structure and discipline reasserted. That’s too bad. Structure and discipline are what they need.
Then there was Dane Staley. Running into him at some point during the day had always been likely, but still, when it happened, it had startled her. The more time that passed, the less connection she felt with Harold, but seeing the young man who killed him spiked her anger. If she was being honest with herself, she knew her anger was less about the loss of Harold and more about what his death had taken from her, though.
Harold had promised he’d grant her supernatural powers in exchange for her service. He’d always been vague about the details of how and what type of supernatural powers, but he’d dangled the promise in front of her like the proverbial carrot. I was also heavily under his influence then and willing to do everything he asked and believe everything he said. How much of her cooperation was due to his chemical influence as opposed to his promise, she didn’t know. That didn’t matter now, though. With his death, any chance he’d fulfill his promise to her vanished. God damn that Dane Staley. He stole that from me, and he’s the reason I’m tangled up with this fucking incubus now.
In many ways, Lorenzo was worse than Harold. On the surface, he was more laid back and less demanding, but beneath that, he was more cruel and even less trustworthy. If I had it to do over again, I don’t think I would go to the vampires for help finding him. She knew making that decision hadn’t been possible at the time, though. Harold’s death had left her with a compulsion to find Lorenzo and let him know what had happened. And besides that, Lorenzo is my last chance to get the power I deserve. I cannot live in this world as a powerless mortal now that I know supernatural beings are all around us.
She swore under her breath and resisted the urge to mash the gas pedal all the way to the floor as she drove. But getting back to Lorenzo’s commandeered house sooner wouldn’t make the day any better. Lorenzo and his bitches will be there, and he’s sure to want a full report.
She’d done as Lorenzo asked while she was at the library and looked through Dane’s school record and employment file. Every bit of information she could find on the young man, from his class schedule to his dorm-room address, was written down and stowed away in her purse. She didn’t know what Lorenzo’s plan was. If he even has one. He’s nowhere near as well planned out as Harold was. He seems to do everything on a whim as it occurs to him, getting distracted and flitting from one thing to the next like a willful teenager.
Whatever Lorenzo’s plan for Dane and Dane’s succubus was, Victoria didn’t envy them. She didn’t feel sorry for them either. They deserved what was coming to them for killing Harold, but she was glad it wasn’t going to be her on the receiving end of Lorenzo’s sadistic wrath.
As she turned down their street in the Sunset Hills and approached the enormous house’s long driveway that was lined with ridiculous statues, a brief flutter of optimism washed over her. Lorenzo’s car isn’t here.
She didn’t know what the incubus got up to during his days, and she didn’t want to. I’m just glad it doesn’t look like he’s here now. With any luck, that psychotic bitch of a homeowner will be gone too, and I’ll get at least a few moments to relax in peace before the shitstorm that is Lorenzo starts up again.
Stepping out of her car into the half-light of dusk, Victoria looked around the well-manicured yard, taking in the tranquility of the expensive neighborhood. Under other circumstances, coming home to this would be a dream.
With a contemptuous snort, she started the long trudge up the driveway. After taking a moment outside the front door to steel herself, she worked the latch and let herself in.
The house was as quiet and peaceful as the street outside. Walking into the kitchen, she set her things down on the kitchen island and looked around. There were used dishes on the counter, as well as the remnants of a hastily made frozen pizza. This looks like Lorenzo’s mess. I wouldn’t be surprised if frozen pizza is about the extent of his culinary abilities, and the ass never bothers to clean up after himself.
Leaving the kitchen, Victoria made a cursory inspection of the downstairs, even peeking into the garage, but she found no one home. To satisfy her curiosity, she checked upstairs as well and found a disheveled master bedroom but no occupants. Thank whatever gods rule over this fucked up world, I might actually be alone. I think I’ll celebrate with another bottle of this bitch’s expensive wine.
After going back downstairs and uncorking a bottle, Victoria took a glass out onto the back porch. The last sliver of sun was creeping behind the distant hills, and in the valley below, the lights of Ashbury were beginning to stand out against the growing darkness. She slugged down a large gulp of her wine as she looked out into the picturesque distance.
Her eyes drifted from the view of Ashbury over to the small shed at the far end of the backyard, and curiosity tugged at her again. What was Lorenzo doing out there this morning?
Looking over her shoulder, she checked to see if there were any signs that he or the homeowner had come home, but everything inside the house was still quiet. Setting her wineglass down on the expensive cast aluminum patio table, Victoria stepped out into the yard and slowly walked toward the shed.
Halfway there, a disturbing thought occurred to her. What if the reason I haven’t seen the homeowner isn’t that she’s gone somewhere with Lorenzo? I didn’t see her this morning either.
There was no love lost between her and the homeowner, but Victoria didn’t want to stumble upon the woman’s body somewhere. Her steps the rest of the way to the shed were slower and more cautious, but she didn’t turn back. I’ve got to see what’s in there.
When she reached the shed, she listened with her ear held close to the door, but heard nothing. The door didn’t have a padlock fitted through the hoop designed to hold one, so she eased it open a crack and looked in. Predictably, it was pitch-black inside, making it impossible for her to see a thing.
After fishing out her phone, Victoria turned on the flashlight function. In the cone of light the phone provided, the interior of the shed looked much the way she’d expected. A few lightly used garden tools, several older chaise lounge chairs, and an industrial shelving unit cluttered with mismatched boxes. No tied-up woman, and no bodies. That’s good, I guess.
Victoria again looked back to the house to make sure she didn’t see any signs someone had come home, before easing the shed door open further. Then she stepped inside. The smell of dust and old cardboard hung thick in the stale air, tickling her nose and threatening to make her sneeze.
Sweeping the light around, she noticed a disturbance in the pattern of dust on the plywood floor right in front of the shelving unit. It looks like someone’s pulled that bottom box out recently.
Creeping over, she knelt in front of the box, which was roughly two feet square and had the printed logo of a chain hardware store on its side. Setting her phone down so she could use both hands, Victoria grasped the box and pulled.
It was much heavier than she expected, and it took all her effort to drag the thing out far enough that she could open its cardboard flaps and look in. A small metal chest sat inside, taking up only a fraction of the box’s interior. No wonder it was so heavy and hard to pull out.
The rectangular chest sitting within the cardboard box reminded her of a small version of a treasure chest from pirate movies, except it wasn’t made of wood. Picking up her phone and light source, she looked at the thing more closely. From the greenish hue and the slightly dimpled texture that marred its dull metal surface, the chest appeared to be made of hammered copper.
She felt a little giddy at the possibilities of what Lorenzo might be hiding in such a box. The first thing that came to mind was obviously money. Who knows how old he is or how long he’s been here on Eart. And with his powers, he could have amassed untold wealth.
Her next thought was that there might be supernatural artifacts or enchanted jewelry inside. I know those kinds of things exist, and if I can’t get Lorenzo to give me powers of my own, having some kind of charm that grants me abilities might be the next best thing.
Her hand was reaching inside the cardboard box when a deep voice spoke from uncomfortably close behind her, “I wouldn’t touch it if I were you.”
Victoria’s breath caught, and her outstretched hand flinched away from the chest. She tried to spin to face the speaker, but she felt herself tumbling off-balance. Vance’s inhumanly strong yet gentle hands caught her.
He laughed, a deep sound that made her chest warm. Then, her brain caught up with her startled emotions, and she scowled up at him.
“What the hell are you doing here?” she hissed.
“Saving you, it would appear,” he replied. “Lorenzo is sure to have placed wards on that chest. They might not kill you, but if you were to disturb them, he’d know for sure. Demons don’t appreciate meddling, despite how much of it they do themselves, and they can be very protective of what they see as theirs.”
“You didn’t answer my question,” Victoria said as she wrenched herself out of Vance’s grasp. “What are you doing snooping around here?”
“Maybe I should ask you the same thing,” he replied with a grin as he bent down and folded the cardboard box closed, then slid it back beneath the shelving unit as if it weighed nothing at all. “Or maybe I came to give you another gift. I trust you found the last one I left you?”
Victoria felt the heat in her belly rush to her face as she realized he was talking about the enormous sex-toy he’d left on the pillow beside her head only a few nights prior. She vividly remembered the gift, and the way she’d enthusiastically used it in the shower the morning she found it. His smug smile was infuriating, though, and even as her face reddened further, she pushed past him out into the yard.
She was still steaming with embarrassed indignation when she reached the patio. Grabbing her wineglass off the table, she drank what remained of her wine, then slammed the glass back down. The thin stem gave way under her fury and shattered.
Victoria yelped as a jagged shard of the broken stem skewered her palm, and blood immediately began to flow down her hand.
Before she knew what was happening, Vance was beside her with her injured hand in his. He pulled the glass shard from her palm, then raised her hand to his mouth. His eyes closed, and he inhaled sharply as if he’d smelled the finest chocolate. Then he cleaned the blood from her fingers with his tongue and sucked at the still-flowing wound.
Victoria’s breath caught, and a mixture of fear and arousal coursed through her as Vance sucked at her palm. His touch was aggressive, almost animalistic, and she feared how he might react if she tried to pull away. Not that she wanted to pull away. His touch was electric, and the longer the moment stretched on between them, the more a warm, euphoric feeling claimed her from the inside out.
“Delicious,” Vance said with a gasp and a sharp inhale as he abruptly pulled away. “We should get your wound covered, though. The incubus and my wayward child have returned.”
With his mouth no longer on her, Victoria’s eyes fluttered open, and her mind cleared. I don’t even remember closing my eyes.
Vance pulled his decorative kerchief from his breast pocket and tightly wrapped the burgundy silk square around her hand. “Keep pressure on it until you get upstairs and can put a more suitable bandage on your cut.”
When she didn’t move, his eyes grew stern. Then, he seemed to decide that force wouldn’t be the best way to deal with her.
“Please,” he said. “Go take care of your hand. Between the scent of you and the aroma of your intoxicating blood, it’s taking all my willpower to control myself. I need to speak with Lorenzo and Gwen, and I can’t afford to be distracted while I’m doing it.”
Victoria wasn’t sure what he meant by controlling himself and she was about to ask when she heard the front door slam, followed shortly by Lorenzo’s rolling laughter. How did Vance know they were back? Could he hear them that long before I could? I suppose it’s possible. I have no idea what superhuman senses vampires have.
Deciding she didn’t want to answer questions from Lorenzo any sooner than she had to, without another word, she took over, applying pressure to her now throbbing cut and went inside the house. She skirted around the kitchen on the way to the stairs so she could avoid Lorenzo and Gwen, who were coming through the living room, leaving Vance to have whatever conversation he needed to have with them.
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New Accesories

Dane Staley


After their morning workout, Dane and Maeve went to the coffee-bar at the student center where both Cassie and Justin worked the morning shift. Justin wore the chain and medallion he’d found in the warlock’s lair hanging outside his shirt. The odd necklace had become as much a part of his normal attire as his Hawaiian-print shirts. What stood out more was the set of heavy framed eyeglasses on his face with wires and crudely made homemade circuitry attached to them. 
“What’s with his glasses?” Dane asked Cassie, who was working at the register.
“I don’t know.” Cassie shook her head. “He told me all about them on the drive over, but even after his explanation, I’m still not sure exactly what they do. I think they feed him information or something. His own version of those glasses that one of the social media companies tried to put out a while back. I know Lia is super annoyed with him, though. She’s complaining he’s become obsessed with all these new ideas he’s having for gadgets and gizmos. Her words, not mine. She also said he’s compared himself to the billionaire comic-book heroes Tony and Bruce.”
“Oh, great.” Dane chuckled. “But you’d think she’d be happy he’s not spending all his time on video games anymore.” Dane took his steaming cup along with Maeve’s from Cassie. “Hey, are you two still up for that date tonight?”
Maeve frowned, and Dane was sure the incident the day before with Ms. Stevens and them learning about the incubus was the reason. That morning had been the first time since they’d started going to the gym that he’d had to convince her to go instead of her pushing him to. If it had been up to her, they wouldn’t have left the house for any reason until the thing with the incubus was figured out. Actually, if it was up to her, we’d be on a plane to Australia or somewhere equally far away already.
“I told you I’d call out sick to the library today, so I don’t run into her again until we know more,” Dane began. “But I need to go to my classes, and I still think we should go out tonight.”
Cassie looked excited at the prospect of going out, but didn’t interject anything.
“I’m even carrying the, you-know-what’s with me today, just like you wanted,” he said, patting his bookbag where the two demon slaying daggers rested. I really need to figure out a better way of carrying them.
“It might be nice to get out,” Maeve admitted after a few moments. “And I can tell this is something you’d really like to do. Where are you thinking of going?”
Dane didn’t really have a plan. When he proposed the idea of them all going out a few mornings ago, it had been spur-of-the-moment. “Maybe dinner and a movie?” he ventured. “Or we could go back to the go-cart place.”
Maeve smiled. “That place was fun, and I do want to drive another motor vehicle again soon. But for tonight, I think something less out in the open might be better. Maybe something we can get dressed up for. A nice dinner, then dancing.”
Dane’s sphincter clenched at the thought of dancing. He hadn’t been dancing since he’d been asked to the fifth-grade Sadie-Hawkins dance. And that was an absolutely unmitigated disaster.
Cassie looked even more excited, though, her smile nearly splitting her face in two.
“Sure,” he said as nonchalantly as he could. “That sounds fun. I’ll look into places.”
“I have a place in mind,” Maeve replied. “I’ll make the arrangements.”
“Okay, but nothing too expensive.”
They said their goodbyes and left the counter before their conversation upset the entire line of impatient coffee addicts behind them. After kissing Maeve goodbye on the student center steps, Dane walked alone to his first class of the day.
When he went inside, he was surprised to see a knot of students huddled around the lectern at the front of the room, where at their center, an unfamiliar man held court. The swarthy man’s long hair was pulled back into a man-bun, and he wore a well-fitted cream sports coat with a white shirt open to the fourth button. He looks like he stepped right off a yacht into the classroom. Is this guy really here to teach us physics? Where’s our regular professor?
Something niggled at Dane’s brain about the unexpected professor, and his thoughts immediately jumped to what he’d heard at the library about the man Ms. Stevens had been seen with. One of the women said he looked like a guy from a romance novel. This guy certainly fits that description. Could this be the incubus? If it is, what’s he doing here?
Dane considered turning around and leaving, but he’d already missed more school over the past few weeks than he could afford, and besides that, he was curious about the man. If he’s an incubus, why don’t I get any sense he’s supernatural at all? Maybe I’m mistaken about who he is.
Despite his doubts and the fact he knew Maeve would want him to leave if he was in any danger, Dane stayed. But he chose a seat at the back of the lecture hall near an exit. I’m just one more face in the packed classroom. If I don’t draw attention to myself, he won’t even know I’m here.
Several minutes after the class should have started, the substitute professor shooed the gaggle of students away from his lectern and got the class underway. It was clear from word one of the lecture the man had very little interest in teaching them anything. His self-assured voice and smooth, self-important tone had every one of the women who crowded the front row enraptured, and it was obvious he loved the attention. He makes me think of the pompous professor from those magic-school books. Gilderoy, something, I think. Even if he is the incubus, maybe he’s just here to do his thing and live his life. Why would it have to be about me? Every other supernatural I’ve met has been trying to live out a normal life on this world. Well, except for Harold. He was definitely working a scheme, but still.
Dane knew he was being naïve, but they really had no proof the incubus meant them harm. By the end of class, Dane had learned nothing new about physics, nor had he really learned anything of consequence about the substitute teacher, other than the man liked the ladies and that his name was Lorenzo, no last name given.
As Dane left the university after his classes, he wanted nothing more than to call Maeve and tell her all about what he’d seen in his physics class. But if I do that, it’s only going to make her worry more, and besides that, she’s sure to want to call off our date tonight.
Not going to the library left him with some extra time to kill, though, so he decided to go see if he could drop into an MMA class. It will kill some time, but it might also help me burn off some of the anxiety I’m feeling about this whole incubus thing.
Driving home after the kickboxing class, Dane watched the sun disappearing over the western horizon and wondered what exactly Maeve was planning for them that evening. And how did what started off as my plan suddenly become her plan to go out tonight?
Pulling into the driveway, Dane saw movement near the corner of the garage. It was still light out, even though the sun had technically gone down. Was that Zamora? I glimpsed something moving between those bushes.
He hadn’t seen the gargoyle since they’d brought her home the other evening. Maeve insisted he shouldn’t worry about it and that they didn’t need to make any accommodations for their new sentry, but he still found it weird how a living stone statue of Zamora’s size could just disappear and go unseen so easily.
Walking over to the corner of the garage, he peered into the bushes that were much fuller and greener than they had been a few weeks prior.Cassie’s dryad influence on the yard is really starting to show.
At first, he didn’t see anything in the bushes, but then Zamora’s stone face poked out from behind a clump of leafy branches.
“Where is the succubus? I have a report for her,” Zamora said in a tone dripping with impatience.
“I don’t think she’s home yet and probably won’t be for a little while. Is everything okay?”
“No. This sitting all day on the ground is worse than I thought it would be. It’s humiliating, and it’s all I can do to keep the damned moisture from the soil from leaching into me.”
“Oh, I’m sorry,” Dane said sincerely. He felt bad she was having such a rough time of it, especially since it was on his account. “Is there anything I can do? Can I get you something to sit on?” He thought of pictures he’d seen where statues had stone or concrete bases beneath them.
Zamora’s eyes narrowed as if she was trying to figure out if he was making light of her situation. “Something like that might be nice,” she said after a few moments.
“Okay, I’ll look into one. Was there anything else?”
“Yes, but I think it’s best if I give my report to the succubus.”
Dane sighed. “If it’s something that can wait, that’s fine, but if it’s something important, I would like to know.”
Zamora hesitated again, but eventually continued, “There was a man looking into the backyard this afternoon.”
Dane’s mind immediately went to the substitute physics professor. “Was he a guy in his mid-thirties, maybe early forties, tanned, with long dark hair?”
Zamora’s face scrunched into a frown, contorting more than stone should have been able to. “No. He was an older man, late fifties or early sixties, pale complexion, with very little hair.”
Dane recognized the description as one of their next-door neighbors. The husband of the woman who had watched him and Maeve having sex in the kitchen a few weeks earlier, in fact. “And he was just looking over the fence?”
“Yes. He was surreptitiously watching the dryad garden.”
Dane couldn’t hide his smirk. “What was Cassie wearing while she was gardening?”
“Gardening gloves and a bandanna to hold her hair back,” Zamora replied without hesitation.
“That’s all?” He shook his head and laughed. It was about what he’d expected. Cassie seems to enjoy not being clothed, not that I’m complaining.
“Yes, that’s all,” Zamora replied defensively, as if Dane were questioning the accuracy of her report. “My perception and ability to recall details is far superior to you humans.”
“Okay, okay,” he said with a calm down gesture. “I was just clarifying. Was there anything else to report?”
“Yes. The man known as Justin, the water nymph’s companion, had a hot-tub, I believe it was called, delivered today.”
“No kidding?” Dane nodded. “It sounds like Lia got her way. Cool. Anything else?”
“That is all.”
“Good, well then, thank you. You did a good job.”
The gargoyle’s luminescent eyes narrowed at him once more. “You are welcome, Warlock. I have given my word, and I will do my duty to the best of my ability.” With that, she sank back into the foliage and disappeared from sight.
What a strange woman… strange creature? Woman-creature? Strange being? I’m not even sure what the correct term is. Dealing with all the non-humans in his life was stretching the boundaries of his vocabulary.
Inside the house, he found Justin at the kitchen table again, with the smell of burning solder heavy in the air.
“Hey man, how’s it going?” Dane called from the hallway, but Justin didn’t seem to hear him, so Dane continued on down to his room.
As he suspected, Maeve wasn’t there. He could hear the shower running in the bathroom, though, and Cassie singing. It immediately occurred to him to go join her in the shower, and he would have if he’d been able to get out of his clothes before he heard the water shut off. Damn, that could have been fun, and it would have annoyed the hell out of Maeve, I’m sure.
“I am so looking forward to this,” Cassie squealed when she saw him. “I haven’t been out on a date in ages.”
“Careful what you wish for.” Dane chuckled as he passed a towel-clad Cassie on his way to the shower. “Maeve’s taken over planning this excursion, and I have no idea what she’s got in mind except dinner and dancing.”
Cassie squealed again. “I love dancing.”
Dane loved her enthusiasm, but although it was infectious, it was impossible for him not to feel another spike of anxiety at the prospect of dancing in public. After giving Cassie a kiss, he slipped past her and climbed into the shower.
When he exited the bathroom after taking his shower, the sight that greeted him had him rock hard in an instant. Maeve had returned, and she stood behind Cassie, who was still naked after her shower, and bent over on the bed so that her ass was up in the air. Maeve held a teardrop-shaped hunk of shiny metal with a ruby-colored jewel at one end up to their dryad’s puckered butthole.
The butt plug looked to be about the size of a large marble at its widest point and Dane had come out of the bathroom just in time to see Maeve press it slowly into Cassie. Despite the obvious sheen of lubricant on the smooth metal, Cassie gasped as her tight ring’s resistance gave way, and the plug slid home so that only its jeweled end was still visible between her ass cheeks.
“You did good, my dear,” Maeve said to Cassie as she patted their dryad on her beautiful, upturned ass. “Go get yourself dressed in what I brought for you.”
Maeve smiled at Dane as Cassie scampered off the bed and into the bedroom, pausing only long enough to grab a shopping bag from the floor on her way past. Once she was out of sight, Maeve pulled another, even larger, butt plug from a bag and held it up between them.
“Would you like to put this in me before we go?” she asked with a sultry grin.
Dane’s mouth had gone dry, but he still managed to speak in what he thought was a confident voice. “Yes. I’d like that very much.”
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Refreshments Before Dinner

Dane Staley


Dane sat between his two beautiful women in the back of their Ridezilla. He didn’t even want to know how much Maeve had spent on their clothes for the evening.  At this rate, she’s going to max-out that credit card she got very soon. I’ve really got to figure out some way to earn more money.
Despite his consternation over the cost of the clothes and the upcoming evening, he had to admit their attire was stunning. The girls look amazing and so incredibly hot. So hot, that I’m not sure how I’m going to feel about other guys seeing them like this.
The dress, if it could actually be called a dress, that Maeve picked out for Cassie wasa sleek black garment that left most of Cassie’s torso bare. It comprised a short skirt, that wrapped around her hips, attached on each side near her hip bones to two six-inch-wide strips of fabric that went up her front, over her breasts, and connected behind her neck like a pair of wide suspenders. The fabric suspenders left the center of her chest from below her belly button to her throat, completely exposed. Cassie’s back and sides were even more uncovered and on display than the front of her torso. With the suspenders connecting behind her neck and hidden by her hair, from behind, it appeared as though she was only wearing the short miniskirt around her butt and nothing else. God, she looks so good in it, and the way she’s smiling makes me think she knows it.
Dane had noticed a subtle shift come over Cassie in the short time they’d all been living and sleeping together. Most of the time, she still carried herself like the whimsical, almost Shaggy like character, who was laid back, carefree, and half-stoned all the time. But he was also seeing different sides of her personality unfold as well. The demure, wantonly subservient side she played for Maeve and for him, when he allowed it. The devoted nurturing side she was showing for Sasha and the garden. As well as a surprisingly bubbly, excitable side that burst out from time to time, like when he’d suggested they all go out on a date together and when he’d gotten home that evening. It’s so awesome to see her bloom around us the way she has. I wonder what other surprises she’s hiding.
He watched Cassie staring out the window, watching the streetlights tick by with a radiant look of eager anticipation on her face, and he couldn’t help but smile. Then he glanced over at Maeve. She wore a smile as well, but hers was one of pure confidence and self-assuredness.
By comparison, with Cassie’s very risqué dress, what Maeve wore was still sexy, but it reflected that same, more mature self-confidence and sophistication that her demeanor projected.
Her form-fitting full-length dress was made from a satiny smooth black material that flowed all the way down to her high-heeled covered feet. The dress only had one strap which went over her left shoulder, leaving both of her arms and her right shoulder bare. The feature of the dress that had really gotten Dane’s attention, though, was the slit that ran all the way up the right side from the bottom hem to her hip. When she stood still and straight up, the slit fell closed and was almost unnoticeable. When she moved or stood with her right leg cocked out, however, her entire calf, thigh, and hip slipped out and were entirely exposed. Somehow, that peek-a-boo quality of seeing her entire leg exposed sometimes, but not all the time, makes it even sexier.
To Dane, his outfit felt downright drab compared to his women’s. Maeve had gotten him black slacks, a tight V-neck shirt, and a blood-red slim-cut blazer. He liked the clothes, even though he wasn’t completely sold on the jacket. I don’t think I’ve ever worn a jacket like this before and I feel strange in it. Like I’m pretending to be someone I’m not. Someone more sophisticated than I am.
The way the girls had fussed over and done what they could to style his hair made him feel similarly. I don’t think I’ve ever had gel in my hair, either. Both of them said they loved the way it turned out and the way I look with it in, so I can’t complain about that, I guess.
Maeve sat on his right, her fingers trailing slow, teasing circles over his thigh as they rode toward their destination. The way she kept glancing down and smiling at the bulge in his pants told him she knew exactly what affect her grazing fingers had on him.
Hoping for a little revenge, Dane reached over and began caressing Maeve’s leg the same way she was his. The soft, smooth fabric felt cool to his touch, and his fingertips glided effortlessly across it. When he found the seam along her thigh, he slipped his hand inside, feeling the glorious change of warmth and texture from her dress to her skin. Letting his hand trail slowly upward, using the same lazy circles she was, he delighted in the shiver he felt run through her body.
Soon, he’d reached the junction of her thighs and was unsurprised when his fingers brushed up against the deliciously curly hairs of her uncovered pubic mound. Exerting pressure, he found her nether lips and stroked through her already moist folds. Maeve sighed, parted her thighs, granting him better access, and leaned over to kiss him.
As their tongues met, her taste was intoxicating, as was the smell of her arousal that had suddenly reached his nose.
Cassie, who sat on his other side, noticed his and Maeve’s trade of affection, and she whimpered, then pulled his free hand into her own lap. With her dress as short as it was and with the way she was sitting, there was almost no barrier to him finding her sodden, also pantyless, pussy.
Cassie moaned when Dane slid a finger inside her, and the driver shifted uncomfortably in the front seat.
Too soon, they were at the club Maeve had picked out for them. Dane withdrew his fingers from his women and tasted them both. They taste and smell so different, but they’re both fantastic.
He immediately noticed a faint tingle across his tongue from Cassie’s thicker, creamier moisture, followed shortly by a slight buzz and a feeling of euphoric calm. I’ve got to be careful how much of her I taste. I don’t want another situation like the one we had the other morning. Not while we’re here.
As Cassie turned her body to get out of the car, the already tiny skirt of her dress was bunched around her waist, giving Dane a full view of her perfect ass, as well as a glimpse of the extra jewelry she still wore tucked up into her behind. I almost forgot they were wearing those. It’s incredibly erotic knowing they’re wearing them, but I wonder if they were uncomfortable to sit on.
Once out on the sidewalk, Cassie adjusted her dress so it covered as much of her as it could. Then Dane and his women walked arm in arm toward the club known as The White Rabbit.
“Oh my god, I’ve heard about this place,” Cassie said. “I can’t believe we’re actually here. This is so cool.”
Dane had heard of The White Rabbit as well. It was a good distance from the university campus and catered less to the college crowd and more to the young and not-so-young affluent professionals of Ashbury.
Supposedly, back in the days of prohibition, the club had been a legit speakeasy and had been run by actual gangsters. Dane had no idea if the rumors were true, but he thought it was cool. What added credibility to the claims was that the club’s entrance was unmarked and down an inconspicuous flight of stairs beneath a pizzeria that bragged about being one of the oldest establishments in town.
Inside, the atmosphere was dark, not purely because the lighting was turned low but also because the ceilings, floors, and millwork were all finished in a deep chocolate brown that seemed to soak in the already subdued illumination. Exposed red brick walls added some depth and texture, though, as well as some validation of the building’s age.
A thick, rich, masculine scent hung in the air like aromatic pipe smoke, although Dane saw no smoke lingering in the ten-by-ten anteroom they found themselves in. A rhythmic dance beat thumped somewhere deeper in the establishment, seeming too modern and at odds with the sophisticated old-world feel of the space.
Straight ahead of them, stood an antique hostess’ desk, with a young woman behind it wearing a pure white dress, almost as risqué as Cassie’s. To each side of the woman, who was clearly not human, was an arched, ornately trimmed doorway.
The doorway to the hostess’ left was closed off by a heavy velvet curtain of midnight blue, while the one to her right was covered by a curtain of deep burgundy.
“The name of your party?” the hostess asked.
“Dane and Maeve Staley.” Maeve replied.
“Dinner in the dining room, then the club?” the woman asked as though she already knew the answer to the question, but she was following procedure by asking.
“Yes.”
“Of course, Madame Staley. Right this way.”
Dane couldn’t suppress a surge of both surprise and excitement at hearing Maeve referred to as Mrs. Staley. He and she hadn’t talked about making their relationship any more formal than it already was with the summoning bond they shared, but he wondered what it meant that she had obviously used his last name for herself when making their reservation. Don’t over think this, you idiot. It doesn’t mean anything more than that’s what was convenient.
Even as he chastised himself, he couldn’t keep the enormous grin from his lips.
The hostess, who Dane thought might be part squirrel or some other hybridized version of a fluffy woodland creature, swept the dark blue curtain aside and led them into an elegant but also dimly lit dining room that carried on the exposed brick and masculine wood motifs of the anteroom. Lining the walls were large horseshoe booths, some vacant and open, others closed by a curtain and presumably occupied. This room makes me think of the high-end steakhouses I’ve seen on television.
For a Friday night, the place didn’t seem busy; only about a quarter of the tables were occupied, and except for the women in his party and the hostess, everyone in the room looked like normal humans to him. Rich humans, but still normal.
Cassie walked out front, just behind the hostess, her head swiveling and her eyes wide as if she was trying to take in every inch of the place. Maeve glided behind her, as confident and composed as always, wearing a placid, impassive look that said nothing she was seeing was any more impressive than what she saw at the corner deli. Dane felt the way Cassie looked, but he was trying very hard to adopt Maeve’s air of confidence for himself.
“A private booth, as requested,” the hostess said, stopping in front of an empty, spacious, slightly elevated horseshoe booth with very high-backed leather cushions.
Cassie slid down onto the bench, then scooted herself in until she was near the back of the horseshoe. Dane waited for Maeve to get in next, but she didn’t.
“I’d like to pay my respects and introduce myself to Lady Lapine if I could,” Maeve said to the hostess.
The hostess nodded as if this, too, was expected. “Of course, Madame Staley.”
Maeve turned to Dane. “I’ll be right back, my love.”
When he began to protest, she put her hand on his chest. “Please, love, trust me. This is not like last time at the other club. This is precisely to prevent that.”
Reluctantly, Dane climbed into the booth and scooted over beside Cassie. The hostess then pulled a curtain, the same midnight blue as the one they’d come through when entering the dining room, across the open end of the booth. It feels strange to be confined like this, but I have to admit it takes privacy while eating to a whole different level.
“This is so stunning. I’ll bet the food here is amazing, and I can’t wait to see the dance club side,” Cassie said, leaning into him. “Thank you for bringing us.”
Dane chuckled and kissed her. “All of us going out together was my idea, but this place was all Maeve’s.”
Moments later, the curtain slid open and a different young woman in an identical skimpy but elegant white dress to the one the hostess wore peeked in. “Monsieur, madame, your drinks.” She didn’t wait for either Dane or Cassie to reply before she produced a small tray holding three glasses and proceeded to set them out on the table.
After the woman slipped back out and closed the curtain, Cassie picked up the almost neon-orange cocktail in front of her, sniffed it, then put it to her mouth. “Mmm. Mango. I love mango.”
A glass of red wine stood in front of where Maeve would presumably sit when she returned, and a squat glass with a few fingers of a deep amber liquid in it sat in front of Dane. Bringing his glass to his lips, he smelled the smoky, musty strength of the spirit before he tasted it. Peated Scotch, I think.
Cassie’s cocktail was gone by the time Maeve returned a few minutes later. Maeve noticed the empty glass right away and smirked. “I thought you might like that, my dear. I trust you’re not using your innate abilities to mitigate poisons to dull its effects or to clear the alcohol more quickly from your system.”
Cassie’s face blanched.
Maeve made a tsking sound with her tongue, implying she’d caught Cassie breaking the rules. “Naughty girl. The drinks are to loosen us up so we can all relax. I believe you’ll have to make that up to me.”
Cassie licked her lips uncertainly.
“Under the table, my little tart,” Maeve ordered. “I want you to finish what our master started in the car.”
The corners of Cassie’s mouth tugged upward as she obeyed and slid off the booth, disappearing beneath the table. A moment later, Dane felt Maeve’s thigh press into his as her knees parted. With the slit in her dress exposing her bare leg and granting easy access, Dane was unsurprised to see Cassie’s head of dark, green-tinged hair fill the space between Maeve’s thighs.
“Yes,” Maeve moaned and let her head fall back against the booth’s high backrest. Then she turned her head toward Dane. “You had me so close with your fingers in the car. It was all I could do to keep from straddling you before we even got here.” She drew him into her, and they kissed.
Despite his instinctive unease with public nudity and openly sexual acts, Dane felt he was starting to enjoy the rush the few of those experiences he and Maeve had shared delivered. Maybe I’m discovering an exhibitionist side. Although this situation here hardly qualifies as public. No one can even see us with that curtain drawn.
Deciding to go with the moment, he reached over and eased Maeve’s single dress strap over her left shoulder and down her arm. He could feel Maeve’s smile through their passionate kiss and her increased fervor as his palm found her bare breast. Cupping her soft mound in his hand, he stroked across her engorged nipple with his thumb.
Her fingers found his belt buckle, and within seconds, she’d expertly fished his cock out of his slacks. With long, slow strokes, she worked his length to full hardness. He could feel her breathing change, and soon, she had to break their kiss. When she did, she laid her head back against the headrest again.
“Our little minx is almost as good as you are at that,” she said between panting breaths. “I’m… oh… so… close…”
Maeve’s legs clamped down on their dryad’s head, her eyes closed, and she bit her lip. A few seconds later, her orgasm crested, then ebbed away. All the tension and strength seemed to drain out of her, and her head slumped over onto Dane’s shoulder.
Under the table, Dane felt Cassie move around his legs, and before he knew what was happening, her mouth was replacing Maeve’s hand on his cock.
“Oh, yes,” he said, mirroring Maeve’s sentiment from a few minutes earlier. “She is really an expert with that tongue.”
Moving his free hand to the back of Cassie’s head, he loosely intertwined his fingers into her hair, trying to provide a bit of cushion between her head and the table. As her speed and vigor increased, the pounding his knuckles were taking between her head and the table began to hurt, but he wasn’t about to ask her to stop or even slow down. Better my hand stinging than her head.
He had just thrown his head back in a mostly silent moan and cum down his dryad’s throat when the young woman who had brought them their drinks opened the curtain a few inches and peeked inside. She didn’t seem the least bit surprised or phased to find Cassie gone from sight, Maeve sitting there with her breasts out, or Dane breathing heavily from his orgasm.
“Are madame and monsieur ready for dinner?” she asked without batting an eye.
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Discoveries

Victoria Stevens


From where she sat in the living room, Victoria heard the three young women and one young man Lorenzo had come home with from the university come downstairs and leave through the front door. They’d been up there in the master bedroom since early afternoon, and it was evening.  He’s got stamina, I’ll give him that. He is an incubus, though. If he isn’t good at fucking, then what’s he got?
She envied the coeds, not because they’d spent their afternoon getting tossed around the sheets by Lorenzo and licking each other from head to toe, but because they were escaping the house with no further attachment to the incubus. I wish I could be so lucky, and I’ll bet if the homeowner were thinking clearly, she would, too. If she’s still alive, that is. Those girls and that guy don’t know how lucky they are. The story they’ll run home to share with their friends about hooking up with the hot substitute professor is the only baggage they’re leaving here with.
Lorenzo came downstairs a few minutes later in as cheerful a mood as Victoria had ever seen him. And he looks as fresh and put together as ever. I’ll bet none of those coeds looked that fresh when they left. I seriously don’t know how he does it.
“Well, that was fun,” Lorenzo beamed. “It was just what I needed. The raw youthful energy of those young tarts, so delicious. I may have to consider sticking around here for a while once the warlock and his succubus have been brought to heel. The life of a professor may be for me.”
Victoria wondered how long it would take the university administration to see through Lorenzo’s lies and realize he didn’t know the first thing about any of the classes he was supposed to be teaching. He might be powerful enough in his manipulations to get away with it long-term. What a fool. If I had his power, I certainly wouldn’t be wasting it getting laid.
“What do you say we order in?” Lorenzo asked. “Would you prefer sushi or Thai?”
She raised an eyebrow. It wasn’t the first time they’d ordered food, but it was the first time he’d asked her opinion about it.
“Thai sounds good,” she replied.
“Good, order it then. Lots of it,” he said. Then he tossed her a credit card he pulled from the homeowner’s purse that sat on the kitchen counter. “I believe this one is still good.” His facial expression soured slightly. “I expected with a house like this, her resources would hold out longer, but these cards of hers are already starting to get declined. Do you know how embarrassing that is? And what’s worse, I was forced to dip into my own cash earlier today.”
Victoria wanted to roll her eyes, but didn’t dare. She took the card and kept her mouth shut. So far, Lorenzo hadn’t asked her for any of her credit cards or cash, and she was grateful for that oversight. I’m sure he’ll get around to it soon enough.
“I hate dipping into my stash,” Lorenzo said to himself as he went out the doors onto the back patio.
She watched him as she dialed the number of the Thai restaurant. He continued through the patio, onto the lawn, and toward the shed. By the time he got to the shed, the heavily accented woman on the other end of the line had picked up.
With only moonlight that far out in the yard, Victoria couldn’t make out more than rough forms, as Lorenzo opened the shed’s door and went in. He didn’t spend long inside; when he came out, he carried something, although what it was wasn’t clear. I’ll bet it’s a small metal pirate chest. Where is he going with that?
The incubus didn’t come back to the house by way of the main patio off the living room and kitchen. He went around the side of the house, where she lost sight of him. She heard him come in through the downstairs study, though, which also had a small patio and doors that accessed the backyard.
The woman in Victoria’s ear taking her order made it difficult for her to keep track of where Lorenzo went after that, but she eventually heard him go up the stairs. The real question is, did the chest go upstairs with him or did he stash it somewhere in the study?
She’d been done ordering their dinner for several minutes by the time Lorenzo got back downstairs, and she made sure not to look at all interested in where he’d been or what he’d been doing.
Lorenzo flopped down on the living room couch and tuned the enormous, big-screen television to European football. When their food arrived, he ate out there while she opted to eat at the breakfast table accompanied by a fresh bottle of overpriced wine.
Victoria moved her little party of one out onto the back patio when Gwen showed up. Thankfully, she’d already eaten as much as she wanted of the food and was happy to let the insufferable vampire pick over the leftovers. She did take her bottle of wine with her, though. Gwen can find her own damn bottle.
Several hours later, Victoria was preparing to call it a night when something inside the house caught her attention. Gwen and Lorenzo had gotten up from where they were lounging on the couch. Then, the pair left the living room together. Victoria sighed. Off to the bedroom. There’s more sex happening in this place than in a frat house.
She assured herself again she wasn’t envious of the coeds from earlier or of Gwen going upstairs to get smashed by Lorenzo. As smolderingly good looking as he was and as undoubtedly good as he was between the sheets, she had no desire for him. Now Vance, on the other hand.
The head vampire had been on her mind a lot lately. Not that she’d ever admit that to him. That man is entirely too smug and self-assured already. I will make use of the present he left me again tonight, though. And I may or may not think of him while I’m doing it.
The sound of the garage door opening caught her attention. Maybe they didn’t go upstairs. Are they going somewhere?
Getting up from the patio table, she went inside. The television was still on, but other than that, the house was quiet. Hurrying to the foyer, she caught the flash of headlights in the driveway through the narrow window beside the front door. I guess they weren’t going upstairs to fuck after all. Where are they going this late, though? Or was that just Gwen leaving? Is Lorenzo still here?
She waited and listened for a long time, even going so far as to shut the television off so that the house remained eerily silent. I think they’re both gone.
Her mind went back to what she’d seen Lorenzo doing earlier, and curiosity got the better of her. Despite being confident she was alone in the house, she crept toward the downstairs study. She knew it was foolish, but for some reason, making as little noise as possible while snooping seemed wise.
She found the study as she remembered it, with nothing amiss or out of place, so she left there and proceeded upstairs. Checking her room or the other guest rooms along the upstairs hall seemed pointless, so she headed straight to the master bedroom.
The doors were shut, and she knew if she was wrong about Lorenzo being gone, her presence there would be hard to explain if she accidentally walked in on him. Taking a deep breath, she mustered her courage and opened the door.
The bedroom was as quiet and empty as the rest of the house, although it smelled like sweat and cum. Bedding and pillows were scattered everywhere; even a few of the pictures on the walls hung askew like a battle had been fought in the room. At least I don’t need to worry about knocking anything over in here or making sure everything is where I found it when I leave. There’s no way he’ll realize anything is out of place in this mess.
Nevertheless, she took care not to disturb anything as she looked around the room. Then she heard a faint knocking and froze. What the hell was that?
She heard it again, coming from the direction of the bathroom, and again, she considered abandoning the endeavor and leaving the room right then. No harm, no foul. But her feet carried her into the bathroom instead.
It was in shambles, just like the bedroom, but the sound wasn’t coming from in there. She continued on through the bathroom and paused at the door to the walk-in master closet. The sound is coming from inside the closet.
Tentatively, she opened the door, annoyed at the faint creek the hinges made. The closet was dark except for the light spilling in around her through the open doorway, but that was enough for her to see what was making the noise. Well, I found the homeowner, but what other weird shit did I just stumble onto?
The woman sat in the corner, inside a wire cage meant for a large dog. She was naked except for a thick collar around her neck.
“What the fuck are you doing in here? Get out!” the woman screamed when she saw Victoria.
Victoria could only stare in astonishment. She enjoyed bondage and domination play, but keeping people in cages was a whole other level. Is this really worse than when I thought he might have killed her?
Then she noticed the cage was latched but not locked. She could get out if she wanted to. Wow, this is some crazy shit.
“Get out!” the woman screamed again. “The master will hear of this.”
That got Victoria’s attention, and she backed out of the room, but not before noticing the small metal chest she’d been looking for sitting on the floor beside the cage.
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Watched and Watching

Dane Staley


Their dinner was spectacular, as was the conversation at the table as they ate. They all seemed to let their hair down, metaphorically speaking, allowing them to relax and chat as best friends. All hierarchical roles forgotten for the moment, along with the pressures of work, school, and the looming threat of the incubus who’d come to town. 
By the end of the dinner, Dane was so satisfied he could have gone home and curled up in bed a happy man. He knew that wasn’t on the menu, though. His ladies made it clear they intended to go to the other side of The White Rabbit and dance, with or without him.
The idea of dancing in public still terrified him, although the two drinks he’d had during dinner, along with the euphoric effect of the sweet cream he’d licked off his fingers after rubbing Cassie to a mini-orgasm while she sat beside him at the table, had him more agreeable to the certain embarrassment to come.
After opening the curtain and sliding from the booth, the woman who’d served them dinner came over as if she’d been waiting for them to exit. “Right this way, monsieur and madame. Ms. Oakheart. Your table in the next room awaits.”
They followed the woman through the sparsely occupied dining room toward a circular doorway with a red curtain. As they approached the doorway, the faint rhythmic beat of dance music grew slightly louder. When their guide moved the curtain aside so they could pass through, Dane could see the club and illuminated dance floor beyond, but the subdued volume of the music he heard didn’t match what he saw.
Maeve and Cassie stepped through the doorway ahead of him. When he crossed the threshold, it was as if he’d passed through an invisible barrier. Suddenly, the music surged in intensity and volume, the bass pounding into him. God, that has to be some kind of magical membrane to keep the club noise from the dining room. I wonder how they explain that to regular people who don’t know magic exists.
As drastic as the change in music was, the visual intensity of the dance club was equally striking. Where the dining room’s subdued lighting and quiet atmosphere were perfect for conversation and even privacy, the dance club was a crowded cacophony of gyrating bodies, thumping beats, and strobing lights. It has a weird, enchanted forest vibe that I didn’t expect.
In the few dance clubs Dane had been in, the ceilings were painted black to make them all but unnoticeable, but in The White Rabbit countless tiny bulbs embedded in the ceiling sparkled like stars. Just below and partially obscuring the stunning ceiling, green highlights and strands of green bulbs hung in clusters around dark pillars, adding to the feeling of being inside a strange, festive forest. The only things that broke the forest feel were the more traditional multicolored dance club lights that pulsed along with the music.
“Oh,” Cassie gasped. “This is so beautiful.”
Dane could barely make out her words amongst the din, although he shared her sentiment. Most of the people in the club appeared normal, but many were non-humans. There’s definitely a much higher percentage of non-humans in here than there normally is walking around town.
The three of them followed their guide through the dancing crowd to a booth that reminded him of the one they had just left, except it was smaller, had dark green leather cushions, and had no privacy curtain to pull closed.
Three fresh drinks that hadn’t begun to sweat sat on the table, waiting for them.
Already feeling the heat of the room, Dane took off his jacket and slid into the booth between Cassie and Maeve. They’d only been in the booth for a few seconds, and Dane had just taken a sip of his drink when Maeve suggested they all go out and dance.
Mustering his resolve, Dane agreed and escorted the women out onto the dance floor with one on each arm. He was thankful for the anonymity of the crowd, who didn’t seem interested in them at all, and the relatively dark midnight lighting scheme of the club. I have to keep it in my head that it’s just me and my girls. No one else is here, and there’s nothing to be embarrassed about.
Dane did his best to move along with the beat, even though he was certain it required far more conscious thought from him than it did from anyone else on the floor. Maeve was as graceful as ever and stayed close to him, guiding his hands and body with helpful little hints every now and again. Cassie stayed close as well, her slightly intoxicated face holding a permanent smile. Together, their trio moved as an intertwined unit around the floor.
After a while, Dane got comfortable and took in more of their surroundings. The writhing mass of humanity and non-humanity around them seemed to pulse along with the music. Bodies bounced and whirled, colliding lightly like space rocks in an asteroid belt. The tang of perspiration hung in the air, tempered by the heavier scent of wildflowers and freshly cut grass, even though neither was anywhere to be seen.
Everyone around them looked dressed to impress. Most of the women wore little more than skimpy dresses like Cassie’s, and many of the men’s outfits were simple, sophisticated, and similar to Dane’s. Maeve obviously knew what she was doing when she picked out our clothes.
Maeve danced in close and kissed him. “I’m glad you’re enjoying yourself, lover.”
The slit in her dress allowed her legs to part around his thigh while they danced. As she half-straddled his leg and ground into him, he could feel the heat of her bare sex through his slacks.
After several seconds of kissing, another face pressed up against theirs. Maeve chuckled and turned her head toward Cassie, who was trying to work her way into their close embrace. The two women kissed, and then Maeve allowed Cassie in to kiss him. Dane could taste his dryad’s minty sweetness along with the mango from her drinks, thick on her breath.
“Thank you for suggesting this,” she said. “How can I show you how grateful I am?” In that moment, with half-hooded eyes, she looked every bit the carefree flower child stoner everyone thought she was.
Maeve laughed lightly, and Dane laughed as well. “You don’t need to do anything more than have fun tonight.”
Maeve pressed back in, gently retaking her place at Dane’s mouth from their dryad. God, this has got to be a dream. I never expected to be with one gorgeous woman like this, let alone two.
As they danced, Dane felt a hand caress his butt, and although he knew the hand wasn’t Maeve’s, he assumed it must be Cassie’s until he noticed his dryad a few feet away, dancing slowly on her own.
Glancing over his shoulder, he saw a blonde woman who had come up behind them. She smiled and continued to grope him. Looking at Maeve, he saw she had noticed the newcomer as well, and she wore a sly smile.
The woman swayed around them, her hands playing from him over to Maeve. Dane felt his cock twitch as he watched the stranger fondle his succubus. Maeve looked down between them at his growing package, then leaned in to kiss him again.
When he came back up for air, the stranger had moved on, but he noticed a different woman dancing with Cassie. Their hands roamed one another as they moved, and they came together in a light kiss. As the pair circled, Cassie’s eyes met Dane’s, and her euphoric expression faltered. She broke away from her new dance partner and came back over to him and Maeve.
“I’m sorry,” she said nervously.
“Don’t be,” Dane replied, trying to assure her she’d done nothing wrong. “You’re free to do whatever you want. You certainly don’t need to ask my permission or apologize.” As he said the words, he knew they weren’t entirely true. He wanted them to be, but hints of jealousy and insecurity swirled at the back of his mind.
“Come, my loves,” Maeve said, giving him a knowing look. “Let’s go back to our table for a few minutes.”
It was difficult to tell how long they’d been out on the dance floor. Each song, or mashup of songs, strung together from one to the next, making it impossible to use them as a gauge of time. They were all slick with perspiration, though, from the dancing and the heat of the bodies around them.
“I could definitely use a drink,” Dane agreed.
To Dane’s relief, three glasses of water had appeared on their table in their absence. He ignored his glass of dark amber whiskey for the moment and gulped down the water instead.
He’d almost caught his breath when an unusually tall, broad, and obviously inhuman man came over to their table. He looks like he’s part reptile. Lizard or even dragon, perhaps. I don’t see wings filling out the back of his suit, but the horns and deep red scales make me think dragon.
“Good evening,” the dragon-man said in an impossibly deep voice that cut through the surrounding noise with unnatural ease. “I am Zahn. Lady Lapine bid me to introduce myself and thank the madame again for announcing herself and her intentions for the evening. And to welcome you, monsieur. We’d heard rumors of a new warlock in the area. It is nice to make your acquaintance and to have you grace our establishment. If there is anything you need, please don’t hesitate to ask.”
Zahn smiled and nodded at Maeve and Dane in turn. Dane suspected the big dragon-man’s smile was meant to be friendly, but with his lipless reptilian mouth, it was still unsettling.
Dane felt like a bit of an imposter, although he tried not to let that sentiment show on his face. So many of the other supernaturals seem to think my being a warlock is something special. I’m still trying to figure out what’s so special about it, though. Pretty much all the other supernaturals I’ve met are more impressive and powerful than me. And this dragon guy is certainly no exception.
“It’s also come to Lady Lapine’s attention that Ms. Oakheart is among your group, and she is honored to have a young dryad in attendance as well,” Zahn continued, turning his head toward Cassie. “If it is convenient, Ms. Oakheart, the Lady would very much like a word before you leave. It is so rare she has a chance to speak with someone from the grove anymore.” The big dragon-man spoke a few additional words in a soft, willowy language completely unfamiliar to Dane.
Cassie stiffened and leaned into Dane at the strange words, then she replied with a few unsteady words of her own in the same willowy language.
“Excellent,” Zahn replied. “The Lady will be most pleased. I’ll be around to escort you later when she has a free moment.”
Cassie nodded her agreement, then Zahn turned and disappeared into the crowd.
“Was he a dragon?” Dane asked.
“A quarter dragon at most,” Maeve replied. “Cassie, my dear, are you alright?”
“Yes,” Cassie replied as she put her cocktail to her lips and drained the glass.
“Who is Lady Lapine?” Dane asked. “Besides the owner of this place. Is she a dryad, too? And what did he say to you? What language was that?”
“No. She’s not a dryad,” Cassie answered. “But she apparently knows my mother quite well, or did a long time ago, at least. He was speaking the language of our grove, of all groves, as far as I’m aware.”
“Well, if you’re worried about meeting her or you don’t want to, you don’t have to,” Dane said, feeling protective.
“No,” Cassie replied quickly. “I mean, I want to… I have to. To refuse would be taken as an insult. My mother would be furious if she ever found out. And I’d like to meet Lady Lapine. It’s just a little overwhelming.”
Another round of drinks appeared, even though none of them had ordered it. Dane didn’t think he needed another drink; he was feeling the ones he’d already had, and although Maeve seemed fine, he didn’t think Cassie needed to drink anymore either. He knew she could dull and possibly even negate the alcohol’s effects if she wanted, but after Maeve’s admonishment earlier, he didn’t think she was using that ability at all.
Cassie’s mood had turned pensive. So, Dane did something drastic to try to bring it back to where it had been earlier. “What do you girls think? Should we get back out there?” Both women readily agreed, and before Dane knew it, they were back out in the middle of the crowd, dancing again.
Dane was pleased to see Cassie’s happy, carefree mood return quickly, and before long, she was dancing with a brunette woman at least a head taller than her.
Dane turned his attention to Maeve, cupping her firm behind as they danced, delighting in how the smooth, taut fabric felt over her magnificent butt without any trace of a panty line. As he caressed her ass, he allowed his fingers to delve between her cloth-covered cheeks until he felt the hard head of the jewelry nestled there. Giving the thing a little thump, he delighted how his finger’s contact with the plug made her gasp.
“That’s for later,” she said into his ear. “I’ve been thinking about you fucking me back there all night. I can’t wait, and once you’ve had me, you can deflower our little minx’s ass, too. Two naughty little assholes in one night. How does that sound?”
“Unbelievable.” He really was looking forward to the new experience of taking them back there. I think it’s mostly the taboo nature of it that’s exciting. Kind of like having an audience or messing around in public is.
“Let’s go back to the table,” Maeve said with a wicked grin.
“What about Cassie?”
“I’ll tell her. She’ll be fine out here on her own for a while.”
Dane watched Maeve saunter over to Cassie, who had wandered off a bit and reunited with the woman she’d been dancing with earlier. Maeve bent down and spoke into their dryad’s ear, and Cassie nodded.
Back at the table, Maeve practically crawled into his lap, and as they kissed, she wasted no time unbuckling his belt. When she had his cock in hand, she stroked him several times. Everything she was doing was more or less shielded behind the table, but the motions would have been more than obvious to anyone who cared to look in their direction. And a few people are looking in our direction.
The few people who had taken a voyeuristic interest in them didn’t look upset by what he and Maeve were doing, though. I’d be surprised if this was the only booth in here where something like this is happening.
“I’m going to slide into your lap,” Maeve said, and without another word, she did just that.
There was barely enough room between the seat cushions and the table for them both, but they managed. As Maeve slid onto him, she pulled her dress up a little and rotated it so that the slit of her dress was repositioned to the back. Dane’s cock found her damp sex without guidance, and he slid into her easily.
They both grunted softly as she sank down all the way onto his lap. With one hand on her hip and another on her dress-covered breast, Dane began to rock her slowly.
As they leisurely fucked in the booth, Dane looked out toward the dance floor and found Cassie. She swayed to the music with her hands over her head, and her eyes closed.
The tall woman she’d been dancing with was gone, and a different blonde woman was in front of her. A lean, athletic man who looked to be in his late thirties, with the beginnings of salt spattering his otherwise peppery hair, danced up beside Cassie and her new friend. He danced closer, then made light contact with the women. Cassie’s dance partner reciprocated the man’s touch, but Cassie seemed oblivious.
A spike of jealousy flared in Dane. It was one thing to watch Cassie dancing with a woman, but it felt different seeing another man’s hands on her.
“Are you okay, my love?” Maeve asked over her shoulder. “Do you want me to go get her?”
Dane very much wanted that. Actually, he wanted to go over there himself. To cut in and make it clear, Cassie was his. That’s not the appropriate response in this situation, though. Cassie is free to do what she wants with whomever she wants. I know she likes to play the master-submissive stuff sometimes, but I don’t own her. I’m not even bonded to her the same way I am Maeve.
Maeve grunted on top of him, and Dane realized he had both hands on her hips, thrusting into her with more force than before.
“Yes love, that’s it,” Maeve whispered. “I can feel your mixed emotions. We can stop this at any time, but I can feel how the jealousy also stokes your arousal.”
Dane didn’t like that she was right.
The man on the dance floor had moved around behind Cassie, directing all his attention to her and leaving the other woman out. His hands traveled over Cassie’s hips, across the short skirt portion of her dress, and onto the bare skin of her torso. When his fingertips slipped under the wide strip of suspender-like straps that loosely covered her breasts, Cassie finally seemed to notice his presence, but she didn’t protest or attempt to move away.
Her hands went back behind her head, interlacing with his short salt and pepper hair. He seemed to take that as a green light because his hands disappeared beneath Cassie’s loose top to cup her breasts. She gasped, and Dane was sure the man was tweaking her nipples, the way Cassie liked as they rocked together.
Maeve grunted again, her hands on her own breasts, kneading them through her top. Dane fucked her harder, taking out his mixed feelings about watching Cassie through his lovemaking with Maeve.
When the man’s hands left Cassie’s breasts and slid down her body to the bottom hem of her dress, Dane knew what was coming, and he didn’t think he could keep his emotions in check much longer.
The hem of Cassie’s dress crept upward at his tug, exposing her creamy thigh, then her entire hip. With the skirt portion of her dress bunched at her waist, the man’s hands roamed forward onto her completely exposed mons. Because of his side-on view of them, Dane couldn’t see when the man’s fingers brushed past Cassie’s pubic hair and dipped into her slit, but he saw her head tilt back and her mouth open, making it obvious when it happened.
The cocktail of conflicting emotions running through Dane had reached a point where he could scarcely contain himself any longer. He felt the tingling sensation overtake him, except instead of just in his hands, he felt it all over his body.
“Dane?” Maeve’s voice sounded worried as she looked over her shoulder.
Around Maeve’s body, Dane’s eyes were still locked on Cassie’s writhing form. As he watched, his brain and nerve endings screamed at him as though they might split at any second, and he wondered if his entire body might spontaneously combust. If I am capable of it, this would not be a good place to have that human torch thing happen.
Zahn suddenly stepped out of the crowd and placed his hand on the shoulder of the man dancing with Cassie. The man’s visage flickered at Zahn’s touch, and a moment later, Dane recognized his handsome, long-haired substitute professor, Lorenzo.
Maeve must have seen the man for what he really was then, too, because she hissed like a feral cat, slid off of Dane, and was halfway to Cassie before he could react. His succubus almost flew across the room with her talons bared and pure rage on her face. Dane got himself zipped up and out of the booth right behind her. He wasn’t as fast as her, but fury and fear propelled him.
“Hold,” Zahn bellowed at the oncoming Maeve, throwing up his free hand with his palm facing her. Then the dragon-man smoothly removed a dazed Cassie from the incubus’s arms and gently sent her staggering toward Maeve, who caught her and brought her to her chest the way a mother might a lost child.
Dane, only a few steps behind Maeve, raced to put himself between his women and Lorenzo. The crowded room had gone quiet and all but the least observant or the most preoccupied had turned their attention to the center of the dance floor where the commotion was taking place.
Lorenzo’s face contorted in rage at Zahn, and he threw off the bigger man’s scaly fingers. “Unhand me!”
Whatever magic Zahn had used to dispel Lorenzo’s appearance-altering glamor apparently needed physical contact because as soon as the two separated, the older, slimmer salt and pepper haired man re-materialized.
The incubus turned his malevolent sneer toward Dane. “I thought you’d be something more. When I saw you in your class today, I almost didn’t believe it. Harold must have truly gotten sloppy. For you and your cunt to have bested him is an outrage. Don’t worry, though. I’ll set things right. Very soon, I’ll have both of your whores for my own and you begging at my feet.”
The diatribe had all the hallmarks of an over-the-top villain monologue, but Dane wasn’t laughing. He believed the incubus meant every word. Something like that is way more credible coming from him than it was from a guy like Luke. How is it I keep attracting attention from this same type of wannabe supervillain ass-hats?
Dane’s tingling body itched to be released. He knew flames would be of limited use against a demon, but he poured focus into his hands anyway and felt them ignite. At the influx of focus something new began happening as well. His fingers stretched and elongated, creating the beginnings of claws.
Zahn reached over, touched his shoulder, and Dane’s transformation abruptly stopped, then winked out, leaving him with only his unimpressive fleshy human fingers again. “I can not have this here.” Zahn said firmly. Then the dragon-man turned back to Lorenzo. “You will leave. Now. I will not tolerate hunting here.”
Lorenzo glared at the dragon-man and looked as though he might force an outright fight, but after a moment the incubus backed down. He gave Dane, Maeve, and Cassie one final lingering look, as if he were searing their likenesses into his mind, and then he and a pale thin woman that Dane hadn’t seen before strode confidently toward the exit.
“Please accept my humblest apologies for this unpleasantness,” Zahn said to the assembled crowd. “The next round of drinks will be on us.”
The cheer that went up wasn’t as enthusiastic as Dane thought an offer of free liquor should be, and the crowd seemed reluctant to resume their merrymaking. Then he caught the scent of wildflowers and freshly cut grass again, twice as strong as it had been earlier. A faint euphoric feeling, something similar to but more subtle than what Cassie’s nectar produced, crept over him. Someone is projecting something through the air.
The crowd began to disperse, with most going right back to dancing, and the rest heading for the bar or the tables. Despite what had just happened with the incubus, and Dane, knowing he was being manipulated by the scent in the air, still felt himself wondering what all the fuss was about.
Cassie held onto Maeve like the older woman was keeping her upright, and possibly she was. Her eyes looked clear and alert, though, as if maybe she’d used her abilities to rid her system of the alcohol she’d ingested. Are they feeling the effects from the air too?
“Monsieur and Madame Staley, I will arrange secure transport home for your party,” Zahn said. “Ms. Oakheart, I think it best if you and Lady Lapine meet and exchange pleasantries another time. I am sorry, and I hope what’s happened here tonight will not keep you from coming to see us again in the future.”
Cassie nodded weakly. Then, the four of them walked toward the exit, with Zahn bringing up the rear.
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Irritated Incubus

Victoria Stevens


Lorenzo crashed through the front door of the mansion, followed closely by Gwen. It was nearly two in the morning and Victoria had climbed the stairs to go to bed after spending the rest of the evening demolishing a couple more bottles of the homeowner’s expensive wine. She stood half-hidden on the upstairs landing, watching them as they came in. 
After finding the homeowner in the closet, she hadn’t known what to do. It was clear from the woman’s attitude and the unlocked cage that the woman didn’t want rescue, not that she would have stuck her neck out for the woman like that even if she had. Her actual concern was that the bitch would blab to Lorenzo about her being up there snooping. I have no idea how he’ll react to that. Not good if he’s already in a rage.
Down in the foyer below her, Lorenzo bellowed and drove his fist into the enormous mirror hanging on the wall. As the mirror shattered, sending shards of glass raining down onto the marble tiles of the foyer, Victoria took a step back from the second-story balcony railing. This is the most pissed-off I’ve ever seen him. Even Gwen’s giving him space.
“How dare that fucking lizard butt into my business and tell me I had to leave that shithole club?” Lorenzo screamed.
Gwen went to him as if to console him, but he batted her hand away.
“Him and that furry little bitch who holds his leash will pay for this. Them and that pathetic excuse for a warlock. I had his dryad eating out of my hand, and given just a little longer, I would have had my hooks into her, and she would have been mine entirely. I’ll have her soon, though. Her and his succubus.”
Despite her fear, Victoria was intrigued as she stood concealed in the shadows of the second-floor landing, trying to piece together what she was hearing. Clearly, Lorenzo met Dane and his succubus tonight. I’m not sure who the dryad, the lizard, or the furry little bitch are, though.
Lorenzo and Gwen walked from the foyer, toward the living room and kitchen. To her annoyance, Victoria couldn’t hear their conversation any longer, although she could hear Lorenzo’s tour of destruction continuing as he rampaged through the house, breaking things.
Curiosity won out over fear, and Victoria padded over to the stairs and quietly crept back down to the first floor. When she reached the foyer, she carefully avoided broken mirror pieces and admonished herself for not having grabbed shoes or even slippers from her room.
“Finding them tonight was pure coincidence,” Lorenzo was saying when Victoria got to a place where she could hear them again.
“Not pure coincidence,” Gwen replied with a hint of pleading in her voice. “Stephen goes to that club a lot, and I put the word out in the coven I was looking for a succubus. When he saw her, he called.”
Lorenzo snorted, but his reply was too low for Victoria to hear. She edged further down the short hallway that connected the foyer to the primary living spaces of the house.
“That’s the address you gave me,” Gwen said, her voice becoming shrill and desperate.
“That’s the only one Victoria could find in his school file,” Lorenzo growled back. “And it’s the same one she has in her personnel records.”
“Well, the resident advisor on his floor said he moved out with a friend earlier this semester.”
“Friend,” Lorenzo spat the word with disgust. “That tramp he summoned. And the dryad, no doubt. The three of them can’t be that hard to find. I want this Stephen and every one of the other vampires in your coven out scouring the city for them.”
“You know I can’t do that,” Gwen protested. “I don’t have that much pull in the coven. I might be able to convince Stephen to help and possibly a few of the others, but an order like that, to get the entire coven involved, would have to come from Vance or maybe from one of the older, more trusted vampires.”
Something else in the kitchen went flying and shattered.
“What about the gargoyles?” Gwen asked. “Maybe they can give us something to go on.”
“The ones on the student center and the administration buildings are being smart and doing as they’re told, but the stubborn stone assholes on the library won’t budge, and they’re the ones I need. That’s where he spends most of his time.”
“Isn’t watching him at the library Harold’s bitch’s job?”
“She’s as fucking useless as the rest of you,” Lorenzo screamed. After something else in the kitchen shattered, he continued in a much lower, much more ominous voice. “Get out, and don’t come back until you have something useful for me.”
“Lorenzo… Please,” Gwen begged. “I don’t want to go back to the catacombs. Let me—” The sound of a slap cut off Gwen’s words and echoed through the house.
“Out!” Lorenzo bellowed again.
Victoria knew she was eavesdropping from a place that would put her in Gwen’s direct path if the vampire left the house through the front doors. Turning, she took a few quick steps to the stairs and, as silently as possible, slipped back up to the second floor. Damn that glass. I think I got a shard of mirror in my foot.
Back in her room, Victoria heard the front door open, then slam. Looking down, she realized her foot was bleeding. This is going from bad to worse.
While sitting on the sink in her bathroom, digging out a tiny piece of mirror from her heel, Victoria heard Lorenzo stomp up the stairs. A momentary surge of panic coursed through her. Fortunately, he lumbered past her bedroom door and continued on down the hall to the master suite.
A few minutes later, she heard his muffled voice filtering down the hallway. Shit. He has to be talking to the homeowner. What the fuck do I do now? What is she telling him?
Despite the pain in her foot, Victoria hopped off the sink and went to her door. There, she listened but still couldn’t hear much more than mumbling. Cracking the door open, she listened again, then before reason could stop her, she crept down the hallway toward the half-open master bedroom door. I have to know what she’s telling him.
As she cautiously approached the door, she could hear Lorenzo better, although she couldn’t make out everything he was saying. And I’ve still only heard his voice, not hers too. He has to be talking to the homeowner, though, right?
When she was close enough to the narrow opening to see a section of the bedroom beyond, she had to put her hand over her mouth to keep from gasping.
The homeowner stood near the end of the huge king-sized bed, although standing might not have been the best word to describe her position. She was on her feet, but a chrome spreader bar with leather cuffs held her ankles apart. Between the ankle cuffs, an additional set of cuffs held her wrists, keeping the woman in a bent-over position. She wore nothing else except for the thick leather collar Victoria had seen her in earlier, and a ball gag. The spreader bar and the ball gag are new. I hope he made her put the gag in before she was able to tell him I was up here earlier.
Lorenzo stood behind the woman, caressing her naked, upturned ass, frustration still plain across his face. With a quick movement, he spanked her with his palm. The woman quivered and moaned, a glob of drool escaping around her gag.
Victoria shuddered as well. Part of her wanted to be the one doing the spanking. It’s been so long, and I’ve missed having someone under my control like that.
Lorenzo reached down and stroked the woman’s bottom again. “You enjoy being punished, don’t you? Even when it isn’t you who’s been a bad girl.”
The homeowner nodded, groaned, and drooled around her gag again.
“Well, you’re in luck. I’m in the mood for doling out some punishment this evening.” Another swat almost destabilized the woman from her precarious stance, and it would have sent her crashing headlong to the floor if Lorenzo hadn’t prevented it with a steadying hand on her backside. “But the one who truly deserves the punishment for being up here snooping earlier and for not doing more to bring me Dane Staley still stinks like the toad. But her time is coming soon. The toad’s stink fades from her by the day and soon she’ll be worthy of my attention and will replace you in these bonds.”
Despite her restraints and awkward position, the homeowner thrashed with anger, presumably at hearing someone else would soon be getting Lorenzo’s attention instead of her.
Victoria froze in terror, though, as Lorenzo’s eyes turned to the gap in the door, and even though the difference in lighting should have prevented him from seeing her lurking in the dark hallway, his gaze fixed on her, and she had no doubt he knew exactly where she was.
“Go get the toy the silly vampire left on your pillow, then come back and watch from the shadows,” Lorenzo said. “I want you to see her receive your punishment. I know this turns you on, and I want you to pleasure yourself while you watch.”
Victoria remained rooted where she was. How does he know about the toy Vance left me?
The homeowner thrashed again, apparently not happy with the idea of Victoria watching. Lorenzo smiled and caressed the woman’s ass again to calm her.
“Go on, my pet. Go get your giant dildo that reminds you of Vance. Soon enough, you’ll forget all about him, but for now, I don’t mind if it’s his cock you fantasize about while you’re getting yourself off watching someone else be a wanton slut.”
Victoria hated that his words were true and had an effect on her. She had no desire to trade places with the woman, but she wanted very much to watch Lorenzo dominate and have his way with her. Whether of her own accord or aided by some trickle of Lorenzo’s influence, Victoria walked back down the hall to her room, disrobed, then returned to the half-open doorway with her dildo in hand.
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Coming Clean

Dane Staley


Maeve held Cassie like a protective mother during their car ride back to Justin’s house. Her eyes still glowed like embers, and her lips remained compressed as though she was forcing herself not to scowl. It was the first time in a while Dane could remember feeling something so strongly through their bond, and what he felt could only be described as pure rage. 
“You know I am not angry with you, my love,” Maeve said, obviously noticing his discomfort. One of her hands left Cassie’s embrace to rub his knee, but her eyes remained focused straight ahead. “I’m angry with myself. I should have seen this coming, and I should have recognized him for what he was or, at the very least, felt his influence in the room.”
Dane’s feelings about the evening were a swirling mess. Although anger and guilt were both at the top of the list of things, he was feeling as well. I should have seen this coming, too. I should have told Maeve about the strange substitute and my suspicions earlier. And I should have done something more to protect Cassie.
Aside from anger and fear over the encounter with the incubus, he still had lingering feelings from before that. He couldn’t get the image of his dryad dancing with the salt and pepper haired man out of his head from before he’d known the man was Lorenzo, cloaked in glamor. I was so jealous and so turned on at the same time. What the fuck is wrong with me?
“Mixed feelings are normal,” Maeve said, her hand still on his leg. “Even to be expected.”
It’s so unsettling how she seems to know exactly what I’m thinking sometimes. I should be worrying about how what happened tonight is affecting Cassie, though, not me. And about how much danger we’re all in. Maeve was right from the start about Ms. Stevens and the incubus. I should have listened to her and taken this more seriously.
“How is she?” Dane asked Maeve, but Cassie was the one who answered.
“I’m fine. Expelling that much alcohol from my body so quickly just takes its toll.”
He’d assumed Cassie was asleep, but clearly, she was not. He wanted to reach for her, to stroke her hair, and to hold her, but he didn’t. There were so many things he wanted to tell her, things he wanted to ask her, but he didn’t do that either. In truth, I’m afraid of what her answers might be.
“Were you able to expel his venom, or essence, or whatever it is, as well?” Dane asked, attempting to fill the silence with a question that might not make him confront his swirling feelings just yet.
“He didn’t get any venom into me,” Cassie said in a voice almost too low for him to hear.
“Our venom, as Cassie calls it, takes fluid contact,” Maeve clarified. “What he was using in there was purely pheromone and aura-based, not venom. It’s not too dissimilar from what Lady Lapine was projecting into the club as we left.”
“I’m not sure he was using those on me, either,” Cassie said. “I was drunk, but I knew what I was doing the whole time.”
“Shh,” Maeve soothed as she gave Dane a not now shake of her head.
Dane turned to look out the window of the black SUV Zahn had arranged for them. The heavy tinting on the windows made the night outside look even darker, but Dane was pretty certain it was somewhere just after two in the morning.
His conflicting thoughts pounded around inside his head like pinballs. On one hand, he was overjoyed Cassie didn’t think she’d been coerced into doing anything she didn’t want to, but on the other, it only stoked his jealousy to know she’d been moving that way with the man on the dance floor willingly. Why should I be jealous? She isn’t mine. Even Maeve isn’t mine. And if I have multiple lovers, why should it bother me that Cassie does, too? I don’t feel this way when I see her and Maeve together.
“Everything is fine, my love,” Maeve said again, her hand still on his leg. “We’ll work through this.”
The lights in the house were on when they arrived at Justin’s, and when they went inside, Dane’s friend was sitting in his new favorite spot at the kitchen table, surrounded by electronics. The computer screens in there are new. When did he bring those in?
Dane paused at the entrance to the living room while Maeve and Cassie continued on down the hallway to their room. Justin’s head was down as he worked on something, and he hadn’t acknowledged them coming in, so Dane decided not to disturb him. I’ll talk to him in the morning. I don’t want to explain what happened tonight, anyway. Not until the girls and I have had a chance to talk it all through.
By the time he got to their bedroom, the women were already in the bathroom with the door closed. That’s strange. Neither of them usually bothers to close the door, no matter what they’re doing in there.
Dane heard water running in the sink, then two metallic clanks, one after the other, as a pair of somethings dropped into the bowl. He knew what those had to be, and despite all that had happened, he couldn’t help feeling a little disappointed their plans for the evening had been cut short. He sat on the end of the bed and shook his head. That is so not the most important thing to be worrying about right now. What are we going to do about this incubus asshole?
“You’re all being too loud,” Sasha whined from atop Dane’s pillow on the bed, where the drake-cat lay upside-down with her legs in the air. “Lights off.”
Dane chuckled as he stood again, then stripped out of his shirt and slacks. When the bathroom door opened and his women came out, his eyes widened. He’d never seen either of them wearing anything resembling pajamas, but both wore one of his T-shirts. Maeve was taller, and the T-shirt’s length covered less of her legs, but on Cassie, it came down to about mid-thigh. And they’re both wearing panties. They never go to bed in panties.
Maeve guided Cassie gently toward the bed. Their dryad was compliant at first, but then she broke away and came over to Dane. When she reached him, she threw her arms around his neck. It was clear from the puffy redness around her eyes she’d been crying, but she didn’t say anything. She just hugged him, so he hugged her back.
“Okay,” Maeve said softly, but firmly. “Into bed.”
While Maeve tucked Cassie beneath the covers, Dane took his cue from what the girls were wearing and slipped into a pair of gym shorts and a T-shirt.
As surprising as the pajamas and panties were, it was more surprising to see Maeve in the nurturing role. Dane had become comfortable seeing his succubus in many other roles; seductive, authoritative, expeditious, caring, occasionally submissive, and even vulnerable once or twice. But motherly is new.
After getting Cassie into bed, Maeve nodded toward the door.
Out back, Dane settled into one of the Adirondack style chairs beside the firepit. Maeve lit the waiting logs, then crawled into his lap.
“Cassie’s afraid you’re mad at her because she danced with the man at the club that way,” Maeve said as she snuggled into him. “I tried to assure her everything would be fine, but she needs to hear that from you.”
“Of course,” Dane said, trying to sit forward so he could get up and go to his dryad, but Maeve put a hand on his chest.
“Not now,” she said. “Let her sleep. We need to sort your feelings out about what happened before you two have that conversation.”
Dane eased back into the chair.
“How are you feeling about everything that happened?” Maeve asked. “Are you upset with her?”
“No. I’m fine,” he replied, knowing that’s what he should say. “I mean, I’m not fine with running into the incubus, but I’m not mad at Cassie for… doing what she was doing.”
Dane’s mind flashed back to when the salt and pepper-haired man had run his fingers over Cassie’s body and penetrated her with his fingers. Remembering the look of pure ecstasy on her face made Dane’s entire body stiffen. At the time, in his heightened state of arousal, Maeve riding his cock, he’d thought he could handle it, possibly even enjoy watching it, but there in the aftermath, he wasn’t so sure.
“I know you’re conflicted,” Maeve said soothingly. “To see a lover with another isn’t something everyone enjoys or something everyone can handle.”
“If that’s what she wants. I don’t want to stop her.” Dane took a deep breath, knowing he had to ask the next question. “Is she right? Was he really not coercing her? Was she doing it because it was what she wanted and not because of his seductive powers?”
Maeve looked away toward the flames that were just beginning to really take hold of the log she’d placed in the firepit. “I don’t think she was being manipulated. At least not at first. She’d had a lot to drink, and I believe she was just caught up in the moment.”
He’d wondered after that first night they’d all slept together how a polyamorous relationship would work and if he’d be able to handle the complications that would surely come with one. After Maeve’s initial bit of jealousy, she’d embraced Cassie and their strange new arrangement, and after seeing her take care of Cassie that evening, it was clear Maeve had developed deep feelings for their dryad. Our dryad? I’m definitely thinking of them both in possessive terms. God, I can’t help it. I know I love Maeve, but I think I’m falling for Cassie too.
Despite that, his connection with Maeve was something different from what he felt for Cassie, and Dane didn’t believe for a second that he could have endured seeing Maeve out on that dance floor with another man. As if in response to his thoughts, Maeve laid her head down on his shoulder and nuzzled into his neck.
“I am yours and you are mine,” she whispered. “Never doubt that.”
A gravelly cough from the darkness behind them startled Dane, although Maeve showed no sign she’d been surprised by the unexpected noise.
“Do you have something to report, Zamora?” Maeve asked curtly.
“While you were away,” Zamora began, “the neighbor I reported about earlier watched the water nymph and the human with the enhancement charm as they frolicked in the small portable pond. The hot tub, as I’ve learned it is called.”
Maeve’s head moved so she could look over Dane’s shoulder. “Justin finally bought Lia a hot tub? How sweet of him.” She chuckled softly. “He must be trying to make up for ignoring her while he’s working on this new obsession of his.”
“Yes,” Zamora continued. “I believe you are correct.”
Dane had to smirk as well, but more because of Zamora’s use of the word frolicked. The thought of Justin and Lia being watched in the hot tub was also rather amusing, though. I’ll bet those two gave the neighbor guy something to see and remember later when he and his wife frolic.
He reflected again on how much he’d come around to the idea of exhibitionism since meeting Maeve. A few months ago, I would have been as freaked out about being seen having sex as I am now about seeing Cassie fooling around with another man. Well, maybe not quite as freaked out by that, but still my tastes seem to be shifting toward the more adventurous.
“We made unexpected contact with the incubus this evening,” Maeve said. “The driver who brought us home took precautions to keep us from being followed, but I believe the incubus will redouble his efforts to find us.”
“I understand,” Zamora replied.
“Do you have anything further to report?”
“No.” Saying nothing further, Zamora turned and disappeared back into the darkness.
Dane was a little disappointed to see her go and almost called after her. I wanted to ask what she meant when she called Justin the human with the enhancement pendant. Is that what that thing he found in the library’s basement is? And how does she know that?
“I believe we’ll need to discuss your feelings about what happened with Cassie this evening further, but there is also the more pressing matter of the incubus we need to talk about,” Maeve said, ending his thoughts of Justin’s necklace. “In the club tonight, the incubus alluded to seeing you in class today. What did he mean?”
Dane knew this conversation was coming eventually, and he wasn’t looking forward to it. “He was the substitute in one of my classes today. I didn’t recognize him when he was in the older guy form, but when he changed into his other form, I did.”
Maeve’s lips compressed, and she studied him. When she spoke again, her voice held an undertone of accusation. “Did you suspect what he was when you saw him in your class today?”
“I thought he looked and acted odd for a substitute. And I considered he might fit the description of the guy Ms. Stevens was seen with, but I wasn’t sure,” Dane admitted reluctantly.
The disappointment that passed across Maeve’s face was like a gut punch, made worse by the fact that she didn’t chastise him beyond saying she wished he’d told her. After that, she slid off his lap and stood beside the fire.
“I know I should have said something about him before,” Dane said, “But I was looking forward to tonight and didn’t want to cancel our evening out just because I saw him at school. He didn’t even talk to me. Or look at me in class. I thought there was a chance he was there for a different reason.”
“We’ve moved past speculation, my love,” Maeve said, staring into the fire. “We know what his intentions are now. And we must decide how we’ll respond.”
“How can we respond?”
“We can run, or we can fight. He’s made it clear he will not let this go until we are all under his thumb. And his kind cannot be bribed or bought off. Not in something like this.”
None of those options sounded good to Dane. “Is it even possible to fight him? How strong is he?”
“I don’t know,” Maeve replied wearily. “We took Harold unaware, but we will not have that same advantage with the incubus. We may need to find allies. Let me think on it. We can talk more in the morning. Goodnight, my love.”
Her exit felt abrupt. She’s angry with me, and she has every right to be. It was irresponsible not to tell her what I saw right away and it put us all in danger.
Left alone with the glow and crackle of the fire, Dane’s thoughts drifted back to the dance floor and the incubus’s hands on Cassie. This time in the memory, the incubus wasn’t disguised, though, and as his fingers entered her, he turned his head to smile malevolently at Dane.
Dane felt his rage building and the allover tingle he’d felt in the booth return to his skin like a full-body sunburn. He embraced it and focused on his hands, wondering if he could reproduce the beginnings of claws that he’d felt growing before the dragon-man’s magic had intervened. His hands ignited into familiar balls of fire, but then, as he poured more focus into them, the flames condensed and grew into burning claw-like extensions of his fingers.
In all the commotion, he hadn’t gotten a chance to really see what was happening on the dance floor, but he held up his hands to examine the new claws. They were each about three inches long and reminded him a great deal of Maeve’s talons. Except mine have flames all over them.
Then he noticed the skin on his forearms, from his wrists to near his elbows, had turned deep red and leathery. Holy shit. Or un-holy shit. It’s more than just claws. Am I turning into a demon? Maeve said that couldn’t happen.
Despite the all-over tingle, the fire claws and the leathery red skin on his forearms seemed to be the only changes on his body. My legs and feet look normal. No hooves. Face and stomach feel normal too. Oh, wait, what is that?
As he took stock of himself, he noticed an itch between his shoulder blades. The itch along his spine begged to be scratched, and the more he concentrated on it, the worse it became. Standing, Dane reached back with one of his new claws and scratched. It felt amazing and eased the annoying itch until he realized the entire back of his T-shirt had caught fire. With a yelp and a surge of panic, he swatted at his burning shirt over his shoulder, but his flaming claws only caught more of his shirt on fire. Luckily, although he could feel the heat from the flames, they didn’t seem to burn him. Thank God for that.
On instinct, he shoved more concentrated willpower into the itching spot between his shoulders, trying to will it away. For several seconds, nothing happened. Then, with a whoosh and the sound of tearing fabric, crackling wings of fire materialized from his back and spread out behind him. Holy hell! This is a whole different level of weird.
The wings were translucent yellow and red flames given shape, with highlights of flickering blue dancing along them. Despite being able to see through them, when he touched one, it felt solid like bone and skin. They’re not as big as Maeve’s bat wings, but they have the same basic shape.
He flexed his back muscles, trying to move the wings, but they were awkward and sluggish to respond, like appendages he’d never used. With a little concentration, the best he could do was to get them to come around the front of him and meet like a pair of oversized pinchers. This is so damn weird and so cool. Justin is going to flip when I show him these.
As what remained of his T-shirt burned away, and his gym shorts caught fire, Dane laughed a little manically. I have claws and fucking flame wings. I don’t care how late it is. I’ve got to show these to Maeve, and ask her again if it’s possible I’m turning into a demon.
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Angry Vampire

Victoria Stevens


Victoria woke to Vance’s booming voice somewhere downstairs. She looked over to the window, then squinted at the daylight already streaming between her curtains. Her stomach gurgled, and she thought she might be sick before forcing it back down. Her sheets were a tangled mess around her naked body, and her foggy, wine-addled memories of the night before were slow to coalesce.  Shit, I don’t even remember going to bed.
She recalled drinking a lot after she’d snuck into the master bedroom and found the caged homeowner. Then Lorenzo came home with Gwen. He was pissed and yelling about something that happened while they were out. Then he threw Gwen out and came upstairs.
The rest of what happened came rushing back, or at least most of it did. There were certainly blank spots. A shiver rippled through her as she remembered coming over and over, watching Lorenzo and the homeowner. I loved it and hated that I loved it all at the same time.
Looking over to the door, she saw her dildo, still crusty with dried cum, lying discarded on the carpet where she’d left it when she staggered to bed. Reaching down between her legs, she felt the tenderness there. Fuck. I don’t think I’ve ever cum that many times in a row.
She shivered again, remembering Lorenzo saying Harold’s stink was wearing off of her and that soon she’d be ready for his attention as well. Consciously, her brain screamed that she didn’t want his attention, but she couldn’t deny the flutter and the moisture already building in her battered quim.
“Lorenzo!” Vance bellowed again, yanking Victoria away from her memories.
The bedroom door down the hall opened, and Lorenzo’s heavy footsteps marched down the hallway to the stairs. Victoria crawled from her bed and slipped on a thin nightgown. Holding her breath and wishing she could slow her heart, she strained to hear better.
“Really Vance, why so early and why so loud?” she heard Lorenzo say as he went down the stairs. “I have to say I’m surprised you’re not tucked safely away in your little box at this time of day.”
Victoria hadn’t thought of it until Lorenzo mentioned it, but it was strange for Vance to be out during the day. This must be incredibly important for him to have come here now. And he sounds pissed, so it can’t be anything good.
Her curiosity was too much to resist, and as soon as she was certain Lorenzo was downstairs, Victoria crept from her room and out into the hallway.
“Where is she?” Vance growled.
“Where is who?” Lorenzo asked nonchalantly.
Victoria’s heart lept, hoping Vance meant her, but then he spoke again.
“You know who. Gwen. Her and Steven are both missing.”
Lorenzo chuckled. “I’m quite sure I don’t know where your vampires are.”
The incubus didn’t sound as though he was worried at all that Vance was upset with him, but what surprised her was how forceful and accusatory Vance was with Lorenzo. He’s always been respectful and deferential until now.
Victoria found herself wondering if she’d miscalculated just how powerful Vance was in relation to the incubus. If he’s not worried about offending Lorenzo, maybe they’re closer in power than I thought. Can vampires be as powerful as demons? Harold always dismissed vampires as insignificant, the lowest of the low. Was he wrong?
“But she was with you last night?” Vance pressed.
Lorenzo made a noncommittal sound.
“What did you have her do, Lorenzo? Why is Lady Lapine’s man Zahn calling me, accusing two of my coven of attacking and interrogating one of his drivers early this morning?”
“I don’t know. You’d have to ask her,” Lorenzo answered smoothly, then their voices moved away toward the kitchen, and Victoria could no longer hear them.
She tiptoed out to the balcony of the second-floor landing, which overlooked the foyer. She wasn’t about to repeat her mistake from the night before and go downstairs, though. All of that broken mirror is still scattered all over the floor down there.
Tidbits of the heated conversation happening in the kitchen filtered up to her, but nothing substantial. After a few minutes, she heard the sliding back door open, then bang shut. One or both of them went outside.
Several more seconds passed, then Vance came back into view, striding toward the front door. How does he move so silently? He obviously isn’t stepping like he’s trying to avoid the broken glass, but I haven’t heard a single piece of it break beneath his feet.
Just as he was about to reach for the door handle, Vance turned sharply and looked up to the balcony. Victoria froze, but she was in plain sight, and there was nowhere for her to hide. Standing there in nothing but her thin nighty, she felt very exposed and as good as naked. Hating that vulnerable feeling, she straightened her back and returned the vampire’s dark-eyed glare with as much confidence as she could.
Immediately, his face shifted from irate to amused. “Aren’t you a sight?” he said as he inhaled deeply. “And you smell exquisite. What were you up to last night, I wonder?”
His long, graceful steps looked un-rushed, but before she knew what was happening, he was up the stairs and standing beside her.
“You know what they say about curiosity, don’t you, my dear?” Vance leaned in and inhaled deeply again. “This is the second time I’ve caught you snooping.”
“I wasn’t snooping,” she protested unsteadily. It frustrated her how easily her body responded to him, and she wanted to push him away, or slap him, but instead, her fingers reached out to stroke the lapel of his immaculately tailored charcoal gray suit.
Vance smiled and placed a hand on her silk-covered side, just beneath her breast. Her breath caught, and again, she wanted to pull away, but her body leaned into him.
“And what do you know about my wayward vampires?” Vance asked softly as his hand drifted downward over the smooth fabric of her nighty, across her belly, and between her legs.
“Gwen was here last night. After she and Lorenzo went out somewhere,” Victoria said breathlessly. “I didn’t see Steven. But I heard them mention his name after they got back.” While she spoke, Vance’s fingers reached the hem of her nighty, crept under it, and stroked her bare thigh. When she stopped talking, his fingers stopped as well.
“Lorenzo wanted Gwen to ask the other vampires in your coven to help look for Dane and his succubus,” she started again, and his fingers followed suit. “Lorenzo and Gwen apparently ran into him last night somewhere. I think Steven called Gwen and told her where Dane would be.” Victoria’s words came out in a halting rush as Vance’s fingers glided up her inner thigh and slipped over her moist folds. Sensations warred within her. Her pussy was sore and sensitive beyond belief, but she wanted him to continue touching her down there, despite the slight discomfort. So, she eased her legs apart to grant him better access, but he had stopped again.
“I don’t know anymore, damn you,” she moaned.
Vance chuckled, swirled the tip of one finger over her swollen pearl, then withdrew his hand from beneath her nighty. “A pity. This was fun.”
“Fuck you,” Victoria hissed, and this time she was able to muster the self-control to push him away.
His light chuckle became a laugh. “One day, perhaps. But not today, my dear.”
Then, with the same inhuman speed and grace he’d come up the stairs with, he was down them and out the door.
Victoria wanted to scream with frustration and curse the blasted vampire’s name, but she didn’t dare do anything that might draw Lorenzo’s attention, even if she was certain he was out on the back patio.
Stomping back to her room, she closed her door, plucked the well-used dildo from the floor, and hurried to the bathroom to get the shower running. Fuck them all. They all think they can toy with me and use me as they like. Well, they can’t.







  
  Chapter 21
[image: image-placeholder]









No Help at All

Dane Staley


Dane wished he could have talked with Cassie about what had happened at the club the night before, but she was still asleep when he and Maeve left for the imp’s shop the next day. They’d all slept late, well into the afternoon, but Cassie hadn’t even budged from her curled-up position on the left side of the bed when he and Maeve got up, showered, and left. 
His flaming claws and wings had impressed Maeve, but she still didn’t think he was becoming a demon or even part demon. Although she didn’t have a good explanation for what was happening. Her best guess was that, like their tangled kanji and her taking on some of his more human emotions and traits, he was taking on some of hers as well. She said she’d never heard of that happening before, but she’d ask her mentor about it when she got a chance. She keeps saying I’m not becoming part demon, but it sure seems like that to me. That should probably freak me out, but it doesn’t for some reason.
Going to the imp for help had been Maeve’s idea. She thought he might have some suggestions for who in the city could or would aid them in their troubles with the incubus. She also thought he might be able to arm them better. Dane had suggested going to Gretta, but Maeve had been reluctant to involve the witch.
It turned out the imp was no help at all, though. In fact, the rude little runt tried to strong-arm them into paying their existing debts to him on the spot. He said their situation with the incubus made them a significantly worse investment and a flight risk. Maeve attempted to reason with the ugly little shit and convince him that by helping them he could ensure his investment’s future, but he refused to see reason, and they left his shop empty-handed. Now I know how much we actually owe him, though, and it’s way more than I thought. I don’t know how we’re ever going to repay that. If we make it through this thing with the incubus, I’m going to seriously need to figure something else out to earn money.
“Lorenzo obviously frightens him more than I do. I may have to do something about that,” Maeve said bitterly as they left the imp’s shop. “Alright, let’s go see the witch. I don’t like it, but maybe she’s got something that can help us.”
Dimitri squawked from his shelf as they entered Gretta Green’s shop half an hour later.
“Oh, little lamb. You brought your hussy with you this time. How nice,” Gretta said dryly when she saw them. “Lucky for you, Pumpkin is busy at home baking right now. I’ll not have her upsetting him again. I’ve just gotten the poor boy to where he’s comfortable running out to the grocery store on his own again.”
Dane felt a twinge of anger flow through the bond he shared with Maeve, but her face remained placid.
“Ah yeah, I’m glad to hear Luke is doing better,” Dane replied. “So, we have this other problem we’re hoping you might be able to help us with.”
“Nope,” Gretta replied quickly. “Couples counseling is too much trouble. I’m not getting sucked into doing anything like that ever again.”
Dimitri’s dry, squawking laugh drew an annoyed glance from the witch.
“We don’t need couples’ counseling,” Dane replied.
“Not counseling? What then? Are you having trouble satisfying her between the sheets? I’d have thought you’d realize how hard it can be to satisfy a succubus. But I actually have something that can help with that. One of my best sellers.” The witch’s eyebrows rose suggestively. “You just wait right here.”
“He does very well satisfying me between the sheets,” Maeve said, the tightness of restrained irritation evident in her voice. “We’re here about a problem we’re having with an incubus.”
Gretta looked from Dane to Maeve and then back again. “Is she serious? Oh, you poor naïve boy. What’s he, an old boyfriend of hers? If you ask me, you should let him have her. Good riddance, I say. Move on and find yourself a nice, normal girl to settle down with. Forget all this warlock nonsense.” The witch’s eyes went dreamy for a moment. “I was in love with a warlock once, but in the end, he and his pets were nothing but trouble.”
“He’s not an old boyfriend of hers,” Dane said, feeling his own irritation with the witch rising. “As far as we can tell, he’s new in town, but he’s apparently angry about us killing the other demon. The one named Harold. They must have been friends.”
“Well, killing anyone’s friends can make them quite cross,” Gretta replied thoughtfully. “Although incubi tend to be quite self-absorbed and a little lazy. If you steer clear of him and don’t stoke his ire further, he may forget about the whole thing and move on eventually.”
“I don’t think that’s going to work with this one. He seems very determined, and he’s already found us once somehow. Last night, it was in public, and he was interrupted, but he made it clear he’d find us and come for us again.”
“Well, as I always say, if you can’t avoid a problem, run away from it,” Gretta replied. “Why don’t you take your hussy and leave? There have to be hundreds of universities you could go study at.”
“My whole life is here.”
“Well, that’s quite a sour pickle then, isn’t it?” Gretta tapped her chin. “I still like the run-away option, though. If nothing else, it would keep whatever shit sandwich you’ve taken a bite of away from me. I don’t need an irritated incubus knocking on my door.”
Dane sighed heavily. “Yeah, that was about the response we got from the imp, too.”
“The imp? You went to the imp for help first?” Gretta looked almost hurt.
“What does it matter who we went to first?” Dane asked indignantly. “Neither one of you can help or will help.”
“Oh, calm down. I didn’t say I couldn’t help or that I wouldn’t.” Gretta’s gnarled old-woman visage smiled, showing two rows of uneven, yellowed teeth. “I’m just deciding what it’s going to cost you.”
“Come on, my love, I told you it was a bad idea to come here,” Maeve said, and Dane could tell she was just barely keeping her anger in check.
“Oh, did you hear that, Dimitri? She says my love.” Gretta cackled, and Dimitri squawked. “Our little lamb has found a viper who says she loves him.”
The pair cackled again, and Dane felt his face getting hot, along with Maeve’s hand tightening around his.
“Tell you what,” Gretta continued. “I like you for some reason, so I’ve decided I’m going to help you.”
Maeve snorted, drawing a glare from the witch.
“I know a spell that I can infuse into a potion for you that will insulate you from the worst of the incubus’s influence. At least from a distance, for a short time, and as long as he doesn’t get his essence into you, and as long as he isn’t too powerful. If he’s sufficiently powerful and you go up against him, my spell in potion form will be of no help at all, and you’ll probably be ensnared by him anyway.”
The more she talked, the less encouraged Dane felt about the help she was offering. This potion she’s talking about sounds like it has a lot of weaknesses and caveats. But I guess any help would be worth having, and if she can negate even a portion of his powers, that might give us a chance.
“And trust me,” she continued, “you do not want to be ensnared. Becoming a demon’s plaything isn’t pleasant.” Gretta smirked, then looked from Dane to Maeve. “Although you seem to be hanging in there as this one’s plaything, so maybe you’d enjoy it. You never can tell what floats some people’s boats, I suppose.”
Dane rubbed his forehead. “Okay, I suppose a potion like that could be helpful if we have to face him. What would three of those cost?”
“Three? Oh no, no, I only have the ingredients for one. They’re all very rare.”
“Of course, they are.” Dane sighed. “So, what’s one of these things going to cost me?”
Gretta scratched her chin dramatically. “What do you think, Dimitri? We still need that companion for you. His last attempt left much to be desired, but how about we make our warlock friend a potion in exchange for another go at summoning you a companion?”
Dimitri cawed enthusiastically.
“We are not agreeing to that,” Maeve said flatly. “Every summoning has a cost for Dane, and after the last debacle with the drake-cat, you cannot expect him to do that again.”
“It was a debacle,” Gretta confirmed with a nod. “But I believe he could do better this time.”
“How was what happened last time my fault?” Dane asked incredulously. “I did what you told me to do.”
“Well, you must have done it wrong. My preparations were perfect, yet what came through was anything but. That nasty little drake ruined everything.”
“The drake-cat didn’t ruin anything. And her name is Sasha. She’s actually pretty sweet. Demanding, egocentric, and gluttonous, for sure, but also pretty sweet.”
“Oh, wonderful,” Gretta deadpanned. “You named it.”
“We didn’t name it,” Dane replied testily. “That’s what she said her name is. And our friend Cassie has become quite close with her already. Cassie’s a dryad, and it turns out Sasha is a vegetarian. So, they’ve bonded over Cassie’s garden. And I’m pretty sure the vegetarian thing is why it went so badly here. You kept trying to feed her meat.”
“You say you have a friend who’s a dryad?”
Gretta’s entire demeanor perked up, and Dane couldn’t help but feel as though he’d just revealed something he shouldn’t have.
“As it happens, I have a few very finicky seeds that won’t cooperate,” Gretta said. “A dryad’s help is just what I need. If your dryad was willing to help me, it might cover at least part of the cost of your potion.”
“She isn’t my dryad,” Dane said. “Helping you would be up to her.”
“Of course. Well, why don’t you run along and talk to your dryad friend and see if she’s willing to help me help you? Friends helping friends. Call it a three-way.”
“I’ll talk to her,” Dane replied.
“Well, once you have, come on back, and we’ll see about getting that potion all made up for you.”
By the time they left Gretta’s shop, it was almost dark. It wasn’t the complete rejection the imp had given them, but in truth, what she was offering didn’t feel much better. Her potion sounds like it could be helpful, but it’s not the silver bullet I was hoping for. Is there even such a thing as a silver bullet for an incubus or a demon?
He didn’t know, but he supposed the daggers he’d taken from the warlock’s lair were probably about as close as he could expect to get. They still hadn’t found suitable sheaths for the daggers, but he’d brought them with them in his bookbag, anyway.
“It will be okay, my love,” Maeve said, obviously picking up on his sour mood.
“Do you think that Lady Lapine woman or her guy Zahn would help us?”
“She might hide us from the incubus for a while, but I don’t believe she’d get any more involved than that.”
“What about that Orc who owns that gentlemen’s club?”
Maeve chuckled bitterly. “We won’t find anyone overly eager to help us. Most supernaturals don’t want to draw undue attention to themselves on someone else’s behalf or get mixed up in other’s affairs. I’m afraid we’re on our own with this.”
Dane sighed and ran his fingers through his hair. “Maybe we do need to think about going away for a while then, like you suggested before. Gretta sure seems to think that’s our best option as well. I believe she’ll help us if she can, but only because she thinks there might be something in it for her.”
“Are you sure you want to reconsider doing that?”
“No. Like I told you before, my entire life is here. Well, except for my parents and their farm, but there’s no way we can go there right now. Not if there’s even a slight chance the incubus would follow us.”
Maeve nodded solemnly.
“If we go, I’ll have to put everything I’m working toward here on hold. That’s if the university will even let me leave for a while without revoking my admission and scholarship. But if that’s what we have to do, then I guess…” He let his words trail off.
He was considering what leaving would mean for him and for Maeve, but he also needed to consider what it would mean for Cassie and the rest of his friends. Justin and Lia will probably be fine. I doubt the incubus knows anything about their connection with me and Maeve. But Cassie… he definitely knows about our connection to her.
As difficult as the thought of leaving school was, the thought of leaving Cassie behind was like having a part of his chest ripped out. Leaving her isn’t an option. She wouldn’t be safe. Whatever we do, we do it together.
Maeve pressed in tight against him on the truck’s bench seat. “We’ll figure this out, my love.”
“We need to get back to the house. I need to talk with Cassie.” He’d intended to talk with her about what had happened in the club the night before as soon as they got back anyway, but right then, that conversation seemed far less important and was about the furthest thing from his mind. Right now, figuring out what we’re all going to do about the incubus is way more important. We can figure out the rest once we’re all safe.
As they pulled into the driveway at Justin’s, Dane noticed his friend’s sports car was gone. I wonder if he and Lia were going out tonight. It is Saturday, after all, but I’m not sure Justin has left the house in the last week. Good for Lia if she got him to take her out for the evening.
Then his high beams passed over Zamora crouched beside the driveway and Dane’s gut immediately told him something was wrong.
“What’s she doing out here in the open?” he asked, more to himself than to Maeve.
Maeve responded with a shake of her head, though, and all but flung herself out of the truck’s passenger door before they’d even come to a complete stop. Once he hastily parked, got out, and ran around to where Maeve crouched next to the gargoyle, he could see Zamora was in terrible shape. Damn, there are scratches all over her and even a few chunks missing. No blood, though. I guess gargoyles don’t bleed.
“At least two of them. Maybe more,” Zamora said in her gravelly voice to Maeve as he skidded to a stop next to them.
“Do you know who they were or where they were taking her?” Maeve asked.
“They were covered head to toe, but they all smelled like vampires,” Zamora replied. “I tried to stop them, but it was dusk, and I was still sluggish.”
Dane felt the blood draining from his face and cold panic coursing through him. “Took who?” he asked with a tremble in his voice.
“Cassie,” Maeve replied, confirming his worst fear.
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Gwen's Gift

Victoria Stevens


Victoria was in the mansion’s kitchen Saturday evening when she heard the front door open and what sounded like a herd of elephants enter the foyer.  Lorenzo is upstairs and, thankfully has been all day, so who the fuck is that?
For a moment, she hoped it might be Vance, but she quickly shoved that thought down. He’d never make that much noise.
She got her answer soon enough when Gwen came through the short hallway from the foyer to the main living space, dressed from head to toe in a ridiculous hodgepodge of dark clothing. She’s dressed like a thrift store burglar. And it looks like she’s been in a scuffle.
“Where’s Lorenzo?” Gwen barked, her normally smug tone tinged with desperation.
The vampire Steven, also dressed in all black, followed Gwen carrying a human-sized mound over his shoulder. His bundle looked female and appeared to be wearing cutoff jeans or possibly cutoff overalls and little else. From Victoria’s limited view, she thought she could see at least two more black-clad figures hovering behind Steven in the foyer.
“Where is Lorenzo?” Gwen demanded.
“Around,” Victoria answered noncommittally.
“Where the fuck is he?!”
“I’m here, pet,” Lorenzo’s silky, firm voice called from the stairs in the foyer. “What’s with all the racket? I see you’ve brought friends with you. I hope you’re all here and not out there because you have news for me.”
Since the incident the other evening where Lorenzo had insisted Victoria watch him and the homeowner, and since his promise that her turn in his bed would soon be coming, Victoria had done her best to make herself scarce whenever the incubus was out of his room and on the prowl. So far, avoiding him had worked. When she heard him coming, she took her glass of wine and shrank back to an out-of-the-way spot where she could still see and hear what was happening but wouldn’t be in the middle of it. I want to know what’s going on, but I do not want to draw Lorenzo’s attention.
Steven stepped aside so Lorenzo could enter the large kitchen area. The vampire’s lip twitched up into a snarl for just an instant as the incubus passed, but only at Lorenzo’s back. Victoria caught it, though, and it confirmed for her that Steven wasn’t as smitten with the incubus as Gwen was. The poor fool is probably smitten with Gwen and doing all this for her. I wonder why the other vampires agreed to come, though. How did she convince so many of them to help her?
“We found where they’ve been staying,” Gwen announced triumphantly, although Victoria still heard the underlying hint of desperation in her voice. “The warlock and the succubus weren’t there, but the dryad was, along with a gargoyle and an ugly fucking cat.”
“Gargoyle?” Lorenzo asked with a raised eyebrow. “How interesting.” He went over to the limp body slung over Steven’s shoulder and lifted the woman’s head up by her hair. “I hope you didn’t hurt this one too badly. Last night, when we danced together, she felt as though she could be fun. And from the smell of her, I believe she’s still unsullied. I’ve never deflowered a dryad,” he mused. “They’re so protective of such things. I believe I’ll enjoy breaking this one in, though.”
“We didn’t hurt her,” Steven replied. “We took her unaware and tranquilized her. But after that, it all went to shit. Her cat, some kind of nasty demon hybrid thing, nearly took my face off, and then that gargoyle bitch came at us from nowhere.”
Gwen glared at her vampire companion as if to tell him to shut his mouth and spoke up herself. “It was just dusk when we got there, and the gargoyle was still slowed by daylight. We thought it best to leave with this one before the gargoyle regained her strength.”
“With this many of you, you were worried about one gargoyle? Not brave. But bringing her back to me was wise,” Lorenzo commented as he released the unconscious dryad’s head, then lifted one of her hands to his face. He caressed his own cheek with her limp fingers, then ran them across his plump lips. “We were interrupted before, but soon we’ll finish what we started, I promise,” he whispered. “You’ll love it. I know you will.”
Gwen’s face looked pained, but whether from Lorenzo’s rebuke of them fleeing before the gargoyle recovered its powers or from seeing him giving the dryad the attention she desperately wanted, Victoria couldn’t say.
Lorenzo kissed the dryad’s hand lightly, then pulled the smartwatch she wore from her wrist. “Take her up to my room and restrain her. I think I’ll see if I can use this fancy little thing of hers to bring my warlock problem and his succubus here to me.”
Steven’s face clouded briefly at the order, but he turned and tromped off back toward the foyer without remark.
Lorenzo beckoned Victoria over, and she cursed herself for not staying out of his line of sight better. When she got to him, he tossed the dryad’s watch to her.
“See what you can do with that?” Lorenzo ordered. “Send the warlock a text. The address here and an invitation. I’d like to bring this to a head and finish it. I’m tiring of the chase, and I’m looking forward to getting all my new toys here where I can play with them at my leisure.”
Victoria examined the watch. Luckily, she was acquainted enough with its type to see that it had a connection to the net and was unlocked. Now let’s see if I can find the warlock’s contact in here. Or the succubus. Oh, look, they’re already bundled together in an existing thread. How convenient.
“Lorenzo,” Gwen said as she went to the incubus and draped herself over him. He did not reciprocate the affection, but he didn’t push her away. “Vance will come for us,” she continued, desperation that had tinged her voice earlier coming to the forefront. Her voice lowered, “I know he’s angry, and I had to lie to the others to get them to follow me. When they find out the orders didn’t come from him, they’ll turn on me. I did all this for you. You have to protect me.”
Victoria split her attention between listening to the simpering vampire and typing out a brief text on the watch.
“Fear not, my pet,” Lorenzo replied. “Your coven master will fall in line and heel, by force, if necessary, just like the rest of you, along with the warlock and his succubus.”
Victoria felt an unexpected surge of anger and fear at Lorenzo’s words. Why am I worried about what he’s going to do to Vance and these other vampires? I need to be worried about what he’s going to do with me after he’s eliminated Dane and his demon.
Lorenzo’s words from the night she’d watched him ravish the mansion’s owner echoed in her ears again. Harold’s stink is fading from you, and soon you’ll be worthy of my attention, too. The idea of submitting to him the way the homeowner did was like acid in her belly. I’d sooner die than willingly be his or anyone else’s pet.
She knew she might not have a choice, though. The only thing keeping me from being a simpering idiot like Gwen or the homeowner is that he hasn’t bothered to get his essence into me. Once that happens, I’ll be as helpless with him as I was with Harold.
Beyond all that, it was also becoming clearer all the time that Lorenzo had no intention of granting her any kind of power of her own. I’m not sure anymore if he could do it, even if he wanted to. I took Harold’s word for everything, which was clearly a mistake.
Despair gripped her as the truth of her situation sunk in. I’m never going to get the power I’m owed, and eventually, Lorenzo is going to get around to doing exactly what he wants with me.
Not for the first time, she considered making a break for it. I could slip out of the house during all this commotion and be gone before any of them realized it. Harold made it clear that if I ever did that, though, he had ways of tracking me down and that when he caught me, he would punish me severely. I have no reason to doubt Lorenzo would do the same.
She wished Vance was there, even though she didn’t think he could do anything to change her situation or alter what was coming. I still don’t think he’s powerful enough to match Lorenzo.
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To the Rescue

Dane Staley


Zamora was clearly hurt, but she wasn’t bleeding from any of her visible scratches or wounds.  How do you even treat wounds on stone? Will they heal over time on their own, or do they need to be repaired with something?
Dane had a lot of questions, but right then, none of them seemed nearly as important as where Cassie had been taken. The who of who’d taken her seemed obvious, though. Or at least who was behind it.
He noticed Cassie’s cell phone on the ground a few feet away, smashed and broken. Damn. We won’t be getting her location from it, then. How else are we going to track her?
His own phone buzzed in his pocket, as did Maeve’s. They both reached for them at the same time, but Maeve was faster to get hers out and read the waiting text.
“It’s from Cassie,” she said.
Dane saw she was right, and that the text was simply an address, followed by the words. “Comenow.” He looked back down at the phone on the ground.
“It’s from her smart watch,” Maeve added.
He wanted to smack himself for not thinking of it immediately. Of course, Cassie’s watch could also send texts to them.
“That address is in Sunset Hills,” he said after plugging it into his map app. “Those are really nice houses up there. Most of them overlook the city.”
“Her watch’s location matches that address, as well,” Maeve agreed.
“If it’s the incubus sending this or allowing Cassie to, it’s obviously meant as a trap. I’m sure she would have worded the message differently if it was her secretly calling for help.”
Dane grit his teeth and ran his fingers through his hair. The tingle he’d first felt that night at the club began to tickle beneath his skin again. We’re not ready to face the incubus. We may never be ready to face him. By all estimates, he’s more powerful than Harold was, and we won’t be taking him by surprise the way we did the toad.
He didn’t like what that all added up to, but there was no way he was leaving Cassie to her fate with the incubus. “I have to go after her.”
Maeve nodded. “We have to go after her,” she replied, adding extra emphasis to the word we. “But we need to be smart about it.”
“I’m coming with you,” Zamora said, standing with some difficulty.
As the distant glow of the sun continued to sink further behind the horizon, Zamora seemed to grow stronger by the second, but she still looked as though she were in rough shape and not up for another battle any time soon.
“No, you should stay here,” Dane said to Zamora. “You’re hurt, and we need someone to keep watch here. In case the vampires return or our friends come home.”
He knew better than to try to dissuade Maeve from coming with him, even though that was what he desperately wanted to do. I don’t want her or Cassie in danger, but I really don’t want them both in danger at the same time.
Sasha came limping around the corner of the house. Their drake-cat had a swollen eye, a leg she obviously didn’t want to put much pressure on, and dark blood spattered across her claws and muzzle. “Nasty undead,” she grumbled. “Not tasty at all.”
Dane went to the drake-cat and picked her up. “Are you okay?”
“No,” she moaned, her strange meowing voice sounding even more pitiful now that she knew someone was listening to her. “Those undead were worse than the nasty witch’s bird.”
Gretta. Dane thought. The cat’s mention of her reminded him of the potion she’d said she could make. He didn’t like the idea of taking the time to drive all the way back over to her shop, but he needed every advantage he could get if he was going up against the incubus.
Shifting the grumpy Sasha over to one arm, he pulled his phone back out. It occurred to him he’d never actually called the witch on the phone, though. She has to have a phone, right?
A quick search found a number listed for her shop.
“What?” answered a cranky voice Dane recognized right away as Gretta’s. Then a moment later, a very exuberant male voice he also recognized said, “Hello,” into a different receiver.
“I’ve got it, Pumpkin,” Gretta said.
“Oh, okay, but who is it?” Luke asked.
“I don’t know yet. Go ahead and hang up and let Mommy handle—”
“Gretta!” Dane shouted into the phone, having no time or patience to wait for the two on the other end to get things straightened out. And I also don’t want to hear Gretta refer to herself as mommy ever again. “I need that potion you said you could make me right away.”
“Oh, do you?” Gretta asked smugly. “You’ve talked to your dryad friend, then?”
“No. She’s been taken by the incubus. I have to get her back, but I need that potion.”
“That wasn’t our deal, little lamb.”
“Gretta, I don’t have time for this shit! She’s been taken to some place up in Sunset Hills. If the incubus does whatever he’s planning to do with her. You’ll never get anything from her.” Dane felt the overwhelming, all-over tingle beneath his skin growing in intensity along with his anxiety. “I need that potion and when this is over, I’ll do anything you want.” He saw Maeve look up sharply at his words, but he didn’t care.
“Anything?” Gretta asked, greedy interest saturating her voice. “Well…”
“Gretty and I will help you. You’re our friend,” Luke said from his end of the three-way conversation. Considering their history, Dane didn’t know what made Luke consider him a friend worth coming to the rescue of, but he wasn’t about to argue the point when the guy was on his side.
“Pumpkin,” Gretta said in an overly sweet tone. “Mommy’s talking—”
“We’ll help him, Gretty,” Luke repeated with more force.
“Oh, fine,” the witch replied irritably. “I’ll see what I can do, but the potion we talked about takes days to brew, and I haven’t even started. How much time do you have before you set out on your little rescue mission?”
“None,” Dane replied, feeling his hope for even a smidgen of help from Gretta vanish. He let his arm, along with the phone, drop to his side. I certainly don’t have days, which means there’s no potion and not even that little bit of help coming. It’s just us. And we’re out of time.
Despair tried to settle into his chest, but rage beat it back, remolding it into resolve.
Dane set Sasha down. “You stay here with Zamora. If we don’t come back, she’ll take care of you.”
“No, I won’t,” Zamora replied. “I don’t like pets and besides that, I’m coming with you.”
“Sasha’s not a pet,” the drake-cat meowed indignantly. “Me coming too.”
“No,” Dane protested, but Zamora was already heading to the back of the pickup truck and Sasha was attempting to get herself through the passenger door that Maeve had left open.
Dane looked to Maeve for help, but his succubus just shrugged, helped the drake-cat into the truck, then climbed in behind her. So much for me being the master. They only listen to me when they want to. And certainly not when it matters. Like when I’m trying to save their damn lives.
As he sullenly climbed into the driver’s seat, he heard and felt the shake of Zamora crawling over the tailgate into the bed of the truck. Slamming the column-shift into reverse, he backed them into the street, then mashed the gas and rocketed forward toward Sunset Hills.
Ashbury wasn’t that big, but it still took them the better part of thirty minutes to get across town and up into the hillside neighborhood. He’d broken at least a dozen traffic laws, and it was only by some divine miracle they didn’t have a single police car chasing them as they raced toward the address they’d been given. Or maybe a line of police cars would be helpful. At this point, I’d be happy to try to explain the supernatural world to a bunch of normies if it meant getting Cassie back safe.
“Up there,” Maeve said, looking down at her phone, then back up to the dark street lined with magnificent homes on enormous lots. “The one with the minivan and the sedan out front.”
Dane almost didn’t hear her in time, but he jerked the wheel and pulled into the driveway she was pointing to at the last second. The drive was lined with ridiculous life-sized statues of what looked like Greek gods, and he nearly knocked one holding an ornamental metal trident from its pedestal with the truck’s bumper.
The marble statues made him wonder, though. Are the Greek and Roman gods we learned about in school real? What about other cultures’ gods?
It all would have been fascinating if he’d had time to consider it further, but he didn’t.
Two people wearing mostly black stood beneath the covered portico outside. When they saw Dane’s borrowed work truck slide into the driveway, one opened the front door and went inside while the other came down the steps onto the circular driveway.
Dane flung the driver’s door open and started to get out, but Maeve stopped him with a hand. “Take the daggers with you,” she said, shoving the bag that held them across the bench seat. “I’ll take care of this one.”
As she exited the truck, her body shifted into her demon form. He’d seen her true succubus form many times and loved it, but he hadn’t seen her in the accompanying black leather, metal-studded, dominatrix outfit often. I don’t think I’ve seen her in that since that first night in the library. I’m definitely going to have to ask her to start wearing it for me. If we make it out of here alive and unenslaved, that is.
With trepidation, he watched Maeve face off with the man who’d come down from the porch, a long, braided bullwhip in her hand. The whip is new.
Taking a moment to pull the daggers from the bag, he settled one into each palm, then stepped out onto the driveway and slammed the door, trapping a very unhappy Sasha in the truck. The cool evening air felt good across his inflamed, tingling skin, but his hearing had gone all tinny and distant. That didn’t happen the last time I felt like this.
The vampire opposite Maeve was inhumanly fast, which made sense, but so was she. Her whip snapped out, catching the vampire across the face, keeping him at a distance. He bellowed, his fangs and claws glinting in the driveway’s landscape-lighting as he lunged at her, trying to get inside her whip’s range.
Another crack of the whip kept him at bay, but only for an instant. He got inside her defense, and they clashed hand-to-hand. Her intense, burning ember eyes reflected off his sickly pale face, adding another dimension to the already odd Halloween tableau unfolding in the mansion’s front yard.
The vampire swiped at her again, raking his talons across her face. She screamed, and Dane lurched forward, but then Maeve unleashed a gout of fire from her mouth, engulfing the vampire’s face and head. The undead man’s war cry broke into a shrill shriek, and he tried to disengage her to escape the flames, but she held him tight.
“Vampires,” Zamora hissed as she limped past Dane toward the trident bearing statue that he’d almost taken out with the truck. “We’re definitely in the right place.”
Without breaking stride, the gargoyle woman brought her fist down on the arm of the sculpture Dane had almost hit with the truck. Its marble proved no match for her granite, and the thing shattered. As she passed it, she took its decorative trident and spun the thing like a Robin-Hood and the Merry Men’s staff.
Four more figures boiled out the front door, followed by a fifth, which Dane knew immediately wasn’t just another vampire. Seeing the long-haired incubus’s smug face and cruel smile again, even across the yard, stoked every bit of rage and fear in Dane. He tried not to let himself wonder what had already happened to Cassie, but the worst-case scenarios played through his imagination anyway, and the torrent of primal power beneath his skin would not be contained any longer.
Dane’s vision blurred for an instant, then sharpened into a crystal-clear brightness captured in shades of red. From his back, he felt the ethereal wings he hadn’t had time to acquaint himself with yet explode open and outward, casting the yard in bright firelight and setting his clothing ablaze. With the daggers still in hand, his arms, from finger to elbow, erupted into flames as well. The ancient leather grip wrappings of the weapons cracked and crumbled away to ash, leaving the sickly black metal instruments with their swirling patterns bare in his hands. His new flame claws were present as well, but he willed them to remain small. The daggers are what I need tonight against the incubus, not my claws.
He felt the heat of the flames as they danced across his skin, but they weren’t painful, and they didn’t burn him. Lorenzo noticed them too, as did his vampire minion. Apparently, vampires aren’t fans of flames. That’s good to know.
“Splendid,” Lorenzo bellowed from the steps above the driveway. “I feared you might not come or that you might go down too easily if you did show. It makes it so much more fun when my pets have to be broken.”
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Making an Entrance

Dane Staley


Dane was still some distance from the house where the incubus stood, and as he looked around at the fighting, he saw Maeve had dropped the vampire with the incinerated face, while Zamora had skewered one of the oncoming ones with her borrowed trident. The skewered vampire still thrashed despite the length of metal in his guts, so he wasn’t dead from it.  Or I guess he’s technically already dead, so would it be more correct to say he’s not dead again? He’s not dead permanently? I’m not sure what the right way to say it is, but I guess it doesn’t really matter.
Unfortunately, the rest of the vampires who’d come out of the house weren’t content to line up and attack in a polite, orderly manner, one after the other, the way bad guys did in movies. They mobbed Dane and the women in the driveway, all except an imperious female vampire who stayed close to the incubus’s side, looking almost as smug as him. I wonder what her deal is. Is she the vampire boss or queen?
Lorenzo the incubus smiled down from the mansion’s front steps with his arms spread wide. Then Lorenzo’s body began to change. The sculpted romance cover-model appearance, with a strong jaw and flowing hair, twisted into something still recognizable as the man he’d just been, but also something unmistakably demon. His clothing split and fell from him as his body expanded, growing noticeably in height and muscular definition. He’s got to be nearly seven feet tall now. This is not good.
Like Maeve, in his demon form, the incubus had horns, wide bat-like wings, fur-covered hooves, and a tail. Unlike Maeve, the incubus’s horns were curved around themselves like a ram’s and entirely black. His tail didn’t appear to end in a dexterous spade-tip of flesh like hers either but was tipped with something more akin to a spiked mace. The tail lashed about behind him with a similar manic energy to hers, though. Well shit, now he looks way more frightening than he did just a few moments ago. And the fact he’s not wearing clothes anymore is pretty distracting and a little menacing as well. Would it be too much to ask to put a loincloth over that hog between his legs?
“Come to me, little warlock,” Lorenzo bellowed down at Dane.
The incubus’s words carried a power Dane felt to his core. Like a fuzzy warmth that wormed its way into his mind, coaxing him to obey. It’s not just his words, though. If I understand it correctly, from what Maeve said, it is the pheromones he is projecting into the air that make whoever he targets with his words feel the way they do.
The thought of it was disgusting, in the same way smelling a fart was disgusting, to realize he was literally breathing in tiny bits of the incubus’s essence, even though there was no noticeable smell associated with the pheromone invasion.
Regardless of the mechanism, it was impossible to deny the effect the combined pheromones and verbal commands were having. Dane’s entire being wanted nothing more than to drop his daggers and go kneel before the incubus like a god. More than that, I feel as though I want to please him. I desire his approval more strongly than anything, and most unsettlingly, I think I’m a little attracted to him in a non-platonic way.
Only through concentration, sharpened by his anger and fear of what had become of Cassie and fear of what would become of them all if he succumbed, was Dane able to hold on to a shred of focus and force himself forward. But it’s getting exponentially tougher to keep going with every step.
“That’s it,” Lorenzo mocked. “I see you fighting my power, and you’re mentally stronger than I expected, but you will still succumb. All eventually do.” Then, to the vampires, he said, “The warlock is mine. You may break and use the succubus as you wish, but do not kill her. I have plans for her later. Do what you like to the gargoyle, though. What becomes of the stone traitor is of no consequence to me.”
Dane heard Maeve yell as another vampire came at her and landed on her back. She spat another stream of fire at the one in front of her, but it sprang out of the way before it could be engulfed. Zamora was dodging and parrying with a truly remarkable speed for a creature made of stone, but Dane could tell the previous fight earlier that night had reduced her effectiveness considerably. I don’t think either of them is going to last much longer.
It wasn’t clear if his companions were feeling any of the incubus’s influence the way he was. If they were, they weren’t showing it outwardly. In the depths of his mind, Dane knew he should go help them with their fights. His body continued to move toward the grinning incubus, but each stride was more of a stagger than a step. The manifestations of his power and connection to Maeve, the ethereal flame wings and the fire encircling his hands, faded to a flicker the closer he got as well.
The female vampire at Lorenzo’s side pulled away from the incubus and sauntered toward Dane. Her patchwork black burglar outfit seemed at odds with her haughty air and the exaggerated sway of her hips. She carries herself like she should be wearing a gown and tiara or maybe a dominatrix outfit.
When she reached Dane, she ran a long fingernail along his jawline, then with her other hand, she reached down and took hold of one of his daggers.
“Oh, these have powerful magic in them. I can feel it,” she called back to Lorenzo.
“Artifacts?” he asked with interest. “An unexpected bonus, how nice. Bring them to me.”
Dane tried to resist her, but between her superior vampire strength and the desire to do as the incubus wished pounding in his mind, he couldn’t, and the vampire easily pulled the dagger from his grip.
Above them, something streaked through the night sky. Then, an unearthly cackle drew the attention of everyone in the yard. Holy shit, is that Gretta?
Sure enough, Dane turned his head just in time to see the witch flying past, riding a frazzled old straw-broom like it was a Harley, with a large young man riding bitch right behind her, holding on for dear life. And Luke? How’d she get him to leave the house? Especially to come to something like this? Whatever they’re doing here, I’m glad to see them.
Gretta banked into a turn and brought the broom back around, then descended into a bumpy landing that sent Luke tumbling off onto the grass. Luke rolled to his feet, proving that even after suffering a mental break, the guy was still all jock. What on earth is he wearing, though?
Luke was outfitted like an eighties-era vigilante crime fighter from a mutant turtle cartoon, in a football helmet, a pair of football shoulder pads without a jersey overtop, a jockstrap thankfully, what looked like hockey shin and elbow guards, and lacrosse gloves, all while clutching an aluminum baseball bat.
“Stay behind me, Pumpkin,” Gretta yelled as she dismounted the broom, brandishing a wand.
Luke did no such thing, even though Dane could see the guy’s wide, terrified eyes through the bars of the football helmet. He stepped up in front of Gretta and engaged the vampire that ran at them with a swing of the bat that looked as though he were trying to set a new batting record. Go Luke! I never thought I’d be this happy to see him or Gretta.
As glad as he was to see the reinforcements, what was even more important was that as soon as Gretta started waving her wand around, the pressure of the incubus’s power over him lessened dramatically. Suddenly, Dane could think clearly again, and he was in control of his body. The flames of his wings, as well as the ones surrounding his hands, also sprang back to life. That’s more like it.
The imperious vampire standing in front of him, the one who’d just grabbed his dagger, looked stunned at the witch’s entrance, but she also blinked as if she might be slightly confused beyond that. Dane wondered if she, too, might be feeling the effects of whatever Gretta was doing with her wand to mitigate the incubus’s influence.
Dane had noticed the way the vampires reacted to Maeve’s flames, and he decided his best attack was to use his own flames on the vampire in front of him. He didn’t have much control over his new wings, certainly not enough to attempt flight, but he could bring them around and wrap her in their fiery embrace. As his wings closed around her, he also struck out at her with his fists and the dagger he still held.
The vampire shrieked, dropped the dagger she’d taken from him, and tried to launch herself backward. Even though his wings looked incorporeal, they held her as surely as if they were made of flesh and bone. She shrieked again and battered at him with claws and fangs as her pale, undead skin burned. I don’t know what happens if she bites me, but I’m certain I don’t want to find out.
He pressed his free hand into her throat to keep her gnashing teeth from his face. She was strong, supernaturally so, and would have easily overpowered him if not for the damage his flames had already done to her. With effort, he struck out at her again with his blade sliding the demon-slaying dagger upward into her stomach.
The sight, smell, and sound of his blade piercing her innards almost caused him to retch, but he closed his eyes, withdrew the blade, then forced it home again. Her shrieks turned to gurgles as she slumped to his feet, bloody, limp, and blackened nearly to a crisp.
“That’s a shame,” Lorenzo said, giving Dane a mocking golf-clap and stepping forward onto the driveway, the smile never leaving his face. “She was enthusiastic, and I would have enjoyed using her up a little further, but alas, in the long run, you’ve probably done me a favor by eliminating her. Especially since now, I have you and your toys to play with.” He spared a glance out to where Gretta stood. “The witch and her strange little man are vexing, though. I will have to crush them for poking their noses where they didn’t belong.”
Lightning quick, Lorenzo went from idly chatting to streaking at Dane with his demon’s claws out. Dane barely had time to dodge, but although the incubus missed eviscerating him with his talons, he did smack Dane with his outstretched wing. The blow sent Dane reeling and strobes of light dancing across his vision. Damn, that hurt.
Through blurred vision, Dane saw Maeve break away from her vampire fight to come to his aid, but Lorenzo batted her away with a vicious backhand.
“It’s not your turn yet, bitch,” the incubus said. “But soon.”
Rage fueled Dane, and he lashed out at Lorenzo with his one remaining dagger. The blade was designed for piercing, but its edge was keen enough that when his swipe met the bat-like skin of the incubus’s wing, a large gash opened up in its wake.
The demon roared and looked down at his damaged wing, as if surprised by what he was seeing. Then he rounded on Dane again, his burning ember eyes every bit as menacing as Maeve’s when she was angry.
Dane had no chance of dodging Lorenzo’s next attack, and he felt the demon’s talons pierce his flesh as he was picked up and thrown across the yard. Pain flared across his entire body as he rolled, coming to a stop near the edge of the driveway. Remarkably, he’d managed to keep ahold of the dagger.
Kneeling on hands and knees, sucking for breath, Dane was aware of Lorenzo coming to stand over him.
“You are mine, warlock,” he taunted. “And all that was yours is mine now, too. I’m going to deflower that sweet dryad and have my vampires use your succubus over and over until she’s a bloody husk—all while you watch.”
Lorenzo picked Dane up by the neck and stared him in the face. Dane gasped and tried to speak, but the demon’s fingers were so tight around his throat that even drawing breath was impossible. The sights and sounds around him faded away as Dane’s vision closed in, leaving nothing but Lorenzo’s grinning demon face in view.
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Realization and Revenge

Victoria Stevens


Victoria watched the battle unfold through the front door of the mansion. As expected, the fool boy had taken Lorenzo’s bait and came to rescue his dryad friend. Also, as expected, he, his succubus, and the gargoyle who’d come with them were outnumbered and outmatched. They were holding their own against the vampires and had even incapacitated or killed a few, but Lorenzo was a different matter.  When he enters the fight, everything is going to change.
It was the first time Victoria had seen Lorenzo in his demon form, and to call the incubus impressive was an understatement. I don’t think Vance could have stood against him in a fight. Especially not after seeing that succubus out there holding her own against multiple vampires.
The infuriating bitch, Gwen, clung to Lorenzo. Her admiration for him almost dripped from her as she stood by his side, watching the others of her coven fight. She lied to Vance and dragged the rest of them into this just to curry favor with Lorenzo. She is obviously putting her faith in him and expects him to take her in after this. But as his what?
Gwen left Lorenzo’s side and walked toward Dane, who was clearly suffering from Lorenzo’s incubus effects. When she reached him, she sneered, stroked his chin, and wrenched one of the nasty-looking daggers he held away. Victoria expected the vampire might end the young warlock right there. That would cement her place at Lorenzo’s side. He’s already shown her more favor than anyone else.
Then out of the night sky flew an honest-to-God witch on a broom. The old crone looked exactly like the stereotypical Halloween witch, right down to the pointed hat and long wart-covered nose. She even cackles like a storybook witch.
The witch landed in the yard along with a ridiculous oaf of a man. As soon as she’d dismounted, the witch began waving a gnarled wand in Lorenzo’s direction, and almost immediately, Victoria noticed that whatever the witch was doing disrupted Lorenzo’s effects on Dane.
Dane’s fire wings, which had surprised Victoria when she’d first seen them, flared back to life, and he appeared to recover some of his addled senses. He didn’t waste time wrapping those burning wings tightly around the insufferable vampire, either. Victoria couldn’t suppress the smile that spread across her face at the sight of Gwen igniting, and she actually found herself rooting for Dane as the vampire burned.
Lorenzo watched impassively and didn’t lift a finger to help or save his chosen vampire concubine, though. Even more surprising were his indifferent, dismissive words after Gwen fell before the warlock. Victoria knew the incubus was a cold, selfish being. Harold had been as well. I still expect more from him in this situation, though. He just watched her die, or at least be burned to a crisp, without lifting a finger.
It wasn’t that Victoria believed Gwen deserved more or that she felt bad for the vampire. Her unease at watching the events unfold was that they crystalized in her mind just what her own fate would be under Lorenzo. We’re all insignificant and inconsequential to him. He’ll use me for whatever whims or desires suit him, then he’ll throw me away with no more thought than he showed Gwen.
Lorenzo went for Dane, finally entering the fray himself. Astonishingly, Dane was able to get out of the way, moving faster than any normal human man should have been able to. Obviously, he’s not a normal human man anymore, though.
As Lorenzo flew past, Dane lashed out with his remaining dagger and sliced a gash in the incubus’s wing. Victoria heard herself gasp. The wound was only in the demon’s wing and certainly wasn’t life-threatening, but it immediately festered and smoked along its edge. Something Gwen had said to Lorenzo when she’d taken the other one from Dane came back to Victoria. She said the dagger had powerful magic in it, and Lorenzo called it an artifact.
Victoria’s eyes lowered to where Gwen had dropped the other dagger. It lay on the ground several feet from the vampire’s smoking body. Don’t even think about it. He’d kill me if he knew I was even considering it. Or worse, he’d keep me alive and make the torture to come that much crueler, then kill me once he’s bored.
Dane wasn’t able to dodge Lorenzo for long, and when the incubus caught the warlock, he tossed him across the yard like a ragdoll. Dane rolled to a stop, bleeding and battered. The battle between the vampires and the others still raged, although it was clear the vampires were steadily losing to the combined efforts of the succubus, gargoyle, witch, and the man with the baseball bat.
Victoria had moved to the threshold of the mansion’s open front door, but she turned to look back through the house toward the backyard. I could just go now, while they’re all distracted, and take my chances with him finding me. I’d spend the rest of my life looking over my shoulder and living in fear, though.
She wanted to scream. How had she gotten to that point? She had always been the one in charge and never the one cowed or running scared. She’d forced her way up through the bureaucratic quagmire of the university system and had been close to making a move to take the dean’s position before Harold had found her and opened her eyes to the supernatural world. Damn that fucking toad for getting me into all of this.
Lorenzo held Dane up by the throat in the yard. Victoria couldn’t hear what the demon was saying to the young man, but there was little doubt their fight was over. It was over as soon as it began. None of us can stand against Lorenzo. We’ll all be his pets in the end.
Anger surged through her, squeezing out fear and reason. I’d rather die here and now than wait for it to come later after I’ve been used and broken.
Running forward, Victoria picked up the fallen magical blade from the ground. Even though it was a single length of swirling black wrought metal without even wrappings around its tang and absolutely dry to the touch, somehow it felt oily and unpleasant in her palm. Clutching it tightly in an underhand, stabbing grip, she ran toward Lorenzo, who stood several yards away with his back to her, still holding Dane aloft.
The incubus didn’t show any sign he knew she was behind him, not until she plunged the dagger into the space between where his wings connected to his back. Using both hands and all her weight, Victoria forced the dagger in. It sizzled through demon flesh like the proverbial hot knife through butter, all the way to the hilt.
The incubus roared, dropped Dane, and spun. One of its wings smashed into Victoria, sending her sprawling onto her back.
“You bitch,” Lorenzo screamed, as he glared down at her in shock. “You ungrateful cunt.”
She lay there defenseless on the grass. The dagger had remained lodged in the demon’s back when she’d been knocked away, and she had nothing else to defend herself with. He writhed in obvious pain, and a trickle of dark blood seeped from the corner of his mouth, but he wasn’t dead, not yet.
Victoria sneered up at him. “You should have given me what I deserved. What Harold promised.”
“Deserved?” he shrieked. “You deserve to die slowly and painfully, you traitorous bitch.” Then, his cruel mouth curved into a mocking smile. “Even if I wanted to give you what you think you’re owed, I couldn’t. Neither could that worthless toad Harold. He lied to you. You, stupid, naïve cunt.”
Victoria suspected as much, but it was still painful to hear. With one hand still clawing at his back to try to dislodge the dagger, the incubus stood over her.
And now, if I’m lucky, he kills me.
As she looked up at the demon and waited for her end to come, she saw a dagger point poke through the demon’s belly, just below where the navel would be on a human. Then she realized Dane had staggered back to his feet and was behind Lorenzo. The dagger tip disappeared back into the demon’s body, leaving an oozing, smoking hole. Then, it reappeared a few inches away.
Lorenzo’s tail thrashed and knocked Dane violently away, but the cumulative damage had been done, and Lorenzo sank to his knees. The trickle of blood flowing from his mouth was now a torrent.
Victoria could only laugh. It came out desperate and shrill even to her own ears, but it was a laugh. With Lorenzo dead or dying, she had no doubt Dane and his group would prevail over the remaining vampires. Then, over everything else, she heard Vance’s sweet, deep, commanding voice.
“Stand down!” he bellowed.
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Demon Down

Dane Staley


Dane picked himself up on unsteady legs from where Lorenzo’s mace-like tail knocked him, still clutching one of the daggers. His vision swam, every inch of him hurt, and he was aware of blood flowing from numerous punctures and open wounds. 
The incubus slumped to his knees on the driveway, blood flowing from his gaping mouth. Is he dead? I don’t think so, but he’s dying for sure.
Dane’s other dagger still protruded from the demon’s back where Ms. Stevens, of all people,had plunged it. I can’t believe she did that. Isn’t she one of his servants, or thralls, or whatever incubus’s have? She shouldn’t have been able to help me, even if she wanted to. And why would she have wanted to? Or was she really helping herself and not me?
There were so many questions, and his foggy brain just wasn’t up to sifting through them at that moment. What seemed far more important was to make sure the incubus was truly dead and gone. Then I have to make sure the others are okay.
“Stand down!” bellowed a powerful voice from out of nowhere. It belonged to a tall, well-dressed, dark-skinned man, who, unless Dane missed his guess, was also a vampire. A vampire who carries himself like someone used to being in charge. I could definitely see him as the leader or head-vampire of this group.
That didn’t bode well for Dane and his group, but no matter how this newcomer might turn the tide of the battle, Dane wasn’t going to let him save the incubus. Staggering over to Lorenzo’s kneeling body, Dane wrenched his second dagger from between the demon’s wings, then plunged it in again a little lower until the hilt kept it from going further. It fizzled and hissed as it sank in, and the demon gave a gurgling groan.
Dane winced at the dark blood oozing from around the dagger and the burnt sulfur smell coming off of it as the blood bubbled and hissed where it contacted the enchanted metal. It looks bad. Like it should kill him, but I’m still not sure he can’t eventually heal from this. Better to make sure than risk him ever coming back for us.
Holding his breath and leaning in, Dane lined up his other dagger with the incubus’s exposed neck and applied pressure while sawing it across the leathery skin. The enchanted blade cut through the demon flesh like a lightsaber, with far less effort than Dane had anticipated. Like the wounds on the demon’s back, the cut hissed, and wisps of acrid smoke rose up in its wake.
His first stroke nearly took the incubus’s head off, although it took a second one to complete the job of decapitating the demon. Dane didn’t feel the guilt or revulsion he thought he would when Lorenzo’s head toppled free, and the demon’s body began to revert back to its human appearance. Good fucking riddance.
Looking up, Dane realized everyone left standing in the yard was staring at him, including the newcomer. The new vampire didn’t look angry about what Dane had just done to the incubus, but he did appear concerned over the state of his fallen scattered around the yard. Only one vampire, aside from the newcomer, remained standing.
Ms. Stevens’ wide eyes stared at the headless Lorenzo as she laughed maniacally like a person who’d reached their mental breaking point, then been shoved violently past it.
Maeve stood several yards away, with two vampire bodies at her feet, and her whip in hand, her eyes moving between Dane and the new vampire. She appeared battered and bloody but actually less injured than she’d been after their fight with the toad-demon weeks earlier.
Likewise, Gretta and Luke looked battle worn, but mostly fine. Zamora was the only one in his group who appeared truly injured. She knelt on the grass, using the metal trident as a crutch to keep herself upright.
Dane held the head vampire’s gaze, which wasn’t easy, looking into those inky black eyes, but he wasn’t about to show deference or fear if he could help it, no matter how outclassed he might be. He kept his daggers at the ready, until the head vampire nodded almost imperceptibly, then went to Victoria, picked her up off the ground, and hugged her to him. Her laughing immediately turned to sobbing as she buried her face in the chest of his pristine pinstripe suit.
Well, that’s not what I expected. That adds a whole other level of weirdness to this entire scenario. Ms. Stevens helped me kill Lorenzo, and now she’s cuddling a vampire. I’m pretty sure I’m not hallucinating, but I’ve lost so much blood, I could be.
Satisfied for the moment the vampires were finished trying to kill them, Dane’s thoughts turned to the whole reason they’d answered Lorenzo’s summons. I have to find Cassie.
He kept the daggers, although he wiped them clean on his jeans, then stowed them in his waistband. He let his flame wings and claws dissipate as he ran for the house as fast as he could manage. As he hobbled along, he had an idea of how to stem the bleeding from the gashes and punctures marring his body.
His shirt had already burned away and most of his injuries were easy enough to get to, so he touched a fingertip to one of the largest cuts and willed the flame claw on just that finger to reignite. It sprang back to life but didn’t burn him where it touched his skin. Alright here goes nothing. Let’s see if this insane idea will work.
Using more mental energy, he tried imagining his flames could burn him. Immediately, he felt intense heat as his flame claw seared his skin. With a gasp, he jerked the claw away. Oh, that sucked, but I think it might actually work to cauterize the wounds and stop most of the blood loss.
He and Maeve reached the massive front doors at nearly the same time. She had also reverted to her human form, although she still had her whip. Her eyes narrowed at him when she noticed him burning himself.
“I have to stop the bleeding somehow, or I’m not going to make it much further,” he explained.
She didn’t look happy with his method, but she didn’t try to stop him, either. The next few seconds were pure agony and pushed him to the edge of passing out, but he got most of the major bleeding from his wounds stopped.
After that was taken care of, they stood in the foyer, uncertain what to do next. Neither had any way of knowing where Cassie was or if she was even in the house at all.
“She’s in the master bedroom,” Ms. Stevens called to them from the vampire’s arms out in the yard.
Dane turned to look at her, wondering again why she was helping them. I’m still not inclined to trust her, but she did help kill Lorenzo, and I don’t know why she would lie about this. She is also the only lead we have to go on and the master bedroom is as good a place to start as anywhere.
Hustling up the stairs, he ignored the pain each step caused, with Maeve close behind him. On the upstairs landing, he saw the double doors at the far end of the hallway and surmised they must lead to the master bedroom.
When he and Maeve burst through the doors, they found Cassie’s unconscious form lying bound, still in her cutoff overalls she liked to garden in, on the messy master bed. Dane’s heart lept in his chest at the sight and he went to her with tears welling in his eyes. Some of his elation fled, however, and concern resurfaced when she didn’t wake as he and Maeve removed her restraints.
“What did they give her, or how hard did they hit her to knock her out?” he asked as he searched her scalp for any signs of trauma.
“A sedative of some type, I’d guess,” Maeve answered.
“Wouldn’t she have been able to fight that off with her dryad abilities?”
“If she’d seen it coming and was prepared, probably, but not if it was powerful and sudden enough.”
As Dane was picking Cassie’s limp body up and preparing to leave, he and Maeve both heard something coming from the direction of the master bathroom.
“The closet,” Maeve said.
He wasn’t about to put Cassie down again until they were somewhere safe, but he followed Maeve through the bathroom to the closed closet door. “It sounds like crying.” His mind immediately conjured up all sorts of horrific scenarios of what they might find inside. A makeshift dungeon or a house of horrors.
When Maeve opened the door and they looked inside, a small part of what he’d feared they might find, they did. A naked woman knelt on the floor in front of a large dog cage, holding her head in her hands, weeping hysterically.
“Are you okay?” Dane asked.
The woman looked up but didn’t stop sobbing. “He’s dead. I can feel it. Who killed him?”
Dane was confused and hesitant to admit to anything, so he didn’t answer.
“She was Lorenzo’s thrall,” Maeve explained. “She’s going through something akin to withdrawals. The severity varies greatly from thrall to thrall, but some never recover.”
“Are you injured?” Dane tried again.
“Who killed him?” the woman shrieked. “It was that cunt vampire, Gwen and her friends, wasn’t it? Or was it that bitch librarian? He never should have trusted her, either. I knew they’d all turn on him eventually, and I tried to warn him.”
She had the Ms. Stevens part right, but Dane didn’t see any benefit to either confirming or denying her assumptions, and he certainly didn’t see any benefit to telling the clearly irrational, potentially violent woman who was mourning the loss of her demon master, that he’d played a major role in his death.
Maeve stepped around the woman and over to a small shoebox-sized metal pirate treasure chest on the floor beside the cage.
“What is that?” Dane asked.
“Part of the incubus’s stash, I’m guessing,” Maeve replied. “Many free roaming demons collect hordes or stashes. I’m sure this is only a small portion of Lorenzo’s. Like a traveling fund he brought with him when he came here. Who knows where the rest might be hidden? If he’s new to this area, it’s probably not close and could be anywhere in the world.”
“Don’t touch that. That’s the master’s,” the distraught woman shrieked again as she stood and, for a moment, looked as though she might attack Maeve with her bared fingernails and teeth.
When Maeve glared at the woman and allowed her fiery ember eyes to show through her otherwise normal human exterior, the woman stopped and threw herself down, prostrate, on the closet floor.
“You’re one, too,” she blubbered. “Thank the pit. Please, mistress, I am yours to command.”
“Oh, great,” Maeve said irritably. “This is not what we need right now. It’s not uncommon for a displaced thrall to latch onto another demon if one is close. Especially if her previous master didn’t implant subconscious contingency instructions into her.”
“You’re saying she thinks you’re her new master?”
“It would appear so,” Maeve sighed. “But if I don’t reinforce it, her compulsion will recede over time. Let’s get Cassie home and safe, then we can figure the rest of this mess out.”
“Will she be okay on her own? I mean, should we call the cops or an ambulance for her or something?”
Maeve shook her head. “They wouldn’t understand what was going on and would only make the situation worse. They’d probably commit her. She’ll be fine in time. Probably.” Maeve shifted her head from side to side. “Maybe.” Then Maeve spoke directly to the woman on the floor, “Get up, take the collar off, and get yourself cleaned up.”
As the woman did as instructed, Maeve went back to the chest. “I’d say this belongs to us now, especially if we’re going to have to clean up his messes.”
Dane didn’t have any objection to taking what had been Lorenzo’s. He was going to take everything that’s mine, so it seems only fair. I do feel a little responsible for this lady, though. It’s not her fault I killed her master and left her wrecked.
“He probably added some protections to the chest, but unless he enlisted the help of a higher magic user, what our kind is able to do with wards on an object like this is limited. He undoubtedly has an alert charm on it, and seeing as his natural element was fire, like mine, he might have even been able to add a simple fire trap to the lid.”
“You can do that kind of thing?” Dane asked. “Cast spells, I mean.”
“I can’t do much, but Lorenzo was higher level and more powerful, so I’m sure he had more capabilities than I do.”
She picked the chest up, and to Dane’s relief, nothing major happened. He just felt a faint pulse, like a momentary change in air pressure, sweep through the room.
“It definitely just tried to alert him it had been moved,” Maeve said. “It should be safe enough until we get it home. We can open it there, someplace where a minor inferno won’t hurt anything. His flames will have as little effect on me as mine would on him.”
The phrase minor inferno sounded like an oxymoron to Dane, but he didn’t comment on it. Maeve went into the bathroom where the homeowner was showering and spoke with the woman further before she and Dane left the bedroom and went downstairs.
Back out in the front yard, full darkness had claimed the neighborhood, and for the second time that evening, Dane was shocked that he and what he’d been involved in hadn’t attracted the attention of the police.
A few of the injured vampires were back on their feet and helping to collect the bodies of their companions. Dane noticed the dark-skinned head vampire and Ms. Stevens were gone, as was the body of Lorenzo.
Zamora was already in the back of their truck, ready to go, when Dane carried Cassie over and gently put her in through the passenger side door.
Sasha and Dimitri were having a staring contest through the windshield, although neither looked all too eager to actually get at the other.
“Thank you for coming,” Dane said to Gretta and Luke, who were standing beside his truck. “Whatever you did when you got here to dull Lorenzo’s effects made an enormous difference. I don’t think I could have held out against his power much longer.”
“Enormous difference? It made all the difference,” Gretta replied smugly. “You’d have been toast without me.”
Maeve snorted.
“You’re welcome, Dane,” Luke chimed in, still wearing his pads and holding his football helmet beneath his arm. “My Gretty’s just grumpy she had to leave the house, but she likes you, even if she won’t admit it, and she didn’t want to see you killed.”
Dane noticed the big jock seemed to be taking everything that had happened quite well. Although he still seemed to have a hard time looking at Maeve. At least he’s not freaking out about being this close to her or about seeing all these vampires. That’s progress, right?
“I didn’t want to see the young fool ensnared.” Gretta corrected dryly. “The last thing we need in this town is a crazed demon with a warlock wrapped around their finger.” Her gaze narrowed and shifted to Maeve.
“I thought you said that spell would take days to prepare?” Dane interjected, before the witch’s goading could provoke a response from Maeve.
“I said it would take days to infuse it into a potion and that the potion needed special ingredients. Casting that particular spell with a wand isn’t all that difficult, though,” Gretta replied, as if the answer should have been self-evident.
“So, why’d you make a big deal about making the potion, then? Why didn’t you just say you could come and cast it where we needed it?”
“I am not some hedge witch to be at the beck and call of any young warlock who’s gotten himself in over his head,” Gretta replied testily.
Luke wrapped his muscular arm around the much smaller, much older woman tenderly. “Like I said, Gretty doesn’t like leaving her shop or house much. We’ve got that in common. But sometimes, it’s important to stretch one’s boundaries. Right, my spicy love muffin?”
Dane thought Luke might be using her own words against her. The part about stretching one’s boundaries, at least. The love muffin part was just disturbing. Of all the unbelievable things he’d seen recently, Luke and Gretta were possibly the most perplexing. The well-built guy, only a year or two older than Dane, standing there holding the haggard old witch in his arms lovingly and them using cringey pet names, was enough to melt Dane’s brain.
“Pumpkin, Mommy’s told you not to use that name where other people can hear,” Gretta scolded and swatted her large young man on the shoulder with a playful swipe.
“Do you know what happened to Lorenzo’s body?” Dane asked, desperate to change the subject before things got any more awkward.
Gretta looked back over at him and grinned. “The vampires took most of it to dispose of, but I got the head.” She pointed to a sack already tied to the side of her broom, which hovered, of its own accord, at a perfect mounting height several feet away. “Demon’s blood isn’t easy to come by, and there are several other tasty ingredients inside that noggin I just couldn’t let it go to waste.”
Dane hoped she didn’t mean the tasty part literally, but he wouldn’t have been all that surprised if she did.
“We should get going, love,” Maeve said. “I’d like to get Cassie home before she wakes from whatever they injected her with.”
“Tell you what, little lamb,” Gretta said. “If you give my pumpkin a ride back to my shop, when you get there, I’ll give you something to bring your dryad friend out of her stupor hangover free.”
“You guys flew here together. Why would Luke need a ride home?”
“I’m afraid of heights, and Gretty flies way too fast,” Luke replied sheepishly.
“Okay, we can do that,” Dane sighed.
Dane, Maeve, Cassie, and Luke, along with Sasha, crammed themselves into the cab of Dane’s borrowed truck with some difficulty. But once they were in, the ride down the hill to Gretta’s shop was quiet and uneventful, if a little awkward. Luke kept himself crammed into the passenger door while still not making eye contact with Maeve, who sat next to him on the bench seat with Cassie on her lap. Sasha roamed back and forth across their laps, sitting between Dane and the steering wheel for a while before moving over to nuzzle into Cassie, then ultimately ending up on Luke’s lap.
Gretta, good to her word, gave them a vial of bright green fluid she said would bring Cassie around within a matter of minutes once administered. He and Maeve decided it was best to let Cassie sleep until they could get her back home and in her own bed before giving it to her, though.
They backed away from Gretta’s shop in the very early morning hours, exhausted, and hurting but elated to be together again and safe.
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As You Wish

Victoria Stevens


Victoria wasn’t unhappy to be back in the catacombs beneath the winery. They felt far safer than the house she’d shared with Lorenzo for the past few weeks and oddly more familiar as well. She’d been delighted to leave the house and all the carnage behind, and she didn’t feel even an ounce of remorse for the part she’d played in Lorenzo’s death, nor did she feel any loss at his passing the way she had when Harold died.  In fact, I don’t feel any loss when I think of Harold anymore, either.
The deeper Vance led her, the more at peace she felt. And when she realized he was not leading her to the guest room she’d occupied before, her heart fluttered with hope and anticipation. Is he taking me to his room? Please, God, or gods, or devils, or whoever is in charge of this fucked up world, let him be taking me to his room.
A short time later, they reached a solid, but otherwise nondescript arch-top door. Vance opened it, then stepped aside to let her enter ahead of him. This is his room. I know it.
His lavish room dwarfed the others she’d seen, measuring at least thirty feet to a side, and exhibited a masculine style that suited him. It’s almost set up like an open studio apartment, except I don’t see any place for cooking in here. But then, I doubt he has much need for appliances like that.
Tapestries that looked truly ancient partially covered smooth stone walls, while the vaulted stone ceiling, supported by exposed wood beams, was illuminated by an impossibly large chandelier fitted with hundreds of solid black candles.
An enormous bed sat directly in the middle of the room on a plush crimson rug, covered in velvety bedding so dark red it appeared black. To one side of the bed, a comfortable seating area of beautiful antique furniture was arranged around a low coffee table already set up with a bottle of wine and two empty glasses. He couldn’t possibly have planned this for the two of us ahead of time.
On the opposite side of the room from the seating area was a kind of open bathroom with exposed copper piping feeding a pedestal sink, commode, and an exquisite clawfoot bathtub. He’s apparently not much for privacy. But oh, that bathtub looks divine. I would definitely be okay using that with him watching.
Along the back wall, what she initially took for a low cupboard or cabinet sat alone. From where she stood, she could see it was made of dark, almost black, wood and covered in symbols and writing in gold filigree. When it finally dawned on her what it was, her breath caught. It’s not a cabinet; it’s his coffin.
Vance directed her over to the tub and turned the brass handles to start the water running.
“I believe you’ve had a very long day. Let’s get you out of these clothes and into the tub, where you can relax,” he said in his smooth, calm baritone voice.
Victoria didn’t resist as he nimbly unbuttoned her blouse and eased it over her shoulders. Her skin prickled in the cool, still air, and she shivered, but she knew not all her shivering was due to the chill.
Vance moved around behind her to unfasten her skirt. When it had joined her blouse on the cold stone floor, she expected him to go directly for her bra clasps, but he didn’t. His soft, powerful hands found her shoulders. He caressed them agonizingly slowly, then down her arms. When he reached her hands, he took them in his as she felt his lips brush across the nape of her neck.
“I’ve wanted this for a very long time,” he said in a voice choked with need.
“Me too,” she whispered. I don’t like feeling weak and out of control, the way I do with him. It’s not who I am, but I also don’t want him to stop. Part of me wants him to take control. With Lorenzo or anyone else, letting that happen would be awful. I’d resist with every fiber of my being, but with Vance, I could give in, I think.
His fingers finally found the clasps at the back of her bra. As he released them, the pressure of her breasts carried the garment off her, so all it took was a few extra shakes of her arms to add it to the growing pile of clothing on the floor.
Long, dark, well-manicured fingers that contrasted beautifully over her ivory skin skimmed around her waist and under her voluptuous breasts, taking their weight and supporting them as he gently kneaded.
She leaned back into him and bit her lower lip, then tilted her head back and to the side, hoping he would take the opportunity to kiss her. He didn’t disappoint, and when their lips bound one another’s, he tasted like the sweet, dark wine she knew he favored.
“We will have plenty of time for this,” he said. “Right now, I want you in the bath.”
He released her breasts and moved his hands to the waistband of her panties. In one smooth motion, he slid them down her legs, leaving her completely bare except for her shoes.
“Simply exquisite,” he whispered as he inhaled. “Get in.”
Taking her by the hand, he guided her into the tub, which was nearly full and almost painfully hot. Once she was seated, he turned the brass knobs again to stem the flow of water, then went over to a valet cabinet and returned with a small jar. From the jar, he poured a generous helping of purple powder into the water and, with a swirl of his hand, mixed it in.
Bubbles erupted around her, as did the unmistakable scents of lavender and mint. As she breathed in the aromatic vapors, her tension melted away. She also realized that Vance had left her side and was walking toward the door.
“Where are you going?” she asked, a hint of disappointment in her voice.
“You just sit back and let yourself relax,” Vance replied. “I’ll return soon, but first I need to make sure the others have made it back. Many of them will need a great deal of healing, and a few of them, like Gwen, may not survive at all.”
Victoria’s chest constricted at the mention of Gwen. I thought for sure she was dead. I saw Dane cook her to a crisp. How could anyone survive that?
Then, another even more terrifying idea came to her. “What about Lorenzo? Is he truly dead?”
Vance turned back to her from the doorway. “Yes, my dear. Lorenzo is truly dead. You need not fear him any longer.”
“I didn’t fear him.” Her response came out before she could stop it and with more venom.
Vance chuckled. “Of course not.” Then he left the room and shut the door behind him.
Victoria let herself sink back into the bath. Thankfully, Vance had confirmed that Lorenzo was not coming back. Even so, I can’t believe Gwen isn’t dead as well. And that means I’m going to have to deal with her again eventually. Maybe Harold was right about vampires. They do seem a bit like roaches, in at least how hard they are to kill.
She played her fingers through the warm water gathering suds. Vance certainly doesn’t remind me of a cockroach. He’s too beautiful and powerful to be compared to anything so grotesque.
She longed to feel his hands on her again and his lips on her mouth. Her hands dipped below the surface of the water, one going to a breast and the other between her legs. I want him right now. But then what? What will happen after I’ve had him? He is a vampire, and I am nothing in the supernatural world.
Her anger flared at the injustice of it all. Damn Harold and damn Lorenzo for lying to me and making me believe I could have more. I deserve more. Why does someone like Gwen get to have supernatural power but not me?
Then it occurred to her that as far as she knew, all vampires started out as normal humans. She supposed there probably was some original vampire, or group of vampires, somewhere who had started the whole thing off without being human first. But she was certain vampires were one of the supernatural types that humans could actually become. It’s why Harold hated them, and probably Lorenzo as well.
A wide smile spread across her lips. I will have the power I deserve. The power I’m owed. I just have to convince Vance to give it to me.
She giggled to herself. I can do that. I don’t even think it will be hard. I know he wants me. Why wouldn’t he want me at his side as a vampire?
When Vance finally came back into the room, her bath was getting cold, but her desire to be transformed had grown into an all-consuming inferno.
“I want you to make me one of your kind,” she said as she stood, water and bubbles dripping from her naked body. “I want to be a vampire.”
Vance’s broad smile wavered. “I knew you would ask eventually. But you don’t understand what it means to be a vampire. It would mean leaving everything you have now behind for a world you don’t understand.”
“I’ll learn what I need to, and I don’t have anything I can’t leave behind. I lost everything worth a damn the minute Harold sunk his claws into me.”
Vance winced at her words, as if imagining her with Harold pained him. “The coven can be a cruel place. It’s a bit like a family, only more vicious. It’s a hierarchy governed by dominance and power. Those at the bottom often don’t have it good.”
Victoria was familiar with games of dominance and power, at least in the mortal world. I excel at them. How different could it be in a coven once I’m a vampire myself and on equal footing?
“How does one gain power as a vampire?” she asked. “Is it age?”
“No, well, not entirely. Power does grow over time, but the larger share of what constitutes a vampire’s power, or potential for power, is their mental strength and force of will.”
Victoria smiled. I have mental strength and force of will in abundance. “How powerful do you think I could be?”
He chuckled and shook his head. “You might just be a juggernaut if I were to ever unleash you.”
Her smile broadened. She liked the sound of that, all except the implication she was on a leash now. “Would I be more powerful than Gwen?”
Vance chuckled again. “Without a doubt. I believe you might have the potential to be more powerful than any of the other vampires in my coven.”
“Even you?”
Vance’s grin widened to a smile that matched hers. “No. Not more powerful than me.”
“We’ll see,” Victoria said as she stepped out of the bath and crossed the cold stone floor between them. “Do it to me. I’m ready to claim what’s mine.”
“Those were my thoughts exactly,” he replied as he took her curvy naked body in his arms and kissed her as he carried her to the bed.
Victoria shoved his suit jacket off his shoulders and began working at the buttons of his shirt as he moved with her. When he laid her down on the soft satin sheets, she lay back and opened for him like a flower. An unforgettable, addictive flower. Vampire or not, I know the look of lust and longing on a man. Once he’s tasted me, he’ll have no choice but to grant me what I want, and I’ll make sure he’ll never be content without me by his side. At least until I surpass him, and he’s the one by my side.
Vance smiled and soaked her in with his solid coal-black eyes. He took over where she’d started, unbuttoning his shirt and shedding it to the floor. His body was every bit as hard and chiseled as she’d thought it would be. A true Greek statue come to life.
He knelt at the side of the bed, took hold of her hips, and pulled her to the edge. When his tongue caressed her from ass to clitoris, the width of it covering the entirety of her inner lips and a good portion of her outer as well, she squirmed and inhaled sharply. Oh fuck, even his tongue is huge. Bringing him under my control is going to be so enjoyable and satisfying.
On his second slow pass, he let his tongue delve between her fleshy, quickly flushing inner lips, then brought it up to swirl around her hooded pearl. Damn, he knows what he’s doing. How many women has he done this to before? Hundreds? Who knows how old he is? It doesn’t matter though. My pussy will be the last he eats, until I’m ready to let him go, or say otherwise.
He toyed with her, using his tongue until she was soaking wet and moaning. Then he stood, unbuckled his pants, and dropped them, along with his underwear, to the floor.
“Oh, yes,” Victoria hissed when she saw his magnificent cock flop free. It felt like she’d been waiting for this moment for an eternity, and Vance did not disappoint. He puts the toy he brought to me to shame, and that’s impressive.
Vance lifted his half-hard cock and let it slap down onto her waiting quim. She shuddered at the impact of his length across her slit and began to sit up so she could take it in her mouth.
“No. Lay back,” Vance commanded. “I’ve waited too long to have you already. I’ll not wait any longer.”
Victoria smirked and lay back as he pumped himself several times in quick succession, then ran his swollen tip through her folds, coating himself in her feminine nectar. Once he’d spread her moisture across his head, he lined up and pressed into her opening. Her gasp quickly turned to a groan as he filled her. I was right. That toy didn’t prepare me for this at all. The real thing is so much better.
“Ah, so wonderfully tight,” Vance growled as he raised her legs up, so they lay against his chest with her feet beside his ears. “It’s been too long.”
The position wasn’t elegant or particularly affectionate, but Victoria couldn’t deny it allowed him to sink into her to depths she wasn’t prepared for, and she inhaled sharply as his pelvis touched her ass and the head of his cock invaded spaces nothing had before. He paused there, buried fully inside her, and she was glad for it as her canal spasmed around him, trying to get used to accommodating his size. Then he withdrew a few inches before reseating himself all the way into her.
It didn’t take long for him to work up to a steady rhythm, and Victoria’s first orgasm wasn’t far behind. Her legs shook and wanted to straighten and go rigid as she came, but their position against Vance’s chest made that awkward.
“Yes,” Vance said. “Cum for me. Take your pleasure from me until you’re mine.”
As her orgasm subsided, Victoria found it amusing how Vance thought he was the one claiming her. Wait until I milk every drop he has from him. I’ll make sure he never looks at another woman the same way. Although, if he keeps fucking me like this, I might just let him keep thinking whatever he wants for a very long time.
She was building to a second, even stronger, climax when he began to slow and lengthen his thrusts. Not yet. I’m almost there. Please don’t let him cum until I…
Her screams of ecstasy seemed to tip him over the edge. He thrust into her, bottoming out before exploding in a wave of warmth. They both paused there, quivering and convulsing, before collapsing. Her legs fell down around his sides, and he slumped down on top of her.
When their ragged breathing started to return to normal, he pushed up off of her. As his cock slid out, she felt his copious seed follow, leaking out of her and leaving her feeling empty. That’s more cum that I’ve ever felt flow out of me. What would that look like spraying across my chest? One day soon, we’ll have to find out.
As much as she’d needed that fuck and wanted another, she wanted something else more. “Now that I’m yours,” she said, deciding to feed into his version of who was ensnaring who. “Make me one of you.”
“Are you sure?” he asked as he coaxed her further up onto the bed, then lay down beside her. “There is no going back once it’s started.”
“I’m sure,” she replied. I was promised supernatural power. This is not what I was expecting when Harold made that promise, but it’s better than anything he could have given me. It’s what I’m owed for all I’ve endured. It’s what I deserve. “Do it.”
“As you wish,” Vance said simply, but his cold, dark eyes looked sad. “It will hurt as your mortal body dies.”
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Talking it Out

Dane Staley


Gretta’s potion worked as advertised, and Cassie woke from her sedation almost immediately after they gave it to her. The even better news, as far as Dane was concerned, was that she didn’t remember anything that had happened to her. The last thing she said she remembered was taking Sasha out to the backyard to let her do her business. 
From Cassie’s point of view, it upset her they’d had to rescue her, especially when she learned they’d all been injured to one degree or another in the process. Right away, she insisted on giving Dane a heaping helping of her healing essence to dull his pain and help his body recover. She gave him such a large dose, in fact, it put him out completely.


      [image: image-placeholder]When he woke, he hurt all over, and the talon cuts and punctures he’d received at the hands of Lorenzo itched like crazy. Light from outside glowed around the curtains even though the room was mostly dark except for a small lamp on one of the bedside tables. Hunger gnawed at him, but even more pressing was his thirst.
As soon as he stirred in their bed, Cassie sat up from where she’d been lounging next to him, reading one of the spicy romance novels Maeve had been reading lately.
“You’re reading those things now?” Dane asked, his words coming out hoarse. “They’re spreading through the house like a virus. Pretty soon, Justin will be reading them, too.”
“I don’t know about Justin, but Zamora likes them, and Sasha can’t get enough when I read them out loud to her.”
“How are Zamora and Sasha?”
“Sasha’s fine. But don’t ask her that question unless you have a spare half-hour to hear all about every scrape and bruise. And Zamora is good, too, I think. Although she took a lot of damage during your fight and before when the vampires took me.” Cassie’s voice took on a sad tone. “She insists she’s fine, but she’s refusing to go back to the library. She says it’s because you haven’t recovered yet and that she was assigned to look after you, but Maeve thinks it’s really because she’s embarrassed by her cracks and missing pieces and not ready to face her clan.”
“Cracks and missing pieces?” he asked as he fumbled with the glass of water on the table next to him.
“Yeah, I wish there was something I could do for her, but my healing just doesn’t work on gargoyles.”
Cassie tried to help him with the water, but between the two of them, they spilled as much of it on him as they got into his mouth. Still, it took the worst of the sandpaper feel from his mouth.
“Where’s Maeve?” he asked. “And what time is it?”
“It’s about four-thirty in the afternoon on Monday, and Maeve’s at her new job.”
“Monday afternoon?” He tried to do the math, but his brain still wasn’t firing on all cylinders. The thing with Lorenzo happened on Saturday night. Shit, I’ve been out for over a day.
Cassie hovered over him as they spoke, full of uncharacteristic nervous energy. He could tell she wanted to lean in and maul him with attention but was restraining herself for fear of aggravating his injuries. So, he took the decision out of her hands and reached up, took her by the shoulders, and brought her down on top of himself until their mouths touched. Her weight on his chest added to his discomfort, but he tried not to let it show.
Her minty, sweet kiss tasted as good as ever, but seconds after their lips touched, he felt her chemical cocktail flowing through him, dulling his pain and clouding his thoughts further. Several blissful moments later, he was dragged back down into slumber.


      [image: image-placeholder]When he woke again, his wounds still itched, and his stomach begged to be filled, but his far more pressing need was to use the bathroom. Like before, Cassie was right there as soon as he stirred, this time with a different novel and a mug of coffee in hand.
“How long did I sleep this time?”
“About eighteen hours, maybe a little more.”
“Shit. That means it’s what, Tuesday morning? I’ve missed so much work and school,” Dane groaned as he struggled to sit up and swing his legs off the bed.
Cassie helped him stand, then helped him get into the bathroom. She even tried to help him get his equipment out and would have undoubtedly helped him aim it if he hadn’t insisted on doing it himself. Standing there, relieving himself, he looked into the mirror. Fuck, I look like hell. I think my whole body is slashed and bruised.
His left shoulder had three talon-sized puncture wounds with irregular circles of dark, charred flesh at their centers from where he’d cauterized them. Numerous scratches of varying depths and severity littered his chest and neck, covering his old scars from his fight with Harold, which, thanks to his own enhanced healing ability as well as Cassie’s continuous efforts, had faded considerably over the past few months.
The lion kanji beneath all the carnage on his chest still looked as vibrant as ever, and if anything, the lion’s face appeared even more fierce, while the demon wings that flowed out from either side of it seemed to have gotten larger, extending all the way across his pec muscles, into his armpits. His flaming pentacle kanji, closed fist, spartan helmet, and strange upside-down heart with horns, wings, and tail all seemed a little different as well. The only one of his kanji that didn’t seem to have changed post-fight with the incubus was the one that depicted Sasha’s cartoonish drake head.
Instead of going back out to the bed, Dane let his gym shorts slide completely down his legs, then he went over and turned on the shower.
“Good idea,” Cassie said. “You get in. I’ll go clean up out there a little.”
Dane winced as hot water beat down on his bruised flesh and streamed over his cuts. He didn’t bother to soap up; he just stood there beneath the showerhead for several minutes with his eyes closed, soaking, until he heard the shower door open and felt Cassie get in with him.
Her hands ran lightly up his back, and over his shoulders, then he felt the press of her small breasts against his back. She held him and laid her cheek down over the nape of his neck.
“I’m so sorry for everything,” she said in a voice so low it was almost a whisper.
He turned in her arms so they were chest to chest, and looked down at her. “You have nothing to be sorry for.”
“You guys had to come rescue me. I feel so stupid for letting myself get caught.”
“Don’t. It could have happened to any of us.” He pulled her in close and nuzzled his nose down into the hair on top of her head, loving the smell of her.
“I’m sorry for what I did the other night, too. At the White Rabbit.”
He eased her away a few inches, just enough so he could gently take her chin in hand and bring her eyes up to his. “I told you. You have nothing to be sorry for.” Bending his head down, he touched his lips to hers. When he felt the first tingle of her essence, he pulled back. “I don’t want to pass out again. No more of whatever part of your essence does that, at least not for now.”
Cassie smirked. “No, I don’t want you passing out in here either.” She leaned in to resume their kiss. Dane’s aches and pains dulled, but when they parted again, she still looked worried. “You’re sure you’re not mad I danced with another man like that? And let him do what he did. When it happened, I didn’t know he was the incubus, but I would have realized if he’d tried to manipulate me. I might not have been able to stop it, but I would have known if he had, and he didn’t. He didn’t need to. I was enjoying what was happening. And while it was happening, I wanted it,” she admitted in a low voice.
“I’m not going to lie and say it didn’t make me jealous. It made me jealous as hell,” Dane replied, uncertain how he felt about her admission. “When I was watching you with him, it made me feel all kinds of things. A few of them, I’m even embarrassed to admit.”
Her eyes came up to his with a questioning look. “Like what?”
Dane swallowed, and it was his turn to look away out of nervousness. If I want this weird situation we all have going on here to work, I have to be honest with the women. No matter how awkward or uncomfortable it is.
“As much as I didn’t like seeing it, it also turned me on. I’m not sure I’ve ever fucked Maeve as hard as I did in that booth while I watched what was happening with you on the dance floor.”
“I get that. I get jealous watching you and Maeve sometimes, but more than that, it just really turns me on,” Cassie admitted. “Are you saying you want me to do that kind of thing more, though?”
“No,” Dane answered quickly. “I mean, I don’t know. Maybe. If that’s what you want, or that’s what you need. I love you, Cassie, and I want you to be happy.”
Her eyes widened, and he realized it was the first time he’d ever told her he loved her. He said it to Maeve a lot, but despite knowing for quite some time he was going down the same path with Cassie, he’d never put his feelings for her into those particular words.
“I love you too,” she said with a quivering lip and eyes full of moisture that wasn’t entirely because of the shower.
Dane kissed her again, slower and with more need. “Let’s go out to the bed,” he said breathlessly.
“Are you sure? I mean, are you sure you’re up for what I think you’re talking about?” she asked with a hopeful smile as she patted his stiffening cock.
“I’ll be fine. I might need an extra dose of your special pain meds afterward, but I’ll be fine.”
They didn’t bother drying. They shut off the water and left the bathroom dripping the entire way. When they stepped into the bedroom through the bathroom door that had been left wide open, Dane noticed two things. The first was that Cassie had straightened up the bedroom and changed out the bedding before she’d followed him into the shower. The second was that Maeve had come home, and she sat grinning on the end of the freshly made bed.
“I came as soon as I felt you were awake, and I got here just in time to hear the end of your conversation,” Maeve said. “I’m glad you two had a chance to talk through your feelings. That was long overdue.” She got up and came over to Cassie, wrapping their dryad in a tight embrace. “We both love you very much.”
Cassie seemed as surprised to see Maeve as Dane was, but when the succubus hugged her and added her declaration to his, Cassie began to cry again. Maeve pulled Dane into the hug, and they all stood there for several long moments, two of them naked and dripping wet, the other in a stylish business casual pantsuit, getting soaked.
“It seems I interrupted something here,” Maeve said after a while. “Please don’t stop on my account. Considering everything that’s happened recently, I think a celebration is just what we need.” She looked around the room. “You know, we could really use a comfortable chair in here. The room is large enough. It was an oversight I’ll have to remedy.”
“Aren’t you supposed to be at work?” Dane asked.
“I’m the boss now. I can do what I want. I can certainly take an extended lunch.”
“The boss? Of the lingerie store?”
“No. At the library. Cassie didn’t tell you?”
“She mentioned you got a new job but nothing about it being at the library. What do you mean, you’re the boss?”
“Well, Victoria is a vampire now, so she wasn’t going to be able to resume her role as head librarian, not that she wanted it, anyway. She made that clear when she and Vance, the head of the local vampire coven, showed up last night. It seemed like a terrible idea to let an opportunity like that go to waste, so I assumed her role there.” Maeve shifted into an identical likeness of Ms. Stevens, still wearing the business casual pantsuit.
Dane’s head was reeling. He’d just gone from telling one of the women he loved, that he loved her, to being about ready to get it on with her, to finding out the other woman he loved was masquerading as a woman he didn’t care for much, who was also his boss—and oh yeah, that woman’s also now a vampire. This is getting confusing.
“Ms. Stevens is a vampire?” he asked, still trying to get his head around that detail.
“Yes,” Maeve replied. “It seems she convinced Vance to change her.”
“But you’re taking over her place at the library? Do you know anything about running a library? And does that mean when you’re in disguise as her, there will be two of her wandering around the city? How is that going to work?”
“I’ll be sure to only wear her persona around the university, and I don’t expect she’ll be getting out much during the day anymore,” Maeve replied. “I also plan on subtly changing her appearance little by little. In a year, my disguise and the real Victoria Stevens won’t look like more than distant sisters to one another.”
“Wow, this is a lot to take in.” Dane sat down on the edge of the bed. “Why did Ms. Stevens and the master vampire come by here?”
“She wanted a cut from Lorenzo’s stash,” Cassie interjected as she went over to the dresser and took out a pair of denim Daisy Duke cutoff shorts that were smaller than some cheeky bikini bottoms Dane had seen. They looked amazing on her, but he felt the ache of realizing the window of opportunity to get involved in what they’d been about to start before Maeve showed up had passed.
“That and Vance wanted to make sure there was no lingering ill will between his people and us. He’s taking a live-and-let-live approach and was hoping we would as well. So, in your absence, I did what I thought was best and settled with them,” Maeve said. “We kept a third of the cash and jewels from the chest, plus one of the two artifacts Lorenzo had, and we got Victoria’s agreement not to blow the lid off my taking her position at the library.”
Dane nodded as he watched Cassie put on a small white cotton tank top, so short it left the very bottoms of her breasts hanging out.
“I’ll go fix us all some sandwiches. I know Dane’s starving,” Cassie said, as she headed to the bedroom door.
“Wait, no,” Maeve called after her. “You guys were just going to get started.”
“Let her go.” Dane chuckled.
“I didn’t intend to interrupt you two. If I’d realized my presence would interfere, I wouldn’t have come in. I was just so happy you two were finally getting to talk. I wanted to listen.”
“Maeve, it’s not a big deal.”
“Okay,” she said sullenly, then she nodded as if she’d decided something. “But tonight, when I get home, we are going to continue this.”
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Coming Together

Dane Staley


After eating the sandwich Cassie made for him and demolishing a full large bottle of sports drink, Dane went out to Justin’s new hot tub to soak. The water felt amazing on his sore muscles, so good, in fact, at one point he nearly fell asleep watching Cassie garden and Sasha steal cherry tomatoes one at a time off the vine. 
He felt a deeper connection with his dryad after their talk and exchange of I love yous. Watching her flit around the yard wearing next to nothing chasing Sasha made him want to go to her and rekindle what they’d started that morning. When he’d attempted that, right after Maeve left to return to work, Cassie told him she’d promised Maeve they would wait for her. He knew if he pushed the issue, he could convince Cassie to do some fooling around, but he was content waiting to see what the girls were cooking up.
When Justin got home that afternoon, Dane wandered over to his makeshift workshop at the kitchen table. It was hard not to laugh when he saw his best friend wearing the homemade electronically enhanced glasses, now with the addition of a six-inch antenna sticking up behind Justin’s left ear.
“Dude, I heard all about your fight the other night,” Justin said. “It sounds like it was epic. I’m so jealous.”
“Don’t be jealous,” Dane replied. “I basically just got my ass kicked again. It’s kind of becoming an annoyingly regular thing. Between jocks and demons, I can’t seem to steer clear of assholes that want to hurt me.”
“That’s not how I heard it. I heard you killed another demon, and this one came with a loot chest.” Justin’s eyes lit up. “Maeve already tried to reimburse me for the truck and you guys staying here from the winnings.”
“You make it sound like we completed a level on a video game.” Dane chuckled. “It felt way more real than that, though. In fact, it still feels pretty real.” He worked one of his injured shoulders in a slow circle for emphasis. “But I’m glad to hear Maeve paid you back for what you’ve done.”
“No way, bro. I turned her down. First off, the stuff you guys have been borrowing, like the truck and the room, are my dad’s, not mine. So, taking payback for them would be way uncool. And second, having you guys here is way more fun than living alone was. At this point, I wouldn’t let you leave even if you tried.”
“Thanks, man. The girls and I like staying here too. So, what’s with the fancy glasses?”
“Oh, you’ve got to check this new version out. Let me show you.”
Dane listened while Justin did his best to explain his new contraptions. His friend needed to work on his elevator pitch for them, however. He dove straight into the technical specs of the components and the synergistic effects each had on the other, leaving Dane in the dust right away. It was impressive to hear Justin talk so passionately like that, though, even if by the end, Dane didn’t understand the glasses much better than he had from Cassie’s translated description of them the other morning at the coffee bar. Justin has always been into computers and video games and stuff like that, but this obsession with electronics is on a whole new level. I wonder if that medallion Zamora called an enhancement charm could really be enhancing his abilities or aptitude somehow.
When the doorbell rang, it drew Dane away from the electronics discussion. Outside, he found a delivery man with a plastic-wrapped chair that the guy had instructions to take directly to Dane’s bedroom, but under no circumstances was he to let a Mr. Dane Staley assist in the process of carrying it.
Dane knew right away who’d ordered the chair, even before he saw Maeve’s name on the sales slip. Her adding the stipulation to the delivery man’s instructions that I’m not allowed to help move it seems a little over the top, though. She didn’t have to make it sound like I’m an invalid.
He showed the man to his room and had him place the chair in the empty corner opposite the main doorway. The beautiful chair was of a high-backed wing style, with plush deep red fabric tufted with buttons set in a diamond pattern and exaggerated rounded wings that flared out to the sides around the head. It looks comfortable, but it kind of reminds me of a luxurious throne. I wonder if that was Maeve’s intent.
As soon as Sasha and Cassie came in from the yard, their drake-cat found the new piece of furniture and claimed it as her own, jumping up into it and kneading the seat cushion until it suited her liking.
“If you damage that, Maeve will have your hide,” Dane warned.
The drake-cat looked away dramatically, as if making a point that she was ignoring him, but she did discontinue the clawing and laid down.
Cassie kissed him as she bounded through, topping off his organic painkillers and giving him a light head. Then she made a beeline for the shower. He was seriously tempted to go join her, but again, she said she’d promised Maeve, so he resisted the temptation and went back out to the living room.
To his surprise, he found Justin not at the kitchen table, but in his old regular spot in his recliner, with a game controller in hand. Justin invited him to play a round on the newest first-person shooter, and Dane accepted.
It quickly became apparent he was in way over his head, though. Justin had always been better than him at games, but now his friend was like a Mr. Smith agent stalking the matrix. I don’t even have a chance anymore. I wonder how much of this is a side effect or a result of the amulet as well.
After getting trounced several times head-to-head, he requested they play one of the other games where they could be partners. Justin readily agreed, and after that, the gaming experience improved dramatically, at least for Dane.
When Maeve came home, she had an armload of bags, several of which had the design of the store in the mall she used to work at. I think I’m going to like this.
As he got up and went over to her, it occurred to him he hadn’t seen the truck in the driveway when he’d gone out front to meet the delivery man earlier.
“Did you take the truck to work today?”
“Yes,” Maeve beamed. “I have for the last few days. It’s been exhilarating. I love driving these motor vehicles, and I think we should consider getting one of our own. Maybe two.”
“Two? Maeve, we can’t afford—”
“We can afford it,” she said, cutting him off with a finger to his lips. “I used part of our portion of Lorenzo’s stash to pay off the imp. He was more than happy to take a few of the gems. But even after that and using some of the cash to pay off my credit card, we have plenty left over to purchase several cars.”
“Really? That much was in there?”
“Yes. Many of the gems are quite valuable, although turning them into cash might take some work, which was why using them to pay off the imp was convenient.” She leaned in to kiss him. “Now stop worrying. I told you all that money stuff would work itself out. You need to trust me.”
“I do trust you.”
“Good.” Maeve looked over at the wall clock. “Give me thirty minutes, then come back to our room.”
Dane played a few more games with Justin, but he had a hard time not continuously watching the clock. Of all the times he and the women had made love, this was the first time he could remember that it had been more-or-less a planned event and where there was so much buildup beforehand. He understood the idea of anticipation enhancing things, but he’d been waiting all day and was ready to burst.
He was happy to see Lia come home because it took most of Justin’s focus off him and made him feel less bad about counting the seconds until he could run out on his friend, whom he admittedly hadn’t spent as much time with lately as he would have liked.
When the appointed minute came, despite his nagging injuries, Dane practically launched himself off the couch and sprinted to the bedroom.
Inside, he found the room dark except for the bedside lamp that someone had draped a thin red cloth over. The muted light filtering through the cloth provided plenty of illumination to see by but cast the room in heavy crimson shadows, setting a mysterious, seductive mood. He didn’t see incense burning or lingering smoke, but there was a warm sandalwood and clove aroma permeating the room.
Cassie knelt on the bed, wearing a sheer babydoll chemise of pure white that showed every curve and detail of her magnificent body through it. Her eyes were eager, but her smile looked nervous.
Dane glanced over to Maeve, who lounged in the new chair like a queen, her hair still damp from a recent shower, wearing a black lace corset with matching panties and stockings. She smiled and blew him a kiss but didn’t say anything. Wow, the girls look really sexy. I could get used to this lingerie-wearing thing.
Cassie spoke up first, with nervousness in her voice. “I want you inside me tonight. I’ve never done that with anyone. I still can’t do it the real way, but I want to try it the other way… if you want that.”
“Of course, but I thought you two had an agreement about that,” Dane said, looking from Cassie to Maeve again.
“After this morning, I decided to let our little minx have you that way first. You and I have had other firsts together, and we will have many more in the future, but this is something the two of you can share and be each other’s first in.”
“Thank you, Maeve,” Cassie said as she lept off the bed and went over to hug their succubus, which essentially meant she had to climb into Maeve’s lap. “I’ll totally make this up to you.”
“Yes, you will,” Maeve purred. She kissed their dryad, then gently pushed her off her lap. “Come on. I didn’t buy all these toys and get all dressed up to just talk. You two owe me a show.”
Dane hadn’t bothered to put much clothing on while lounging around the house, so he only had a T-shirt and gym shorts to take off, but Cassie came over to help him with it. They kissed, and Cassie let her fingers trail across each of his new wounds as she peeled his shirt over his head. He let his hands glide down her shoulders and over her curves, the smooth sheer fabric sliding beneath his fingertips like silk. Once his shirt was off, Cassie sank to her knees, dragging his shorts with her. As his cock sprang free, she took it lovingly in her hands and kissed the tip.
When she took it in her mouth, his hands found her hair, and he inhaled sharply. “Ah, fuck yeah. I’ve been waiting all day for this.”
He noticed Maeve shift in her seat. She watched them intently from the chair and slid the matching panty portion of her lingerie set down her legs, leaving the corset top and stockings in place.
Cassie had his entire length in her mouth, his tip a slight bulge in her throat. When she pulled back off, she gulped in air, a long string of thick saliva trailing from his cockhead to her lower lip.
“If you do that much longer, I’m not going to make it to the main event,” he warned.
“That’s perfect,” Maeve said from her perch, where she was slowly rubbing circles over her own glistening sex. “We don’t want the main event to end too quickly. Let our minx suck this first orgasm that’s been building all day out of you. Then you’ll be able to enjoy her tight virgin ass even longer before the next one.”
Cassie’s answer was to plunge back down onto him until the bulge in her throat returned. Several more strokes like that one, and he was shooting his first load down his dryad’s eager throat and roaring like he truly was the lion kanji on his chest.
From down the hall, he heard someone pound on the wall, and his roar choked off into a laugh. Even Cassie giggled, his cum dribbling from the corners of her mouth. That sounded like Lia’s fist against the wall in the kitchen. It won’t be long before she has Justin in their bedroom, trying to compete with us. Good for him. I hope she fucks him so hard he has trouble walking tomorrow.
“Good. Now up on the bed,” Maeve directed as she got up and went over to the dresser where a large bowl waited. It seemed evident Maeve’s initial intention was to simply watch from the new chair and pleasure herself, but it also seemed she couldn’t resist the urge to become the maestro of the event.
Cassie obeyed by crawling up onto the bed, then turning around and lying back on her elbows. She looked stunning spread out there before him with her sheer nightie pooling around her, a flushed face from the efforts she’d just put in, and a wide radiant smile. He noticed then, for the first time that evening, the little jewel peeking from between her luscious ass cheeks. I wonder if she’s been wearing that since she took her second shower this afternoon.
Dane crawled up over Cassie on his hands and knees until their mouths met. The aches and pains that had nagged him all day seemed to fade into the background as he kissed her.
Then he felt as much as he heard Maeve come up behind him and lean onto the bed between his legs. A moment later, Cassie gasped into his mouth as Maeve did something to her. Breaking from the kiss, he looked down between his and her bodies, between his legs, and saw Maeve had her mouth over Cassie’s thatch-covered mound.
As he watched Maeve, she pulled back and exchanged her mouth for a bright pink, almost horseshoe-shaped vibrator in Cassie’s pussy. Then she pressed a button on a matching pink remote, and the toy began to buzz. Their dryad inhaled at the insertion, and her eyes fluttered when the device vibrated. Maeve smiled as she pressed the button several more times, changing the pitch of the buzzing until she settled back onto the softest setting.
Maeve then came around to sit on the side of the bed and Dane leaned toward her so they could kiss. He loved the contrast of flavors between his beautiful women as well as the contrast of their kissing techniques. Maeve was slow, smooth, and confident as ever, while Cassie was flighty and playful. Different, but equally intoxicating.
“Thank you,” he said to Maeve.
“You’re welcome, my love. Enjoy her, but go easy. The first time back there will be a lot for her.”
Dane nodded.
“Why don’t you go get the first of the toys from the bowl and that bottle of lubricant?”
Dane did as Maeve suggested, crawling from the bed and walking over to the dresser. The bowl held warm water along with three successively larger glass dildos. The glass rods were each beautiful works of art in their own right, with their own pattern of swirling color and raised ridges along the mostly clear shafts. After selecting the smallest one, Dane grabbed the brand-new bottle of lube and went back over to the bed.
Maeve had maneuvered herself over beside Cassie’s upper body. The women kissed as Maeve caressed one of the dryad’s breasts, and the vibrator hummed away inside her. Dane positioned himself between Cassie’s outstretched legs, then one by one, he bent her knees up and spread them until she was in a more open position that granted him better access to her feminine folds and anus. She groaned into Maeve’s mouth as he gently pulled at the jewel-headed plug lodged within her back passage, and when the thickest part of it popped through her tight anal ring, she grunted, and Dane felt her entire body momentarily tense.
The lube from the bottle was cool to the touch, so Dane squirted some onto his fingers, then rubbed them together to warm it before applying some to Cassie’s rosebud. She tensed again when his finger touched her little crinkled ring but relaxed almost immediately.
He swirled the tip of his lubed finger around her back entrance, amazed at how much of the vibration from the toy in her pussy he could feel radiating through her skin. Then he pushed his finger in gently. It eased her ring apart with far less pressure than he remembered from when they had gotten this far before. When his entire finger was in her, he held it in place, again amazed at the vibrations transmitting through the wall of flesh separating her two channels.
As he slowly stroked into her, he felt her tension ease completely, and her hips began matching his rhythm, even seeming to encourage him to go faster. A short time later, she broke her kiss with Maeve so she could pant freely as her first orgasm rippled through her.
“That’s it, my sweet little minx. Give in to the pleasure your master is giving you,” Maeve whispered to her. “Aren’t you such a lucky little girl? Such a naughty little slut, taking your master’s finger up your ass.”
“Yes,” Cassie hissed. “It feels so good, but please mistress, the vibration is too much now.”
Dane heard the remote-controlled vibrator click off, but Maeve made no move to remove it.
“I think she’s ready for the first glass toy,” Maeve said.
As Cassie came down from her orgasm, Dane slowly pulled his finger free.
He marveled at his dryad’s copious creamy cum running out of her pussy, around the still embedded vibrator, and down her crack, adding to the artificial lubricant already around her slightly gaping rosebud.
Picking up the first glass dildo, Dane spread a liberal helping of additional lube on it, then pressed it to Cassie’s flushed pink-green sphincter. As with his finger, her ass accepted the smallest glass toy with little difficulty, and before long, Maeve was directing him to get the medium one from the bowl.
As he pressed the second glass phallus in, which had knobs slightly larger than the width of his thumb, Maeve clicked back on the vibrator. Cassie squirmed and panted, but when he asked her if she wanted to stop or needed a break, she shook her head emphatically no.
The third and largest glass rod took the most effort to work into her, and once it was in, it brought Cassie to climax almost immediately. Watching his dryad writhe in pleasure with both her holes stuffed, one with the horseshoe vibrator and the other with the largest glass rod, Dane’s cock ached. Fuck, this is hot. I can’t wait to feel her from the inside.
As Cassie came down from her second orgasm, Maeve suggested they reposition. She Directed Cassie to turn onto her side and for Dane to move around to spoon her from behind.
Dane liked the new position, and Cassie seemed to as well. They kissed over her shoulder for a minute before he settled in behind her, letting his top arm tuck around her body and his face settle in just behind her ear. Maeve, ever the orchestrator, positioned herself lower on the bed near their hips, where his hard cock already rested against Cassie’s fit ass.
“That’s it,” Maeve said lovingly as she caressed their hips.
Then her hand, covered in lube, moved to his shaft and stroked several times. She eased the large glass toy from Cassie’s ass and, when it popped out, lined Dane up at the recently vacated entrance.
“Slow,” she whispered.
Despite all the preparation and lube, when he pressed his tip into Cassie’s rear entrance, it just didn’t feel large enough to accommodate him. He pushed his hips forward and felt her doing the same back. At first, her ring resisted, and he didn’t think it was going to work. But then it gave way, and she stretched around his girth all at once.
“Ahh,” she said as his tip slipped inside her.
“Are you okay?” he asked. “Do you want me to stop?”
“No,” she replied breathlessly. “Your skin feels way different from the glass. There’s more texture, and it feels bigger. It’s better, but it’s more difficult at the same time.”
He felt her press back into him again, and a little more of his shaft disappeared into her. The feeling was hard to explain. It felt similar to a vagina but also different. The pressure around his shaft was more all-encompassing like a tight, satiny fist squeezing him.
“Oh, by the goddess, you’re inside of me,” Cassie gasped. “We’re really doing it. You’re really taking me.”
“Where is he?” Maeve asked, from where she sat next to them on the bed, watching with her fingers playing over her own pussy again. “Where’s he fucking you, my little minx?”
“In my butt,” Cassie panted.
“Where? You can do better than that, my naughty little slut,” Maeve coaxed. “Where’s your master fucking you?”
“In my ass, mistress,” Cassie squeaked.
“And do you like it?”
“Yes, mistress. It’s so much, but I love it.”
“Good girl,” Maeve praised as she clicked the vibrator back on.
Dane pulled himself partway out before pressing slowly back in. The new sensation of the vibrator, just millimeters away from his shaft, added a whole new level of stimulation.
“This feels so good. Cassie, you feel so good.”
“Thank you, master,” She breathed out between gasps.
Dane massaged her breast through her sheer babydoll nightie, then slipped his hand down under its short hem so he could feel her soft skin directly beneath his fingertips. He rolled her plump pink-green nipple between his fingers, loving the way she responded to his touch.
His strokes inside her grew longer, but they didn’t build to a fast pace. That was okay with him, and Cassie seemed to be getting all the stimulation she could handle the way they were going. Too soon, between the tightness, the extra sensation of the vibrator, and the sheer eroticism of the entire situation, Dane felt the building pressure in his balls long before he wanted their coupling to end.
“Baby, you’re going to make me cum,” he said into Cassie’s ear.
“Yes.”
“Can I cum in you?”
“Yes,” she said again more urgently as her hand came around to grab his ass, as if to keep him from pulling out of her.
As close as he was, Cassie actually reached orgasm before he did, but feeling her anus clamp down on him as she came sent him over the edge, and he unloaded into her. They moved together, riding out their blissful releases as one until they were both spent and panting.
“Oh wow, that feels super weird.” She giggled as they lay there, catching her breath. “With your seed in there, too, this is the fullest I’ve ever been.” She pulled the horseshoe shaped vibrator from herself as Dane slipped out of her. As he flopped free, she giggled again. “Now I feel kinda empty. I think I need to go use the restroom, though.” She squirmed off the bed, leaving Dane and Maeve there.
Maeve was still working on herself with her fingers on the bed next to him. Her eyes were closed, and her head was back. Dane moved over so his face was between her legs, then he went in with his tongue to help her fingers massage her pearl.
As he caressed her with his tongue, her fingers relinquished their duties and went to his hair. Maeve had already gotten herself close, so it didn’t take long before she cascaded over the edge and came all over his face.
“Thank you, my love. I needed that,” she said, as he moved up to put his head on the pillow next to her.
When Dane heard the shower running, he sighed. “I should probably go clean up as well before I pass out.”
Reluctantly, he rolled away from Maeve and off the bed. He took a minute to collect all of their toys before he went and got into the shower with Cassie. She welcomed him with open arms and a passionate kiss.
“That was one of the best experiences I’ve ever had,” she said shyly. “Did you like it?”
“I loved it,” Dane said honestly.
“Good, I’m a little sore, but in a good way, and I’m definitely going to want to do that again if you’re still up for it. Not tonight, but sometime soon.”
“Of course. I can’t wait.”
She snuggled into him, and they stood there beneath the water, holding one another. A few minutes later, Maeve joined them as well. The three of them were definitely stretching the shower’s maximum occupancy, but he didn’t mind getting close with his women. Maybe we can make this polyamory—or whatever this is called—work. I certainly love them both, and I’m willing to do whatever it takes. I hope we can steer clear of angering any more demons, though. I’m ready to get back to a normal—or as close to normal—supernatural life as we can.
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Epilogue

Dane Staley


Dane pulled into the library parking lot at the university with Maeve, wearing her Ms. Stevens disguise, sitting next to him in the passenger seat of their new sixty-nine Camaro. Well, new to them, at least. The classic muscle car wasn’t completely restored, but it was in good running condition, and the faded paint and the scuffed interior only made it better, as far as he was concerned. 
Justin had been beside himself that they bought what he called an old clunker instead of a new Camaro. Never mind that they’d probably paid more for the sixty-nine than they would have for some of the new Camaro models. Dane hadn’t ever found newer sports cars nearly as appealing as old ones, and his girlfriends agreed.
He smiled to himself, thinking of Cassie and Maeve as his girlfriends. I have got to be the luckiest man alive. I hope the gods don’t ever wake me from this dream.
Maeve put her hand on his leg, which was still difficult for him to get used to when she was in her Ms. Stevens disguise.
“The other librarians are beginning to talk about how much attention I’m giving you. They think Victoria is up to her old ways again,” Maeve said with a grin.
“Me driving you to work isn’t going to help that if anyone sees us together while you look like that, and this car isn’t exactly inconspicuous.”
“No, it’s not inconspicuous, but I love the way it makes me feel. The rumble and the vibration are exquisite. And the raw power when you press on the pedal. And the sexy lines of the fenders,” Maeve explained, becoming almost breathless like she was about to orgasm. “I love the food on this world, but I might love the cars of the last century here even more.”
Despite his initial protests, Maeve convinced him the three of them needed to give back the borrowed work truck and get themselves a vehicle. She’d convinced him to get two vehicles, as a matter of fact. I’m having a harder and harder time saying no to her. She keeps saying I’m the master in this relationship and that her succubus powers have no sway over me, but I’m starting to wonder.
In truth, he knew exactly why she always seemed to get her way, and it had nothing to do with her being a succubus. It’s because I’m madly in love with her, and I want her to be happy.
Maeve picked out the sixty-nine Camaro. For him, it had been a tossup between the Camaro and the seventy Chevelle, but after driving them both, she’d wanted the Camaro. He’d expected her to go with something more classically classy and elegant, like a fifties-era Cadillac or maybe a Bell Air, but the Camaro was what she wanted. And once she drove it, there was no changing her mind.
Dane hadn’t been surprised at all by what Cassie picked out. The fifty-five Chevy Step-side fit her perfectly. It was also a little rough around the edges and showing its age, but with Cassie driving it in her vintage seventies era clothes, it just worked. We could have probably bought our own house for what we spent on the two vehicles, but I can’t complain. Justin is still insisting he doesn’t want us to move out, so I guess we’re good there for a little while longer.
Between buying the vehicles, paying off the imp, and paying down Maeve’s credit cards, they were basically debt-free, which took an enormous weight off Dane’s shoulders. They even had a little left over from their part of Lorenzo’s stash to live on for a while. Life is good. Although I’m a little worried that my parents want me to come home for the holidays so they can meet my new girlfriend. I’m not sure how I’m going to break it to them that I have two.
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The gentlemen’s club interior was exactly as Dane remembered it from when Maeve and he visited several months earlier to test her theory on jealousy. The same nineties pop remix played from speakers with too much bass and the same swirling disco lights flashed a dizzying kaleidoscope across the tables and dance floor. The place is packed tonight. The last time we were here, only a few tables were full.
Justin, Dane’s best friend and housemate, had suggested the trip to the gentlemen’s club as a way of celebrating their last day of the semester at the university. He’s been wanting to bring Lia here ever since he found out Maeve and I came.
Dane wasn’t surprised that his two girlfriends, Maeve and Cassie, readily agreed to the trip. Even though Maeve exuded class and sophistication, she was still a succubus at heart and reveled in everything carnal and salacious. Cassie, his easy-going, hippie-girl dryad, although different from Maeve in almost every way, had proven she was also game for just about any new experience.
The one who’d surprised him by agreeing to come was Lia, Justin’s girlfriend, the water nymph and Cassie’s best friend. Lia, although an exceptionally good influence on Justin, had proven to have a rather fierce jealous streak. I don’t have any room to judge, though. I certainly have a jealous streak as well when it comes to Maeve and Cassie.
Dane suspected the main reason Lia agreed to come was because, aside from her jealousy, she also seemed to have a competitive streak with Cassie and Maeve. I think she’s mainly here to prove she can keep up with them.
“This is going to be so much fun.” Cassie beamed as they wove through the crowded seating area toward center stage. “I’ve never been to one of these places before, but I’ve always wanted to see what it’s like.”
“It’s basically a rite of passage,” Justin replied over the music. “You can’t say you’ve been to college until you’ve seen the inside of a strip-club.”
Justin wore one of his trademark Hawaiian-print shirts, along with the newest version of his homemade augmentation glasses. Dane had to admit his friend was getting better at putting the strange contraptions together. This pair of glasses, or goggles, doesn’t have nearly as much wiring and circuitry exposed as the last version did. And thankfully, he didn’t wear the new glove he’s working on. The one he swears will replace every remote and game controller in the house.
“Actually,” Justin continued. “For you girls, the real rite of passage would be to come on an open-stage night and strut your stuff up there along with the dancers.”
“Really?” Cassie asked enthusiastically.
“No. Ignore him,” Dane interjected as he found them open seats around a tiny table near the stage.
Maeve broke away from the group, saying she was going to announce herself to Benson, the orc proprietor of the club, to avoid any misunderstandings like they’d run into the last time they’d come to the establishment, when Benson had mistaken her for a free-roaming succubus looking for prey.
Justin gave Lia a kiss, then broke away as well, heading towards the bar.
“Ew,” Lia said under her breath as she took a seat next to Cassie. “There’s a table full of lycanthropes over there.”
Dane turned his head to see who Lia was referring to. Across the room, three young men sat around a table watching the show. All of them had sharp features and wore their hair long, giving them a rugged outdoorsy quality that made Dane think of construction workers or bikers.
“What have you got against werewolves?” Cassie asked. “Wasn’t your last boyfriend a werewolf?”
“He was never my boyfriend. We were together one time, then he got all possessive.” Lia replied curtly. “It took over a month for him to quit texting me, wanting to hookup again.”
Dane hadn’t interacted with lycanthropes much, or any of the many beastkin varieties for that matter. He’d served coffee to a few when he worked at the student center coffee-bar, but during those interactions, the werewolves had always been nice enough. He turned back to the stage, his eyes tracking the topless, dark-skinned beauty dancing there, when a feminine hand fell across his shoulder.
“Where have you been?” a familiar voice asked. “And where’s your hot girlfriend?”
Dane turned his head in the opposite direction from where the werewolves were and found Tuesday, the raven-haired goth dancer who’d entertained him and Maeve in the club’s private salon the last time they were there. He couldn’t help remembering how her magnificent, lithe body had looked and felt as she’d ridden him. That was truly a night to remember.
“Hey Tuesday,” he began, but he didn’t get anything else out before Cassie squealed with excitement from beside him.
“Gemma?” Cassie asked excitedly. “Oh my God, you work here?”
Gemma, or Tuesday, as Dane knew her, looked surprised, but when Cassie jumped up from her seat to give the bikini-clad dancer an enormous hug, the young woman reciprocated enthusiastically.
“What are you doing here?” Tuesday asked. “I mean, I know what you’re doing here, I guess, but I never would have expected to see you in a place like this.”
“This is my boyfriend,” Cassie replied, intertwining her arm with Dane’s. “We came to celebrate finishing all our finals at school.”
Tuesday looked from Cassie to Dane, clearly confused. “He’s your boyfriend?”
“Oh my gosh,” Cassie gasped, as something dawned on her. “Is Gemma the one who danced for you and Maeve when you guys came before?” She asked Dane.
Cassie knew the entire story of what happened when he and Maeve came to the club previously, but Dane never suspected Cassie might know Tuesday. I didn’t even realize Tuesday was a student at the university.
“He told you about that?” Tuesday asked, her pale face blushing slightly.
“Of course,” Cassie said. “And it sounds like it was crazy hot. I wish I’d been here.”
Maeve sauntered up behind the goth girl. “Tuesday, it’s good to see you again. I was just saying hi to Benson, and I asked him if you were around this evening.”
Tuesday turned and her eyes widened, her faintly pink cheeks darkening as she looked from Dane to Maeve to Cassie, clearly trying to understand the situation.
Cassie jumped in, “and I know you already met my girlfriend, Maeve.”
“Your girlfriend?” Tuesday asked. “So, you three are all together? Or is it all four of you?”
Dane had forgotten about Lia sitting there as well. When all eyes turned to the water nymph, Lia looked like a deer in headlights.
“It’s just the three of us,” Dane corrected. Having two girlfriends is awesome and I wouldn’t change it for the world, but I can’t imagine having a third. Things might start to get really confusing then. “Lia is my friend Justin’s girlfriend. They’re with us tonight, celebrating as well.”
As if on cue, Justin came back from the bar, looking dejected. “Man, I was hoping to get a private room for us, but they said they’re all full or reserved. I even tried to bring a few Benjamins in to assist, but it’s a no-go. I did put an order in for shots, though. So, tequila incoming!”
“Mr. Staley, Mrs. Staley,” interrupted the gravelly voice of an enormous orc in a well-fitted charcoal-gray suit. “Your room will be ready shortly. We apologize that the one you were in last time is not available tonight, but we hope another will suffice.” 
“Of course,” Maeve replied.
“Excellent. And I see you’ve already found our Tuesday. Will she be joining you this evening?”
“Yes,” Cassie chimed in quickly, grabbing Tuesday’s arm. “I mean, if she wants to.”
“Hell, yeah,” Tuesday replied. “Dane and Maeve were awesome tippers last time, and hella fun.”
“Excellent.” The orc bouncer nodded. “Thank you again for visiting us and thank you again for announcing yourselves. If you’d like any of the other girls to accompany you as well, don’t hesitate to ask.”
“Wow,” Justin said after the orc walked away. “Of course, you guys have a hook up here. I mean, you’ve been here…all of once…so why wouldn’t you?” He shook his head in exaggerated dejection. “I can’t believe I’ve just been big-timed by my padawan. I guess that means I’m Obi Wan to your Luke.” Then he smiled. “I’m cool with that. All except for the dying part at the end of episode one. No heroic mentor death for me, thank you very much.”
Their first round of shots came, and Dane had to choke his down. Tequila was not his drink of choice and the taste of it always left him on the verge of heaving. Their second round came after they’d already been shown back to one of the private rooms. It was smaller than the one Tuesday entertained Maeve and him in the last time, but it was nice enough. Most of the noise from the crowded main room faded away once the door was shut, but the house music still played through speakers embedded in the ceiling. The room’s fake-leather, built-in couch ringed three of the four walls, and in the middle of the horseshoe the huge couch created, a low circular table sat, complete with a chrome dance pole at its center.
Before she started their first dance, Tuesday warned Dane and Maeve that she wouldn’t be able to go nearly as far with them as she had last time. After their initial visit, she’d apparently been mildly reprimanded for flouting house rules with them. Aside from that, she said the presence of the other entertainer along with their friends made fooling around too risky. Dane assured her that was completely fine and apologized for getting her into trouble the last time.
“Pshh. Don’t worry about it,” Tuesday said. “That was so much fun; it was worth it. Benson wasn’t that mad, anyway. Some of the other girls get into trouble like that all the time.” She lowered her voice before continuing, “We had a Napaea working here a while back, and oh my God, she was a wild one.”
Dane was pretty sure Napaea were a type of nymph, like dryads. Valley nymphs, if I remember correctly, from the lore books I’ve been reading. Tuesday’s use of the reference caught Dane off guard, though. She’s clearly human, but she also obviously knows about the wider supernatural world. So she can see Maeve, Cassie, Lia and the orcs, for what they truly are.
“So, you’re aware…” he asked hesitantly, just in case he was wrong in his assumption. “Of what’s around us?”
“Yeah, of course,” Tuesday answered, still keeping her voice low. “Although most of the girls here aren’t. But I knew what Benson and his bouncers were as soon as I saw them. I’ve known about the supernatural world since I was a kid. My dad was an ordained paladin.”
“Your father’s a paladin?” Maeve laughed. “And you dress like that and work in a place like this. Oh, honey, if I didn’t already have a soft spot for you after what you did with us last time, I would now. You’re my kind of rebel.”
Tuesday laughed as well. “Yeah, when I rebelled, I went a little overboard. When Daddy learned I had the makings of a witch, he freaked and tried to lock me away. I started dressing like this long before I came out here for school. Then when I started at Sablehurst, this job kind of fell into my lap. I didn’t really intend for it to happen, but…here we are.”
“A budding witch?” Maeve asked thoughtfully.
“No,” Tuesday replied, a little dejected. “I just have a spark. I’ve found some books about it, but it’s been hard for me to learn anything from just the books, and I haven’t been able to make any contacts in witch circles. My dad’s position still precedes me, and none of them will have anything to do with a paladin’s daughter.”
“Hey, we know a witch.” Cassie said. “Or at least Dane and Maeve do. I haven’t gotten to meet her yet. But maybe we could talk to her for you.” Cassie looked at Dane expectantly.
“Ah, yeah, maybe.” He replied. “I’m not sure Gretta is the type to teach or take on an apprentice, but it couldn’t hurt to ask, I guess.”
Maeve chuckled. “She’s sure taken a liking to teaching Luke.”
Dane couldn’t help grinning. “Yeah, that’s a different situation, though.”
“Gretta? You mean the old crone who runs the shop across town?” Tuesday asked. “I’ve been in there a few times, and she’s always been a real bitch. Even if she wasn’t, I’m not sure I’m the type to be an apprentice. I’m not great when it comes to authority figures.”
“Let’s get this party started.” Justin said from the other side of the couch.
“We’ll talk more, later.” Cassie said with a wink and a pat on Tuesday’s arm.
Tuesday agreed, then she, along with another entertainer—a petite young Asian woman who Justin and Lia asked to come back—mounted the small stage. The dancers circled the pole, spinning and swinging from it in a show of true dexterity and strength. As they danced, they untied one another’s tops, letting them fall to the table. Tuesday’s small breasts were just as Dane remembered them—creamy white perfection with puffy pink nipples. The Asian dancer’s breasts were larger and less resistant to gravity than Tuesday’s, giving them significantly more swing and sway as she moved.
Justin had an ear-to-ear grin as the cute Asian dancer came down off the table and straddled Lia’s lap. At first, Lia seemed transfixed and a little apprehensive by what was going on, but as she received the saucy lap dance, it became clear she was enjoying herself. Cassie did say water nymphs were usually pretty open sexually, although I’ve always thought of Lia as reserved. She’s certainly coming out of her shell tonight, though. I’m sure the alcohol is helping immensely.
Tuesday came down off the table as well, spreading her lap dance attention between Dane, Maeve, and Cassie, although Cassie seemed to get the lion’s share of her focus. Not that Dane was complaining. He loved watching his dryad with her face buried between Tuesday’s breasts and her hands cupping the goth girl’s ass as it ground over her lap.
Despite the warnings Tuesday gave about not being able to get too hands on with her dancing, both she and the other dancer were already going well beyond what Dane thought was allowed at the club.
As Tuesday danced, Cassie tugged at the straps of the woman’s thong bikini bottoms, coaxing the goth girl to get to the full-nude portion of her performance more quickly. Dane’s hard-on surged at the sight of Tuesday’s cleanly shaven quim, especially when Cassie reached beneath the dancer to stroke through her folds.
The Asian dancer, straddling Lia, was also fully nude. Her hands moved beneath Lia’s top, fondling the water nymph’s breasts while Lia rubbed Justin’s bulging jeans. Lia seems to be getting into this, although I notice she hasn’t let the dancer do much to Justin. Dane chuckled. She complained about her ex being possessive, but she’s got a little possessiveness in her too. Justin doesn’t seem to mind, though. If his smile gets any wider, his head might split.
“We’ve seen what a tart our dryad can be, but now we’re getting to see little Lia come out of her shell as well,” Maeve whispered into Dane’s ear as her fingers roamed across his thigh. “I can tell watching all of this is turning you on as much as it is me.”











Expo 3.1 (164)
Maeve was right. The entire scene was incredibly erotic, but unfortunately, their time in the back room went by too fast and before any of them were ready, last-call had come and gone. They said their goodbyes to Tuesday, with the promise of them all getting together outside the club soon, then went out to the curb to wait for their ride.
“Hot tub party when we get home,” Justin announced as soon as the van door slid shut on their hired ride.
“Yay, hot tub party,” Cassie shouted. “I have a new bikini I haven’t gotten to wear yet.” Then the dryad’s smile widened further. “Or is this going to be a swimsuit free party?”
Justin’s face lit up at the suggestion, and he looked hopeful. But even though Lia was clearly tipsy and had gotten into the shenanigans with the dancer in the club, she didn’t look convinced a skinny-dipping party was a good idea, so Justin wisely didn’t press the issue.
Once they were home, Dane slipped into a pair of boardshorts while the girls stripped out of their clothes and found their bathing suits. He didn’t realize Maeve even owned a bathing suit, but she produced an all-black Brazilian-cut bikini with a triangle top that reminded him of the leather harness she’d worn the first night they’d met. He smiled at the memory and the thought of all that they’d been through since. It’s only been a few months, but sometimes it feels like I’ve been with her for years.
Cassie’s new suit was a bright-yellow, sunflower-print, high-waisted bikini with a strapless bow top. It was cute but more conservative than he’d expected, especially after she’d been the one to suggest they all go skinny-dipping. The design of it fits with her preferred seventies-era styling, though.
Watching his girlfriends change sent blood rushing back to Dane’s cock and made him second guess going out to the hot tub at all. I’d be happy getting naked and staying right here in our room. Maeve turned to grin at him when he had that thought, as if she’d read his mind, but Cassie was already bounding out the door. With a shrug, Dane took Maeve’s hand and followed their dryad out.
In the backyard, the porch lights were off, and the yard was dark, but beneath the swirling water of the hot tub, colorful LED lights twinkled, giving off vibes reminiscent of the club they’d just left. Even the pop dance beat playing wouldn’t have been out of place at the strip-club.
Lia already lounged chest deep in the steaming water, the top of her dark-blue bikini visible, which complimented her naturally blue skin tone nicely. A thin shaft of water lifted from the tub’s churning surface and arched over to smack Cassie in the chest as the dryad climbed into the hot tub.
“You bitch!” Cassie laughed playfully as she splashed Lia back.
It was the first time Dane had seen the water nymph’s control over her element in action, and he wondered what else Lia was capable of.
As he slipped into the warm turbulent water, Dane noticed Zamora, the gargoyle, coming across the yard toward them.
“Hey Zamora, want to join us?” He asked feeling bad for leaving her out of their socializing. If she’s going to stay with us for a little longer, including her where we can, is the least we can do, especially after she helped so much during the fight with Lorenzo.
She scoffed. “Even if I wanted to, which I don’t, this fragile artificial pond couldn’t hold me without breaking.”
Dane had to admit that was a fair point. “Okay, but you could still hang out with us.”
“No. I only came over to let you know that the peeping old man from next door was looking over the fence earlier in the evening.”
“Okay, is he out there now?” Dane asked, looking into the darkness toward the fence line.
“No.”
The report about the peeping neighbor seemed rather trivial, and Dane suspected it wasn’t the true reason Zamora had come over. Or at least not the only reason. Despite her protests, I think she wants to be part of the group. I know what socially awkward looks like. I still struggle with it myself. Although Maeve and my friends have helped me immensely.
“Thank you, Zamora,” Maeve said. “Is there anything more?”
“No.” the gargoyle replied, then she spun and stopped away into the darkness.
Dane sighed and watched her go. I wish she’d either let us embrace her as part of the group or stop refusing to return home. She’s more than fulfilled her end of the agreement we made with her brother.
“Who needs a daiquiri?” Justin asked as he came through the back door with a pitcher full of a bright-red blended concoction and a stack of matching plastic party cups. “It’s not a pool party without daiquiris. Although, I couldn’t find the little umbrellas I know I have somewhere.”
Dane still felt the effects of the drinks he’d had at the club and frozen slushy drinks weren’t his favorite, but he accepted one of Justin’s daiquiris, anyway. His friend had exchanged his button-up Hawaiian shirt for loud, red and blue hibiscus-print boardshorts. He’s still wearing that medallion he took off Harold in the library basement, though. I don’t think I’ve seen him without it since the incident. At least he took his augmented goggles off.
Once the drinks were poured and handed out, Justin slid into the water. He sat with Lia on one side of the tub, while Dane and his girlfriends took up the bench on the other. This feels nice. I should really use this thing after every gym and MMA session.
“Here’s to another year’s worth of classes behind us,” Justin said, raising his cup in a toast.
They all touched cups, then settled back into the water to soak, chat, and sip their drinks. The conversation soon dwindled, though, as the alcohol and the relaxing effects of the steamy roiling water took hold.
Maeve laid her head onto Dane’s shoulder, then leaned in to nibble his ear while one of her hands came over to stroke his cock through his shorts. Cassie, not to be left out, turned toward Dane and eased one leg over his so she straddled his left thigh. He could feel her folds part around him beneath her swimsuit and his erection grew, giving Maeve more to stroke. Pulling Cassie in for a deep kiss, he savored her familiar minty flavor, loving the slight euphoric zing her saliva released.
Dane noticed Lia watching them with interest. She pressed into Justin, kissed him, then slid into his lap. Justin’s hands encircled her, lifted her up, and turned her around so she was straddling him. The new position made it hard for her to keep an eye on what was happening across the tub, though, which she didn’t seem to like. She kept turning her head to see what Cassie and Maeve were doing.
Justin, seemingly oblivious to his girlfriend’s voyeuristic preoccupation, let his hands wander up her back. His fingers settled on the clasp of her bikini top, and with practiced movements, deftly undid the clasp, then eased the straps off Lia’s shoulders. Dane expected Lia to resist, but she didn’t. She actually helped Justin’s efforts by shrugging out of the bikini-top so he could pull it from her and toss it over the side of the tub. I’m surprised she’s okay going topless in here with us. In the van, she seemed against the idea of skinny-dipping. The drinks and the mood must really be catching up with her.
Maeve, never one to miss an opportunity to up the ante, also saw what Justin had done and reached a free hand behind Cassie to undo their dryad’s top. The strapless strip of cloth fell into the water, freeing Cassie’s breasts. She giggled, then pressed her bare nipples into Dane’s chest.
Not wanting Maeve to feel left out, Dane reached behind her and unclasped her top so everyone in the hot tub could be on equally topless footing. As his hands found one of her breasts as well as one of Cassie’s, Maeve’s fingers began working his shorts down his legs. He felt awkward about escalating things further to losing his bathing suit bottoms until he realized Lia and Justin were already ahead of them.
Lia had lifted her body off Justin and her boyfriend’s hips were making the telltale side-to-side shifting motion of someone shimmying out of their shorts. Then Lia sank back down and gasped, clearly indicating Justin had found her waiting pussy with his cock.
When Dane’s shorts were down around his ankles, he kicked them off and he fully expected Maeve to reposition herself to ride him the way Lia rode Justin. Cassie beat Maeve to it, though. While Maeve had been doing all the work to get him naked, Cassie had removed her high-waisted sunflower bikini bottoms, and she quickly turned herself so she could sit back into his lap with her back to him.
He’d had anal sex with Cassie several times since the first time shortly after the fight with the incubus, and Cassie’s tight backside didn’t have any difficulty receiving him any longer. As soon as he felt his tip press against her sphincter, she eased down, and her ring parted for him. His eyes fluttered closed as his cock sheathed into her delightful warmth.
“Umm, yes,” she grunted.
Maeve had apparently expected she would take the first ride on him as well, because she leaned over to their dryad and whispered into her ear, just loud enough for Dane to hear over the sound of the hot tub jets. “You little minx. I’m going to have to punish you for that later.”
“Uh-huh.” Cassie grunted again. “So worth it. I’ve been waiting for this all night.”
Maeve laughed, then turned her attention back to Dane.
Lia’s head swiveled around at the sounds behind her, and her half-drunken eyes opened wide. “Oh my God, you weren’t kidding!” she exclaimed. “You’re really letting him take you back there. I almost didn’t believe you when you told me, but he’s in your ass right now, isn’t he?” The water nymph came off Justin, eliciting a groan from him. She turned her body, so she faced Cassie, then sank back down onto her boyfriend.
“Yes,” Cassie confirmed. “He’s in me, and it feels so fucking good.”
“You slut.” Lia giggled. “That’s so hot.” Then as if the water nymph still couldn’t believe what she was being told without proof, she leaned across the short distance separating her from Cassie to run a hand down Cassie’s chest, across her belly, over her mons, and beneath the dryad. The water nymph’s fingers found the point where Dane’s body and his dryad’s joined, feeling the evidence of their union with her fingertips.
The sensation of Lia’s fingers grazing his cock sent a jolt through Dane. Cassie moaned as well and slammed herself down, pinning Lia’s roving fingers between Dane’s pelvis and her ass. Then Cassie leaned in to take her best friend’s breasts in her hands. The two nymph girls kissed. Slow and deep with lots of swirling tongue. These two seem pretty comfortable touching and kissing one another. Something tells me this isn’t the first time they’ve done this, but how is it I haven’t ever seen or heard about it before?
It made perfect sense when he thought about it from Cassie’s end. It just surprised Dane it hadn’t ever come up when talking with her. She’s so open about everything else. I would have thought she would have mentioned she and Lia had fooled around before.
The exchange surprised him far more from the perspective of Lia. The water nymph had always been reserved, even to the point of seeming prudish. I wonder how much of that has been because of her inherent distrust and discomfort around Maeve. She certainly doesn’t sound prudish when she and Justin go back to their room together. She wasn’t prudish tonight at the club, either. And she certainly isn’t being prudish now. Maybe those barriers are starting to break down, and she’s beginning to show her true self around Maeve and me. I hope so.
It wasn’t the first time Justin had seen Maeve’s breasts, but Dane was pretty sure it was the first time his friend had seen Cassie undressed. Likewise, it was the first time Dane had gotten a glimpse of Lia naked. Except for their skin tones, she and Cassie were actually built very similarly. Both were slender, with small breasts that sat high and perky on their chests. Lia’s areola and nipples were larger and much darker in their shades of blue, though.
“This is the best night ever,” Justin said as he took in the view of what was happening in the hot tub. “We should so be filming this! My next set of goggles is going to be waterproof and have video capability.”
Dane groaned. He was really going to have to talk to Justin about some boundaries when it came to videoing things. The last thing I want is for us and our antics to end up all over the web.
“I have to agree with Justin,” Maeve whispered into Dane’s ear. “Not about the filming, if you don’t want that, but this is turning out to be an incredible night. With all this lust and hedonistic energy swirling around, it’s been very filling for my soul.”
Dane kissed her, devouring her spicy heat and savoring the distinct difference in his women’s taste. “I feel like you’re being left out,” he said once their kiss ended. “Bring your delicious pussy up here so I can taste you.”
Maeve smiled devilishly, and slipped out of her bikini bottoms, then climbed up onto the bench seat. Keeping one foot on the seat in the water, she swung her other foot up around Dane’s head and onto the side of the tub. She stood over him, with her mat of red pubic hair at his face level. Leaning in, he licked across her pussy lips, tasting the chlorine bitterness from the hot tub water along with the delightful tang of her spicy musk.
He knew Justin and Lia were getting a full view of Maeve’s beautiful ass as she stood mostly out of the water with her back to them, but he didn’t care. In fact, as Dane cupped his lover’s butt to bring her dripping lower lips closer so he could tongue her deeper, he also spread her butt apart, flashing them a view of her puckered asshole.
Maeve laughed wickedly, entwined her fingers into his hair, and ground her quim into his face. “That’s it, my love. Embrace your hedonistic desires. We’re all moving into uncharted waters here. It’s delicious and I can’t wait to find out what this means for us.”
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