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There was a succubus lying passed out on my couch.
She was surrounded by four very hunky, very ripped plumbers with torn clothes, blood spattered across their skin, and … was that bone sticking out of George's arm?!
“I think I'm gonna throw up,” I said, but I wasn't sure if that was from my husband's injury, the bruises on the side of my best friend's face (well, one of my best friends—sorry, Britt), the fact that Warden was missing or … hell, I had a whole laundry list of things to throw up about.
“Here,” Billy said, handing over a bottle of fireball whiskey he'd snagged from god only knew where. I didn't bother to ask, taking the alcohol from his hand and swigging a giant mouthful. When I was finished, he snagged it back, grabbed George's arm and poured booze all over the earth elemental's wound. “I called the healer; he's on his way.”
George took it all like a champ, sitting stoic and still, his dark brown eyes focused on a spot on Gram's carpet instead of the fucking bone protruding from his bronzed skin.
“Can he … you know, fix this?” I whispered to Billy and got a semi-bemused eyebrow raise in response.
“He can fix most anything that isn't fatal, but we're gonna owe the bastard more than just a bathroom remodel.” Billy raked long fingers through his charcoal colored hair and then lit up a cigarette with his magic. His orange-brown eyes locked onto mine and held me there, shaking with adrenaline in the middle of Gram's living room.
I almost died; Maxi Pad aka Warden almost died; we almost lost.
Bio Dad Daniel almost got what he came for.
“Chill, Firebug,” Billy said after a moment, enfolding me in one arm and using the other to keep the lit cherry of his smoke away from me. I think he was misinterpreting my quivering for fear when really, it was fucking rage that was making me shake. “Everything's gonna be alright, okay? We'll figure this thing out.”
The door burst open before I could respond, cracking the plaster on the wall and making me cringe. Oh well, at least I had four handymen husbands around to fix it, right?
“What the hell happened here?!” Britt raged, storming into the room dressed in skinny jeans with her thong sticking out the top and a pink half-shirt that said Fuck Breast Cancer. “I pop out to the store for some snacks and then this bitch shows up?”
She pointed at Siobhan's prone form as Shane ran a warm washcloth over her wounds, carefully wiping away dried blood to reveal the extent of her injuries. As he cleaned her up, I noticed a slight flickering around her form and then … wings. Fucking wings flickered into existence, hanging over the back of the couch and draping across the floor.
Siobhan's glamour was broken—kind of like mine. Guess it was rat tails for both of us …
“Who the hell is this?” I heard Reg ask just before a growl speared the room and I flicked my gaze over to find a rugged Charlie Hunnam looking dude standing in my doorway. The way his lips were pulled back from his teeth, it didn't exactly take a genius to figure out this must be the alpha male of the Hudson Valley Pack, the one Britt was fucking.
“Alright, boys,” I said, moving over to stand between Britt and Siobhan, between my husbands and my best friend's new werewolf lover. “Keep the pissing match to a minimum, okay? You guys might be overwhelmed by whatever the hell it was that just happened out there, but remember—I was in a three day mother fucking coma. Nobody in this room is more confused than I am.”
“I'm glad you're okay …” Britt started, coming over to hug me and then pausing. She flipped some dark hair over one shoulder and chewed at her bubblegum pink lower lip for a moment. “Are … are you okay, though?” she asked, tilting her head to the side like a cocker spaniel. She pushed me back to arm's length and looked over my bleeding neck, the purple bruising at my throat, my torn clothing … “Girl, what the hell happened here?”
“I have six husbands,” I said, but then, that didn't exactly feel right. Warden was so not my husband—even if I was still harboring some pretty intense feelings toward him. And this other guy? I mean, I hadn't even met this other guy yet, this metal elemental whose soul was inextricably tied to my own.
“Oh, sweetie,” Britt said, squishing me into her breasts for a hug while Charlie Hunnam stared at me over her shoulder, looking all cute and scruffy with his dark blonde beard and mussy hair. “What happened outside? First off, that naggy old bitch from next door is going through your garbage again. Second, your fruit trees are lying on your driveway. And third, your husband's bone is like, sticking through his arm …”
George groaned and turned his head away, like the mere mention of his injury was making it hurt all of a sudden.
I pulled away from Britt and took a deep breath, trying to figure out how to explain the craziness that'd just happened outside.
My biological parents had attacked with their undead dragon—er, sorry elemental—and almost killed me and Warden and all the rest of the boys by proxy. My neighbor was apparently some super powerful faerie that owed my dead grandmother a favor, and Siobhan was passed out and bleeding on my couch.
Where to start …
“Oh, and Aldrich,” Britt continued, gesturing back at her new beau, “he dragged the rotting corpse of that thing inside the garage. Hope that was okay? I know you don't get a lot of traffic down here, but we figured an undead elemental dragon might attract some unwanted attention.”
“Sugar plum,” Shane said, grabbing my attention with that sultry Southern drawl of his. “I think your girlfriend's wakin' up.”
I moved around the couch, ignoring Britt's dramatic eye roll as I went, and knelt down next to Siobhan's head, sweeping her brightly colored orange curls back from her face. I'd tucked her Louboutins in her arms and she lay clutching them as she blinked herself awake. I knew how much she loved those damn shoes—she once told me she'd know she'd made it when she could wear jammies and Louboutins around her apartment all day and work from home as a sex phone operator.
Huh.
Maybe that comment should've tipped me off to the whole call girl thing, huh?
“Babe, are you alright?” I asked as she struggled to sit up, reaching a hand to her forehead. Shane handed the washcloth to me and I took a turn dabbing at the wound near her temple. “What happened? What are you doing here? I thought you were in Barbados?”
“Ask her what she knows about the incubi and succubi involvement in all of this shit,” Billy said from behind me. I tossed him a death glare that told him to shut the fuck up. No matter what, I knew Siobhan wouldn't actively plot against me. She could be a little self-absorbed at times, but that was her worst quality—she'd never hurt me on purpose.
“I know where Daniel's going,” she said, and I had to wonder how the hell she knew my bio dad's name when I'd literally just met the asshole. “I know where Daniel's going,” she repeated again, hands shaking as she tried to shove her high heels on her feet. Bright green eyes met mine and held there. “He's going after Dustin, Morgs.”
A shiver ran through me, pooling in my gut and making me feel sick. “Who the fuck is Dustin, babe?”
“Your sixth … your metal elemental. Morgs, I am so incredibly sorry. I should have told you sooner, but I didn't know for sure he was yours until yesterday and by then it was too late …” Siobhan looked like she too was about to vomit. Her face was ashy and her hands trembled where she clutched them in her lap.
“What do you mean too late?” I asked carefully, not truly wanting to hear the answer but desperate for whatever information she had.
“Morgs, I'm sorry … they took him.” Tears ran down my friend's face and her breath hitched in a sob.
“Who took him, Siobhan?” I was growling the words from behind clenched teeth now. Sure, I had never met this Dustin character before, but I had a soul bond with him. He was mine, damn it!
“The Chaos United Movement. Rachel and Adonis, and their enforcers came and took him last night. There was nothing I could do, babe, I swear. I tried my best, but I'm a lover not a fighter …” She gave a small, helpless shrug of her shoulders.
“Just … just give me a minute to process this, okay?” I screwed my eyes shut tight and rubbed at my temples as I stood and stepped back from the couch. A warm hand caressed my upper arm and I cracked my eyes open to see Reg in front of me, holding another bottle of Grams' stupidly expensive wine.
“Here, have this, and come sit. It sounds like your friend has a story to tell and you just almost died …” He gave me a nudge in the direction of where Shane sat in an armchair. As I took the bottle of wine from him and stepped closer to Shane, the tattooed air elemental grabbed me by the waist and deposited me into his lap. Yanking the cork out of the bottle, which Reg had thoughtfully already loosened for me, I took a long gulp.
“Okay, start from the beginning, Siobhan. Why the fuck does the … Chaos United Movement … wait, does that seriously spell cum?” I frowned and squinted at the beaten succubus on my couch. Billy covered a laugh with a cough and George punched him with his good hand.
“Uh, yeah. C.U.M. is their acronym. Why?” Siobhan blinked at me in confusion and Britt snorted.
“How fitting that the governing body of a bunch of whores is called CUM,” my wolfish bestie smirked and I gave her a sharp look.
“Let’s not throw slut shaming stones inside our glass house, Britt,” I muttered and she shrugged, leaning back into her new boyfriend's embrace. Still couldn't believe Britt had a boyfriend. Or that he was the local werewolf pack's alpha.
“Okay, off track. Siobhan, why did … CUM take this guy, Dustin? And how are you involved?” I turned my attention back to the pale and trembling succubus and tried not to get distracted by her huge wings lying flaccid over the back of my couch.
“Please don't hate me,” she whispered in a small voice, tears streaming down her cheeks again. “You know how I said I was in Barbados with a new client … ?”
“Yeah …” I didn't like where this was going.
“I lied.” She hiccuped another sob and her eyes pleaded with me. For what, I wasn't totally sure.
“You weren't in Barbados?”
“He wasn't a client. He was my boyfriend …” The pieces started clicking together in my head and I took another sip of my wine to gather my thoughts. Shane's hands tightened around my waist and I grudgingly admitted to myself that I loved knowing my new husbands had my back.
“I swear, Morgs, I had no idea who he was until it was too late.” Siobhan whispered through her hiccuping sobs and Britt started growling.
“Furball!” Billy snapped. “Shut up. Your dog noises are drowning out the succubus' explanation.”
Britt turned her snarl on my fiery husband and I leapt out of my seat to stand between them, just in case a fight broke out. Britt's fucking boyfriend was just grinning about it all too. Wanker.
“That's enough! If you all can't shut the fuck up, you can leave the damn room. Is that what you want?” I speared both Billy and Britt with a dagger-like glare and they both stubbornly said nothing.
Holy Lord of Plumbing, save me from stubborn supernaturals!
“Siobhan. Spit. It. Out. I have literally almost died today, my ex-best friend and first love almost died and has now taken off, and I battled to the near-death with my seven freaking bio-parents who wanted to drain me of my magic and take over the world like a bad episode of Buffy the Vampire Slayer.” I flopped my ass back down into Shane's lap and took another swig of the wine still clutched in my hand.
“Oh, you mean like that really annoying season with Buffy's little sister, Dawn? The one who is like super, super annoying and it turns out she's like not even real?” Britt babbled and I shot her another look. “Sorry, shutting up now.” She mimed zipping her lips and throwing away the key.
“Ah, okay.” Siobhan squinted at Britt like she was deciding if my other bestie had gotten more or less ditzy since they last saw each other. “Right. The beginning.” She sucked in a deep breath and her wings quivered. “So Dusty and I met about two months ago at a party in the Meatpacking district—” She was cut off by Reg snorting a laugh this time and I raised an eyebrow at him.
“Sorry, ST. Succubus call girl … meatpacking … never mind. Shutting up.” He too zipped his lips but a lazy smirk lingered on them. Guess he wasn't particularly concerned about almost dying, about his boyfriend … er, husband? … whatever's bone sticking out his arm, or the fact that my bestie was fucking our mystery soul mate.
Was it weird that I was jealous?
It was totally weird, right?
“Go ahead, Siobhan,” I said, trying not to imagine my girlfriend rolling around in bed with some faceless guy that was supposed to be mine. Trust me—I'd seen Siobhan rolling around with enough real men that I didn't really need anymore visuals. Between her and Britt, I felt like I had two wives on top of all the husbands—I saw their naked asses enough to qualify for a fucking ring.
Siobhan flexed her wings which was like, totally weird as hell because my best friend of a decade was not supposed to have huge leathery black bat wings dangling over the back of my Gram's ancient floral sofa. She caught me staring and then playfully brought one forward, tapping me on the cheek with a pointed crest.
“We didn't sleep together—in case you were wondering,” she added, her voice that perfect porn star rasp. Siobhan smiled, wincing a little as her bruised and battered face stretched with the motion, and tucked some orange curls behind one ear. “I wanted to try, you know, actually dating someone.” She paused to give me a look. “I fuck every guy I feed from. It's sort of old news to me, and Dustin …” She trailed off, nostrils flaring slightly. I noticed a bit of dried blood at the edge of one and offered her the rag.
She took it as I lifted the bottle of wine to my mouth, drank a very generous amount, and passed that over, too.
“I was drawn to him, Ari,” she said, looking down at her lap for a long moment, green eyes sparkling. When she glanced back up at me, I noticed they were far greener than I was used to—without her glamour on, Siobhan's eyes were emeralds. I felt that tug inside of me, that hey I'm a sexy succubus and you should totally be attracted to me thing, but my elemental blood kept it from affecting me much. “But I think I was drawn to him because of you.”
I nibbled on my lower lip and reached a hand up to touch the blood on my neck, pausing as a warm cloth slid down the side of my throat; it was Reg. I rested my hand over Shane's and leaned into his touch.
“Dustin, he's … well, now that I think about it, he reminds me of you.”
“You started dating and not-fucking a guy because he reminded you of me?” I asked, watching as Siobhan cringed, prodding at the edge of one bruised eye with her fingertips. “Have you been hiding a secret crush from me all these years?”
She smiled at me, but the expression didn't quite reach her eyes.
“Joke all you want, but you do realize that you're in a heap of shit, right?”
“It's my fault you got beat up, isn't it?” I asked, trying desperately not to look at George. Where the fuck was that fucking healer?! Come to think of it: George's wound was sort of my fault also. I mean, Daniel and his lackeys were my biological parents. I hoped it was worth it to them to have one of the world's few elemental females in their group.
“I didn't know CUM was all over you,” Siobhan said, completely serious. Britt giggled from her hunky new boy toy's arms as Reg snickered from beside me. Yep. Clones of one another, the male and female version of the same person. What did that say about me? That I'd sought out a dude that was a clone of my best friend. Wait … Siobhan and Dustin, same deal, right?
“Cum certainly was all over Ari,” Reg added before Shane gave him a shut your damn piehole glare.
“What do you mean by that exactly,” I said, coughing theatrically and trying my very best not to laugh. COCS and CUM—two terrible organizations. Heh. There was some ironic sense to those acronyms, huh?
“The attack at the club,” Siobhan said, surprising me. “This … thing with Daniel. I didn't know about any of it, but as soon as I heard, I came back. Dustin came with me and then … shit got out of hand and quick—I had CUM all over me.”
“Can you please stop saying that?” Reg said, choking back a laugh as he glanced over at George. “It's just, like, really funny.”
“How do you know my biological dad's name?” I asked, taking the washcloth from Reg when he tried to surreptitiously dip it between my breasts. I was still dressed in just a shirt and panties and totally not prepared for this shit storm. Now, if I'd been wearing heels, a nice face of makeup, a new dress …
“Your dad?” Siobhan asked, and then it was like a lightbulb went off behind those emerald eyes of hers. “Daniel's your father? Well, that explains a lot.” She glanced to the side as Britt let out a growl, and Siobhan flipped my werewolf bestie off.
“You're seriously going to sit here and insult Ari after all the shit that just went down? You've gotta a lot of nerve, girl,” Britt said, pushing her new beau's arms away and taking a step forward, like she was getting ready to start something. Nope. No. Not letting my two girls go at each other like that.
“Woman on woman violence is just another tool of the patriarchy,” I said, pushing Shane's arm off and rising from his lap. It was really, really hard to leave that denim clad warmth behind. “Ladies …”
I stepped between them just about the same moment the doorbell rang.
“Fucking finally,” Billy growled, stalking over to yank the door open. “Dude, you are way past late.” He moved aside to let in … an entire entourage of people.
An entourage that included my new mother-in-law.
Great. Fan-fucking-tastic.
Joan paused, her blonde hair perfectly coiffed, her silk blouse wrinkle free, and her jeans so high-waisted that I knew—I knew—that even if she looked my age, she was totally a mom. Because like, those were the mom-est looking mom jeans I'd ever seen in my life.
She wrinkled her nose at me and looked at my … fucking bat panties?!
I tugged the baggy t-shirt I was … oh shit, that was Pokémon themed … down over the underwear and coughed to draw Joan's attention back to my face. I was wearing Pokémon shit again?! Where did the boys get all this stuff from?
“We were attacked while I was in the nude,” I said, lifting my chin haughtily. “I didn't exactly have time to plan my outfit.”
“What a shame—I always have battle ready attire set aside for just such an emergency,” she sniffed and I swear, beams of hatred must've been shooting out of my eyes in her direction.
“Babes,” Britt snickered, “where did you get Woobat panties from?”
“What's a Woobat?” I asked, feeling like I was engaging in the dumbest conversation in the world, but just this side of tipsy enough to roll with it. “It sounds like a girly wombat, but I'm pretty sure these are like … regular bats?” I lifted my shirt a little to take another look at my panties but they held no answers for me.
“A Woobat is the un-evolved version of the Pokémon Swoobat. They have like, psychic powers and can fly. See, the bat wings with the fluffy sort of body?” Britt leaned close to my ass to poke at one of the bats. Sorry, I mean Woobats. Fuck a duck. Was this what my life had come to?
“If you're done with your inane discussion about Pokémon?” Joan's voice was as dry as a nun's cunt and she raised a sarcastic eyebrow at me. Such a bitch.
“Sorry, healer right?” I pointedly ignored Joan and smiled at the effeminate sort of man clutching an old-school doctor's bag to his chest.
“Healer, is me, that is, yes.” The little man bobbed his head up and down like one of those nodding dogs that people used to put in the back window of their cars.
“Ahh, okay cool …” Was he just super nervous or did he always talk like Yoda? “George is the one in need of healing.” I indicated my injured husband and the healer shuffled past me.
“Dwayne is the best healer in the state; he will have George sorted in no time,” Joan sniffed and looked around at the room's inhabitants. “A succubus?” She did that infuriating eyebrow arch at me again when she spotted Siobhan, and I resisted the urge to slap her.
“Yes, a succubus. Is that an issue for you?” I tried to return her brow raise, but it was not a talent I had quite mastered so instead just ended up doing a sort of surprised face.
“It is. And considering the mess CUM has just made all over your life, I'd have thought you'd find it an issue, too.” Joan said this with a dead straight face but Reg and Britt simply couldn't help themselves, snorting with laughter. Fucking children.
“I was just explaining to Ari that CUM is all over me just as much as her right now,” Siobhan spoke up helpfully and Joan speared her with a signature dagger glare.
“Joan, why don't you and your friends have a seat?” I waved my hand at the entourage that had arrived with my mother-in-law and the little healer man. They looked vaguely familiar but I was too damn tired and beaten to put any further thought as to who they were. “I need to finish speaking with my friend in private, if you don't mind.”
“We do mind, actually,” one of Joan's friends spoke up in an equally snooty tone of voice. He was a prim looking red-haired man of indeterminate age, dressed impeccably in a custom tailored pinstripe suit and shoes polished within an inch of their lives.
“And who the fuck are you?” I asked rudely, propping a hand on my hip in a sassy sort of way. Fuck manners. These people had just showed up at my house, uninvited, mere moments after both myself and my husbands had almost become magical dog chow—they deserved my rudeness.
“I'm Larry, father of Dustin and current patriarch of the Metal Clan.” He tilted his chin up proudly as though I should have been impressed by this introduction. I wasn't.
“Okay. Cool story? Siobhan, let's go finish our discussion in my room.” I turned back to my succubus friend but Dwayne the healer was crouched on the carpet beside her and frowning at her injuries.
“Still, she must sit,” he murmured, frowning at me then turning back to Siobhan. “Heal, I will. Next, you be.”
“Is he for real?” I muttered under my breath to Billy, who had sidled up and was propped against the wall beside me.
“The Yoda thing? Yup. But he's also the best at what he does, so you kinda just need to roll with it.” He flicked a cigarette out of fuck knows where and lit it with a snap of his fingers.
As much as I hated smoking—because cancer was no goddamn joke—I couldn't help but stare at his sexy fucking mouth wrapped around the little death stick. Jesus H. Christ my fire-husband was hot. Literally and figuratively.
“You need to get that seen to when he's done with your slutty friend.” He brushed a light finger over the wound on my neck and I shivered.
“Why? What happened to Britt?” I frowned, thinking about my slutty friend, then realized my error—I had two slutty friends. “Oh, wrong one. Right.”
“Really, bitch?” Britt drawled, “Little miss gangbang is allowing slut shaming now?”
She had a point.
“Is anyone going to offer us tea?” Joan interjected, having made herself comfortable on an armchair, while her entourage—Larry included—hovered around my living room like overgrown crows.
“I've got it, Mom,” Reg hopped up like a good boy and disappeared into my kitchen to make tea out of Grams' stuffy English stash. I didn't much like tea; if I had my way, the sum total of my kitchen would be wine, wine, more wine, some coffee, a bottle of vodka and maybe some whiskey.
“Now then,” Joan said, folding her ankles like a real lady and pasting on a smile that was as fake as a display toilet in a bathroom showroom. “Larry has come to retrieve his son. Kindly tell him where you're hiding him and then the Metallics can be on their way.”
“Metallics?” I looked closer at the murder of crows in my living room. “There's like … more of you?”
“Of course there is,” Larry snorted, looking at me like I was a clump of hair pulled from a drain. “We just don't associate with the likes of you.”
“What Larry means, dear,” Joan looked like she couldn't decide who she liked less—me or Larry the human crow, “is that the Metallics are an almost extinct race of elemental, and have chosen to separate themselves from the rest of the elemental community.”
“So how does COCS plan to deal with all of this CUM mess they've unleashed?” I asked, putting my hands on my hips. Even I had to giggle a little at that one; I could hear Reg chortling from the direction of the kitchen.
“The Committee of Combined Supernaturals,” Joan said, purposefully avoiding the phallic acronym as she smoothed an imaginary wrinkle on her silk blouse, “has a plan in place to deal with the rogue chaos clans.”
“Chaos clans …” I said and then ah, I remembered. A storm of elementals, a pack of wolves, a lead of foxes, a chaos of succubi and incubi … and a kindle of kittens. Aww, kittens …
“But you'll need to tell us what happened here,” Charlie interjected. He was so quiet, so overshadowed by Joan and the like, totally creepy healer dude that I'd barely noticed him. “From the beginning, please.” He raked a hand over his thinning hair—for a dude that looked so young, the thin hair was a little concerning. Hopefully Reg had inherited hair genes from, you know, one of his other four dads.
I wished suddenly that Warden were still here. If he'd stuck around, he'd have rolled his eyes at Joan and told her to go screw a ladybug farmer—whatever that meant. He was so good at being a snarky piece of shit …
And you almost just died for him, my mind whispered before I brushed the words aside and felt George's arms go around me—no bone this time. His smell, that sweet jasmine scent mixed with earth and growing things, it surrounded me in a pleasant cloud as I leaned into his warmth.
“Go talk with your friend,” he told me, letting go and stepping back. I sort of hated losing the feeling of him pressed up against me like that. Who ever woulda thunk that we were still virtual strangers to one another, huh? “I'll take care of the recap.”
Without waiting to see what Joan's reaction was going to be, I grabbed Britt, and I grabbed Siobhan—my girls were just going to have to learn to put up with each other—and flashed a sorry, dude smile at the weird healer man with … did he have fucking wings on his back, too?! They were tiny and shriveled and sort of sad, but then again—so were Alberta O'Sullivan's and she'd literally just pulled my fat from the fryer.
Billy watched us as we slipped by and moved up the steps, giving me a look that said he'd much rather come with us than deal with the mess in the living room. As we moved up the staircase, I could hear that Larry douche yelling behind me.
“Chin up, sweet bottom,” Grams said, appearing in the hallway as I dragged the girls to the guest bedroom where the boys and I had had our first orgy—wow, did I just say our first orgy. Hmm. What a state my life was in.
“Can it, grandma, it's time for girl talk,” I said and then slammed the bedroom door in her face. Well, like, sort of through her face which was weird. But she faded away as soon as I flipped the lock and at least pretended to give us some privacy.
“Why are we both up here in the same room?” Britt asked, giving Siobhan the stink eye. “You know we have a twenty-feet-between-us-at-all-times rule.”
“Only because werewolves reek like wet dog,” Siobhan said, sitting on the edge of the bed as I surreptitiously tried to pull up the covers. I had no idea if the boys had washed them while I'd been comatose for three days and like, there could be bodily fluids everywhere.
“And chaos assholes always have that hot summer sex stench about them, all sweaty and—”
“Britt,” I snapped, gritting my teeth as I sat down next to Siobhan and ran a hand over my face. “Can you chill for a minute?”
I needed time to process, and I needed support, and I needed a break from the boys so I could have logical thoughts without my ovaries sending all the wrong signals to my brain.
“Are you okay?” Britt asked, her voice softening slightly as I closed my eyes and sucked in several deep breaths.
The thing I found weird about that question was how complicated it suddenly felt.
Was I okay?
I honestly didn't know the answer to that question.
Maybe if I snuck the girls out the window, grabbed some Starbucks, and had a moment to myself … I'd find out?
But first, I'd change out of the Pokémon panties.





Lucky Siobhan the Succubus had a spare glamour with her—I'd need to look into getting an extra made—but I had to dress myself up like that kid in A Christmas Story, the one that can barely walk he's got so many winter layers on.
“I look like a tick,” I said, standing outside in the ice-cold weather and feeling like I was sweating buckets under my red puffy jacket, leggings, and boots. The damn runes were visible even when I wasn't turned on and with all the death threats I'd been receiving lately, I wasn't about to take any chances.
“You look like a basic bitch,” Britt said with a grin, eyeing me in my leggings and Ugg boots, a pumpkin spice latte clutched between my hands. “Which is, like, so totally not a bad thing because there's nothing wrong with liking what's popular or what other girls like. I'm just taking back the phrase.”
“How very progressive of you,” I said as Siobhan sipped her hot green tea and glared at Britt in a way that made me believe she was praying for her immediate and untimely death. The funny thing was—Britt and Siobhan were almost the same person. The fact that they didn't get along was sort of ironic to me.
“Could we try and keep the conversation focused on the serious issues at hand?” Siobhan said, but only because Britt had brought up inane topics first. It could've very easily been the other way around. I sipped my drink, standing on the brick patio of the closest Starbucks (there are like seven in the immediate vicinity) and watching everyone and everything around me like I expected to be jumped at any moment.
“What's to talk about?” Britt asked as I pulled my phone from my pocket with one hand and glanced at the most recent text from Shane.
All is well here, sugar—everyone's gone but your dead grandmama. When you're ready, come back, but stay safe out there, you hear?
My mouth twitched in a reluctant smile as I put the phone back and took another sip of my coffee.
“We already discussed her bio parents, the old lady neighbor, and how awful COCS and CUM are. What else is there?” Britt flipped some dark hair over her shoulder and gave Siobhan a challenging look.
“Well, there's the fact that Max is popping in and out of her life like a half-hard cock in a super wet vagina and then there's the issue of the metal elements and … Dustin.”
“You mean the issue of you dating your supposed 'best friend's'”—Britt set her drink aside on a nearby table and made quotes with her fingers—“soul mate. Is that really where you want to go with this?”
“Britt!” I snapped, giving my best bitch a shut your hole glare. “Rein it in. I want to hear the whole story from Siobhan—without interruptions.”
Britt gave me a sulking pout, but shut her trap and slouched back in her chair.
“Now, Siobhan, can you just start from how you and this Dustin met? This all seems like a really big coincidence …” I narrowed my eyes at my other best bitch and she flushed red.
“It is, I swear, Ari.” She chewed her lip nervously and her fingers shredded a napkin, “We met at a party that I was, um, working.”
Britt coughed a snorting laugh and I shot her a look to shut her up again.
“He wasn't my client or anything. I mean, not directly. It was a chaos hosted event and all the pros were working it,” Siobhan continued, ignoring Britt's noises. “I don't know how much you know about the Metallics, but they're a pretty well-to-do sort of clan based almost entirely out of Ireland. Anyway, CUM loves anyone with money, so the Metallics are always extended an invitation whether they attend or not. It just so happened that Dusty was in town and had nothing going on, so …”
“So you guys met, hit it off, and started dating?” I prompted, and she blushed.
“Uh yeah. Fairly much. I mean we're not super-super serious or anything, and I swear we never fucked.” Her wide-eyed sincerity made me believe what she was saying, but I knew her … and so did Britt. Probably because they were basically the same person.
“So you never went the full monty—peen in vag—but what did you do, huh?” Britt challenged with a smirk. Damn her—she was right. There's no way Siobhan, elite succubus call girl, would have been satisfied with just holding hands.
“I just don't think all the sticky, sweaty details are necessary,” the red-headed succubus shrugged, dodging eye contact once more. “Suffice to say it’s like, way over now that I know he’s bonded to Ari.”
“Wait, bonded?” I frowned, “As in, already?”
“Uh, duh, bitch.” Britt flicked me in the forehead. “Why else do you think this is such a big deal?”
“I don't know, I just thought … like … um …” I don't know what I thought. I hadn't had enough wine or coffee to deal with this magical bonding crap, and now that I thought about it, my throat was really hurting from bio-dad's claw wounds. Guess I shoulda let the weirdo heal me, huh? But like, gross.
“Wait, does this mean Dustin is someone I’ve fucked before as well? Because I swear, I have not slept with that many guys for this to all be even remotely plausible.” I folded my arms under my breasts and sat back with a huff. Fucking hell, I was besties with two of the most promiscuous women in this entire bloody state and yet it was my sex life coming back to bite me like a bad case of chlamydia.
“So that's what happened with Max? I always knew you hadn't seen the last of him. He was so damn smitten with you. Well, that and the fact that he reeked of elemental, so he was like the first thing I thought of when I realized what you were, too.” Siobhan pushed her hair out of her face and took a sip of her coffee. Damn beautiful bitch. In hindsight, my friend's unnatural beauty really should have tipped me off sooner. Especially with how much she could eat and yet remained rail thin. Definite supernatural power right there.
“Right, well, thanks for filling me in,” I muttered, a bit sourly. I mean seriously. Could none of my supernatural friends have maybe mentioned the fact that Max was one of them? Us? One of us?
“Sorry, babe. I figured Britt would have told you the second she realized you weren't human. Y'all have been like … glued together like Siamese twins for so long.” Siobhan shrugged like she was totally unaware of throwing Britt under the bus, but I wasn't buying it. Neither was Britt, who shot up out of her seat and grabbed my succubus friend by the hair.
“Do not test me right now, bitch,” Britt snarled. A wolfish growl rattled through her words and Siobhan's face paled. Never one to back down from a challenge, the succubus curled her lip in a sneer.
“Who are you calling bitch, furball?” She responded with a mean looking glint in her eye.
Before I had a chance to stand and break them up, our table had gone flying across the café and my two best friends were rolling on the floor in a tangle of high heels, tits and hair.
“Yeah! Girl fight!” Someone cheered and I rolled my eyes. Why anyone would find two chicks fighting to be a turn on, I'd never understand. Those bitches were vicious.
“Ouch, you whore!” one of them screeched, but the voice was too outraged for me to make out which one of them it was.
“I'm going to rip off your wings and shove them so far up your ass you'll be breathing them!” Ah yep, that was Britt. Always a creative insult thrower.
Glancing around the café, I tried to work out what I should be doing to get their attention. We were out in public, so anything magical was most likely not a good idea … Oh, I know!
Snatching up two jugs of ice water from the end of the café counter, I carefully stepped closer to the scrapping women and upended it all over them.
The howls and shrieks from them made it sound as though I'd just dumped acid on their heads. Fucking drama queens. It worked though, as the two of them untangled from one another and turned their murderous glares on me while their hair hung limp and mascara ran down their cheeks.
Damn, I had good aim.
“Uh, ladies?” the barista called out hesitantly, standing at the end of his counter. “I'm going to need to ask you to leave …”
I nodded an apology and grabbed my sopping besties by their elbows, dragging them out of the café before they could have a go at the poor guy. It wasn't his fault, after all. He was just a barista, not a referee.
“Come on, we may as well hit up the magic shop for a new glamour while we're out,” I sighed, dreading the nasty rat tail potion, but wanting to get the fuck out of this awful outfit. “I'll text the guys and tell them to meet us there with the cup and knife thingy.”
“Knife thingy?” Siobhan said with a small sigh and a smile, wiping at the runny mascara on her cheek. “Girl, we need to get you a supernatural compendium so you can brush up on your shit. It's an athame.”
I shrugged.
“I was told it was a magical metaphor for a penis so … I'm just gonna call it a dick.” I smirked at her and nodded with my chin. “Now let's get the fuck out of here and grab a glamour so I can take this carnivorous insect jacket off.”

The witch's shop was open when we arrived, but there was a Shambhala music circle taking place inside. Heh.
“Welcome to a gathering of peace and love,” the girl near the front door said. “That'll be five dollars, please.”
“I actually just came into buy something …” I started as Britt shoved her way past, dropped a ten into the woman's palm and sauntered right up to the circle. She parked her (really nice) ass on a beaded cushion and took up a tambourine.
Mm.
Siobhan squeezed past and disappeared into the shelves of books on witchcraft and spellcasting, heading straight for a display of … sex magic books.
“It's five bucks per person to get into tonight so …” the chick said, flowers woven in her hair, her tiny boobs hanging out the top of her beaded white dress. She looked like a hippie flower child on crack and reeked like pot. “So I'mma need another fiver from you.”
“If this is a gathering of peace and love, why is it bowing to the demands of Western capitalism? Shambhala is an eastern practice that promotes—”
“Look, lady,” the girl said, her yellow eyes flashing at me. Wait one serious fucking second here … I recognized those eyes, that dark hair … the perky little ears protruding from her skull?! “You want in, you pay up.”
“Pussy,” is the only word I managed to choke out, and the girl grinned at me, flashing pointy teeth.
“Pussy shifter,” she corrected, flicking a long, black tail that I swear was not there before. When she caught me looking at it, she cocked an eyebrow. “Rude much? Do you always stare at the tails of girls you like?”
“Like?” I said, still blinking and trying to make sense of what I was seeing. “I don't like pussy.”
“Don't knock it till you try it!” Britt called out as I took a step back from the cat shifter.
Cat shifter.
Wow. Did you see how easily I used that in a sentence? How sad was my life?
“You're seeing through my glamour,” the girl told me, sounding irritated and put out again. Definitely seemed like a typical cat sort of attitude to have. Well, either that or a hipster. Hipsters always seemed put out at the idea of having to, you know, work. You know what I'm talking about—that man at the coffee shop with the beard and the man bun that sighs when you order a mocha and rolls his eyes when you ask for an extra shot of espresso? God, I hate hipsters …
“How?” I asked as she continued to twitch her tail. It occurred to me then that this girl I was looking at had just recently killed a rat, ate it, and left the tail for me to choke down.
“Because you're using magic,” she said with a dramatic eye roll. There was an implied duh at the end of that, but she was a cat so, too fucking cool to actually say it. “It's a simple enough spell; a kitten could do it.”
“But I—”
“Five dollars,” the cat repeated as I sighed and dug into my pockets for my debit card.
“I don't have cash …” I began, but pussy was already whipping out her iPhone with a Square Reader jammed into the side.
“No problem. Oh, and there's a three dollar convenience fee for cards.” She stuck my card in before I could protest. Hopefully I had enough money left in the account to cover this. Frankly, I was shocked my Starbucks purchase had gone through (that shit is expensive!). But … liquid gold and all that.
The cat girl handed me my receipt and I blinked as I noticed her ears and tail fading in and out, ghostly flickers that made my head hurt. Hey, I'd been through a lot lately. Like, a lot.
No wonder I was drinking like a fish.
Probably should sign up for an AA meeting or something …
I wandered away from the front and followed Siobhan to the back of the store where all the love and sex stuff was kept, keeping an ear out for those bells above the door to jingle. I so didn't want my new husbands catching me prowling through baskets of fertility charms. Ew.
I quickly stepped away from those ones.
“I can't believe I was dating your man,” Siobhan said with a long sigh, touching a basket full of hearts carved from different types of rock. They had inspirational sayings on them like Love Makes the World Go Round and Hey, Let's Fuck. Wait … what? I picked that rock up and squinted at it.
“He's not my man,” I told her as I twisted the stone around and found a nice large phallus carved into the back of it. Huh. Only two bucks? Maybe I could convince one of my broke ass lovers to buy it for me. “He's a stranger I've never met that's somehow metaphysically connected to the group of weird plumbers that invaded my house and won't leave.”
“Oh, is that all we are, Sugar Tits?” Reg said, appearing from a water spot on the ceiling. Like, I'm not even kidding, he materialized from a dark stain on the white drop ceiling tiles above my head, slithering down the wall in a sea of shimmering water. As soon as he hit the floor, he shifted back into his deliciously asshole-ish self, grinning at me with white-white teeth. “Weird plumbers … please. You've had the best orgasm of your life in the last few days.”
“Wrong,” I said as I handed him the penis rock and crossed my arms over my chest. “The best orgasm I ever had was with Warden.” The smirk that crossed my lips was short-lived as Reg's face dropped and I heard a sharp intake of breath from behind me.
“Okay, this is awkward …” Max aka fucking Warden said from my right.
With a squeak, I spun to face him, feeling the blood drain from my face.
He was wearing a hoodie, the hood part pulled up over his face, tuffs of black hair sticking out the front. The way he looked at me was … strange, like he had no idea what the fuck to make of this moment.
Neither the hell did I.
“Show off,” Billy said as he came up from behind Warden and shoved him unceremoniously out of the way with a muscled shoulder. “Fucking Reg. Couldn't you use the front door like everyone else?”
“What the hell is he doing here?” I squeaked as I pointed at Warden. “You can't just pop in and out of me whenever you want.”
“In and out of … you?” Warden asked and I realized I'd just made a really embarrassing Freudian slip. Fan-fucking-tastic.
“In and out of my life,” I breathed as he took a step toward me, looking like a lost chance, like a terrible mistake, like the man I'd dreamed of for ten long years. “In and out of … my life is what I meant.”
“Bleeding ballsacks,” he murmured under his breath which, if you thought about it, was actually kind of a gross saying. I mean, the imagery? But I was too concerned about seeing Warden/Max again to think too hard about it. “Look, Arizona, I keep intending not to come back, but …”
“He's worried about Dusty,” Siobhan said from behind me, drawing my attention all the way around to my winged bestie. When I squinted really hard, I found that I could, indeed, see straight through her glamour to her wings.
“Why would you be worried about Dusty?” I asked as Billy took up a position beside me, and Shane and George made their way down the aisle toward us. Even from here, I could hear Britt singing some strange chanting song in a disgustingly off-key voice. “How do you know Dusty anyway?”
As far as I knew, Siobhan didn't actually know Warden. She'd seen pictures of him, heard all my stories, but she'd never met him. And now here she was, telling me that her boyfriend and my ex were somehow connected?
“I've known about Dustin for a long time,” Warden said, looking at me like he was as weirded out to be having a normal conversation with me as I was with him. I mean, it'd been years. Years. Fucking years. How could we just stand here and chit chat?!
“Boys, will one of you please buy me the penis rock?” I whispered and then walked away before I could get emotional.
Warden, of course, followed after me.
“Satan's snowballs, Ari, wait up.”
“Leave me alone,” I snapped as I walked up to a random display and picked up a book, turning and thrusting it in his face. “I'm busy searching …” I glanced at the title of the book. Spells to Get Your Ex Back.
Uh.
Oops.
Wrong book.
I quickly shelved it as Warden folded his arms over his chest and glared at me.
“This is serious business, Ari. Siobhan texted me when you guys were on your way to Starbucks.”
“Siobhan texted you?” I asked, trying not to grit my teeth. I had half a mind to cock punch Warden and then walk over and cock punch Siobhan, too. I'd have said tit punch because you know, she technically didn't have a cock, but right now I almost believed if I pulled down her skirt she might—contacting Warden behind my back was a real dick move. “And you two know each other how?”
“We met when she started dating Dustin. Look, does it really even matter?” he asked with an exaggerated sigh. The smell of him—like cigarettes and soda pop—made my heart burn like it had an STD. Not a very sexy reference, but there it was.
“And you knew Dustin how?” I whispered and Warden/Max sighed, leaning his butt against a display of Genuine Voodoo Dolls—Shipped Straight from New Orleans. I had half a mind to cut a piece of that unruly hair of his, pin it to the doll and be done with it.
“There are ways to sort of … peek at your future soul mates,” he whispered, looking down at the scuffed wood floor. In the background, weird humming emanated from the Shambhala circle. “I found him … because he was the only one that wasn't connected to the rest of you.”
“The rest of us?” I asked as Warden flipped his hood back, showing off red streaked dark hair and a young, mischievous bad boy face. “You mean me?”
“I mean all five of you,” he told me with a long sigh, running his fingers through his hair. I could see the rest of the guys and Siobhan lurking at the edges of our conversation, surrounded by crystal pendants and dream catchers, faux wands made of sticks and ribbon, and brooms hand carved by a local artist named Nugget Tit. I kid you not on that last one. “When we first … got together, I had no bloodsucking clue that you were one of us. I just …” He shrugged and blinked eyes lidded with black liner, like the punk-y little badass he was in college.
I had to try pretty dang hard not to swoon.
“I just liked you, and you, ya know, took off like a nightingale out of heaven.”
“The phrase is bat outta
hell, Max,” I said and we both paused, this sudden tension in the air.
He swallowed hard; I swallowed harder.
My body reacted to his like I'd been drugged, heating up from the inside out, making me swoon.
“I didn't know you were the elemental until recently. I just didn't want anything to do with these assholes and to be honest, there weren't so many girls I'd fucked that I didn't have at least some idea that the elemental female I was divined to get with and already bonded to was you.”
“Why do you keep running away?” I asked him, playing with a display of beaded bookmarks.
“Because I don't want to be a part of all this, Arizona,” he whispered, closing his eyes for a long moment. “I don't want anything to do with them … or with …” Another long pause.
But I didn't need Max/Warden to fill in that last word—I could take a wild guess.
You.
I don't want anything to do with you.
“Got it, Max. Or I guess I should get used to calling you Warden now. Message received loud and clear, Warden.” I bit my lip to try and hold back the girly tears that were clawing at my throat.
“Ugh, come on don't give me that face, Smokey …” Warden groaned. “You know I can't stand when you do the pouty face!”
“Seriously, Warden. It's fine. I'd actually prefer you wait outside if you don't mind? I respect that you're here because you're worried about Dustin but this, right here,” I gestured to the magic shop with the Shambhala circle and the pussy-shifter, “has nothing to do with Dustin. Or you. It's a deeply spiritual ritual and I'd just rather you not infect it with your negativity, thanks.”
“Ari-Vampari …” he sighed, using yet another one of my old nicknames, “you're being ridiculous. You just need to drink a nasty potion with a rat tail and be done with it.”
“Outside. Please.” I would not let that old nickname get to me.
“Ari—” he started again, but was cut off.
“Bro. Just wait outside like she asked.” Billy's voice held an edge to it that made me look twice at him.
“Back off, William,” Warden snarled, turning a furious look on Billy. Something about the way the two of them glared at one another was almost …
“Phew, the sexual tension sparking off of you two is practically electric!” Britt crowed, popping out from behind a stand of books and pretending to get electrocuted when she pressed a finger to my two angry sexy husbands' asses. Wait, one husband, one … mistake. Apparently.
“'Sup, Maxi Pad?” she greeted Warden. “Long time, no howl. What's cracking?”
“Balto,” he grinned, wrapping her in a hug and subtly shoving Billy with his shoulder. “I missed you, Dog Breath!”
Suddenly his nicknames for Britt made so much more sense.
“What's this I hear you found your mate? Blinking sunbeams on a sidecar, that can't be right. Right?” He gaped at Britt and she grinned wolfishly.
“Maxi Pad. You would not believe this guy's dick. It is like …” Britt's jaw dropped open to demonstrate her shock at the size of her new mate's junk, but all I could think about was what jokes might be appropriate in regards to how wide her mouth was.
“Wow, you need your jaw open that far to fit him all in, Balto? That's huge!” Fucking Warden got to the joke before I did. Wanker.
“Can you all just keep a damn lid on it?” The pussy at the counter called out to us. “We are trying to get in touch with our inner peace over here!” My eyes narrowed at her as she promptly turned back to her iPhone to play Candy Crush. Bitch.
“I'm not asking you again, Warden,” I snapped, folding my arms over my chest and glaring. Warden met my gaze with a mulish set to his jaw and I very nearly crumbled.
“Fudging moonbeams, fine.” He thankfully broke first and stormed past me muttering under his breath. “Stubborn blinking woman.”
“Morgs … aren't you being a little hard on him?” Siobhan suggested gently, and I turned my fury on her instead.
“As for you! You were not only dating one of my soul mates, but you've been secretly friends with Max. Max. For fucking months and you didn't think to mention it?” My voice was low and angry, and her face paled against her red-orange hair.
“I'm sorry, babe, it wasn't my place …” she started to weakly defend herself but I simply pointed at the door where Warden had just exited. Her lip quivered dangerously, like she was about to cry, but did as directed and left the store.
“Um … I thought you didn't care about her dating Dustin?” Britt asked me quietly, while grooving in a slow, gentle belly dance in time with the Shambhala music.
“I don't. But it packed more punch, right?” I gave her a wicked grin and she snickered.
“Darlings!” Anita's voice drew our attention as she emerged from the back room of her shop, stark freaking naked. On the outside, I could see that she was still wearing the middle-aged woman glamour she'd had on before, but when I stared ... I could see the ancient old lady the boys had promised was hiding underneath. How old had they said she was?! Three hundred and eight?! Oh, god, I could tell. “Oh, boys! I'm so glad to see you all in one piece!” She proceeded to gather Shane to her naked, old wrinkly body and hugged the shit out of him. “After all that nastiness with Kuntemopharn …” She released Shane and moved on to Reg. “I was so worried!”
“Good Morning, Anita.” George smiled, ever the polite one of the group, and she beamed as she wrapped her arms around him and squeezed. Her saggy ass jiggled a little as she hugged him and I swear, I saw a flash of wizard's sleeve from within her unruly mane of pubic hair.
Gag.
I had no idea how to stop this whole seeing through people's glamour thing, but I like, really wanted it to stop. Now. Or, like, yesterday even.
“Hang on just a dingo loving minute here,” I interrupted their little love-fest. “How the hell do you know about Kuntemopharn's attack already? It only happened like … a few hours ago.” Okay, I had no idea how long it'd been since all the nastiness with Bio Dad and the Many Moms. Hey … that could be a comic or something. Pity I couldn't draw.
“Oh darling,” Anita cooed, having released Billy from her naked hug and coming toward me with open arms. I shook my head and backed up a step, but she was too damn quick and before I could say fair dinkum, she was on me with a body like a peeled prawn that’s been soaking in water too long.
“Everyone felt that little power show you all put on. I have to say, it's really put your sept on the magical map, so to speak. It's been a very long time since anyone has set off fireworks quite like that.” She released me and patted her gray hair nervously, hand passing through the glossy red waves of her glamour. Her real hair was long, hanging loose down to her waist, and she wore a crown of flowers. She even had little ribbons and blossoms knotted into the lengths of her hair.
“Damn girl, you're gonna have a hell of a time getting those braids undone!” Britt commented, bending at the waist and taking a closer look at Anita's crotch where she did indeed have her pubic hair decorated the same as her, um … head hair.
“Now, I take it you're here for another glamour, my child?” She clapped her hands together and beamed, her dirty pillows wobbling with the movement and drawing my attention to the fact that she had both nipples pierced with little bone-shaped bars.
“Yes, if you don't mind, Anita?” George answered for me, probably having noticed my lack of focus.
“Of course, it's no bother! I just need some fresh ingredients. Yumo!” She sang out, and the pussy shifter raised her head from what must have been a riveting game of Candy Crush. When I say she sang, I literally mean she sang it, like an opera singer.
“Yes, mistress?” The cat-girl replied, with a bit of a purr to her voice.
“I need some fresh rat for a glamour potion. Be a dear, would you?” Anita smiled at her like she'd just asked for a cup of sugar from the kitchen, and I gagged a little. Magic was so damn gross.
The pussy, Yumo, sighed and rolled her eyes like a petulant teenager but within seconds had morphed down to the same domestic looking house cat I'd seen carrying around a decapitated rat the first time we'd come here. The little feline then darted past us and into the back of the shop where I imagined all the juiciest rats were? I didn't know. This whole thing was as crazy as a cockatoo.
“Come, come, Yumo won't be long. She catches the wee beasties very quick, but she has to eat the rest of the carcass before I can use the tail. Silly rules of magic, you know?” She laughed like I actually knew what she was talking about rather than staring at her like she was speaking Klingon.
Her wobbling naked booty led us through to the back room where she had concocted the potion for us last time and the boys handed over the cup while Shane held onto the knife thing. Oh, sorry, I meant the chalice and athame.
“You know the process, dear.” Anita's grin in the dim artificial light suddenly looked like the grin of a great white who had spotted a penguin. And I was the penguin.
“Um … maybe these runes aren't so bad after all … ?” I hedged, unzipping the god-awful jacket to look at them again. “See, it just looks like I really liked this pattern and tattooed it all over me. Right? No glamour needed, sorry to waste your time.”
Backing away from the crazy naked witch woman, I bumped into Billy's solid, leather jacketed frame and he held me firm.
“Firebug …” he scolded. “Get the damn glamour back in place, so you stop lighting up like a fuckin' Christmas tree whenever you're turned on.” Case and point, as he spoke, he pressed the hard bulge in his pants against my ass and my runes flared up like I was Edward freaking Cullen in the sunlight.
“Fine,” I muttered, holding out my hand and squeezing my eyes shut tight, “but one of you do it. I don't trust the naked witch.”
Billy laughed, but Shane took the knife and cupped my hand in his rough man-palm, doing the deed as quick as a flash.
Prying my eyes back open, I found George tying a bandage around my hand and gave him a grateful smile. In the corner, Anita hummed to herself while she mixed up all the other ingredients and poured boiling water from her cauldron into the chalice.
As we waited for her to finish, the distinct sound of cracking bones and chewing echoed around the room. Unable to help myself, I looked under the table and was met by Yumo's golden glare as she held a little rodent down with her paws and used her fangs to rip its little head clean off its body.
“Oh, no, sweetheart,” Anita chided me, tapping me on the chin to bring me away from the cat. “Yumo doesn't like when people watch her eat. It's a very private thing, you know?”
“Eating … rats?” I clarified, with an eyebrow raised.
“Don't be so judgmental, Arizona,” Anita scolded. “She doesn't judge you for eating dick, now does she?”
“I wonder what it tastes like,” Britt mused, while inspecting the various jars and dried things on the shelves.
“Dick? I think you already know, Fido,” Reg snickered and Britt smacked him in the gut.
“Rat, you asshole. Besides, I'm not the only one who knows what dick tastes like … am I, Reggy boy?” She smirked at him then made lewd hand and mouth gestures to simulate giving a blow job.
“Ah, there we go, all done.” Anita fished the rat's tail off the ground from where Yumo had just dropped it while licking her fangs proudly. The witch muttered her spell and waved her hand around, causing the green sludge to poof up in a cloud of foul smelling gas, then handed the cup to me.
“Drink up, dear!” She beamed at me and I gagged a bit at the smell of it. The rat's tail lay floating on the surface of the sludge like it was taunting me with its grossness.
Holding my nose, I braced myself and quickly skulled the contents of the chalice before I could think too much about it. When I reached the bottom, I took a huge breath to try and keep it all down.
“You okay?” George asked tentatively, and I nodded with my lips shut tight. I needed a moment just to ensure I didn't hurl it all up again.
“Here,” Reg offered, holding out a little silver flask.
Still not trusting myself to speak, I took the flask from him and drank a healthy mouthful, letting the whiskey burn away the horrific taste of the glamour potion. It was like, wet dog and rancid meat, mixed with poop. Nasty.
“Thank you, Reg,” I gasped, as the whiskey burned a path to my stomach. “Fuck I love you.”
“Uh … say what now?” Britt squawked with her eyes bugging out of her head. Even the guys looked like they'd just seen a freaking ghost.
“What?” I panicked. “What did I say?”
“Um, you said you love me?” Reg replied. A cocky smile slid across his lips and I stopped breathing.
“Whiskey,” I choked out, “I love whiskey.” What the ever loving fuck was wrong with me today?!
“Uh-huh.” Reg nodded, looking like the cat who'd ate the rat, so to speak. “Sure.”
Just to punctuate this little shit show, Yumo the Pussy proceeded to vomit up half digested rat guts all over my boots.
“That's … nice,” I said, shivering a little as I stepped back and frowned at the caterpillar like hairball lying next to my toe. “Do you think maybe I could get a potion to go, too? Just in case of emergency.”
“Already on it,” the old witch said as the cat flicked her tail and glared up at me like I was the stupidest person she'd ever seen in her life. Heh. Typical cat reaction, I wasn't offended. “But if you really want a strong glamour, I'll need the blood of your last two soulmates.”
“We're not soulmates,” I said, but the argument sounded weak, even to me.
“The reason it broke before was because it was only partially complete,” she continued, pausing to curl a strand of gray hair into a chalice that was a lot fancier and a hell of a lot older than mine. Anita tipped it back and slowly, almost slow enough to be grotesque, her glamour solidified to the point I couldn't see through it anymore—her body softened up, her skin smoothed out, and her hair turned the same shimmering red-orange it had been the last time I saw her. “Now that's better, isn't it?” she said, tossing a girlish wink over her shoulder.
“You better not be staring at her ass,” I said, noticing Reg raising his eyebrows as he studied the change in Anita's glamour. Tossing me a grin and a wink, he raked his fingers through his blonde hair and licked his lower lip.
“Why not? Because you love me?” he whispered and I felt my cheeks heat. Whatever I'd said, that was most assuredly not the case. Sorry, but love doesn't happen in a week—it has to be earned. The thing was, I felt like these guys had a really high chance of actually being able to do it.
And in record time, too.
“I'm definitely staring at her ass,” Billy said, lighting up a cigarette.
The witch whipped her head around and gave him a look that could freeze hell over.
“No smoking,” she breathed and I swear to god, I thought I saw fire escape from her lips.
With a roll of his orange-brown eyes, Billy turned to go and then paused, like he'd just thought the better of it.
Ah, Warden. Fucking goddamn Warden.
“Well, if you're not planning on getting any blood from the energy elemental, then why'd you bring him?” Anita asked with a sniff, her naked body perky and taught but still, you know, bouncing around all over the place. I found it distracting—apparently so did Reg and Billy, although not seemingly in a sexual way—but George and Shane were focused on a text message.
“I didn't bring him,” I said, casting the boys a look. As Anita puttered around the room in her birthday suit, I scooted closer to Shane and George and tried to look stern. “Why is Warden here?”
“He's worried about Dustin,” Billy ground out through his teeth, and I noticed his charcoal hair was stuck to his forehead with sweat. I'd thought Shane was the most bothered about the whole Warden situation before but whereas he seemed to be latched onto the idea of being angry, Billy was hurt. He was trying not to show it, but it was there. “We didn't ask him to come.”
“No, but he's here anyway,” I said with a sigh, touching my fingers to my skin and thinking about the bare spots between the runes. I'd had sex with Warden, so I was connected to him magically, but I hadn't been marked.
Fuck.
I was going to keep getting random bolts of lightning when I was upset, wasn't I? Unless I fucked him again. And god, for the life of me, I just couldn't see that happening. Not, of course, because I wasn't attracted to him, but because it was pretty freaking clear he didn't want me.
“So what do we do?” I asked as Shane finally looked up and met my eyes, his denim blue ones crinkling at the edges with concern.
“Your friend says she knows where Daniel might be headed?” he asked, his Southern accent thick and drawling. Just hearing it made me go weak at the knees. “Because COCS sure don't have any clue where to go.”
“Having trouble finding the hole, huh?” Reg joked, but nobody laughed. Warden's presence was just … it was a little much for all of us, I think.
“I mean with CUM just coming out of COCS Heads,” Shane began, and I raised an eyebrow.
“Sorry to interrupt,” I said with a small, nervous chuckle, “but you, like, literally said that on purpose.”
“Sugar, you best get that brain of yours out of the gutter,” he said as George took the phone and handed it to me. “The Chaos United Movement is being run by previous heads of the Committee of Combined Supernaturals—they know a hell of a lot more about what's going on in this area than your average revolt.”
Looking down at the screen, I felt my throat clench tight.
There was a news article about the deaths of several dozen county employees, maintenance crews working in the sewers.
Had to be Bio Dad and the Mums. Who the fuck else would be snaking through the catacomb of pipes underneath NYC?
“This whole crew,” George said, his voice soft but strong. He had a quiet strength about him that reminded me of the forest … and he had the hard wood to match. “These were all sewer trolls, so … supernaturals. They're hunting them and absorbing power for another fight. If we give them too much time to recover, there's a chance we won't walk away so lucky next time.”
My skin pebbled and I felt nausea roll over me that had nothing to do with the rat tail I'd just downed (seriously, it didn't). This reaction, it was entirely due to fear. Fear of death because … let's be honest, I hadn't really accomplished much in life. And fear of losing something I didn't know quite how to name.
Love, companionship, adventure.
“Let's get this glamour and get the fuck out of here then,” I said with a deep breath, meeting the eyes of each of the four men standing in the room with me. “And let's find Dustin.”





After our visit to the witch shop, it was getting late and the seven of us—my boys, me, Warden and Siobhan—were tired as fuck. Even Gram seemed tired and she was, you know, like dead and shit.
Britt … was decidedly not.
“For a man to be that hung and also that talented, it's a rare thing. Usually when they're packing salami sandwiches in their boxers, they're lazy lovers. They think just because they have a nine inch uncircumcised cock that they can just stick it in and voilà, orgasm. Aldrich isn't like that.”
“Can we please resume this discussion in the morning?” I said with a yawn, fluffing the pillows on the guest bed and feeling a little guilty for kicking Siobhan into a room of her own while I shared with Britt. I just … I was still pissed at her.
Tomorrow, we had plans to head to this little upstate New York town where Siobhan was convinced Dustin was being held. How or why, I wasn't sure. I hadn't asked. I figured that was Tomorrow-Ari's problem.
Tonight-Ari's problem was getting Britt to shut the fuck up about her new beau’s dick so I could get to sleep. Frankly, I'd have rather shared a room with the boys but I felt uncomfortable sleeping with them when I knew it would lead to sex … and sex with Warden in the house? With stray lightning bolts flying everywhere?
Uh, no thanks.
A knock on the door made me groan. I was just crawling between the crisp, yummy sheets. What the fuck was it now?!
“Smokey, we need to talk.” Warden's sexy husky voice travelled through the door and my heart skipped a beat. Damn him.
“No, Warden, I think we're good. Go to sleep.” Avoidance. Never failed anyone, right?
“Dude, you're being childish. You're a grown ass woman, now start acting like one and let me in,” he snapped, a thread of his trademark temper underscoring his words.
“No!” I yelled back. “Fuck you!”
Okay, so I was tired as shit so my banter was not as on point as it really could have been. Warden was pissing me off now, rather than just hurting me, and I was likely to go nuclear if I let him in.
“Arizona Morgan Smoke, if you don't open this door right this instant I swear I will bust in there and probably find Britt nude!” Warden's voice was now tight with anger and I knew he was just as close to boiling over as I was.
Good. Maybe he'd stop being such a cold bastard toward me.
Hopping up from the bed, I ignored Britt's muttered insults and threw the door open so hard it slammed into the wall, then bounced back and smacked Warden clean in the face as he tried to enter the room.
“Seriously, Ari-Vampari?” Warden roared, clutching at his face in pain.
“Oh sure, like I did that on purpose! Not everything is about you, Warden!” Although, it had been pretty comical timing. Who knew shit like that actually happened in real life? It was like stepping on a rake or slipping on a banana peel. Hilarious.
My anger and resentment toward Warden didn't allow me to appreciate the humor though, as his furious glare drove my temper higher.
“You wanted to talk? Talk.” I blocked access to the room with my arms folded under my breasts. I was dressed for bed in a pair of purple boy shorts with Lavish printed across the ass, and a tight scoop-necked tank. It was no accident that folding my arms pushed up my cleavage, and I’d be lying if I wasn’t pleased to see his gaze quickly duck down to check out the girls.
“You're really going to just make me stand here in the hallway like some sort of goat on a spaceship?” he demanded, narrowing his eyes. I had no idea what a goat on a spaceship looked like, but I was more than used to Max—I mean Warden—and his strange cursing.
“I can't imagine you have much to say. After all, no one has heard from you in ten years despite being your soulmates.” I cocked an eyebrow at him in challenge. “Oh wait. That's not true, is it? You deliberately sought out Dustin, and became secret friends with my bestie—”
“Ahem!” Britt coughed from behind me.
“—with my other bestie, knowing full well how much that would hurt me. And for what, Warden? To get back at me for leaving you? Sue me, I was fucking scared. You said you loved me!” Fucking hell, this was a bad idea. Hashing this all out was about to make me cry almost as much as I did when Shannon Noll came second in Australian Idol.
“Exactly!” he roared back at me. “I said I loved you. My best fucking friend in the world, and you took off in the night like I was some stage five clinger you'd picked up after too many tequilas! Do you have any idea what that did to me? So yeah, I sought out Dusty. You have no idea what it's like to live apart from your bonded mates. No idea how much pain I live with just to try and forget you.”
“So it's now okay for you to come back into my life because all of a sudden Dusty needs you? Well what about me?! This isn't fair. I've had enough, now I want my share!” I yelled the words at him and there was a long pause while he squinted at me.
“Babe,” Britt said tentatively from behind me.
“What!?” I snapped, whirling around to face her.
“Did you just quote lyrics from Shannon Noll?” Her tone was slightly disgusted. Britt hated Australian country music, and I often made her listen to it on long car trips. Just for fun.
“No …” I shook my head then paused. Had I?
“Pretty sure you just quoted What About Me, by that dude who came second on Aussie Idol …” Warden nodded, agreeing with Britt and my temper flared hot again.
“He was robbed. Guy Sebastian never should have won that season!” I gripped the door and made as if to close it. “I think we're done here, Warden.”
“We are nowhere near done, Smokey,” he growled, pushing back on the door so I couldn't shut it in his face. Strong bastard. Was it wrong that as he fought against me, my gaze was drawn to his bulging biceps and strong forearms? One of the guys must have given him some clothes to borrow because he was wearing a Professional Pokémon Trainer t-shirt that was about two sizes too small for his muscled chest and fit him like a wet-suit.
“You know what?” Britt announced, hopping up from the bed we were meant to share, “I think I might pop out and see Aldrich. Leave you two to sort things out …”
“Britt, no, don't go!” I panicked. Her presence was one of the only things keeping me from ripping that stupid T-shirt clean off Warden's body and licking him all over.
“Uh ah, I'm not staying to witness whatever is about to happen here … hot as it is … I'm going to go get some nine inch wolf meat in me. Ciao, bitch! Don't kill each other before you fuck!” She slid between us and smacked a kiss on my cheek, then one on Warden's before sashaying her perky butt down the hall.
Her abrupt departure left me a little stunned, and I relaxed my hold on the door. Warden seized the opportunity, pushing me back a step with his body and slamming the door shut. With him on the inside.
Fuck.
“Warden …” I warned, backing up a couple more steps as his intense, furious gaze held mine. “Warden, we're done. You made it perfectly clear you're only here for Dusty. So we have nothing further to discuss.”
He paused and sighed, letting his muscular shoulders sag for a moment as he looked down at the floor. His pants were like, way too low slung, that gorgeous Adonis belt of muscles showing and making my mouth fill with drool. If I wasn't careful, it was liable to start leaking down the side of my face.
“All these years, I've wondered if I did something wrong that night. Like, was it my fault you bailed? Made like a tree and fucked off?”
“Make like a tree and leave is the expression,” I mumbled, but just to be contrary because I knew that I was the one in the fucking wrong here. I hadn't bailed for any real reason in particular, just fear. That was it, plain and simple.
I was a fucking coward.
“But now that I'm here,” he continued, lifting his head up and sucking in a long, deep breath. His hazel eyes locked down on mine, and I had to swallow three times just to get my throat to open up enough to breathe. “At least I can hear it from your own lips, that that's not true. I didn't do shit.” He pointed at himself with a single finger and raised his dark brows up. “Not a goddamn thing except fall in love with you.”
I put my palms up to my ears as Warden ran his fingers through his spiky black hair, mussing up the single red streak as he closed his eyes again. He was pissed at me … but he was also turned on. I could see the hard bulge of his cock inside his sweats. And I could feel my own body answering that call, my skin getting tight, my tongue running across my lower lip, my nipples hardening.
But … could I have sex with him? Should I have sex with him?
“You want to fuck me, don't you?” I said and he just laughed, moving over to sit down on the edge of my bed.
“If I do, will you disappear?” he asked me, picking at the lint on the leg of his borrowed sweats. “Will I wake up and find your side of the bed rumpled and think you've just gone for coffee? Will I have to see that look on Britt's face, that … anguished, twisted look while she apologizes for something you did?”
“Warden,” I said, because if I kept calling him Max, I'd never be able to move on from that moment. I sat down beside him, but I couldn't make myself reach out and put a hand on his knee. If I did that, I knew the circuit between us would close and the electricity in the room (pun intended) would shock us both. “Every time I get excited or … you know, excited lightning bolts appear out of nowhere. Last time, they incinerated an expensive pair of underwear …”
“I'll buy you some new ones,” he told me, still not looking in my direction. “Since it's my fault you have this magic in the first place. I wouldn't have slept with you at all if I'd known you were an elemental.” The corner of Warden's mouth twitched a little and he turned to me, the soft golden lamplight falling across his face. I was hit so hard with déjà vu that I almost choked. We'd definitely been here, done this before. “How did you hide it from everyone?”
“I didn't hide it,” I told him, wondering where Gram was and who she was spying on tonight. I was still a little irked at her for taking down the wards, but at least she'd saved our asses in the end. “My grandmother did.” I paused and licked my lips, glancing away when Warden tried to meet my gaze. “She's a bitch.”
Oops.
“Arizona Morgan Smoke!” I heard her growl out from the corner.
“Witch!” I corrected, but the Freudian slip was over with and my true feelings were sort of dangling in the air like saggy old lady boobs. “She's a witch; she spelled me so nobody would know what I was.”
“After meeting your biological parents,” he said on the end of a long sigh, “I can see why.”
A long, awkward pause followed as I tried and failed to use obscene hand gestures to get my grandmother the fuck out of the room.
“I guess I'll mark you now,” Warden said, like fucking me was some shitty chore he could barely even comprehend the thought of going through with. “I already talked to the guys and they agreed to it—but just this one time.” He sniffled. “Otherwise, Shane was pretty clear he'd count it as cheating …”
“Are you … fucking kidding me right now?!” I asked, standing up from the edge of the bed. “You guess you'll mark me?! And you already talked to the boys?! Fuck you, Warden!” I yelled. “I have a say in this, too! And my say is the most important goddamn say.”
“You don't want to be marked?” he asked, standing up and spinning to face me, poking a single finger against my chest. He came awfully close to my nipple when he did that, but I kind of didn't mind all that much. “Fine! Enjoy getting your new husbands' dicks lit up with stray lightning bolts. Shane's is so big it may as well be a damn lightning rod …” he added under his breath, moving away and walking right through Gram to the bedroom door.
I grabbed his arm while Gram sat down half-in, and half-out of a nearby chair to watch, folding her legs delicately at the knee and wrapping her fingers around them. She really was a bitch, huh?
I hadn't exactly planned out what to say to him, so when he spun on me and got in my face, his breath feathering against my lips, I completely lost my shit.
“What?” Warden growled out, but just barely because I was crushing my lips to his, and he was wrapping his arms around my waist, jerking me so close my tits squashed up against the front of his chest and his dick, well, that kinda squashed up against me, too.
Warden's tongue slicked across my own, drawing an embarrassingly needy groan from my throat. I sounded like a cat in heat, like literally. A yowling, screeching cat with its bum up in the air, begging to be fucked.
Yikes.
I needed to learn how to up my sexy game.
Warden lifted me up just enough that my feet cleared the floor, tossing me onto the bed and climbing on top of me, my hands shoving their way under his shirt, nails scraping across his back.
A lightning bolt crashed into the chair Gram was sitting in and made her scream.
If she hadn't been dead already she would, you know, probably be dead now.
“Well, I never,” she huffed and popped away before the real fun could start.
“I've hated you for, like, years,” Warden snarled against my mouth, biting my lower lip hard enough that it almost hurt. And I liked it, too. I almost wanted more. “Fucking despised you.”
“Ditto,” I whispered, because after I'd run away that night, I had come to my senses and tried to find Warden again, tell him I was sorry, ask him for a second chance … He was the idiot that'd disappeared off the face of the earth. He didn't even have a frigging Facebook page! Like who doesn't have a Facebook in this day and age?!
I jerked the tight t-shirt over his head and let my hands explore the muscles of the first man I'd ever loved, that I still loved, despite everything. I mean, I hated him, too, but love/hate is the best kind, right?
Warden kissed his way down my neck and then pushed my shirt up and over my tits, exposing them to the warm air of the bedroom. His mouth closed over one and then the other, like he couldn't decide which nipple he'd rather suck. My fingers tangled in his hair and pushed him lower, encouraging him to put his mouth on my panties.
When he tugged them down and yanked them off my ankle, I saw his brows go up.
“Whoa, that's hardcore as fuck. Like a Bengal,” he said with a low whistle, admiring my clit piercing. I was pretty sure he meant like a boss, but whatever. Bengal cats were cool, too. “But I'm definitely not going down on you right now,” he added, looking up at me with a challenging little glare. I wanted to kick it right off his face. “Nah, I'm just gonna fuck you and then I'm gonna leave. How does that sound? Fair?”
“Shut the hell up before I change my mind,” I snarled, reaching up and curling my fingers around his shoulders, yanking him close and crushing our mouths together again. Warden's right hand cupped my breast with a crushing grip, squeezing hard as he ground his hips into mine.
Another lightning bolt struck the poor tree in the backyard, but I didn't pay much attention to it. How could I when Warden was shoving his sweats down and freeing his cock. My pelvis lifted up toward him, desperate for more, hungry for an asshole that I knew for a freaking fact was going to leave as soon as we found this Dustin guy.
Why was I doing this to myself anyway?!
I tried to pretend it was all magically motivated and crap, but that wasn't true. I think I was more tangled up in heartstrings and feelings. Gross.
He guided himself to my opening, broke our kiss, and met my eyes.
And then he thrust me into with a hard, angry surge of his hips.
“Bat on a butt cheek,” he growled which was probably the weirdest fucking slang I'd ever heard in my life. But then he was moving inside of me, raking his cock along the tight walls of my pussy, stroking pleasure from me with each movement of his body.
My fingers yanked the hair on the back of his head until he grunted in pain, fighting against my grip to close the distance between our mouths. Our bodies writhed together, just two sweaty, hot pelvises grinding against one another. My shirt wasn't off, just scrunched up over my tits, and he was still wearing his sweats around his knees.
Didn't matter.
My fingernails gouged long lines down his back as our mouths clashed together with violent flicks of tongue, drawing apart just long enough to take panting breaths. Warden fucked me like he was out for vengeance, and I didn't care. It ate it up with a spoon, tangling my legs around him and not even caring that when he grabbed my arms and shoved them over my head, that he was holding me too hard, bruising me with his fingertips.
Sweat poured down both our bodies, making our joining slick and frenzied and wet. It made his muscles shimmer as he moved his hips as hard and fast as he could, ramming into me and making the bed squeak and shake with the movements.
When he pulled out and flipped me over, taking hold of my hair in one fist and sliding into me from behind, I found myself in violent fucking ecstasy. I came then, with his balls slapping my clit, the pressure on my scalp just this side of too much. I felt him tense up, like he was about ready to climax, too, but he didn't. Instead, he pulled back and sat on his heels, watching me with his pulse thundering, mouth parted as he took long panting breaths.
I turned back over and nestled into the pillows, watching him.
“God, I hate you,” he whispered and I bit my lower lip. His voice was rife with anger, but that hate sounded an awful lot like it should be love.
“I can't stand you,” I growled, and then he moved forward and hovered his body over mine again, biting my lower lip and taking it between his teeth almost hard enough to draw blood. He teased my folds with his shaft, making me whimper and thrust my hips before finally entering me again.
We fucked and fucked and fucked until finally he seemed to remember what exactly it was he was supposed to be doing there.
“I forgot the chalice,” he breathed, panting against the side of my neck. “And the athame. Shit, I'm supposed to mark you.”
We both just lay there staring at one another for a long, quiet moment.
“If I don't get it, we'll have to do this again,” he said and although he tried to scowl while he talked, he ended up smirking stupidly instead. A tiny bolt of lightning hit the lamp on the side table and plunged us into darkness.
For another minute, we lay there joined together, and then Warden started to move, these deep, undulating movements of his hips that completely undid me.
We weren't, uh, fucking so much anymore as … My hands curled around his neck, our kisses slowing, growing more languorous. My ankles crossed together behind his back, pulled him close. He smelled like bubblegum and soda pop, like my past, like … well I think he'd also borrowed some of Gram's old lady shampoo, but it was sort of sexy on him anyway.
My second climax was slow and messy, but Warden was patient. He finished me off before coming with a slow, sexy groan that almost got me all worked up again.
When he rolled off to lie next to me, I found myself staring up at the dark shadows on the ceiling with my heart pounding and my stomach twisting into knots.
“Are you really gonna leave?” I whispered, but he didn't respond for a long, long time.
And then …
“Not tonight.”
Before I could figure out how to reply to that, I heard the sound of Warden's garbled snoring.
It was just about the happiest sound I'd ever heard in my life.

Britt looked constipated she was having so much trouble holding back. Her face was all squinched up and she kept giggling like a three year old baby with a lollipop.
“You guys made love,” she said, hunching her shoulders up to her ears and snickering. Reg just happened to be standing nearby and raised his eyebrows.
“You guys said it was okay,” was my mumbled response as I splashed coffee all over countertops that hadn't been replaced since like 1972. They were the color of avocados and kind of, uh, gross looking. I readjusted the coffee pot and managed to get some in my cup as my cheeks flamed red. Like, the ones on my face. “For me to … you know.”
“Yeah, no, I'm not mad,” Reg said, stirring his drink and looking at me like he was trying to hold back a smile. “I was never really mad at Warden in the first place. Honestly, I don't see why we can't just drop this nonsense and move the fuck on. I'd rather have him back, to tell ya the truth.”
“So seeing as you guys made love,” Britt teased again, “instead of the whole marking ceremony, aren't you gonna need to fuck again?”
“Yes,” Reg answered for me, with a sly smile on his face. “Maybe next time I should join you guys, just in case you forget the ritual again?”
Before I could respond with what was intended to be a snappy comeback—but probably would have come out as holy shit, hell yes, let's fucking go—the devil himself strode into my kitchen wearing nothing but a tiny towel wrapped around his hips.
“Fuck Warden, I didn't even know I owned towels that small,” I muttered, pointedly looking at his face and not his practically naked body which was slick with water from the shower.
Hah, yeah I didn't believe that either; I was totally ogling my former best friend and recent lover.
Like, if I had the power of telekinesis that towel would have been on the floor from the force of my stare alone.
“Billy shrunk them all,” Reg offered, “but I'm pretty sure it was you he was hoping to see wrapped in one. Not this ass.”
Warden's back was turned to me as he filled himself a cup of coffee, and because I was ogling so hard I plainly saw his shoulders tighten at the mention of Billy.
I wonder what their deal was…
Oh wait. I did have the power of telekinesis. Sort of.
Creating a sharp downdraft of air, the tiny little cloth was promptly whipped from Warden's butt and my jaw dropped open.
“Bat on a butt cheek,” I whispered, a little in shock.
“Hey! Not cool, Ari-Vampari,” Warden growled, bending to pick up his towel and treating us all to a prime view of his wrench and bolts from between his legs. Or should I say extension cord and plug?
Oh don't judge, Britt and Reg were both staring just as much as I was.
“Maxi Pad,” Britt snickered, biting her lip to hold the laughter at bay, “do you have a vampire bat tattooed on your ass?”
“What?” Warden froze like a deer in headlights, the pathetic excuse for a towel clutched to his crotch.
“On your ass,” Britt explained. “You have that little cartoon bat that you used to draw for Ari tattooed on your butt cheek. Here, turn around.” She hopped off the counter where she had been sitting and tried to get behind Warden while he backed against a cupboard.
“No, of course not,” he scoffed, but an adorable blush stained his cheeks.
“Warden … you got my cartoon likeness tattooed on your ass?” I chuckled, trying not to tease too hard.
“I did not! It's just a bat. Just a normal bat. Because … because …” he looked around the kitchen, clearly searching for a plausible lie, “because this one time I fell down a well and it was all full of bats and they really scared the shit out of me. So … I got one tattooed on me so I would stop being afraid of them.”
“Isn't that the story of how Batman became Batman?” I grinned and he scowled.
“Fine. I was drunk, and you really hurt me. Is that what you wanted to hear, Smokey? That I was so hurt by what you did, I got your cartoon likeness tattooed on my butt cheek so I'd never forget. Happy now?” His voice was tight and angry, and it chased the humor right out of the situation.
“Well … not really. That kinda makes me feel pretty shit, Warden. I thought we cleared the air—so to speak—last night.” I pouted down into my coffee with my very best sad puppy face and heard Warden's exasperated sigh.
“Yeah, I know. Sorry Ari-Vampari … it's gonna take me more than one hate-fuck to get over the last ten years of anger.” From the edges of my vision I could see him drop the towel and approach me. Once he was within kissing distance, and I had a solid eyeful of his junk, he tipped my face up to his with a finger under my chin.
“Can we call a truce, for now?” he asked, looking unbelievably sexy with his wet faux-hawk flat over his forehead and a days worth of stubble on his chin. “At least until we save Dusty from drowning in CUM?”
The softness I had been feeling towards him froze over like a block of ice and I jerked my chin out of his grip.
“Right. Dusty. How could I forget the real reason why you're here in the first place?” Yes, I was throwing a bit of a wobbly, like a damn two year old, but I had literally just let my first love back into my vagina and my heart, and here he was just shitting all over the place and then throwing it. Like a damn monkey. I hated monkeys.
“Good Morning, sunshines!” Siobhan sang as she swept into my kitchen looking like a damn playboy bunny in a gauze nightgown trimmed with pink fur and matching slippers. She clearly wore nothing underneath either, because her bits were on display for every man and his dog to see. “What did I miss?”
Warden huffed a sigh.
“Ari is about to go off on me about how I'm only here to save Dusty and then make up some lies about how I didn't just shatter her fucking world with all those orgasms last night.”
“Ex-fucking-cuse me?” I spluttered in indignation. “First of all, if I want to chuck a hissy fit about you only being here for this mysterious Dusty then I damn well will. Because you are. And despite the fact that I am clearly still in love with you, and the other guys all miss the fuck out of you, you still don't give a flying fuck! And as for this claim that you shattered my world, you must be bloody barmy. I faked my orgasms.”
Folding my arms over my chest I gave him a yeah, I went there look, and he glared back at me in anger.
“G'morning, y'all,” Shane greeted us as he, too, entered the kitchen. “Oh, hey Warden. Um. Nice dick?”
“Shh, shit was just getting good,” Britt hushed him, flapping her hand and turning back to us with eager eyes. “Go on. Ari, you were just telling Warden how you love him and then that you faked your orgasms. Damn, this shit is better than Springer. Hooker, chuck me some popcorn from the cupboard would ya?”
“Escort not hooker,” Siobhan snarled, and threw a piece of bread at Britt's face, “and get your own damn popcorn. I'm going to shower while there's still hot water left.” She turned on her fluffy slippered heel and flounced out of the kitchen, leaving the door swinging in her wake.
“She is aware we're all elementals, right?” Reg asked, cocking his head and staring after her curiously. “As if we would ever let the hot water run out.”
“Oh great, this cunt is still here, then?” Billy sneered, entering the kitchen from the outside door and looking sinful in his leather biker jacket and jeans. No shirt either, now that I looked closer. Hot damn, he was seriously smoking.
“What's going on between you two?” I asked, letting curiosity get the better of me and shelving my argument with Warden for the time being. “There's something … more going on between you two.”
“Yeah, I hear that, girl!” Britt nodded and held up her hand for a high five, which I obliged on.
“Nothing,” Billy and Warden both snarled at the same time.
“Oh my god, you two are still playing this game?” Shane groaned, heading over to my fridge and helping himself to my stash of Starbucks Mocha Frappuccinos.
“What game?” I prompted, when no one spoke for a moment and Shane quirked an eyebrow to Reg.
“Billy and Warden fucked,” Reg snickered and both men in question threw up their hands and stormed out of the kitchen.
“So, are we heading out to save Dusty from the dastardly devil men and women today?” George asked, moving into the kitchen with—you guessed it—no shirt on.
“We sure are. Everybody go get dressed and we can leave in ten, y'all hear?” Shane nodded, sculling a whole bottle of Starbucks Frapp right before my very eyes. The mooch.
“Wait, hold up! Is no one going to elaborate on the whole Warden and Billy fucked thing?” I demanded, seeing them all making as if to leave the kitchen.
“Yeah, I'm with my homegirl on this one. I wanna hear the story because those two are straighter than erect dicks. Erect dicks which are nowhere near each other, they're that straight. I mean … you three slide around that scale a bit but those two? Uh ah. Straighter than a YA sweet romance novel. Straighter than a poorly written Amish romance. Straighter than—”
“Okay, Britt, we get it.” I cut her off before she could get too carried away and she just shrugged.
“All I'm saying is, I wanna hear that story. Dude on dude sex is fucking hawt. You're so lucky, Ari.” Britt sighed wistfully, then whipped out her phone and tapped a message.
“You're asking Aldrich if he'll bang a dude aren't you?” I rolled my eyes. My bestie was so damn predictable.
“Come on, honey beaver,” Shane drawled, “we don't have time for stories. You have a sixth husband to save from the clutches of evil, slutty demons.”
“He's right, ST,” Reg grinned, “besides, I have no doubt you can work your charms and get the story out of them sooner or later.” He slapped me on the ass and followed Shane out of the kitchen, leaving me with just Britt and George, both of whom were now drinking my goddamn Starbucks Mocha Frapps. Those motherfuckers.
“Is it bad that I'm now seriously craving a Golden Gaytime?” I asked them, but they both looked at me like I was on Planet Crazy-pants.
“God, you're so British,” Britt mumbled, and I narrowed my eyes.
“Golden Gaytime is Australian ice cream,” I said, but she was clearly no longer listening so I just sighed and left to go get dressed for the day.
At least I didn't have to wear bondage wear this time, right?





The location that Siobhan directed us to was a stately looking manor house in the middle of bum-fuck-nowhere, surrounded by meticulously maintained parklands and even a lake with swans in it. As the seven of us—Britt had been told she wasn't allowed to come because of some wolf pack political crap—pulled up in the dented plumbing van, I gave Siobhan a look that demanded answers.
“What? Sex work pays, like, really well.” She shrugged. “Anyway, couple of things I should probably have warned you about before we got here. If CUM is holding Dusty, it's as bait to get to you Ari, because y'all are like the strongest thing since sliced bread—”
“The saying is the strongest thing since wet trout,” Warden scoffed, and I blinked at him a couple of times before shaking my head.
“—so be careful. And also, there are no clothes—save some tasteful pieces of lingerie—permitted inside Chaos Manor. CUM gets all sticky over it. It's so stupid.” She shrugged and batted her lashes at me … while already in the process of removing her own clothing.
Great.
And I'd been excited that I didn't have to wear bondage shit? I was already starting to miss it. Fuck.
“Okay …” I peered up at the impressive house through the van window. “So this is …”
“The Face … full of CUM?” she supplied, and Reg snorted. “Yes, this is the Face. Over on the West Coast, they have the Neck. I never could work out why they named the headquarters after body parts.”
“So if they took Dustin to try and lure me here, aren't we just walking into one giant CUM web?” I rubbed at my temples to try and hold off a headache. I hadn't had any alcohol all damn day, and people just kept throwing these curveballs at me like the CUM shots and Golden Gaytimes.
“Ah, yes. But. That's exactly what they're not expecting, see?” She beamed. “Only a few of the chaos have actually seen what you look like, and they're rarely on the floor at these parties.”
“Probably because they're too busy in the bedrooms …” Reg mumbled, but Siobhan ignored him and continued talking.
“We can easily slip in undetected and at least work out if they're holding Dusty, right?”
“This is a party?” Shane asked skeptically, looking at the house through my window, too.
“Uh-huh. It's only the biggest CUM party of the year for the chaos community. It's why I think they'll be holding Dusty here.” Siobhan nodded frantically, like an epileptic kangaroo.
“What sort of party?” Billy scowled and she frowned at him like he was the dumbest thing alive.
“Uh, a sex party, obviously. It's the biggest orgy on the East Coast. Now, let me spritz you with this.” She whipped a spray bottle out of her purse and started squirting it at us. The pungent smell of roses and sex filled the air and I coughed.
“What the fuck, babe?” I asked, with a strangled voice. “That smells awful.”
“It's a spell, dummy. To mask your elemental-ness and make you seem human. Now, strip down and put on these!” She grinned broadly and held up a handful of black fabric masks.
“This seems a little … um, unorthodox?” I hedged. “Why are you carrying around a spell and a bunch of masks in your purse anyway?”
“Unorthodox?” Siobhan asked, and now I finally understood why she'd taken the time to put her hair up in an elaborate do, with feathers and a beaded comb and shit. It was the only part of her that'd be decorated. The giant pearl necklace was a startlingly appropriate choice as well. “I attended my first chaos party when I was sixteen; I'm always prepared for these things. Anyway, I bought this”—she wiggled the little bottle in my direction—“from Anita when we were at the Wicca shop.”
“Am I supposed to be impressed or disgusted by that?” I asked, noticing the hordes of naked people making their way toward the front door from the parking lot. Most of them were proudly sporting their wings, safe out here in the middle of fucking nowhere.
I felt my skin pebble with nervous goose bumps.
“I'm not taking my bloody clothes off,” I said, crossing my arms under my tits and noticing that Reg was already fully nude. “And if we needed to go in butt ass naked, why didn't you say something before we left the house. I didn't do my hair or makeup …”
“Because if I'd told you before we left, you wouldn't have come,” Siobhan said, pulling her dress over her head and flashing a pretty ritzy looking corset, thong, and thigh-highs. “Like I said, lingerie is okay. Here.” She pulled a duffel bag over and tapped the side, flashing a wide grin at me. “Take your pick. I'll wait outside while you change.”
Siobhan climbed out, the movement showing off the lithe perfection of her figure.
If this Dustin had seen all that … why the hell would he be interested in me? I mean, did I even want him interested in me? I had no idea. I thought the four husbands were a pain in the ass, and then there was Warden … and now this guy?
I unzipped the duffel and reached in, grabbing the first item I came across.
“Take a look at these budgie smugglers,” I said, lifting up the beaded pair of men's undies and tossing them at Reg. “These seem like your style.”
“Thanks, but no thanks, ST. I'm going au naturel,” the water elemental said, rewarding me with a big, stupid grin and a wink. Guess there was at least one person in that van who wasn't concerned with the dress code.
“No,” I told him, feeling a small flicker of jealousy. I mean, this was a sex party for fuck's sake. That meant everyone here would be scoping out the crowd, hitting on potential partners, engaging in bukkake right there in the foyer. “Put the panties on. As annoying as I find you, I …”
I licked my lips and pretended to be thoroughly engrossed with the contents of the bag. Siobhan had packed exactly six pairs of beaded male panties in different colors. Clearly they were packed with intention because they came in matched elemental colors: blue, green, red, white, yellow … and silver.
“I, what?” Billy said from behind me, pretending like he didn't see Warden move from the back seat to the center row with us. “Please tell me you weren't about to tell Reg you loved him again.”
I turned and shoved the beaded red cock hammock into Billy's hands, ignoring him as I passed out the remaining pairs and tried not to be curious about the man who was supposed to wear the sixth.
“I was just going to say that your cocks are mine—at least for now because you know, you've put me through enough shit—and I don't want to share them. There, I said it. I'm a hypocrite.”
I found a piece of string that I think was supposed to be a thong and glared at it with narrowed eyes. I didn't exactly have Siobhan's wispy, rail thin body or Britt's curves for days. The idea of walking around in a piece of string with some bejeweled booby tassels didn't exactly appeal to me.
“You're even hotter now than you were in college,” Warden whispered and I swear, I heard both Shane and Billy grumble under their breath with displeasure. One of the two men was pissed off and the other … hurting. I would get to the bottom of this thing sooner or later, damn it.
“Can you not flaunt the fact that you guys fucked last night and didn't manage to get anything productive done?” Billy snapped, yanking his t-shirt over his head as I tried not to focus on George's naked bronze chest or the fabulous Adonis belt of muscles at his waist. He'd just slipped into the green undies and damn that man had an ass you could bounce a quarter off. “You were supposed to mark her. Instead, what, you two are getting back together?”
“Wasn't aware that was a damn option,” Shane growled from the front seat, climbing out at the same time Billy scoffed and squeezed between the captain's chairs in the front so he could get out the same way.
“Don't let them get to you, Blossom,” George said, reaching out and rubbing his thumb along the curve of my lower lip. “They can both be hot-headed idiots sometimes.” His cool, earthy scent washed over me and made me shiver in pleasure. Somehow, things felt easier with George around.
Even things as … uh, fucked up as walking into a sex party with beaded titty tassels.
Although, you know, I still wasn't exactly thrilled about that.
“Yeah, Sugar Tits, buck up. How bad can it be?”
Reg tossed me a wink before climbing out of the van and leaving me alone with George and Warden. I couldn't bear to look at Max … fuck, fuck, fuck Warden's naked body in such close quarters, so I turned away and slipped into my barely there outfit.
“Here,” George said, sliding his fingers along my shoulders and reaching around to cup my right breast from behind. “Let me help.” He took the booby tassel from me since, you know, I'd never worn any before in my life … okay, so maybe I'd worn them like two or three or eight times … and helped my struggling self put them on properly.
The movement of his hands and fingers on my breasts … anything but chaste. And when I glanced over and caught Warden watching, his pupils dilated, his budgie smugglers … ah, inflated, I almost turned on the two of them and had a threesome right there in the boys' plumbing van.
“You three are slower than molasses in winter. Get your asses out here and let's hop to it,” Shane said, sliding open the door again and giving us all a narrow-eyed glare. He saved most of his ire for Warden.
Glancing at the pile of masks on the seat, I shrugged and decided against them; several of the boys were already halfway across the lot already anyway.
I followed the energy elemental out and tried to decide if I was more weirded out by the fact that after almost a decade, Warden was back in my life or the fact that my tits made jingling sounds as I walked toward an entire mansion filled with sex demons who'd kidnapped my soul mate aka a stranger I'd never met that'd seen my friend's pussy.
Hmm.
Nope, easy call: definitely the former.
“So how exactly do these parties work?” Reg asked Siobhan as we caught up to her, melding into the crowd of strange, naked, winged people. Seeing my friend's leathery black wings bobbing gently with her stride was disconcerting enough. Getting my cheek caressed by some random nearby succubi woman was totally weird. “Like is it free-for-all sex?”
“Yep,” Siobhan said as we headed up the steps and paused at a man with a clipboard. She whispered something to him and he checked her name off, passing over a handful of necklaces made of black glass. They were shaped like wings and hung from delicate silver chains.
“I highly disapprove of you walking through those doors,” Gram said, appearing just off to the side of the open front doors and narrowing a wrinkled glare at me. “If you go in there, just know that you're on your own. I won't be following.”
Oh. Wow. Unexpected bonus for the day.
Brownie points for me.
“Here.” Siobhan handed the necklaces to each of us. “These will tell the other chaos that you're spoken for. Otherwise they'll all be turning up the mojo on you the second we walk in there.”
“Blergh,” Reg shuddered. “Succubi mojo is the fucking worst too.”
“Gee, thanks,” Siobhan sneered at him, “tell me how you really feel.”
“I just did,” Reg muttered under his breath as Siobhan turned on her heel and flounced into the opulent house ahead of us.
“Pretty sure that was sarcasm, babe,” I whispered back to him and he raised his eyebrows, mouthing babe back at me.
My face flamed and I sped up to walk with Siobhan. What the hell was wrong with me lately? Anyone was going to start thinking I actually cared for these bastards, and in more than just a great in bed kinda way. Or in the bathroom for that matter. Heh.
“So what are we doing here, just like wandering around and looking for captive elementals?” I tried to keep my voice low but as we walked into the main, uh, I guess living room, the sound of moaning and grunting was loud enough to drown out my words and I needed to repeat myself for my winged friend to hear.
“Wow, it's like the middle of the day,” George commented as the guys caught up, taking in the masses of naked and writhing bodies in some sort of human Lego project.
“So?” Siobhan puzzled. “Who says sex has to be at nighttime? This is a five day event!”
“Okay, where do we start?” I sighed and tried to make my way through the copulating couples, triads, quads and more without my tits or ass jiggling too much. Then again, I was wearing booby tassels so jiggling was sort of the point!
“Let's split up, this mansion is huge and could take forever to search.” Siobhan propped her hand on her waist and pursed her lips thoughtfully. “Shane, Reg and George you come with me.”
Without waiting for a response, she confidently led the way through to another room with her wings bobbing and swaying behind her.
Shane glanced between Billy and Warden, then back to me with a brow raised, but I just shrugged. They needed to sort their shit out sooner or later, so maybe a supernatural orgy was just the place for it.
“Alright, just stay safe, sugar darlin',” he murmured, planting a quick kiss on my cheek before he, Reg and George followed after my scantily dressed succubus friend.
Billy and Warden glared at one another for a moment, and while I should have been more concerned about finding this mysterious sixth husband, or the fact that we were literally inside the enemy lair, I couldn't help but appreciate how damn sexy those two looked in nothing but their budgie smugglers and pouting faces.
“Excuse me,” a leathery winged man said, touching my elbow and dragging my attention away from ogling my husbands’ crotch socks. “Are those Von Teese tassels? They're exquisite! Do you mind?”
Before I had a chance to advise this incubus that yes, indeed I did mind, although not totally sure what I was objecting to, he had his face buried between my breasts and blowing a raspberry while he tossed his face back and forth.
The tails of the boob tassels smacked him in the face at a velocity that made me worry they would take his eyes out but when he retreated from my cleavage he looked very impressed with himself. Like … very impressed. He was stark bloody naked, so it wasn't hard to see just how impressed he was. Or, should I say it was hard? Ah, you get my point.
“Did you just …” Words failed me and my jaw flapped a bit.
Both Billy and Warden lunged forward like they were about to kick some serious ass. Hell, I was about to kick some serious ass, but right here, in this party, we were drenched in CUM. We couldn't start shit on bad guy turf. That would not end well for any of us. I grabbed each boy by the front of his beaded man panties and held them both back.
“Motorboat you? Yes, I did. And might I say, brava!” He clapped with a broad grin on his face then seemed to suddenly notice my two brooding companions who looked ready to tear this guys wings clean off his body, followed by his other wing.
“Oh hello, you're all here together then? Sorry, I do hope I didn't overstep my boundaries. Never do know at these parties, do you?” He chuckled jovially then took a long look at each of their banana hammocks and licked his lips. “You know, I'm not really feeling any sexual energy between you three … are you sure you're in the right party?”
“We're sure,” Billy growled, giving the incubus a look that could set the curtains on fire. And not in a good way.
“You all smell … kind of off too …” The incubus dipped his face back towards my breasts and sniffed before I could step out of his reach. “Something isn't right here …”
“That's crazy … we're here for the orgy. Same as everyone else,” I lied with a nervous laugh, blinking my big green eyes at him in the picture of innocence. Or at least, that's what I was aiming for. It probably came out looking like I had just copped a load of cum in my eye.
“I don't know. Maybe I should get security to take another look at you three … You smell odd and none of you have had sex in like, over twelve hours.” He narrowed his eyes at me. “Because I can tell. I am called Baron the Bloodhound for a reason, you know.”
The man stood staring at us with his dark goatee and head of silky, wavy locks. He was chiseled as fuck, too, without an ounce of body fat, almost too chiseled really seeing as I could see veins popping up from his neck and arms. I liked my guys ripped but with a fine layer of fat over the muscles to keep them from looking all veiny and gross. Baron was definitely edging into gross territory. Well, his veins and the fact that he was a total weirdo who thought he could motorboat random girls without their permission. Rape culture promoting prick.
“That's because we just arrived.” Warden shrugged, cool as a damn cucumber. He must have borrowed a leaf off of George's tree. “We're a touch shy, so wanted to find somewhere more private, you know?”
“Oh, I know.” The incubus still looked super suspicious, then clapped his hands and beamed at us all. “Up the stairs, third door from the left is vacant right now. You can use that.”
“Wha—” I squawked.
“I can smell what's happening everywhere inside my own home.” He smiled smugly. “So don't think I won't know if you're just bluffing. Bloodhound, remember?”
“Your home?” I spluttered. “Perhaps you might, um, show us around?”
“Of course, darling!” he exclaimed, “I'd love to! After you get into the swing of things, so to speak. Don't worry. I'll come find you when I sense you're finished.” He threw me a dirty sort of wink then slapped me on the ass and pointed up the stairs. “Off you go! Enjoy!”
With the owner of this mansion, and presumably a high ranking incubus, watching us with shrewd eyes, we had no choice but to do as we were told and head upstairs.
The room we had been directed to was creepily similar to the red room in Fifty Shades of Grey, and I pulled up short.
“Hey, do you think that clit lit movie was filmed here?” Warden asked, echoing my thoughts as he wandered into the room and ran his hand over the strap-like contraption hanging from the roof. Suddenly, the incubus' choice in words, telling us to get in the swing of things made more sense.
“What movie?” Billy frowned. “Surely you don't mean the one—”
“Yes, Billy,” I cut him off before he voiced what was likely to be a less than stellar opinion of Warden's favorite movie. I hadn't known Billy all that long, but I could imagine the things he'd have to say about Fifty Shades.
“Maybe the owner is a really big fan? I don't know. Anyway, how are we going to get out of this situation? The Bloodhound will know we're up to no good if we leave this room not having had sex …” I said it like I was genuinely trying to think of a way to trick the super-sniffer on the incubus. I wasn't. I was so down for a threesome with Billy and Warden. Fuck, just thinking about it was making me wetter than a burst pipe.
“No,” Billy snapped, glaring at Warden. “There is no way I am fucking you with him here.”
“Well that's lucky cause Ari-Vampari doesn't fuck—she makes love.” Warden meant it as a jab at Billy but there was a long, awkward silence that followed that dirty L word.
“Regardless,” Billy replied eventually, “it's not happening.”
“Why?” Warden challenged, stepping into Billy's personal space with a stubborn set to his jaw. “You scared, bro?” He smirked at him and raked his fingers through his black and red hair. “Because you felt what happened between us last night?” He snapped his fingers and the lights flickered and dimmed overhead. “You felt that charge.”
“Screw you,” Billy said, which was the lamest response ever, almost lamer than Warden's energy elemental pun. You know, electricity … charge. Hah. The fire elemental lit up a cigarette (where did that come from?!) and walked around the room, raising his eyebrows at various BDSM devices, some of which were clearly not made for humans. “You're just lucky I'm not beating your ass for what happened last night—you were told one time and that was it. One fuck and never again.”
“You still want to beat my ass?” Warden asked, grabbing a paddle off the wall and slapping it against his palm. “Because it looks like they're well equipped to handle that sort of transaction here.”
“Don't change the fucking subject,” Billy said, looking … I mean just fucking wow in his man panties and … nothing else. Not a very good description, but I was a barista, not E. L. James. “You were supposed to mark Ari last night and instead you chose to …”
“Make sweet, tender boom-boom time?” Warden said, still using the weirdest slang known to man. “Yeah, we did. And am I supposed to apologize for that?”
“It'd be a start, sure,” Billy scoffed, flicking the orange-brown of his ember eyes over to me. He tousled his charcoal colored with tattooed fingers and took a drag on his cigarette. “You've made it pretty clear you no longer have a goddamn interest in being a part of this group. What gives you the right to drop in, take what you want, and then leave again?”
“So it's less an issue with me being here than it is about me leaving?” Warden asked, tossing the leather paddle aside and putting his palm on his chest. I noticed a few more tattoos that he'd acquired since college, including another bat on his right wrist that I'd somehow overlooked before and a pair of roses, stems entwined on his left hip.
Even in beaded panties, both men were, like, seriously flaming hot.
“Excuse me,” I interjected, lifting a single finger and trying to insert myself into the conversation. “If you want to be angry about what happened last night, you should be angry at me. I was there … I was … making love, too.” I coughed and felt my cheeks—the ones of my face and ass—blush bright red.
“It takes two to foxtrot,” Warden agreed, and I lifted a brow. Two to tango … two to foxtrot. Okay. Same diff.
“Leaving,” Billy said, scoffing. “Yeah, I guess you could say that. When shit gets tough, you bail. That's your thing, bro.” He dropped his cigarette on the floor and crushed it out with his bare foot. Guess since he was a fire elemental, that shit didn't faze him?
“Is this about the sex?” Warden asked, pushing the heels of both hands over his forehead and in his hair. “Not me and Smokey, you know, but like me and you?”
“This is fucking stupid,” Billy said, moving over to me and looking down at me with a gaze that was half anger, half lust. Like, he looked like he really wanted to go for a nice love/hate in that moment. “Let's just get this over with so we can find this … what the hell is his name? Dustin or whatever?”
“Dusty MacKenna,” Warden said, crossing his arms over his chest and staring at us with those intensely stormy eyes of his, all the seasons mixed into one pair of beautiful peepers. He had the brown of autumn, the blue of winter, the green of spring, the gold of summer, all mixed together in those hazel irises. “And he's worth looking for, trust me. He's a good man.”
“Your boyfriend?” Billy asked with a derisive snort. “I'm sure he is.”
Warden rolled his eyes as Billy lifted his hands and put his palms against my upper arms. I felt fire race through me and had to check to see if it was metaphorical or literal. With William, it could go either way seeing as how he was a fire elemental and all …
“He isn't actually,” Warden said, watching Billy run his palms down my arms. “Believe it or not, I haven't been able to get past casual sex for the last ten years.”
“Eight,” I whispered, just before Billy pulled me in close and crushed my mouth to his. I sort of thought it might be hard … oh, he was hard. But what I really meant was, I thought it might be difficult to get turned on in this environment, with an incubi like … sniffing our every move, and my stomach all in knots about this new guy, my heart all twisted up with an old guy.
But it wasn't.
As soon as Billy's mouth met mine, I was lit.
Subconsciously, I found myself lifting up on my toes, pressing my breasts to Billy's bare chest. My left hand slid right down the flat expanse of his belly and dove into his man-panties, finding him hard and already slick with pre-cum
Wow.
He must be really turned on right now.
My palm slicked over the head of his cock and down, sliding along his shaft. Billy was so excited, I didn't need any extra lube, wrapping my fingers around the base of his dick and biting hard on his lower lip.
“Firebug …” he warned, flicking his eyes in Warden's direction. “I am in a bad mood right now—don't test me.”
“Or what?” I whispered, squeezing a little harder and then releasing him, dragging my nails up his shaft and making him shiver. “Or what?”
“Or this,” he growled, grabbing my hand and yanking it from his beaded undies. Let's just say, the man was on fire (pun intended) when he grabbed me up in his arms like I didn't weigh a damn thing.
With a naughty smirk on his face—clearly intended for Warden—Billy flipped me around and put me face first into a sex swing. And by face first, I mean he spun me around and dropped me so that my palms hit the floor and the rest of me ended up in the swing. It was just a mess of leather straps bolted into a big metal frame, but … Billy seemed really comfortable with how the contraption worked.
Like a boss, he strapped my literal ass into the harness so that I was suspended with my palms on the floor. When I lifted them up, I was hanging from my fucking hips and thighs, one set of straps keeping me up and the other, just above the knees, keeping my legs spread in the uh, ready position.
“Um, Billy?” I asked as he stepped between my legs, the hot heat of his skin scalding the sensitive flesh of my inner thighs. “What are you doing?” I whispered, my heart rate picking up speed, my tongue wetting my lower lip.
Wow.
A sexual position I'd never tried before …
Color me impressed.
“Fucking you,” Billy answered succinctly, grabbing my hip with one hand and using the other to guide himself to my opening. His slid into me with a long, ragged exhale. “In front of this piece of shit over here. He may as well see what he's missing.”
“Oh, no worries,” Warden said, and I heard a sharpness in his voice that, even in my uh, precarious position, surprised me. “I got that memo last night.”
Billy snarled and gripped my other hip hard, pumping his body into mine, the slight sway of the swing giving us this gloriously easy in and out motion that had my body going limp. As soon as I felt that, the melting of my muscles, the burst of happy hormones in my brain, I relaxed and I discovered how amazing that swing really was.
And I finally figured out what that metal bar in front of my face was for. My fingers curled around it and I found myself more or less horizontal, but with an effortless ease that didn't take a damn lick of concentration. I got to basically float while Billy pummeled me from behind.
Okay, so as like, much as I hated CUM, they definitely had the right idea here with this contraption; I was definitely getting one of these swings for the house.
You know, as soon as me or one of my loser husbands got a goddamn job and could afford one.
Billy kneaded my hips with strong, sure fingers, pumping into me and lending to my body this gentle swaying motion that seriously rocked (yep, that pun was intended, too) my socks off. You know, if I was like, actually wearing more than just a thong and titty tassels.
“William,” Warden said, approaching the side of the swing with a seriously large banana in his hammock. “Smokey. Don't you think I'll get in trouble if I don't you know, participate?”
“You better be fucking kidding me,” the fire elemental snarled, slowing his pace slightly. I didn't like that. I didn't like that at all.
“We have to stay incognito,” I whispered, my voice a husky, sexy purr that wasn't fooling anybody. I wanted Warden. I wanted Max Cornwall, the hunky college student, back. I wanted my friend back my life. I also, you know, wanted him in my mouth.
My right hand reached out and curled around the edge of Warden's underwear, dragging him close. He didn't resist, following my instructions as Billy slowed even more and then stopped.
“I don't know about this,” William said, and I could sense that edge in his voice. “Last time I let you do something I wasn't so sure about, you fucking bailed.”
“I had that fight with Shane and …” Warden stopped when I yanked his underwear over his shaft and freed the long, hard length. “I …” He stared down at me with his stupid spiky black and red hair, his gorgeous hazel eyes.
Suspended in mid-air with Billy's dick inside of me wasn't exactly the place to have a heart to heart, but when Warden curled his fingers in my hair and guided his cock to my lips, I felt like we were having a moment.
He slid into the hot, wet heat of my mouth with a desperate, rumbling groan.
Lightning bolts shot from the ceiling toward the floor, but Warden waved them away with a lazy hand, using my hair to hold my head. He slid between my teeth, resting against my tongue as I sucked him with vigor, enjoying this way more than simple incognito etiquette might suggest.
Behind me, Billy was panting and thrusting with increased frenzy, building us both up toward a brilliant crescendo. After this, we wouldn't have to worry about being sniffed out by some weirdo called the Baron that I nearly punched in the nuts. Our desire … would probably be obvious to anyone, sex demon or no.
Either I was going crazy with missing him, or Warden tasted really good when he tensed up and came in the back of my throat, fingertips digging into my scalp and driving me over the edge. My body did what came naturally, fluttering and tightening around Billy, making him come with a very masculine little grunt.
Lightning traced over my skin, down my arm and into the floor. It flickered up Warden's leg just before he knelt down and gave me a quick kiss on the lips, banishing the electricity like it'd never been.
“Don't worry, Ari-Vampari,” he told me as Billy pulled me back and put my feet on the floor, unhooking the harness and helping me stand up. Warden rose from his crouch and smiled sadly at me. “We'll get it all figured out.”
I hoped he meant both the marking … and our relationship.
All of our relationships.
 




After our sex session—there were courtesy wipes like everywhere, sort of like those doggy cleanup stations at parks except … you know, for semen and stuff—we were able to wander the mansion unmolested (literally speaking) until we found that fucking weirdo Baron guy again.
“Hello again,” he said, giving me a smile that made my skin crawl and my hands curl into fists by my sides. I so desperately wanted to know where the rest of my men were in that moment. “Ready for that tour?”
“Um, definitely,” I said with an over exaggerated wink that wasn't fooling anybody. “Especially, you know, like any actual dungeons you might have hiding in underground catacombs or something.”
The Baron cocked a way overly manicured brow at me as Warden elbowed me in the side and gave me a mumbled, “opStay onyay ethay upidstay, okeySmay.”
Stop on the stupid, Smokey in Pig Latin. Because, you know, nobody in the world spoke Pig Latin anymore—except for Warden “Max” Cornwall.
I grinned at the crazy incubi man and then felt my entire stomach bottom out when I spotted them.
The bio parents.
Walking right into the sex party.
I wasn't sure if I was more freaked out because they were here and might kill me … or because my bio moms were wearing matching beaded tankinis and Daniel … had on hot pants.
“Shit,” I swore and tried to duck behind an absurd marble statue of a naked man bent over and parting his butt cheeks. The letter W was printed on each cheek and I snickered. It, like literally spelled out WoW where the 'O' was the, um, you know.
“Ari-Vampari?” Warden asked, raising an eyebrow at me when I poked my head out to check where Bio Dad was now. Sure wish we'd worn those damn masks, huh, Ari? Real smart move on your part, deciding against the incognito approach.
“Shh! Get back here!” I snatched both Billy and Warden by the hand and dragged them behind the amusing statue with me. “Daniel and his harem just arrived.”
“Where?” Billy exclaimed way too loudly, and popped out again to look around before I yanked him back.
“Seriously, Billy? Ever tried subtlety?” I rolled my eyes. “They were just walking through the front door a second ago. You seriously can't miss Daniel—he's wearing the gold hot pants from Kylie Minogue's Spinning Around video. Probably the same size too because they are tight.”
“Oh, I see him,” Warden murmured, peering between the statue's spread legs. “What do you want to do? Grab and torture?”
“In the middle of an entire mansion full of CUM? No, we need to avoid them, and find Dustin first. We already know they're here for him so this must mean we're on the right track.” I joined Warden in peering between the statue's legs, but when Baron the Bloodhound popped up in my line of sight, only scant inches from my face, I screamed and fell on my ass.
“Hello, was I boring you?” he inquired with an open, curious look to his face. “I looked around and you were not following me, and then I found you here inspecting Jonny's Johnson.”
“What?” I glanced at the marble sculpted Johnson in question then back to Baron. “No, we're … ah …”
“Admiring the exquisite attention to detail,” Warden filled in for my fumbling smoothly. “A friend of mine is a welder, and he sculpts with metal, so I can appreciate the artist's ability here.”
Billy snorted from behind us, then covered it with a cough when Warden threw an elbow into his gut.
“Oh, an art lover. Well, now. Didn't you just become more attractive, hmm?” The incubus waggled his eyebrows at Warden, then threw him a saucy wink. “Come on, hot stuff. I'll show you the dungeons like your beautiful breasted friend requested and then maybe I can show you my dungeon?” He dragged his gaze over Billy and me again, this time sniffing the air as he did so. “Maybe I can show all of you my dungeon. With your owner's permission, of course.”
This time when Billy snorted, it was me that threw an elbow into his gut before smiling brightly at our guide and host.
“That sounds just lovely. But, could you show us that room first?” I pointed to the door nearest us, in a bid to get out of the path of Daniel and his hot pants. Shudder.
Baron raised an eyebrow at my request but shrugged and opened the door for us. We scurried from behind the statue and ducked into the room, then gaped at what we saw.
“Aren't they beautiful?” Baron sighed, closing the door behind himself and stroking a hand over Michael Jackson's hair. “They were the mistakes from Madame Tussauds' wax museum. They're all just a little bit flawed, but aren't we all?” He sighed wistfully, his leathery wings quivering as he looked over his room stacked full of wax figurines.
“Um.” I was at a loss for words. It was creepy as fuck and I literally had not had enough wine to handle this situation well. At all.
“This one is my favorite,” Baron continued, not caring that we hadn't responded to him. His hand stroked over Olivia Newton John's face then cupped her wax breast while he tried to sort of tongue-kiss the mannequin. It was … next level creepy weird. The small flaw that Grease's Sandy was sporting was a somewhat deformed left eye. It looked like it was melting out of her face, it was that much lower than her right one.
“She's lovely,” I coughed, and both boys snickered this time.
“How long have you been, er, collecting?” I had no idea if that was the right word for what was happening here, but seeing as he had maybe twenty or thirty deformed wax celebrities crowded into the room, it sort of seemed like a collection?
“Ah my dears, that is a long, sad story, and this is meant to be a party! Shall I show you the dungeon now?” He smiled at us, then sniffed, and his smile faded. “Why do you smell … scared?”
“Scared?” I huffed a nervous laugh. “Nope, not us. That's probably just the er, arousal. From earlier. It hangs around like a bad fart, you know.”
“No … no, I know that smell and yes it's there too, but you,” he speared Billy with a sharp look, “you smell scared. Why? Were you trying to hide from someone out there in the lobby? Is that why you wanted to look in here at my lovelies? I knew there was something fishy going on with you three, you're all too damn good looking to be humans—”
“I'm scared of dolls!” Billy blurted out, cutting the Baron's suspicions off and making him gasp in horror.
“How … why … no, no, no, that can't be right. How can anyone be afraid of these beauties?” Baron stroked a loving hand down the side of a slightly melted David Hoffman and looked like Billy had just run over his puppy.
“I'm sure Billy didn't mean your dolls,” I tried to placate our host, who looked on the verge of tears. Nudging Billy with my foot I gave him a fix this glare while Warden choked back giggles.
“No, of course not,” Billy muttered, with his jaw clenched tight, “it's just … when I was a kid I watched Chucky with my … friend … and he deliberately scared me with a doll. Now they just … creep me out.”
The shade of red that Warden was turning as he smothered a laugh in a cough didn't leave me many doubts who the friend had been, but this seemed like a pretty funny story.
“I think you need to elaborate, Billy. Scared you how?” I prompted, forgetting for a second where we were and taking the opportunity to tease my gruff, fire elemental husband.
Billy threw a glare at Warden, who was now halfway hiding behind Delta Goodrem while he snickered quietly. “He had a life-size doll that he'd picked up at a garage sale, and that night when I was asleep, he stood her up right beside the bed so when I woke up she was just like … standing there, staring at me with her beady eyes and creepy ass smile.”
“Well, I never. I think it's time we left this room before my babies are anymore offended by your inflammatory accusations against innocent dolls,” Baron huffed, and flounced out of the door. Not before pausing to plant a noisy kiss on Olivia's cheek though. Gross.
We had no choice but to follow him, so I let Billy peek out into the lobby first to ensure Daniel and his sparkly hot pants were gone, before he gave us the all clear. We scurried to catch up with Baron just as he was starting down a narrow flight of stairs which would hopefully lead us to the dungeon.
“You know, you all seem awfully interested in my house, for guests at a sex party,” Baron commented as he led the way down a short corridor and into a larger room which had old-fashioned looking shackles hanging from the walls. They were, unfortunately, empty.
“What can we say?” Warden responded in a sexy, flirty voice, “architecture really revs our rowboats.”
Baron spun to face my ex-lover—current lover? I didn't know—and narrowed his eyes. “Yes, that's fair enough. Different strokes for different folks and all that! But I do expect a pay off from this little Homes and Gardens tour.”
“Pay off?” I squeaked, suddenly nervous about what this incubus was going to expect from us. Really something we should have considered sooner, given this was where the evil CUM was blocked up.
“Yes. I host these parties once a year because it provides me with the sexual energy power boost I require to retain my position within CUM. Without these boosts, I am no better than any other Tom, Dick or Nigel.” He sniffed dismissively, and I figured those were actual incubi he was talking about, rather than just a saying.
“So … you want us to …” I raised my eyebrows at him and he shrugged.
“Have more sex? Yes. Please. Oh gosh, not with me! My interests lie … elsewhere … but I am able to soak up the energy created by sex anywhere in my mansion, so I expect you to be paying me back at the end of this tour. Preferably a longer session than that quickie you had upstairs; I barely got a contact high from that one. Oh, do you have any friends? I do love all the swirling emotions created by a good old-fashioned gangbang. Especially when there's a bit of tension between sword fighters … if you catch my drift.” He waggled his eyebrows and winked at both Billy and Warden.
Huh, guess I wasn't the only one picking up on what was going on there.
“Uh, we'll see what we can arrange,” I murmured, then looked around the conspicuously empty dungeon. “So, this is where you'd keep any prisoners? I mean, if you hypothetically had someone you were holding prisoner, this is where they'd be?”
“Oh lord no!” Baron chuckled, “What do you take me for? A barbarian? No, my prisoners get something much more high tech than this antiquated mess. Hypothetically, of course.” He winked at me and spun on his heel to lead the way through a different door, wings bouncing as he walked. “Come along, let me show you how I treat my hypothetical prisoners and then maybe you might feel inspired to give me an energy treat!” He was facing away from us, but I swear I heard him lick his lips.
“This guy is like beyond creepy,” Warden said, sliding his fingers through his hair and casting a glance over at me and Billy. The fact that he'd just had his dick in my mouth didn't seem to bother him. Didn't bother me either. Like, seriously, I didn't care. Nope. Did not care one bit. “I mean, even more so than most chaos are anyway.”
He noticed me staring at him, pursed his lips, and glanced away sharply.
“Y'all are slipperier than a greased hog,” Shane said, appearing from a nearby hallway and making me jump. He put his big hands on my shoulders and fell into step between me and Billy, giving Warden a very clear 'she's mine' sort of a look.
“Oh?” Baron asked as he paused near another door and pulled a key out from … well, shit, somewhere I didn't want to know about considering he was sporting, like, zero items of clothing on his person. “Another helper? Maybe this time, the four of you can actually serve up a little sexual energy worth capturing?”
“This time?” Shane asked, narrowing his dark brows and giving me a look.
“Later,” Billy said as the incubus stepped through the doorway and continued on, expecting us to follow. I highly doubted he was going to lead us straight to this Dustin guy because, seriously, as much as I'd joked around out there, nobody was that …
“Oh shit,” I whispered as we walked down a narrow hall with decorative wood railing on one side, a wall of … uh, 'tasteful' nude photos on the other and paused, looking down on a raucous in the room below. “What is … how did we miss out on the auction?” I asked, swallowing hard and trying not to feel sick to my stomach.
It was like a romance novel in the room below … except, you know, instead of a bunch of misogynistic billionaires bidding on a young virgin woman, there were a buttload of winged succubi and incubi bidding on some dude in a metal collar.
Some dude … man, I was pretty sure he was my dude.
And … so yeah, Baron really was that stupid.
And this Dustin guy, he really was that hot.
I stepped forward and curled my fingers over the handrail, gazing down at the wild crowd, their leather bidding paddles looking suspiciously like … you know, spanking paddles with numbers drawn on them. It would've been funny if they hadn't been using them to bid on my man.
Er.
Well, I hadn't met the guy yet, but staring down at him from on high, I knew.
I just fucking knew.
“If I were to … say, find a traitor in my midst,” Baron Douche-Nugget said, trailing a finger across my collarbone, “then hypothetically, I might do this to them.” He paused and his smile, it was all shark, just teeth with no lips. Sharp, sharp, sharp looking teeth. “But of course, the man down there is a very willing participant.”
“If he's such a willing participant,” I blurted, “then why is he in a collar? And you know, chains and stuff.”
From all the way up here, it was hard to make out the little details, but I could see that Dustin was one ripped motherfucker, sporting a seriously nasty scowl and one long, sleeve of colorful tattoos. His green eyes glimmered with rage and the blood trailing from his back down his legs sort of gave the impression of uh, imprisonment? Yeah, no, there was no willing participant in this scenario.
“Dub-con,” the Baron explained, waving his hand dismissively. “They're bidding on who, exactly, will get the privilege of being this man's Dom. Enjoy the show.” The man sauntered off, his firm butt cheeks and flexing wings the last I saw of him before he rounded the corner at the end of the walkway and disappeared, leaving us to the spectacle happening below.
“What's dub-con?” I whispered and Shane shuddered next to me.
“Dubious consent, Sugar. Meaning, the participant may or may not want the sexual advances coming their way.”
“So, rape then?” I asked as I looked down at Dustin and tried to reach inside for the last soul that was connected to mine, the only one I hadn't identified yet. But the thread was frozen and when I plucked at it, all I could got was a faint, weak echo. I could sense that it was connected to Dustin, but just barely.
Apparently we'd need to, uh, fuck before it would ring as loudly as the others.
How magical.
“Exactly as it sounds, sweet thing—dubious,” Shane said on the end of a long sigh. “And you know Dom is short for Dominant, right?”
“I know that much at least,” I mumbled under my breath. “I suffered through those Fifty Shades movies like everyone else.” I took a deep breath and looked over at Warden. “That's Dustin, right?”
“That's him,” he said, his voice tight and uneasy as he gazed down at his friend, standing with his ankles shackled to the floor, that big metal collar looking tight and uncomfortable around his neck. That, too, had a chain attached to it. A succubus woman in a beautiful gold evening gold was holding the end as the auctioneer ran the bid up, up, up to numbers that were, frankly, staggering.
I couldn't afford to buy my sixth soul mate back, not at those prices.
“So, basically, now we have to figure out how to get him out of here without any money, without blowing our cover, and without dying. Am I right?”
“We have money,” Warden said and I heard Shane snarl—like, literally snarl—from beside me. “The family has money, is what I mean to say.”
“We have our spirit now, you dumb shit. Charlie and Joan ain't gonna give us shit to spend. 'Specially not on some CUM filled sex auction.”
“To save the last member of our sept? Fuck, they'd be stupid not to!” Warden said, turning to stare Shane down. “We're not dickin' around here—a man's life is at stake.”
“Our sept? Well, shoot, look at you! Prancing back in here like you own the damn place. Why don't you call Charlie and explain where you been all these years? And you ask for the money?” Shane said, crossing his arms over his chest and locking those blue eyes onto Warden's hazel ones.
I had a feeling this fight … was not one hundred percent about poor Dusty.
“Maybe I will?” Warden said, throwing his arms up dramatically and then pointing at Shane. “I'm going out to the van to get my cell. Try not to let our soul mate get sold off in the meantime.”
“Our soul mate? Ain't that cute. You're a real peach there, Warden. A juicy goddamn peach.”
“Eat lutefisk,” Warden snapped, instead of eat shit like a normal person. But then again, lutefisk … it's basically gelatinous fish goo. I'd rather eat poop to be quite frank.
The energy elemental turned to go and ran into Reg, George, and Siobhan instead.
“Somebody ask for a phone?” Reg said, slipping his iPhone out from inside his budgie smugglers. Whoa. Kind of like hiding stuff in my tits, I figured. He handed it over to Warden and crossed his arms over his chest.
“We found Dusty,” I told Siobhan as she moved over to the railing and glanced down, her face constricting with so many emotions, I was having trouble getting a read on them.
“This is bad,” she whispered, taking a small step back and wringing her hands out. “Only a chaos can bid.”
“Then you'll bid,” I said, taking a huge leap of faith that Warden could even get the money. I mean, it wasn't exactly like he was reliable or anything. A backup plan was most definitely in order here. “You'll bid for us, win him back, and then we'll all walk out of here like nothing's amiss.”
“If I win him,” Siobhan said, biting her lower lip and glancing over at me. “I have to fuck him right there in front of everybody.”
“What the hell is wrong with you people?!” I growled out, shoving blonde waves over my shoulder. “Supernatural law is … I mean, shit, it doesn't make any goddamn sense.”
“We can glamour you,” Siobhan said, a strange look on her face. I think it was half … jealousy? Did she want Dusty back? And hell, did I even want a man that my friend was in love with? But standing here, looking down at him … I could feel in my heart that he was supposed to be mine.
Either that or … you know, the lust monster was rearing his ugly head. Dustin was hot as all get-out. My body wanted his
“That's what we'll do,” Siobhan said, rubbing at her chin in thought. “We'll glamour you to look like a succubus. I'll vouch for you as an out-of-towner from England …”
“Australian,” I whispered, but she was already ignoring me.
“Then we bid and you fuck him onstage.”
“What?!” I asked, because this didn't at all sound like a good plan to me. “You want to get a succubus glamour—like from where?!—and drink it, and bid in an auction, and then rape a dude onstage?”
“He'll know it's you as soon as you touch him,” she whispered, and her voice was low and kind of sad. “Because of your connection, he'll know.”
“The glamour won't hold once they touch each other,” George said softly, drawing our attention his way. He really did look fabulous with his tree trunk all wrapped up in green beads and sparkles.
“Not a witch glamour,” Siobhan said, steeling her face into seriousness. “But a fae one would do just fine.”
“And where are we going to get a fae glamour so last minute?” I asked, crossing my arms over my chest.
Siobhan flushed and looked me straight in the face.
“I have one in the van,” she whispered softly. “I can go and get it.”
“And why the hell would you have a fae glamour to turn someone into a chaos just hanging around?”
“Dustin … got it for me as a present. He … was going to drink it and turn into an incubi for me. He knows it's my greatest fantasy to sleep with an incubi so …”
“Why haven't you slept with one?” I asked, cocking a brow.
Siobhan gave me a look.
“We can't take it too far, incubi and succubi. Anything beyond light foreplay and our magic starts to zap each other. Basically we simultaneously drain each other and … die.”
I tried to think if I'd seen any chaos going at it on my way in here …
“It's pretty common actually, for a non-chaos to take the glamour. All glamours of this type are supposed to be registered with CUM, but … Dusty has a lot of fae connections.”
I just stared at her and couldn't decide if I was a) weirded out by this newest development in supernatural law, b) disturbed at the idea that to save a stranger I had to fuck him, or c) jealous beyond all reasonable belief that Dusty cared enough about Siobhan to get her this present.
“Okay, we don't have time to waste tripping over everyone's feelings like they're cow patties,” Warden reminded us gruffly, his worried gaze flickering down to our seventh on the stage.
“He's right,” Billy muttered, looking like he'd rather stick pins in his eyes than agree with the energy elemental about anything. “You have to do this, Firebug. No one deserves what's coming his way if one of those insects wins him.”
All of the guys shuddered a little and even Siobhan looked a bit sick. I guessed this wasn't an opinion she disagreed with.
“But it's still not okay to force sex on him, even if he does know I'm not a succubus. Just because we're soulmates doesn't automatically assume consent, you know.” My teeth worried at my lip hard enough to draw blood, until Shane cupped my chin and tapped a thumb to my mouth.
“Stop that,” he murmured quietly, “the blood will intensify your elemental smell.”
“Sugar Tits,” Reg sighed, “it's not like you're taking advantage here. He'll know it's you under the glamour, therefore he'll know this is part of an escape plan. Trust me when I say he will very willingly fuck you onstage for ten times this amount of chaos if it means getting free of them.”
“It still doesn't feel right,” I muttered, but given the time constraint of the auction which was already in play, there weren't many better options on the table.
“Smokey,” Warden snapped, “Please. Do this for me—and for Siobhan—and I will forgive you for running away ten years ago.” My gaze flicked down to the Adonis shackled to the stage, and this time I meant it as a description, not the incubus leader. Some enthusiastic winged woman was waving her paddle around and looking beyond excited, so I knew the auction must be almost over.
“Fine,” I nodded, “but if he doesn't seem into it, I am not forcing the issue and we can damn well fight our way out of here. Agreed?”
“Agreed,” Warden confirmed, and a panting Siobhan pressed a little bottle into my hand as she came jogging back to us. She must have taken off to grab the potion almost as soon as she'd mentioned it, and I hadn't even noticed.
“But you and Billy need to patch things up, too.” I narrowed my eyes at Warden and he grimaced.
“We'll try.” His teeth were clenched hard but Billy gave a small nod.
“Jesus fucking Christ,” I whispered, eyeing the potion bottle as Siobhan raised her paddle and entered the bidding. “I feel like Alice. Drink me.” Blocking my nose, because I'd learned my lesson about potions, I swallowed the contents in one gulp and screwed my eyes tight shut while I waited for it to take effect.
After a moment, when nothing seemed to happen, I cracked my left eye open and peered at George, who was standing closest to me. “Did it work?” I asked, and he nodded slowly, a stunned look pulling his eyebrows up high.
“Babe, you look …” Billy squinted at me. “Like you, but … glow-y.”
“And with huge ass wings,” Reg added, waving a hand to these apparent wings behind me. I turned to look over my shoulder and caught a glimpse of what looked like black leather bat wings. Nice.
“Okay. So now what?” I huffed, folding my arms under my nearly naked breasts. Okay, mostly naked. Stupid booby tassels.
“Now we wait until we win, hope Daddy-Money-Bags comes through with the coin, then you get on up there and, ah.” Siobhan's mouth twisted like she'd eaten something bad.
“And fuck your boyfriend?” I finished for her, and she shrugged. “Got it.”
My winged bestie said nothing in response, but waved her ridiculous paddle in the air once more to bid higher. The monetary figure that they were up to would have paid for new pipes in my Grams crumbling mansion about a hundred times over, and I sulked at how Charlie had taken me for a ride with that absurd quote that had started the whole mess.
“Going once …” called the auctioneer, and the room went silent, all eyes on Siobhan as she confidently stared down from the balcony where we stood. “Going twice …”
There was a rustle of commotion from the crowd below, before a confused looking incubus raised his paddle and called out a figure.
“Ah, a new bidder! It seems this stallion is getting lots of interest tonight,” the auctioneer chuckled then made an honest-to-Odin horse noise.
Elbowing a random spectator aside, I peered over the balcony to get a better look at this new bidder. Sure enough, sitting beside the incubus in his Kylie Minogue hot pants … Bio Dad.
“That motherfucker,” I hissed and Reg snorted.
“Uh, literally?” he chuckled, then shut up fast when I shot a death glare his way.
“He's trying to win Dustin so that he can drain us through him isn't he?” I glanced at my succubus friend and she looked close to tears as she raised her paddle again.
“Yeah, pretty much,” she confirmed.
“But he's working with the chaos. Why wouldn't they have just handed him over already?” I whacked Siobhan on the elbow to bid again when Daniel's indentured incubus did.
“Yes and no. CUM is a sticky thing, you know? They make and break their alliances as fast as money can change hands. In this circumstance, yeah they'll hand Dusty over to Daniel if he can pay top dollar. If someone else is willing to pay more, well then it's fair game.” She raised her paddle and bid a significant amount higher than Daniel's imp, causing them to flutter and whisper amongst themselves.
“What a loyal bunch of sex-addicts,” I muttered under my breath but Siobhan just gave me an unapologetic look.
“Like I said, CUM is sticky. You have to be really careful handling it.”
Below us, Bio Dad seemed to be having a rather heated debate with his pet incubus which wasn't going well for him. The winged man was shaking a finger in Daniel's sleazy face and when Daniel responded, the incubus stood abruptly from his seat and stalked out of the room, chucking his paddle on the floor as he went.
“And it looks like we have a winner!” the auctioneer announced, beaming up at Siobhan who waved like the damn Queen of England in acknowledgement.
“Warden had better have come up with that money, or we will be in for a world of hurt,” she muttered to me and we rejoined my many husbands where they had been pushed against the back wall when the balcony had filled with auction spectators.
“Any luck?” I asked my ex-lover. Current lover? So confused. I had just let him put his dick down my throat, and I guess I had kind of, definitely, enjoyed the shit out of it. And there was the whole making love incident back at my house … ugh, too confusing.
“Yes and no,” he grimaced, “we got the money, yes. But it comes with strings.”
“Strings?” I demanded. “What strings?”
“Charlie wants a wedding,” Billy replied for Warden, leaning against the wall beside him. Very close beside him. Maybe it wouldn't take long for them to mend their bridges after all?
“A wedding? Isn't he already married to Joan and Reg's other Dads?” I was so confused. How the fuck did this have anything to do with us and our shit-uation, right now?
“Not him, Sugar,” Shane sighed, running a hand over his short black hair in frustration. “Us. All of us.”
“By the end of the month, too.” Reg reached inside his budgie smugglers and adjusted his junk. “Is anyone else's man-panties itching the heck out of their pipe wrench?”
“Wait. What?!” I gaped at them all, and Siobhan cleared her throat.
“I'm going to go and finalize the contract of sale. Morgs, you're going to be needed onstage in about five minutes or so. Maybe one of the boys might be kind enough to warm you up a bit in the meantime? They don't exactly offer any lube up there seeing as succubus are always wet.” She slapped me helpfully on the boob, setting my chest jiggling before she walked away to deal with the paperwork. Sounded awfully official for what was tantamount to sex slavery but whatever we needed to do to save Dustin, that's what we would do.
“Always?” I pondered aloud as her wings bobbed off into the crowd. “Surely that must get uncomfortable. Succubus must have shares in panty-liners or something.”
“I think a succubus actually invented them,” George offered. It made sense.
“So, honey doll,” Shane drawled, smoothing a hand down my naked back to rest on my ass. “You ready for this? Or did you need, as your friend suggested, a little warming up?”
My pussy clenched, but not in a good way. I was nervous as fuck and knew that despite Billy having blown his load in me earlier, I was as dry as fucking Uluru in my downstairs department.
“Warming up. Yeah. Probably necessary.” I glanced around us at the hordes of people who had arrived to watch the show, both winged and non-winged. “Do you think there's somewhere private we can go?”
“Sugar Tits,” Reg said gently, “I don't want to state the obvious here, but you're about to fuck on a stage in front of everyone. Maybe a little exhibitionism here might be a good ice breaker?”
“Right. Of course. Makes sense …” Wow, this was a whole lot more nerve racking without the succubi magic that had helped us into an orgy in the middle of a nightclub recently.
“Don't worry, Firebug,” Billy reassured me as he flicked his cigarette alight with a literal flick of his fingers. “It's just a warm up. Just to get your bathmat damp.”
“I don't have a bathmat,” I grumbled. “I have a landing strip.” Thank god I'd been waxed recently. Heh. The salons should use this on their ads. Bikini waxing, so you're always prepared for sex onstage in front of hundreds of sex-demons.
“You know what I meant,” he smirked, “and I am well acquainted with your lack of bathmat.”
“This is stupid. We need to hurry up before you end up onstage getting impaled by Dusty's giant dry cock.” Warden scowled, but I was pretty sure it was at the thought of Billy and my bathmat, rather than anything else. He held out a hand to me, and I took it.
I wasn't entirely sure what to expect when I placed my hand in his, but it wasn't what I got. Tugging me toward him, Warden spun me so my back was pressed into the wall and in a blink of an eye, he was on his knees in front of me. His long fingers slipped under the pathetic dental floss G-string and tugged it aside before his lips closed over my clit piercing.
“S'truth,” I exclaimed, sinking into his touch and sending up a quick mental thanks to Britt—again—for making me get my bits pierced. I think I owed her a fruit basket or something by now.
Warden’s tongue flicked over my hardened nub a few times, then he slipped his fingers inside my cunt and teased at my G-spot, making me groan.
“That ought to do it,” he grinned, sitting back on his haunches.
“Right on time too,” George commented, nodding to the end of the balcony where Siobhan was waiting, looking impatient. “You’re up, Blossom.”

The first thought that crossed my mind as I started up the steps to the stage, was that this had been an auction to be Dustin’s Dom. Would I be expected to, er, Dom him? Was that even the correct vernacular? Oh fucking Odin, we were so screwed.
The lights dimmed and spotlights swirled, like we were in an episode of Who Wants to Be a Millionaire or some shit. As soon as my bare feet slapped against the wood of the stage, I caught Dustin's green-eyed gaze.
He was panting, his hands curled around the metal collar like he could physically tear it from his neck. Considering he was a metal elemental, shouldn't he be able to? I walked toward him, feeling my breathing pick up speed, my heart slamming wildly against my rib cage.
“Hi,” I said, which was the lamest possible thing I could've said to the soul mate I'd never met and was now trying to save from a lurid sex auction.
It was just me and him standing there, a nice bright, white spotlight above our heads, shadows all around. I could feel the shift and murmur of the crowd, the scent of sex so pungent I thought I might choke. Clearly, some of that murmuring down there was from hands, and tongue, cock and cunt. Basically, people were screwing all around us.
“If you think you can break me, you're dead wrong,” he said, his voice carrying just the slightest hint of an Irish accent. Oh. How … lovely. I smiled stupidly and Dustin took a step back. I realized how scary that probably looked with my glamour and forced my grin into a flat, easy neutral line. “Do what you want to me now, but I promise as soon as I get out of here, I'm going to bloody kill you.”
Taking a deep breath, I stepped forward and Dustin took another step back, straining at the end of his chains to stay away from me.
“And don't think I'mma take this lyin' down,” he told me, whistling and running his tongue over his lower lip. This close up, he was about ten times as attractive as he'd been from upstairs. His body was muscular, but not disturbingly so, just that lean stretch of muscles a man gets from toning his body naturally. He didn't look like a bodybuilder, just someone who had a job that required easy strength.
I swallowed hard, took a small step back … and then threw myself at him, managing to get a single hand on his bicep before he danced in a circle and left me with my legs wrapped in chains.
As my fingers brushed across his skin, I felt it, that strange teasing whisper inside of me that said we were connected somehow. The frozen string that was supposed to connect my magic to his tingled and vibrated.
“What the bleedin' hell?!” he growled, bending down and jerking on the chains, squeezing my legs between the metal. It hurt. “What the fuck are ya?” he whispered as the crowd got a little rowdy behind me. I seriously needed to step up my game or we were all screwed. Bio Dad was probably still in the crowd, watching.
Wait.
Eww.
Gross.
How was I supposed to go through with this now?!
Dustin tugged on the chains a little harder, and I grit my teeth against the pain as he leaned in close to me.
“I'm trying to get you out of here, you idiot,” I snapped, realizing that I was probably about to acquire yet another asshole husband. Why couldn't Dusty be more like George?! I needed more Georges in my life. My own hands came down and latched over Dustin's, wrapped around the chains and squeezing the life out of my poor legs. I was going to have bruises for sure.
With a nice, tight connection this time, I felt my magic reach out and touch his, that silver chain inside of me flicking out and wrapping around Dustin's. When I closed my eyes, I could see that his power was locked down tight in a spell … a spell that reeked of elemental magic.
This is why can't he use his powers?! I wondered as I flicked my lids open and found emerald eyes locked on mine, bright and curious and confused as hell. Good, that made two of us.
“You …” Dustin started, and then his face went through a series of emotions that stressed me all the way out. Confused, disturbed, relieved, sad, determined. What the hell did that all mean?! “You're the spirit elemental,” he whispered, his voice hidden in the growls, groans, and happy screams echoing from the shadows around the stage.
Dustin released the chains—but only slightly—and leaned in close, growling that deep, sexy voice of his right into my ear.
“We're gonna 'ave to make this look like a struggle, a rúnsearc,” he told me, and although I had no idea what uh-rune-shark meant, it sounded sarcastic. Like, maybe Dustin already didn't like me? Great. He'd probably heard all about me from Warden … or maybe he really was in love with Siobhan?
Fuck my life.
“So let go of my legs and get out your dick,” I growled back at him, and he tightened his hold on the chains. “What kind of metal elemental can't control metal anyway?”
“One who gets spelled by a complete fucking sept, that's who,” he snapped back, and when I blinked, I swear, I could see runes dancing across the chains and the metal collar, kind of like the ones below the glamour on my skin. “They thought it'd be ironic to lock me up with my own element. Now, make this look real, yeah? And I'll at least get it up for ya so we can fuck our way out of here.”
“Oh, aren't you kind?” I snarled back at him, realizing I was actually going to hate this guy more than the other a-holes in my harem. Harem? Did I just say harem?! Oh, gross. I was as sexist as Bio Dad!
And then, since I had to for the show and all, I hit Dustin as hard as I could in the nose with the heel of my hand.
He stumbled back and released the chains, much to the approval of the raucous crowd. I was pretty sure it was mostly an act, but it felt good anyway. I surged to my feet and grabbed the chains around Dusty's wrist, curling them both into my palm and yanking him to me. He stumbled like I was really fucking strong and then gave me a little snarl in response.
“You 'ave a fae glamour on, you feckin' gobshite. You have all the supernatural strength of a succubus. Try not to break my damn neck, would ya?”
I yanked Dustin forward and crushed my lips to his, just to shut him up.
And oh.
The angry crash of mouths between us ignited this deep, wild fire inside of me, turning my mostly naked body into a throbbing, frenzied thing. I hated Dustin almost instantly and yet, feeling his tongue slide roughly against mine, I was sold.
Dropping my grip on his chains, I grabbed his head between my hands, holding him firm to me while I took my fill. For a brief moment, he allowed it. Our tongues met in a frenzied dance that was significantly more capoeira than samba, and before I fully had time to explore the delicious sensation of my final—I hoped—husband's lips against my own, he had jerked free of my hold.
We stood there, staring holes through one another with the burning heat of a welder's torch, neither one of us willing to be the first to break.
“Feckin' hell, I must be bleedin' thick,” Dustin growled under his breath, then closed the gap between us in one long stride. His huge hands wrapped around my waist as his lips found mine once more, and before I knew it my back was crashing into the stage floor.
The solid red-haired Irishman pinned me in place with his hips pressed firm against mine, and it wasn't hard to see that he had indeed managed to get it up for me. And boy, was it up. I hadn't copped a solid look, as his mouth held mine captive still, but my hands were free and they knew exactly what they wanted. Dick. Dustin's dick. My palm smoothed over his velvet tip, smearing the wet beads of pre-cum over my hand so as to avoid any chafing, and Dustin made a half groan, half growl sort of noise against my mouth.
Seeing my opportunity while he was distracted, I pushed and rolled, using my glamoured succubus strength to send us both tumbling across the stage in a tangle of limbs and chains, before we hit the back wall and I secured the top position.
“Much better,” I gloated, smirking down at the surprised man below me. “Get used to this, Dusty. Arizona Smoke is always the top.”
His eyes narrowed dangerously at me, even as his rock-hard cock rubbed against my pierced clit in a way that was making it hard to breathe, let alone be sassy.
“Oh, aye? We'll see about that.” He bucked his hips hard, causing two things to happen. Number one, he bumped my center of gravity enough so that I fell backward and needed to roll like some sort of drunk turtle to get off my back. Number two, I came a little. What can I say? He'd hit the nail on the head, so to speak. Good thing I had pretty good stamina, and knew I had way more distance left in me yet.
As I scrambled over to my hands and knees, ready to push myself back to my feet, a sharp stinging pain shot through my head as Dustin seized a handful of my hair and yanked. Hard.
“Fuck, what the fuck? Fucker!” I snarled, and clawed at his hand buried amongst my curls. I felt him push and pull me, using my hair as a damn steering wheel until I was on my knees with my ass in the air. I'd had to drop a hand to the ground to hold myself up, as I didn't particularly want my entire body weight suspended by my hair, and I felt Dustin position himself behind me.
“Now who's on top, wife?” he gloated, rubbing his thick girth along my ass crack while the fingers of his free hand slid under my pathetic excuse for a thong and ripped it clean off my body.
Unobstructed by the illusion of clothing, I was totally open and exposed to him. The only small mercy of modesty I had left were the ridiculous nipple tassels which now bobbed and swayed under me like they were damn well mocking me. Fucking booby tassels.
Dustin's long fingers stroked across my lips—not the ones on my face—and I moaned like some sort of giant cat in heat. Oh god, I looked like one too, with my naked cunt up in the air, wet and begging to be filled.
“You're as slippery as a sozzled leprechaun down here,” Dustin panted, and I could tell he was just as turned on as I was. But fuck it if I was letting him win this little test of dominance. Now if only he would let go of my damn hair …
“Get on with it,” I taunted him, waggling my ass in invitation and hoping he would take it. Literally. But also figuratively. I needed him to relax his guard enough to let go of my hair, and if that meant letting him get his end wet, well so be it. It was a tough job, but someone had to do it.
“Don't tell me what to do, woman,” he snarled, but did as he was told. Lining up the broad head of his cock with my pussy, he did exactly what I had anticipated. As he pushed his thick shaft into me, his fingers released from my hair and readjusted to grip my hips. Success. Now I was free to turn the tables on him and claim my upper hand.
A breathy moan puffed out of me as his strong fingers hooked over my hip bones, using them to pull me backward at the same time as he was pushing forward.
Yup, any minute now, I was going to take back control of the situation and show this asshole who was boss. Any damn minute.
He pulled back out a bit, then used my hips once more to pull me back to him, this time pushing inside completely. Damn it, Ari. Take back control. No man dominates you unless you ask him to!
“Fuck,” I cursed, allowing myself a moment more to enjoy the overwhelming pleasure that being impaled on his steel bar was giving me. “Nope. I'm in charge here, buddy.”
In a slick move, one that could have been straight out of Assassin's Creed or something, I did a quick tuck and roll, kicking Dustin off balance and sending him crashing onto his back.
“Surprise, cockface!” I cheered myself, as I landed back on top of him, my naked crotch straddling his rock-hard abs and my hands pinning his to the ground.
Our fingers curled together in a strangely intimate gesture as I dropped my lips to his and bit him. I had no idea what the hell had come over me, but this guy made me … what was it that Shane said? Oh yeah. Madder than a wet hen. A really wet hen. Like, sopping wet. Oh, and he ruffled my feathers, too. Heh. Two bird puns, sweet.
“You horrible little bitch,” Dustin growled as I sucked his lower lip between my teeth. As I did, I wiggled my hips back and used his cock to tease my throbbing wet heat. It was almost unbearable, the level of my attraction. It was so intense I'd almost forgotten that Dusty's girlfriend aka my bestie, Siobhan, was watching from above. Oh, or that my four husbands and 'the one that got away' were also watching. Um, and my seven biological parents. And … dozens and dozens of angry sex demons?!
I hesitated for a moment and Dusty flipped me over, pinning me on my back with one thigh pushed up. His green eyes glimmered mischievously as he pushed my thigh against my chest and made me really glad that I occasionally got motivated and did random yoga videos. Our mouths pressed together as he found my cunt and slipped inside with a low, ragged groan.
My back arched and sparks of pleasure flickered behind my lids. At the same time, I noticed the metal shackles at Dustin's wrists … melt away. In the shadows and spinning spotlights of the stage, I hope no one noticed but … it looked like my elemental powers were going haywire again.
Instead of random bolts of lightning this time, it was metalwork.
Dustin fucked me and kissed me at the same time, driving his cock and his tongue into me just before the metal collar at his neck crashed to the floor. Now, that gave us both pause.
“Up, up, up,” I said, pushing at him and using just a wee bit too much strength. Dustin flew back like I'd punched him and slid all the way across the stage and off of it. Which, I guess was a good thing because he was hidden from the view of the crowd. I scrambled after him, dim chandeliers sparkling above our heads, the scent of sex and sweat overwhelming.
I climbed right off the stage and landed on my ass next to a groaning Dustin.
“You bitch,” he breathed as I crawled over to him and well, let's not sugarcoat this, I mounted him, straddling his dick and sliding all the way down until our bodies met. This time, it was me that was groaning like an animal. I put my hands on Dustin's chest and worked my hips, grinding against him like there was a finish line up ahead and I planned to win.
His hands slid up my sides and cupped my breasts in unfamiliar fingers, one hand bare and the other covered in tattoos. I didn't bother to look and see what they were exactly because at that moment, it didn't matter. Not even a little.
I worked my body against his, leaning forward so that my clit ground against the muscles of his pelvis, the piercing enhancing my pleasure to the point that it wasn't just unbearable, it was torture. The best kind of torture. Exquisite … limitless …
Just as I was about to come, Dustin dropped his hands from my breasts to my hips and flipped us again. This time, though, when he mounted me, I didn't have the desire to fight. I let him fuck until my orgasm unfurled from my spine and wracked the rest of my body with tremors, my pussy fluttering and tightening on his shaft until the asshole collapsed with a shudder of his own.
“Fuck,” Dustin said, panting and crushing me under his deliciously muscular weight. Lying there like that, I almost didn't hate him quite as much as I had a few moments ago. And then he started talking. “Jesus Christ, could you have punched me any harder?”
Dusty rolled off with a groan and sat up as I struggled to do the same, the orgasm making me feel shaky and off-balance.
“I saved your life,” I whisper-growled at him, but he was already ignoring me and standing up, reaching down and taking my wrist to drag me along with him.
“I'll save my gratitude for later, if you don't mind. First, I'd like to get the bleeding hell out of here.” Dustin dragged me along behind him, around the back of the stage toward the door.
“We have to get Siobhan and the boys,” I said and Dusty stopped dead in his tracks, turning a deadly green glare over his shoulder as I tried not to fidget from the sheer awkwardness of staring at a man, naked except for titty tassels, his cum sliding down my inner thigh. Eww. It was so … so fucking uncomfortable. You know, especially when said guy that was staring at you was your bestie's … ex? And only ex because you were soul mates with him and stuff.
God, my life was weird.
“Siobhan is here?” he asked, gritting his teeth and pulling me a few inches closer. “Where?”
I opened my mouth to respond when Bio Dad came around the corner in his gold hot pants, the moms clustered together behind him. Well, some of the moms anyway. When I glanced over my shoulder, the rest of them were standing behind us.
Great.
And I thought I'd hit peak awkwardness. Nope. This was peak awkwardness for fucking sure. Having my sperm and egg donors block me in behind the platform where I'd just bought a stranger and had angry sex with him? Yeah, there it was, that level of embarrassment I'd been seeking but hadn't quite attained.
“Oh, fuck the fuck out of this, yeah?” Dustin asked, and then with a wave of his hand, he sent the giant metal Johnson statue from the nearby room crashing through a wall and straight into the mess of parental bad guys standing in front of us.
Oh.
Wow.
I could at least admire the man's attitude when it wasn't directed at me.
Metal Mom, whatever the hell her name was, kept the phallic art piece from causing much more than a few bruises on her lovers, flinging it aside like it was a toy. But damn, the elemental battle was on and going hard already.
Above my head, I heard a strange creaking and looked up just in time to see a spray of vines burst from the ceiling. They wrapped Dusty and me in cool green fingers, the scent of wet earth and growing things making me think George, just before they yanked us up and out of the way of a massive bolt of lightning. It hit the floor and shivered across the planks in white and yellow sparks.
The vines set us back down on the upper walkway where I'd first entered the room.
“Siobhan,” Dusty said, blinking in surprise.
“Dustin,” she said, her voice a soft melancholy that just totally weirded me out seeing as I'd just … had sex with the man and still, um, had evidence of it on my body.
“Yeah, and I'm Warden,” the man in question snapped, getting between them. “Look, nice reunion and all, but we need to get the fuck out of here and quick.”
“Aw, buddy, I didn't realize you cared enough to come rescue me!” Dustin grinned, then noticeably took Siobhan's hand and dashed off down the corridor with his blowtorch dangling as he ran.
“Come on, Smokey, get your head in the elevator,” Warden growled, grabbing me by the arm and taking off at a run in the direction the rest of my harem had gone. Whoa. Not a harem. That was way sexist, and besides the fact that we were the opposite sexes for a traditional harem like Bio Dad's. This was so clearly a reverse harem. Heh. I quite liked that term.
My tits bounced painfully as we ran, given they had no support whatsoever, so I clasped one in each hand to try and keep from giving myself a black eye. When we came to the plumbers' van we'd left waiting outside the mansion, I didn't hesitate before diving headfirst inside.
“Well, not that I'm complaining about you throwing yourself at me, Sugar Tits,” Reg chuckled, “but is now really the time?”
Scowling up at him from where I'd landed across his and George's laps, I whacked Reg in the nuts to shut him up. Lightly, of course, as I'd grown quite fond of those nuts. But it was not the time for jokes.
“Guys?” I called out to Shane and Billy in the front seat. “Why aren't we moving? Pretty sure Daniel is like right behind us.”
“We're parked in,” Shane yelled back, putting the van into reverse and reversing just a couple of inches, before going back to drive, doing the same forwards, then switching to reverse again. Was he seriously attempting a fucking twenty-seven point turn at a time like this?
“Siobhan aren't succubus like stupid strong?” I sat up and asked my winged friend who was—ugh, was she kidding me right now?—sitting in Dustin's lap. Did it not bother her that his naked dick covered in my juices was pressed against her?
“Um, yeah?” she shrugged. “Why?”
“Couldn't you like … push the other car out of the way?” I suggested, waving my hand at the offending vehicle who had parked just stupidly close to us.
“I'm not Hercules,” she snapped, looking offended and I rolled my eyes. Sensitive succubus.
“Okay, sure. But maybe if Shane gives it a gust of wind while you push?” I clarified and Shane made a noise from the driver's seat.
“Why didn't I think of that?” he muttered, and with a wave of his hand he sent a huge gust of wind slamming into the inconsiderate parker's car, and it tumbled end over end down the road. “Everyone in?” he checked, before slamming his foot to the floor and peeling out of the CUM carpark like we were being chased by evil elemental dragons.
Oh wait—we were.
That was a fun thought.





Once safely back to my house, I was feeling pretty proud of our successful jailbreak, and was rewarding myself with a nice glass of wine. And when I say glass, I do mean the bottle. At least it was classier than drinking from a goon-sack or tinnie (that's Aussie slang for paper bag and aluminum can, my dear American friends).
I'd just taken a big sip when I overheard how much money Siobhan had ended up bidding on Dustin, and half spluttered, half choked on it.
“How much?” I shrieked, and my succubus bestie repeated herself.
“Oh girl, that is so many Australian pesos,” Britt commented, walking into the room with a bit of a weird sort of gait. Like she'd been riding horses.
“Dollars, Britt. Australia uses dollars.” I had to try sometimes, but I suspected she deliberately didn't listen because she found it funny to piss me off.
“Pesos, dollars, same thing.” She sat gingerly on the edge of the couch. “So where the hell are you all finding this money. Don't tell me new lover boy here is a closet millionaire?”
“Charlie,” Reg sighed, running a hand over his short blonde hair.
“We're going to need to pay up,” Shane nodded, and suddenly all eyes were on me.
“Pay up?” I squeaked. “You're not serious. I thought you were like, talking metaphorically? Charlie doesn't seriously want a wedding. Right?”
“Charlie isn't really big on jokes, Blossom,” George smiled sympathetically, “but I mean, technically we're already sort of married. Charlie just loves an excuse for a party.”
“Yeah, but only to you four, right? I still have to finish the whole marking ceremony thing with those two, first.” I waved my hand at Warden and Dustin standing in the doorway to my kitchen, talking in low voices while Siobhan watched with love sick puppy eyes.
“Um, yeah, about that,” Reg hedged, looking up at the ceiling, like Grams was going to appear and help him out.
“You need to complete the marking sooner rather than later, is what he's trying to say,” Billy announced, sitting his ass down on the sofa beside me and taking a sip of his fireball, neat; the cinnamon smell was unmistakable.
“Why?” I frowned, watching as he magically produced a cigarette in his other hand and flicked it alight.
“Because our magic is volatile as shit, and if we stand any chance against your crazy ass Dad and his harem, then we need to be as strong as we possibly can. Which means, you've got to complete the marking with both Warden and Dustin. Just this time, try and actually remember the ritual, yeah?” He took a long drag on his cigarette, so I snatched it out of his mouth and dropped it in his drink. Asshole.
“Very mature, Ari.” He rolled his eyes.
“Well what if I don't want to complete the marking with them? Warden has made it pretty clear he'd rather go skinny dipping with crocs while covered in chicken fat, than be here with me. Us. Whatever. And Dustin is in love with my best friend!” My voice had risen a little much toward the end and I looked up to find the subjects of the conversation staring at me.
“He's not in love with me,” Siobhan said, her nostrils flared, orange curls in disarray, my grandmother's paisley robe slung over her thin shoulders. Speaking of grandmothers …
“Duckie …” I heard the distinctive warning in Gram's voice and turned to glance over my shoulder at her … sitting in Billy's lap with knitting needles in her hand. It seriously grossed me out to see my husband like, inside my grandma.
“Could you move please?” I told the fire elemental because I knew sure as shit that Grams was pissed at me and wasn't about to move her ghostly bum out of my husband's physical space. He just glared hard in my direction. “Ghost. In your space. Like, you're inside of my grandmother.”
That worked.
With a wrinkled face of disgust and a nice dirty scowl, Billy stood up and moved off to the side, watching the conversation with crossed arms and a bored, irritated expression on his face. I think it was a mask to try and hide the passionate rage he was feeling toward Warden, but hey, I was a barista, not a therapist. What the fuck did I know?
“What are you bleedin' goin' on about?” Dustin asked, turning to look at his girlfriend with a superbly frustrated expression on his face. “One minute, you and I are happy as clams, and the next, I'm being dragged out of my damn bed by your people. What the fuck is wrong now?”
“You don't love me,” Siobhan said, closing her green eyes against a wave of heartbreak. I felt like … well, I don't really know what I felt like in that moment. Weird summed up my feelings fairly resolutely. I mean, I'd just fucked the man my bestie was in love with right after a night of lovemaking with the one who got away, all the while my other four husbands sat around and twiddled their thumbs … “You're an addict, Dusty.”
“Oh, bleeding Christ on a cross, not this again,” he mumbled under his breath, raking his fingers through his short red-orange hair. God, he was fucking lovely. I tried not to appreciate him, but we'd just had sex and my body was singing his praises loud and clear. “I'm not a goddamn addict.”
“You're an addict, honey,” she said, taking a step away from him. Dustin had thrown on a pair of jeans over his dick, but he was a bit more muscular than whoever he'd borrowed them from and they weren't buttoned. I could see a nice flat line from his belly down to his … you know, his cock. If only the pants were a little lower … “That's why you got with me in the first place.”
“This is feckin' ludicrous,” Dustin said, moving over to Billy and nodding his chin in his direction. “Can I bum a fag off ya?”
“Yeah, sure, whatever,” Billy said, giving the metal elemental a weird look. I guess … they'd never met before either, huh? How awkward. Billy handed over a smoke and lit it with the tip of his finger as Dustin stepped back and surveyed the rest of the room with a wary eye.
“Besides, even if you did love me …” Siobhan started, her voice cracking as she moved over to sit on top of Gram on the cushion next to me.
“I'm still angry with you, Duckie,” Gram interrupted, not a big deal since only I could hear her. “You put yourself in unnecessary danger today. Once you're finished here, I expect you'll give me a moment to talk?” She cast me a look and I rolled my eyes, mumbling fine under my breath and wishing the wine was strong enough to wash this sickly taste from my mouth.
Dusty belonged to Siobhan and I had a serious no dating the bestie's ex clause that I'd never once broken. Not once.
“Even if you did,” Siobhan repeated, taking the wine bottle from my hand and swigging a giant mouthful. “You belong here, with the rest of your sept.”
“Whoa, whoa,” Warden said, moving around the couch and standing dead center in the middle of the room. “Just because we're … all different elementals doesn't mean we're a true sept.”
“No, man, that would be because of the magical cords connecting our souls together. That's what makes us a sept,” Reg said with a roll of his eyes, still rocking the beaded man panties. Everyone else had changed but him. Silly boy.
“Nooo,” Warden said, sounding like he was getting pissy rather quickly, “it's trust and love and friendship that make a true sept. Not accidental matings.”
“There was nothing accidental about us finding, Arizona,” George said, his voice laced with quiet menace. He was a nice guy, but it when it came down to it, he had his opinions set in stone. “It was fate. Think about it? What are the chances that we'd find the one elemental female in the world that you'd slept with? We were drawn to her, as she was to us.”
“What about Dustin?” I asked, lifting an arm in the man's direction. “Pretty sure I'd have remembered if we'd fucked before.”
“Damn straight you would've,” he murmured under his breath, smoking his cigarette and moving over to the window to crack it open. He waved curls of gray smoke out with his hand. Shane took over a minute later and without so much as the blink of an eye had the smoke swirling away from us in a nice, clean breeze and out the open window. I couldn't even smell the tobacco anymore.
“So if I didn't fuck him, then why was he … like …” I touched a hand to my chest and tried to think of the right words to say. “Inside of me.”
“I was inside of you because I wanted the hell out of that house without getting my ass rammed by some maniacal incubus bastard, that's why,” Dusty said with a roll of his gorgeous green eyes. In a really weird and narcissistic way, his childish, annoying dickhole attitude sort of reminded me … of me.
And I liked him for it.
Eww.
I had serious psychological problems, maybe.
“Inside me, magically,” I said, using the magic to flick that silver cord, the one that connected the well of my power to the boys'. “If I didn't fuck him, then how was he connected to all of this?”
“Uh,” Warden said, scratching at the back of his head and looking up at the ceiling. “You know how in college, I toyed with the idea of being bisexual …?”
I squinted at him.
“It was a one-time thing for me,” Dustin said, flicking his cigarette butt out the window and onto the lawn. I wanted to punch him in one of his big, muscular man tits for that. Fucker.
“So you're bisexual?” I asked and Warden shrugged, looking adorable and amazing and so cute I wanted to scream. Why couldn't I just hate him like a normal person? He was my ex. I was supposed to hate him.
“Like an eighty/twenty on the Kinsey scale,” he said, nodding his head to the numbers. “Yeah, eighty percent of me prefers women, but there's like this fucked-up little twenty that's … experimental, you know?”
“So you fucked Dustin and brought him into the sept,” I said, trying to puzzle this all out. I glanced over at Siobhan and found her face pale, the wine bottle still held up to her lips.
“That was … we all got drunk together one night and I encouraged them to experiment … You know I like to watch, Morgs.” She shrugged a little and a delicate blush stained her cheeks. On me, that blush would make me look like a damn tomato but on her it just had to be pretty, didn't it?
“When was this? I thought you said you and Dustin never fucked?” I was torn between anger that she might have lied to me, and fascination about what it'd be like to watch Warden and Dustin fucking. Okay fine, I was just really turned on by that. Siobhan wasn't the only one who liked to watch.
“We haven't,” she quickly defended. “I knew Dusty was only seeing me because of his addiction, so I was holding out on umm …”
“On going the full monty? On letting him stick his dip tube down your O-ring?” Britt offered, helpful as ever. “Or wait, wrong trade. On welding his pipe? So, you just got Warden to plug his socket instead? Oh, I'm making assumptions here that Warden's the top, but maybe I'm wrong. Maxi Pad, did you let the big strapping Irishman rewire your circuits?”
“Britt,” Warden snapped, “shut up.”
“Okay, so let me just get this totally clear,” I interrupted before Britt could go nuclear for being told to shut up. “So, Warden fucked Dustin before the five of us,” I indicated to the original four plumbers and myself, “had initiated the marking ritual, and after Warden and I fucked back in the stone age, meaning because Dustin was the missing link in an otherwise connected circuit; he got added by association when he fucked Warden? Is that the general gist of it?”
“Ah, yeah that's pretty spot on, Ari. You're getting a handle on this supernatural business really well.” George grinned, and I tried not to preen like a happy pussy under his praise.
“Okay, cool. And to be clear, Warden, Dustin and I now need to complete the marking with the chanting and the knife and cup things—”
“Chalice and athame,” Siobhan muttered under her breath.
“—chalice and athame, and all the sex and stuff. Otherwise we don't stand a chance against Bio Dad and the Many Moms, and we will eventually be killed or drained of our power? Or both?” I looked up to the ceiling to think on whether I had missed anything. “Oh, and then we all have to get married. Like … white dress, tuxes, the whole nine yards. Is that correct?”
“Yeah, that pretty much sums it all up,” Reg nodded.
“Except I reckon the boat has sailed on the white dress, babe,” Britt snickered and I glared at her.
“And to be clear,” I continued, looking at Siobhan and Dustin shrewdly, “you're not in love?”
“Dustin doesn't love me, that's correct,” Siobhan whispered in a strangled sounding voice. Dustin heaved a sigh, but didn't contradict her statement, which was interesting.
“But you say he's an addict, and I assume you mean he's addicted to like … succubus-ness?” I figured it was okay to make up words when dealing with supernatural beings. It wasn't like they were in the damn dictionary.
“Yes, to the power drain. Lots of magicals get addicted; it's why we try to mostly feed on humans.” Siobhan tucked a piece of hair behind her ear with a shaking hand. “Now, if you'll all excuse me, I don't think I want to be around to witness this ritual.”
She picked up her designer handbag then headed toward my front door, before hesitating. “Morgs, I'm borrowing your car, okay? Just call me … after.”
“Shivers! Don't do this!” Dustin bellowed after her, but she didn't look back as she slammed my front door behind her.
An awkward silence filled the room, and Billy lit up another cigarette. Fuck that boy needed an intervention or something before he died of lung cancer. Could elementals get lung cancer?
“Well, then. Let's get on with it shall we? One quick magical fuck and then everyone can go back to their lives like nothing ever happened.” I clapped my hands together and stood expectantly.
“Duckie.” Grams popped up in my face, very suddenly, and I let out a little scream. It wasn't my fault she was wrinkled enough that she looked like one of those hairless cats. Crikey, those cats were scary. “You're in another spot of bother my dear. I do wish you would take the time to think your actions through.” Grams shook her head, like I was a bloody toddler who had shut her fingers in a drawer.
“What do you mean, Gram? I'm not in the mood for your riddles right now.” I tried to walk around her, but she popped back up in front of me, making me either pull up short or walk through her.
“You'll see, girl. Should have listened to your grandmother.” With that ominous warning, she evaporated like a soap bubble.
A sassy sort of knock sounded at my door, and I raised my eyebrows to the space where Grams ghost had been standing a second before.
“Open the door, ya wee elemental twit!” Alberta O'Sullivan, the brownie that lived next door, yelled out.
“What do you want, trash panda?” I asked, snidely. Oh sure, I'm the bitch for being rude to an old lady, but she can insult me and dig through my trash whenever she wanted? Ah ah. I don't think so. She could dish it out? Well, she better be prepared to take it back.
Alberta curled her weathered lip at me as I opened the door, holding out an expensive looking envelope.
“Ye've been summoned,” she announced, slapping the paper into my hand and storming back off my property like her wings were on fire. Crazy old bat.
“Summoned?” I muttered, tearing open the envelope and unfolding the letter inside. “Who the hell is Francesca Rosethorn, and why is she summoning me on pain of death for non-compliance?”
I stared at the paper which was, you know, actually kind of nice. It was that homemade shit with flower petals in it, tons of glitter, nice and shiny and pretty. The handwriting was all curly and embellished, too. Lovely.
But … like, what?! Death?!
“What is this?” I asked as I turned back to the room full of men … and Britt, the most feminine creature to ever grace the planet.
“Lemme see, babe,” she said, using her hip to push Shane out of the way when he tried to come around the couch. “Hos before bros,” she growled at him—literally growled—and snatched the paper from my hand. “Oh,” she said as she studied it, her brown eyes scanning the lines of impeccable cursive. “This isn't good.”
“What's not good?” I asked as I stood there on my tip toes and tried not to have a fit. If it wasn't one thing, it was another. Couldn't a poor girl catch a break? “Britt, I'm not good with suspense; you know that.”
“This is a summons from the Seelie Queen,” she said, and I heard Billy, Reg, and Warden all curse under their breath. Dustin, on the other hand, threw back his head in raucous laughter.
“Oh, that's rich,” he said, and even though I wanted to punch him in the throat, I also kind of wanted to kiss his beautiful Adam's apple. Wow. My vagina and my brain were pretty much polar opposites. How was I supposed to reconcile their differences?! “This is bloody ridiculous.”
Dustin put his hands on his hips and dropped his head, staring at Gram's hideous living room rug for a long moment.
“What's so fucking funny, bro?” Warden asked, raising his dark brows and giving Dustin a look. “The Seelie Queen is a friggin' psycho. She'll tear Ari to pieces.”
“Seelie Queen?” I asked, because I was ignorant as hell apparently. In my mind, I kept picturing, like literal seals sunbathing on rocks. But I was ignorant, not stupid. I knew I was way off the mark.
“One of the two faerie queens this side of the Veil,” George supplied helpfully, crossing his arms over that brilliantly bronzed chest of his. “But why would she want to see Arizona?”
“Because she's banging that feckin' maniac, Baron,” Dustin said, already proving he was far more up to date on supernatural gossip than I was. “Madly in love with that mad as a hatter motherfucker.”
“That creeper is banging a faerie queen?” I asked because, come on, it was a little hard to believe someone as weird as that nutter was sharing a bed with royalty of any kind, even royalty I'd never heard of before.
“Aye. Surprising, isn't it? Seeing someone date up like that?” he asked, and the look he was giving me clearly said you're a low ranker, how did you get all these guys? Okay, I wasn't just going to punch Dustin in the throat, I was going straight for his family jewels. Including that nice, long cock of his … Ahem. “And what in the name of Mother Mary is that bleeding smell?!” Dustin added before I got a chance to respond.
I paused for a moment, sniffed the air, and then felt my face pale.
Uh-oh.
“Guys,” I said, clearing my throat and realizing for the first time that the faint scent of rot I was smelling wasn't just that weird old lady smell I'd gotten used to as part of Gram's house. It was … cuntmuffin. A rotting cuntmuffin. “We forgot about Kuntemopharn's corpse.”

It's a difficult task, finding a place to put an undead dragon's corpse. Just looking at him lying in my garage was making my skin ripple with gooseflesh and bile rise in my throat. And I was standing a good ten feet back on the driveway while Billy retched into the bushes.
“Sugar, I hate to tell ya this,” Shane said as he stood beside me. “But you're going to have to animate this fuckin' thing so we can move it.”
“Animate it?” I asked, wrinkling up my nose and looking at the gelatinous goo thing that was stinking up my garage. Honestly, I was surprised it didn't smell worse. Musta been some of Bio Dad's residual magic or something. “Are you sure it's even … animatable?”
“No clue,” Shane said as Billy stumbled down the driveway, put his hands on his knees and dry heaved dramatically. It was just me and the four hubbies out here right now. The other two hanger-ons were inside, talking about god only knew what. I was secretly hoping Gram would eavesdrop and relay the info back to me.
Britt was sitting on the porch steps, chatting to her newest boy toy on the phone. She seemed seriously into this alpha wolf guy, but I'd seen her do this with men before. I wouldn't be surprised if she'd tossed him to the curb before this whole 'your biological parents are trying to suck your essence out through boyfriends and kill you all' thing was over.
“If you can't animate that thing,” Reg said, eating chips and acting like the rotting smell didn't bother him for shit. I stared at his Sailor Jerry tattoos and tried not to enjoy the way his thick arm muscles bunched as he shoved snack food in his mouth. “Then we're going to need biohazard suits, shovels, and like, some industrial bleach.”
“Do you think you can do it, Blossom?” George asked, putting his hand on my arm. The second his skin touched mine, I swear, I felt this calming sensation wash over me. He was like aloe vera for my soul, George was. No wonder I'd decided not to … you know, hate him so much. I didn't hate any of these guys, and I barely knew them. Hell, they'd sort of dragged me into this whole mess kicking and screaming and yet … I was happy.
The happiest I'd been in years.
Standing at the end of a driveway looking at a giant rotting dragon corpse.
Fuck, the sex alone made it all almost worth it. I mean, I had four sexy ass motherfucking dudes I could bed whenever I wanted. Dudes that were down for a little guy on guy, too. I mean, what else did I need in my life?
Sucking in a sharp breath, I closed my eyes and touched on that silver pool of energy inside of me, imagining it flowing up and through me, right out of my fingertips and into the body of Kuntemopharn.
When I flicked my lids open, I was surprised to see the filthy, rotted thing lifting its head. It turned the dark pits of its eyes in my direction and bared a mouthful of pointed teeth.
Holy. Shit.
Now get the fuck out of my garage, I thought, pumping more magic into the creature and using sheer force of will to pull him from the garage. He twisted around himself like a snake and flew out, floating in a melted, stinking mess over the driveway.
“Got any enemies you owe payback to?” I heard Warden ask from the direction of the house. I glanced over and found him standing there with his hands in his pockets, looking up at the dead dragon with those gorgeous hazel eyes of his. “Because this would be sooo much better than egging their house, right?”
“Very mature of you, Warden.” I tried to sound disapproving but couldn't hide the grin on my face as I pictured flying the rotting pile of dragon corpse over to Alberta's house.
“Seriously, guys, what the hell do I do with this thing now?” I looked at my husbands who all helpfully scratched their heads and looked confused.
“Good sparkling jumping jacks, do I have to think of everything?” Warden muttered, storming down the steps to join us in the driveway. “Fly this putrid sack of deer shit around to the backyard. George, you go and dig a hole. A deep blinking hole.”
“You want me to bury it in my backyard?” I asked, alarmed at the idea of having this rank thing in my garden.
“Yeah, it's actually a really good idea,” George nodded, agreeing with Warden.
“It is?” Shane looked at George like he'd just sprouted leaves.
“Yes. To be honest, he'd make great fertilizer for your garden, Blossom.” George smiled happily, and hummed as he wandered through to the backyard where he began magically excavating a hole big enough for Kuntemopharn's corpse.
“Um, fair enough?” I really had nothing else to say to that logic, so did as directed, commanding Kuntemopharn's dripping flesh to follow George and then get in the hole when he was finished.
We all stood around like we were attending some sort of fucked up funeral, and watched as the demonic dragon slumped back into lifelessness, then George piled the dirt back on top of it.
“I kind of feel like we should say somethin'?” Shane commented, clearly feeling the same funeral-type vibe as me.
Billy snorted, and punched him in the arm. “Thank fuck that smell seems to be gone now.”
“Okay, so where were we before all of this smelly crap?” I asked my husbands and they all stared back at me blankly.
“Weren’t you about to have a three-way with Warden and Dustin?” Reg reminded me. “Or were you hoping we might all join you?”
“What?” I squeaked, not totally horrified by the idea, but a bit confused as to the logistics of a seven-way. Baby steps, Ari. Just get through this fucking wedding before thinking about a seven-way.
“You were being summoned by the Seelie Queen, remember?” Warden prompted and I snapped my fingers.
“That's right,” I nodded, heading back inside the house, “so when am I expected to show up at the, um, Seelie Court?” I glanced to Dustin for clarification that this was the right term, seeing as he seemed the most familiar with the fae people.
“Not until dawn,” he responded in a gruff voice, running a hand through his dirty red hair. “Do ye think there's any chance I could have a wash? I stink of CUM.”
“Oh yeah?” Reg chuckled, and I rolled my eyes at him.
“Yes, Dustin, of course. Up the stairs to the left.” See, I had manners sometimes. When they suited me. Dustin bobbed his head in thanks and followed my directions to my newly remodeled bathroom.
“Do we know where this Seelie Court is located?” I asked my remaining five husbands. God, that was a statement. Remaining five husbands.
“It's technically located in Kansas, but there will be a faerie gate here in town that can take us there in two shakes of a lamb's tail,” Shane informed me. I wasn't totally sure how long a lamb took to shake its tail twice, but it sounded quick?
“It might be a good idea to get this marking finished before entering Francesca's court, Blossom,” George suggested gently. “Not that I really want you sleeping with two guys who have no intention of joining our relationship. But I'd prefer that over you getting killed, or worse.”
“Is that what we're risking by going to see this Francesca chick? Death?” I squeaked, sounding like I'd just inhaled a balloon full of helium, or swallowed a mouse.
“You're risking death every damn day without those marks completed,” Billy grumbled in a tone more surly than usual. “Just go and get it over with. Then maybe these two can fuck off out of our life again.”
“After the weddin',” Shane added, and Billy muttered something obscene under his breath.
“Right. Of course. Yes, I knew that. Well?” I raised my eyebrows at Warden, and tried to tell my heart to stop flipping its shit at the prospect of allowing him back inside me once more.
“Fine. Let's do this.” He could have at least tried to sound enthusiastic about it. Wanker. “Dustin!” Warden bellowed, stalking up the stairs and yanking his shirt off as he went.
Well, shit. I guess we weren't here to fuck spiders after all.
 





Half an hour later, and the three of us—Warden, Dustin and myself—were sitting in awkward silence on the faded pink floral bedspread of my Grams' old spare bedroom. My bedroom still had a cactus plant the size of a damn lamppost growing out of the floor, which I really did need to have George sort out soon.
We'd gotten up to the underwear stage before Dustin pointed out we didn't have the damn knife and cup thing to complete the magic side of the ritual. Turns out, we'd forgotten to pick it up when we left the witch's shop, so George was on his way to collect it for us now.
“So, um, what do you do for a living, Dustin?” I asked, awkward as fuck, because what the hell else were you meant to say to a virtual stranger when you were sitting around in your knickers waiting for magical cutlery so you could fuck with runes and chanting and shit.
“Are ye asking if I'm a good f’nothing layabout like the rest of your damn harem?” he challenged, and I opened my mouth to defend my plumbers. They had jobs, just not money. And it was a damn reverse harem, thank you very much.
“Here!” George burst into the room and laid the ritual items on the bed for us. “Did you want me to stay and make sure the ritual's done correctly?” He threw a saucy wink at me, and I considered it for a moment. George was just sex on a damn stick, standing there in his cotton fisherman pants and no shirt. At least I knew he was attracted to me.
“Stay or go, makes no difference to me,” Dustin sneered, standing from the bed and stripping his boxers off completely, leaving his bare, half erect shaft inches from my face. “Let's do this, wife.”
“Um.” I was a little lost for words, and when Warden—love of my life and the one who got away—stood on the other side of me, also naked but very much erect, my mouth went dry.
Warden's gaze trailed slowly over Dustin's naked body before moving to me, and he cocked his head expectantly. “You're going to need to get naked, Smokey.”
“Uh, right,” I said, feeling suddenly self-conscious in my fox themed bra and panties. I'd ordered them from some silly app game with interactive romance novels. They'd somehow managed to micro-transaction my ass for a hundred dollars in fake outfits for my Kit Davenport character. And now I also somehow owned The Vixen's Lead book themed panty and bra set. “So, um, should …”
“Oh, Smokey,” Warden said with a small sigh and a soft laugh. “When the hell did you get so shy? The girl I knew used to streak around campus with a beer and a half or less. Didn't even care that your tits were punching you in the face as you ran.”
“Oh my god, Maxi Pad,” I said as he pulled me up off the bed and turned me around, unhooking my bra clasps with strong, warm fingers. “Are you trying to turn me on or off here?”
“Are you sure you don't need me?” George asked, setting the athame and chalice on the floor and drawing a circle of glowing runes with one finger. “Because unlike some, making love to you isn't a chore for me; it's a privilege.”
“Oh, aye, it's a privilege alright,” Dustin said, standing there with his one tattooed arm, looking like a veritable fucking badass. He was such a piece of shit, but damn, he was hot as hell. “If you believe in the whole spirit elemental bullshit.”
“Believe in it?” I asked as Warden unclasped my bra and put his lips to my neck. My skin prickled with goose bumps. “How could you … how could you possibly not believe in …” I groaned as Warden slicked his tongue down the side of my neck, completely electrifying me—pun intended.
“What he means,” George said, coming over to sit on the bed next to me, looking up into my eyes with his dark brown gaze. “Is that he doesn't think a wife, a spirit elemental, is all that important. He doesn't believe in the sept.”
“How do you know what I bleedin' believe in?” Dustin asked with a low growl. “I found the woman I wanted to be with and now she's not likely to give me a second chance, eh? Considering I'm about to go balls deep in her best friend.”
I turned around, my fox bra tumbling to the floor, and covered my breasts with my arms.
“If you're in love with Siobhan, I'd rather not do this at all,” I snapped, feeling a hard steel lump in my belly. I wasn't sure if it was from hurt, jealousy, confusion … My life was just weird. I had so many emotions, I'd need a whole weekend of girl talk and a hundred pints of ice cream to sort them out. Oh, and about ten bottles of wine. Okay, fifteen bottles.
“I …” Dustin started, pausing his rant a little. He looked at me from jade eyes and then sighed deeply. “Look, ya little gobshite, I'm not trying to rain on yer pride. And Siobhan and I … Mother Mary, I don't know if we would've made it as a couple. I'm just being a right proper arsehole. I just don't believe in handing over my whole life to a woman just because she's a spirit and a female elemental at that. You can understand that, yeah?”
“I … didn't ask for any of this,” I said, staring at Warden's deliciously muscular midsection instead of anyone's face. “Don't you think I might've been on the lookout for some romance, too?”
I glanced over at George's face, to see if I might've upset him with my words. But his expression was soft, eyes kind, his posture relaxed. He was staring at me like he was trying to take it all in, memorizing my words for later … God, I sure hoped so! I could use some romance in my life … The sex was awesome, but where were the roses? The champagne? The chocolates and candlelit dinners and … you know, all that girly shit.
“Alright, alright,” Dustin said, moving over next to the bed, his cock fully erect now and pretty damn close to starting a sword fight with Warden's. “I'm acting like a feckin' eejit. Look, you're even more beautiful in elemental form than you were as a succubus, okay?”
I glanced down and realized that … holy shit, I was glowing that purple-black color again. My emotions must've been running sky-high.
“So look, your nipples are as hard as rocks, and there's a wet spot on your knickers”—I glanced down and realized with a massive flush of embarrassment that he was right—“so let's just treat this the way it is, as a bunch of consenting adults that are horny and attracted to each other, and then I'll be on my way, alright?”
“Okay,” I said, with a long deep breath.
“I'll give you some privacy,” George said, standing up and then looking down at me with the bright spark of affection in his eyes. We might not have known each other long, but I could tell that the earth elemental, at the very least, took our connection seriously. “Because I can't separate emotion from this.”
He leaned down and pressed a rose scented kiss to my cheek before leaving the room and closing the door softly behind him.
“Three-way sex with no strings attached,” I said as I looked up at Warden and found him watching me with a strange sort of facial expression. He did not look like somebody that was here for a quick fuck. Not at all. And he was planning to leave after this?! Or was he … I was getting completely mixed signals from the man formerly known as Max Cornwall. “I can do that.”
“There's the spirit, my little leprechaun,” Dustin said with a smirk that told me was definitely using the term leprechaun ironically. “Now, want to see how rock-hard a metal elemental can really get downstairs? Maybe you should start with your mouth?”
“My … mouth?!” I asked as he reached down and wrapped his tattooed hand around the firm, hard length of his shaft. Now that I was sitting so close to him, I could see that he had a whimsical sleeve of color from his fingertips to his shoulder, thick limbed trees with faeries decorating the branches and tiny forest spirits hiding in the bushes. It was very … Irish? Or at least that's how my British/Australian/American brain perceived it. “You've got to be kidding me,” I said as Dustin laughed and Warden gave him a look.
“Eh, if you don't want to suck me off …” he started, leaning down and scooping me up off the edge of the bed. He tossed me up toward the pillows and I squeaked as I bounced a little. “Then I'm more than happy to bury my face in your sweet folds.”
“Don't be vulgar,” I said, but I also, you know, kind of liked it. Dustin crawled up on the bed, smelling like soap and shampoo, and curled his fingers under the waistband of my fox panties, dragging them down my hips and over my feet. He tossed them aside with this smug as fuck grin on his face, like he was already damn well certain that I was going to love what his asshole tongue had to offer.
“Well, hello,” he chuckled, parting my sweet folds with his fingers and stroking a finger over my piercing. “How'd I not notice this gem sooner, hmm?”
“Ugh, maybe because you were busy trying to nail me to the damn floor in front of a room full of CUM?” I tried to sound sassy and nonchalant but the lust was thick in my voice.
Warden stretched out alongside me on the bed and gripped his erect dick with one strong, tanned hand.
“Whatever it was,” Dustin replied, “I like what I'm seeing.” His tongue flicked out, stroking the pierced flesh and sending shockwaves of pleasure zinging through me.
“Is this even really necessary?” I gasped out, like some sort of freaking idiot. “I thought we just needed a quick fuck to do the ritual?” Oh my gods Ari, shut the fuck up and let the man eat you out!
“Aye, but we all three need to be in the height of passion, as it is. So shut yer sweet mouth and let's get you there, eh?” Dustin was a cunt, for sure, but right now I could think of nothing more than my cunt, and what it was going to feel like to have both Warden and Dustin tag team me. Fuck, just the anticipation was making me wetter than a damn overflowed bathtub.
“Fine, then quit your yapping and get on with it,” I snapped, gripping his short red hair between my fingers and dragging his face to my crotch, hoping he hadn't just been teasing me.
Thank Odin, he had not just been teasing me. His smart-ass mouth closed over my throbbing pussy and began working me like a damn pro. Which, I suppose he probably was if he had a succubus addiction. I didn't imagine those girls accepted anything less than perfection from their muff-diving partners.
“Fucking Vegemite,” I groaned and Warden raised an eyebrow at me. “Shut up, Maxi Pad, you're not one to judge random cursing.”
“No judgements here, Ari-Vampari,” he grinned, working his own shaft while he watched Dustin face deep in between my legs. Meanwhile I was watching Warden, as his sure fingers slid up and down his lightning rod and the tip glistened with moisture.
Dustin made a growl of annoyance, grabbing my thighs with his palms and spreading them wide, before glaring up at me. “Quit suffocating me with yer fanny, woman!”
A laugh snorted out of me, like literally snorted out of me, and it made me laugh even harder. Both guys looked at me like I'd just lost my damn mind, but I just waved a hand at them to ignore me. It was going to take too long to explain to Dustin and Warden that fanny meant different things in different parts of the world.
“Sorry, fuck, continue,” I gasped out, when my giggles subsided. It wasn't even that funny, I was mostly just laughing at the fact that I'd snorted.
Continue, he did. Pinning my thighs apart with strong ass hands, like steel bands, Dustin dove his face back down under while Warden watched with heavy lidded eyes.
My hips bucked up a bit, as Dustin's tongue did something incredible and I moaned like a damn porn star.
“Oh, you liked that, eh?” the cocky bastard chuckled, his voice reverberating against my electrified skin and making me quiver. “Hmm, how about …” His palm released one of my thighs, and two thick fingers slid inside my throbbing wet sheath.
“Yep, fuck, yeah that's …” I panted, my breath sharp as his fingertips brushed lightly over my G-spot and his tongue flicked at my clit piercing.
“That's … fucking Vegemite?” Warden snickered, and I glared at him.
“You know the best part about being ambidextrous then, do ye?” Dustin murmured, in between licking and nipping at my folds.
“No?” I gasped. “What?”
“Being able to handle two jobs at once,” he responded with a wicked look in his eye. Releasing my other thigh, he reached his hand over my hip and closed his fingers around Warden's eight inch screwdriver.
“Fucking goddamn flaming llamas, Dusty,” Warden groaned, releasing his own dick and surrendering to the attentions of the handy Irishman between my legs. “Ugh, yes, like that.”
My eyes wide, I watched in fascination as Dustin skillfully jerked my former lover/best friend/soul mate off, and realized I could seriously learn a thing or two from watching them together.
“Fuck that's hot,” I muttered, and Dustin's chuckle vibrated against my hungry cunt, causing little energy bolts of warmth shooting through me and pooling in my belly. So far, my glamour was still in place, but I could feel the runes all lit up. It was a sensation not unlike that buzzing lip balm, you know the one that makes your lips tingle like they've been stung by a thousand micro-bees? Like that, but all over my damn body.
“Wait, is this going to break my glamour again? Because I'm so not into drinking another one of those vile rat tail potions,” I suddenly gasped, not in the least bit looking forward to suffering through that shit again.
“Do ye care right now?” Dustin replied, like the arrogant asshole he was, while slipping a third finger into me. “How about now?”
“Umerphg,” was the only noise that I seemed capable of making, and then Warden leaned over and took one of my diamond hard nipples between his teeth. He nipped at it gently, then sucked it into his mouth and cupped the other in one warm palm.
“How about now, Smokey?” He murmured, looking up at me with lust-filled eyes and a smirk on his lips that I wanted to smack and kiss in equal parts. His red and black faux-hawk had drooped and was now just a messy scruff that made me want to sink my fingers into it. “How many fucks do you give now?”
“More,” I whispered, and if the word itself wasn't embarrassing enough, it came out sounding like I had a strangled kitten stuck in my throat. Wow. Way to take the whole sex kitten thing and make it as unsexy as possible. Way to go, Arizona.
“We'll get there,” Dustin said, and I could literally feel his arrogant smirk against my cunt. “But on my terms.”
“Why is this all about you?” I asked and he paused, looking ridiculously annoyed with me as he sat up on his knees, releasing both Warden and me from the pleasures of his ministrations. That fucker.
“Do you ever shut the fuck up?” he asked, reaching over to the nightstand and digging around inside of it. “What in the bloody hell?” he asked, tossing random junk to the floor. “Where's all the good stuff? Everyone and their bleeding grandmother keeps sex toys in the nightstand drawer.”
Er, everyone I guessed except for my grandmother?
“Sex toys?” I asked, blinking stupidly and wondering what he had in mind. Ben Wa balls? Butt plugs? Cock rings? I had all of those things just … not in here.
“Eh, fuck it,” Dustin said, grabbing a spare pillow and yanking the case off it. He wrapped it around my left wrist, knotted it, and then tied me to the bedpost.
“What are you doing?” I asked, but please note how I did not get up, did not attempt to untie my wrist, or try to stop him in any way, shape, or form. Frankly, I was fucking thrilled at the idea of being tied up—for fun in a consensual way only, of course.
“First, I'm going to tie your arms to the bed,” Dustin said as he removed another pillowcase. He was weirdly good at tying them into knots, making me wonder how many times he'd done this same thing before. You know what they say—improvisation breeds innovation. Heh. “And then I'm going to put one around your flapping trap, how does that sound?”
“Sounds like you're a piece of shit asshole,” I said, and he cocked a red brow at me.
“So that's a yes, Dusty, please close my mouth so I can get properly fucked, yeah?”
“Eat a dick,” I said, and he flashed me a shit-eating grin that made my heart flip-flop inside my chest. I mean, I'd found myself attracted to assholes before, but not like this … I wanted him to keep treating me like crap, and I wanted to treat him like crap right back. The sights, sounds, smells, feels from our anger fuck flickered in my mind and made my stomach muscles clench in anticipation.
“Oh, I intend to,” Dustin said and then flicked a glance Warden's way. “Well, me or somebody else,” he added, getting a third pillowcase—another ugly old lady one with brown fabric and pink flowers that looked suspiciously like vaginas. “Dick will be sucked in here, one way or another.”
“Please don't blindfold me,” I blurted and Warden chuckled. “I want to watch.”
“Thatta girl,” Dustin said, wrapping the pillowcase around my face and covering my mouth with it. “Now, how's that, little leprechaun? Nice and comfy? Because I don't give a shite.” He sat back and smiled wickedly, like some sort of red-haired sex god, a dark sidhe creature from the faerie mounds of Ireland, come to curse me with never ending orgasms … Whoa, my fantasies were out of control. “Oh, and safety word's black pudding.” He nodded like that was that, and I made a stupid sound behind my gag. “If you want out, just go spirit elemental and slide out of your bonds. Good Mother Mary, Queen of Heaven, you're a weird girl, you know that?”
“Aw, come on,” Warden said, leaning down and pressing his lips to my nipple again. “Cut poor Smokey some slack.” He slid his right hand down my belly and over my wet cunt, teasing my folds with his fingers and making me groan. I sagged into the pillows, completely giving up even the pretend idea of being annoyed at the situation.
I was turned-on harder than a faucet on full-blast.
Too bad Dustin's leaving tomorrow, I thought as the asshole relaxed on my other side and joined Warden in playing with my cunt. The men each slid a single finger inside of me, Dustin's thumb rubbing my clit as they both dropped their mouths to my shoulders, my neck, my earlobes.
This is what heaven feels like, huh, God? I thought and then added, or gods, or goddess, or whatever. Just in case. But if there were a heaven out there somewhere, it would most definitely include an Irishman with a bad attitude, a giant dick, and more abs than I could count. It would also most definitely include the sinful little asshole on my other side, chuckling as he went about pleasuring me.
Please don't leave me, Warden, I whispered just before each man added a second finger and I spread my thighs to accommodate it all.
“We need to warm you up, Smokey,” Warden whispered in my ear, “so you can take both our cocks at the same time. You'd like that, wouldn't you?”
I didn't answer, letting my heavy lids do the talking for me.
The men pressed in close on either side, showering my body with kisses and flicks of their firm tongues, teasing my nipples, and stirring up that pleasure in my lower belly that said I was well on my way to an orgasm.
I was so far into my pitcher of supernatural Kool-Aid that I didn't even blink when Warden touched a finger to my right nipple and a tiny bolt of yellow electricity traced across my skin. Nope, didn't even blink … just, you know, bucked my hips and screamed in pleasure behind my gag.
He started to chant as he worked his way down my body, drawing runes on my skin with white and gold sparks, shattering my glamour, and filling in the empty spaces between my other husbands'—er, soon to be husbands?—runes.
“First we take care of business,” Warden whispered, sitting up and moving between my thighs, “and then fun.” He curled his hands around my knees and pushed them wide. “Pillow, please, Dusty.”
The metal elemental handed over one of the case-less pillows and Warden used it to prop my ass up for a better angle. Good for him. He was a pro at this, I guess. I tried not to feel jealous over all the girls—and maybe guys—he'd possibly fucked in the last eight years, but who did I have to blame other than myself? It was me who'd left, not him.
“Oh, Ari,” Warden said, his hazel eyes meeting mine just before he positioned himself at the glistening wet opening of my pussy and shoved himself in alongside Dustin's fingers, stretching me even more. My back arched and my hips pushed forward, taking every inch of him into me. “God, babycakes”—babycakes?—“you're so fucking deliciously tight …”
Warden pumped his pelvis forward, holding my legs to brace himself as he murmured more of that strange elemental language under his breath and filled me up again and again and again. His balls smacked my ass and made me wish I were being spanked, too.
Somehow … it was like Dustin read my mind. Either that or he was just as big of a dirty bastard as I was.
“That's a good little spirit,” he murmured against my ear, withdrawing his hand from my cunt and making more room for Warden's thick cock. “You love being fucked, don't ya, lass?”
Lass?!
Was that funny or … no, no, it was hot.
Dustin smacked my left cheek with his wet hand and the sting of it just fucking undid me. I came hard, clamping down on Warden's shaft with tight muscles, making him gasp and curse and say really weird but somehow attractive things under his breath. Pro that he was though, he just waited, my body fluttering around his, milking him hard and yet … he didn't orgasm.
“Smokey, you dirty bitch,” he said as soon as I'd relaxed enough for him to move again. “You like being spanked?”
Dustin smacked my ass again, nice and hard, that crack of flesh on flesh filling the room, mixing with the wet sliding sound of Warden's shaft moving in and out of me. Dusty smacked me again … and again … and again. I could just imagine my pale cheeks covered in red handprints …
Dusty started chanting next, drawing yet more runes on my already glowing skin. I looked like a goddamn Christmas tree. Still … looking at it from this view—you know, with my tits bouncing and Warden fucking me like he was on a mission—it actually was kind of pretty.
Silver and gold lines appeared on my skin, like smears of glitter, metallic shimmers that came to life the way Shane's clouds had, or Billy's flames. Being marked by Dustin was mesmerizing.
“You're pretty for a little spirit,” Dustin murmured in my ear, breaking up his mystic chanting to taunt me, “especially that red little ass of yours.”
Warden groaned and threw his head back, the muscular perfection of his body on display as he came, spurting hot cum inside of me, his body shuddering with pleasure.
“Aw, Smokey,” he said, pulling out and taking up his position back on my right. I wanted to touch him so badly in that moment, run my fingers over his sweaty muscles. But I also liked the fact that I couldn't, that I had to stare at his perfect body and feel that desperate craving build up inside of me. “I can't even believe how much I missed you, baby.”
Missed me?!
Did he just say he missed me?!
I seriously considered going all glowing spirit elemental on his ass, breaking free from my old lady pillowcase bonds and grabbing him by the shoulders, demanding to hear those words again, and again, and again.
But Dustin … he was already on his way to mounting me.
He moved to take up the position between my thighs, his green eyes sparkling with lust and mischief. I wondered about this guy, this supposed welder who made metal statues, and I wanted to know more about him, about his addiction to succubi, his relationship with Siobhan and Warden, just … everything.
I don't believe in soul mates, I said to myself, but that was just before he thrust his powerful hips forward and took me to a whole other level of pleasure, building on the orgasm Warden had given me. He pumped his body with this rhythm that made me feel like an inadequate sexual partner. Dustin had this … this finesse to his actions that first off, made me pretty sure he was a slut, and second, made me glad that he was. Because holy shit. Holy. Fucking. Shit.
My runes glowed even brighter, casting strange shadows around the room, and yet … no strange lightning bolts crashed to the floor and lit my panties on fire. Now that I had my last two men, our sept was complete.
Wait. What? What did I just say?!
No, no, I didn't believe in soul mates … and yet, I felt these men touch something deep inside me—besides my cervix, obviously—that I felt hard-pressed to explain. I wanted them to be mine. Fuck, I wanted to keep them so badly in that moment … I couldn't decide if the sex hormones were just messing with my brain or what, but in that second, I knew if they tried to walk out on me while I was feeling this way, well, I'd go dragon on their asses and drag them back here kicking and screaming.
I tried to murmur Dustin's name, but the gag stopped me. Instead, all that came out was this deep, guttural moan that I felt reverberate inside my chest.
“I could watch you get fucked all night long and never get tired of it,” Warden said, his eyes heavy and half-lidded as he reached over and palmed my right breast, rubbing his thumb across the aching peak of my nipple. “Although, I am glad that I'm not human.” He grinned and adjusted himself so I could see that his cock, glistening and wet with my juices, was already hard again. “Very little refractory period. Nice, huh, Smokey?”
“Jesus fucking Christ,” I groaned—or rather, tried to groan. What came out was just a muffled jumble of sounds, 'cause, you know … gag.
“Fucking, yes, leprechaun,” Dustin panted, working his thick cock into me like a battering ram storming the gates of a castle he was about to conquer. “Yes, squeeze me harder. Oh yeah, you like watching Sparky fondle his lightning rod, eh?”
I mumbled my agreement around my floral gag, because hell freaking yes I liked seeing Sparky fondle his lightning rod. Dustin met my eyes over the thrusting of our hips and I saw a naughty spark in his, and a wicked grin curved over his face.
“Sparky, mate. C'mere would ya?” Dustin beckoned to Warden, and the energy elemental obliged. Rising up on his knees, he shuffled closer to the tatted Irishman, who seized him by the neck and sealed his lips onto Warden’s.
Holy fucking sex Batman, this is happening. I didn't dare blink, for fear of missing a second of the hottest dude on dude I had ever witnessed—all while Dustin's skillful cock maintained it's maddening rhythm in and out of my aching cunt.
Their kiss was rough, and angry, and totally, one hundred and ten percent masculine, but it was when Warden reached down between Dustin's legs that I started coming again. My eyes glued on Warden's hand, I watched him fondle the other man's balls, while that man grabbed hold of my hips and upped the intensity to fever peaks. My second—third?—orgasm crashed over me, wave after wave, and I felt my walls clenching and holding Dustin tight, not willing to let him escape without an orgasm of his own.
“Feck, ya little minx,” he swore, his jaw tight as he fought not to come with me.
“Give it up, Dusty,” Warden coaxed in a sinful, seductive voice. He slid his fingers down to join Dustin's pulsing shaft inside my Chinese finger trap vagina. “Quit being so stubborn and let yourself come. How could you not, right now? Just look at our spirit, all laid out bare in front of you, her sweet cunt wrapped around your cock.” Warden was murmuring the words in Dustin's ear like a lover would, but his fingers were dancing a tango between Dusty's dick and my clit and it was pushing me over the ledge again.
Well fuck. Now I saw what the female equivalent was to their supernaturally fast refractory period. Endless orgasms. A girl could get spoiled like this …
“She's not our spirit,” Dusty grunted, but still thrust into me with unwavering rhythm.
“So what's the harm then?” Warden challenged, and his glistening fingers disappeared south of the border, so to speak. I couldn't say for sure where they went, because it was beyond my line of sight, but all I knew was that in an instant, Dustin was blowing his load with a roar that could put lions to shame.
Runes flared to life all over my body, making the room shudder and shake. All around us, the elements went wild, like they were celebrating the completed sept.
Grass grew all over the floor, while soft misting rain caressed our skin. A light breeze waltzed with the gentle flames which had sprung up on the various candles scattered around the room, while sizzling bolts of electricity zapped through the air and the overhead lights flickered. Finally, the metal frame of my mirror melted into a puddle on the top of the drawers and then reformed into an exquisite statue of a woman surrounded by six decidedly phallic shapes.
“Feck,” Dustin swore, withdrawing his big, beautiful penis from my elemental cave, and leaving me feeling both totally satisfied, and hungry for more.
“Oh, we're not nearly done with you yet, Ari,” Warden smirked, clearly seeing my stunned expression as I looked all around us. His slick cock was still hard as fucking granite, and his hand was stroking lazy lines up and down it as he stared at the space Dustin had created when he'd collapsed beside me.
“What are you going to do to me next?” I tried to ask, but once again, I was still gagged. All that came out was a jumble of noises that sounded suspiciously like the mewling of a cat in heat. Strange.
“Now let's see,” Warden pondered as his gaze raked all over my colorful skin, taking in the many, many glittering runes. “You good, Dusty, or need another minute?”
“Golden, Sparky,” the asshole Irishman grinned, and I glanced over to find him lying on his side with his hand wrapped around his already hard shaft once more. “I think I know exactly what I wanna do with this wee spitfire next, too.”
He hopped up from the bed, dick bobbing as he moved, and looked around the room.
“Come on, lass, I know a girl as dirty as you has some toys stashed somewhere around here.” He eyed me up shrewdly, and I hesitated. He looked extremely practiced in the use of toys. Much more so than myself, so his hungry expression was making me nervous as all get out.
“Here,” Warden leaned forward to untie my gag, but in doing so he somehow seemed to end up with the tip of his dick pressing against my pussy, and we both froze for a second. “Well, that was unintentional,” he admitted, “but now that I'm here …” He thrust back inside me with one swift push and I moaned, this raspy, throaty sound that echoed around the old guest room. Dear fucking Odin, Arizona! Stop making such un-sexy noises!
“Toys,” I gasped out, now that my mouth was unbound, “in the bedroom with the giant cactus.”
“Oh aye? Sounds kinky,” Dustin chuckled, and strode off down the corridor with his hard ass dick out in front of him like the mast of a boat.
“Smokey,” Warden groaned, pumping into me slowly, torturing me with his shallow movements and the raw emotion in his eyes. “Fuck Ari, ten years and I …” he trailed off in a moan, closing his eyes and shutting away that glimmer of something he'd been in the process of revealing.
“Warden …” I started to say, but either the sound of my voice or my use of his real name snapped him out of the tender moment that had been happening.
Snapping his eyes back open, he withdrew his cock and grabbed me by the hips. In one swift motion, he flipped me onto my stomach and sank balls-deep back into me while my arms strained against the tangled pillowcases above my head.
“Ugh, Warden, what the hell?” I growled, not altogether disappointed by the switch of positions because let's be honest here, who didn't love a bit of doggy-style. But he could have at least untied my arms first. They were already bound tight when I'd been on my back, but now that they were crossed I was even more immobile than I had been before.
“Shut up, Ari-Vampari, or I will put the gag back on,” he threatened, hoisting my hips up so that I was on my knees instead of on my belly.
“These runes almost totally hide the marks Dusty made on your cheeks,” Warden commented in a gruff sort of tone. Without being able to see his face, I couldn't make out what emotion he was feeling. Was he mad? Playful? It was impossible to tell, but one thing was for sure—he intended to make those marks show.
His palm smoothed down the curve of my ass, while his cock pumped slowly into me, and I barely had time to adjust my weight on my chest before his hand cracked down onto my skin.
A sharp yelp escaped my throat and I jumped. Not just in fright, although that had been part of it, but that slap had reverberated all the way through my butt cheek and straight into my cunt. I moaned like a porn star and Warden grunted as my walls clenched his dick like a vice.
“Oh ho, having fun without me, eh?” Dustin’s lilting Irish brogue washed over me and I looked up at him with lust filled eyes.
“Eat a dick, Dustin,” I panted, the best insult I could really come up with under the circumstances, and he grinned a wicked, asshole grin.
“Me? Maybe soon. But right now I see a mouth sorely in need of shutting up.” He crawled onto the bed and kneeled near my face where I was held immobile by my bound and crossed arms. “And it ain't Sparky's.”
My eyes narrowed at him in hate-lust, a new emotion I had coined just for this asshole, and my mouth opened to spit a witty comeback at him. Before the words could form, though, his dick was sliding past my lips and my tongue was slicking against his sensitive underside.
“That's my girl,” he moaned, “suck me good, while your man gets you nice and slick downstairs.”
It didn't take much imagination to work out what he meant by that, given he'd just been ferreting around in my sex toy drawer, so I wasn't in the least bit surprised to feel the cold drip of lube down the crack of my ass.
Dustin tapped me on the chin and pushed his thick cock further into my mouth. “Hey, focus on the job at hand, and if you're a good gobshite we might even put on a show for ye.”
Fuck yes, I want to see the show! Put on the damn show!
My mouth took to Dustin's dick with determination, sucking and licking as much as was humanly possible from my weird as fuck twisted and tied up position. Meanwhile, Warden was alternating different sensations on my down under that were driving me insane with need.
One second his finger was teasing at my backdoor, running lubed up rings around it and pressing just the smallest amount of pressure, then the next his open palm was coming down hard on my exposed ass cheek and leaving a hot, burning sensation in its path.
All the while, his cock still thrust lazy strokes into my chamber of secrets and his philosopher's stones slapped at my clit. Combined with the exquisite feeling of Dustin's magical wand thrusting into my throat, I was just one big muggle. I mean muddle. Damn, I needed to stop watching Harry Potter porn so often.
Abruptly, the pressure on my arms eased, and the makeshift restraints were removed. I looked up at Dustin in question, and he panted down at me with lust-filled eyes.
“Play with my balls, ya wee minx,” he encouraged, guiding one hand to his testicles. “Just like Sparky did before, just … oh yeah like that …”
Gently, I rolled his precious jewels in my hand while I sucked at his blowtorch like I was trying to win some sort of prize. Oh wait, I was. This show he was promising, which I was pretty sure would involve a whole lot more sword crossing than I'd seen so far.
With renewed enthusiasm I sucked him in deeper, and teased one of my fingers along his taint. Warden landed a particularly hard slap against my ass and I gulped, swallowing Dustin's shaft further down my throat than I'd ever taken anything in my life.
“How you going back there, Sparky?” Dustin gasped, threading his hands into my hair and thrusting a little with his own hips to increase the pace that I was sucking him at.
“Nice. And. Slick.” Warden punctuated the words with hard slaps to my ass and I yelped around the eight inch cock in my mouth. My ass was on fire and it didn't help that my runes were going in-fucking-sane with their tingling and sparking all over my skin. “I'm gonna blow my load, dude, no lie.”
“In her arse then,” Dustin said, and I could just feel Warden's shit-eating grin spreading across his face, all of that cocky playfulness I fell in love with back in college coming out in a single expression I couldn't even see. “This is the last time she'll ever get to fuck us, eh? Might as well make the full round.”
Warden slid a single finger into my ass, lighting up my all the special nerve endings back there, making them shine brighter than my fucking runes. God, it feels so damn good, I groaned inside my own head since, you know, somebody else's head was in my mouth.
He teased with little swirling motions that brought involuntary gasps to my throat, making me suck Dustin harder, scraping my teeth along his shaft as he pulled out and then thrust all the way in, balls slapping my chin. He came with a violent shudder, fisting his hands in my hair; his cum hit the back of my throat, and I swallowed it before I could even register the taste (thank the elemental gods, nobody likes raw oysters, right?).
“Oh my fuck,” I whispered as he pulled out and I found myself completely comatose in Warden's hands. I couldn't move except for the curling of my fingers in the sheets, pleasure radiating through me like lightning. An apt metaphor, considering I was being fucked senseless by an energy elemental.
“Oh my fuck is right,” Dustin growled, and I could see that he fully intended to milk this 'required session' for all that it was worth. I had an inkling that he found me as attractive as I found him—even if he also hated me. “Do it, Sparky.”
“Roger that, Dusty,” Warden said, his voice ragged with pleasure but still playful. He slid out of me and readjusted himself, trading his fingers out … for his cock. “Oh shit, you're too tight Smokey.”
Sparky. Dusty. Smokey. I was starting to see a pattern here.
“I don't know if I can do it,” I whispered, but Warden was already halfway in, pushing forward until his hips met my ass. “Max,” I cried out, completely on accident, falling back into old habits. That seriously put a damper on the moment. I could fucking feel him softening inside of me, I swear to god. “Wait,” I said as Warden pulled out and left me there with serious blue … ass? Was that a thing? Blue ass? “Wait, wait, wait.”
I rolled onto my back and then sat up, watching as Warden relaxed back on his haunches and pushed red and black hair from his sweaty forehead.
“I'm not mad, Arizona,” he said softly, but he had pulled his dip tube from my storm drain, so clearly there was a kink in the works. Heh. More plumbing puns. “I just … hearing you say Max …”
“Yeah, yeah, stirs up old memories and all that shit,” Dustin said, narrowing his green eyes on the pair of us. “You two sound like my bloody gram. Can we just move on? The girl earned herself a show, Sparky. You're not pulling out in more ways than one, are ya?”
“I just … I need a second to think,” Warden said, flinging his legs off the bed and grabbing the first pair of pants he could find … which were mine. Which had pink guitars all over them and said I Love Turner Campbell. Hey, who doesn't have clothing advertising their favorite rockstars, right?
The pants were too small and hung so low, I got that horribly delicious tease of skin and those perfect 'V' muscles the asshole just grew without even trying. That fucker … Warden looked at me for a long moment, turned, and left the room, closing the door behind him.
“Warden!” I called out because even though I'd had three orgasms just now, I wanted more. My body felt like it had an unslakable thirst, like I was parched for sex when I'd had more of it recently than I ever had before in my life. Oodles more. “Fuck my life,” I groaned as I let myself fall back into the pillows and covered my face with my hands. “Fuck.”
“Well, bleeding shit,” Dustin groaned, moving up to sit beside me. My jaw was still sore from taking his massive shaft, but my lips were tingling happily at the memory. I'd loved every second of it. “I had so many things planned.”
I opened my eyes and looked over to find him handling a purple butt plug. It was actually a gift from Britt (I know, my besties bought me weird presents), and I'd never had the chance to use it. I was a big fan of, uh, self-pleasuring but I'd never really been into playing with my own ass.
“You can't leave yet,” I told him, and thought that maybe I sounded a little desperate when I said it. I sat up and tried to play it cool, wondering where the fuck Warden/Max was and if he wasn't planning on pulling another of his famous disappearing acts. “I mean, because you promised me a show and all …”
“Aye,” Dustin said, tossing the butt plug into the nightstand drawer and then glancing over at me with a strange look on his face, like he had literally zero idea of what to think. But his eyes, they said it all. He'd gotten a taste of something he liked tonight. “I'll stick around until after you see the Seelie Queen. May as well lend a hand so you don't go gettin' yourself killed.”
Dustin stood up and grabbed his jeans.
“I'll go find Siobhan,” he said, his tone weirdly flat. I tried my best to ignore the hollow feeling in my stomach. I would not sit here and be jealous of my best friend, no fucking way. What kind of feminist would that make me?! And I was big one, too, a big bra-burning (although my bras were pricey so I actually did not plan on setting fire to those anytime soon) kick butt feminist bad ass.
Okay, so maybe I wasn't that cool, but I tried. And I was not going to let a man come between me and Siobhan.
“We should talk, me and her,” he said as he pulled his jeans up over his wet shaft and balls. I didn't know how that made me feel, him running off to talk to her while still wet with my juices. Was that rude to her? To me? Did it even matter? “But, uh …” Dustin paused again and looked over at me, naked and glowing on the bed. “I'll be back. I'll sleep on the couch.”
“Don't bother,” I said, and I sounded bitchier than I intended, so I forced a smile to my face and kept going, “there are plenty of other guest rooms.”
“Right,” Dustin said, nodding briefly at me and running his hand over his red hair. There was an awkward moment there where I just assumed he was going to walk out on me. Instead, he decided to go the asshole route. “Well, thanks for a good shag. Not the best I've ever 'ad, but it was alright.”
“Uh, alright is a little excessive in the praise department,” I said with a scowl, standing up off the bed … and feeling cum trail down my inner thighs. Right. Shower first and then … everything else. “It was passable. Thanks for the marking and bugger off.”
I stormed into the bathroom, slammed the door, and locked it.
Yep.
I hated Dustin. Fucking hated him.
But I was also intrigued.
Damn you, ovaries. Damn you.
 





I took my sweet time showering and then came downstairs to find my four husbands milling around the living room. They had that harried, sweaty look about them, like men in old movies pacing the waiting room at the hospital for their kid to be born. Except, you know, all I'd been doing was fucking a stranger they'd never met and a guy they hated.
“Honey cakes,” Shane said, kissing me on the cheek when I appeared at the bottom of the stairs, sore but still somehow horny, and smelling of soap instead of semen. Yay me. “We've been waitin' on pins and needles for your ass. How did the marking go?” Shane tried his very best to sound nonchalant, like he didn't give two fucks about the fact that I'd just been double teamed upstairs. But the muscles in his neck and jaw were tight and his beautiful blue eyes screamed murder.
I slid a palm along the stubbled side of his face and leaned in close, breathing in his smell, that musky male scent mixed with soap and shampoo.
Our bodies pressed close and mine came alive as if I hadn't just had sex twenty minutes ago. But no. No. Sex was not on the menu right now. If I was going to marry these guys … er, wasn't I already married to them magically speaking? … but if I was going to attend some big supernatural function and tell the whole world about our relationship, I seriously needed to get to know them better.
“What do you think?” I asked him as my body lit up with runes, and the living room was bathed in a gorgeous golden glow. It reminded me of the time I'd taken that trip with Max … er, Warden, and Britt to the Smoky Mountains to chase fireflies. So pretty and soft, that light. So magical. Even if I had to get my ass fucked by a stranger to get the runes, they were stunning. Okay, so it was Warden who fucked my ass, but little details, eh. Same difference. “How do I look?”
“You always look beautiful to me, sweet tea,” Shane said, kissing my mouth with a possessive fervor that pushed all my buttons. Oh, wow. That put a little wrench in my plans to keep the next few hours … if not chaste, then at least non-sexual.
“Would you guys like to … do a movie and dinner thing? Maybe stop at the bookstore? I have no idea where my Kindle is in all these moving boxes, and I hate reading on my phone. I want a paperback to hold in my hands.”
“Are you asking us out, Firebug?” Billy asked, leaning against the far wall and smoking again, blowing gray, tobacco scented mist through the cracked window. “Because that's, well, it makes your awkward ass seem a little cute.”
I glared at the charcoal haired dickhead across the room and tried not to think how spectacularly hot he was in his leather pants and jacket, his gray wifebeater and belt with the silver flame buckle on the front. He looked dressed up to me, clean and sexy and smelling like a warm campfire as I approached him and crossed my arms over my body, propping my breasts up.
I'd dressed casual, but sexy in jeans, red heels, and a leather jacket. I'd even done my makeup; I hope the guys appreciated it. At least Billy looked like he did when he took me in from head to toe, his fire extinguisher visibly hard inside his pants.
“Yes, I'm asking you out. Since you're all bums with no money, it's my treat, but expect me to have literally zero dollars left. You scrubs need to get some fucking jobs.”
“We're doing Dwayne's bathroom this weekend,” Billy said, blinking those long lashed lids of his at me. How did a man who looked like he belonged in a biker gang have eyelashes that were longer than mine?! “Pro-bono for all the healing work, but he also wants us to add a whole new bathroom in his guesthouse so his faerie-in-law can move in. We should make a few grand, easy.”
“Faerie-in-law?” I asked, cocking a brow. There was a new term. Kind of like sewer troll. I sure hoped it didn't only appear once; I'd like to see it again. Why learn all this new supernatural shit if it didn't pop up more than one time?
“Yeah, uh, like a mother-in-law but worse, a faerie that's attached itself to your family whether you like it or not.”
“Like Dobby?” I asked. “From Harry Potter?”
Now it was Billy's turn to cock a just-perfectly-hairy-and-mussy-but-not-too-much eyebrow at me.
“Are you sure you want to go to the bookstore, Firebug? Your head is already swimming with literature.” He reached out and flicked me in the forehead with a finger, and I batted his hand away.
“Yes, I'm sure.” I glanced over at my other husbands, all of whom already looked dressed and ready to go out. “I'm sort of hoping that when all this madness is over with I'll have some more reading time. My TBR list is just out of control right now.”
“Uh, TBR?” Reg asked, and I rolled my eyes.
“Of course my penniless plumber husbands aren't readers,” I muttered under my breath, then replied a bit louder. “TBR means To Be Read. As in, the list of books I really want to read but haven't had time to yet.”
“Ah cool, well it sounds nice! Group date, just like we're on the Bachelorette or something.” Reg grinned, and grabbed my hearse keys off the coffee table. “I'm driving!”
As we followed my water elemental husband out of the house, I looked Shane up and down, admiring his sexy fucking body wrapped in a tight white T-shirt and jeans.
“We kind of match today,” I murmured, as he tossed a leather jacket of his own on. He flashed me a grin in lieu of a response, and tucked his hand into the back pocket of my jeans as we headed outside. Like we were one of those real cutesie couples that usually made me want to gag.
“It's pretty late, Blossom, and you haven't eaten all day. Did you want to get dinner before or after the bookstore?” George, ever the considerate one, asked as Shane and I climbed into the makeshift backseat of my hearse. There was still ample room in the back for a few dead bodies, so to speak, but the extra seats I'd added had come in real handy since hooking up with all these men. Dragons. Elementals. Whatever the fuck they were. “Sometimes it's hard to tell what's more important—food or good reading material.”
“Dinner sounds great!” I smiled happily. “Where were you thinking? I don't really know the restaurants around here all that well yet.”
“There's a cute Italian place near the bookstore, if you're up for pizza and pasta?” George suggested, and my mouth watered just thinking about it. “They serve some pretty great red wine too, so I figure it’s right up your alley.”
“You know me so well,” I groaned, then paused. They really did know me so well, and all I really knew about them was what their big, beautiful penises looked like. Oh, and that George loved getting his balls sucked. Other than that, what did I really know?
“Um,” I pondered out loud. “So, do you guys have any hobbies?”
“Sugar Tits,” Reg chuckled from the driver’s seat of my car. My car. How the hell had he ended up driving my car? I must have lost a few brain cells during those three—four?—orgasms with Warden and Dustin. “Are you trying to get to know us better?”
“So what if I am?” I asked, “We're like … married and shit, right? So, shouldn't I get to know you?”
“I think that's just a plum fine idea, honey babe,” Shane drawled, slinging an arm over my shoulders and tugging me in close to his body. His hot, hard, body.
Damn it Arizona! No sex until we get home. Then … well all bets are off once we get home.
“Well, I teach karate classes to impoverished children,” Billy offered, absentmindedly making flames dance across his knuckles. Now that he mentioned it, I did vaguely remember one of the guys saying something about that the day we all met.
“Wow, that's so nice of you, Billy,” I said with a small eye roll, placing my hand on his knee and squeezing. “And look how modest you are about it, too!” I was squished in between him and Shane in the back seat while George had taken shotgun. How the fuck I ended up in the bitch seat in my own car, I had no idea.
“What can I say? Guess I'm just a nice guy, huh?” Billy responded with a smirk.
I ignored him and tapped the back of George's seat.
“Pretty sure I heard you like to garden”—which made sense, of course, seeing as he was an earth elemental and all—“but there's got to be something else, right?”
“Mm,” George began, turning to smile at me, his brow scrunched lightly in thought. The palm of his left hand rubbed absently over his tree of life tattoo. He was wearing a shirt right now, but like a really tight royal blue tank top that didn't do much to hide the perfection of the muscles underneath and only served to highlight the beauty of his bronzed skin. “I'm sort of a comic book fanboy. Maybe we can have a look for some in the bookshop?”
“Of course! I've never really read comic books before,” I admitted. “Maybe you can recommend one I might like?”
“Blossom,” George said, leaning back between the seats and brushing a thumb over my lower lip. “I honestly couldn't think of anything better than spending time with you.” Pretty sure I heard both Billy and Reg snort, but I ignored them and enjoyed the tingling sensation on my lips—both sets—as George sat back in his seat.
“How about you Shane?” I asked, snuggling into the warmth of his body. “What do you do for fun when you're not snaking drains?”
“Video games,” he added with a sharp grin, winking at me. Pretty sure that was over the snaking drains part. “Gran Turismo Sport and those sort of racing games.”
“Ah yeah, makes sense after seeing your NASCAR room.” I bit back a grin, remembering what had gone on in that NASCAR room. Damn Grams for having interrupted what had been turning out to be some seriously hot dude on dude dick sucking action.
Reg pulled my hearse into a parking lot outside the restaurant and we all filed out. The waiter seated us almost immediately, seeing as it was already so late and half the diners had probably finished and gone home.
“And you, Reg?” I asked, when we were seated in the surprisingly private booth in the back of the restaurant. “Any hobbies?”
The blonde man-whore water elemental tightened his lips for a moment, and I caught sight of grins on the other three men's faces.
“What am I missing here?” I queried, suspiciously.
“I like to LARP in my free time,” Reg sniffed, like he was already expecting ridicule for … what had he said? LARP? What the fuck was that?
He must have seen my confused as hell expression, because he sighed heavily and explained, “LARP. Live Action Role Playing.”
“Um.” I really did not know what to say to that. “You mean like … dress up as a character and like, pretend to be them?”
“There's a lot more to it than that,” Reg muttered, with a little bit of indignation.
“But essentially, yes, Firebug.” Billy snickered, sliding a hand onto my knee under the table. “Reg likes to dress as a vampire.”
“What can I say? I look hot in leather trench coats. And you should see my viking outfit—fur loincloth. Talk about God's gift to women.” Reg smirked at Billy, then snapped open his menu. “Do you guys know what you want already?”
“Um, no, we just got here.” I smiled at Reg's embarrassment, picking up my own menu and browsing the options. “Oh, so many carbalicious options, where to even begin?”
“How about with wine?” George offered, hailing a waiter and ordering a bottle for us to share.
“You're too sweet,” I murmured, and he winked back at me.
This is nice. Feels kind of … normal?
Or as normal as it would ever get, dating—married—to multiple men. It really kind of was like a group date on the Bachelorette, except at the end of the night, I could give them all a rose. Oh, that's a cute idea. Maybe I could duck out and get some roses at some stage? Well, if I could afford them that is ... Good thing I'd found that rumpled hundred in one of Gram's old coat pockets to pay for dinner.
We decided to order a variety of dishes, so I could try them all, and somehow I wound up sitting in Shane's lap while George spoon-fed me bites of pasta. How the fuck we ended up like that, I had no idea. The wine probably helped.
“Oh my God,” I groaned, as the creamy sauce slid over my tongue (insert sex joke here). “This food is incredible!” Yes, I was talking about the pasta. My mind was not always in the gutter. Just often.
“I can safely say this is the sexiest I have ever seen food look,” George muttered, adjusting his rigid tree branch in his pants and shifting uncomfortably.
“You can say that again,” Shane agreed, stroking his hands across my belly while his own plunger prodded me in the back. “What I wouldn't give to be that spaghetti noodle right now.”
With deliberately slow movements, I slurped the long noodle into my mouth and licked my lips. Reg held my gaze with his own heated stare and I winked.
“Give yourself some credit, Skeeter,” Billy scoffed. “Your noodle's a bit bigger than that.”
Shane coughed a laugh and punched Billy in the arm, jokingly. “Well regardless, I'm already wonderin' what the bathrooms here look like.” Shane's hands returned to my belly, this time sliding up and under my white tank top. “Wanna check them out with me, sugar darlin'?”
His breath was hot on the curve of my ear, and I stifled an aroused shiver, determined to make it through at least the meal before giving in and letting one—or more—of them fuck me in the loo. Oh geez, just the thought of getting done hard and fast in such a public place was turning my tap on in a big way, and I squirmed a little in Shane's lap.
“We're supposed to be getting to know each other, like a real date. Remember?” I said, in a breathy, lust-filled voice that not even I thought sounded convincing.
“Of course,” Billy smirked, “like a real date.” The look in his eyes made it pretty clear how he expected a real date might go, and it probably differed from the Bachelorette Group Date I was picturing. Oh fine, I was probably picturing the same dirty things he was.
“Are we having dessert?” I asked, in an exceptionally subtle change of subject, if I did say so myself.
There was a long pause around the table, where I think everyone was waiting for someone else to make a dirty joke about what was for dessert, but it went way past the socially acceptable amount of time for a joke to be funny.
“Um, how about ice cream on the way to the bookstore?” Shane suggested and there was a polite murmuring of agreement around the table.
“So long as we all agree to finish and wash our hands before we go into the bookstore,” George agreed with a small frown on his face. “It's not okay to be putting sticky ice cream fingers all over brand-new books and comics.” He gave a pointed glare at Billy who rolled his eyes and huffed.
“It was one time and I didn't even know!” Billy slid out of the booth and waited for me to scramble off Shane's lap. “I was eating a chocolate bar and didn't notice there was still some chocolate melted on the side of my hand. It was just bad luck that I happened to get it all over George's magazine thing.”
“Comic book,” George growled, following us up to the register to pay. And by us, I meant me, because my husbands were all penniless layabouts and I was paying.
The five of us wandered down the street to a packed gelato shop called Gelato Messina. It was actually an Australian brand that had just taken off worldwide, and the line was out the door.
“Looks like a bit of a wait,” Shane commented. “Do you mind, little sweet tea? Or do you wanna go somewhere else?”
“We're in no rush! Seelie Court doesn't expect us until dawn right?” I clarified, and they nodded. “Well then, let's get some awesome Aussie gelato!”
“Sounds good to me,” Billy agreed, eyeing up the menu board of weird and wonderful flavors.
“Tell Shane what flavor you want and then let's go for a walk,” Reg murmured in my ear, sliding his arms around my waist. “No sense in all five of us standing in line, right?”
“Good thinking,” I nodded. “Salted caramel with white chocolate please, Shane! Here.” I handed over my wallet, and let Reg take my hand to lead me away from the crowds.
When we got maybe a hundred yards down the street, he yanked me into a darkened alleyway and sealed his lips to mine in a frantic, hungry kiss. Moaning against his mouth, I met him with enthusiasm and hitched a leg up around his waist, letting him grind his hard length against my denim clad crotch.
“Sorry, ST,” he panted, leaving my lips and kissing down the line of my throat. “I wasn't going to survive a whole trip to the bookstore without doing this first.”
“So long as this means just kissing,” I murmured, wondering if I'd ever get tired of having a stable of well-endowed men with ravenous sexual appetites. Huh. I just couldn't really imagine that being a problem, especially if Reg's mom was an example of what I'd look like when I got older. Elementals didn't age like humans, so maybe I'd never lose my sex drive? Lucky me.
“This means … fooling around a little,” Reg said, kissing my throat and pushing my ass up against the brick wall of the alley. “Getting close to orgasm and pulling back, so that when I ravage you tonight … you're all hot and bothered.”
“Uh-huh,” I said, but I was having too much fun to argue with him. I felt like a sex goddess or something, all these men around just to please me. It was amazing.
“And that way,” Reg continued, reaching down to unbutton my jeans, “your brain will be so sex addled that tomorrow, when you visit the faerie court, you'll be too love drunk to care what happens.” He slid his long, tattooed fingers into the denim, his Sailor Jerry tattoos dancing with the movement. “Oh, and hopefully you won't mind when we drop you off at my mom's house for training …”
“What?!” I snapped, shoving the cosplaying water elemental back and angrily fixing my jeans. “That's still happening?!”
“Why wouldn't it?” Reg asked, tilting his head to one side, like he was a little confused and hurt by my rejection. Also, maybe a little annoyed, but I decided to ignore that part so we didn't start fighting. Starting my new relationship with this man and fighting about my mother-in-law was just too cliché. “You've seen all the crap we've been through lately, Arizona.”
Oh.
He was calling me Arizona instead of Sugar Tits … That wasn't good.
“We've had to fight for our lives more than once, and you don't even know what your powers can do, let alone how to use them.”
“I got rid of cuntmuffin's corpse,” I murmured as Reg sighed and leaned back against the wall on the opposite side of the alley, his clear blue eyes darkening with memories.
“Yeah, but ST, there's so much more to it than just that.” He ruffled up his blonde hair with his fingers, the anchors and pin up girls and sparrows on his inked arm drawing my attention. Not only was the work quality, but the muscles in his arm were thick and hard. I just wanted to wrap my body around him, lean in close and smell that clear, fresh scent of his, like water in a babbling brook. It shouldn't really have a scent, but somehow that crisp, outdoorsy smell drew a person in.
That was Reg for me.
“You can talk to ghosts, control zombies, and harness the powers of the rest of your sept. Being a spirit elemental is hard work.”
“Is that why there aren't any females left?” I asked and Reg tossed me a wink and a cocky smile. It was cute, even with the stench of rotten garbage and bum piss stinking up the alleyway. I hadn't noticed when I was letting Reginald grind his pipe wrench into my sink trap, but now that we were several feet apart, I decided this maybe wasn't the best place for a conversation.
Reg opened his mouth to talk when the metal sewer grate nearest us moved across the ground, revealing an open black hole with a face in it.
I screamed and Reg went full-on water dragon, shifting into his long, sinuous blue form in an instant. I'd noticed the boys preferred to go wing-less, but since their forms were literally made of the elements, it was a matter of preference. This time, Reg did have wings, and he lifted them up to shield me from whatever was coming out of the sewer.
“Excuse us,” a bitchy voice said, and a moment later, my man shifted back into human form again and turned to me with a roll of his eyes.
“Sewer trolls,” he muttered as several women with varying shades of green skin crawled out and stood there in dirty party dresses, smoking cigarettes, and checking my husband out with mud colored eyes. Or … since they were sewer trolls, should I say shit colored eyes? Sounded more accurate to me. At least they were prettier than the one we'd met at the bondage wear shop.
“So what?” one of the girls said, her hair like twisted tree roots, hanging halfway down her back. She even had bits of rocks and pebbles, pennies and shiny dimes, braided into it. “Are you racist or something?”
“Not racist,” Reg said, stepping back and putting his arm around my waist. “Just explaining to my spirit why a bunch of supes would hang out underground. What's happening down there anyway?”
The girls traded looks and then flicked a glance my way.
In the flush of a toilet, they'd gone from looking bored and irritated to … interested.
“A party,” one of them said, grinning with brown-yellow teeth. No offense or anything, but I was pretty sure that if my soul mates had shown up in sewer troll form … that I never would've given into the marking ceremony. Some people might think, based on my story, that I was forced into that group orgy, that it wasn't exactly consensual.
But … they'd have to be dumb as shit. One look at my men and it was pretty obvious why I'd leap into bed with them—even if they were strangers. They were hot as fuck. The sewer trolls? Well, they didn't smell like a bubbling brook, that was for sure.
“It's a rave,” one of the others said, this one with hair like living willow branches, draping down to her shoulders in feathered green waves. “Drugs, sex, serious dancing. But it's invitation only.”
“If you know any nice men to invite,” one of the others continued, “then we might be willing to extend one.”
“Only men I know are taken,” I said, putting a hand on Reg's crotch and trying to keep myself from growling possessively. I might be a dragon … wait, sorry, elemental but I didn't have to act like one. I did however act like a total nympho around these guys which was fine, right? Because the archaic term for elemental was nymphomaniac … er, nymphs. Just nymphs. “So I think we'll pass on the party.”
“Too bad,” one of them said, cocking her hip out and smoking her cigarette like she thought she was hot shit. She'd gotten the shit part right, that was for sure, but the rest of it … eh, not so much. “Because there are a ton of other elementals down there rockin' out. None of them are single though, so boo.” She ashed her cigarette and jerked her head toward the mouth of the alley. “Come on, ladies. Let's go find some dates.”
Just as I wondering how in the ever loving fuck they were going to find dates—unless they were looking for more sewer trolls—the girls paused, dug around in their green skinned boobs and came up with various bottles and pouches. As Reg and I watched, they downed the items and found themselves all nice and glamoured up.
Blinking, I watched as their … er, is hideous too strong of a word? … forms shimmered and lost focus, coming back into sharp, natural clarity with a snap. Their skin colors now ranged from creamy white to warm brown to smooth black. Not a lick of green in sight. And their hair? Well, it looked like they'd just stepped out of a Beverly Hills salon.
Now, I was the ugly one.
I glanced up at Reg and found his face twisted with concern.
“You okay?” I asked, but he didn't answer. I had to reach up and grab the front of his blue wifebeater, yanking on the ribbed fabric until he bothered to glance down at me. “Dude, I asked if you were alright?”
“Did you hear what they just said? Sewer trolls are consummate gossips. And they're telling us about a secret sewer rave full of married elementals? Come on, Sugar Tits, think about it.”
“You think it's Daniel and the moms,” I said, and tried not to laugh because come on? The moms? Wasn't exactly a bad guy term that made me shiver in my lacy knickers.
“You don't?” he asked, and I sighed.
“I didn't say that,” I told him, because I wasn't stupid and the thought had occurred to me. Now that I was getting a hang of this supernatural stuff, I was starting to make the connections on my own. I didn't need to be spoon fed all the information. “I just wanted to go to the bookstore, to be honest with you. I feel like I haven't had a moment to breathe in days.”
Reg sighed and pulled his cell from his pocket.
“Tell you what? It's early yet. If Daniel was planning something, he'd probably wait for things to get a little more heated before he pounced. Let's call my mom and see if she can get one of her COCS inside the tunnel, find out if CUM managed to weasel their way in there.”
Heh.
I tried really hard not to laugh at that and failed, putting my hand to my mouth and giggling stupidly.
“Sorry, but that was literally the best your mom joke I've ever heard in my life,” I muttered and Reg flashed a bright grin. That's what I liked best about him, how cheerful he was. Like, he was a cocky piece of shit with a bad attitude, but he was also the kind of slutty douche that's so open and friendly, you can't help but like him back.
“I'll call her, we'll get our ice cream, and go to the bookstore. And then we'll tell the others,” he said, and I nodded, feeling grateful for the moment of peace … but also concerned about what the rest of the night might hold.
I had a feeling my peaceful downtime … wasn't going to last long.
No, I had a hunch that something … or somebody … was going to get blown up.

Sixteen Blow Job Techniques to Keep Your Premature Ejaculator From Blowing His Load.
That was the title of the book in my hands, but I was honestly just so shocked there even was a published novel with those words on the cover, I just had to grab it and look.
Not that any of my boys was a premature ejaculator. And even if they did sometimes, uh, explode early, at least they could get it up again pretty quick. That, and there were plenty of extras around to satisfy me if I needed satisfying.
“Hey Blossom, did you find something good?” George asked, surprising me so much that I spun and ended up spattering the book in my hands with ice cream. Oh. Shit.
“Hey, you're gonna have to pay for that,” a nearby employee said, tucking some of her blonde hair behind an ear. She sauntered over to me with her pixie cut and her perfect makeup and … as I stared at her, I saw that she literally had pixie wings hiding under her glamour. “Give it to me and I'll ring you up.”
“I'll pay for it when I'm done browsing,” I growled out through gritted teeth, trying to maneuver myself so George couldn't see the title.
The pixie sighed and rolled her eyes, grabbing a little radio stuck to her purple vest.
“Let me just tell my boss so he knows to look out for it when you hit the register.” Before I could stop her, she'd plucked the item from my hand. “Dave,” she said into the radio as I stood there and tried to smile my way through this. “Yeah, this lady got ice cream on a new copy of 'Sixteen Blow Job Techniques to Keep Your Premature Ejaculator From Blowing His Load'. Keep your eye out for her, thanks.”
She handed the copy back and smiled pityingly at me as Billy walked up behind me and put his arms around my waist, smelling like campfire and sex. Okay, so he didn't smell like gross-we're-done-there-are-juices-sex, but like he was pure unadulterated sin on a stick.
“My boyfriend used to have trouble coming inside his pants. That book saved our relationship.” She grinned. “Don't give up, okay?”
The girl walked away and left me blushing and clutching the book I didn't want against my chest.
“Warden and Dustin must've sucked some serious ass, huh, Firebug?” Billy asked, stepping away from me and grabbing a book on the Kama Sutra off the shelf. He thumbed through it and then tucked it under his arm.
“This …” I sighed and just waved his question away. Why bother? “I'm looking for a fantasy novel.”
“Like you're not already living a fantasy,” Billy said, glancing over at me and looking like the devil himself, slick and mean and sexy as fuck. His orange-brown eyes smoldered and his smile was slow and sensual, dripping with innuendo. “Four husbands all to yourself? Sounds pretty sweet to me. I'd like to have four wives.”
I threw the ice cream book at him and he caught it, deftly and surreptitiously sticking it back on the shelf and grabbing my hand.
“Come on, George, let's make like a tree and leaf,” he said with a grin, dragging me—and in turn dragging the earth elemental because I'd grabbed his hand—out of the Sexual Education section and into the fantasy/sci-fi aisle. “We're not made of money,” he said as I gave him a look and he grinned … went neutral … frowned. “Oh, and then there's all that money we borrowed for Warden. We're going to be paying that three million for quite some time.”
I choked on my ice cream and found the pixie employee watching me over the top of the shelf with narrowed eyes, like she thought I was going to spit ice cream all over The Lord of the Rings trilogy in front of me.
“I thought the wedding was the payback?” I said, and Billy shrugged like there was something he wanted to say, but wasn't quite willing to talk about yet. “Billy,” I continued, and George sighed from beside me.
“Billy doesn't want you to marry Warden and Dustin.”
“Whoa, hold the phone. I sort of figured Warden would be dragged into this mess whether he liked it or not … but Dusty? We don't even know him!”
“Joan was very clear in her demands,” George continued, looking like some sexy Tarzan but … you know, without the loincloth, broken English, and bad manners. But he had that sun-bronzed skin, the tree of life tattoo on his arm, and the most beautiful brown eyes I'd ever seen in my life. “She wants a complete sept—and she has a point. If Warden and Dustin run off into the world, we're not going to be powerful enough to stand up to Daniel, let alone the full force of CUM in our faces.”
I giggled again and then promptly coughed to stop myself from breaking into full-on piss-in-the-pants laughter.
“Right, CUM in our faces,” I said and found the pixie raising her eyebrows. I sort of wanted to punch her in one of her invisible wings, but eh … Not worth the trouble. I sucked on my ice cream and glared instead. “So we need Warden and Dustin, huh?” I wondered, thinking of the look on Warden's face when I'd accidentally called him Max.
I had no idea where he'd disappeared to after that, but I hoped like hell he'd stick around this time. The popping in and out was starting to get annoying (that's what she said). The thought of never seeing him again … well, it hurt twice as bad as it had before. I was afraid that now that I'd had him back, I wouldn't be able to let him go again.
I hoped he truly was considering sticking around. Our relationship needed a lot of work, but I was willing to put in the time if he was.
“I'd rather just pay back the three million and let those assholes go. What's the point of having them around if they're not interested in being here?” Billy asked, grabbing a book off the shelf and trying to hand it to me.
It was The Vixen's Lead by Tate James.
“I already have that one,” I said, pushing his hand aside. That book and the matching bra and panties set, I whispered to myself. No way was I saying that aloud.
“How about this?” George asked, offering me a copy of Pack Ebon Red by C.M. Stunich.
I took it, read the back and realized it was also a reverse harem book, just like the other one. And also like my life. I was living in a reverse harem and … it was surreal as hell.
Whoa.
Existential crisis, much?
“I was sold at werewolves, witches, and vampires,” I said, tucking the book under my arm and trying not to think too hard about the fact that I was living a fantasy life. Like, literally. There were elemental dragons, men who wielded the elements, sex demons trying to kill me … Plus, I had all these smoking hot dudes panting after my—let's be honest—admittedly sort of average ass.
What the hell had my life become?!
I felt an overwhelming surge of excitement, appreciation, and fear. Because whenever things in life got this good, a downhill period was destined to follow. It was just the way the world worked.
“Are you jealous, Billy?” I asked after a moment, because even if in the book world, reverse harems went off without a hitch and all the men just didn't give two fucks about sharing their woman with other dudes … this was real life. And in real life, people had feelings and they did weird things, and they made mistakes.
And that was okay.
Because loving someone who was perfect was easy; loving someone flawed was worthwhile.
“You are, aren't you?” I asked as he kept browsing the books and shrugged his sexy, leather clad shoulders. “Of Dustin … or Warden?”
“Didn't realize it was an either/or question,” he said gruffly, looking so gorgeous with his charcoal hair and angry scowl that I wanted to jump his bones right then and there, throw him against an entire shelf of romantic space opera novels and ride his dick.
But then … the sewer rave. And COCS and CUM … and if I got cum on the books, I bet the pixie would be a lot more pissed off than she was about the ice cream, and I'd have to buy those, too.
“So, are we doing it?” Reg asked, popping out from behind the display for a coming soon book called Dark Glitter. It looked good too, with an eye-catching cover of a skull with butterfly wings. Based on the blurb which was blown up on the billboard, it was about fae bikers in the Louisiana Bayou. Sweet. Mental note: pre-order that baby when I get my Kindle back.
“Doing … what?” I clarified, my mind still stuck on the mental image of riding Billy's flame thrower against the alien bookshelf.
“Going to the sewer rave,” Reg reminded me and I nodded slowly.
“Sewer rave. Right. With all the COCS and CUM in tunnels …” I squinted at him, daring him not to laugh at that.
“Fucking hell, ST, you're grubbier than I am sometimes,” he tsked, shaking his head, but sliding his hand over my ass to give it a squeeze.
“Hah, like that's possible,” I snickered, but quietly wondered if maybe I was. These damn nymphos were messing with my libido in a big way, and I just couldn't seem to get enough of their magical plungers down my drains. Maybe if I went through with this whole wedding farce, and got my guys off the hook for three million—gulp—dollars, they might reward me with a full orgy. A seven-way. Fuck, how would that even work?
Wow, Ari. New low reached. You're really thinking getting hitched to six dudes is worthwhile if you get a good fucking out of it?!
“Hello? Earth to Sugar Tits,” Reg waved a hand in front of my face, “you spaced out for a moment there. What were you thinking about?”
“Um.” How many dicks are too many to take at once? “Comics?”
“Comics,” Reg repeated, narrowing his eyes at me suspiciously. “Really?”
“Uh-huh, George was going to recommend some to me.” I turned to look at George, who raised an eyebrow at my weird behavior. “Comic time?”
“Sure thing, Blossom.” He smiled, holding out his hand for me to take. “Right this way.”
As he led me through the massive bookstore in search of the comic book section, he pulled me into his side and wrapped an arm around my waist.
“You were thinking dirty things about all of us again, weren't you, Blossom?” he chuckled, having seen right through my lame subject change. “It's okay if you were. All I’ve been able to think about all afternoon was the sight of you in those fox printed bra and panties, sitting on the bed between Dustin and Warden.” He pulled me into the historical romance section, and boxed me against the shelves with an arm on either side of me. “Then the sounds of you coming … over and over … I've been hard for hours, and it doesn't seem to be letting up.” The evidence of this was trapped between us, and my breath caught.
“George,” I groaned, “this is supposed to be a proper date. Like, with no public sex or demented zombies or psychotic bio parents trying to kill us.”
“I know, Blossom. It's actually pretty fun too, you know? Like we're a normal couple, er, group.” He sighed. “I just want to make it clear how badly I want you. These other assholes are so sexually forward and aggressive, I just don't want you thinking I'm any less into you.”
“Oh, hon.” I ran my palm up the front of his jeans, gripping his tree trunk through the thick fabric. “There is no mistaking how much you want me.”
“Good,” he huffed with a smile. “So comics? And then a sewer rave where we may or may not end up in yet another fight for our lives?”
“Sounds perfect.” I kissed him lightly on the lips and gave his woody a little squeeze, “Maybe if we're really lucky we can land ourselves in trouble with another supernatural council?”
“Be careful what you wish for, Blossom,” George warned me, picking up a book from the shelf behind me. “Do you ever read any highlander romance novels?”
“Ew, no. They all use words like slippery, hairy crevasse, and have dubious consent during sex scenes. Blah, no thank you.” I wrinkled my nose at the doorstop of a book he had picked up. “Quite happy with my pick of the day, thank you.” I showed him my Pack Ebon Red paperback and he nodded approvingly.
“I've read that author under her pen name, Violet Blaze. She writes hot stuff. Maybe we can read it together some time? Naked?” He grinned at me like a happy puppy and I couldn't help but laugh in response. It actually sounded like heaven.
It's such a shame though, that what goes up must come down, right?
 





We'd been right in our guess that some of the elementals in the sewer rave were Daniel and his harem of moms. After the bookstore, we'd made our way into the party using Billy's impeccable skills of flirtation with the door troll, who was luckily female (and straight).
Not that it would've thrown too much of a wrench in the works if it'd been a dude. My husbands had made it clear they had no qualms in flirting with the same sex.
“Oh wow,” I gulped, my eyes glued to the scene below us like it was a car crash or something. Like, it was horrible, awful, traumatizing, but I just couldn't look away.
“Don't look, darlin',” Shane suggested, stepping in front of my line of vision and pulling me to his chest. “No one needs to see that.”
“I feel like I need eye bleach,” Reg muttered from beside us, still staring down at the scene below with horrified fascination on his face. “I'm never getting this image out of my brain, am I?”
“Not likely,” Billy snickered, cringing suddenly at something new and surprising that must've happened.
“Oh, come on you guys,” George scolded us. “You have to admire the confidence it takes to do something like that.”
Below us, Daniel was dressed in women's lingerie with no padding, so the bra cups hung limp against his chest while he twerked up on one of his wives who was dressed as one of the Village People. Actually, all of his wives looked like they were dressed as Village People—including one wearing a full Native American headdress, which surely wasn't considered politically correct in this day and age?
“It's not even the outfits that I find most offensive,” I whispered, unable to help myself from looking again, “it's the twerking!”
“I'm with you on that one, sugar,” Shane grimaced. “Do you think that's what they look like when they're doin' it?”
“Oh, come on!” Reg groaned. “Too far, Skeeter. Too damn far.”
“I think I just vomited a little in my mouth,” Billy muttered, turning away from the grizzly scene below us.
“Okay, what's our plan here?” I asked them, and they all blinked back at me a little dumbstruck.
“Well, sug, I just sorta thought we were wingin' this thing?” Shane said, running his fingers over his dark hair. He grinned at me and it was all good ol' boy, totally and completely charming.
“Ah, I guess?” I chewed at my lip. “Well, are Warden and Dustin on their way then? Because if we are winging it”—I tried really hard not to make a dragon joke right there—“we could really use the backup.”
“Yeah, they just texted back a couple of minutes ago,” George said, rubbing a hand over that strong chin of his. “They should be here in about ten.”
“Okay, so … we wait until they're here, so that we're evenly matched with Bio Dad?” I checked and the guys all nodded. “And then … what? We're trying to kill them? Because I'm not one hundred percent sure how I feel about killing the biological parents I've never really met.” Our lack of relationship did stem from them trying to murder me and my husbands, but still. If they were dead, then I'd never actually have a chance at a relationship, right? I didn't even know the moms' fucking names.
“Maybe,” George hedged, seemingly noticing my discomfort. He stepped close and put a hand on my lower back, rubbing my spine in soothing circles. “Or maybe we just incapacitate them? Perhaps if we can separate them all from one another then COCS can detain them and put them in prison? COCS does have access to cells specifically designed to hold elementals.”
“Or we could just kill them all,” Billy suggested again, and I bit my lower lip.
“I thought you said Joan was sending her COCS shafts … I mean soldiers down here earlier?” I asked Reg and he shrugged.
“I thought she was, too? Either they're going the incognito route or they're just taking their sweet ass time getting here. Wankers.” Reg scowled down at the crowd on the dance floor below us, like he was looking for his dads.
“Okay, well there's that at least,” I pondered. “So let's just start by trying not to get killed while we wait for COCS' help. That sounds like a pretty sweet plan to me.” Also, that plan seemed to involve the least amount of work on my part, which I liked.
My guys all nodded their agreement, like this was a sound plan. It was not. But it was the best we had on short notice, so it'd have to do.
“Ten minutes until Warden and Dustin arrive, huh?” I looked around the room we were in and spotted a makeshift bar set up out of milk crates down at the far end. “Well, fuck it. Let's get some drinks then.”
Okay, yeah sure. I drank too much. So, what? At least I wasn't a meth addict or something. There were certainly worse vices to be had.
Shane headed over to the grotesque creature serving drinks and returned with a tray full of neon glowing shot glasses, handing out one to each of us.
“Um, I'm not usually one to question my alcohol, but what the hell is this, Shane?” I peered at the liquid suspiciously, and sure enough it really was glowing. Like it was radioactive or something.
“Ah,” Shane hedged. “You don't really want to know. It's a common shot for supernaturals on a night out though. Alcohol takes longer to get us drunk than humans, so we tend to stick with this sort of thing instead, or else we'd just be spending way too much money on human liquor.”
“Okay, makes sense.” I had been noticing that I wasn't getting anywhere near as tipsy as I used to, lately. “But I still want to know what it is.”
“We'll tell you after you shot it, Firebug.” Billy grinned a wicked grin and threw the glowing blue drink back in one gulp.
“That bad, huh?” I muttered, intending it to be rhetorical, but Reg snickered.
“Yup, that bad,” he agreed, shooting his own drink and putting the glass back in Shane's tray.
“Cheers, honey doll.” Shane clinked glasses with me, and with a deep breath, I slammed the mystery drink down.
Instantly, my mouth felt like it was on fire, with a line of burning lava making its way down my throat and into my belly where it suddenly turned to ice. Swallowing a couple of times, to make sure I wasn't going to vomit it all back up again, I belched loudly and a puff of ice-cold breath steamed in front of me.
“Okay,” I groaned. “What the fuck was it?”
“Pixie spit,” George informed me, not looking in the least bit grossed out by what he'd just said, or drunk, for that matter.
I squinted at him for a moment. “I could have sworn you just said pixie spit, but that can't be right.”
“I did,” he confirmed, and my stomach lurched.
“You'll be fine, ST,” Reg grinned. “Like Shane said, it’s a common version of alcohol in the supernatural world. You'll get used to it. Now let’s go snag that booth so we can sit for a bit while we wait for those other fucking dickwads to show up.”
Reg ushered us over to a freshly vacated booth made from old car seats and bits of trash, and ordered us another round of—shudder—pixie spit shots while we waited. Thankfully, there wasn't time for a third round before the two sexy as sin elementals showed up, with both my besties in tow.
“Warden,” I greeted him quietly, trying to meet his gaze and failing as he looked anywhere but at me. “Thanks for coming to help.”
“You know I've always got your back, girlfriend,” Britt smirked, clambering over me to sit in the booth. “Not really sure why she came, other than to make you feel guilty for fucking her boyfriend.”
“He's not my boyfriend,” Siobhan snapped, glaring at Britt with a look that could kill. “I came in an official capacity. I need to tell you: CUM won’t budge; it's sticking hard.”
“Um …” I squinted at her, waiting for elaboration on what sounded just straight up dirty, but I was sure meant something more sinister.
“I mean, they're not involved in whatever's going on tonight.” She looked relieved which was good, right? I'd been pretty sure CUM was on Daniel's side, so it was just one less thing to worry about.
“Also, we have news from COCS,” Warden informed us from behind clenched teeth. “They've given an official kill order for Daniel and his sept; they don't think it's even possible to detain them permanently.”
“Oh shit.” I cocked my head, trying to ignore the slight sinking feeling in my gut. I mean, I wanted them to stop trying to kill me and mine. But did I really want them dead? I supposed I didn't have much choice in the matter. “I guess that's good then? We can leave and let them deal with it?”
Warden glared at Billy before replying. “Normally, yes. But someone has pissed off Joan by refusing a sept wedding, so they want us to handle it ourselves. The COCS Heads—namely Joan herself—think it'll be good for our relationship to perform a couple of executions together.”
My forehead dropped to the table and I banged it a couple of times. “So, we're alone in this then? All because COCS are wankers and CUM is sticky?”
“Essentially, yes,” Dustin answered, snagging a glowing blue shot from a tray that some unsuspecting troll was carrying past, and downed it in one gulp. “Ah, that's good shite, that.” He wiped his mouth off on the back of his hand and growled menacingly at the troll who had been about to object.
“Fucking gods, you're an asshole,” I muttered, eyeing up the huge Irishman with what was intended as disgust, but probably came out as lust. I hadn't forgotten about that show he had promised me with Warden. If only I hadn't fucked it all up by calling him Max.
“I have a plan,” Billy announced, and everyone turned their attention to him. “We need to separate Daniel and his harem from the rest of these unsuspecting idiots. The last thing we need is to end up in trouble with troll royalty as well.”
Shane grunted. “Agreed. We still haven't dealt with Francesca, and we all know she must be madder than a wet hen right now.”
“Ugh, why do we care if the trolls crack the shits with us?” I rolled my eyes. “They don't seem so scary.” There was a deafening silence around the table as everyone stared at me in shock and disbelief.
“We're going to pretend you didn't just say that, sugar,” Shane murmured quietly, sliding his hand over my knee and squeezing. “The trolls ... well, darlin', let's just say if we got those fuckers up our asses, they'd give Daniel and the Many Moms a run for their money. We'd best take care not to piss those fuckers off. Go ahead, Billy.”
“Anyway,” Billy gave me a look before continuing. “Did you guys not see how many fucking other quints, sexts, and septs are down there? There's a reason Daniel wanted them gathered all in once place. I say we use Arizona as bait to lure them into another section of the sewers, away from all the partiers, and then collapse the tunnel between the two sections. That way, whatever the hell they're planning to do with the rest of the elemental dumbasses in here, they won't be able to pull it off. If we do that, Joan'll send COCS inside the tunnel, especially if things get tight.”
I narrowed my eyes at him because he had to have just said that on purpose.
“Especially if Reg calls her and whines,” Warden added under his breath and Reg growled low in his throat.
“Um, that sounds ridiculously simple, dude.” I frowned. “They have all the same magic as us; it'll never work.”
“Where there's a will, there's a way, Firebug.” Billy winked at me, like that fucking explained anything, and slid out of the booth. “Come on.”
Everyone followed him, like they actually understood what the hell was going on, and I looked at them in confusion.
“Billy, wait!” I scrambled out of the booth and caught up with him on the way down to the dance floor below. Up at the front of the room, there was a DJ who was just rocking out hard to his own EDM tunes, hands in the air, and jumping around like a maniac. Through the crowd, I could just make out Daniel who was now butt to butt twerking with one of his wives, his saggy bra cups flapping away like spaniel ears.
Billy snagged hold of my hand, and tugged me along behind him as he wove through the crowds, while the rest of our sept, along with Siobhan and Britt, seemed to split up and disappear into the swarms of supernatural dancers.
“Hello, Dad,” Billy announced, coming to a stop in front of Daniel's twerk-fest. “Or should I say, Dad-in-law? I wanted to introduce myself as one of the men fucking your daughter.”
“Whoa, Billy,” I muttered under my breath, and he squeezed my hand reassuringly so I knew this was all a part of this genius master plan he had in mind.
“You!” one of the bio moms hissed, pointing a stabbing sort of finger in my direction. Her policeman's hat was slightly askew on her blonde hair and there was sweat dripping from her forehead. I guess twerking really took it out of her, huh?
“Darling.” Daniel grinned, like a hungry shark. “How nice of you to show up to my party. I was starting to wonder if your invitation had been lost in the mail.”
“Um.” I tugged at Billy's hand, but he seemed frozen to the spot. “Your party?”
Okay, probably not the best response I'd ever come up with, but given the circumstances … I tried tugging at Billy's hand again but he didn't budge, instead watching as the trolls stopped dancing, and vacated the room in a flash. Uh-oh.
“Ah shit,” I swore, peeling Billy's frozen fingers from mine to free my hand.
“Shit, indeed,” Daniel smirked, almost lasciviously. “Ladies, if you would?”
Around me, six bio moms began crowding in, and I panicked. Acting on instinct, I threw all of my new magic out at them and the whole damn room went up in one massive explosion of power.
Billy and I were thrown back against the far wall, the curved stone of the sewer hard enough to crack my back and knock the air out of me. Lightning flickered across the thin surface of the water beneath us while the metal sewer grates in the ceiling crashed to the ground and went spinning like tops, knocking over several other people I hadn't noticed before in the crush of trolls.
People who … weren't affected by the bouncing lightning bolts or the small tsunami waves, the wild vines of plants exploding from the walls, or the gusts of violent wind. Fire plumbed up from the torches and candles that'd been lit around the room for ambience, licking up the walls with flickering orange, yellow, and red fingers.
Elementals.
'None of them are single though, so boo.'
The sewer troll's words echoed in my head and suddenly, it all just clicked.
“Billy,” I said, grabbing his arm as he struggled to his feet and ended up pulling me right along with him. “This is a trap.”
“No shit, Sherlock,” he said, wrinkling his nose at the filthy sewer water that we were now soaked in. “Your asshole sperm donor just said that.
“But,” I started, paused, swallowed hard, “look.” I flung my hand out to indicate the very confused and upset looking elementals in the room. There were maybe ten girls, and like … fifty plus dudes. So, a bunch of completed quints, sexts, and septs basically, all gathered together in one place. It was a disaster waiting to happen. “Daniel's trying to drain them all,” I sputtered, but it was too late—my cross-dressing father and twerking bio moms had retreated to the archway at the end of the tunnel, a rusted metal grate sliding into place as my metal elemental mother used her magic to move it.
I had no idea where Dustin had gone, but … now that he'd marked me properly (i.e. fucked my brains out with elemental chanting and shit), I should have access to his powers, right?
Using a dramatic sweep of my hand (because let's be honest, I really did need those lessons with my horrible MIL), I sent the metal grate flying off its hinges and into my bio parents. Deep, deep down I was like, really fucking upset about the way things were going. I mean, I'd just found out that I was adopted, that I had this really weird heritage that I knew nothing about, and yet … there was no chance for me to get to know my bio parents.
Killing them would be so simple, erasing them from my life, taking the easy way out.
But … I didn't think I'd ever tell anyone this—I was having trouble even admitting it to myself—but I wanted them in prison so that maybe … I could actually get to know them? Or at least talk to them? Or was I seriously fucked in the head?
“Get the fuck out of here!” I screamed at the other elementals, but let's face it—nobody was listening to me. The room was full of wild magic and confused and drunk dancers looking around like they were just upset the party had stopped.
“Firebug,” Billy said cautiously, grabbing my arm and pointing at the roof of the building. Strange, scaled creatures crawled into the sewer from outside, scaling the walls as easily as Britt strolled the aisles at Victoria's Secret, smooth and easy and with interest. The way they looked down at us … it was like when my bestie's eyes locked onto a perfect little lacy push-up bra.
Hungrily.
Gold symbols flared to life on the ceiling, one by one, until there was a ring at one end of the tunnel. When I turned around to search for another escape route, I saw an identical one on the opposite side.
Like they were boxing us in …
“Billy,” I said as the air heated up—and not from the flame magic I'd accidentally unleashed. No, this was an uncomfortable, aching warmth that made me feel like I was being baked in an oven.
“They're trying to drain us,” Billy said, his face going pale, scrubbing his hand over the charcoal gray stubble on his chin. “All of us. Ari, we need to get the fuck out of here.”
“No shit,” I whispered, but I was actually scared, watching the weird things coming down the walls toward us. “What are those?” I asked as Billy put an arm around my waist and pulled me close, surveying the room with his orange-brown eyes for the rest of our group. There were maybe eighty to a hundred people in this room and yet, I couldn't find a single one of my soul mates or besties.
What the hell?
“They separated us,” I said, realizing that those metal grates and those … glowing runes or whatever the fuck they were supposed to be were keeping us apart from our soul mates. Closing my eyes, I flicked my mental fingers against the silver threads that tied us together. It was interesting, seeing Dustin and Warden as connected and tied to me as the other guys. Magic flowed between us, both a blessing and a curse.
Billy was the only one who registered as being anywhere near me. The others … were not in this section of the tunnels. How had we gotten separated so quickly?!
My eyes flicked open as the first one of the scaled lizard things landed on the floor next to me.
“Basilisk,” Billy said, yanking a pair of sunglasses from his leather jacket and shoving them onto my face. “Try not to look into their eyes,” he told me as he yanked me toward a metal ladder on the right side of the giant sewer tunnel. It led up to a cement walkway that ran along both sides. From up here, we had a much better vantage point of what was going on around us.
“What are the basilisks for?” I asked as I studied the spellwork on the walls. It reminded me of the runes the boys had drawn on my skin during the marking rituals. Elemental magic then. God, I really did fucking need those lessons with Joan.
If we made it out of here alive, I vowed to grin and bear my annoying new mother-in-law. Fuck, I'd deal with her bitchy attitude with a smile if it meant I could walk away from this nightmare with my boys and besties.
“To paralyze us,” Billy said, looking up at the open sewer grate above our heads, “and then drain us while we're frozen in place. A lot easier to suck the life from a statue than a person that's fighting back.”
As I watched, he shifted into his dragon form, this fluid curve of fire and teeth and claws; a nice long tail with black spikes swished with irritation.
“Climb on,” he said, and I didn't hesitate for even a second, grabbing onto the fiery mohawk of his mane and swinging myself up. It was meant to be graceful and cool, mid combat and all, but I tripped and nearly fell over the edge of the railing to the filthy sewer water covered cement floor below.
Billy rescued me at the last second, wrapping his tail around my waist and plopping me on his back, his skin black and scaled, but crackling with heat and fire. I'm sure the whole world would be shocked to know that I liked the searing feeling of William Brenton between my thighs. Even in dragon form, it was kind of hot.
He took off and snaked through the air toward the sewer grate, coming up short and spinning us away at the last moment. As he turned on a dime and flung us toward the floor, I felt it, this skimming of strange warmth against my skin. And once again, it wasn't like Billy's at all. It was … weird and uncomfortable, like the unwanted hand of a stranger tracing my body.
It made me feel sick.
“Fuck, that was close,” Billy said, grabbing hold of the stone wall with his massive claws and clinging to it for a moment, well above the horde of basilisks below. When I glanced down, I saw … a whole sea of statues, elementals frozen in a variety of positions from mid-run to cowering on the floor, to these dynamic fighting poses that made them look so damn fragile. What would happen if they were to tip over and break? I was a little scared to find out.
Billy crawled up the wall, setting us back on the ledge and then paused, lifting his big head to look over the railing and down below.
“She's in here,” he said, and I heard the wild anger in his voice mixed with … worry. He was worried. Not good. “The water elemental,” he added, and I followed his gaze to see that my bio mom was standing in the middle of the fray, her dragon form a shimmery blue-white color that would've been pretty in a different set of circumstances.
You know, like if she wasn't trying to kill us.
“They purposefully separated us and then parceled out the right weapons for the job,” I said, gritting my teeth and curling my arms around Billy's neck.
He was going to need me to step up and fight. Water and fire … didn't mix.
Then again … there had to be a reason that we were in this room together.
“Hello, honey,” Daniel said from behind me, drawing my attention around to his smug facial expression. He was leaning against the wall, looking like the cat who got the cream. His confidence pissed me the hell off. “So nice of you to join us down here. Honestly, this was far too easy. Clearly, your level of magical prowess proves you do in fact have my genes, but goodness, you are fucking stupid, aren't you?”
I slid off Billy's back and crossed my arms over my chest.
“Look, this is really getting old,” I said, trying to sound completely nonchalant. In reality, I was worried. I was actually starting to like these guys and the idea of one of them getting hurt … well, it upset me more than I wanted it to. And this is why I ran away from Max/Warden in the first place. Loving people … leads to a whole hell of a lot of hurt and pain. “Why can't you just accept that you and the moms aren't even close to as powerful as me and the boys, turn your loser asses in, and live happily ever incarcerated? If you surrender now, I'll see about letting you share a cell with the moms.”
“Oh?” Daniel said, pushing off the wall at the same moment the water dragon crawled up the wall behind us … and chucked a hissing basilisk with her tail. The creature landed on the ground between Daniel and me and then flicked its green scaly head toward Billy.
The effect was instantaneous and awful.
Billy froze, his tail mid-swish, his lips pulled back in a snarl, his black and orange skin rippling with gray and then turning into an awful, solid wall of stone.
The basilisk didn't hesitate before turning his eyes to me, looking right at me through the sunglasses Billy had given me. The pain was awful, sweeping over my body and choking the words from my throat. But when I tried to turn my head away, I was surprised to find that I could actually move, stumbling over to the railing and throwing up over the edge.
Gross.
Some heroine I was, puking and coughing like that. Wasn't I just the coolest? I wanted nothing more in that moment to be the type of heroine who wears leather pants and combat boots and kicks ass with swords and guns.
Then again … I could do better than that, right? Who needed swords and guns when I could not only control seven different elements, but also turn into a fucking dragon.
Billy's sunglasses saved me, I thought as I spun back and shifted, all in one single movement. He gave them to me, and now he's fucking hard as stone—and not in a good way. I have to protect this man.
And I knew in that moment, that I'd give my life for him.
Whoa. That'd happened quick. But it was true. I felt these boys through our magical connection like they really were my soul mates. Whether I believed in the idea or not, I was enjoying getting to know them. Plus, they were overprotective and annoying and far too pushy with this whole relationship thing … and yet, I liked them anyway. The fact that they were all ripped and hung like horses didn't hurt either.
My body morphed and changed, the aubergine shimmer of my scales taking over my white-pink flesh. I felt my spine lengthen into a tail, my teeth sharpen into points. Claws exploded from my fingertips as I stepped up against the side of Billy's frozen body and bared my teeth.
I felt so primal and animalistic in that moment … It was hard to keep myself from switching from the defensive … to the offensive.
Actually. Fuck it. Mom always said the best form of defense was a good offense. Let's fuck some scaly dragon ass up.
Despite Daniel's insistence that I was generally pretty damn stupid—which I guess wasn't hard to believe given we'd just walked our butts willingly into a trap—I was not a total moron. There was no way I could take on both Bio Dad and Bio Mom at the same time, not while also trying to protect Billy's frozen, statue-like form. No, I'd need to even the odds first, before I could stand a chance.
Flicking a quick gaze around the room, I assessed my options and immediately spotted what could be a potentially great idea. It could also be a potentially awful one. Nothing ventured, nothing gained though!
Flicking the sunglasses up from where they'd dropped during my shift, I slid them onto my dragon nose where they perched precariously. Whatever, they'd do the trick. Hopefully.
With my eyes now protected, I launched myself at the basilisk in a flurry of water and sludge, tackling the lizard around the waist and wrestling with him until I had him—her? it?—in a headlock, facing away from me. My tail wrapped around its body, holding it immobile and my muscular dragon arms held firm around its thrashing head. Thank Odin that dragons had longer arms than a T-rex's or this could have ended really badly.
“What do you think you're doing?” Daniel snapped, circling away from the basilisk's line of sight cautiously.
“Evening the score, Dad,” I snarked back, and used my water powers to propel both myself and the basilisk enclosed in my iron grip up and around, facing down Bio Mom, the water edition. She'd been watching us with curiosity, probably waiting for Daniel to finish the job himself, so was taken totally unprepared and met my captive basilisk's stare dead-on with shocked, blue eyes.
Her body stiffened in waves, like she'd been dipped in quick drying cement, or a vat of semen and then placed in the shower. That shit was like damn super glue.
As the petrification reached her extremities, her claws detached from the concrete wall and she fell like a ton of bricks over the railing, crashing into the pool of water below us and sinking slowly. A small trail of bubbles chased her descent to the bottom, then all lay still.
“What the fuck have you done?” Daniel shrieked like an enraged fishwife, staring down into the murky depths of the water like his wife had just drowned or something. But like, she was a water elemental so that was impossible, right? Honestly, I had no idea.
“I tried to play nice and offer you incarceration but no. You just had to go after my mates. Well, no more nice Arizona! It's time for some damn payback Dad!” I spat the words at him with venom, then followed up with a stream of fire from my dragon snout, which just barely missed hitting the petrified form of Billy, still standing on the small ledge beside the pool of water.
Unfortunately, I did not miss the basilisk's head, and before I could clamp my angry dragon jaws shut, I had crisped the damn lizard's head clean off its shoulders.
“Ah for fuck's sake,” I muttered, detaching my tail and paws from around the headless barbecued reptile and dropping its remains into the water to join Bio Mom. How weird, I just drowned her and I didn't even know her name. That was kind of sad. Like, yeah I knew that I had five other bio moms, and of course I had Katelyn—my weed smoking Kiwi/Aussie adoptive mom—but … I don't know. I couldn't help feeling a sense of loss as I realized I would never get to know one of my egg donors, even if it was from the inside of a padded cell.
“You little bitch!” Daniel hollered, his face boiling red and the ground beneath his feet beginning to tremble. “I should have strangled you the moment you were born!”
“Well now that just hurts my feelings,” I snarked back at him. “Oh boohoo, your daughter whom you've been trying to freaking kill decided to fight back. You poor, poor villain. Here, let me play the world's smallest violin for you.” My stream of water that had been holding me aloft gently placed me back down on the concrete ledge in front of Billy, and my dragon paws mimed playing a tiny violin. Okay, sure, it probably wasn't real clear that's what I was doing, but I think Daniel got the point.
“You've got a real fucking mouth on you.” Daniel's lip curled as he glared at me from across the pool of water where his wife was taking a nice long soak, along with a barbecued basilisk. “Let me shut it up for you.”
He raised a hand in a dramatic gesture, not totally unlike my own had been earlier, and lightning crackled through the air, slamming into the ground close enough to my feet that I needed to jump my dragon ass backwards a bit to avoid getting zapped. Huh, maybe my dramatic gestures weren't so damn stupid after all. Take that Joan and your stuffy lessons!
Countering his lightning bolt with a ball of fire, I repeated the gesture with my dragon paw but it seemed to come out more like I had something stuck between my claws, as opposed to the dramatic magical gesture. Damn it.
My ball of fire went wide, hitting the wall behind Daniel and dissipating in a hiss of smoke. Smirking at my pitiful effort, he conjured up a ball of air by using an elaborate, Tai chi looking movement and lobbed it at me with the force of a baseball pitcher. The ball of air whooshed at me so damn fast I didn't have time to try and move my huge, tailed butt out of the way, so I went spirit form instead and let it simply sail straight through me … and right into Billy. Shit.
His statue form was knocked over like a bowling pin, and teetered on the edge of the low railing. My breath sucked into my figurative lungs, because I was still in spirit form and therefore had no lungs, as I watched the Billy statue—who was built like a brick shithouse in dragon form as well as human form—wobbled on the edge, then plummeted into the water to join Bio Mom and Crispy Lizard.
“Shit on a motherfucking moonbeam,” I cursed, channelling my inner Warden, and wasted no time diving straight into the watery muck after him.
My glittering aubergine form sliced through the water like a hot knife through Vegemite, and I rematerialized my paws just in time to grab hold of Billy's rock-hard … neck. I know we were in the sewer, but this was no time for dirty jokes.
Holding on tight, I used my water and air powers to propel us both back out of the water and onto the ledge where I lay gasping and coughing for a quick second, before leaping back into battle mode. This was no Pokémon match; my opponent would have no qualms kicking me when I was down, but even as I readied another elemental attack, I couldn't help but wonder … how deep was that damn pool?!
“You clearly don't care much for your wife, or you would have fished her out like I just did my soulmate,” I panted, lobbing chunks of concrete and scree at my Dad, which he dodged and batted aside with air and water, while still retaining his human form. Why hadn't he shifted? It was becoming abundantly clear to me that my control of my mates magic was so much stronger in dragon form.
“She's a water elemental, she can't drown,” he sneered back at me, but the look on his face betrayed his lack of confidence in those words. “As soon as I finish you off, I'll pull her out and un-petrify her. Simple. Now be a good girl for Daddy and stay still while I fucking kill you.”
“You must seriously have a few kangaroos loose if you think I'm going to stand here and be killed by a pathetic heap of wombat shit like you,” I snorted. “No, how about fuck you?”
My dragon body raised up on my haunches and I swirled a dragon paw in the air, conjuring a torrent of lightning bolts to come showering down on Bio Dad. Unfortunately—or fortunately?—I'd failed the class in school that taught us about water being a conductor for electricity. My randomly directed onslaught of electrical bolts zapped across the water, linking together and exploding in one massive burst of power. Literally. The amount of electricity in that room could have powered an entire city block, or knocked one out.
I threw myself over Billy, pushing him hard up against the wall of the room and away from the water in the hopes that we wouldn't also get zapped. Because how shit would that be? If I finally killed Bio Dad, but also killed myself and Billy in the process?
If this were a book, like say one of those reverse harem paranormal urban fantasy romance ones that I'd browsed in the bookstore, then this would be the logical opportunity for me to wax lyrical on how selfless I was, how my life was a worthy sacrifice to save the lives of millions, and how if it meant taking down Bio Dad, then my death was justified.
But this wasn't no damn paranormal romance novel, and I was not that selfless. My life had barely begun with my many husbands, and I wanted to experience all that they and their magical dicks had to offer me! I was too damn young to die; I hadn't even had a seven-way yet!
Okay, Arizona. First order of business when you make it out of this alive. Dick. And lots of it. Everywhere, in every which way. This is fucking happening.
My mind whirled a million miles an hour, as I hugged Billy's stone-like form and waited for the maelstrom of electricity to subside. It wasn't my life flashing before my eyes, it was my future, and goddamn it if I didn't desperately want that big white wedding that Charlie and Joan had tried to coerce us into. In my mind's eye, I could see myself in a big poofy dress, holding a bunch of flowers, while Britt and Siobhan sashayed up the aisle ahead of me in their skin tight hot pink mini-dresses. At the end of the aisle waited my men. All six of them.
My heart cracked a little at the imaginary vision, and I felt big wet dragon tears rolling down my snout and dripping onto Billy's scales.
Finally, the flashing light and crackling of power died down, and I released my hold on the fire elemental dragon statue, peeking over my shoulder to see if Daniel had made it out alive like the damn cockroach he was.
“What the bleeding rectum is going on in here?” Warden's voice echoed through the room as he came skidding to a stop in the mouth of one of the tunnels.
“What—” I looked around with what I was sure was a dumb as fuck look on my snout.
“I feel this massive power surge, then half of the city gets its power knocked out, and I come in here and find you and Billy … what … making out in dragon form? Gross!” Warden snarled, stalking towards us while I inspected every facet of the room to find where Daniel might be hiding.
“Warden, what the bloody hell? We weren't making out! Billy got basilisk petrified and I was protecting him from the lightning!” I explained, still searching the roof in case Daniel'd turned dragon and scuttled up there.
“Oh really?” Warden remarked in a dry voice. “Because he looks just fine to me.” The energy elemental put a hand on his hip and gestured at Billy with a nod of his chin.
I glanced back and found William Brenton, lying underneath my splayed dragon fingers, the claws arranged around his head like knives.
“Uh, Firebug, could you let me up, please?” he asked, and I carefully extracted my … paw? hand? … and stepped back, shifting into human form and raking the fingers of both hands through my hair.
Billy sat up with a groan, rubbing at his forehead and blinking those gorgeous orange-brown eyes like he was coming out of a long sleep. Or a hard one, I guess? Pun intended. As I looked down at him, at his charcoal hair and chiseled jaw, his rounded biceps and tattoos … I felt a surge of lust and … affection? I wouldn't call it love, not yet, but the warmth in my chest was a hard thing to deny.
I opened my mouth to say something, probably nothing eloquent or witty or even coherent, but something to try to explain how I felt when I heard the scrabbling of claws from behind me. Shit. Temporary reprieve, but in no way a victory …
We were still standing in the middle of a sewer filled with basilisks with a strange spell glittering above our heads, a whole horde of stone elemental quints, sexes, and septs below us. And I had no fucking clue what to do about it. We couldn't just leave them there.
“This spell,” Warden said, holding out a hand and pulling Billy to his feet. I think in the moment, they forgot to hate each other because they just grasped fingers without hesitation and then … froze. Their eyes locked for a brief moment before Warden yanked his hand back and held it to his chest like he'd been burned. Pun also intended. “My first thought was that it was some sort of … draining spell, so Daniel could pull the power from the elementals in the room, but after I snapped a picture and sent it to Anita, she told me it was just a containment spell and that it'd be easy to break.”
“So … what the fuck was the point of all this then?” I asked and Warden shrugged. Billy grabbed my arm and yanked me close, away from the railing and the giant green lizards crawling over it.
“Close your eyes, Firebug,” Billy said, and I realized then that I'd lost the sunglasses somewhere, probably in the water when I'd dived down to rescue the fire elemental. “And keep 'em closed. Warden?”
“Yeah, yeah,” he said, pulling out a pair of shades and putting them on Billy's face. He closed his hazel eyes and reached out, taking my hand in his. I pretended the situation was too intense for me to feel anything at all, but really, I got butterflies in my tummy and my already wet panties (from the water, not arousal, you perv) got even wetter. But yeah, think pervy thoughts this time because I was definitely talking about love juices.
“Just keep your eyes closed and let me deal with this,” Billy said, and I could feel the heat of his magic on my skin as well as the tickle of power flowing through our bond. “Basilisk are basically impervious to anything but fire. So let's cook these fuckers and then get the hell out of here.”
“We have to rescue the others,” I said, and even as I said it, I couldn't believe the words were coming out of my mouth.
“Rescue the others?” Warden asked as the heat level in the room escalated—both because Billy was blasting the shit out of some supernatural lizards and also because … Warden had just put his arm around my waist and pulled me close. “Smokey, we need to make like George and leaf.”
“The phrase is make like a tree and get the fuck out of here,” I corrected, and I swear, I could feel him grinning at me.
“Are you seriously quoting Boondock Saints right now?” he asked, chuckling. “For fuck's taint, Arizona”—fuck's taint? huh—“you're still as big a weirdo as you always were, huh?”
“Like you've changed at all in the last eight years,” I snorted, and instead of acting like a weirdo … his arm tightened around my waist.
“Alright,” Billy said, “open your eyes.”
And I did and then … wished I fucking hadn't.
Lizard corpses sprawled all over the walkway and hung from the railing, the pungent reek of burnt flesh amplified by the stink of the sewer and the sight of smoldering bodies.
I scooted closer to Warden.
“We have to rescue the other elementals,” I said, wondering where the fuck both my soulmates and my besties were. If I lost a single one of them … I'd be a broken wreck. “If we leave them here, not only does Daniel get his way, but we lose like, half of the females in our species, right? I mean, there are at least ten chicks down there.”
“She has a point,” Warden agreed, rubbing at his chin, but Billy just rolled his eyes.
“I don't give a fuck about our species or other people. I just want to save my wife and the rest of my goddamn quint.”
Warden's face hardened.
“Sext,” he corrected.
“Sept,” a voice said in a thick, Irish accent. I tried not to get excited at the sound of Dustin moving up the walkway behind me, but my ovaries were huge fans of his and my nipples agreed. They pebbled into points as I shifted my thighs and clenched them together, totally weirded out at myself for getting so horny in the middle of a life or death situation, one punctuated with burnt lizards and statue people from a dying race.
“While I think that's really cute of you, Billy,” I started and he raised his gray brows at me, “I'm never having children.” I paused and rephrased. “Never, ever, not in a million years, swear on my dead Gram I am absolutely not having children, so we'd better save the other elementals down there in case one of them wants to breed.”
“Have you seen that movie Idiocracy?” Dustin said, and I flicked a glance his way. “Bleeding funny. I don't much mind that future anyhow, seein' as I won't be around. Good for you—most spirits can't wait to start makin' their own litters.”
I grinned at him while Billy rolled his eyes and Warden stayed carefully neutral.
“I'm not leaving here until we rescue them,” I said, right at the same moment the spell overhead cracked into a million pieces, flakes of gold flittering through the air, like shiny dust motes. The containment spell was gone—and so were my bio parents.
That scared me.
Because why show up, intimidate me … and then leave?
Fuck.
We'd totally screwed the pooch with this one.
“Oh shit,” I murmured, yanking myself away from Warden and grabbing onto the metal rungs of a ladder—one that was far away from most of the reeking basilisk corpses. I climbed as fast as I could, my boys close behind me, and hopped into the brackish water below.
I started to run through the stone garden, checking faces and clothing and most especially crotch and chest bulges (you know, for dicks or tits) as I went because I didn't want to be sexist or genderist and just assume a she was a he or a whatever-the-hell-they-wanted-to-be.
But as I moved through the silent crowd, the answer was clear.
“All of the girls are gone,” I said as I made my way back through the statues and found the three elemental men looking at me like I was crazy. Their expressions quickly changed to abject horror. “The women are missing.”
“They took the spirits,” Warden said, putting the pieces together, his face paling as he raised hazel eyes to me. “They took the goddamn, cock rubbing spirits.”
Cock rubbing … that was a new one. But okay.
“They took them to drain them,” a voice said from behind me, and I whipped around to see George looking like a kicked puppy. Well, a kicked puppy with a sexy tattoo and bulging arm muscles and bronzed skin and perfect lips … but still. “They took the spirit elementals and left the others. And we can't wake them up without their lovers' fluids.”
“Are you … fucking serious?” I blinked at George, and he shook his head, pushing brown hair from his forehead and locking those umber eyes on mine.
“We need bodily fluids from their spirits to revive them or else … after about a month, they'll all die.”
I remembered my tears falling on Billy's form and wondered if those were the only sorts of bodily fluids that might work or if … anyway, dirty mind, sorry.
“So what the hell do we do with all these guys?” I asked, gesturing at the multitude of rock-hard men (pun intended, again) standing around me.
“We let COCS give it to them,” a woman said, and I felt shivers from my head all the way down to my toes. Fuck. It was my MIL.
I glanced over my shoulder at Joan, striding into the room on top of the yucky water because you know, she was like Jesus of course and could walk on fucking water. Or maybe I was just feeling sour because I'd been too stupid to remember to use my own elemental water powers to avoid standing in poop/pee water also.
“COCS will be coming inside soon, hard and fast, to take each one of these men.”
I raised an eyebrow and Warden chuckled beside me, but Joan didn't seem all that amused.
“And you,” she continued, leveling her stare on me as if this was all somehow my fault. “You've made yourself a lot of enemies already, haven't you? CUM is all over you. I've decided it's not safe for you to stay in your hovel with my beautiful sons. Go back to the house and I'll meet you there shortly.”
I opened my mouth to protest when Gram's ghost popped up right next to me and made me scream. At least this time, Joan didn't stare at me like a weirdo. Clearly, she could see my grandmother's ghost just as well as I could.
“She's right,” Gram said, giving me a sympathetic look. “Arizona … CUM is all over our house.”





Now, call me crazy, given how I had just been waxing poetic about the sheer amount of dick I wanted in and around me all at once, but I wasn't mad about being covered in COCS.
Then again, hanging out with my dreaded mother-in-law was hardly much better. We'd only just arrived at her and Charlie's opulent mansion and she was already giving me a fucking migraine. First with the lecture on how I sucked as a spirit, and had little to no idea what the hell I was doing with all my magic, then she railed on about my poor taste in clothing, and then she brought out a bag of underwear that she'd purchased for me at Victoria's Secret because she had noticed I seemed to be lacking in panties. Bitch.
“Now,” Joan was saying when I tuned her back in. “Dwayne is here to check you all over and ensure there were no lasting injuries from your little scuffle in the sewers. So, just sit nicely and let him do his work, please.”
The look she gave me was like I was some sort of hyperactive kid who had been drawing dicks all over her nice cream walls. Keep giving me attitude, Joan, maybe I will.
“Ma, we don't need healing,” Reg groaned, “we're fine. We just need to get cleaned up or something.”
“Well, I certainly can't disagree with that.” Joan's nose pinched like she smelled shit. Oh wait. She probably did. I was pretty sure that's what the brown smear down Shane's arm was anyway.
“Very well, Reginald, you and a few of the boys go take showers while Dwayne tends to your spirit. She's clearly the weakest of you all so will take the longest to check over.” She raised an eyebrow at me, like she was fucking daring me to argue with her, but I was too damn tired.
“Whatever,” I shrugged. “I'm not even hurt, so you're totally wasting Dwayne's skill. Billy is the one who got petrified.”
“Well then, Billy you stay to be seen as well. And you too, George. I see that cut on your leg you're trying to hide.” Joan glared at George and he sighed.
“Yes, Mom,” he grumbled, making as if to sit down on the couch before Joan made a sharp noise.
“You are not sitting on my sofa all covered in shit, young man!” she scolded. “Just stand there and wait until Dwayne is done, then you can shower.”
“Ah, pretty lady,” Dwayne murmured as he approached me with his weathered hands outstretched like bird feet, “again, we meet. Stinking bad, you do.”
“Uh yeah,” I muttered, “been in the sewer and all.” The other guys had already disappeared the second Joan had told them they could leave. Bastards. At least Billy and George would need to get checked by Dwayne too.
“Look Dwayne,” I sighed, “I'm fine. Really. Go and sort Billy and George out.”
Dwayne ignored me, running his wrinkled bird feet hands over my skin and making me shiver in disgust before he finally nodded.
“Damaged, you are not.” He nodded again, and shuffled his creepy Yoda ass over to Billy, who curled his lip at the little healer man.
“Leave me be and I'll upgrade your tub to a jacuzzi,” Billy said quietly, and little Yoda man grinned.
“Also damaged, you are not.” Dwayne nodded and totally skipped Billy in favor of George.
“Come on, Firebug. Let's get this shit rinsed off,” Billy suggested, giving a little salute to his scowling foster mother and taking my arm to pull me along behind him. As we rounded the corner at the top of the stairs, Warden stepped out of a bedroom wrapped in just a towel.
“As much as I badly want to join you in the shower, I think I need to have a chat with Warden,” Billy sighed, releasing my arm and giving me a little nudge in the direction of the freshly vacated bathroom. “Go wash up, I'll get George to bring you fresh clothes in a sec.”
“Alright,” I eyed both of my husbands sternly. “Don't kill each other, and for the love of God, save fucking until I can at least watch.” I meant it as a joke, but it seemed to fall a bit flat as both men glared at one another. Super awkward.
“And that's my cue to leave,” I murmured, slipping past Warden and into the still steamy bathroom.
Peeling my shit and piss crusted clothes off was no easy task. Trust me when I say, you do not want to try shimmying out of skinny jeans when they're soaked in sewer water. My leather jacket was fucked too, and I'd lost my cute red stilettos somewhere in the troll rave, probably around the time I exploded magic everywhere.
Oh well, at least we’re all still alive! That has to count for something … right?
My long groan echoed through the shower cubicle as I turned on the faucet and felt the pounding water begin to sluice all kinds of crap and oh my fucking god was that used toilet paper that just came out of my hair?!
“Blossom?” George's voice cut through my horror, and I squeaked in fright. “Are you okay in there? You sound … scared?”
“Um, yup,” I called back. “Just … cleaning up.”
“Oh good, I was worried,” he replied, sounding relieved. “Um, we don't really have much time because Mom wants to train you up more before we need to leave for the Seelie Court, so I wondered if you wanted to multitask?”
Well that sounded interesting. “How do you mean?” I asked, poking my head out of the shower and grinning when I saw exactly what he meant. “Really, George? While I'm in the shower?”
“Why not?” He shrugged with a cheeky grin. “Maybe we can share? Multitasking and all …”
“Ugh, fuck yes,” I groaned, holding out my hand to him, “give it to me, baby.”
“Anytime you want,” he winked back, and handed me the open bottle of wine he was holding. “So, is there room in there for me, too?”
“Abso-fucking-lutely,” I nodded, taking a long sip from the wine and moaning in ecstasy. Fuck that's good wine.
Holding the frosted glass door open for George, I eyed him up like a lust-filled rabbit while he stripped off his pants—he'd already lost his shirt somewhere—and slipped into the cubicle with me.
“Here,” I handed him a bar of soap and a loofah. “Rinse the worst of that shit off while I drink a bit.”
George nodded, and took the items from me while I perched on the little ledge within the shower to knock back a good third of the bottle of Syrah. Peering at the label, I saw it was from a vineyard in New Zealand, somewhere called Craggy Range. No wonder it was delicious.
Using the bar of soap and loofah, George quickly scrubbed every inch of himself while I watched. Fuck it was hot. Something about seeing my earth elemental husband all soaped up and wet … hell it was making me wet. And I did not mean from the shower water pounding down on us.
“Blossom, if you keep looking at me like that …” George muttered in a warning tone.
“You'll what, Woody?” I taunted. “What about if I did this … ?”
Sufficiently satisfied that he'd soaped the crap out of himself, and was clean, I slipped off the little ledge and landed on my knees in front of him. Grasping his already erect tree trunk in my hand that wasn't holding the wine, I brought him to my lips and swirled his tip with my tongue.
“Ari, I don't think we have time,” George gasped, but happily wove his fingers into my wet hair and pulled my face further onto his twig and berries. Well, not the berries, not yet anyway. For now, I was all about the twig. Stretching my lips over his girth, I took him in deep, sucking and licking at his wood until he pulled back out of my mouth with a gasp.
“Blossom,” he growled, yanking me back to my feet and pushing me back against the shower wall. “We really don't have time.”
Even as he said these words, his thick cock was slicking between my folds, finding my opening and pushing inside of me with determination born of … days? weeks? How long had it even been since George and I last fucked?
Too long. That's how long. And damn I'd been missing out.
All the drama with CUM and COCS and two new husbands was making me miss out on the quiet moments with my other husbands, and I was determined that after this stupid damn wedding was over with, we were taking a goddamn fucking honeymoon. Bio parents be damned!
“Fuck, yes,” I moaned, as George filled me up, stretching me in all the best possible ways. I could feel him deep inside, moving with even, steady strokes.
“We need to be quick,” he told me, taking the bottle of wine still clutched in my fist and swigging it, before moving his hips.
“Fuck quick,” I retorted meaning fuck that, I don't want to be quick. But he misinterpreted.
“I intend to,” he grinned, took another swig of wine, and then sealed his mouth to mine.
He hadn't yet swallowed his mouthful of wine, so we shared it while he rooted me against the shower wall. His long, thick twig pounded into me with a fervor and my free hand clutched at his shoulder, hanging on for the ride.
When I paused in my breathless panting to take another sip of wine, while the water pounded down around us, George lifted one of my legs so that my foot was propped up on the ledge. This allowed him access to both fuck me harder and tease my clit with long, sure bronzed fingers.
“Holy cocking hell,” I groaned, as my orgasm built and George sealed another sexy as fuck red wine flavored kiss to my mouth. Clearly, I'd been spending too much time with Warden lately, if this was my idea of appropriate cursing when my husband was burying himself deep inside of me.
“Arizona,” George whispered against my ear, taking my lobe between his teeth and nibbling on my flesh. I moaned like a porn star which was actually sort of great considering I usually sounded like a cougar on the hunt (and by cougar, I mean big cat not sexy older woman looking for young dudes). Google mountain lion screaming and see what I mean. “Even if you weren't the spirit, I'd have been attracted to you.”
I wanted to say oh, please, what a line! but … that didn't sound like a line, not from George. No, I wasn't even sure George was capable of delivering lines; he was too sweet. I mean, he fucked like a beast in heat, but he was actually a … gulp … nice guy. And for once in my life, I didn't mean that in a bad way. George was the soothing balm I needed to deal with the rest of these assholes.
“Oh God,” I groaned as I let my head fall back against the tiled wall of the shower, my body clamping hard around George's cock, muscles fluttering as I milked his shaft for all that glorious seed. But, holy fuck, when I came, clamping down hard, locking him in place, all George did was clench his teeth and ride out the wave of my climax.
Nice guys really do finish last. And holy shit I loved it.
As soon as I'd caught my breath and released my stranglehold on his velvety shaft, George grabbed the wine from me and swigged the last of it, tossing the bottle into the sink. He then pulled out of me, turned me around and entered my swollen sex from behind, yanking my hips back so that his balls hit my clit with each thrust.
George slid his palm up my spine, giving me the chills, even in the spray of hot water from above … and off to the side … and the other side. Like, there were jets everywhere in that bathroom. That was to be expected, right? I mean they were supernatural plumbers, weren't they?
I hadn't forgotten that part.
“Give me your seed, George,” I groaned, but I didn't mean, like, to get me pregnant. It was another pun. See, even in the heat of passion, I was hilarious. But oh … that humor didn't last long because George was fucking me so hard, I was seeing stars. Glancing back, a curtain of wet blonde covered my eyes and I squinted through it, trying to get a view of the bronze-skinned sex god nailing me to the wall.
I decided I'd have to wait for a different moment—maybe a guy on guy moment where I was just watching—to properly marvel at his beauty. Instead, I relaxed and let him screw me into a second orgasm, my nails gouging against the tiles, my knees going weak. George finally planted his seed in me (although it wouldn't take without runes and chanting, right?) and then caught me around the waist as I nearly collapsed on the shower floor.
“Are you okay, Blossom?” he asked and I felt a husky, purring laugh escape my lips.
“More than okay,” I promised as George turned me around and pulled me close. He smelled so damn good—and not just from the soap. His natural scent surrounded me, the sweetness of fresh flowers and wet earth soothing and calming my thundering heart.
“What were we supposed to be doing again?” I asked and he smiled, brushing strands of blonde hair back from my face.
“Getting dressed to go see Joan,” he told me and I sighed.
Way to kill the mood …
I looked at George's face, at the fullness of his lower lip, the perfect bow tie shape of the upper, at his strong jaw and straight nose, his nut-brown eyes and umber hair. He looked like a forest spirit or something, an ancient beast of like, wisdom and shit. Hey, I tried, I was still a fucking ex-barista and in no way a poet, writer, journalist, or even well-spoken human being. But I tried. And I was being genuine. And that was all that mattered, right?
“I hate her,” I whispered, pulling back from George a bit and grabbing some of the goat milk soap on the ledge nearby. Thank god they had this stuff—most soaps have the wrong pH levels for the vagina; using crap like that fucks with the good chemistry down there and makes things worse. But goat milk soap has a similar pH and is totally cool to use. I needed to get all of George's flower seeds out before they congealed and turned into glue. Semen and water just don't mix.
I washed myself as George looked on, and I swear, there was something … I don't know … intimate about having him watch me while I cleaned up after our lovemaking. After a moment, he stepped forward and took the soap from me, lathering up and gently using those long, strong fingers of his to clean my folds.
Doubted it was helping much though because as soon as he touched me, I got all worked up again.
“I should go,” I said, pushing him back a step and rinsing as quick as I could. George just watched me with a small smile on his face as I scrambled out of the shower and caught a look at myself in the mirror above the vanity.
I was blushing … and my runes? They glowed like the sun.
Great.
More rat tail juice.
I was already looking forward to it.

Joan was waiting in the backyard for me.
I only knew that because when I came downstairs and stood like an idiot in the empty foyer, the weird golem butler dude showed up and escorted me outside.
And why the fuck is Dustin making nice with my MIL? I wondered as I plastered a smile on my face and moved over to stand next to the pair of them, laughing and smiling like they'd known each other forever and a day.
Except … then Joan caught sight of me and scowled.
“I see you found the time to mate before bothering with your training. It's nice to know that your interests in my sons is purely sexual.”
I gaped at her.
I mean, really? The whole clichéd bitchy mother-in-law thing? Was this seriously happening?
“I, uh,” I started, but Dusty just laughed and smoothed his hand over his orange hair, looking like some sort of male supermodel in a tight green t-shirt that said Fuck me, I'm Irish! I'd have thought a thing like that might offend Joan's delicate sensibilities, but when she flicked her blue eyes over to him, it was with a certain amount of affection. “Do you two know each other?”
“No, actually,” Dustin said, grinning like the stupid asshole piece of shit he was. “Well, not in any formal capacity, my little gobshite. We may 'ave crossed paths a time or two when I was younger.”
“And how I ever missed out on such a charming young man is beyond me,” Joan said with a small smile and a genteel giggle. God, she even laughed like a lady. Well, a lady wearing khaki pants with a shotgun strapped to her back anyway. I'd have admired Joan if she wasn't such a raging cunt bag.
“We were just actin' the maggot,” Dustin said and both he and Joan laughed. I had literally never heard that slang before in my life—Australian/British/American, not Irish, remember?—so I just stood there and stared. “Joan here says you're a right shitty spirit elemental, my little leprechaun. She asked if I might stick around and train ya with 'er tonight?” He clapped me hard on the back and nearly knocked me over.
“Since Dustin fortunately doesn't seem to share the same fondness for you that my sons do, I thought he'd make a good sparring partner.”
“What Joan here is trying to say,” Dustin began, and the glint in his eyes promised trouble. “Is that I'm not afraid to rough yer arse up a bit.”
Oh.
The way he said that … rough yer arse up … made me really want to play with Dustin.
Just … not in a sparring sort of way.
Did becoming a spirit elemental amplify my sexual ardor? Because at this point, I was going for like a good five to ten fucks a day just to feel satisfied.
Or just one, seven-way fuck.
How would that all work, I wonder? I only have so many openings to use at once. Would the others fuck each other while they waited? Or would they just watch? The possibilities were endless and I couldn't fucking wait to find out!
“Ye joinin' us, Care Bear?” Dustin mocked, and I snapped out of my daydream of dicks to glare at him. “You look like you're off in dreamland, there. What are ya fantasizing about then, eh?”
“None of your damn business, Carrot Top,” I growled back at him.
“Hey!” Joan snapped at me like the crack of a whip. “I'll have none of that name calling in my house, thank you very much.”
“What?” I protested. “He started it! And we're technically not in your house, Joan.” I emphasized her name, because what I really meant was you fucking stuck up prissy bitch. From now on, that's what I'd be secretly calling her when I said her name. Joan.
“What are ye, twelve?” Dustin chuckled and I snarled at him.
“Let's do this then,” I replied with determination. “I'm ready to mess that pretty face of yours up a bit.”
“Aw, in'that sweet. The little Care Bear thinks I have a pretty face.” Every word out of Dustin's smart mouth made me want to punch him right in the face. Right in that smart mouth with the lush lips that I could remember feeling pressed against my—
“Quit farting around,” Joan ordered. “We don't have long until you're due at Seelie Court and you just spent half of that time with your legs spread for one of my boys.”
The look she gave me spoke volumes for how little she thought of me or my spread legs. Well, fuck her. I was marrying all of her precious boys and there was nothing she could damn well do about it.
“Dusty, love,” she smiled, like fucking Doctor Jekyll and Mr Hyde. “Would you mind stepping over there? We're going to begin by teaching Arizona to isolate her elements, starting with yours. Metal.”
Dustin complied, taking several huge steps away from us while I scratched my head in confusion.
“How exactly is he going to help me do that?” I asked, and before I even finished the damn sentence a fucking knife was coming hurtling at my head. Thankfully, it froze in mid-air just a fraction of an inch away from me while I stood there with what was undoubtedly a stupid ass look on my face.
If I'd have been the sharing type, I might also tell you that my bladder hiccuped with fright, and a little pee slipped out. But I was a private kind of girl, so kept embarrassing details like that quiet.
“Really?” Joan deadpanned. “What were you hoping to do here? Stop the knife with your face?”
“I … ah …” Yes alright that did sound pretty fucking dumb when she put it like that. “You didn't give me any warning.”
“No shit,” she spat. “Do you think the fae will give you any warning if they decide they want to eat you for breakfast? Do you think that good for nothing father of yours will give you warning before he kills you and my boys? No! Now, wake up!”
And then … that Joan … slapped me right across the face.
“You did not just hit me,” I breathed in disbelief, and she fucking smirked at me.
“Angry? Good. Do something about it, I dare you,” she taunted me, backing away to stand near Dustin as she barked her command. “Again!”
This time when he threw the knife at me, I was ready. Wielding my metal magic, I plucked the speeding blade straight from the air and changed its trajectory, pushing it and watching as it flew back and sunk deep into Joan's belly.
Or at least, that's what happened in my mind. In reality, a little more pee escaped my bladder and I hit the deck hard to avoid being impaled by a hurtling blade.
“Pathetic!” Joan yelled. “Get back on your feet and actually try. Counter it with spirit if you must, but just do something!”
Right, okay, I could do this. Picking myself up from the ground, I wiped my hands off on the cute black and white polka dot dress George had brought for me to wear. Counter with spirit. That was my element so surely it couldn't be too hard? Right?
Dustin raised an eyebrow at me, and even at this distance I could see the sarcastic, mocking glint to his eye that made me really want to prove I could do this. He brought his arm back, then hurled the knife at me once more and this time I was ready.
My mental hands grasped for the magic inside which was uniquely mine, gripping it with sure metaphysical fingers and hurling it at the flying knife with the intention of knocking it out of the air.
“Duckie!” Grams shrieked as she went flying, doing absolutely nothing to influence Dustin's knife and instead zooming straight through him to land in a pile of pearls and talcum powder and tweed some twenty yards away.
“I said use spirit, not throw a spirit!” Joan screamed at me, stomping over to my fallen Grams' ghost and helping her to her feet.
“Well I never, Arizona!” Grams huffed, dusting imaginary dirt from her ghostly skirt and pursing her lips at me like a cat's bum.
“Hey, that's a cool trick,” I commented, realizing Joan had literally just touched my Grams like she was a real person. Not that she was a figment of my imagination, just that she didn't have substance. Heh, yeah she was pretty shallow, too.
“That, Arizona, is what spirit magic can do,” Joan informed me with a smug smile on her bitch ass face.
“Clearly you're not getting a handle on metal just yet, and we don't have time to waste if we're to have a nice family breakfast before you go to Seelie Court.” She clapped her hands sharply. “Dustin, please attack Arizona from behind. I want to see her fight you off using any of the other elements. I will literally settle for any element right now.”
Dustin prowled toward me, like a lethal jungle cat, and I couldn't help the flood of moisture to my panties at the thought of him attacking me from behind. Fuck yeah, baby. Any time.
Without warning, he leapt at me, locking his arms around me in an iron grip and placing his lips against my ear.
“You're a dirty wee gobshite ain't ye?” he purred. “I see yer nipples hard under that dress like you're smuggling marbles in your bra.”
Not really in any position to disagree with him, I struggled in his steel-like hold and ran though the elements that might help me free myself. Water? No, what good would that do here? Air? I could blow him?
A low groan escaped my throat as I pictured blowing Dustin, and my ass did an involuntary rub against his crotch before I could pull it in line. Fucking ass with a mind of its own.
“Try earth!” Joan yelled, in a seriously bored tone. “You can pull strength from the earth that can help you break free.”
Fuck, Joan, shut your fucking piehole, I'm trying to think— wait, that idea held merit.
Closing my eyes to try and block out Dustin's seriously distracting presence, I found the magic in me with the soft, mossy feel to it and embraced it like a warm blanket. Strength seeped up my legs from the dirt beneath us and flooded my body, making me feel like Ben Grimm from the Fantastic Four. You know, when he turns into Thing? Anyway, I was like … super strong.
With a seriously embarrassing growl, I leaned forward and tossed Dustin off of me like he was a spirit, sending him flying across the yard. He recovered a fuck of a lot quicker than I would've liked and came at me again, sprinting with long lean legs in my direction.
I think to somebody else, he might've looked scary in that moment, a hunter stalking his prey. But I was pretty sure at some point, my ovaries had flooded my brain with hormones and killed it because the only thing I felt in that moment was lust. I liked the sight of him racing toward me like that …
Before Dustin could get to me, I let myself slip into my spirit form and he ended up tumbling right through. Turning, I noticed a metal lawn chair nearby and reached out with my magic to grab it—just to prove that I could. After all, I had ripped that sewer gate from the wall, hadn't I?
“Lesson number one,” Dusty said, coming up close to me and circling carefully around my incorporeal spirit form, “ never piss off yer sept—I can block you from using metal magic if I want. Feel that, little leprechaun?”
I squinted as I tried to grab the chair with my mind, using the little pool of magic inside of me and thrusting it out through all four limbs. It felt like the chair was slippery, almost greasy, when I tried to grab it. No matter how hard I tried, I couldn't pick it up.
“You fucker,” I snapped, fading back into human form and aiming a knee at Dustin's nuts too quickly for him to react. I hit him in the balls a whole hell of a lot harder than I intended to, and he grunted, going down to his knees.
“You feckin' cunt,” he snarled, throwing himself at my waist and knocking me on my back. Using earth magic, I extended the grass on either side of him, watching as it curled around Dusty's waist and yanked him off of me.
Didn't last long because several knives—where the fuck were these all coming from?!—came flying at him and carefully severed him from the grip of the supernatural grass. Rolling over, I struggled to my feet, but Dustin was right there behind me, hooking his strong arm around my waist and yanking me off my feet.
“If I really were the bad guy,” he whispered, licking the curve of my ear, “you'd be dead right now.”
“Don't think so,” I snapped, trying to ignore how damn good the man smelled, musky and sweaty, but like soap, too.
Shifting into dragon form, I whipped myself out of his arms and into the grass, a long lithe beast with shimmering aubergine skin, a long tail, and fucking horns. I seriously needed to take a moment to look in a mirror or something. While the feeling of shifting forms wasn't really all that strange—guess it was in my blood or something?—the thought of looking at a reflection and seeing anything but the green-eyed blonde I'd known my whole life staring back at me was a weird thought.
Dustin smirked, stretched his arms above his head, and then winked.
In the span of a blink, he was shifting into a big, muscular beast with gold skin and glimmering green eyes, his muscles bunching beneath his metallic flesh as he stalked toward me like a cat, tail whipping back and forth.
He was so quick, so practiced, and I had basically zero idea of what I was doing, so when Dustin pounced on me, he hit me directly in the side and sent us sprawling.
“Oh for heaven's sake,” I heard Joan snap. “You're a spirit elemental. Physical strength is not exactly our greatest asset. Use your fucking magic, grab hold of his soul and push him aside.”
I'd almost forgotten I was sparring, rolling around in the damp grass with Dustin on top of me. There was something vaguely sexual about it—maybe because he had a fucking huge dragon dick and a pair of shimmery gold balls?—but the thought of doing it in this form was not really something I was excited about.
When he grabbed me around the neck with his jaws, teeth gently pressing into my skin, I realized that Joan and Dustin were both right—if this were a real battle, I'd be dead.
“You can do this, Duckie,” Grams said, standing near my head as Dustin pushed my neck to the ground and pinned me there. “I saved you for a reason, you know?”
Saved me? I wondered, and then it occurred to me that I'd never asked why I'd been adopted. Or how. If Daniel and the bio moms wanted to drain me, wouldn't it have been easier to simply do it when I was a baby? Or if they did have to wait until I got older and found my sept, then why not just raise me themselves? There had to be a reason to it all. Gram said she could read the future, so what exactly had she read and how had she managed to get me away from Daniel in the first place?
Dustin pushed me down harder, like he was daring me to give up.
Instead, he just pissed me off and my dragon skin started to glow like a moon in a night sky, the runes firing up with a golden shimmer that reflected off Dustin's beautiful scales. That surge of rage fueled me forward, and I reached out through our bond (cheating, I know) and latched onto that bright energy inside of him, shoving him away with everything I had.
Unfortunately, I pushed too hard and sent Dustin slamming into the patio furniture, crashing into the side of the house, and coming to a groaning stop on the pavement. For a terrifying moment there, I thought I might've killed him.
“Goodness, girl!” Joan screamed, running toward my fallen soul mate as I shifted back and started to run, too. “You're either helpless or murdering your own men?!”
“Ugh,” Dustin groaned, also shifting back into human form and clutching at his ribs. “I think that's probably enough practice for one night, Care Bear.”
“Yes, you're probably right,” Joan patted her hair, like she was Care Bear. I was at least ninety percent that insulting nickname was aimed at me though. “I wanted to have a nice breakfast with the whole family before you all left for the Seelie Court anyway. Reginald's Dads have been cooking and it should be almost ready by now.” She glanced at her elegant wrist watch and sighed. “Shall we have a quick clean up and then meet in the dining room in fifteen minutes then? Dustin, dear, if Dwayne is still here we should get those ribs looked at, hmm?”
“Aye, so we should,” he grimaced, pushing himself up from the ground while still holding his ribs tightly. “That wee beasty packs a helluva punch when she actually tries.” He muttered the words to Joan, but his flashing green eyes held mine with a promise of revenge that made me shiver with desire.
Damn it, why did I always go for the assholes? Maybe I just needed to spend more time with George and his big old stick.
“'kay, don't wait for me or anything,” I muttered, stomping up to the house behind Joan as she fussed over Dustin like I'd just amputated his leg or something. It was maybe a couple of broken ribs at best, and I had no doubt a guy like this had encountered worse than that before.
In the distance, the sky was just a shade lighter than the pitch black it had been, and I knew our time was running short. We needed to be at the Seelie Court by daybreak, or risk … death?





Not really in need of freshening up, I spent my fifteen minute break browsing the oil painting of all the former Copthornes that lined the grand looking hallway. No way in hell was I voluntarily going into the dining room before I needed to. That was asking for more Joan-drama, and I'd had more than enough of that. The woman was like a damn platypus. Cute and lovely but with a poisonous barb in her ass.
On about my tenth picture, I yawned. It had been a long damn night and sleep was still looking like it'd be a while away yet. My fifteen minutes was probably almost up too, so I should probably head into the dining room for an awkward as fuck family breakfast with the whole Copthorne crew.
“Psst,” someone hissed and my face whipped around, looking for the owner of the voice. “Psst, Sugar Tits!”
“Reg?” I frowned, looking around and seeing no one. “Where are you?”
“Take about … three steps forward,” he chuckled in a stage whisper and I did as he asked. “Now come closer to the painting of the ugly ass dude with a 'stache.”
Stepping forward, I frowned, still not understanding … until I saw the painting blink.
“Reg?” I asked again, and heard him chuckle from behind the painting.
“Is anyone looking?” he asked, and I checked both ways to ensure I was alone before shaking my head. “Good.” The wall panel that the painting was attached to clicked open and his hand snaked out, grabbing me by the waist and hauling me into the secret passage, before clicking the panel shut again.
“Where are we?” I marveled, looking out of the eyeholes cut into the painting, which you could clearly spy on people from.
“Secret passage,” he grinned, as if I hadn't figured that out for myself. “Wanna spy on my Mom and see what a bitch she's being when you're not in the room?”
“Uh,” I looked at him like he was asking the dumbest question ever. “Of course! Let's do this!”
His hand took mine and led me along the length of the wall, then turned a corner into the wall cavity behind the dining room. More eyeholes were cut out at various points around the room, and it was to one of these that he led me so I could peer out.
Sure enough, there was Joan, already sitting at the table with Dustin, Dwayne, and all the rest of my husbands—except Reg of course—and her own husbands were bustling around laying out plates of food.
“You know, I just don't know how intelligent she is,” Joan was saying to Dustin, who was grinning like the fucking cat that caught the mouse, “I mean, have you seen how much she drinks?”
“Ugh, that fucking hypocrite,” I whispered, watching Joan sip from her own wine glass. Reg was behind me in the small space and as I peered out of the peephole, intent on the crap his mother was saying about me, his hands were slowly pushing my dress up and over my ass.
“Reg,” I murmured, when his fingers slipped into the sides of my panties. His pipe sat hard against my ass and I couldn't help but grind back against him a little.
“Shh, ST,” he breathed in my ear. “If you can hear them, they can hear you.”
A little squeak of protest escaped my throat, but even I didn't believe it. The fight with Dustin had been some sort of cruel and unusual foreplay and I was more than ready for a quick fuck in the walls.
Reg's long, tattooed fingers slid my panties down my legs, and let them drop to the floor before freeing himself from his own pants and pressing his tip to my opening.
“I knew it,” he whispered in my ear, as his dick rubbed between my tender folds, wetting the length of his shaft with the proof of my arousal. “I could sense how much moisture was already in your panties; I knew you were hot as fuck.”
“Shit yes,” I whispered back. “But be quick. Your mom already called me on it earlier for being a hussy.”
“I can be quick, but can you be quiet?” he challenged, licking a long line up the side of my neck and making me shudder.
Now that was a good question—one I was willing to research thoroughly.
Reginald Bartholomew Copthorne put his foot on the crotch of my panties and kicked them away, leaving me bare and aching, biting my lower lip and trying not to cry out at the simple feel of his hands on my hips.
If I couldn't get through some light and minimal foreplay then how was I going to react when he filled my pipe with a clog that didn't need plunging? Too gross of a metaphor? Yeah, I thought so, too.
“Dirty talk to me,” I whispered, even though this was sort of the last place in the world we should be talking.
Reg didn't seem to care, leaning forward and putting his lips to my ear.
“I'm going to fuck you like the best kept secret,” he growled softly, kissing and sucking and nibbling on my ear. At the same time, I could feel him teasing my aching wet slit with the velvety warmth of his shaft. “I'm going to fuck you in here because I'm so ashamed of you,” he continued, grabbing my ass cheek and squeezing it hard.
I put my palms flat against the backside of the picture and pushed, just to see how solid it was. Felt like the door was locked because it didn't budge. Good. I had a feeling Reg was going to screw me hard—I'd need the support.
He paused a moment and voices filtered in from the dining room.
“Where is that boy?” Joan asked, throwing her napkin down on the table with a sigh. “Probably bedding that hussy,” she continued, rising from her seat. “She's insatiable, really. The girl should be ashamed of herself.”
“Now, Mama,” Shane growled from his spot two seats down. “Don't be talkin' about our spirit like that. She's our one and only woman, and you know that. Try to get along, would you? It'll be a long hundred years of retirement if you don't.”
Hundred years?! Joan was going to be alive for a hundred more years?!
Well, fuck, I should've let Bio Dad and the moms kill her when they had the chance …
As Joan walked back, Reg smacked my ass as hard as he could, and I had to clamp a hand over my mouth to hold back a groan. The actual sound of flesh on flesh was loud enough to give Joan pause though. She slowed her frantic pace, shook her head, and then continued on out of the dining room, presumably to look for the pair of us.
“You like that? You dirty little secret,” Reg groaned as he put the head of his shaft to my opening and teased me with an inch or two, pulling back out and doing it again. I just about turned around and stabbed him. Then he slicked his shaft between my folds, teasing the length of me and making me bite my lip hard to stay quiet.
Reg reached around and yanked the top of my dress down, causing my tits to tumble out the top of the built-in bra. The suckers were huge, hard as hell to contain. I couldn't blame them for straining to be free.
“Oh, Sugar Tits,” he moaned, so quiet, his voice so low pitched. I had no idea how he did it. If I let out even a single sound, it was all over. Reg cupped and squeezed my tender breasts, paying extra special attention to my pebbled nipples. “My secret little liaison. You have no idea how much hotter you are because my mom hates you. Fuck, that turns me on.”
“If it turns you on then prove it,” I whispered, as quietly as I could. I swear, Billy heard us because he stiffened up and curled his fingers around his wine glass like he was annoyed. But then, he didn't turn and look either, so maybe I was imagining it?
“Oh, I intend to,” Reg said with a low chuckle, wetting his shaft and then replacing his dick with his fingers, wetting two inside my pussy. He teased my G-spot with a little flick of fingers and then bent down low. “Ready?” he asked, but I wasn't quite sure what he was going to do until he did it.
Reg flicked the hot tip of his tongue against my asshole, and I almost screamed.
Holy. Fuck.
He licked me again and this time, he used the whole of his tongue to lick me from pussy to ass, teasing all those neglected nerve endings in my taint and ass. I'd been around the block a time or two sexually, but … I wasn't sure that I'd actually ever had a rim job. Because that's what I was getting right now—and it was fucking fabulous.
“Mm,” I groaned, biting my own wrist to keep from crying out.
Reg continued to tease me, and when I glanced back I saw he had one hand on his own shaft, pumping the wet, slick length with vigor. The other he used to finger my aching cunt, the perfect supplement to the soft but firm pressure of his tongue.
Even though my poor clit was getting the least amount of attention in this scenario, I felt an orgasm building deep inside of me. The thing was, it felt completely different than my usual ones, a slower but more powerful build. I'd heard before from Britt and Siobhan (who I hoped weren't killing each other, staying at Aldrich's house tonight) that women could have different kinds of orgasms depending on what part of their body was stimulated.
Vaginal only orgasms (yeah right! hah!), clitoral orgasms, anal orgasms … and … whatever this was.
But oh, it felt nice.
Reg dipped his tongue into my other hole and pleasure arced inside me, making me buck forward with the surprising force of ardor that spiraled through me.
The painting/door opened suddenly and I went flying, tits and ass hanging out, and fell onto the marble floors near Joan's feet. I ended up on my back, legs spread, all my bits totally open and exposed for the whole world to see.
“Really, Reginald?” Joan snapped as her son struggled to put his dick back in his pants.
“Mom, what the fuck?!” he growled back, storming out of the hall and helping me to my feet, yanking the dress over my ass and turning to look at Dwayne. “Get your eyes off my spirit or I'll fucking tear your nuts out of your throat!” Reg roared and … wow, it was hot as hell.
The look he gave Dwayne could've stripped paint. It was caustic.
The weirdo healer man turned away as fast as he could and snatched his wine, tossing it back in one gulp.
“Mom, you need to fuck off and leave my wife alone!” Reg continued, his usual playfulness subdued as he panted and put his hands on his hips, his pants still very clearly tented in the front.
Joan sucked in an overly dramatic gasp and clutched at her imaginary pearls, like she was so offended. “Reginald Bartholomew Copthorne, how dare you speak to your mother in such a way?” she exclaimed in a well I never tone. Fucking drama queen. She should get some sort of prize for the performance she was putting on.
“Oh, save it Mom,” Reg snarled. “We heard everything you were saying, and I've had enough. I won't tolerate you bad mouthing our spirit any longer, so you need to decide here and now. Are you going to cut the crap and support our love or will the boys and I be walking out and never coming back?”
Joan gasped again, except this time I think it was genuine shock. Hell, even I was shocked, but I took advantage of everyone's attention on Reg to tuck my tits back into my dress and smooth the skirt down over my exposed … ah … bits. Where my panties had ended up, I had no idea. But I wasn't exactly going to go crawling around looking for them with my naked ass in the air for all of Reg's dads to see.
Damn, maybe Joan had a point about my lack of underwear after all.
“You wouldn't,” Joan breathed, narrowing her eyes at me in fury as Billy helped me back to my feet and snuggled my back into his chest.
“Oh, believe me, Mom. I would. And you can kiss any option of grandkids goodbye while you're at it.” Reg folded his arms over his chest and didn't even seem the slightest bit concerned by the fact he still had a raging boner.
Joan cast a panicked look at all of my other husbands, like she was expecting them to disagree, but none of them said a word. Not even Warden or Dustin.
“Love, I think you owe our new daughter an apology,” Charlie suggested to his wife, nodding pointedly at me where I stood in Billy's arms.
“But … I … what?” Joan babbled, looking at a total loss for how to handle this situation. Clearly she was not used to losing control for even a second.
“Apologize to the girl, Jellybean,” one of her other husbands snapped. “The food is getting cold and we didn't work that hard preparing it all to have it ruined now.”
Swinging her gaze from her husbands, to her sons, to me, then back again, Joan looked like she was about to have a system malfunction or something. But there was no way I was letting her off the hook on this. So what if I was a bit loose-legged around her sons. They were just as bad, if not worse! It took two to tango, after all. And … seven to … line dance? Okay, that metaphor needed tweaking for my little reverse harem of men but you got my point. I wasn't exactly just doing myself twenty-four seven, was I?
“Well,” Joan huffed, pulling up her metaphorical big girl panties and giving me a look that could cause flowers to curl up and die in the ground. “Arizona, I apologize if you misinterpreted my words and took offense.”
“Wow,” I coughed a laugh. “That's got to be the worst apology I've ever heard. Try again, Mumsey.”
Joan's glare sparked dangerously, her eyes promising revenge for this, but I didn't fucking care. She damn well did owe me an apology and I intended to get it from her.
Teeth grinding together, her lip curled in disgust, she spat out, “Arizona. Dear. I am so terribly sorry that I have not been kind or welcoming to you. You're not a slut, or a hussy, or a loose-legged jezebel, or a whore, or a trashy street hooker, or any of the other names I can't recall off the top of my head. Clearly, I had you all wrong and you're a …” she swallowed, like the words were tasting bad in her mouth. “… lovely girl.”
“Aww,” I cooed in the most condescending tone I could muster. “See? That wasn't so hard to say, now was it?”
“Good,” Charlie clapped his hands together with a crack, making us all jump with fright. “Let's eat then!”
Now that he mentioned it, the food on the table really did smell incredible, and I happily took my seat, folding my dress beneath my thighs. The long table was laid beautifully, with a dramatic white tablecloth draped low on all sides, and matching crockery and silverware set out for everyone.
“Um, why so many forks?” I whispered to Shane, and he twitched a grin at me.
“Here,” he said, grabbing my chair and pulling me closer to him, so our legs were touching. “I'll help you work it all out as you go, darlin'.”
“Thanks, Shane, that's very sweet of you.” I smiled back, and blushed when he caught my gaze. Shit. When did I start getting all girly around these penniless bums? And why is my belly erupting with butterflies right now?
“My pleasure, honey bear,” he winked, and dished some food out onto both our plates while one of the dads opposite us cleared his throat.
“So, Skeeter, have you and your spirit thought any more about what sort of wedding you'd like to have? You know how carried away Joan gets on these events.” He guffawed like this was an everyday occasion, his sons all marrying the same woman.
“We haven't really discussed it yet, Dad,” Shane shrugged, pointing out the correct fork for me to use and picking one up himself. As he spoke, his other hand, the one not holding a fork, slipped underneath the table and began creeping up my thigh.
Surely he didn't intend to actually—
The piece of food I'd just placed in my mouth very suddenly went down my windpipe as Shane's long fingers found my still wet and naked naughty bits, and I squeaked with surprise.
“You okay there, Arizona?” The Dad, whose name I couldn't remember for the life of me, asked, looking very concerned.
“Yup,” I nodded, taking a sip of my water. “Just had something slip in the wrong hole. I mean down. Down the wrong pipe. The food, I mean. In my throat.”
Meanwhile, Shane's fingers had not let up for a second, and he was badly trying to contain laughter at my expense.
Reg was giving him a sour look from across the table, and I imagined he was a little ticked off and sporting some azure balls right about now. By the way, azure is a synonym for the word blue, so … you get the reference.
I slapped Shane's hand away and cleared my throat, trying to pretend like my husband wasn't trying to finger me in front of his many dads and psychotic mom and … a seriously pervy fae man with skin like tree bark, wrinkled hands, and beady eyes.
Gross.
I like, seriously wasn't a fan of Dwayne's.
“A traditional wedding would be best,” Joan murmured from her spot at the head of the table—of course her spot was at the head of the table. She stabbed a bit of French toast that was folded into a very suspicious, vaginal looking shape, twisting her fork in its creases as she wrinkled her nose and glared at me.
“We are not having a traditional wedding, Mom,” Reg said with a sigh, the lack of sex clearly interfering with his motor skills. He tried three times to stab a sausage and sent it pinging off into the middle of the table. “Not fucking happening.”
“Honestly,” I said with a deep breath, smoothing my skirt down my thighs and slapping Shane's hand away again. “I wouldn't mind a traditional wedding. I mean, usually I find them sexist and ridiculously misogynistic, old-fashioned, outdated and …” I paused and looked up to find Joan glaring daggers at me. “What I mean to say is, I'm okay with a traditional wedding. I'll wear the white dress—”
Joan chuckled and I felt my lips pull down in a frown.
“I'll wear the white dress,” I said loudly, stabbing my own French toast with menace, “and walk the aisle and all that shit. Oh, but I get to pick the caterer and the floral arrangements. I'm basically cool with—”
“Do you agree to have a traditional elemental wedding?” Joan asked, rising to her feet so suddenly she almost toppled her own chair.
“Mom!” Reg shouted and Shane literally reached behind my head and curled his warm, dry palm over my lips. “You're impossible!” He stood up, throwing his fork onto his plate. “Guys, let's go upstairs and get ready; I'm done with this shit.”
“Reginald!” Joan pleaded and for the first time since I'd met her, I felt like I was actually seeing through her bitchy, polished facade. “Honey, please.”
Shane dropped his hand from my mouth with a sigh and I gave him a look, like what the fuck was that about?
“She was trying to get you to agree to a traditional elemental wedding, sugar pea,” Shane said, pushing his chair out from the table and rising to his feet. He helped me out of my mine and hooked our arms. “Dad,” he said with a curt nod of his chin, gaze flicking around all six of Joan's males, like that single Dad was enough to encompass them. “Thanks for breakfast and sorry we gotta split like firewood.”
He pulled me away and after the screaming, wailing Joan Copthorne.
“Traditional elemental wedding,” I said, putting together the wordplay. “Which … doesn't entail a white dress?”
“A white dress?” Shane asked, and then he threw his head back and laughed. “Oh, hell naw. Elementals aren't allowed to have civil marriages if their spirit isn't fully marked. So, well, fucking would be required before marriage—as any sensible person ought to do. Getting married without seeing how well you connect beneath the sheets?” Shane flicked his denim blue eyes in my direction, as if to say and you know we connect well, sug. Or hell, maybe I was just imagining it because I wished I hadn't stopped him from fingering me back there? “Now, that's barbaric,” he added as we climbed to the top of the steps and found Reg with his arms crossed over his chest, fingertips absently tapping at his full sleeve of Sailor Jerry tattoos.
“Why are you doing this to me, Reginald?” Joan asked, sobbing, thick gobs of black mascara sliding down her cheeks. “You're doing this on purpose to punish me.”
“Mom, this isn't about you,” Reg said with a sigh, waving for us to continue on past him and into the boys' bedroom. Billy scooted right past us, keeping his head down and face turned away …
“William!” Joan squeaked and he cringed, pausing and turning to look at her with a sympathetic expression. “I wasn't trying to trick her into anything—she said she wanted a traditional wedding …”
“Mom,” Reg said, cutting her off and taking a step closer, putting his hands on either of her shoulders. He leaned down to look into her face. “You're a smart woman, Joan Copthorne, one of the most intelligent people I've ever met. And that's how I know for sure that you were trying to trick my new spirit—a woman who's been living as a human for thirty years—”
“Twenty-nine,” I whispered, but nobody was listening to me.
“Into a seven-way orgy in front of an entire room of COCS,” Reg finished and I felt my brows go up.
“So, let me get this straight,” I began as I turned to Shane and looked him straight in the eye. “A traditional elemental wedding involves … a public orgy? Do you realize that your people are seriously weird?”
“Our people, sugar, our people,” Shane said, letting the corner of his lip twist up in a wary half-smile. “And if you'd formally agreed to a traditional wedding, you'd have been bound by magic to follow through on your commitment. That's what's got Reg so dang sour.”
“She tried to … trick me into an orgy?! After calling me a whore?!” I glared at the back of Joan's head, but she was more concerned with groveling to Reg than she was dealing with me. “And also, like, how would that even work? I mean, how do you force someone into an orgy?”
“Magic, sugar, all magic,” Shane said, but he was also more concerned with the fight between Reg and Joan than my questions.
I narrowed my eyes and sighed.
I swear to God, these people had the weirdest, most barbaric fucking customs known to man. I wasn't entirely sure they weren't just making them up as they went along.
“That's fucked up!” I exclaimed, curling my lip at Joan in disgust and storming into the boys' bedroom. I'd had e-fucking-nough of Joan sneaky-bitch Copthorne.
“What is, Firebug?” Billy asked, following me in and flopping down on the massive bed underneath the ceiling mirror. “The orgy?”
“No, not the orgy, I'm all for that. I just mean your mother forcing us into a public orgy in front of all your distant relatives and shit. That's just … that's wrong on so many levels I don't even … Billy that's just fucking gross!” I was almost at a loss for words I was so damn horrified at what had almost gone down.
“Uh, yeah, that's why we're all so pissed right now.” He reached for my hand and tugged me down onto the bed with him so that we were both staring up at the mirror. My runes shimmered faintly, still worked up from the brief fingering Shane had started under the table, but even I knew this was no time for fucking. The sky was already beginning to lighten outside, and I for one didn't want to find out what faeries did when they were pissed off.
“Wait, let's come back to the fact that you're all for a seven-way orgy,” Dustin's lilting Irish accent chuckled, and he walked over until he stood beside the bed looking down at us. From this position on the tall bed, I was almost within tongue's reach of his cock, and the sexual frustration of our magic fight came flooding back.
“Not now, Dusty,” Warden snapped. “We have bigger fish to filet. Smokey, is that what you're planning on wearing to court?”
“Um.” I looked down at my black and white polka dot dress and remembered my lack of panties. Not to mention the, ah, juices that were probably staining my skirt. “No, I had better change.”
Sitting up, I looked around and frowned. Reg and Shane were still down the corridor somewhere arguing with Joan because I could hear her weeping sobs from here. My other four husbands were all here though, and looking at me expectantly.
“I don't have any clothes here,” I pointed out. “Because I have my own house … remember?”
“Oh, I'll find you something,” George offered. “We, um, might have had some clothes ordered for you after that first day we met.”
My head tilted to the side as I considered George's words. That was either the sweetest, or the creepiest thing I'd heard in a long time. George was already disappearing into a huge walk-in closet though so I didn't have a chance to think on it any further.
“Just grab me jeans or something!” I called after him and Billy snorted a laugh as his hand trailed down my spine in a lazy pattern.
“Good luck,” he snickered.
“Why do you say that?” I frowned down at him.
“Because George is a fucking hippy. I guarantee you that he will bring you back something insanely girly. Just wait and see.” Billy grinned at me, like he was going to enjoy whatever George chose and I groaned.
“George! Nothing too girly! I still need to be able to fight if I have to!” I yelled after him, but got no response from the depths of the closet. Heh, as if George was in the closet. That man was more than comfortable in his sliding sexuality.
We waited a few moments more, before George burst out in a whirlwind of lace and tulle and pastel colors that looked like My Little Pony had just thrown up everywhere.
“Here,” he puffed, holding out the … thing … to me and beaming.
“I saw this and immediately thought of you. I hope it fits!” He was so damn excited, his lips split in a wild grin, while I eyed the froufrou creation in distaste.
“Um, George?” I started, but then immediately saw his face fall. Ah shit.
“You hate it, don't you?” he asked in a small voice, and I just knew I couldn't bring myself to hurt him. But then he winked at me and I wasn't sure if he was playing around or not. Either way, the last thing I wanted to do was hurt him.
Fuck, I was too damn nice, wasn't I?
“No, no I love it! I was just going to ask if you had any spare panties for me? I lost mine somewhere along the way tonight.” I smiled back at him, and a surge of affection warmed my belly when his face picked up again.
“Oh yeah, for fucking sure. Here,” he handed the … er … dress to me and disappeared back into the closet.
“Better get changed then, Care Bear,” Dustin snickered, and I shot him a death glare.
“Guess I better,” I retorted, standing and yanking my polka dot dress over my head right there in front of him. Given that I'd lost my panties somewhere in the secret passageway, and I hadn't been wearing a bra to begin with—a dangerous feat in itself, given the size of these bad girls—I was suddenly totally naked.
“See something you like?” I challenged the asshole Irishman as his gaze raked all over my exposed lady-bits.
“That's enough,” Warden growled, cutting off whatever smart remark Dustin had been about to reply with. “Ari-Vampari, I never thought I'd be the one saying this, but put some damn clothes on.”
My eyes narrowed at Dustin, silently warning him that we were not done here, but I pulled the frothy fabric of George's dress over my head nonetheless.
Billy sat up on the bed behind me, and helped do up the laces that held the corset style top together. Thankfully, there was a halter strap so my tits were marginally less likely to flop out at an inopportune moment, but the short skirt exploded out from my waist like a multicolored sunflower or something.
It was like a floppy ballerina dress, with bits of lace and ribbon scattered all over it in a shabby chic sort of design.
In a word, it was horrendous.
I mean, sure, it was probably some fancy-schmancy designer or something, and it actually looked sort of cute on me when I caught my reflection in the roof mirror … but it was so girly, and about as far from kick-ass as clothes were ever made. I literally looked like I was on my way to a little girl's tea party or something. All I needed now were a pair of—
“Here, I have shoes that match!” George popped out of the closet again with the ease of a wet dick, and held up a pair of honest to fuck ballerina slippers with ribbons and all. “Quick, get them on and we need to go. The last thing we want to do is keep Francesca waiting.” George grimaced at this idea, and even Billy looked uncomfortable.
“He's right,” Warden said. “Put the silly shoes on and let's make like a lizard and drop our tails.”
“What the bleeding hell are you on about man?” Dustin muttered, while I yanked on the fresh underwear and stuffed my feet into the vomit inducing powder pink slippers, tying the ribbons up my calves.
“It's a saying.” Warden rolled his eyes and Dustin shook his head.
“Nah, mate. It's not.” He clapped him on the shoulder with an affectionate gesture. “But that's okay. You always did dance to the beat of yer own drum.”
Dustin's hand on Warden's shoulder paused there a moment, massaging the other man's muscle while their gazes locked with a sexual chemistry usually only reserved for … well … me.
Fuck, this is hot. I didn't dare move a muscle for fear of interrupting the charged moment going on in front of my eyes. Would they kiss? They certainly looked like they might.
“Come on,” Billy snapped, jumping off the bed and pushing between the two of them. “Time to go see some faeries.”
“Erm, yes,” Dustin cleared his throat, dropping his hand from Warden's shoulder and striding out of the room.
Guess there was more going on between those two than just a one-night stand, after all. Made me all the more excited for that show Dustin had promised me.
Aw, fuck. Now these panties were wet too!





The Seelie Court looked like something ripped straight from Shakespeare's brain … if old Bill Shakespeare had been tripping on acid and banging bitches in the rose garden.
At first glance, the “court” was an outdoor amphitheater covered in beautiful creeping ivy and blooming flowers, and my silly ballerina dress seemed to fit right in.
But at closer inspection, the faeries were not swinging merrily on vines, they were fucking—using the vines like Billy, Warden and I had used that swing at Baron's mansion and … now it made sense. Huh, kinky fucks.
“You're late,” snapped the scowling woman with pastel pink hair, sitting atop a legit, honest to goodness, throne. “You were expected at dawn. Not five after dawn.”
Her accent was crisp and British, like she was from the Devon region of England, which was silly because she was clearly a fucking faery.
“Oh my god, five minutes. Take a damn chill pill, woman!”
There was a deafening silence through the court, and I clapped a hand over my mouth.
Shit! That was meant to be in my head!
“Smokey, what in the fucking hell are you thinking?” Warden muttered under his breath at me and I shook my head, wide-eyed. How the fuck did I explain that I hadn't intended to say that out loud.
Thankfully—I think—the regal woman burst out into peals of laughter, doubling over and holding her sides while the gathered faeries tittered nervously along with her.
Abruptly, she cut off, and the rest of the court fell silent once more as she glared at me and all of a sudden, it made sense. She was insane!
“Arizona Morgan Smoke-Copthorne-O'Hara-Aarden-Brenton-Cornwall-MacKenna,” she snapped, and my mind boggled at all the surnames she'd just hyphenated onto my name. Did I even know all of those? No way in hell was I having a seven-way hyphenated last name. Imagine trying to fill out those forms with the little boxes, you know the ones where there is one box for each letter?
“Uh, present?” I raised my hand, not totally sure if she'd asked a question or made a statement.
“You're here to stand trial for the damages caused to my Bae's beautiful mansion.” The elegant, beautiful woman, Francesca Rosethorn, Queen of the Seelie Court … just said Bae, like before anyone else, that shitty acronym?!
“Um, what?” I blinked at her, not totally sure I'd heard right.
“Sugar-boo?” She called, and from a flap of foliage behind her throne, Baron the Bloodhound emerged … in a gimp suit.
Like … I am talking full-body PVC with a hood and gag-ball in his gob. The only reason I knew it was Baron was because a) I'd already been told he was being Dommed by the Seelie Queen, and b) he waved at me in greeting.
Presenting himself to his … er … queen, she graciously unbuckled his gag so he could speak.
“Oh, hello everyone,” he called out to us, waving one PVC clad hand. “It's so good to see you all again! Oh, you are a naughty, naughty elemental, aren't you?” He pursed his lips and shook his head at me like I'd just been caught with my hand in the cookie jar.
“Um, what?” I repeated, sounding like a fucking moron but in fairness, my head was spinning with the rapid changes of emotion.
All around us, faeries in various states of dress and undress were watching with beady, unblinking eyes, like they'd been on their way to a Rocky Horror Picture Show screening and someone pressed pause on them all.
It was … fucking creepy, to say the very least.
The faerie queen, Francesca, sat on her throne made of … oh god, it was literally made of … dildos. An entire chair of brightly colored silicone cocks, woven together into such a complex pattern that I hadn't been sure what I was looking at at first.
“For the damages caused to Baron's mansion, we require remuneration in the amount of three hundred thousand dollars or a fae bargain.”
I just gaped.
“Bleeding Christ,” Dustin snarled, moving across the grass and crushing tiny flowers under his boots as he went, “for the love of Mother Mary, you kidnapped my arse! We don't owe you shit.”
“Wow, real diplomatic guy,” Billy quipped, a charcoal gray leather jacket slung over his shoulders. He rolled his orange-brown eyes and tossed Warden a look. “Your boyfriend's going to get us killed, man. Deal with his shit.”
“My boyfriend?” Warden asked, giving me a look. “He's your soul mate.”
“He's Siobhan's boyfriend,” I growled, but I started forward anyway and wrapped my arms around the Irishman's bicep. His skin was warm, his muscles hard and I knew in that moment that I did not fucking want him to be Siobhan's boyfriend. I wanted him to be mine.
Bad ovaries, bad uterus, I snapped because come on, what kind of a greedy feminine goddess was I being trying to snag all these cocks for myself? I felt like an old-word sultan with a palace in the desert, a room with gauzy curtains set aside for my ever growing harem.
Please let this be the last one, I thought as the queen narrowed her eyes on me, their color the same periwinkle blue as the disgusting cloud free sky above (sorry, but it was early morning and I hadn't slept and I was cranky as fuck).
“Dusty,” I warned as he turned his head and lowered his green eyes to my face. “Let's try not to piss off the supernatural badass sitting on a throne of rubber cocks, please.” I pushed forward until my breasts were smashed up against his arm. He seemed to like that, and I swear, I felt him relax a little. I seriously need to have a girls' night out with Siobhan and get her to really talk about this guy, tell me how she feels … and find out more about his addiction to succubus magic … “What's a fae's—”
For the second time that day, an elemental soul mate clamped his hand over my mouth.
“Shush, ya fuckin' wee bairn,” Dustin hissed, the musky sweet scent of his skin surrounding me. I hated being shushed up, but I was also supremely grateful to Shane for stopping me from committing myself to a public orgy this morning so … I guessed I'd let Dustin do me a solid by closing my admittedly big mouth. “A fae's bargain is binding, brutal, and totally fucked. Besides,” he raised his voice on this last part and dropped his hand from my face. “I wouldn't give you a bleeding cent if you were starving on the feckin' street, you faerie dust piece of goblin shite.”
Oh … dear.
“Well, now, that's just plain rude,” Baron said with a sniff, glancing at his Dom. The faerie's queen pastel pink hair curled past her shoulders, framing her pale face, flared nostrils, and tight lips. She looked to be about this close to tearing Dustin's Wavin pipe right off his pelvis. “Honey? Should I shower them in CUM?”
“You have the balls to argue with me?!” the queen asked, rising from her throne in a gown that was disturbingly similar to mine … except that it was, you know, see-through. Completely and utterly see-through. Hey, I guess I knew the fae queen waxed though, so that was nice?
“Aye, clearly I do,” Dustin said, grabbing his junk in his hand. I didn't want to admit but that cocky move seriously turned me on. “I'm the true heir to the Metallics clan, yeah? I don't take shit from anyone.”
“You will submit remuneration in the form of a cashier's check or money order or I will cut the balls and dicks off every single one of your men and make an ottoman out of them,” the queen snarled, turning her attention to me.
Well, that was fair, seeing as I was the only woman in my little elemental group and therefore, the most intelligent. Oops, was that sexist? Oh well, men had centuries of crap to make up for anyway. And besides, I had this icy, creeping chill at the base of my spine that I was going to have to live the rest of my life with the toilet seats up … I mean six husbands?! Six of them?!
“Let's just talk this—” I started, but Dustin was already stepping forward and smirking.
“I'd like to bloody see you try, Tinker Bell,” he said, and then he was shifting into his dragon form and tearing across the grass toward the throne.
Great.
I take back what I said—Siobhan could have this motherfucker. He was too much trouble.
Several guards—well, I assumed they were guards because they had weapons, but they were mostly dude from the orgy we'd walked in on so I could've been wrong about their chosen professions—moved to intercept the metal elemental.
He barreled right through them, his sleek, muscular body a flash of gold as he crashed into the dildo throne and sent cocks flying everywhere.
The queen dodged his attack with little effort, spreading pink, black, and white wings wide—I had to admit that were actually fairly pretty—and yanked Baron along with her.
“CUM is going to drown you for this!” Baron screamed, and I chuckled, even as I was shifting into dragon form, finding myself flanked on either side by two of my soul mates, also in their reptilian elemental shapes.
One was clearly Shane, but the other … Warden?
The dragon running next to me was solid black with shimmering scales and tiny bolts of lightning tracing across his skin, promising an electrifying touch for anyone that got too close. Playfully, he bumped my shoulder as we ran and I felt my skin tingle in the most pleasant way. Guess I was immune to his shocking powers, huh?
Dustin snatched a guard in his jaws, shook their body with a violence usually reserved for alligators and chicken legs (take a New Orleans airboat trip sometime and you'll see what I mean), and spat them back out in a bloody heap.
Oh dear.
“What's going to happen now?” I asked Shane, but he just snarled and knocked a man aside with his tail, blocking me off from the fae queen who was slowly approaching, her face a red mask of lividity.
I had the feeling we were not going to be invited back to the Seelie Court anytime soon.
“You elemental cunt,” she roared—and why was I getting blamed for my … for Dustin's actions again?—“I'm going to fucking kill you and your entire worthless cock garden.”
“Cock garden?” I chirped, a split second before the fae queen flapped her wings in my direction, and a gush of magic came hurtling toward me. I couldn't see it, but I could sure as hell feel it, a blast of scalding air that singed my nose hairs—well, would've singed my nose hairs if I hadn't been in dragon form and actually had any—right off my face.
I knew instinctively that if it hit Shane, who was currently standing between me and the fae queen, that he'd need more than Dwayne's help to recover from his injuries. I tried to remember that feeling of rage that Dusty had inspired in me during our sparring session and drew on it, yanking spiritual energy from anyone around me that wasn't one of my many, many soul mates.
I chucked the gob of spirit magic back at the queen with just my mind; I didn't even have to mime throwing it … which, actually, was kind of sad because I liked the idea of doing cool looking hand motions to lob magic.
“Duckie, no!” Grams screamed, but it was too late. Why the fuck she couldn't have shown up two seconds earlier and warned me in advance, I wasn't sure but … as soon as my magic met the queen's, the entire stadium was rocked with a massive fucking explosion.
Shane, Warden, and I were thrown back, so hard that we slammed into the edge of the old amphitheater’s seating area and crumpled to the floor. The breath was knocked out of me and even in dragon form, I could tell I was going to feel this shit in the morning.
“CUM is oozing in and out of the holes!” Reg screamed and, like, I knew the moment was totally serious and everything, but I felt like he had to have done that one on purpose. Succubi and incubi were pouring in through the entrances, but that metaphor felt like a bit of a stretch to me, like some overworked writer was sitting at their desk trying way too damn hard to be funny.
Struggling to my feet, I nudged first Shane and then Warden with my aubergine head, and was beyond fucking relieved to see they were okay. They both groaned and Warden said something about warthogs and witches—have no clue what that slang was supposed to be—as they found their feet.
“Dustin needs help,” George said, jogging over to us, also in dragon form. In fact, when I flicked my gaze over and found the metal, fire, and water elementals surrounded by demons, I realized they were all in dragon form. First time as a full family of shifters, all in dragon form together and instead of being able to enjoy it, we were drowning in CUM.
Heh.
See, I didn't have to work hard to make that joke funny.
“Dustin, Reg, and Billy looks like,” I said to George, but even as I said it, I saw Dustin shift back into human form and drop to his knees at the feet of a beautiful … and seriously familiar succubus.
It was … fucking Siobhan.
What the cocksucking clitoris cake? I wondered, channelling my inner Warden.
My first thought was that my bestie was here undercover, trying to help a bitch out and all. But then, she moved forward and captured Dustin's face between her hands, leaning down to kiss him.
I think Billy and Reg were as shocked as I was because they made no move to stop her.
“This is probably how they caught him in the first place,” Warden said, his breathing heavy as he watched the scene with horror. “Used his addiction against him.”
“But … Siobhan,” I said, blinking as I tried to make sense of what I was seeing. Clearly, there was a puzzle piece missing from this picture. I'd seen Dustin at the auction, and he didn't look all that excited to be sold as a piece of meat. Yet right now, he was gazing up at the succubus with rapturous glee.
This wasn’t accidental; it was purposeful.
But Siobhan had said she hadn't slept with Dustin because he was addicted to succubus magic and yet, here she was, using that same magic to charm him. What the fuck was going on? Maybe he didn't have an addiction at all … maybe it was intentional, what she was doing to him?
That would explain why he hadn't felt it at the auction, that rapturous need that was currently showing in his face. Because it wasn't him; it was her. She was using her magic on purpose to enthrall him.
Still didn't explain why they'd never slept together … or if she was lying about that, too?
But why?
Please tell me this is all in my head, I thought as I took off toward the cluster of winged demons, and please tell me this is all a show Siobhan's putting on for my benefit.
Because if my winged bestie wasn't here to save me … then what was she doing?
All five of us slowly melted back into our human forms and I took a couple of steps closer to the stunning red haired sex demon.
“Siobhan?” I called out to my frenemy, still not totally sure which side of the coin she was on. “What's going on, babe? I thought you were staying with Britt and Aldrich until this all got sorted out?”
“Oh, please,” she sneered at me, still holding my new husband's face between her palms, “Morgs, you're not actually as dumb as you look. I know you've figured this out, somewhere in the back of your mind.”
“But, you're my best friend,” I protested in a small voice.
“Don't be pathetic, you know full well I just played you and won. Now, not only am I going to suck the magic out of your husbands and become the new CUM Head, but I am then going to turn over a fully marked spirit elemental to the Auction House.” She cocked her beautiful head, blinking her clear green eyes at me like she actually felt sorry for me.
“If it's any consolation, Morgs, I won't kill your men. To do that would be to kill you too, and you're much too valuable intact. No, I'll just play with them, like a cat playing with a rat, slowly tearing its intestines from its little furry stomach and trailing them all around the room …” Her eyes had glassed over and she almost seemed to be getting turned on by her own metaphor.
Or maybe that was just because of Dustin's hands creeping up her legs to her ass, then grasping her cheeks.
Betrayal stung in my throat, like I'd just drunk Drano instead of wine when half asleep and searching for a bottle of Merlot under the sink.
How could she do this to me? We were best friends! We even had matching best friend necklaces! You don't just throw away a best-friend-necklace-friendship like it was a used tampon or something!
“Quit fucking around and take them!” Siobhan commanded her CUM Army, and the winged beasts began circling closer. I, of course, used the word beasts ironically because for a pile of CUM they were awfully attractive.
“Get Dustin,” I ordered Warden. “It's time to kick some ass and take some names.”
The five of us—Dustin excluded as he gazed adoringly up at my former bestie—burst into our dragon forms once more and savagely began ripping our way through the advancing stream of CUM.
Hurt and betrayal burned through me, making me stronger and more bloodthirsty than ever before. Siobhan wanted to be a cat playing with a mouse? Well I was a motherfucking dragon, bitch. And dragons ate cats for breakfast.
Heh. Or at least I hoped dragons ate pussy for breakfast. Nothing better than waking up to some enthusiastic cunnilingus.
My husbands and I blasted our way through the CUM, and before long we had them on the ropes, falling back the way they'd come.
“Get Dustin!” I screamed again, seeing Siobhan leading him by the hand like a docile toddler through one of the many faery entrances of the amphitheater, and then who knew where they'd end up? Those faery gates could take you anywhere in the world, so long as there was a reciprocal gate in your intended location.
In a rare display of quick thinking on my part, I snatched up one of the rolling rainbow dildos from what remained of Francesca's throne and hurled it at the slutty demon's head.
My aim had certainly improved recently, because the dildo smacked her straight in the face, knocking her back a couple of steps and causing her to drop Dustin's hand.
The second he was released, he blinked and looked confused, but there was no damn time for confused. Warden swooped past him with energy dragon grace, grabbing him up in his scaly paws and diving through the faery gate to hopefully return to our Podunk little town in the middle of bum-fuck-nowhere New York.
“You bitch,” Siobhan spat, glaring at me with a look that could kill. It would have intimidated me too, if she didn't have the distinctive red outline of a dick and balls across her face. Instead, I just burst out laughing, 'cause she was giving new meaning to dickhead and that was downright funny.
She gave an enraged shriek and stomped her foot before disappearing through the faery gate herself. To go where? Who knew. Hopefully to hell, but trusting my luck, these gates didn't go that far.
“Come on, ST,” Reg panted. “Let's go before the faeries revolt!”
Taking his dragon paw in mine, I let him drag me through the gate and the two of us popped out on the other side, panting and shaking and at least on my part, wondering what the fuck had just gone down in there.
Surely now I might be allowed to sleep? It wasn't everyday your bestie totally tried to sell you out and then you got to smack her with a twelve inch rainbow dick.
Talk about a dick move.

My house was still not safe, what with the broken wards and the brownie living next door, so wearily I dragged my ballerina butt up the grand staircase of Joan's mansion in the direction of the boys' huge ass bed.
I'd barely spoken a word the whole way home, my mind at odds with itself on what I needed more. Sleep, or sex? Oh, don't judge. I'd just been stabbed in the back by one of my oldest friends and I really felt like a nice, vigorous orgy might be just what I needed to clear the shit out of my sewer-like brain right now.
Not to mention, it might help validate things with Dustin. I'd been so undecided on what was going on between him and Siobhan, that I'd been unconsciously pushing him away. But I was done pushing. I wanted to pull.
And when I say pull, I mean pull that big beautiful penis of his right off his pelvis for that goddamn stunt.
“Are you stupid?” I asked, as soon as we'd all been checked over by Dwayne who I'd learned was still cool as he was a member of the Unseelie Court rather than the Seelie Court. Also, I didn't think I was being clear even in my own thoughts—as pull meant castrate so did cool mean still a perv but allowed to heal my husbands.
I declined medical attention from the creepy faerie.
“What did you just do?” I asked again when Dustin just scowled at me and turned away, his green eyes flashing with a searing sense of hurt and betrayal. This whole Siobhan as a bad guy thing … it really was happening, wasn't it? “What does this mean now, you attacking the Seelie Court.”
“It means we're in deep-shit with CUM,” Reg started, ticking things off his long fingers, “our relationship with COCS is going to be hard …” He paused and chuckled at that one for a moment before continuing. “And … dude, your friend is a bitch.”
“What are the repercussions for him starting crap in a faerie court?” I asked, pointing a finger at Dustin and hoping either Shane or George would have something useful to tell me. Warden was just sitting on the edge of the bed with Dusty, staring at him like he felt sorry for him rather than was angry.
But seriously?
Come on, I can't have been the only one who was pissed off.
“Blossom,” George said, looking at me with sympathy and rubbing at the tree of life tattoo on his bulging bicep. “We're not making a lot of friends as a sept.”
“No shit?” I asked and George pursed his lips slightly and raised a brow.
“What I mean, is, we need to find a way to get some allies in this community. Otherwise … we'll never get plumbing contracts with the local supernaturals.”
“Is that a … joke?!” I asked and George gave me a bit of a sympathetic half-smile.
“It is … but it's also true. Do you think you can convince Britt to get us an invite to visit the local wolf pack? It wouldn't hurt to have a few allies who think what Dustin did today makes him heroic.”
“You hear that, lucky charms?” Dustin asked me, standing up from the bed and giving me serious attitude. He loomed over me, but I just crossed my arms over my chest and glared back at him.
“A man using his height to intimidate a woman is a sexist and barbaric move that inherently implies that he's offering up some sort of physical threat in a world where we pride ourselves on being above of and smarter than animals. But how can that be if I piss you off and your first response is to lord over me like some kind of … ranga.”
Dustin raised his eyebrows.
“Aye, so bleeding funny, little leprechaun.”
A ranga … meant both an orangutan and a person with red-hair in Aussie slang. I was killing the puns today
“You got good points, but your feckin' chin-wagging just never stops, does it? No wonder you had to be gagged to be fucked.”
“Whoa, bro,” Billy said, slamming the drawer on a nearby dresser and turning to give Dustin a narrow-eyed glare. “Talk about my wife like that again and I'll kick your fucking ass back to Ireland.”
“No worries,” Dustin said, swiping his palms down the front of his shirt, “because I wasn't planning on staying anyway. Told ya I'd go to court with you, that I'd mark your arse, but I'm done. Thanks for a good time anyhow.”
He started toward the door, but I moved around in front of him and blocked the way.
“Alright, move it, you little gobshite.”
“What happened with Siobhan out there today?”
“What happened?!” he asked, like I was daft as fuck. “You saw what happened with yer own damn peepers; she's been … fucking enthralling me.” He glanced away sharply, his jaw tight, and I wondered if he was more upset than he was letting on, being used like that. Well, when I say like that, I'm only hedging because I have no idea what the fuck just happened.
I still wasn't entirely convinced that Siobhan wasn't putting on a show.
Did that make me naive? Or just too trustworthy? Or how about we put a positive spin on it and say hopeful?”
“I got duped, too,” I snapped back, still not entirely sure how to process the fact that a relationship I'd had for years might've all been a lie. “But why would she do that? How would starting to date you months ago have anything to do with me? She can't have known I was an elemental when she befriended me because of Gram's magic so …”
Speaking of Gram … I hadn't seen her since she'd popped up way too late to do shit in the fae court. Where she was now, I had no idea, but I could've used a quick chat, maybe a few explanations, some questions answered.
“I have no goddamn clue,” Dusty said, reaching out and putting his hands on my shoulders. He very carefully moved me aside. I tried to resist but holy fuck, he was strong. “And I don't much give a shite.” He clearly gave at least two or even three shites, but that was beside the point. “Now, move. I have a life to get back to—one that I hope hasn't been flushed down the toilet while I've been gone. I have a business to run and orders to fulfill.”
“You can't leave,” I said as he turned away and grabbed the handle.
For a moment there … just one perfect second frozen in time, an instant that would change the course of my everything … I believed I was in a romantic comedy, that Dustin would turn, scoop me into his arms and kiss me with a vigorous passion usually only reserved for black and white movies with Humphrey Bogart in them.
But … Dustin was a right proper prick, he was.
Fucker.
He turned the doorknob, scooted into the hallway and slammed it behind him.
That piece of … what had he called the fae queen? Goblin shite?
I was totally stealing that one.
“Smokey,” Warden blurted out from behind me, and I paused to glance over my shoulder, finding his perfect hazel eyes on me.
No, he's fucking leaving, I thought, feeling my heart pound and thunder inside my chest, an entire storm happening right inside my rib cage. He's going to sit here after Dusty just walked out and tell me that he's ready to go, too.
I opened my mouth to talk but Warden interrupted me, standing up from the edge of the bed.
“I, uh …” he started, paused, reconsidered his words. “Erm, well … I'm still pissed at you for leaving me in college. If you hadn't left then … we'd have been living happily ever after all this time, I think.” He glanced away sharply and ruffled up his black and red hair with his fingers.
“You think … that?” I asked, turning and putting my back to the wall next to the door for just a minute. Billy, Reg, Shane, and George were all staring at the two of us with a mixed bag of expressions. Reg and George looked relieved … Shane seemed mildly irritated … and Billy looked both ecstatic and pissed? I was having a hard time sorting it all out. I'd never been much for the feels anyway.
“I know that,” Warden said, exhaling and glancing away. “I know it.”
“And this means … what?” I asked carefully as Shane made a growling noise in his throat and moved over to the bed, stripping his shirt before sitting on the edge of it and taking off his boots.
“It means you best figure out what you want to say, and then make up your damn mind right here and now.” Shane tossed his boots aside as Warden glanced back at him, and the two of them exchanged a look. “Joan and Charlie and … hell, none of our parents have been able to look at you since you got back. Doesn't that bother you? And you've barely said a damn word to them? Because you're leaving again … or you're afraid to see what they might say when you tell them you're staying?”
“I …” Warden started and then trailed off again. He mumbled under his breath for a second, something that sounded like fuck a bag of dicks which wasn't nearly as nonsensical as usual. “I've been calling them the whole time I've been gone. I've even come and visited them … I just didn't visit you,” he said, clearly meaning the other four elementals standing around him.
Uh-oh.
“But before you go all batshit on me,” he said, taking a step away from Shane and moving closer to the end of the bed. “I think … No, I know I'm going to stay.”
My heart in that moment … it was like a tomato … in a microwave. Have you ever seen that sort of explosion before, all that red spatter? Look it up then. Because that was me right then, and I was pretty close to positive that I was about to drop dead.
And then I remembered that Dustin was now making a run for it and … the magical connection … and fine, the sexual one I was feeling toward that man made me scared that he might disappear the way I disappeared from Warden.
No.
That son of a bitch …
“You made me tomato,” I gulped and Warden cocked a brow.
“I know I'm the king of strange slang, Smokey Tits”—okay, that was a new one for sure—“but I don't follow?”
“You made me tomato,” I gasped, putting a hand to my chest. “And microwave. That's how much I fucking missed you Warden. I'm like … a spattered vegetable.” I pointed to my chest. “In here,” I whispered. Mm. Love-struck idiot here, love-struck idiot and ex-barista, so still definitely not William Shakespeare. “But I have to grab Dustin before he escapes.”
I turned toward the door and heard Warden chuckle behind me.
“That stupid shit isn't going anywhere,” he said, but I ran out the door and down the steps anyway, surprised to find Dustin just standing in the foyer looking confused.
He glanced back at me and then a cocked a brow.
“What do ye want, m’fhíorghrá?” he asked me, crossing his arms over his chest.
“MEER-ggrah?” I choked out because, uh, first off, it sounded sexy as fuck when he said it but sort of derp-y when I did. And second, because he'd said it with just a hint of sarcasm. I hoped it meant something sexier than Sugar Tits.
“Why are you still here?” I asked as Joan walked into the room behind him with a tray in her hands. There was a silver teapot and some tiny china cups sitting on top.
“He wants to speak with me,” Joan said snootily as Dustin glanced her way and then reached out and took the tray.
“You know where you'd like me to set this, Ms. Copthorne?”
“Right this way,” she said, turning her nose up at me and sauntering into the nearby living room. Well, I say living room but really it was like the lobby in a fancy hotel or something. The ceilings were about a million feet tall, and the couches were gargantuan. I'd never seen one with six cushions before.
And then it clicked … one woman, her five husbands. TV time had never been more complicated. I wondered who got to use the remote? Me, right? I mean, I was the spirit elemental here. But then I thought of Bio Dad Daniel trying to claim the remote and my first thought was sexist dick.
Ah, yup and I was a complete and total hypocrite and just fine with that.
“Take a seat, Dustin, and we'll chat.” Joan patted the cushion next to her, but Dusty just sat the tray down and turned to give me a look.
“Can I have a minute in here?” he asked, but not like he was really asking, more like he was telling me to get lost.
I didn't like to be told things, obviously.
“I need to talk to you,” I said as Dustin scrubbed a hand over his head and gave me a look.
“And I need a COCS Head, so I can give my statement on what happened in the Seelie Court.” He took a step closer to me, leaning down to whisper in my ear. “And if you hadn't forgotten what happened last night—there're about ten spirit elementals missing. Ten of the fifty total female spirit elementals in the Northeast are gone. That's a devastating blow to our population—especially when you consider they were all planning on having babies.”
“Excuse me?!” I asked, trying to remember if I'd come down here to stop Dustin from leaving … or kick him in the nuts.
Both? I dunno.
Dustin curled his fingers around my upper arms and yanked me against him. I saw Joan glaring daggers at me from over his shoulder, like this was all my fault. Clearly, it was Dustin's. What a sexist bitch.
“Even if I liked you as woman or a spirit elemental or the binding magical relationship I've feared my whole bloody life, I'd have probably steered clear because I want to give my woman babies and save our species from extinction.”
“Are you … serious?!” I asked, and then I realized that I probably was going to kick/punch this man in the nuts at some point in the next two to five minutes. “Then I guess we will never work out because I am the only person who controls my reproductive cycle, buddy.”
“Aye, well,” Dustin said with a long sigh, putting a bit of distance between my neck and his mouth which, really, was a good thing because I was having some serious trouble thinking here. “That's why I say probably steer clear. Because I realize there's a fight to be had, and well, you're a tad useless so if I leave, you'll probably turn your other lovers to gold with the Midas touch.” He grinned at me, reached out and touched one of the small ribbons near the top of the dress. In an instant, the neckline felt just a bit heavier and there was a shiny gold bow in place of the pink one that'd been there a moment ago.
Wow.
He could literally spin straw into gold, this guy.
Fantastic. No wonder the Metallics Clan were rich. And also … if I started dating him, would I be rich then, too? Because it'd be nice to have someone who could support me and all of these really attractive scrubs. Come to think of it, I wondered if Warden had a job? Because I had my doubts that slinging chai tea lattes at Starbucks was going to pay the bills for an entire sept of elementals.
Er, I mean … if I even wanted a sept because, you know, Dustin was a piece of shit and I hated him … Or maybe I was just being a pessimist and forced myself to relax and trust that the boys would, eventually, be able to get back to their jobs as plumbers. We'd just been chased from here to there over the last however the fuck many days it'd been, and I was wondering, with these … kidnapped elementals, with COCS and CUM, and angry faeries and … Siobhan. When were any of us going to get the time to work?
“What do you mean by that?” I asked as Dustin took another step back from me.
“I'm asking Joan for your hand in marriage,” he said and I gaped at him, and then I laughed because that was just stupid on so many fucking levels.
“You're asking her?” I said with a caustic sneer. “Her? First off, she hates me. Second, I'm an autonomous person who can make my own decisions. Third, even if I were old-fashioned and this was, like, 1862 or something, Joan Copthorne would be the last person in the world to ask. You don't fucking ask the mother-in-law of the girl you want to marry to marry her.”
“In our culture, ya do. You're not the sharpest tack in the box, are ye?” He reached out and flicked me in the forehead, but all I did was purse my lips. Good for me. I wasn't going to give him the satisfaction of a childish response to his playful bullying .. not even if it sort of turned me, too. “A polite elemental man always checks with the spirit elemental den mother of the first man she was marked by. In this case, Warden and Joan.”
Den mother? Ah. That's right—all the boys were sent here to live with Reg's family to complete their quint. I figured what's what he was talking about. Or if he wasn't, he was already staring at me like I should know, so I wasn't going to say a damn word.
“That's barbaric,” I said, but really, I was just glad he thought he was choosing to stay, so I didn't have to ask. My pride was intact … although I was still irritated. “If you want to marry me, ask me.”
I turned away and headed out of the room and up the stairs to rejoin the boys.
I only peeked at him one time on my way out and his face … said I had nothing to worry about. He was going to stay.
Why … I wasn't exactly sure. Can't possibly have been my wit and charm, right?
I thought maybe it had something to do with … Warden?
Whatever.
It was time to get some sleep … and then I'd work on finding out.





A hard dick stabbed me in the cheek and I woke up, ready to slay one of these elemental men for getting so goddamn forward. But then I realized that Warden was just asleep and had somehow gotten himself turned upside down in the middle of the night.
It was definitely an interesting tangle of limbs and penises and balls … so many balls. When you stopped to think about it, there were ten testicles on this bed with me. That's just gross.
But I was just surprised and happy Warden had decided to sleep in here with us. To be fair, we were all so exhausted by the time I got back up here that we'd basically changed into pajamas (or, you know, in Warden's case a pair of bright red boxer briefs that, when pressed up to my face as they were, sort of did it for me) and collapsed.
We'd slept so long, we'd slept through a whole day and into the evening again.
Glancing over at the curtains, I could tell it was already dark outside.
Wow.
It was sort of … nice to just relax for a fucking second.
“Mm,” Warden murmured in his sleep, grinding his hard ass dick into my face. “Yeah, oh yeah, that's it, just like that.”
Frozen with shock, I just lay there and took it until I heard a snicker of laughter from my other side.
“Oh, wow,” Billy chuckled quietly, slipping his arms around my waist and tucking his own hard ass dick against my, er, ass. “I thought he grew out of the sleep talking.”
“Ugh,” Warden moaned, still deep asleep and mashing his now slightly damp boxers into my cheek. “You're so fucking hot, Smokey.”
At my nickname, I sucked in a breath of surprise but Warden wasn't done.
“Yes, oh yeah right there, Billy,” he panted, and I turned my face to give Billy a wide-eyed look of shock. He in return looked just as surprised, but it only lasted a moment before he leaned over me and flicked Warden right in his hot and hard tip.
Warden woke with a sucking gasp, his hands flying down to his injured dick and smacking me in the face in the process.
“Smokey?” he asked in a sleep fuddled voice. “Why is your face in my crotch? And did you just flick me?”
“No, asshole, that was me,” Billy replied, pressing his lips to the exposed skin of my neck and sucking lightly. I should be pissed, that he was marking me, but after wearing their elemental runes all over my freaking body, hickeys sort of paled in comparison. Besides, my sleepy nerves were waking up with a tingle and I was all for that.
“Billy?” Warden murmured? “Why are you both in my crotch?”
“We're not,” I giggled, then paused. Giggled? When the fuck did I start giggling?!
“You were sleep humping against Ari's face,” Billy snapped, but the relaxed body pressed against me betrayed how not pissed off he actually was.
Well … relaxed except for one part. That part was very, very, rigid.
“Fucking unicorn shit,” Warden swore, sitting up and seeing that he was the upside down one in this scenario. “Ah, sorry Smokey. Did I … say anything?”
“Uh,” I floundered, not totally sure how to respond to that. If I told him he'd been dreaming about me and Billy, would that cause him to chuck another hissy fit and storm out? I was so sick of him running away from me. Was it so much to ask for a nice, sleepy cuddle in bed with five hard dicks rubbing all over me?
“Guys,” Reg moaned from somewhere behind Warden, who had now turned around and had his erection pressed against my thigh. Not that I could complain, this bed was huge, yes, but there were six adults in it. Space was tight. Heh, that's what she said.
“Seriously, shut up. Some of us still need more beauty rest,” Reg mumbled, sounding like he was burying his face in a pillow. All it achieved was making me picture my face buried in a pillow … and not for sleep.
“Sorry Reg,” I whispered back, then giggled again when Billy's fingers trailed over a ticklish part of my lower belly.
“Shh, Firebug,” Billy breathed in my ear, and Warden raised an eyebrow. His face was just inches from mine on the same pillow and Billy's was tucked into the crook of my neck as his lips worked their way down my skin.
“You know,” Warden whispered, his eyes twinkling with mischief, “it's warmer than a sweaty armpit in here. You must be roasting in those pj's, Smokey …”
“Mm,” Billy agreed. “She certainly feels scorching.”
“What are you suggesting, Warden?” I grinned—quietly—and my eyes snagged on his full lips as his tongue darted out to wet them. “Are you saying I should take them off?”
“Just seems sensible, doesn't it?” His beautiful hazel eyes caught mine, and for a moment the world stilled. Time stopped. My heart raced. His breath caught. It was a moment straight out of a romance novel, and I never wanted it to end. All that was missing was my heaving bosom and his turgid, engorged member. Oh wait, I glanced down and between us, we had those two nailed.
“Let me give you a hand, hot stuff,” Billy offered, gently teasing my tank top up and lifting me slightly to pull it over my head. Suddenly, my heaving bosom was exposed, and as I settled back against the bed, Warden shifted closer so I really was sandwiched between them.
My breasts squished against his hard chest like sacks of sand. Okay, don't judge, I really didn't put much thought into sexy metaphors for my own bits. Maybe I should work on that more … but for now … well for now I was just going to stick with bags of sand. Sexy bags of sand. Mm.
“Here, these look awfully warm, too,” George commented, popping out of freaking nowhere at the foot of the bed and curling his long fingers under the waistband of my pajama pants. Slowly, with excruciating patience, he peeled my pants down my legs the way one might peel a banana. A sexy banana.
Speaking of sexy bananas …
“Hey, if I'm losing my clothes then you should too,” I pointed out, because I was a firm believer in gender equality and what was good for the goose, had to be good for the gander, too.
“Seems like a reasonable request,” Billy agreed, sitting up briefly to yank his T-shirt off. When I turned my head to catch a perv at his inked bod, I noticed Shane on his other side. Still fast asleep, there was a little line of drool pooling on his pillow.
“Aw, you guys,” I whispered. “Shane's still asleep.”
“So's Reg,” George snickered. “You snooze you lose, am I right?” Crawling up my body, he waggled his eyebrows in a very Reg-like way and I giggled … again. What the fuck was happening to me?!
“We just have to be really quiet,” Warden smirked. “So we don't wake the princesses.”
My nose wrinkled as I considered this. A quiet foursome? I wasn't totally sure that was possible. But, hell. I was keen as mustard to try!
“I don't know,” I teased. “Someone might need to be gagged in order to stay quiet.”
“Not it,” Billy said quickly, “and not you either, Firebug. That mouth has other uses.”
Well, shit. Okay then!
“George,” I whispered. “You're still dressed.”
He was supported in a sort of push-up plank position, while his lips kissed over my hip, and I wanted to see what that position was doing for his hectic two-percent-body-fat body.
“So I am, Blossom,” he smiled, then stood up at the foot of the bed and began slowly lifting his gray t-shirt up and over his head, revealing his abs with tantalizing slowness.
“George …?” I started, but Warden shushed me with a finger to my lips.
“He's dancing to music in his head,” Warden told me, then turned his approving gaze back to our earth elemental husband, whose hips had started to sway in a slow, seductive sort of motion.
“This is so freaking hot,” I breathed in awe, turning onto my back and propping my head up on my arms so I could fully appreciate my husband's silent striptease.
He pulled the t-shirt up over his head and slowly tossed it aside—right at about the same time he tossed a wink in my direction. His bronzed torso, hardened nipples, and tree of life tattoo were on full display, making my thighs clench tight with anticipation. Now in just his pajama pants, George began hip thrusting his way around in a little circle while slapping out a rhythm on his naked chest, quite literally dancing to the beat of his own drum. Eventually, he hooked his thumbs in the waistband of his pants and dragged those down a very purposeful few inches, flashing his Adonis belt of muscles.
With a feral grin, he turned away from us and then pushed them over his hips, letting them fall to the floor in a pool of fabric before coming back over to bed and crawling up next to me.
“George, that was …” I trailed off, because words just couldn't really describe what I had just seen. On the one hand, it was hot as hell to see George's bronzed body grooving around while he stripped his clothes off, but on the other hand … damn I'd just rather see those hips doing other things.
“I'll strip for you anytime, Blossom,” he whispered, panting a little from his vigorous striptease. “Just say the word.”
Billy, beside me, seemed to be sort of vibrating and I quickly realized it was with suppressed laughter. I didn't want George's feelings hurt though, so I took his face in my palms and kissed him.
The moment our lips touched, my runes flared bright and the heat of desire pooled in my belly. Oh yeah, this is happening.
Parting my lips under George's kiss, I also parted my knees, allowing him to settle into the gap between my legs. His hard length pressed against the already damp lace of my panties and I sucked a gasp as he ground against me.
From either side of me, a hand crept over each breast. Knowing those hands came from two different men, and a whole other one was rubbing his cock against me while his tongue explored my mouth … well it went a long damn way toward making me feel like the queen of this little harem. Reverse harem. Whatever we wanted to call it. Was there a politically correct term? Or a derogatory one for that matter? I was so new to this multi-way dating that I wasn't yet down with the lingo, but assume that sausage party would be an okay term?
Yeah. I liked that. Six sausages and one … bread roll?
“Oh George,” I moaned softly, not wanting to wake Shane and Reg. “I want you to butter my roll.”
Huh, that made more sense with the context of the sausage party, which had only been inside my head … ah fuck it. He got my point.
Grinning a little bit wickedly, George slid back down the bed until he was face level with my lightly dampened panties. So damp, they'd probably be considered moist. If that wasn't a disgusting word that should only ever be used in the context of cake. Moist cake, yum! Moist vagina? Ew.
Moist.
“Billy?” George prompted, holding out the side of my panties and raising an eyebrow at the pajama-panted elemental. Pajama pants that I was just now realizing had little foxes all over them.
“You got it,” Billy nodded, and flicked a little ball of flame directly at the fabric. As soon as the fire hit my panties, they seemed to just … disappear.
“What the …” I pushed up on my elbows and watched as George blew the fine soot of my incinerated panties off my skin. “Well fuck, that gives whole new meaning to the term fire-crotch doesn't it?”
“Pity Dustin isn't here to appreciate that ginger joke,” Warden chuckled and I grinned. I'd have to save it and reuse it later when Dustin was here. If. I meant if Dustin was here. I had by no means forgotten that he was an asshole cuntface dickwad that deserved a kick right in the shillelagh but … Well, that was half the problem, wasn't it? But. There was always a damn but.
“Now, what was that about buttering your roll, Blossom?” George ran his fingers the length of my wet folds and teased my piercing, sending warm tingles of arousal coursing through my body.
My breath caught as Billy's hot mouth closed over one nipple, then Warden followed suit with the other. George closed the circle—square?—by sealing his lips over my clit and flicking at my metal with his tongue.
Somewhere in the back of my mind, I remembered that Dustin was a metal elemental, and that made me stupid excited to see what he might be able to do with my piercing.
Damn it, why am I thinking about Dustin again? Get your head in the game, Arizona!
My fingers threaded into the hair of the two men at my breasts, and for a moment I just lay back and fucking enjoyed myself without bothering for a second about trying to get them off. Oh, don't get me wrong, that was still happening. But just for a few moments, I wanted to be selfish and let them worship at the altar of Arizona.
“Pants,” I panted—heh, see what I did there?—and tapped at Billy and Warden's shoulders. “Pants off, I want you both naked.”
Thankfully, they both did as they were told, while George continued reciting his ABC's on my swollen clit.
Billy yanked down his fox jammies which I was about ninety percent sure were also Kit Davenport fan pajamas, and kicked them off his feet. Of course he wasn't wearing any underwear underneath, which suited me just fucking fine when I got an eyeful of his metal studded junk.
Fuck me. How had I totally forgotten about Billy's junk piercings? Oh shit, now I was imagining what Dustin's magic might do to Billy's piercings. Now that I knew they'd both swung that way at least once before. Why not together?
My hand stretched out almost with a mind of its own, palming Billy's dick and exploring those little bits of metal with my fingertips.
“Ahem,” Warden said in a terribly fake throat clearing. It did draw my attention over to his own impressive shaft, which he gripped by the base as though holding it out for inspection.
“Well, hello old friend,” I grinned, and stretched out my other hand to take ahold of Warden's manhood.
“This is a hell of a way to wake up,” Reg's sleepy voice said from behind Warden. “Pretty sure I would have preferred to find ST fingering herself rather than Warden with his hand around his cock, but beggars can't be choosers, am I right?”
His sleep-tousled head popped up from the pillow and he wiggled his eyebrows at me suggestively.
“Let me go pee quickly and then I'll be back to give you a hand there, Sugar Tits,” he winked at me and slid off the bed.
“Ugh, taking a slash with this is going to be fun,” he muttered, looking down at the impressive tent in his pajama pants. His were all covered in little snowboards with the word WANKER printed across the butt. I wondered what that was all about. “Get out, Skeeter's still sleeping?” he chuckled as he sauntered past Shane's lightly snoring form and into the bathroom.
Meanwhile, my hands lazily worked over their respective dicks, stroking up and down, pausing to fondle the tips, then the balls then back to start again. I tell you, my ambidexterity was getting better by the day around all this cock.
George's tongue caressed me slowly and sensually, totally unhurried and working me up into a gentle frenzy. Yes, that's totally a thing. Shifting his weight a little, he slipped a finger inside me and stroked my inner walls while his lips caressed my lower lips like he was French kissing me.
A low groan slipped from me as I let my body go boneless and just fucking enjoyed what was going on. Boneless, except for my hands that is, as they both gripped bones of a whole other sort.
“Shall I wake him up?” Reg asked, having just returned from the bathroom totally nude and dripping wet. He looked like he'd just taken a quick rinse in the shower, and I hoped it had been to wake up and not because anything went haywire in there. Apparently it can be a real bitch to aim when peeing with an erection. Not that I'd know. But you know … Cosmopolitan magazine.
“No,” I panted, releasing the two boys, and pushing George gently off my swollen sex. “I will.”
Remember what I said about how nice it'd be to wake up to a bit of cunnilingus? Well, I imagined it might run true for fellatio, too.
Turning over and leaning across Billy's naked, pierced body, I carefully peeled Shane's pants down to expose his already hard dick. Looked like Warden wasn't the only one who'd been having sex dreams …
Gently, I lifted the velvety length of his shaft to my lips and my tongue darted out to lick at the tip. Shane moaned something in his sleep, but when he didn't wake, I continued. Placing his whole tip inside my mouth, I let my tongue slide along his underside, finding that tight little piece of skin right below his head and paying it extra special attention.
Shane's hips bucked a little, and he moaned again, but still didn't wake. Around me, I heard light chuckles from the other guys, as well as the distinctive sounds of them stroking their own dicks while they watched. Positioned as I was, on my knees and leaning over Billy's body, my tits were practically hugging the fire elemental's cock while his hand worked over its length.
From behind me, a large, rough hand smoothed over my ass cheek and my cunt clenched with excitement and anticipation.
My mouth slid lower onto Shane's cock, all the way down to meet my hand and then back up again, sucking and swirling, then back down. I knew the moment Shane woke up, because he moaned loudly, his fingers tangling in my messy blonde curls as he thrust a little into my mouth.
“Well, well, I thought I might find ye like this, lucky charms,” Dustin's dickish Irish voice sounded near the door, but I was too damn busy to look. My mouth bobbed up and down on Shane a couple more times before I pulled back just long enough to throw a—hopefully—saucy look Dustin's way.
“Strip down and join us or get the fuck out, asshole,” I ordered.
“Figures you’d be in here with cock stuffed between your lips when there’s work to be done.”
I literally stopped sucking Shane off and he groaned as I turned to glare at the metal elemental.
“Get the fuck out. As far as we’re concerned, you’re just some rando off the street. What do you think gives you the right to waltz on in here anyway? And besides, didn’t I lock the damn door? How the fuck did you get in here?”
“Rando?” Dusty asked moving the rest of the way into the room and closing the door behind him. He leaned against it—fucking shirtless—and smirked at me, igniting a burst of flame inside my belly. “And I’m a metal elemental, remember, ya wee bairn? I can unlock doors as easily as you can lie back and spread your legs.”
“Oh, hell no,” I snarled, standing up on the bed, naked and surrounded by my nude husbands. I pointed at Dusty’s smirking face. “You will not disrespect me in my own … husbands’ … parents’ … . house.” Some of my rage dissipated a bit as I realized how dumb that statement sounded, but then … Dustin just kept on smirking at me.
That motherfucker.
“I’m hardly some bloody rando,” he said, standing up straight and crossing his arms over the smooth perfection of his chest. “Joan agreed to give me yer hand in marriage. You and me, my little m’fhíorghrá are going to be more than strangers. Lucky you, considering I come with a pretty handsome dowry.”
“I am not your … your … uh MEER-ggrah,” I snapped, sounding out the word. “And if you want my hand in marriage, then you’d better ask me for it.”
“Uh, sweet pea,” Shane was saying, but I ignored him, my gaze focused on the green eyes of the asshole metal elemental smirking back at me. I felt like this was a pivotal moment in our relationship, like if I let him get away with bullshit now, he’d do it forever.
Forever?
Forever?!
I just met the fucking guy like two days ago … yet when I closed my eyes, I could feel him, attached to that little silver pool of magic inside me. It felt right, for Dustin to be here. But I still couldn’t let him get away with acting like a prick.
We stared each other down and then he moved forward, pausing at the edge of the bed and looking up at me.
“So I’m invited to the wedding then—as a groom?” I kept staring. “Never even crossed my mind that you might say no,” he continued, and that was when I closed my eyes, took a deep breath, and reached out for Dustin’s spirit energy. Just like I’d done during our sparring, I grabbed hold of him and latched on with metaphysical fingers. Unlike last time, I did not fling him so hard against a wall that he almost died.
Nope.
This time … I simply forced him to his knees.
“Are you taking the piss with me?!” Dustin shouted as my eyes flicked back open and I found him … dropping to one knee at the edge of the bed. His face was red with strain, jaw clenched tight, but no matter how hard he resisted … I was stronger.
“That’ll teach you to piss off your spirit elemental,” I said, stepping between the legs of my other husbands and sitting down on the side of the bed, Dustin settled in a proper kneeling position between my thighs. “Now. Ask me for my hand in marriage.”
Dustin just gritted his teeth as the other men shifted around me.
“Smokey,” Warden said, moving over to sit beside me. “I haven’t exactly had a chance to ask you properly yet either …”
“You want to ask me properly?” I said, turning to face him, leaving Dustin frozen in his position on the floor. I felt my cheeks flushing as Warden’s eyes met mine. I mean, we were both completely naked, he was hard, and I was a little juicy but … it was still romantic as fuck.
My heart pitter-pattered.
And then I felt this … this delicious tug on my clit piercing, the pressure walking that fine line between pleasure and pain. When my head whipped back around, I found Dustin grinning. Yes, he was still stuck in a kneeling position, but he was also twisting my metal piercing with his magic. I hated to admit how much I liked it.
“You were going to go through with the wedding anyway … to pay back the debt …”
“Ah, yeah, but Smokes,” Warden started, and even though he was being cute as hell, Dustin was twisting my clit piercing in a circle and making me groan. “How about, uh, we talk about this later?”
“Later is good,” I whispered as Warden closed the space between us, cupped the side of my head with one hand, and kissed me with the force of eight missing years. I felt like my heart was shattering into pieces—in a good way. Like all those little shards were reforming into something better than just a mirror, just a reflection of all that loss and hurt. It was as if they were remaking themselves in a glorious mosaic of heat and want and love.
We broke apart for a moment, and I flicked a glance back at Dustin, my clit throbbing and pulsing as he teased it with his magic. I scooted forward and hooked a leg over either one of his shoulders, putting my pussy right up in his face.
“Are you going to be a good boy and stop being such a prick? Because if so, then I might consider saying yes. But not because I like you, only because you’re … interesting in bed. And also a metal elemental, which we need for our complete set.”
“Are you going to stop talking and let me suck you off?” he growled back, and with reluctance, I released him.
Dustin scooted forward and grabbed my ass in his big hands, tugging my cunt closer to his face with a growl.
He was the typical alpha male prick type and clearly, hated being told what to do.
Well. He was going to have to get used to it … at least half of the fucking time.
Dustin used both his magic and his tongue to tease, pull, and twist my piercing, sending pleasure flickering through me, like Billy’s flames had chased over my panties. I locked my legs behind his head and suffocated him between my thighs, lying back on the bed and letting him service me the way a proper husband should.
“Are you done giving those two assholes all the fuckin’ attention?” Shane snarled, scooting over to me and putting a hand on either side of my head. He raised a dark brow in my direction, his tattoos a kaleidoscope mind-fuck above me as he leaned over and put his lips to mine, searing my mouth with the white-hot intensity of his kiss.
Trapped between two gorgeous men like that, I was in heaven.
The only thing that could make that moment sweeter?
Four more gorgeous men.
I felt hands and mouths on my breasts, but I was so embroiled in Shane’s kiss that I didn’t know whose they were. And I liked that. Made it seem sexier somehow. Using Warden’s magic, I flicked the lights off and plunged us into darkness. The only color in the room was from the runes that decorated my skin, casting their brilliant yellow-gold glow across the walls, a sinful sort of nightlight.
Shane might’ve just woken up, but his breath was minty and he tasted clean, strong, masculine. Wait? Can someone really taste clean or strong? But anyway, Shane did and the fact that he didn’t have morning breath just had to be attributed to his air magic, right? I mean, who wakes up tasting all minty fresh and shit?
My hands dropped low, fingers digging into the hair of the men sucking on my breasts. Based on texture alone, I knew the short, disheveled strands had to belong to Reg, and the soft, silken bits were probably George. Which, of course, meant that there were still two men that needed my attention.
Or did they …?
Breaking from Shane’s kiss and doing my best to blink through the pleasure of Dustin’s mouth on my cunt, I glanced over and found Billy and Warden acting … well, there really was no other word for it than weird. They were acting like high school students, hemming and hawing and looking at everything but each other.
“If you guys want to fuck,” I said, and then gasped sharply when Dustin gently bit my clit, taking the hardened nub ever so slightly between his teeth. He snagged my piercing next and yanked on it, stealing my breath away.
“If we want to fuck?” Billy asked, leaning back all casual and naked and sexy, the few tattoos he had dancing in the strange half-light of my runes. With a snap of his fingers, he made a tiny flicker of flame dance on his fingertip. Show off. Untangling my own fingers from George’s hair, I snapped them and put the fire out. “Why would we want to do that? Listen, Firebug, I far prefer a woman over … whatever this is over here.” He nodded his head in Warden’s direction and smirked, like he was some sort of badass.
Okay, so he was a little bit of a badass, wasn’t he? With his stupid charcoal hair, his stubble, the way he always smelled like campfires and …. Oh.
My back arched up as the two men taking care of my breasts amped up their game, turning my body into this tumbled mess of nerves. Pleasure radiated out from my core, my nipples, even the spots on my hips where Dustin’s hands had clamped down hard, probably bruising the hell out of me—but in a good way. Guess I’d dropped that little freezer spell on him, huh? I was so into what was happening that I’d hardly noticed.
“Far prefer a woman,” Warden said, ruffling up his black and red hair and giving me a long, careful look. “But what if the woman’s busy?” He cracked a smile. It was tentative and full of old emotions, like there was still a fuck of a lot of baggage between these guys that needed sorting out. A few days of hijinks wasn’t going to cure all their ails, but it was a start, right?
We’d need more time to work through our shit—I mean, Dustin was a stranger to everyone but Warden, and Warden … well, he was a thorn in the foot of all our pasts. But still …
“Please fuck each other,” I whispered as Dustin cursed and pulled back, leaving the hot wetness of my cunt an aching, needy mess. I wanted more. I wasn’t even frigging close to done. Heh, maybe fate knew I had six soul mates all along and that’s why I’ve had this crazy insatiable sex drive? One man? Puh-lease. Give me six and let’s call it a day.
“I promised ya a bleedin' show, didn’t I?” Dustin said, climbing onto the bed and grabbing Warden in a fistful of hair. “Bunch of lousy eejits,” he growled, shoving his mouth against the other man’s and kissing him so hard that Warden ended up falling back into the pillows. I think the Irishman had just surprised the shit out of him.
Dustin rolled his massive body on top of Warden’s, kissing him hard, holding his head in place with that handful of hair.
“Jesus,” Billy cursed, just before Dustin’s tattooed hand snaked out and grabbed Billy’s … well, snaked his snake, if you catch my drift. The fire elemental groaned, slapping his palms over Dustin’s fist. “What the hell … I don’t even …” I wasn’t sure what Sir William was planning on saying—maybe I don’t even know you—but his words trailed off in a groan as Dusty stroked him up and down, turning his hand counterclockwise and drawing this … sound from Billy that made my runes flare and flicker like a fireworks show.
“Alright, honey pot,” Shane said, dragging me more fully onto the bed. “Get on your hands and knees and watch the show while I fuck you silly? What do you say, sugar?”
“That’s Sugar Tits to you, cowboy,” Reg said with a sharp grin, raising his blonde brows at me. “So what’s it gonna be, Ari? You want to bend over and do what this good ol’ boy says?”
“I’m in charge here,” I mumbled, but I got on my hands and knees anyway because what girl doesn’t like a little doggy style? Still, Britt would be proud that I’d asserted myself.
I was already moaning like a cat in heat when Shane gripped my hips and lined his cock up with my already wet folds. I had the perfect view of the three men in front of me, like front row seat good. Licking my lips, I groaned as Shane teased my aching body with the hardness of his shaft, tantalizing me, making me desperate for it.
“Shane, stop,” I snarled, my voice cutting off abruptly as he drove himself in the rest of the way, pushing deep until I felt his balls slap my clit. He moved fast and furious inside of me, the sounds of his pleasure mixing with Billy’s reluctant groans. And when Dustin moved his mouth from Warden’s lips and went south? Holy. Shit. My sounds of pleasure intensified, turning the room into this carnal cacophony. It was like a symphony in there, a bacchanalian orchestra.
Heh, look at that, me waxing all poetic.
I blamed Shane and the thick, hard girth of his cock, white-hot bursts of pleasure ricocheting through my body.
“Well, George, we seem to find ourselves a little … on the sidelines,” Reg said, leaning down close to my face and giving me a quick kiss on the lips, like he didn’t want to interrupt my view of Dustin taking Warden’s cock into his mouth.
Wow.
For a self-proclaimed straight guy, he certainly knew how to suck cock and give handies like a pro. Color me impressed.
My fingers curled into the blankets as Shane gripped my hips harder, cursing and moving with a practiced, easy rhythm despite his speed and fury. He maintained a perfect pace, taking that orgasm that’d started with Dustin and feeding the fire until my eyes watered and I knew I was about to drop over that edge.
“Looks like it,” George said with an easy nod, moving his bronzed sex god body across the bed to cup the back of Reg’s neck. When their mouths moved together in a slow, easy sort of way, that just did me in completely.
I came hard, clamping down on Shane and squeezing him until he bucked his hips with a wild groan and climaxed, cursing in that sultry Southern accent of his until I collapsed forward onto the bed. I was still panting when I sat back up and climbed between Reg and George, taking over the earth elemental’s lips with my own. He tasted so sweet but earthy, too, that mix of jasmine and growing things. Fucking elementals and their perfect breath … but hey, they were mine so I wasn’t complaining.
George swept my tongue with expert strokes of his own, this gentle but firm pressure that said while he was a nice guy, he wasn’t a pushover—he could kick ass and take names if he needed to. The only nice one in the whole bunch and he still had a little bit of that alpha male blood in him.
And here I was, planning on marrying these guys?! One man was hard enough to deal with, but six?!
Still … when I straddled George’s warm lap and felt the unyielding hardness of his tree trunk digging into the carnal heat of my core, I figured the benefits probably outweighed the negatives.
Plus, I think I was … gulp … starting to fall in love with these guys?
Well, I was already in love with Warden. Even eight years apart hadn’t changed that, but we had just as much baggage to unpack as he did with all four of the elementals he’d abandoned back then. And because of me, too. It was all because of fucking me. Still, I knew I was falling for everyone but Dustin. First off, he was a stranger. More importantly, he was a dick. But the others? I could see myself getting comfortable with this relationship (provided the penniless bums actually got jobs). Because you know, a scrub is a guy who can’t get no love from Ari.
I wrapped my fingers around the back of George’s neck, reaching back a hand to beckon Reg close, too. If I flicked my eyes to the left, I could see Dustin sucking Warden’s power line (sorry, electricity pun), and working Billy with deft, even twists of his fist, giving him the old corkscrew treatment.
Shane was reclining next to us, watching the show and once again proving that elemental men did not need much time to get it up again. These guys were almost as insatiable as I was.
“With the rest of these runes in place,” Reg said, tickling my skin with his fingertips and pressing his mouth to my ear, “you look like a mosaic of lights.” He nibbled on my earlobe, teasing me with his hot breath and turning my skin to gooseflesh. He chuckled and I shivered, kissing George harder, wiggling my body on his naked crotch and teasing his cock mercilessly.
“Blossom,” he warned, but I just giggled—again with the damn giggling?!—and reached down to guide him to my opening. George sucked in a sharp breath as I slid down the length of him with a groan, already slick and ready from Dustin’s mouth and Shane’s cock. Guess these guys really didn’t mind sharing because it was getting messy in here.
Also, I hoped this mansion had some massive linen closet full of sheets because day-um. I mean, if Joan had been married to my fathers-in-law for some time, I bet they did because there was no way to deal with this many guys and not make a mess.
George and I continued with our make out session as Reg reached around and squeezed my breasts, pressing the hot heat of his body against my back. I was still doing my best to keep an eye on the all-male threesome happening near the headboard, but it was hard to focus with an earth elemental on one side and a water elemental on the other.
“Hey, Sugar Tits,” Reg whispered in my ear, my hips working a rolling rhythm on George’s lap, turning his gentle kisses into something a little more animal, a little more bestial. Fitting, for an earth elemental, don’t you think? “You, uh, open to a little back door action?”
I had to pause at that because I could actually feel him waggling his eyebrows at me. I mean, not physically, but I could sense it. I turned my head to the side and found his blue eyes watching me, their color akin to a summer sky, not a cloud in sight. Wow, I was not only giggling but also going all swoon-y, wasn’t I?
“Back door action,” I said and then scoffed. “Like you even need to ask.” I cocked a brow and bit my lower lip at the same time, remembering our first time together in the bathroom, Reg on one side and Shane on the other. I was ready to recreate that experience with George. “Get the lube.”
“Fuck yes! And this is why I love you,” he said with a dramatic sweep of his hand, pausing as he realized what he’d just said. Instead of getting embarrassed like me—because it was just an expression, right?—Reg shrugged his muscular shoulders and rubbed a palm over the Sailor Jerry tattoos on his left arm. He winked at me and then scrambled over to the nightstand to grab some lube.
“You got a butt plug in there?” Dustin asked, coming up for air and flashing this disgustingly smug grin, like even though he was sucking dick, he was the fucking boss up in here. I wanted to punch him … and screw him at the same time. Asshole. “Planned on using one on Ari last time, but things went a different route.”
“She doesn’t need a butt plug,” Reg said, tossing the lube back and forth between his hands. It was hard to focus, what with George buried so deep inside of me, but I was pretty sure I heard him add, “I’m the butt plug today.”
Fucker.
“There are a bloody lot of us,” Dustin mused as he sat up and swiped his hand across his mouth. Warden sat up, too, looking a little stunned and rubbing at his mussy black and red hair. “Guess we don’t need any toys, but they sure are fun.” He tapped at his mouth for a moment, like he was thinking and then shrugged. “Eh, fuck that. Maybe later … So, which one of you feckin’ wagons is goin’ to suck my shillelagh now?”
“Your … shillelagh?” Billy asked, blinking those smoldering eyes of his like he was coming out of a coma. “What the fuck is that? Man, you’re like, really freaking Irish.”
“A shillelagh is a wooden walking stick,” Dustin said, reaching down to cup his junk with a shark’s smile that made me want to simultaneously stab him and also bear his children. You know, if I were into bearing children. Which I wasn’t. Please don’t read anything into that—take it at face-value, okay? Thanks. “Now get over here and play my damn flute.”
“Yeah, screw that,” Billy said, snatching the lube from Reg’s hand. “I’d rather be with Ari.”
“Boys,” I warned, sated and full between the thighs, my runes dancing across my skin like they were alive, “that’s enough of that. You’ll have to learn to share if you want to please me.” I grinned, trying to match that shark-y smile of Dustin’s. “Billy, don’t you and Warden have some unfinished business to take care of?”
I squeezed my muscles on George and he grunted, putting his hands on my waist and squeezing me back just as hard.
“Unfinished business?” Billy snorted as Warden reached out and took the lube from him. It was cherry vanilla, silicone based. I could see that from here. Good, because anal was much better with silicone based lube over water based. Did you know—the er, storm drain back there is actually designed to absorb water? That’s why water based lubricant doesn’t work. A lot of people don’t know that and think they just aren’t into anal.
But, oh my plumbers, it’s so much fun …
“Why don’t you bend over and I’ll show you what sort of unfinished business we need to take care of,” Warden said, leaning forward and pressing his lips to the corner of Billy’s mouth. The fire elemental reeled back and gave him a strange look, like he had no idea what the fuck was going on.
“Fuck that,” Billy said, scooting to the edge of the bed and almost falling off.
“Warden,” I said, giving George another squeeze to apologize for the distraction. “Why don’t you bend over instead?” He raised an eyebrow and gave me a smirking sideways smile.
“Hmm. Interesting idea, Smoky.” He glanced over at Billy, but Dustin was already yanking the lube from his hands and tossing it to the fire elemental.
“Quit dickin’ around and let’s get to it. You can say hello to me lad when you’re down there.” He gave Warden a big theatrical wink, playing up his accent on purpose.
“Your lad?” Warden asked with a laugh and a shake of his head. “Oh for fox sake …”
“Billy has pierced junk,” I added, because I had no idea when he’d gotten his bits pierced so maybe Warden had never experienced them … and maybe he wanted to? “Bet that’d feel nice, don’t ya think?”
“I’m in,” Warden said with a loose shrug of his shoulders, always ready to try anything. That quality was one of the first things I’d fallen in love with when we were in college.
“Would y’all just get to it and quit yer jaw flappin’?” Shane asked, lying on his back and staring up at the mirror above the bed. Oh. Right. Reginald Bartholomew Copthorne was a total sleaze and had a fucking mirror over his bed. Although … When I tilted my head back and George kissed his way down my throat, I could see my runes reflected back like stars.
So pretty …
I dropped my gaze back to the boys and saw Warden crack his knuckles.
“You really want me to do this, Smokey?” he asked and I nodded, threading my fingers together behind George’s neck. Oh fuck yes I did. “Alright, fine.” Warden nodded his chin. “Billy?”
“You want me to … fuck you?” Billy asked, choking on his words and ruffling up his charcoal gray hair with a tattooed hand.
“You did once before? Why not now, when Arizona wants to watch? Besides, you’ve got all that pierced junk that I’d like to check out.” He glanced at me, his hazel eyes capturing my green gaze and holding it there.
Yep.
Okay.
Made up my mind.
I was not cursed, despite all the shit that had fallen into my lap lately.
I was the luckiest fucking woman on the planet.
“Shit,” Billy cursed, and I knew he was going to do it.
“George, can we switch positions?” I asked, glancing at him, at his slightly parted lips, his heavy lidded brown eyes. Poor George. He looked like he was going crazy with need. Guess he probably was, considering I was just sitting here and torturing him.
“Anything you want, Blossom,” he whispered, brushing a thumb over my lower lip and leaning in to kiss me, capturing my lips in a heartwarming—and panty melting—kiss that made my toes curl into the sheets.
I sat up and turned so that I was facing Warden. I even leaned in close and kissed him nice and quick on the mouth.
Shane scooted over to the pillows, his hard, tattooed dick in his hand and worked himself as he watched both Warden and I set up for a … um, what’s the polite term for this sexual position? Spit roasting? That sounded a little vulgar, but oh my god, it was so much fun.
I wouldn’t be able to see much with what I wanted to do here, but … that was okay. Just knowing we were in the middle of a raging orgy was exciting. And fuck, let’s be honest—I was the sun and these boys were in fucking orbit. They were all here for me, and this was all about me. Call me selfish, but I liked that, being the center of attention. They might be fucking each other, but only because I told them to, because I wanted them to. If I changed my mind and asked them to stop, I knew they would.
“Reg,” I said, reaching out a hand and pulling him toward me. “Use the lube? George.” I dragged him over to me. “If you wouldn’t mind lying on your back …”
“Whoa, ST, you going for three dudes right now?” Reg asked, chuckling as he sat back on his heels and slowly, sensually, stroked his hand up and down his rigid shaft.
“Shane, get over here,” I said, because I wasn’t about to let my Southern sex pot be the odd man out. With a growl, he moved over to me. And if his erection was anything to judge by—he was more than happy to oblige.
George did as I asked, pulling me on top of him and waiting as I used my hand to guide him in with a low, guttural groan—from both of us. I could hear Billy grunting as he slid into Warden, and my body tightened up of its own accord.
“Holy shit, Blossom,” George breathed, but Reg was already behind us, taking my hips in his hands and adjusting me so I was in the right position.
“Pardon the view,” Shane said with a growl, putting a knee on either side of George’s head and grabbing a fistful of my hair. He put his tattooed cock to my lips and I slid my mouth over the head, taking him in nice and slow. But Shane wasn’t really into nice and slow—and neither were Reg and George.
The earth elemental gripped my hips in strong hands as Reg slicked a finger over my opening, trailing down to where George was buried inside of me. He moved back to my ass and very carefully pushed one and then two inside, making George groan as he teased the other man’s cock through the thin wall of my ass.
“Wow, ST, you really are ready for this, huh?” he chuckled, knowing I was a little, erm, preoccupied and unable to respond seeing as how my mouth was full. Shane tasted a little like me which was actually hot as hell, even better when I felt Reg push against my opening and then slide in, nice and deep.
Between him and George, I was completely full, stretched to the limit and loving every second of it.
My eyes were basically glued to Shane’s chiseled midsection but hell if I was going to complain about that. He moved inside my mouth, testing that famous gag reflex of mine. But there was a careful restraint to his thrusts, like he’d rather kill himself than hurt me. I trusted him and that, that was what made this so much fun.
Reg moved against my ass, using long, deep thrusts to fill me up, teasing both me and George as he groaned and dug his fingers into my hips.
Magic swirled through the room, rustling the curtains on the window, the bed. The windows were closed, so it could only really be one thing. I ignored it as the seven of us engaged in a love fest that was probably illegal in several countries—fortunately not any of the ones I was from/had lived in. Although maybe it was illegal in Mississippi. I’d have to check on that.
My fingers curled into the blankets as my orgasm rode up on me in a wave, my runes flaring white-hot, so bright they killed all the shadows in the room, and turned night to day. The brightness was so intense that I squeezed my eyes shut and felt my climax roll over me in a way that was different than anything I’d ever felt before, like each rune etched into my skin was radiating pleasure.
I was literally trapped inside of it, all of that fucking intensity.
I came so hard that I took all three of the guys with me, cursing and grabbing onto me as they finished. Shane squeezed my hair so hard that it actually hurt and then released me abruptly, sitting back and looking at me like he’d never seen anything so … beautiful in his life?
“Sugar,” he whispered as Reg pulled out and I scooted off of George, panting and trying to catch my breath. My skin was glittering gold and I could feel it, all that power in the room, the connections to the men bright and pulsing with energy.
“Warden,” I said, crawling over to the others and grabbing Dustin by the arm. “Dusty, move.”
He looked at me for a moment, his green eyes widening slightly, and then moved back from Warden’s face.
“Get on your back,” I told my former lover as Billy caught on and, uh, withdrew.
“Holy fuck, Smokey …” Warden breathed, but he did as I asked, letting me climb on top of him. Billy took up the rear, and Dustin put the head of his shaft near my lips, letting me curl my fingers around the base and guide him in between my lips.
Since I was already warmed up from Reg, Billy didn’t have to wait, entering me with a hard thrust that rocked our entire group, pushing Dustin even further into my mouth. With my skin glimmering, lit up like a fucking Christmas tree, I took the other three men on the same ride, feeling the power stir in the room like it had before.
Only this time … it was worse.
The glass in the windows trembled, and as the three men worked me to another climax, several candles flickered to life on the dresser. Rain hit the side of the house in sheets, pummeled by the wild winds, tree branches scraping the roof. A flicker of lightning lit up the exterior, hitting a metal lightning rod that extended from the roof of one of the outbuildings.
Dustin cursed, and I think he said a few sentences in Gaelic, before my next orgasm forced the men to follow along with me, my muscles trapping Warden and Billy, my hand tightening on Dustin’s shaft.
I was still trying to figure out how to breathe again when the bedroom door opened and both my MIL and my dead grandma were standing there staring at me.
Pushing Dustin away from my mouth, I swallowed—because what else was I going to do with them staring at me like that?—and glared.
“Get the fuck out of our room,” I snarled, and was surprised to see both women look shocked and appalled.
Good, shit, I was shocked and appalled at the lack of privacy and respect.
Runes glowing, I got up off of Warden and marched to the door.
“And if either of you ever come into my marital bedroom again without knocking, I’m going to hand you your asses.”
I snatched the doorknob and threw it closed in their shocked faces.
Finally.
Put my fucking foot down.
I turned back to the guys, feeling that familiar warmth trickle down my inner thighs.
“I’m going to shower and take a bath by myself.” I looked down at my skin, still sparkling with what I assumed was power. We’d completed our sept and celebrated it, too. That was my only guess for why I was now a human nightlight. “First man to bring me wine gets to rub my shoulders.”
“Wow, Smokey, you sure are generous, aren’t ya?” Warden said, but I could hear in his voice he was sated and happy.
Besides, it worked. Both Reg and George were already up and putting on pants, so the joke was on him.
“Aren’t I?” I asked, putting my hands on my hips and looking at the six men in front of me.
Six men to call my own … six husbands.
I guess I had to hope and pray that this power we’d summoned … would be enough to save us.





The next week and a half passed uneventfully—if you could call wedding planning with my mother-in-law uneventful, which I didn't. But in comparison to all the missing girl-elementals or Bio Dad and the many moms trying to kill me then sure … uneventful.
Somehow I knew that this calm was short-lived and I needed to make the most of it while it lasted. So, I’d done as any good daughter-in-law would do and fought my mother-in-law on every aspect of this fucking wedding.
“You can't be serious!” Joan groaned in disgust at my latest choice. In fairness, I didn't blame her on this one. Rainbow striped tablecloths with matching unicorn napkins probably weren't my first choice for my wedding, but Joan hated them so I loved them.
“Yep, perfect. These ones,” I said definitively, giving her an evil eye and daring her to disagree with me. Ever since the argument at breakfast—when Reg threatened to leave—Joan hadn't had the guts to disagree with me on anything and I was taking full advantage.
“Fine, whatever, I don't even care anymore,” she wailed and threw the napkin down on the table. “You just do what you want to do and to hell with everyone else, right? God forbid you try and make your mother-in-law happy at her sons' wedding.” She paused to sob dramatically. “Charlie, darling I can't take this anymore I'm going to my room for a lie down.”
She flounced out of the room in a dramatic huff and I rolled my eyes at her back. Nobody was falling for her bullshit anymore, not even Reg's lead-dad who just sighed and followed his wife out of the room.
“Sugar Tits, are you done torturing my mother? You need to get upstairs and get changed,” Reg reminded me with an eyebrow waggle that made it clear he was picturing me stripping.
The tablecloth and napkin choices had been a last minute decision after the original ones chosen needed to be thrown out, thanks to George spilling red wine all over them while they were setting up the room.
“What, you're saying I can't get married in this?” I took a leaf out of Drama Queen Joan's book and clutched at my imaginary pearls. “But, I thought you loved this shirt.”
“I do love it,” Reg smirked. “I love it more when it's on the floor. Now get that cute ass upstairs and throw on your big white dress. It’s time to get married, baby cakes.” He smacked me on the ass and pointed towards the stairs.
The shirt in question was a custom made design, depicting a toilet surrounded by six plungers and the phrase Cleanest pipes in town!. I fucking loved that shirt, because I really did have the cleanest pipes in town—thanks to the supernatural sex drive of six sexy plumber husbands. Okay, fine, four plumbers, one welder and one electrician but you get the drift. They worked with their hands and had big tools. Regardless of their profession, they were insatiable.
And so was I.
I’d never had so much sex in my life and I was aching—in both the good and bad ways.
Butterflies fluttered through my belly as I headed upstairs. Why was it, that the idea of insects being inside you could be considered sexy or exciting? I don't know, maybe the idea of getting married today was making me philosophical.
“Smokey,” Warden greeted me as I walked into our shared bedroom and found him tying his bow tie in the mirror. Or, trying to. He never had been any good with bow ties, so I crossed the room and slapped his hands away.
“Is that what you're wearing to our wedding?” he teased, his hands cupping my breasts through my fantastic plumber shirt while I fixed his bow tie.
“No.” I raised an eyebrow at him and whipped the shirt over my head to show him my lightning bolt printed bra. “This is. Think Joan will approve?”
“Smokey, babe,” he grinned, “the woman tried to trick you into engaging in an orgy in front of the entire elemental community. Turning up in your bra would not shock her.”
“Hmm, you have a point. Good thing I have a backup plan!” I threw my newly reacquainted soulmate a saucy wink and ducked into the walk-in closet.
“Ta-da!” I announced, reemerging holding my huge white dress bag triumphantly.
“Smokes, what in the shitting sunbeam are you doing?” Warden exclaimed, covering his face with his hands and turning his back on me.
Frowning, I looked at the dress bag I was holding. “Uh, showing you that I actually had a dress and was only joking about going in my bra? Why, what did you think I was doing?”
“I can't see your dress!” he yelled. “Ari-Vampari, that is such bad luck!”
I snorted a laugh. “Um, it's in a bag, Warden. You can't actually see it.”
“Oh.” He hesitantly lowered his hands from his eyes and turned back to face me. “Phew. Bad luck is the last thing we need today. Um, should I send Britt up?”
“Please,” I smiled, “that bitch needs to do my hair and makeup for me.”
“Whoa!” my werewolf bestie exclaimed, as she hustled into the room dragging her literal suitcase of makeup. “Who do you think you’re calling bitch?”
“Never mind,” I winked at Warden, “speak of the devil and she shall appear.”
“I’ll take that as a compliment,” Britt nodded and bumped Warden with her hip. “Get out now, or I’ll send Ari down the aisle just as she is.”
Warden stepped forward, capturing my lips in a gentle kiss. “I think she looks perfect.”
The sound of exaggerated gagging and vomiting came from my bestie and she whacked Warden on the ass with a jandal. Why she was holding a jandal, I had no idea (a jandal is Kiwi slang for flip-flop).
“Get out before you make me sick with this weird as fuck loved up shit you all have going on,” she grimaced.
“Oh, please,” I scoffed, watching Warden's tight ass leaving the room before turning back to my werewolf bestie, “as if you're not all mushy for Aldrich … your mate.”
“Girl, now that you mention it.” A slutty sort of grin curved over her lips and I could tell she was about to tell me a dirty story. “So. Okay. I told you about Aldrich's beta, right? Ragnor?”
“Uh, the viking?” I snickered. “Yeah, babe. What about him?”
“Well, let me tell you about how I convinced him and Aldrich to—” She was cut off by the sound of Joan wailing like a damn emu down the hall and I rolled my eyes. Fucking drama queen.
“Continue this while you sort me out. Apparently, I'm getting married today!” I snatched the jandal from her hand, as she'd been waving it around while she geared up for her story, and whacked her ass with it. “Now, hurry up and make me beautiful.”
Something was giving me an uneasy feeling about how the day was going to play out, but there was no reason why I couldn’t look hot for it!

Despite all of the insane decisions I’d forced down Joan’s throat for this wedding, even I had to admit they’d all somehow managed to work together pretty well. The backyard was twinkling with candlelight, and the obnoxious baby pink roses I’d gleefully insisted on had somehow ended up looking delicate and ethereal, like we were back in the Seelie Court. Minus all the dildos and faeries in fetish-wear of course.
Not that there weren’t guests in fetish-wear, and less. The supernatural community, I was coming to understand, was a kinky one.
“I have a bad feeling about this, Duckie,” Grams murmured, clutching at her pearls as she slowly walked—floated?—with me down the long aisle to where my six dashing husbands stood waiting. She’d insisted on being the one to walk me down the aisle, even though no one other than myself and Joan could see her.
Ten spirit elementals were still missing, having been taken from the troll rave by Daniel, so the guest list was a little light on elemental representation.
“Of course you do, Grams,” I muttered under my breath, totally ignoring the warning. Grams had been having 'bad feelings' all week and as yet, nothing 'bad' had happened. Or rather, anything worse than what had already happened.
As it stood, it’d be hard to get much worse than ten missing spirit elementals, my bio parents hell-bent on draining the magic and the life out of me, and my best friend totally betraying me. The only saving grace on this shit sundae was that Dustin was no longer hung up on Siobhan. Asshole or not, his asshole was mine.
“No, Duckie, this is a really bad feeling. Maybe we need to stop and think about this a minute?” Her ghostly hand was clawing at my arm but I’d not chosen to let her touch me, so her fingers were passing straight through me. Much like how she was standing inside the gigantic puff skirt of my Cinderella gown wedding dress.
Oh, that wasn’t a descriptor. I literally purchased the Cinderella from Disney’s Bridal Boutique. It was this … explosion of silk and taffeta and lace that sat so damn far out from my hips the edges of it were brushing the seats on either side of the aisle as I walked—slowly—toward my husbands. Soon-to-be-husbands? Dicks.
You might be thinking that I’d chosen such an obnoxious dress to piss off Joan—and don't get me wrong, that really was a great bonus—but secretly, deep down, I’d always pictured myself getting married in a meringue style ball gown. Just like Cinderella.
“Grams,” I whispered, “just shut the fuck up and let me get married, okay?”
“Arizona Morgan Smoke, what have I told you about that foul language?” She sniffed her offense. “And on your wedding day, no less.”
“Ugh, whatever,” I groaned, “but shh now.” We were almost at the end of the aisle and my many husbands—fiancés?—were looking at me curiously.
“Grams,” I explained, coming to a stop. On either side of me, I had three sexy as sin elemental men in custom tailored suits that I couldn’t fucking wait to rip clean off them. The second we got back inside I was going to be all damn over them like a seagull on hot chips.
Psst … Americans, those are French Fries.
“Everything okay, sugar plum?” Shane asked, with an eyebrow raised.
“Yep, just a bad feeling.” I rolled my eyes again and he nodded.
“Another one?” Reg snorted. “She must be getting old. Oh wait, she’s dead.”
Grams' ghost made a disgruntled noise but I chose to ignore her. Again.
“Are we ready to begin, then?” A gravelly voice asked, and I looked around in confusion for who was speaking.
“Oh!” I exclaimed when I spotted him … her? It. “You’re a…”
“Officiant. Yes, that’s right.” The large red fox blinked up at me with a somewhat vexed expression. Could foxes have a vexed expression? I didn’t even know. “Are we ready to begin then?”
“Um.” Okay, I was at a loss for words.
“Kitsune,” George whispered in my ear. “She never gained more than one tail and eventually just ended up stuck in fox form permanently as she didn't have enough magic to shift. Anita took pity on her and gave her human speech though.”
“Oh,” I nodded.
Damn her sex life must suck now … if she even has one anymore?
“All ready,” Shane told the fox with a polite smile and the officiant sort of nodded at us.
“Right, then.” Her tail flicked back and forth behind her, drawing my attention. What did George mean, that she’d never gained another tail? What sort of fox had more than one tail? George had called her something else. A kitsune? Sounded Japanese or something. Fucked if I knew though, that was just a guess. Maybe foxes in Japan had more than one tail?
Yet another example of how little I really knew about this whole damn world I'd landed vagina first into. Literally. It was my damn greedy vagina that had led me straight down this path.
“Firebug,” Billy hissed. “Are you listening?”
“Huh?” I snapped out of my musing over our officiant's heritage and thoughts of my hungry cunt, and blinked at my fire elemental husband. “Yeah, of course. Totally listening.”
Just as the fox-officiant/kitsune opened her mouth to say something, there was a loud commotion behind us. Guests began whispering and tittering amongst themselves and I began the laborious task of turning my ass around in my wide-load of a dress.
“Ah, for fox sake,” Warden cursed—if that could be taken as a curse—when he spotted whatever it was causing the fuss. Goddamn fucking men and their easy to move in suits.
Eventually, I completed my one hundred and eighty degree turn and my stomach plummeted. There, at the end of the aisle, stood Francesca Rosethorn, queen of the faeries and… dominatrix? She was in head-to-toe tight black leather with one hand holding the leash attached to Baron’s collar. Baron himself was stark naked, other than the collar and his wings, and crawling alongside her on all fours.
“Bleeding shamrocks, does this wee git not know when she’s been beaten?” Dustin growled, flexing his sexy fucking fists in a menacing way and flooding my basement a little.
Damn it, Ari. Now is not the time!
I couldn’t help myself though, my angry, dickhead, prick of a husband was sexy as fuck.
“Stop this wedding at once!” Francesca screeched, cracking the bullwhip she held in her hand and causing more than one of our guests to shuffle in their seats. “That little bitch owes my Bae remuneration for his damaged mansion! And my destroyed faery throne!”
“You mean that fecking pile of glued together rubber dicks you were sitting your prissy ass on?” Dustin smirked. “I could give you some solid suggestions on where else you might like to shove your throne, ye faery fuck!”
“Dustin!” Joan snapped, her voice sounding awfully similar to the crack of Francesca's whip as she rose out of her seat. “That is quite enough of that sort of language. This is a wedding for spirit's sake! Don’t you people have any respect?!”
Her voice had risen to a bit of a wail now, and she was turning decidedly red in the face, like someone was about to cop a smackdown and for once, I was glad it wasn't me!
“Joan, this doesn’t concern you.” The faery queen cocked a manicured brow at my mother-in-law and effectively dismissed her.
Oooooh bad move, Queenie!
Watching with glee, I saw Joan’s temper building as her fists curled and her eye began twitching. Oh, this was going to be good.
“How dare you?” The Copthorne matriarch hissed in fury. “How dare you interrupt my sons’ wedding with your bullshit claims of remuneration? This is a day of celebration and here you are just … shitting all over it!”
Joan had been marching her angry ass feet down the aisle to the faery assembly as she spoke, but I had no issues hearing her as she continued to berate the Seelie Queen.
“Well, listen here, sweet cheeks. Consider this payment in full!” And with that, Joan punched the faery right in the throat.
“Holy shit,” I whispered, watching in awe as Francesca clutched at her neck, her eyes bugging out of her head as she struggled to regain her breath. Joan wasn’t done though! While the queen battled to regain her oxygen, my somewhat badass mother-in-law took the opportunity to tit-punch that bitch!
“Oh my Odin, she didn’t …” I breathed in disbelief, grabbing at my own tit in sympathy for the faery queen because holy mother fucking shit on a cupcake, tit-punches hurt like a bitch.
Francesca howled and Baron cautiously climbed to his feet to hold her. With what must have been the most appalling timing in history, as he stood, she doubled over in pain, holding her injured tit. The simultaneous motion sent Baron’s hard dick straight into the queen’s eye.
“Shit, shit, sorry, honey,” Baron apologized, patting awkwardly at Francesca’s head and somehow managing to tangle his erect dick up in the bullwhip she still held. “Pudding, I think maybe we should go. I’m rich enough to handle my own renovations, don’t you think?”
The Seelie Queen was now sobbing, holding her tit in one hand and pressing her fingers to her injured eye with the other. She nodded pathetically to her… lover? Then turned her one-eyed glare on Joan, then back up the aisle to me.
“This isn’t over, you elemental scum!” she screeched, sounding awfully like the Wicked Witch of the West from the Wizard of Oz. Heh, all she needed to say now, was—
“I’ll get you, my pretty! And your little dicks too!” She sneered this parting line, then beat a hasty retreat behind her posse of kinky attired faery guards.
“Get fucked,” I muttered. “Did she really just say that?” Raising my eyebrows, I gave each of my six husbands' crotches a good long look. “Ain’t nobody got little dicks around here, that’s for sure!”
“If we are ready to continue?” The fox-officiant barked, drawing everyone's attention back to the matter at hand. A very public seven-way.
Marriage that is.
“Yes, absolutely!” I grinned at the little canine … were foxes canines? Wow, my knowledge of these things really did suck. Sucked harder than Warden sucking Dustin’s dick.
Oh yep, there we go flooding the basement again. Anyone would think my sump pump was stuffed. Heh.
“Alright then, if everyone can please take their seats and quiet down?” The fox yipped at a few guests who were whispering amongst themselves and soon quiet fell once more.
“Now, where was I…” She scratched at her snout with a paw while she thought. “Ah yes, the rings please, Brittany?”
Britt scooted forward from her seat in the first row, moving awkwardly in her tight, lime green mermaid gown, and handing the collection of rings in her fist over to Shane.
Fuck that’s a lot of rings.
“Let’s proceed.” The fox bobbed her head and got stuck into the formalities of the wedding ceremony. As it turned out, there was one ring for each of the men—which I already knew, as I had chosen them all—but they also had one each for me! Six rings all on one finger would have been a bit much though, so they’d coordinated the designs so I could wear three on each ring finger.
Shane, George and Reg on my left, and Billy, Warden and Dustin on my right. Exactly as they were standing. My mind couldn’t help snagging on those exact pairings and wondering if it was any coincidence that those were the positions we’d all been in for our first orgy?
But I didn’t believe in coincidences.
Neither did my husband, it seemed. As Dustin slid his ring on top of Warden's and Billy’s, completing my set, he winked one of those sexy green eyes at me.
“Never forget who’s on top, lucky charms,” he whispered, and my cunt clenched with desire. Fuck, I hated his arrogant ass but damn if he wasn’t as addictive as coffee and wine.
“I now pronounce you all, husbands and wife. You may all kiss.” The fox bobbed her head up and down again in encouragement and Dustin seized my jaw in a tight grip. Sealing his lips to mine, he plundered my mouth, taking a kiss from me without a second's indecision or permission.
“These next hundred years will be interesting if nothing else,” he muttered, acting unaffected when he finally freed me. His cheeks were a little flushed, though, and I could see the hardness in his suit pants which told me just how unaffected he was. Hah, yeah right.
The rest of my husbands kissed me with considerably more affection and … dare I say… love, before then exchanging kisses themselves.
“Can we head back inside now?” I asked Shane, a little breathlessly. “That was seriously fucking sexy and I think I’m in need of a good drain snaking.”
Shane chuckled, as did my other husbands, but he did nod.
Excellent.
“Yeah, darlin’, let’s head inside to … freshen up before the reception.” He winked lasciviously and a thrill of excitement shot through me from head to toe. Or maybe that was a bolt of lightning from Warden’s hand on my waist.
Our wedding guests, none of whom I knew from a bar of soap, were all standing and cheering us as we made our way back down the aisle. I was too damn loved up to give a shit though. Yeah, that’s right I said it. Loved up. I’d just married my six soulmates, and honestly could not have been happier if all six dicks were in me … True story. I was on cloud fucking nine. Nothing could drag me down from this euphoric wave of love and—
“Gemma?” Reg exclaimed as he stopped dead in front of me and I rebounded off his back when I didn’t react quick enough.
“Who the fuck is Gemma?” I muttered, rubbing at my forehead where it had collided with Reg’s shoulder blade.
“Holy fucking rainbow balls,” Warden … swore?
“No freaking way,” Billy whispered. “Gem Gem? Is that you?”
“Darlin’?” Shane asked, and it was clear by his line of sight that he wasn’t talking to me.
“Seriously, who the fuck is Gemma?” I repeated myself, pushing past Reg to see a stunning brunette girl standing in the aisle facing us. She was the perfect picture of what Joan probably imagined her daughter-in-law to be. Dressed in a near replica of Joan’s hunting outfit, this chick instantly made me want to scratch her fucking eyes out.
Somehow, deep down, I knew this was the bad feeling Grams had been having all week.
Looking at each of my new husbands, I frowned, trying to work out what the fuck was going on. Who the hell was this chick and why was no one answering me?!
“Don’t ask me, my wee leprechaun, I’ve never seen her before.” Dustin raised his hands defensively but the grin on his face said he was looking forward to some drama.
The immaculate woman cleared her throat, dragging my attention back to her tastefully made up face and smooth, neat hair.
“I’m Gemma,” she announced, spearing me with a death glare, “and I’m their real spirit.”



To Be Continued …
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CHAPTER ONE

Down the Fucking Rabbit-Hole
 
 
A book.
That's what starts it all, the bloodshed and the violence, the romance and the sex.
A goddamn book.
“Are you seriously reading right now?” my younger sister, Lorna, asks as she stands next to me in a silver dress covered in sequins. Her hair is twisted into a bun and secured to the side of her head with about a hundred bobby pins. The design looks like a snail shell to me, but I decide not to say anything.
I close the book in my hands—some whimsical fantasy of a life I'll never lead—and watch her eyes latch onto the cover.
“You're reading for fun?” she asks, bending down and snatching the book from my hands before I get a chance to grab it back. I knew I should've brought my Kindle outside instead. At least then she wouldn't have seen the werewolves on the front cover. “This whole thing?”
“Sorry it doesn't have any pictures in it,” I joke as I rise to my feet and give her a smirking grin in response. “I know that's the only type of book you can read.”
Lorna rolls her eyes and swipes at her forehead with the back of her hand.
“Whatever, it's hot as hell out here and we have a party to get to. Come on.”
I roll my eyes right back as soon as she turns around, and take the daisy chain out of my own hair, tossing it onto Lorna's perfectly coiffed head without her noticing.
“This is a big deal tonight, so try not to screw it up for me,” she says as I cross my arms over my chest and follow her from the backyard, past the pond and my father's prized koi fish, and into the house.
“How could I possibly ruin a high school party? Isn't the whole point to screw up?”
“Seriously, Allison?” she says, yanking the sliding glass door open and stepping inside. She kicks her flats off near the door and heads for the stairs, probably to put on a pair of heels that would most certainly break my neck if I put them on. “And no tennis shoes!” she shouts down, just before slamming her bedroom door and making the whole house shake.
“Shit.” I run my fingers through the ratted, tangled strands of my hair, all mussed up from lying in the grass and reading all afternoon. “And you think this is gonna impress Brandon?” I whisper under my breath.
Grudgingly, I pound up the stairs and kick open the door to my room, digging around in the clean clothes pile on the floor (I'm not big on folding stuff and putting it away) until I find a fresh pair of jeans and a plain white tank.
“Is that what you plan on wearing?” Lorna asks, leaning against the edge of the doorframe and looking down at me from under a pair of false eyelashes. “Jeans and a t-shirt?”
“It's a tank top, Lor,” I say as I stand up and tear my grass stained tee over my head, trading it out for the new one. “It looks good on me,” I blurt, defending myself before she can say anything mean. With Lorna, it's always best to stay on the offensive.
“You're into Brandon, right?” she says coyly. I cross my arms over my chest and stare her down. The bitch sneaks into my room and reads my journal; I have no secrets. I don't even bother trying to hide them anymore. “That chess geek or whatever?”
“Fuck you,” I tell her, pushing past to get to the bathroom before she does.
Lorna chases after me and shoves her way in anyway.
“I've got a dress for you,” she tells me, sucking her lower lip under her teeth and smearing lipstick everywhere.
“I don't fit into your dresses, Lor,” I chastise, pulling out a box of tampons and waving them at her. “Can I please get some peace to put one of these in?”
“Not until you agree to try it on,” she says, heeling the bathroom door shut behind her.
As soon as she does, I see it hanging there on the back of the door.
Shit.
“What is that effing monstrosity?” I ask, pointing at the blue and white thing dangling from the hook. “I'm not wearing that.”
“Oh my God, Allison, give me a break. When's the last time you wore a dress?”
“Three years ago when Aunt Margaret passed away; Mom made me.”
“You're eighteen years old for crap's sake. Just try it on. If you hate it, I won't make you wear it.”
“I hate it now. How will putting it on change that?”
Lorna stares me down and then glances over at the mirror, adjusting the daisy chain so that it sits even prettier atop her perfect white-blonde hair. I have the same hair, but I always put a few colored steaks on the side. Today, I've got a miniature rainbow woven in.
“I bought this with my own, hard-earned money and …”
“Fine.”
I reach over and snatch the dress from the hook, giving it another once-over. To say it's not my style would be an understatement. The skirt is too short and the color …
“I hate blue,” I groan as I take my top off and drop the dress over my head. It slides into place like it was made for me. Crap.
“Turn around,” Lorna tells me, making me spin so she can zip it up and tie the white bow in the back. As soon as she knots it, I get this awful feeling in the pit of my stomach.
“I'm wearing this, aren't I?” I ask miserably, staring at the brightly colored fish on the shower curtain. I can feel my sister grinning maniacally behind me though.
“Oh, yes,” she tells me, purring in my ear as I swat her away, “yes, you are. Don't you want to get laid sometime, Sonny?” I wrinkle my nose because I hate the nickname Sonny, but Lorna knows it and if I reveal my cards … it'll only make her say it more.
“I have been laid—several times actually,” I tell her as I turn around and try not to sigh.
The dress, it actually looks really good on me.
By the end of the night, I'd get to see how good it looked covered in blood.
To be fair, it looked pretty good like that, too.

The party is this overblown nightmare affair at the house of a student I don't even know.
“This is so fucking great,” Lorna gushes excitedly, yanking me out of the car and slapping my hands away from the dress. I keep trying to smooth the skirt down, but it flounces right back up. I paired it with a red waist cincher, black and white harlequin patterned tights, and some buckled boots, but still … it's ridiculously uncomfortable.
“Please don't get puking drunk,” I warn as she bounces into the kitchen and immediately starts filling a plastic cup with vodka. “If you do, I'm not covering for you this time.”
I watch my sixteen year old sister splash pink lemonade into her drink and then chug it.
“Whatever,” I mutter, shaking my head and adjusting the big black headband pinned to my hair. It has a small top hat lilting to the side, black silk roses clustered around the base. I can't decide if I look … okay … or ridiculous.
Weaving through the crowd, I keep an eye out for Brandon, a fellow senior in my class and the only guy at my school who's not a fucking asshole. I'm tired of dating immature, spoiled little boys. I can't wait to graduate and head off to college. But at the same time, there's no way I'm spending my senior year alone.
Once I find the backyard—this hormonal mess of groping teens and flickering torches to keep the mosquitos away—I spot Brandon. He's sitting on the edge of the pool with his jeans pushed up and his feet dangling over the edge.
If I'd known then that I'd later see him with a bullet in his head, I'd have run away screaming.
“Hey,” I say softly, sitting down next to him and crossing my legs. I shove the skirt down between my thighs and it fluffs right back up. I hate you, Lorna, I think as I watch Brandon swirling his feet in the heated waters of the pool.
“Hey,” he replies, just as softly, pushing his glasses up his nose and smiling over at me. “I don't usually see you at these things.”
I shrug my shoulders loosely and pick at the edges of the blue and white dress.
“I don't usually come,” I tell him with a smile that says he is the reason I'm here. Either it doesn't come across or else Brandon's too naive to notice that I'm flirting with him. “So … what are you doing here? This doesn't really seem like your scene either.”
Brandon sits up and tosses a shy smile my way.
“My brother dragged me here.”
I grin at him.
“Sister,” I say, pointing at myself and we both chuckle. I've got him, I think as I scoot a little closer and keep smiling.
The pool is lit up with small round lights in the bottom and sides, turning the water a brilliant turquoise that casts strange shadows on Brandon's face. He stares into it like there's something there that he wants—and that he wants a hell of a lot more than me.
I guess even chess geeks can be assholes.
“Do you like to read?” I ask him, lifting up the book clutched at my side and trying to pass it over. Brandon glances casually my way, fixes his glasses yet again, and smiles.
“I don't have a lot of time to read,” he tells me, and although that's a common enough thing to say, there's an edge to it. His hand tightens around his knee, knuckles going white as he squeezes it. Fuck, what the hell is this guy's problem?
Now I'm already trying to figure out how to get away from Brandon, so I can read. Why are guys in books so much less dickish than ones in real life? Cuter, too. Oh, and they never have pimples. Brandon has one on his chin which is fucking fine, or would be if he wasn't being an apathetic dick.
“Okay,” I whisper under my breath, noticing that his eyes have glazed over and he really isn't paying attention to me anymore.
I stand up, feeling flustered, and start off toward the trees near the back of the property. Whoever's house this is, their parents are loaded and there are all these beautiful white lights strung up across the yard. I make a beeline toward a bench beneath the voluminous folds of an oak and take a seat, lying on my back and wishing I hadn't let Lorna put any makeup on my face.
“What a waste,” I murmur as I crack the book and try to find my place.
“I love you, baby,” he says, cupping the back of my neck and pulling me close. Our foreheads touch and my breath falls out in a rush. His fingertips burn; his mouth is hot. I've never wanted anything as much as I want him.
“Lucky bitch,” I mutter as I flip to the next page.
I'm so into my book that I don't notice Brandon making his way across the sweeping lawns toward me, his dark hair shimmering under the strands of Edison bulbs strung from the trees. The only reason I look up at all is because I hear the distinctive clicking sound of a hammer being pulled back.
“Oh, for Christ's sake, I'm late,” a voice snaps, and my head whips up, goose bumps taking over my arms, crawling down my back.
The book falls to my chest as I struggle to sit up, gaping at the man standing not six inches from the end of the bench.
His hair is jet-black, his eyes red as blood. And on his head, a pair of white rabbit ears sits, one perked and standing upright, the other flopped in half. He stares at Brandon for a moment and then with a gloved hand, reaches into the pocket on his red vest. Pulling out a stopwatch, he checks the time with an agitated sigh.
“Fuck,” he says again, and then he lifts up a gun with his opposite hand and points the barrel in Brandon's direction.
“No, wait!” Brandon calls out, falling to his knees and putting his hands together in a prayer position. “I just need more time for—”
The red-eyed boy's floppy left ear perks up at the same time he raises an eyebrow.
“King's orders,” is all he says, and then he's pulling the trigger and putting a bullet through Brandon Carmichael's forehead. Blood spatters the lenses of his glasses before he slumps to the side into the grass.
“Brandon!” I scream, scrambling off the bench and stumbling over to him. I sink to my knees in the mud and feel the side of his neck for a pulse. In my heart of hearts, I know that he's dead, but I have to check. I just have to. “What did you do?!” I shout, but Brandon's murderer just stares at me blandly and checks his pocket watch again.
“Hearts, I really am late,” he scowls, tucking the watch back in his vest and tossing the gun to the ground at his feet. With one last glance at me, he turns away. The rabbit ears on the top of his head twitch (something I should've wondered about, but at the time seemed the least weird of all the shit happening around me) before he takes off across the yard at a jog.
I might be a bit of a loner, more likely to sit and read on a Saturday night than go out with friends, but there is no fucking way I'm letting a murderer run free.
Yanking the cell from my pocket, I dial 911 at the same time I stand up.
“I've just witnessed a shooting,” I gasp, adrenaline surging through my limbs. Before I can second-guess myself, I start to run, picking up the gun as I go.
I blurt the address out to the operator and then shove my phone back in the dress, leaving the connection open so if anything happens to me, the police might still be able to find my body …
Thinking about it later, I'd realize that I wasn't just a stupid teenager making an even stupider decision, I was compelled to follow the White Rabbit.
“Hey!” I shout, stumbling after the psycho, the murder weapon clutched in my sweaty hands. “Stop, asshole!”
My breath screams in my lungs as I struggle to keep up, heart pounding, brain scrambling to remember how exactly I'm supposed to hold this revolver in case I need to take a shot. Isn't there a spot that'll blow your finger off if you touch it there while firing? Or was that an internet rumor? I can't remember!
The rabbit-eared nutcase dives into the bushes with me following after him, my dress catching on branches as I follow the rustling, quivering motions of the foliage.
They lead me right to him.
Or more specifically, to the edge of a very large, very suspicious looking hole.
There's no time to think, to wonder, to question.
One minute, my feet are safely on the ground. The next, I'm tumbling into blackness.
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