

[image: Cover]



Table of Contents


Description

Title Page

Copyright

Dedication

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Author Biography

End Credits


CATALINA, QUEEN OF THE NIGHTLINGS

VOLUME 3: THE LAST SEEING STONE

J. Lee Roberts

 

 

Aboard a mythological vessel that can morph its size to accommodate as many warriors and weapons as its burly, blond Captain requires, hordes of delectable elves desperately yearn for the one thing that will bring them salvation. Their only hope lies with a sexy succubus who is more interested in having a good time than saving the day. As the enchanted ship sails off into the sunset, a scandalous seductress finds herself caught up in the middle of an epic quest.
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Dedication

 

 

This is dedicated to all the monsters hiding in the shadows. You know who you are. It’s time to come out and play.


Chapter One

 

 

I kick my feet up after an excruciatingly long weekend. Mentally, I am completely exhausted. Fortunately, I have just returned from a solstice celebration smorgasbord. Where I had the pleasure of fucking till my heart’s content, well almost. As a succubus, I am never truly sexually satisfied. I’m browsing the paper when the shop bell chimes, announcing the latest victim in Purdy’s Antiques—I mean customer.

I jump to my feet, ready to slather on the charm when his familiar scent nearly stops my heart. I take three, long breaths, each one melting my resolve. For the intoxicating aroma he is emitting reminds me of what had been and what could be.

I know exactly what to expect when I walk onto my shop floor. That doesn’t mean he still doesn’t make my knees weak, and my pussy wet and wanting. It’s going to take all the energy I can muster to send him away, but I know that is exactly what needs to happen. Then again, there are exceptions to every rule.

His deep-gray business suit isn’t fooling anyone. Hard muscles press against the fine fabric, exposing the warrior within. Although his blond hair is now cropped short, I can still remember a time when it was long and savage. Not unlike the Viking himself.

Dorian brushes his hair back and looks directly into my eyes. I knew something was wrong because the hurt in his glare nearly drops me to my knees. My only defense is to put up a good offense.

“Dorian, I thought I told you I needed time.”

“For someone who is supposed to be my soul mate, you sure-as-shit dropped the fucking ball, Cat.”

“What are you talking about? I’ve been gone all week, dealing with a client. I just went through hell. You have no idea what I had to go through.”

“Don’t I? News travels fast, Catalina. You broke your word. You promised me revenge, and you took it all for yourself.”

“Dorian, you must believe. I had no idea the twins would still be alive. I thought…”

“You didn’t think, that’s the problem. All those years you forbid me to seek out the witches who nearly killed me. For what? A paycheck, glory, or was it all for a good fuck?”

“I never meant for…”

“You never meant for me to find out. Is that what you were trying to say?”

“No. It’s not. Would you please just listen to me?”

“You knew, didn’t you? You knew the twins were alive. I could see it in your eyes the day you had me in your dominatrix den. You chained me up, just like they had me. Was that some desperate attempt at humor? Did you want me to remember that I owe you my life? Did you think I could ever forget that you loved me once, that you risked everything to make me yours?”

“Dorian, please.” Betrayed by my own feet, I now stand nose to nose with my greatest love. His sweet breath saturates my senses, reminding me why I had to have him in the first place. “The last time we were together, Dorian, I had a flashback of that horrible yet glorious day. I cannot, nor will I ever be able to forget how much I care for you. I swear to you, I had no idea I would ever see those evil bitches again.”

“You should’ve called me the second you knew they were still alive. You owed me that much.”

“I’m sorry, Dorian. You’re right. I should’ve let you take your revenge long ago. Before countless innocent lives were lost.”

I can take it no longer. I must touch him, hold him until our pain has been washed away by passion. I place my hand on his chiseled face, and he presses into its comfort. His piercing, blue eyes look up into mine, and I want to ravish him where we stand.

“It’s too late, Catalina. Your wish has been granted. I won’t bother you anymore.”

I can see that it takes enormous resolve, but my Viking warrior takes my hand in his and gently kisses it. “Goodbye, my Queen.” He turns from my sight and then he’s gone.

It’s not like he hasn’t warned me before. I just never thought he would actually give up on me. I guess I finally gave him a good enough reason. I know I should’ve called him the moment I saw the twins living and breathing. It’s just that I couldn’t bear to see him back in that cave. That and I knew it would only end with death and destruction if I let him have his way. Believe me, I’ve seen enough carnage to last a lifetime. I just don’t have the stomach for it any longer.

Maybe it’s a good thing Dorian is over me. That is what I wanted. But if that was so, then why do I feel like my heart has been ripped from my chest only to be diced into tiny pieces?


Chapter Two

 

 

I stand motionless as these Earth-shattering conclusions roll through my mind. It’s only the delectable scent of male hormones that ultimately shatters my stillness.

“Excuse me, ma’am, I’m looking for Ms. Purdy. My name is James. I’m with Sunrise Builders, she should be expecting me.”

Shit, I totally forgot I told Tonya to hire a carpenter to fix the damage Dorian caused in my dom den. Apparently, I forgot to tell her I needed a new contractor. Well, it’s too late now, I’ll just have to control myself. It shouldn’t be too hard.

Oh, but he is.

“I’m Ms. Purdy. James, is it?” I hold my hand out for him to shake. I am a professional after all. I can handle this. His strong, callused hand engulfs mine. His big, brown, smoldering eyes look directly into mine, and he flashes a dazzling smile. He speaks to me in a deep sensual voice that tickles me and all the right spots.

“Nice to meet you, Ms. Purdy. How can I help you today?” It’s a simple question, but my mind goes wild with all the possibilities.

“I have some damage that needs repairing on the third floor. However, you will be exposed to some very private areas of my home. I’m afraid I will have to require your signature on a non-disclosure agreement.”

“I’m well aware of your conditions, Ms. Purdy. That is why I came myself and not one of my employees.”

“Very good. Shall we get on with it?”

“Lead the way, ma’am.”

Phase one complete. I manage to get him in and out of my office without incident. Now, if I can only walk away after I’ve shown him the work that needs to be done. Yeah right, with that rock-hard ass.

You see, the thing is, James is a very sensitive issue. If I had even one decent bone in my smoking hot body. I would’ve sent him away from my vile presence the moment he walked through the door. The problem is; I don’t. I am forever ruled by my insatiable lust for all things sexual.

 I can sense your disgust towards me. You know as well as I, that if I even show James the slightest of interest, he will again fall head over heels in love with me. He will be drawn to my presence like a moth to the flame. Men like him are the very reason I have an inhibitor in the first place. The only trouble is, I could really use a dose of his puppy love after the kick in the gut from Dorian. Besides, it’s not that I don’t have feelings for James. He is all I could ever want in a man. Strong, sexy, sweet and did I mention he’s a demon in the sack.

I find myself actually salivating as I watch his perfect ass march up my staircase. His tight jeans, leave nothing to my imagination, and I’m truly grateful for it. The swishing sound of fabric being brushed against his thick, muscular thighs has gotten my panties so wet, I considered taking him then and there.

I don’t know what it is about a man in a tool belt, but it drives me wild. I want to start knocking holes in the wall just so I can watch him work. I want to watch his bulging muscles flex with each strike of his hammer. I sharply bite my lip dreaming of him pounding hard and fast, driving his nail into my delicate panel.

I stretch out my arm. I can resist no longer. I must take this hunk here and now. That’s when he speaks, shattering my wet daydream.

“The door appears to be locked, ma’am.”

“Yes, sorry I have the key. If you will just excuse me, so I can get by.” For those of you have got my number, this is just another one of those raunchy things I do at the unconscious levels in my devious mind. The stairway is very narrow. James squishes as far back against the wall as humanly possible, ever the gentleman. I on the other hand, do everything but dry hump the poor fellow as I pass by. My full breasts push against his hard muscular chest as I squeeze by. Accidentally, of course. I pause for just a moment so I can gaze into his huge, soft, brown eyes.

With a wicked smile, I jingle the keys, give him a quick wink and whisper, “Got them right here.” He smiles kindly and takes a respectable step down. I turn toward the door, pop my round ass out, and slide the key into the lock. I have no idea why my ass has to wiggle so much for such a small movement, but I believe, the thing has a mind all of its own.

As each lock clicks into place, my nipples stand at attention due to the memories associated with the sound. I guide him toward the back of the hallway, toward my dominatrix den, my ass swaying wildly. I’m about to open the door when his calming voice nearly drops me to my knees.

“I want to say that I have been here before. Your home seems strangely familiar. As do you. Have we met before, Ms. Purdy?”

“I don’t believe so. And please call me Catalina.”

“Catalina. What a beautiful name. It suits you well. I’m sorry that was very unprofessional. Please show me what needs to be done.”

“Right in here, but I think I might be the one apologizing once you’ve seen the room.”

“I’m not here to judge, just work.”

I slide the key in, unlocking the door and push it wide open. James walks in behind me. I step aside so I can gauge his reaction. It’s exactly what I was hoping for. His eyes go wide. His breathing speeds and the bulge in his pants presses forcibly against its bondage, as he takes in the room and all its trappings. I watch as he examines my wall of fuck toys and the hard leather surfaces that comprise all of the furniture. It is obvious that this room has but one purpose.

James puts on his contractor face and squeaks out one simple question. “What did you say you wanted me to fix in here?”

“The back wall, one of my bolts was ripped from the panel. Can you repair it?”

“If it’s broke, I can fix it.” Now that he’s talking about something he can control he has gained back his professional composure. But not me, I’m so fucking horny for the stud in my sights that I’m willing to do anything to have him and I will.

When James goes to examine the damage. I hop up onto the hard surface of what could be considered a bed. I undo the three top buttons of my blouse, exposing my huge tits, which are trapped beneath a lacy bra. I hike my skirt up so the straps of my garter can be seen. I then spread my legs wide open and curse myself for wearing panties. Of all the days. I pull my hair free from the constructive bun and shake out my long auburn hair, so it falls in waves around my shoulders.

“Wow, I don’t know how you did this. It must have taken quite some force to pull this bolt loose.”

I place my hands down behind me, thrusting my chest out even further. “The question is, can you plug my hole for me, James.”

“Oh, I can fix it,” he says, turning to face me. “The problem is I don’t have ...  the ... right ... tool.” His words slow to a crawl as he drinks in my seductive pose. Yes, I know this is inappropriate. Yes, this is sexual harassment. And yes, I don’t give a shit. You see, I am a monster. I don’t play by human rules, but I do like to play with humans.

James’s jaw has dropped nearly to the floor; his pants are in danger of being ripped at the seams because of his ever-growing erection. I wiggle my finger at him, asking him to come closer within my grasp. “Don’t be so hard on yourself. I think your tool is perfect for this job,” I purr, releasing a small dose of my love dust.

A very small voice in my head is screaming at me not to do this. The man I am currently seducing is too kind, too gentle. Every time we are near, he falls head over heels in love with me. The worst part is I want that; I want him and flowers and kisses. I want to wake up in his loving arms knowing I’ll never need to take from another, what he freely offers. It’s only too easy to succumb to this dream.

The chemicals I need to survive are the same ones responsible for the emotions that drive people to commit to a loving relationship. In James’s case, they put him in overdrive. I want to believe it is because he is already so passionate and loving without my power of persuasion. The problem is, I will never know. And I’m not so cruel that I would entrap him for all my own selfish reasons. Especially knowing that the love he had to give was actually meant for another. Each time I bewitch James with my chemical fog, it gets harder and harder to sever the bond it creates. I should erase his memory right now and send for a carpenter I won’t jump, won’t dazzle into a sexual frenzy. I should, but I won’t. I am a succubus. This is who I am. I maybe bad, but I’m so good at it. Maybe that is why some believe I am a demon, a whore of Beelzebub; maybe they are right.

I push the tiny voice telling me to be good aside. Actually, I kick it to the fucking curb, the instant James places his burning hand on my thigh. My legs manage to open apart even further, as he traces the straps of my garter.

“If this is why you brought me up here, you should know, I’m not really into the whole pleasure from pain thing.” He takes a step closer so that my wet panties brush up against his growing erection. I unbuckle his tool belt, and it clatters to the floor.

I grind into him, hoping he’ll change his mind. His soft eyes peer into my soul, as he gently brushes a strand of hair behind my ear. “I’m going to take a wild guess and say that each of the rooms up here have a different theme. Take me somewhere soft, like you,” he says, brushing his fingertip along my cleavage. “I don’t want you thinking about the last person you had in this place.”

The gentle soul before me takes a step back and offers his hand to me, and I nearly melt into the floor. “I know just the room.” I cling onto his callused hand and lead him out of my bondage den. We don’t have to travel far, for the next door down will suit him perfectly.

The pale pine door is unlocked, I turn the knob and it swings silently open. The trappings of this room are completely opposite from the last. Rather than pain, this room is all about pleasure. A huge round feather bed, surrounded by white gossamer curtains, awaits the impassioned lover, directly in the center of the room. Pale lavender walls, match thick wall-to-wall shag carpeting. A huge, white, overstuffed L-shaped couch rests in one corner, while in the opposite, stands an enormous claw foot tub, surrounded by pink and purple bottles brimming with bubbles and bath oils.

Rather than whips and floggers, the walls in this room are lined with feathers and silk scarves. Don’t get me wrong I still have a dresser full of dildos and blindfolds. A girl’s got to have some standards.

“This room is a little more my speed.” He sweeps me off of my feet and carries me through the threshold. I gaze into his eyes, wanting to believe this could be mine forever. I am putty in his strong, sure arms as he carries me toward the bed. He easily supports my weight with one arm as he parts the curtains with the other. When he lays me down, I don’t want to let go, but I do. I push a fraction of the pastel pillows to the floor, making room for my stud. He kisses me deeply, and I wrap my arms around his neck, pulling him closer. I sweep my fingertips along his cheek, and he pulls from the kiss, only to penetrate my soul with his gentle eyes.

“Why can’t I have this?” I whisper.

“You will, just be patient.” The question I asked was never meant to be answered and yet, maybe there is a deeper truth in his response.

He softly kisses my nose, and it makes me giggle. He flashes a warm, dazzling smile, and I soak my silk panties. His wet kisses continue as he makes his way down to my neck, my collar, my cleavage. A soft kiss replaces the location of each button, as he makes his way down to my navel. Once my shirt is completely open, he returns his attention to my heaving breast.

Wet kisses devour my tits through the sheer lace fabric. My rock-hard nipples scream to be released. I thrust my chest forward arching my back begging to be ravished. I need to touch his flesh, so I tug at his shirt and pull it over his head. I’m rewarded with his chiseled physique. James continues his game as he slides one of my bra straps off my shoulder and traces the fabric back to my breast. He slips the lace further and further down with maddening slowness until finally my engorged nipple pops free. His tongue swirls around my areola over and over. I arch my back further as my hand searches for his package.

His warm, delicious mouth engulfs my breast as I pop open his button fly jeans. I bring my knees up and hook my toes onto his waistline. As I extend my legs, his pants and boxers come free, and I grasp his tight ass driving him between my thighs. He gently pulls free from my clutches and releases a low chuckle.

“I’m free for the rest of the day. There’s no need to hurry. Why don’t you let me do the work? That is why I’m here, isn’t it?” The sexy stud stands up before me and kicks off his jeans.

“It’s not like that. I hope you don’t think...” But he cuts me off with an adorable finger to his lips telling me to quiet.

“Don’t try and tell me you don’t want me to swing my hammer for you. You knew exactly what you were doing the second I walked in the door.”

Of course he is right; if I had any morals at all. I would’ve sent him home the instant he rolled into my shop. Thank God for little things.

“You’re right. I’m completely helpless when it comes to handling tools. I need a big, strong, sensitive man, someone who’s not afraid to bang and screw until the job is done to my satisfaction.” 

“I think I have the perfect instrument for the job, ma’am.”

“I can see that. However, I must insist on a demonstration before I can allow you to work with my fragile hardware.” I’m having a blast with this game, as is he, considering his ever growing erection. The farce is so cheesy, I nearly expect a hot plumber to walk in asking to snake my pipes. But I don’t want to ruin it, so I stay in character.

The hunky handyman takes me by the hands and pulls me to my feet. He unhooks my skirt, and it falls to the floor. He walks me out to the center of the floor and in all his naked glory begins to circle me. Lifting his hands to his chin, he walks purposefully around me, appraising my physique. I can’t say I’m doing anything less. “No need to worry, miss, I just need to get a closer look at what I have to work with. It’s all about using the right tool for the job.”

My stilettos sink into the deep plush carpeting. My hands fidget with the white straps connected to my sheer stockings. One breast still hangs defiantly out of its bondage. My hungry eyes devouring every inch of his rock-hard body as he mischievously sizes me up. Unable to control my devilish desires, one of my hands finds my mound and slips beneath my satin panties. My finger slips easily within my familiar folds as my hips roll in response to my touch. I slide the other bra strap off my shoulder and begin to massage my exposed left breast.

“I didn’t realize you were going to perform the demo, but I’m not one to complain. However, I can’t let my reputation be tarnished. If word gets out I allowed you to do my job, I could lose all credibility.” James stops his evaluation and stands behind me. He leans in, and the smell of his sweet breath nearly drops me to my knees. He pulls my hair to one side, then he sweetly whispers into my ear, “I think I can take it from here.”

He gently takes each of my wrists in his hands and positions them on top of my head. His fingers crawl up my neck, and he grabs a fistful of my wavy auburn hair and firmly pulls my head back. His thumb ever so delicately grazes my left nipple. He repeats the motion over and over again. My breathing quickens and his lips find my neck. He tickles it with his tongue all the while he continues to tease my nipple.

I reach my arms back and weave my fingers through his hair as my hips gyrate uncontrollably, my ass grinding against his huge tool. My body is begging to be fucked right here, right now. Rather than submitting to my call, he releases my hair and unhooks my bra. I lower my arms, and it falls free. He in turn drops to his knees, disconnects my garter from my silk stockings, and pulls my panties to the floor. I now stand in only my stockings, stilettos, and my stunning pearls. I’m only seconds away from charging the stud and taking what I want, what I most desperately need when his nose finds my bush and inhales my scent to my utmost delight.

I widen my stance and hold onto his head for dear life, as his tongue begins to lick and twirl my clit. My hips rock wildly as he sucks me numb. He tickles my inner sacred spaces reminding me of my womanhood. I can feel his hot breath warming my pussy with each deep breath. I slide my hands up my slick body and onto my tits and grasp them savagely. His tongue laps at my swollen lips and I push out my hips and beg for more. His lips clamp onto my clit, and he sucks it into his greedy mouth. His tongue pushes deep inside of me, fucking me with its hot wetness. I moan and wail when his thumb begins to rub the tip of my cave. He has found my sweet spot and my pulse quickens as I gush into his mouth. My hands claw into my hair, threatening to rip it from its roots. I screech out a slur of babbling nonsense, as I convulse wildly. He smiles mischievously and licks his lips. He easily lifts me up and carries my trembling body to the bed. Satisfying as it was, my body craves more—it craves him.

I spring onto all fours and motion for him to join me. He kneels in the center of the bed before me and beckons me to join him. Sitting on his feet he positions me so that I can mount his staggering girth. As my knees slide open. I lower onto his massive tool. I’m so wet and slippery that I slide right into place. His hard cock heats up my inner cave, and I nearly collapse in gratitude for its presence. Strong hands find my ass and bounce me up and down. With a maddening fury, he drives himself deeper and deeper inside of me.

“Is this what you wanted?

“Yes!”

“Do you want me to fuck you?”

“Yes fuck me!” I am able to squat in this position, and I use my toes to spring myself up and down onto his cock. I clutch onto his burly shoulders and lean back as far as I can. I throw my head back, thrusting my breasts forward. They jiggle wildly, and James can’t help but reach out and experience their soft, silky essence for himself. I howl in delight and trace my fingers down, find the burning wetness where our bodies join.

James desperately tries to claim my buttery breast, yet is thwarted as it spills from his erratic grasp. “Is that why you took me into your room of pain? Do you like it rough?”

“Yes, punish me. Fuck me, fuck me, I’m bad.” I can barely breathe out the words as he lifts me then drives me wildly onto his unforgiving shaft. Just when I can take no more, he grabs a fistful of my hair and yanks my head back. He stops the assault and drags his tongue from between my breasts and up my neck.

 He softly sucks in my ear lobe. As he releases it, he whispers gently into my ear. “I’m not here to fuck, I want to make love.” I’m pretty sure I swooned at the words. I should’ve known. Every time I try to fuck this man, he thwarts my advantage and makes soft, sweet love to me instead. Not that I’m complaining. I’m just a little more accustomed to savage monsters I guess.

He lets go from gripping my hair and slides his hand down to the curve in my lower back. He rest the other on my stomach and gently pushes me back onto the mattress. I straighten my legs, then place my feet flat on the mattress so that my hips are still lifted high. He slowly slides his hand up my belly then lays his hand flat between my breasts. My pulse races in comparison to his slow, steady drum. Beneath his fingers, I am his. In this position with my head thrown back, he begins to slowly roll his hips. His thick cock massages the walls of my cave as he glides it in and out at a steady, continuous pace.

My head grows dizzy, a flame burns deep within me, his pulsating tool feeding the fire. I sit up and take his rugged, yet kindly face in my hands and thrust my tongue deep into his mouth. His own twirls with mine as I roll my hips to a steady rhythm. Our lips part only so he can gaze into my eyes deeper than any before him. He demands my attention as he erupts into me. When his oxytocin laced juices race into my body, I began to quiver. My pussy cat begins to pulse, and I feel him grow hard deep inside of me. He lowers me onto my back and starts to circle his hips, reaching deep inside me. I throw my feet into the air. He grabs one leg and drags his hand along my soft flesh. The sensation drives me over the edge. My eyes glaze over, and my skin bursts into flame, as a mind numbing orgasm seizes my body. My body clenches onto his cock for dear life, and I gush all over the soft mattress.

Nearly a minute goes by before I can release the stud from my pulsating grip. He rolls from on top of me but pulls me in. I wrap myself around his strong, sure body allowing myself to succumb to his embrace. We lay silently still until he places a finger beneath my chin raising my head so he can look directly into my eyes.

“There’s something about you that is hauntingly familiar. My body knows yours like this isn’t the first time they have been joined. I’ve never been this confused before. One part of me is screaming to run, to get as far from this place as possible. The other is begging me to stay, to forget the life I knew and relinquish myself to you. I know this sounds crazy. We only just met. It’s just that... Never mind, I’m going to scare you away.”

“Please, don’t be afraid to tell me anything.”

“I know this is crazy, but I love you and I know I can explain it, but I’ve always loved you. What’s even stranger is that I feel you have already broken my heart. Yet, I still I can’t help but feel a special bond toward you.”

I close my eyes, breaking his lover’s spell. I’ve gone too far this time. His gentle spirit is no match for my monstrous game. This has to be the last time. Even if his heart could take another dose of my debauchery, I don’t think mine can.

“Please, Catalina, look at me. Do you feel the same? I know love is a strong word, but the connection between us is real.”

I can’t argue with him because he is right. I’ve never felt a connection with anyone like I do with him. Even with Dorian I think it was more of a lustful desire to own and control, rather than love and compassion. Our union worked so well for so long because we both desired the same thing. Power. I wanted power over a sexy brute, and he just wanted power over everything. To be honest with myself. This was the first time I had come to see our relationship in this new light. I had always believed him to love me as he said he did. Only now, after knowing what it felt like to be honestly loved, did I come to the realization that our relationship was a farce and always would be.

On the other hand, James really does not know me, nor I him. There is no way possible way he could truly love me. Except one. Maybe we really are made for each other. I can’t deny that each time I see him or think of him, my pulse races, and my breath sticks in my throat. Could it be love or just my old friend lust? Regardless of how I feel we can never be together. He is mortal, and I am a monster. Well, there is one way. No, I tell myself I’ve already created one demon, what would I ever do with two. Okay, so I can think of few things.

“James, I would be lying if I told you I didn’t feel strongly for you. It’s just that I’m not a one-man kind of woman. I’m not ready to settle down. I need my freedom. And don’t say you can handle that. You’re way too sweet to put up with my shit.”

“So you won’t even let me make my own decision?”

“I don’t need to. I already know how it would turn out, and it’s not pretty.”

 Usually at this point in our conversation, James begins to beg for me to reconsider. However, something has changed. He quickly rises from the bed and hastily gets dressed. He’s about to leave the room when he says to me, “You know, maybe if you actually gave someone a chance and let your guard down, you might just find you're wrong about yourself.”

I lie in a stunned silence, completely confused by the direction our meeting has turned. I hear him retrieve his tool-belt from the next room. A moment later he is back. “You have my number. Normally I’d charge you for wasting my time. But I think that would just make it easier for you to pretend you don’t really have feelings for me.”

He leaves in a huff confused by his own irrational feelings for me. I hear the bell tinkle as he walks out my front door. I want to race after him. Tell him I love him. That I want him, I need him. But I don’t. I can’t. I’m scared that he’s right, but I’m even more terrified that he is wrong.

How did I let this happen? One minute, I’m in pure bliss, the next I’m totally pissed. Not at James, but at myself. Why couldn’t I just have admitted my feelings to him? Told him I loved him, succumb to his strength. We could be so happy. We could have it all. A small house in the country with a white picket-fence. He could come home tired and sweaty from a hard day’s work. I would be there to massage his aching muscles. We could make love until dawn, only stopping to hold and embrace each other. But that daydream is exactly why I let him storm out of my life. Sure, it would be fun for a while, but then my cravings would return. I would start bringing home strangers, seducing them into doing unspeakable acts. I would inevitably stray from home, seeking out the touch and taste of exotic travelers from around the world. I will never be a one-man woman for I am a succubus, and I will never be satisfied.

Once I had cleared my head of the guilt and pain that comes with human relationships. I made my way down to my apartment and hopped in the shower, I turn the nozzle to pulse and delight in the multiple orgasms it brings. The rush of oxytocin reminds me of who I am and washes away any doubts I may have had about my decision to let James leave.


Chapter Three

 

 

I’m sitting up in my apartment when I hear the back door open then shut. I dash down the stairs. Tonya, my sexy assistant, is the only one that uses that door and right now I need the distraction.

“Tonya my dear, how are you today?” I sound way too happy, and she is sure to notice.

“I’m fine, but why shouldn’t I be? You, on the other hand, have been pouting for weeks now. I know you just went through the whole hostage thing, but you have never been one to let anything get you down.”

“All in a day’s work. So what’s up? Any new clients I should know about?”

“Are you sure you’re okay? You sound, giddy and you are never giddy.”

“I just need a distraction is all, you know something to get my mind off the last few weeks.” I hop into my cushy brown leather chair and kick my legs up onto my desk.

“Actually, it’s been rather slow. However, we did get that Maria Popovi bowl.”

I jump up excited to do something work related.

“But, I have already logged it, tagged it and set it on display.” I plop back down and kick my feet back up, defeated by a dish.

I’m about to give up on all hope of playing the prim shop keep and just slink back up to my apartment where I can properly pout when the service bell rings. We both freeze in our tracks then jump up simultaneously. I guess this job can get a little dull. Tonya makes to race me to the back door. But I tear past her, tousling her picture perfect persona in the progress.

“Really!” She calls, straightening her uplifted skirt, as I skid to a halt at the back door.

She is still trying to tame her windswept hair as I open the service entrance door. At first glance, my knees go weak when I see the hunk of brown sugar holding the clipboard. His badge says Manuel, but I would have named him lunch. I’m about to throw him over my shoulder and show him my package, when Tonya clears her throat, effectively breaking the spell.

“How can we help you?” She asks, bumping me aside. The delivery boy swallows hard trying to gain composure. I do feel for the poor fellow two beauties at once can be overwhelming.

“Yes, ma’am, I have a delivery for Purdy antiques.” Satisfied that he’s able to actually talk he flashes a big smile exposing deep dimples and hands over the clipboard. “If you could just sign here, please.” His dark brown eyes twinkle up at me, and I consider pushing Tonya out the door so I can claim my prize. Again she nudges me with her hip, shattering my dreams.

“I’ll take that,” she says, giving me a look that tells me to cool it.

“We will need to access the loading dock. It’s a rather large crate,” he states professionally. Tonya slaps the button, and the gears and pulleys come to life as the large door rattles open. Manuel calls to his partner Ramon to help with the crate. I motion to Tonya. I hold up two fingers and point to her, then myself while nodding with a devilish grin. She points to Ramon then her ring finger, signifying he’s married. I shrug in indifference and mouth the words, “I’ll take him.” She shakes her head vigorously and sharply elbows me in the side as the deliverymen cart in the enormous crate. Once the package has been unloaded, I hit the button, and the door comes rolling down. Tonya gives me a look of disbelief when I give her a sharp wink.

“Tonya can you finish up the paperwork with Ramon? I have a business proposition I would like to discuss with Manuel. That is if you’re interested?”

“Sure, ma’am, we’re always looking for new clients.”

“Let’s talk outside. I could use the fresh air.” As I follow the handsome Hispanic outside, I look back to see Tonya shaking her head yet again, but she flashes me a smile and lip-synchs ‘make it quick,’ I roll my eyes at her in reply. Humans.

“I’ve been considering keeping a private delivery team under contract. Tell me, Manuel, what kind of experience do you have?” He means to stop by his truck, but I ignore his pause and keep walking. “How long have you been handling delicate cargo?” I ask, leading him into the narrow alley. Okay, so it’s more like a gap between the buildings, but who’s keeping tabs. I guide him far enough back that all light has been snuffed out by shadows. You might think it odd that someone would blindly follow me into a dark corner. But unlike women, men live under the false pretense that they cannot be duped or harmed. I would’ve had to cloud a woman’s mind to get her to come this far.

I come to a sudden stop, and I feel his hot breath on my neck when he nearly runs into me. “Is there a side entrance here?” he asks, concern biting into his words. The golden cross he wears tells me he believes in things that go bump in the night. Let’s see how he handles getting bumped in the daylight.

“Yes, there’s an entrance, but it’s you who holds the key,” I purr out my words as I turn to face him. My hands slide down his arms to discover hard muscles. God I love working men. I need to feel every part of him. The things I could do to him if I had the time. I’ll have to remember to get his card. I close the tiny gap between us and run my long nails along his neck and into his hair. I press my soft body against his solid frame and find him growing to my expectations.

“Are you sure you want to do this?” he asks sweetly.

“We have such little time. Don’t waste it with words.” I remove the finger I used to cover his lips and replace it with my own. His tongue penetrates my mouth, and he grabs my ass pulling me closer. One hand is tangled in his soft black hair; the other makes quick work of his belt. I slide his pants down as he hikes up my skirt. When he discovers that I’m already sopping wet for him, a low growl escaped his lips, and he pulls me in for a deeper kiss. “Take me,” I beg.

He doesn’t hesitate.

I lift one knee to grind into him, and he takes the opportunity to lift me from the ground. I wrap my legs around his waist and slide onto his hard sex. I moan loudly as he reaches my deepest point. We stay motionless for a second while I mold to his shape. Before I can beg for more. He starts bouncing me up and down onto his heat. I throw my head back and claw onto his shoulders. I use my strong thigh muscles to help drive him into position. I feel the brick wall on my back as he pounds into me. He slurs in Spanish and my pulse races at his poetic words.

Manuel grunts and moans, working hard to quench my insatiable lust. I plead for him to fuck me, harder and faster and he does. My body starts to seize, and I lose all muscular control. My cunt clenches onto his hard shaft as my orgasm builds inside me. As a start to convulse, I feel him explode. When his oxytocin-laced load hits my system, I lose all control and cry out as my own orgasm rocks me senseless. We remain frozen in place. I use the wall to support me until I can finally set one foot onto the ground.

We take a moment to redress and compose ourselves then I lead him back out to the street. Just before we hit the light. I feel a gentle hand touch my shoulder. “When can I see you again, Chica?” Shit! I nearly forgot. How could I be so stupid? I turn and face the handsome delivery man.

“Let me give you my number.” As I lean in to whisper into his ear. I sharply bite his neck and deliver a large dose of my memory erasing chemicals. I lick the wound shut and turn to walk away, that’s when I realize he’s still standing in the shadows. I grab his hand and escort him back toward his truck. “Well, that all sounds splendid. I think your company will be a great addition to my team. Here’s my card, you will be hearing from us soon.” I nearly have to force the card into his discombobulated hand, but finally he shakes the cloud from his eyes and nods in agreement.

“Yes, umm, thank you for the business?” I don’t think he meant for it to come out as a question, but it did.

His partner Ramon has just come out of the building. He takes the lead, noticing that his partner is lost in space. “Thank you, Ms. Purdy. Here is my card. I gave your associate our pricing sheet, should you ever need our services.” Holding out his hand to me, I shake it with professional courtesy. “Come on, Manuel we still have three more deliveries,” he whispers, in disbelief at his partner’s condition. Finally in exasperation he shows his friend to the passenger door and buckles him in. Shaking his head, he hops into the driver-side and waves goodbye as he drives off.

“What did you do to that poor man?” Tonya asked incredulously.

“I guess I went a little overboard on the dosage. I really do want to use them again.”

 I get a deadly glare from Tonya. “It would be nice to have one reliable carrier. You need to stay away from him. Why do you think we don’t already have our own truck?”

“Oh yeah, Roger, whatever happened to him?”

“Don’t. I moved him out of the state. After the whole Smithsonian debacle.”

“Oh yeah, that’s right.” I laugh. “You have his number?”

“Let’s just see what’s in the box. By the way you may want to fix your hair,” she adds, with a disapproving giggle.

“So where’s this from?” I ask, ripping off the wooden lid with my bare hands.

“This is from the Rosenbloom estate. While you were fraternizing with witches, I was working.”

We spend the day unpacking the huge crate. I’m constantly reminded how invaluable my assistant is, as each new discovery gets tagged and cataloged. There’s nothing too exciting. But she was able to procure: A rare mint condition 1932 Shelley China set, an exquisite Gorham sterling silver tea set, and even an early Picasso.

“Looks like you cleaned the Rosenblum’s out.”

“Estate sells are so much fun when you have an unlimited budget,” she says while admiring a beautiful golden necklace acquired during her shopping spree.

“Unlimited?” I shake my head and roll my eyes at her while she poses wearing the necklace. “Tag that and place it with the rest of the jewelry on display. I’m going to take this stuff up to storage. With one arm, I heave a huge steamer trunk filled with various items from the estate over my head. I don’t want to wrinkle my dress any more than it already is. However, when I do, an envelope which has been wedged into one of the brackets on the bottom of the trunk falls free and floats to the floor.

As the saying goes, ‘curiosity killed the cat.’ Hell, I’m practically feline. Fortunately, I’m also immortal, well sort of. I delicately lower the trunk and set it on the floor. I pick up the thick, heavy envelope and turn it over to see a name written in the most eloquent penmanship. The name is one that I haven’t seen in a millennium.

Lofn

“Lofn?” Tonya asks as she peeks over my shoulder. “Why does that sound so familiar?” The basis for which she finds the name familiar are quite the opposite to my own reasons. While I’m hesitantly opening the envelope, she’s already doing research. “I knew I’d heard that name before. Lofn is a Norse Goddess. The goddess of love. Her name literally means permission. She gave other gods and goddesses license to do whatever they wanted with whoever they wanted to. The LGBT could really use a champion like her in their corner. It says here she was also lovers with the goddess Freya. Some say even married to her. What’s really crazy is that most of the pictures of her look a lot like you, Catalina.” Though the majority of the images plastered on the computer screen are cartoonish in nature. I must give them credit. They have truly captured my essence.

“That’s because long ago Lofn was my name.” Tonya gives me a disbelieving look as my eyes fall back to the envelope in my hands.

“But she was a Norse Goddess. Purely mythical. Right?” Of all the tales I have shared with my beautiful assistant, this is one I never intended to tell. “Right, Catalina?” she tries to confirm, ending my daydream.

“Long before you humans were playing with fire and inventing wheels, we monsters were celebrating our cupidity. We built grand cities and elaborate kingdoms. We battled, played, loved, and lost. It was a beautiful and brutal time. The Earth was primitive, full of vitality and magic. When humans first began to document our lives, we thought we could live here in harmony together. Eventually, the humans became resentful of our gifts. Their jealousy turned to anger, anger to fear. That is when they burned down the first of the virgin forest in an attempt to rid us from their lives. War broke out amongst us. Some still believed we could live in harmony. Others wanted to enslave the humans. “The great cities were abandoned, blown to pieces and dismantled. Others sank to the bottom of the ocean during the great continental shift. You can thank Thor and Loki for that. Most of our kind returned to their home planets. Some, like myself, chose to remain, hiding in the shadows while Earth’s true natives slashed and burned their once-majestic planet.”

“I need a minute to wrap my brain around all of this. So you’re telling me that not only are Odin and Thor real, but that they are aliens. Which would make you an extraterrestrial?”

“Yep, that about sums it up. Are you going to run screaming?”

“I... I just can’t believe after all we’ve been through, you never introduced me to Thor. I mean, come on. What’s a girl got to do?” This is exactly why I love my assistant. She doesn’t want to see my spaceship. I’m not asked to explain the time-space continuum. She simply wants a date. And who can blame her. Thor really is exceptionally hot. Though he is, a bit of a prima donna.

“I see it now. This website’s description of the goddess Lofn, I mean you, might as well be your date.com bio. It says; loves to party, encourages nonconforming relationships, grants forgiveness. This sounds a lot like that Aztec goddess Xanadu or whatever.”

“I can only assume you’re talking about the Earth mother goddess Tlazolteotl? And yes, we are one and the same. Legends don’t fade away when they reach the border; they only change in name.”

“So I guess what we should be asking is, what’s in the envelope and who put it in the crate?”

After having learned a few lessons the hard way, I take a moment to cast a spell that will alert me if any dark magic surrounds the letter. When I get the all clear, I open it. Inside of the thick beige wrapping is a folded square of vellum. I have a pretty good idea about what it is before I even unfold it.

“What is it, Cat?” Tonya asks, looking over my shoulder. “Why would someone send you a painting of a Viking ship?”

“It’s not a painting, it’s the Skidbladnir.” As the words escape my lips. The front doorbell chimes.


Chapter Four

 

 

On the security monitor, I see a well-dressed man strolling through my shop. He wears a pale gray tailored suit. His long, black dreads have been tastefully pulled back from his deep, dark face. Sharp cheekbones and a small button nose hint at his heritage, but this man is no tribal African. Before I can even make sense of what I’m seeing Tonya cries, “Dibs!” and jets for the shop.

“Good afternoon, I’m Tonya. How can I help you?” she kindly asks, offering her hand to the slender slice of sexual chocolate. He takes her hand into his own and kisses it delicately as he gazes deeply into her rich brown eyes.

“Tonya, how lovely. I believe you could help me with a great many things. But alas I’m afraid to say, I must speak with the proprietor of this amazing establishment.” Inhuman lavender eyes look past her as I enter the storeroom floor. Tonya turns her gaze from the dashing man to see me standing with my arms crossed behind her. I can smell the drop of hormone production when she discovers she’s lost her prize.

“Very well. Please let me know if you need my help, Ms. Purdy. I’ll just be in the back office.” If Tonya had even an ounce of magic, I’d be on my ass right now. As it is, she has assured me that she will be using human technology to keep tabs. I have no doubt she’s already glued to the security monitor, ensuring I don’t again steal her date. If she had any idea who this man, or what this man really is, she never would’ve called dibs. But then again, that has never stopped me.

“Lofn, it’s been so long. Should I bow? Rumors say you made yourself Queen of this primitive planet after the wars.”

“There’s no need to bow, Gollor, I gave up my crown long ago. The Nightlings now have a counsel to keep them in line. And it’s Catalina. I haven’t gone by Lofn since the great exodus.”

“Catalina is it. How terribly human. But what a clever euphemism Nightling is. I suppose that came about when you all decided to stay here, hidden from the human population. Forever doomed to cower in the shadows.”

“I’ve heard the sermon before, Gollor. Why are you here?”

“For someone who came begging for my help not so long ago, I think you could be more charitable.” His pale lavender eyes peer straight into my soul. For a brief moment, his dark brown skin flashes to a dark plum purple, revealing his true nature. Magic always has its flaws. Unfortunately, he is right. However, I don’t know anyone who would use the phrase “not so long ago,” when referring to twenty thousand years.

Even though I was considered the goddess of love, but who at that time wasn’t, my name literally translated to ‘permission.’ That was because I was in charge of granting authorization when Odin found himself too busy to give a damn. Mostly, people would want to throw lavish parties or outrageous games and sporting events. Not only did I give allowance for such gatherings, but I always had ideas for those without. Not to toot my own horn but I have always been creative, and that’s what got me into trouble.

 

One glorious day, while I was planning the most elaborate party. Three subjects came to me for advice. Two were female, the other a male. All three were madly in love. In the past, I had given my blessing to many same-sex marriages, but always between two partners. I didn’t see the problem with allowing all three to enter into a sacred union, so I sanctioned a triple marriage and pushed the matter aside. You see, I was right in the middle of devising the most exciting game, they call it basketball now, but that’s beside the point. A few days later, when Odin found out about the triple marriage, I was stripped of my duties and punished by veiling. A horrible sentence that forces everyone in the community to completely ignore me under pain of death.

 To me, invisibility was worse than imprisonment. So I left Asgard. However, while I was away, my lover Sjofn petitioned Odin for my sentence to be lifted. When finally it was, I returned. But things had changed. No longer did the community seek my advice, nor did they invite me to be the life of the party. I begged Sjofn to leave with me to return to Earth for a fresh start, but she was reluctant to leave the only home she knew. After many years, I wore her down, and she finally joined me on Earth. However, as punishment, Odin bound her magic, and she began to fade. The only chance I had was to seek out the dark elves of Svartalfar. For they alone are the masters of all things magical. The elves revived Sjofn’s magic, but the fear of losing it again, drove her from my arms and back to Asgard.

Not long after that, the great war between brothers Loki and Thor began. Gods and goddesses were forced to choose. Those who returned to Asgard became legend, and we who stayed became Nightlings. I never saw my lover again, nor any of my kin, until now.

 

“You’re right, Gollor. You helped me in my time of need. Now I must return the favor. So what is it you want?”

“I think you know why I’m here.”

“I’m really not in the mood for riddles. Just get to the point.”

“I remember you being much more fun.”

“And I remember you being purple.”

“Humans don’t seem to appreciate my natural gorgeous tone.”

“I really don’t mean to be short with you, Gollor. Why don’t you just tell me why you’re here?”

“Very well, I’ve come for the Skidbladnir.”

“Why would you think I have possession of such a relic?”

“Because it was I, who transposed it into your crate.”

“If you had it once, why give it away only to seek it out?”

“You really have been gone a long time. Let me enlighten you. The Skidbladnir was built by the dwarfs, and as you know, the elves have no control over anything crafted by those greedy bastards. At least not when the object is in its true form. I need you to transform the ship into its physical form.”

I really have been separated from the realm of Asgard for very long time. I had nearly forgotten the animosity between the elves and the dwarfs. Of course, there are situations when light elves and dwarves join together for a cause. However, very few beings will work with dark elves and dwarves are definitely not among the few.

The magical ship the Skidbladnir has always been a sore point amongst the elves. You see, it was built by the dwarves and given as a gift to Fray the god of prosperity. Fray, it so happens, resides in and rules Alfheim, the realm of elves. Even though the dwarves knew Frey to be friends with the elves, they built the ship under the spell that no elves could ever sail her.

The enchanted ship will grow so as to allow its Captain to fill it with any size crew and cargo, then be folded away like a piece of paper to be stored for safe keeping. Which is exactly how I received it. Whatever it is the dark elves want her for, I have no idea, but I’m sure it’s not good.

“So where exactly do you want me to sail to?”

“The same place we want to go.” God I hate elves.

The little bell jingles to a stop as two pale-faced light elves sweep through the shop door. Each have incredibly long silver hair and nearly transparent crystal blue eyes. I’d say they were twins if I didn’t know them as the mated pair that they are. In actuality, most elves resemble one another. These two are no exception.

“Limdor and Lithel, masters of the sea. And Gollor, the dark lord of magic. Three high elves to do with as I wish. Shall we adjourn up to my apartment? It’s been a long time since I’ve had such company,” I purr, running my hand down Limdor’s pale silken skin.

“We have not come to play one of your wicked games, Lofn,” the pale, she-elf firmly states.

“It’s Catalina, Lithel. And if I get nothing out of the deal then why should I play?” I’m practically pouting as I stand arms crossed and toe tapping. Elves have never been easy, no matter what you’ve read in books.

“Let’s just say we want something. And you know the incubus who saw it last.” Gollor has come up behind me and runs his electric fingers down my arms. He takes a step closer rubbing his growing erection on my behind as he whispers in my ear. “I never said I wouldn’t play with you, my darling Catalina.”

I step away from his embrace, even though I know how much fun we can have. It’s just that elves and their cryptic riddles have always grated on my nerves. “Just spit it out. What are you looking for and who the hell do I know that knows anything about it?” Damn, it’s hard to even ask a straight question.

The clock ticks away as the three elves look at one another. Finally, Limdor speaks up. “We’re looking for Thilor, the last Seeing Stone. It was last seen with a human. The primitive warriors who held it called it a Sunstone. They discovered that it could be used to see the sun on a cloudy day. The stone’s magic allowed them to navigate the turbulent seas, like none before. But Thilor is much more powerful than any human could ever imagine. It is no ordinary crystal. We elves can use it to view ancient stars, in far-off galaxies. We need the stone to find a new planet. Alfheim has become corrupt and overcrowded. Our leader Dain has contracted us to find Thilor, as it was so named in the beginning. We need it so we can start anew.”

“Dokkalfar and Ljosalfar working together? I don’t buy it.”

“There can be no light without the dark. We have learned that we are not so different,” Lithel says, giving Gollor a skeptical look.

“So, who is this incubus you speak of?” I’ve pretty much already connected the dots, but I must hear his name out loud to truly process it all.

“His name is Dorian, but you already knew that. Didn’t you, Catalina?”

The implications surrounding this madness are nearly too inconceivable to comprehend. Let me try and break it down. At some point in history, Dorian was purposely lead to a deserted beach in order to happen upon the Sunstone because the elves knew that someday I would find him and grant him immortality. That way eventually they could use his love for me, to get him to Captain a magical ship that they can’t sail themselves. In doing so, they would be able to reclaim the stone from the only Nightling indebted to them. AKA me. I guess the real question is, why was their beloved Thilor left on Earth in the first place? I need to know why the stone was taken from the elves, but they will never tell. I’ll just have to play their game until I can use some of my own tricks to find the answers I seek.

“Very well. If finding the stone will get you out of my shop and off of this planet, then I will help. I could use a vacation anyway.” I take my giant cell phone out of my pocket and start punching in Dorian’s number.

“There’s no need for your pathetic electrical device. I have already summoned your Dorian. Of course, he believes the letter was from you.” Gollor gives me a wicked smile as Dorian throws the door open and furiously stomps through.

“You are driving me crazy, Cat. One minute, it’s go away. Now you’re writing me love letters telling me you need me. I don’t think I can take it any longer.” In his fury, Dorian has failed to notice the three dazzling elves who stand motionless in my shop, as he brandishes the letter in my face. I, on the other hand, want to fall to my knees and beg for his forgiveness. It always floors me to realize how hopelessly in love I am with this beautiful man. I just wished he felt the same. However, right now I can’t let him know that, and I can’t let the elves think he has any power over me.

“Dorian, let me introduce some old friends. This is Limdor and Lithel. Light elves from Alfheim and this is Gollor, the magician, a dark elf from Svartalheim and the author of the letter you just received.”

“Nice to meet you both,” he said shaking the light elves hands, deliberately ignoring Gollor. “So what’s this all about?”

“They’re looking for a relic of Alfheim. You knew it as a Sunstone. Apparently, you were the last to see it,” I say, though I can’t quite make eye contact. “Can you help them, Dorian?”

“You’ve come all this way and deceived me, all for a chunk of rock?”

“Yes,” Gollor replies mischievously.

“I’m sorry you made the trip for nothing. Last time I saw the stone it was sinking to the bottom of the ocean along with my ship and most of my brothers. That was right before...”

“You met me.” The words slip out before I can stop myself.

“Yes, right before I met Catalina. Are we finished? I have things to do.” Dorian turns to leave, but Gollor raises a magical field which halts his progress.

“I think Catalina has a favor to ask. Isn’t that right, Catalina?” Gollor asks, lowering his barricade.

“Can you give us a minute?” Fortunately, all three elves take the hint and wander off into the far corners of the store. “Dorian, I’m sorry to have dragged you into this, but I do need you...”

“Say it again.” His eyes close softly as if savoring the moment.

“I need you to guide us to the stone.”

“I knew there was a catch. I should’ve known when I got this letter that you wanted something more than my company.” He looks away from me in disgust and tosses the forged note to the floor. I stand frozen; there’s nothing I can say to take back my expulsion of his love. Finally, after he takes a deep breath, Dorian breaks the silence. “I will help you.”

“Thank you, Dorian. This means...”

“Under one condition,” he interrupts.

“Anything.”

“I want you to consider accepting me and the crown, back into your life.”

“Dorian...”

“You don’t have to answer now. We will have plenty of time on the open water for you to contemplate whether or not you want me. And I know I’m only setting myself up for disappointment, but damn woman, you’re a tough act to follow.” He cups a strong hand on my cheek and speaks directly to my soul. “I will never find anyone to fill your shoes? No one even comes close to your shadow.”

“Dorian I...”

“I don’t want to hear it. Please just think about me. About us.” He pulls me in and kisses me deeply. As always I’m putty in his strong, sure hands. I lace my fingers into his thick wavy blond hair and deepen the kiss. Somehow my hands have found his firm ass, and I hold on for dear life as my leg crawls up to his waist. He grabs my knee, and I grind my hips into his growing manhood. I’m about to rip the clothing from his incredibly hard body when Gollor rudely clears his throat, halting our make-out session.

“I take it the gentleman has agreed,” he snidely asks, while the two pale elves roll their eyes in exasperation.

Dorian releases my thigh and smoothes back his hair while I straighten my crumpled clothing. He focuses his blue fire-opal eyes directly at me and says, “That depends on her answer.”

I have no intention of taking his request lightly. It’s not like I don’t have feelings for him.

“I will think about our relationship. I promise,” I say directly to Dorian. Turning to face the elves I ask, “Very well then, where is the ship?”


Chapter Five

 

 

Before we leave for the harbor, I inform Tonya that I will be gone for an undetermined amount of time. It’s not really news, considering she watched the whole thing on the security camera. In compensation for all her hard work and tight lip. I reward her with the golden necklace she had coveted from the last shipment. If only everyone in my life could be so easily satisfied.

I direct Dorian’s limo to a deserted cove and tell the driver to leave once we have all filed out.

“Wouldn’t it be more comfortable if we waited at the Marina?” Dorian asks as he looks around at our isolated surroundings.

“There’s no need, we will be departing shortly,” I reply, removing the envelope from my purse.

“Not much room for a helicopter to land. How do you suppose we get to our vessel once it arrives?” He asks looking around at the steep cliff edge on which we stand.

“Just a moment. I have a feeling you’re going to like this, Dorian,” I say as I unfold the old tattered lambs hide, revealing an ancient Viking longship. I hold the prehistoric scrap of leather by the two top corners and lift it up to the horizon and over the water so that I can see the ocean waves behind it.

“Wow, Cat, nice drawing,” Dorian says rolling his eyes. “Now what?”

With an evil grin, I fold the corners together and drop the canvas. Where once only a picture of a ship sailed, now floats a very real and ancient Viking vessel. “Dorian, may I present the Skidbladnir.”

“My God, she’s real!”

“Very.”

“All this time you’ve been holding out on me?”

“I only just came in possession of her. Here. She’s all yours now,” I say, handing the soft lambs hide to Dorian. “When you’re done with her just frame her within the vellums borders and fold her away.”

“I always thought she was a myth. Pure legend.”

“You should know by now that most legends originate from the truth.” Gollor has regained his true purple hue, and he now stands patting Dorian on the back.

“So, how do we get out to her?” I ask realizing Dorian was right to wonder.

“Well, we could swim or...” Gollor begins, snapping his purple fingers. Before he can finish his sentence, we are all instantly transported to the deck of the magical ship. Dorian and I are standing dumbfounded as Gollor casually finishes his statement, “I could help.”

“You can just snap your fingers and poof?” Dorian asks in amazement to the elves magic.

“Well actually I only snapped my fingers for dramatic effect,” Gollor replies with a wicked smile.

“You could’ve waited for me to muster a crew. There’s no way the four of us can handle this vessel,” Dorian says admiring the ships great mass.

I don’t know shit about sailing, but I know that Dorian does and by the sheer massive size of this craft I must agree with his assessment.

“We have already summoned the crew. They should arrive any moment now. Why don’t you take some time and familiarize yourself with your ship, Captain,” Limdor says giving Dorian a slight bow, before retreating into the underbelly of the ship.

At first Dorian stumbles about in a childish haze. Peeking over the rail and running to and fro about the deck. His excitement lifts my spirits. It’s been a long time since I’ve seen him so happy.

“She’s amazing. I’ve never seen its equal,” I say joining Dorian at the bow.

“I’ve heard stories of the Skidbladnir since I was a boy. I’m still having a hard time believing she’s real.” He runs his hands over the polished rail with a lover's touch, and I get wet imagining him doing the same to me. We walk over to the intricately carved dragon that adorns the bowsprit and Dorian caresses the woodwork. This is a far cry from the last ship I sailed. Do you remember, Cat?”

“How could I forget? They nearly declared mutiny because I wouldn’t let you leave the bedroom.”

“What happened to us, Catalina?”

“I grew tired of war and you were just beginning to fall in love with it.” I can barely meet his gaze. He knows with one kiss I am powerless to his charms. I only wish I could influence him as easily.

“You must realize that the world needs our strength. Nightlings are calling for our return. Order is being replaced with chaos. The Council is failing, Cat. Something must be done.”

“But why me? Why us? There must be someone else more suited for the position.”

“Who? The Vampires? Humans would be slain in broad daylight for the sheer thrill of it. Shifters? Do you really want a wooly mammoth dictating procedures? We succubae are the only monsters who are guided by passion and love. You are the oldest, kindest and as ridiculous as it sounds the most levelheaded of our kind. It must be you. If not us then who?”

“What about Josephine and Roderick. The Roses are a valuable and trusted couple.”

Dorian nearly doubles over with laughter at my suggestion. “The Roses? Sure if you want the world to crumble around us why they party into oblivion.”

“It’s not that crazy of a thought. And if I remember correctly we held many exotic parties of our own.”

“The Roses are one in the same. No balance. Not like us, my love.”

 He is right, as usual. Having Jo and Rod rule would be like having two of me on the throne. All fun no fear. And fear is what keeps the monsters in line. Dorian and I were the perfect union; destined to rule as one. I have the knowledge and experience he had the might. Perhaps a little too much might as it were.

“Please, Dorian. You said I had this time to think, and already you’re planning our inaugural ball.”

“You’re right. I just can’t help myself in your presence. Please take your time. I need to do my inspection of the craft.” Dorian embraces me with a tight hug and kisses me gently on the forehead before taking his leave. While I stand gazing out of the sparkling water, Dorian rushes about the massive ship memorizing every nook and cranny of its surface. This is where he truly belongs. With his hands on the wheel and the wind at his back. Not on a golden throne commanding others to do what he only wished he could. I just don’t understand why he can’t see that. Maybe this trip, this ship, finally can do what I have only tried.

“So where’s this crew you were bragging about?” Dorian asks once we have all gathered again on the deck. “I see you have used your magic to fill the holds with supplies.”

“Yes, Captain, you will find that aboard the Skidbladnir no one will want for anything,” Gollor says with an unbelievable pride.

“Captain,” Limdor pronounces, “your crew awaits your command.” As the final word escapes his lips, a mighty troop of nearly forty elves have materialized from thin air and now stand on the deck. “May I introduce your first mate. This is Gaerthel, a more seaworthy elf you will not find.”

From amongst the throng of dark and light elves that litter the deck steps a fair she-elf with long wavy copper-colored hair. Pale skin and huge emerald-green eyes only enhance her enchanting beauty. Her skimpy outfit made of what I can only assume is some type of plant, leaves little to my imagination. I scan her long legs and exposed midriff. A large round emerald protrudes from her belly button, but it is nothing compared to the string of gems that grace her neck. But I barely notice for I am drawn to her ample breasts which desperately want releasing from the tiny bra I assume is supposed to keep them in check.

It takes everything I have not to take her right there on the deck. The things I could do. The only thing that stops me is that I can see that Dorian wants the very same.

“I assumed you would be first mate, Limdor,” I blurt. Oh my God I’m jealous.

“Me? Oh no, Gaerthel is your girl. I’m not one for taking orders,” he replies with a smirk.

“Very well. I am Dorian Rossi. You may call me Captain Dorian. All hands to your post. If the stories are true, we need only point ourselves into the desired position and a fair wind will appear.”

“Aye, aye, Captain.” Gaerthel’s voice chimes musically. I could have puked if I wasn’t so hot for her. She shouted something in Elvish to the crew, and they all scurry into position. A huge magenta striped sail is hoisted high into the air, and I watch memorized at the aerial ballet the elves perform to get it there.

“Our heading, Captain?” the she-elf asks.

“We go south.”

“Aye, Captain.”

“Catalina, let me show you to your quarters,” Lithel says, taking my arm.

I really don’t want to leave Dorian alone with the busty, copper headed she-elf, but seeing as I really don’t want to spend the entire trip watching him, I agree. Hell, there must be someone down below that can quench my thirst.

My room is huge and immaculate. Intricate carvings of Merfolk and mystical sea creatures grace every wall and panel. A huge carving of Jormungandr encircles the mahogany crown molding. I find it rather fitting that I should be giving this particular room, for it was I who sanctioned the union of Loki and the Junta woman Angerboda. Incidentally, the fiend currently displayed on my ceiling is their seafaring love child. Believe me, crazier creatures have been spawned when monsters mix.

As I start opening cupboards and drawers, I watch in amazement as they are magically filled with clothing and sundries for my use. I drop my own bag onto the floor and jump onto the huge feather bed. I sinfully stretch out and beckon for Lithel to join me. As I do, a large rack of joy toys instantly appears on the wall. This ship really does conform to each passengers desires. She looks so shocked at my proposal that I nearly burst into laughter. Though I can see her cheeks flushed with embarrassment, she regains much of her prim and proper attitude as possible and takes her leave. Shit! Foiled again.

After several hours of meditation, I realize the sun has gone down, and stars now adorn my porthole. If only I were so lucky. Starved and suffering I decide to seek out a meal. Once I leave my room, I can hear and smell that the majority of the crew has hit the dining room or is it a galley? I really have no clue when it comes to nautical terms.

So I enter the big room with tables and chairs and people eating, I am stopped cold by the sheer size and amazing decor. Even though a rainbow of colored elves pack the room, their presence is dimmed in comparison to the huge brilliant murals that encompass every wall. Although technically we are beneath the sea. The walls display an underwater world never before seen by the human eye. Giant sperm whales glide by so convincingly that I can hear their lover’s call. Mermaids and their partners, dash between coral columns as they frolic with one another. An elaborate pearly castle beckons the weary traveler, though nearby the Kraken peeks from within a seaweed shrouded cave, ready to pounce on any who dare attempt to intrude.

“I love the pirate wench getup. If I had know this was a costume party I would have countered your outfit.” Long purple fingers have grasped my shoulders. Gollor’s sweet breath is actually soothing in its familiarity. Though we have been romantic before, I don’t want to give him any ideas. The last time I seduced him it was because I wanted something. No need to give it up when I may need to use my power of persuasion at a later date. However, right now I need to keep things light and friendly.

“As they say, when in Rome.”

“You do realize I’m not from this planet. Therefore, that means nothing to me. Explain.”

“Well, the Romans were great explorers and when they met new societies, they adopted the host cities customs and traditions, so as not to seem invasive or rude.”

“So basically you dress the part.”

“Precisely.”

“Well then, shouldn’t you be dressed as a Viking?” I roll my eyes at him and step away from his touch. Looking down at the black and red striped vest and frilly petticoat I dared to don, I can't help wonder what the hell I was thinking when I choose to put it on.  That’s when Dorian and his first slut—I mean first mate—enter the dining room. He wears a grin that stretches ear to ear. I’ve never seen him looking so happy, so proud. Maybe he’ll give up the King gig and settle for Captain. It sure as hell would make my life a whole lot easier.

When he spots me, he rushes over and sweeps me off my feet twirling me around. “Isn’t she magnificent? Not just this room, but the entire ship. Wherever did you get that dress, Catalina?” He sets me down to admire my silly costume. “Well, you look beautiful as always.”

I can hear Gaerthel sniggering behind me. I offer Dorian my thanks, but I’m totally changing into my leathers after this, and I’m tossing this ridiculous outfit overboard.

Dorian leads me to the private Captain’s table where we are joined by Limdor, Lithel and Gollor. Gaerthel attempts to join the crew, but Captain Rossi invites her to join us. “They must see that you are one of us,” he interjects as she sits at our table. “Most mutinies are instigated by the first mate,” he explains to the table. “If the crew sympathizes with her they will try to turn her against me. If they think she is one of us they will stay in line.”

“Brilliant deduction, Captain, but you need not worry. We elves pride in doing our duty. There is no satisfaction in taking power from another.”

“So says a dark elf,” Gaerthel balks. Dorian releases a chuckle, and we all join in, allowing the tension to fade.

“A toast!” he shouts standing before the entire room. “To the Skidbladnir. May her sails always catch the breeze and her crew be ever at ease.”

“The Skidbladnir!” everyone shouts in salute, while servers refill goblets and plates. A lovely light elf, with fluorescent green hair, delivers a large silver tray, loaded heavy with exotic fruits and cheeses to our table then scurries back into the galley.

I have to admit with all the emotional turmoil I’ve been through I haven’t stopped to notice the incredible array of color that surrounds me. Granted light elves sport every shade of hair known and unknown to man, but they all have the same pale faces. Now dark elves, that’s something to see. They too grow the most obscure hair colors, but it’s their skin tone that really stands out. Pale lavender to deep plum, mint to forest green. Pinks, pumpkin and everything in between and off the charts. Besides their erratic color, overlarge eyes and the ever present pointed ears, elves are quite humanoid in nature. What is truly special about them is that they are magical, and they alone can grant humans the power of said magic, which is the main difference between witches and wizards and the all self-important sorcerers and warlocks. Witches pull their magic from the earth; sorcerers have been gifted their magic by the elves. But I know you know I don’t want to get into all of that. However, I have spotted a tasty looking elf who I wouldn’t mind letting get into me.

“Catalina?” Dorian asks, dragging me from my wet daydream.

“Huh?”

“I asked what your opinion was when it came to the canal.”

“The what? I’m sorry I guess I was off in space.”

“It seems you’ve been going there quite a lot these days. There aren’t any of my arch enemies popping in that I should know about, is there?” I give him a look that should’ve knocked him on his ass. When it doesn’t, I considered doing it physically.

“Oooh, a lovers spat how delightful,” Gollor says with a wicked grin.

“Rather than teasing me in front of the crew why don’t you just ask me again?”

Limdor has gotten uncomfortable with the growing tension, and he blurts out the question before Dorian can respond. “We were discussing whether or not to utilize the Panama Canal. It would greatly shorten the trip but...”

“But, we are in a fourth-century ship. It is a possibility we might draw attention, even if we hide ninety percent of the crew.”

“It’s more like we would draw a PBS movie of the week,” I say thinking what could happen if the press got a hold of this.

“Can’t you just cloak us in magic, Gollor?”

“Captain, we already are. The problem is, the canal is a system of ladders, each section floods with water which floats the craft to the next level. If the men working those controls don’t see a ship then they won’t turn on the mechanism allowing us access.”

“But why can’t they see a ship?” I ask as my wheels start to spin.

“Because that’s the definition of invisible, Cat,” Dorian remarks, totally pissing me off.

“What I mean is, if you can enchant a ship to be invisible, then why not enchant it to look like something else. Say a barge or a cruise liner perhaps.”

“Brilliant and beautiful. I knew I was keeping you around for something,” Dorian says kissing my hand and completely annoying me. “You can do that, can’t you, Limdor?”

“I don’t see why not. What do you say, Gollor?”

“What’s the point in being magical if you don’t use it,” he answers.

“Excellent, then we head towards Panama. Now I must take my leave. Gaerthel, why don’t you get some shut eye. I’ll take the first watch. Elves do sleep, don’t they?”

“In a way. It’s kind of like your meditation, a chance to refill the batteries, as the humans say,” Gollor answers, standing up. “May I escort you to your cabin, Catalina?” he’s asking me but is looking at Dorian.

“Thank you, that would be lovely,” I say, holding out my hand for him to take.

“Actually, Cat, I was hoping I could speak with you up on the deck.”

“Perhaps another time, Captain. I’m truly exhausted. Shall we?” The purple elf takes my arm and leads me from the dining hall. Normally I would’ve jumped my companion before we even made it to my room, but I want to punish Dorian for making me look the fool. Screwing a dark elf in a shadowy corner just won’t do the trick. So to his complete revulsion I send Gollor on an errand once reaching my door, rather than inviting him in.

Once I’m in my cabin, I strip the silly swashbuckling costume off and toss it out the window. Clothing is highly overrated. A few short minutes later I hear a knock. Wearing nothing but my pearls I open the door to find that Gollor has brought just the she-elf I wanted to see.

 Gaerthel is a bit shocked at my appearance but is eyeing me approvingly nonetheless. “Please,” I say invitingly to her. “That will be all, Gollor, thank you for your help.” I nearly have to push him out to shut my door.

I flop down on my belly on the huge feather mattress and beckon for the she-elf to sit next to me. With my fist under my chin and my legs swinging up behind me, this could almost be a preteen slumber party. “Thank you for coming, G. You don't mind if I call you G, do you?" Before she can respond, I continue. “I really want to talk to you, girl to girl.”

“Sure, Catalina, what do you need?” she asks sitting next to me on the bed. Her tits jiggling wildly as she does.

“Well, it’s Dorian... And please call me Cat. I really want to spend some time alone with him, but he’s kinda angry with me and honestly I don’t think he wants see me right now.”

“Why not just go to him?”

“I was hoping he would come to me, but if I ask I’m afraid he’ll think I’m weak.”

“No one sees you as weak, Cat.”

“Dorian does.” Which is the only part of this farce that is probably true. “I was just wondering if you could bring him here.”

“Me?”

“Yes,” I say sitting up. “Tell him you think that I need him. That way he sees it as your idea, not mine.” This story is getting weaker and weaker, but I’m starving so something’s got to give.

“Okay, I’ll take the helm so you can have a moment with him,” she offers.

Shit. I haven’t quite thought this through. “Oh no, I don’t want to take away your free time. Why don’t you just have someone else summon the Captain to my cabin, then come right back. This involves you as well.”

“Me? Catalina, I promise there’s nothing going on between the Captain and me.”

“Don’t worry, it’s not like that. Please, just do as I ask.”

“Very well. I’ll be right back.”

A few minutes later a knocking at the door announces that Gaerthel has returned. While she was gone, the enchanted ship has dimmed the lights and set the mood. Red scarves materialize, shrouding the lamps, giving the room the warm, romantic ambiance I was looking for. “Come in,” I call stretching out on the bed. Gaerthel hesitantly steps into the room shutting the door behind her. She takes a moment to drink in her surroundings and smiles wickedly, realizing what I have in store for her. “Take off your clothes. I want to see all of you,” I purr as I slither on the mattress.

G snaps her fingers, and suddenly an otherworldly beat fills the air. She swings her hips to the rhythm and slides her long pale hands up her body, driving me wild. Just then, the door burst open.

“What is this all about, Cat? Why ... couldn’t you ... just...” His words keep tumbling out but have lost all meaning as he sees what is happening.

“Come join me for the show, Captain,” I call. No explanation needed, he quietly shuts the door, pulls off his shirt, kicks off his boots and joins me on the bed. “Continue,” I command, and the music starts up again. Not the least bit perturbed by Dorian’s rude interruption, G starts to sway, tracing the long, lean lines of her stunning body with her delicate hands. The more she wiggles, the more her clothing starts to sparkle until the twinkling dissipates rendering her nude. To my great fortune, a pole has appeared in the center of the room, and she uses it to spin and grind upon, to my complete delight.

“I want to see you dance, Cat, Captain’s orders.”

Not one to disappoint, I slide into my four-inch red fuck-me pumps and wiggle my way up to the pole. I join her swinging my ass. The music starts to speed becoming more intense, more frantic, more demanding. I slither down behind her and slide my body up her back as she grinds the pole.

Caught in the trance of the fluid music, Dorian strips his pants and joins in. We sandwich him, slick and sweaty from the thick pheromones that suffocate the room. I grind my wetness onto his thigh as he takes my waist. I throw my head back and let his strength hold my weight as I work my needy sex on his muscular leg. We all three are gyrating and spinning with the hypnotic music. Now the she-elf dances with her back to him her tight ass grinding into his massive erection while her full rounded tits spill from his grasp.

Clinging onto the pole with my back arched as far back as possible, Dorian runs his hot wet tongue between my breasts while she boogies up behind him dragging her copper bush up and down his perfect ass. It’s in this very position that my door creaks open, and we see Gollor peeking through the crack. For one awkward frozen second all four of us freeze. The purple nightmare, so named because they used to haunt humans, quickly moves to shut the door but is halted when his Captain demands that he stop.

“I’m sorry, Dorian... I mean, Captain. I only thought it was the women. Forgive my intrusion.” I can see by the way he is eye fucking Dorian’s hard body that the Captain’s presence is anything but unwelcome. To Gollor’s complete surprise, Dorian steps away from bumping and grinding and offers his hand to the dark elf.

“Why should the girls have all the fun?” Dorian asks.

Giggling like schoolgirls G and I make quick work of removing his clothing, and the dance begins again as we are all enveloped by the Transadelic music. All of our dancing and gyrating has reached a fevered pitch. I pull Gollor closer. With my back against the stripper pole, I wrap one long leg around his waist and grind my wet sex against his hard erection begging for penetration. Finally, he slides deep within me. His crooked elf dick hits all my hidden recesses yet to be discovered.

Drawn by our union Dorian stands behind Gollor, places his hands on the Dokkalfar’s shoulders and encouraging his progress. He moves in unison with our dance. I can sense the moment he penetrates Gollor’s core, for I can feel the elves size grow within.

G has retired to the bed, I can see her masturbating in the reflection of Gollor’s pale lavender eyes. She’ll have to wait, our threesome is way too passionate to be halted.

 With a furious determination, Dorian grasps the nightmares shoulders and drives into him. With each thrust, the dark elf is forced to pound me senseless, and I’m totally loving it. I moan and wail while intermittently shouting out slurred nonsense until finally my body quakes, my toes curl, and a deep gut wrenching orgasm rocks me limp.

Gollor holds me in place while the torrent continues. I hear Dorian scream out seconds before Gollor explodes into me. Both Dorian and I sink our teeth into his slick purple flesh and drink our fill. We all collapse onto one another using the pole as our only support.

I can hear G moaning behind me, and it gives me strength, purpose. I pull myself free from the ménage and fall to my knees. I crawl to where the she-elf is writhing on the bed. I grab her pale ankles and drag her to the edge of the mattress. Her juices are running freely, so I bury my nose deep into her red-coppery bush. I inhale deeply as I begin to lap up her elfish essence.

I slide one finger deep within her cave as my other hand rejoices when it finds her huge breasts. I twist and tweak her nipple as a second finger finds her slippery depths. Considering she was already halfway there when I started it doesn’t take long for her breath to quicken. I suck in her clit, teasing it with my tongue. My fingers rapidly pulse inside her, slowing when she clenches around them and begins to quiver. I drink in her orgasm and sharply bite into her pale soft thigh. The rush rocks me, and I gush all over the floor in ecstasy. When I said I was easy, I guess that was a bit of an understatement.

It takes a few moments to regain my composure and just before I do, she grabs me by the hand and leads me toward the sound of falling water. Together we walk into the bathroom just in time to see Dorian on the edge of a massive orgasm. Gollor has the Captain deep into his throat. He licks and sucks in Dorian’s balls. I nearly juice all over myself just watching as Dorian writhes in pleasure. I step into the enormous shower behind him and slither my breasts down his back just as his hard body seizes in release. I catch him in my arms as he nearly collapses. I hold him close and whisper into his ear.

“Fuck me, Captain.”

Gollor already has the light elf up against the blue tile wall. She screams in delight as he pounds into her over and over again. I turn and face the wall and spread my legs popping my ass out for easy access, as the hot water streams down my slick body.

The Captain takes no mercy as he thrusts into me. His flesh is so familiar it’s like coming home to have him deep within me. I press my palms flat on the wall to absorb the force of his passion. I could hear myself shouting random objectives, none of which he neglects to follow.

“Yes, yes, fuck, fuck me... Harder, yes, fuck yes!”

He grabs onto my shoulders for leverage as he drives me closer and closer to the edge.

“Come for me baby, come on, come on, come..! “ Dorian screams with an animalistic fury exploding into me. His release pushes me over the edge, and my body convulses uncontrollably. We both collapse to the floor huddled in an iron embrace; I am putty in his arms as the hot water saturates our souls.

In the far corner of my mind, I hear Gollor tell G they should leave us alone, but I don’t bother to acknowledge their disappearance. Right now, I am where I belong. In the arms of my love, my protector, my king. Now if only he would settle for being simply my captain, my life could be far less complicated.

I hadn’t realized how drawn into myself I had been until I notice that the soft, warm fabric of the featherbed has replaced the cold hard tile of the shower floor. Dorian kisses me lightly on the forehead, pulls a blanket over me and whispers lightly, “I must go.”

“Please, stay with me.”

“I can’t. It’s my duty to watch the helm. It was you who made me Captain, remember?”

“Then I’ll come with you,” I say jumping to my feet.

“I’d like that,” he answers, holding me close in his familiar arms. “Now step to, or else we will have yet another mutiny on our hands.” He playfully slaps my ass to get me moving. I nearly jump him, starting the game all over. He shakes his head disapprovingly and finishes buttoning his shirt. I slip into my leather pants and a white silky blouse and follow him up onto the deck. He relieves a magenta tinted elf with dark gray hair from the helm and takes his natural position. Out of habit, he checks the reading of the huge wooden compass built into the deck near the helm. It’s completely unnecessary because the elves have us magically tethered to our destination, but old habits die hard.

I stroll around the deserted deck for a moment admiring the exquisite craftsmanship and detail that encompasses every inch of the magnificent ship. At the bow, I run my hand over the scaly neck of the huge dragon that adorns it. The night is so clear that the stars reflect a mirror image on the water, giving the illusion we’re sailing through the cosmos. Dorian stands proud and content doing the one thing he was born to do. I make my way back to where he guides the ship and wrap my arms around his waist. I bury my face between his shoulders and inhale his intoxicating musk. “Why did you never tell me how much you loved to sail?”

“Why did you never tell me you were a god?” With all that has been going on I nearly forgot that Dorian was still in the dark about my past.

“It was such a long time ago and I wanted to forget it all. When I met you... Well, I never imagined I would fall in love with someone who held stock in the old stories. And then our lives became such a whirlwind of war and royalty, and you were discovering a whole new world.”

“You didn’t think I could handle it?”

“Dorian, you placed me on a pedestal, you made me a queen. What would you have done if you thought I was one of your gods?”

“You should’ve let me decide that on my own.”

“You’re right. I have lived long enough to know that the past can never stay hidden. No matter how long ago it occurred.”

“Well, there’s no time like the present. Don’t leave me in the dark, tell me everything.”

 I start at the beginning, from the first counsel who decided that a small blue planet would be a perfect place to hold the Millennium Festival, up until my choice to remain on the planet after Thor and Loki’s war. The sun was burning off the last of the evening stars when finally my tale was told.

“So you can go back at any time?”

“Yes, I suppose. Though I would need transportation.”

“Can you take me with you?”

“I could, Odin does not look fondly on those that have shared the magic, nor those who have been changed by it.”

“Meaning us?” Dorian clarifies.

“Yes. When I allowed you to drink from one of Odin’s three magical drinking horns, I passed on all of our strengths and powers, deliberately breaking the rules.”

“Do you still have the horn?”

“No. I gave it to a friend for safekeeping. And please don’t ask who. I cannot tell, even you.”

“I just can’t believe there is so much about you that I didn’t know.”

“Don’t you see, Dorian, life is what is happening right now, not what happened in the past. I’ve never seen you more content than you are with your hands on that wheel, and I’ve never been more in love with you.”

“It’s called the helm, Cat,” he corrects with a smile. “Does that mean you’ve changed your mind?”

“Only if you’ve changed yours.”

“What do you mean?”

“I will stay with you if you remain Captain. Not King. Let me be your first mate or your cabin wench. Don’t make me sit on the throne, Dorian. I just don’t have it in me. Not again. Not ever.”

“Do you really think ordering around filthy bilge rats can compare to ruling the world, Catalina?”

“Why do you need that power?”

“It’s not me who needs it. Don’t you see, Cat, it’s the world that needs us. You left the Council in charge, but they have grown corrupt, drunk on the power you entrusted them with. It’s only a matter of time before the whole system collapses.”

“Do you realize I have been fighting a war since Odin left this planet? It was I who battled the stragglers so that humans could keep their mortal lives. It was me. I created order. I killed my family so that chaos would not rule this planet. And just when I thought I could run off into the sunset with my lover he turned out to be more bloodthirsty than the brigands I had set straight. I fought with you and ruled by your side with the knowledge that when we finally bombed the world to peace, I could then enjoy it. But you still want more.”

“I want you, Catalina. And this peace that you speak of is only an illusion. Monsters are feuding. Mortals are still being enslaved and harvested for their chemicals. The Council will forgive even the harshest of crimes for the right amount of gold. You can’t just turn your head and play human and pretend it’s not happening.”

“Why? Why must I be the one to solve the world's problems?” I scream, falling to the floor. Dorian rushes to me and wraps his arms around me.

“Because the Nightlings trust you, Cat. They respect and fear you, like no other. That’s why it must be you.”

While I have been caught up in my pity party, the morning has started without us. The deck is full of activity and the chow bells chimes alerting all that breakfast is being served. Dorian helps me to my feet as G approaches.

“I’m here to man the helm, Captain,” she says, relieving Dorian of his watch.

“Thank you, Gaerthel, we will be in the dining hall if you need me.”

As we near the hall, I shrug off Dorian’s coddling embrace by telling him I need to be alone. When I get to my cabin, I’ve noticed that several elves, both light and dark have conveniently found duties that apparently need to be performed directly outside my door. It never has taken very long for rumors about the town slut to spread. The very idea that I would screw any of these pathetic creatures after the morning I’ve had is disgusting. To show my disappointment in their shameless exhibition, I give them all a disappointing glare as I enter my room. Without the dancing girl, hot sweaty men and trance electronic music, the room seems cold and lonely. To my own utmost disgust, I open my door and pull in the two closest elves. Like I said before, all rumors and legends have a true origin.


Chapter Six

 

 

As the days and weeks roll by I have stayed locked up in my room. I only leave when assured by my new BFF that Dorian is in his own room. Although there is no shortage of elf booty to pick and screw from, they’re not satisfying my lust. Even though they are the most willing and adventurous of partners, the chemicals they produce are not quenching my thirst.

In Asgard, the very fruit off of the trees could provide the sustenance I need. Here on Earth only humans or other succubae can offer what I crave. If I don’t feed off of Dorian soon, I will be forced to commit piracy. I doubt the victims will alert the Coast Guard after what I will do for … I mean to them.

A light rapping at my door awakens me from my near delirious state. I have to step over several exhausted elves to reach it. To my surprise, the Captain himself has come calling. I nearly collapse to my knees in heartbreak when I see that he has become a starved and an emaciated shell of a man. Only I could be so selfish as not to think he was going through the same thing as I. His terrified look of concern for me, mirrors my own for him.

“Dorian, I am so sorry. Here, you need to eat,” I say, offering my pale wrist in haste.

“It’s too late for that, Catalina. I would drain your very essence,” he says kissing my sacrifice.

“You’re right, we need humans, but how?”

From deep within, streaming from his hidden past a golden light emerges and twinkles in his brilliant blue eyes. “A night raid. Come on, we have little time, in the morning we traverse the canal.”

Under the cover of darkness, we board a small life raft and direct our course toward the nearest light. Even depleted, Dorian’s strength pulls us faster than most motorized crafts. The closer we get to shore the more options we have. In fact, a bit of a line has started for those accessing the canal. I use my nose to make the decision

On one hand a large cargo ship is filled with sweaty, burly men, even if I were alone I would have to be quite picky, for the sour smell of STDs permeates the very air surrounding the vessel. Now on the other hand is a small luxury cruise ship, filled with wealthy perfumed seniors. The biggest problem with them is that we may actually cause a few unnecessary deaths. Now even though Dorian has no objections to getting it on with another man, sometimes they do. So it looks like the love boat is on the menu.

Dorian guides the raft to the side of the large yacht, and we stealthily crawl up the side. There is nothing to tie the dinghy to, but it’s no matter, by the time we’re done gorging ourselves, we could swim to South America. The ship seems deserted as do the cabins. My nose is telling me that the majority of the guests are all converged in the ballroom.

Twinkling lights and chamber music spills from the hall, along with about sixty senior citizens. They are all dressed in their finest. It’s nearly blinding with all the reflective sequins of the room. Just before we charge in and wreak havoc, the cruise director makes an announcement.

“Thank you all for joining us on the Silver Dove. Tonight as promised we will be offering lessons. Please don’t be shy, one of our professional dancers will be asking for your hand. I suggest you take it,” he says with a forced chuckle. “Now let the dancing begin.”

The music starts, and I give Dorian a wicked smile. “Wanna have some fun?”

“As they say, when in Rome.”

We crawl around the outside of the ballroom and find an entrance on the other side. To our good fortune, it’s the dressing room. Young couples clothed in flashy costumes have already started to take their places on the dance floor. In front of a lighted mirror, a tall blonde woman stands with her arms folded and toe tapping. “You are the one that talked me into taking this job. Now come on or our pay will be docked,” she says to a handsome yet drug-induced young man in a black tux.

“Stop complaining that’s all you’ve done,” he retorts, snorting a line of white powder up his nose.

Dorian and I give each other a look and smile at our perfectly in sync evil minds. In a flash, I have the girl in a corner. I don’t bother drinking; she’s too pissed off, to be producing the chemicals I need. Instead, I sink my teeth in and release a huge dose of my memory erasing hormones, and she falls into a deep sleep. Dorian gives the coke head the same treatment.

We quickly dress from a nearby rack, then clasp hands and sashay out onto the floor. Apparently this first dance is strictly so that the instructors can flaunt their goods. An erotic Lambadi begins, and Dorian guides me into the forbidden dance. We grind and dip and twirl to the rapid beat. It’s been so long I had nearly forgotten what an amazing dancer he is. We both carry ear to ear grins as we spin around the dance floor in a heated rush. On the final note he dips me so low, my head nearly touches the floor. His hand guides me down as he slides it between my breast and onto my throat. The audience burst into applause, and even some of the instructors clap, astounded by our performance. With reviews like that, we shouldn’t have any problems finding new dance partners.

We take a glorious bow; then I begrudgingly release Dorian in search of another. A tall, handsome man with silver hair and enough energy to race the other geriatrics to my side, offers his hand and a befitting rose, just as the band strikes up a saucy Tango. He’s no Dorian, but he does have some moves. I dry hump his leg at every opportunity hoping to inspire an erection. I spy Dorian out of the corner my eye. He’s clumsily twirling a large breasted platinum blonde who looks as if she has been shoved into a silver bag around the dance floor. I have to stop myself from laughing when I see that two of her of girlfriends are perched on a table nearby, waiting for their turn with the brawny stud.

While my attention has been averted my partner has finally come to the attention. I pretend to whisper something in his ear as we dance toward a deserted corner. My hands find his impressive manhood, and I sink my teeth into his neck, quickly drinking his chemical laced blood. Before we tango into the crowd, I heal his wound and cloud his mind. I lead him back to his seat as the music fades. I haven’t even turned back toward the floor when I’m approach by two more gentlemen. I blow a light fog of my pheromones laced love dust, then pick the man who comes to attention first.

Song after song we dance and drink from the seemingly endless line of volunteers. During a ten-minute break for the band, I see Dorian leading two diamond-clad women out the side door. I take the hint and slip under a table where six men are seated. There’s nothing like drinking directly from the source.

 I slither out from under the table and head back toward the dressing room to check my hair and makeup. I’m so high and energized right now I can barely put on my lipstick. When I hear the band start up, I turn to head back, but I’m stopped dead in my tracks when I see Dorian blocking the exit.

The white button-up shirt he is wearing hangs open exposing his hard muscular chest. Piercing fire opal eyes devour my body. Tall, broad and hard he looks more like a God than I ever was. I can tell he is just as high as I am. His chest moves up and down as he breathes rapidly. The bulge beneath his zipper is threatening to shred his tuxedo pants, exposing exactly what I want.

For a brief moment, we are frozen in place. Both the hunter and hunted as one. With incredible slowness, I watch as a single bead of sweat rolls down his neck and onto his chest. It pauses in time just before it hits his rock-hard nipple. That’s when I strike.

We crash into each other’s arms. He lifts me by the waist, and I wrap my legs around him. I crush my lips against his and his tongue thrusts into my mouth. My hands claw into his hair, forcing him to kiss me harder, deeper. I hear a clatter as he wipes the contents of the makeup counter aside. He sets me on the cold surface, and I tear the cheap fabric of his pants to shreds. He grips the slit of my dress and rips it so forcefully that the whole thing falls open exposing my breasts. He takes one deep into his mouth and bites me. I squirm and writhe begging for penetration. With an animalistic fury, he thrusts his hard cock into me. My head hits the mirror, and it shatters behind me. I rock my hips, and he drives into me harder and faster. We are purely emotion at this moment all primitive instinct, as we fuck and thrash the room around us.

When at last we have sated our lust, we start to notice the destruction we have left in our wake. I’m about to make a comment when we hear footsteps approach. With lightning speed, we dash out of the back door and over the railing, splashing down into the sea. Eventually, we find the dinghy. We crawl into it soaking wet and begin to giggle. Each time we try to stop a fresh wave hits us, and it starts all over again. Eventually, my ribs hurt so much I can laugh no more, and we are finally able to gain a bit of composure. Enough that we are able to make our way back to the ship. On the journey, we tease each other about one another’s dance partners, and we giggle and jest with a lightness we’ve never had before between us.

Dorian takes my hand and helps me onto the deck, all traces of our schoolyard playtime gone. “Can you please meet me for breakfast? Gollor has some instructions for passing through the canal tomorrow.”

“Of course, Captain, seven a.m.?”

“Make it six. We need to get an early start.”

“Very well six it is,” I confirm, disappointment coating my words. I turn to leave my head hung low when Dorian’s firm hand gently touches my shoulder.

“I had a wonderful time with you tonight. I don’t think I’ve ever had so much fun or laughed so hard.”

“I had fun with you as well. I don’t think I’ve ever seen that side of you before.”

“Not everyone can be as carefree as you, Catalina.”

“But can’t you see, that’s what I want. I want to have fun. I want to laugh and dance. And I want to share that with you.”

“You had nearly 200 years to play, Cat. Isn’t that enough?”

“200 years out of 200,000, and none of it with you.” I graze my fingertips over his stern jaw.

“I can’t always play the fool, Catalina.”

“And I’m not asking you to. I just want...”

“You want to laugh and play and forget about your duty.”

“Please, let’s not argue. I don’t want to ruin the magic of this night.” I give him a quick kiss on his soft lips and linger a bit longer than I should. “I’ll see you at six sharp, Captain,” I say, then turn away before I succumb to emotion and give in to his every desire.


Chapter Seven

 

 

It’s a crisp morning; a few lazy stars hang in the predawn sky as Gollor explains the roles we will be playing during the crossing. He dresses both Dorian and myself in baggy overalls and large, dirty, trucker hats. He does the same with the few light elves who can easily pass as humanoids. He hands Dorian a portfolio of documents meant for the officials at the canal border. According to Gollor, we will be posing as a cargo ship carrying canned fruit. Not very exciting if you ask me, but apparently that’s the point.

“Excuse me, Gollor, but who are our line handlers?” I ask, reading from the instructions posted on the canal procedures official website.

“Our what?”

“Well, it says here that we need four line handlers. It also mentions we may have to wait two to three days for an inspection. Can your magic tolerate a thorough inspection?”

“That is what this is for,” he replies, opening a small chest overflowing with gold coins and sparkling gems.

“Pirate booty? We are supposed to be a cargo ship full of cocktail fruit not the Queen Anne’s revenge. You might be able to bribe a deckhand with gold, but the officials require a digital bank deposit.” Amateurs! “I’ll pay the required portage fees over my phone. As for the bribe to get us around inspection, I brought a bag of cash. This is the twenty-first century after all.” As I transfer the required funds to the Panamanian authorities, Gollor creeps up behind me to glory in the modern magic of my handheld device. “Just disguise four of the most non-descriptive elves. Make them look good, they will be in contact with humans the whole transit. Better yet, get three. I volunteer.”

“I can help as well,” Dorian says.

“No! You’re the captain. I need you to use your charms and my money to expedite this transit. Lithel, please tell the chef we need cheeseburgers and fries ready and some sealed bottled water. We have to feed our assigned advisor while he’s on board.” She gives me a look like I just asked the impossible.

“Cheeseburgers?”

“Yes ground-up cow meat.”

“We do not eat the flesh of animals.”

“Of course you don’t.” I sigh with exasperation. “How about bottled water, do we have any?”

“Why yes, we have several drums of freshwater. Plus I can remove all impurities to any water I touch,” Lithel says with pride.

“Great, but that’s not going to help right now.” I can’t believe I left things up to a bunch of mystical elves who haven’t been to this planet since before the discovery of the wheel. I’ll just have to take care of this myself. Fortunately, we are currently surrounded by dozens of vessels waiting to pass through the 49 mile-long famous canal, which takes nearly 7872 miles off the voyage, opposed to going around Cape Horn. Unlike us, I’m positive they’re all prepared. I quickly strip nude and dive into the chilly water. I head straight for a fancy yacht named Daddy’s Girl. I quietly slip over the side rail and race into its belly. The craft seems quiet. It is still rather early, and I just might escape without incident if I’m too careful.

The opulent yacht is all mahogany and mother-of-pearl. As my feet sink into the deep white plush carpeting, I’m tempted to remaining on board as a stowaway. Brushing aside my fantasy of sun-drenched afternoons by the pool, I get to the business at hand.

 I easily find the kitchen and am relieved to find prepackaged meals conveniently labeled ‘advisor.’ Too easy. I grab the boxes and set them on the counter. Now for the water. A glass door has the words pantry sketched into its placid surface. I open it to find several cases of expensive bottled water. I grab one case and place it next to the boxed lunches. Okay, I have everything, but how the hell am I suppose to get them back to the Skidbladnir without destroying the food, or being seen by the throng of security surrounding the bay.

I start opening shelves and drawers, looking for who knows what. I find some trash bags, but I know that they are not watertight. That’s when I hear a noise. I turn to find a young man donning a chef’s hat and apron. He must be here to prepare breakfast. Shit. As I take a step toward him, he finally finds his nerve and asked me who I am and what I want. Which gives me a grand idea. I tell him I’ve come for him. That I crave his touch, his love, his cock. His rich caramel skin goes pale and beads of sweat appear on his brow. I’m so close to him now that I reach out and touch his terrified face. I place a finger on his lips and blow out a thick fog of my pheromones. He sways barely catching himself on a nearby counter.

“You really want to know what I want.” I ask, in flawless French.

“Yes, anything,” he replies with a goofy smile.

 I step even closer, my breast rubbing up against him as a whisper into his ear, “I need something to keep these boxes dry in the water.” Not very sexy, but that’s what the love dust is for.

“Oui, Ma’am, une minute,” he replies, then dashes off through the galley door.

Do I wait? Will he bring back the Captain? I ponder these thoughts for a moment, then gather up my booty ready to press my luck in the open water when the chef burst back into the kitchen with a large rubber bag. He places all my items inside then rolls the top down. He smiles and assures me that it’s watertight. I give him a long wet kiss and whisper my thanks into his ear. I grasp his cock and sink my teeth into his flesh, delivering a memory erasing toxin. Before he knows what is happening, I’m gone.

When I get back to the Skidbladnir, I open the bag and find everything is as dry as a bone. I blow a kiss to the Daddy’s Girl and rush the bag to the kitchen. After I’ve given explicit directions, I head to my cabin and snatch my bag of cash. I only hope it works. I’m not too concerned though, Dorian’s power of persuasion is even better than mine.

Once I return to the deck, I give Dorian the cash, and he points out that I’m still nude. While I dress in my ridiculous costume, I tell them about the packaged food for the advisor, then take my place as a small craft approaches.

As our assigned advisor and one armed security guard comes aboard, I have only one thought. Thank God for women’s lib.

She’s dressed in a standard-issue blue uniform; her dark hair is pulled back into a long ponytail. She wears no makeup, but for a woman with her features, it would only distract from her natural beauty. Dorian hands her all the official paperwork, and she gives him a number in return. The number indicates that we are twenty-fifth in line for inspection, and that we will be waiting a minimum of two days before we can be allowed to pass through the canal. That is if we pass inspection first. Which, we won’t.

I’m starting to wonder if we should have just pretended to be with a museum and kept our true form. Maybe things might have moved faster, just out of sheer curiosity. One thing is certain, Dorian needs to turn on the charm or start spreading the wealth because we don’t have two days to wait and even if we did, we would not pass inspection.

I’m trying to look busy, but I’m really starting to get worried when I see her guard disembark with the advisor following behind. However, just as she is about to leave, Dorian asks her a question and I see her wave away the guard and follow him below the deck.

There is absolutely no way I could help myself from following. I know it’s completely ridiculous, insane even. I’m jealous, for all kinds of reasons. Jealous, he is alone with her and not me. Jealous, because I wanted her for myself. And jealous because I wasn’t even invited. I’m horrible, despicable, disgusting even and yet here I stand with my ear to the door even after acknowledging these basic truths about myself.

From where I stand, Dorian is giving her the ride of her life. He whispers subliminal messages disguised as sweet nothings into her ear while she moans and begs for more. To me, it sounds like he’s having way too much fun to be working. I’m just about to break down the door when I hear a low snicker behind me.

“I bet we could make much more noise,” Gollor says, holding his hand out to me. “Don’t tell me you’re jealous.”

“It’s not like that. I just want to make sure he is in there doing what needs to be done.”

“Sounds like he’s doing fine. Why don’t you come with me? Let me take your mind off of the weight of this world.” I’m just about to take his offer when we both notice that all the moaning and panting has stopped. I can hear the soft rustle of clothing and footsteps. Gollor scoops me up and whisks me away seconds before the door opens.

From where we are hiding I can see that she is completely befuddled. Dorian supports her as he leads her back onto the deck. “Let me down.” I protest, wiggling free of 
Gollor’s grasp. Once he’s released me, we both run up top to see if Dorian's actions did the trick. Before the advisor returns to her own craft, she hands the Captain a new inspection sheet and he cordially thanks her for her time. As her boat speeds away, Dorian shouts his orders. “Let’s get this old girl into position. Looks like were up next.”

 The inspection process requires a more old-school touch. The Captain hands over a bag of cash and the inspectors waves us through. The canal transit can take over fourteen hours. During that time, our assigned advisor will remain on board with us. We are required to ensure her comfort and safety for the duration. Food, I took care of that. Comfort, looks like Dorian is already on top of that, but as for safety. On a ship full of monsters let’s just say I can make no promises.

The first few hours go by smoothly. Our advisor Sarah Perkins continuously applauds our group for seamlessly advancing to each new step. She is positive that if we continue working this way we will set a new record. When lunch time rolls around, I pull out a few boxed meals so that she can choose. Each is unique, but she chooses one that is filled with a variety of gourmet meats cheeses and fruits, along with a French baguette. The box also includes; exotic chocolates and a small single-serving bottle of fine wine. I’m nearly as impressed she is.

The remainder of the day goes on without incident. Our crew and the canal transit employees work together seamlessly, guiding the huge barge through each lock. At 9:30 sharp, our advisor Sarah, instructs us on the overnight procedures and bids us farewell as she awaits her escort from our craft. In the distance, a procession of flashing lights and blaring sirens near.

“Is your escort always so flamboyant?” I ask as they scream toward us.

“No, something’s wrong. Call all of your crew topside. Captain, stay where you are. I have a feeling they will want to question you.”

“Very well. Cat, inform the crew, and then return immediately.”

As soon as I’m out of his earshot Gollor takes my arm. “We must abandon ship. I cannot continue this illusion while I fear for the crews’ safety.”

“What will we do without you?”

“You are very clever. I’m sure you will think of something.” He kisses me sweetly on the lips then he’s gone, as are the rest of the elves. Dorian and I will have to sort this mess out on our own.

As I make my way back to the deck, I get an idea. When Dorian sees that I have returned alone, a look of confusion yet understanding graces his handsome face. I quickly whisper what just happened and my plan. He swiftly nods in agreement.

 The procession of security vehicles has finally reached us. They quickly secure a gangplank connecting our ship to shore. Over a bullhorn, the commander of the security team bellows out instructions. “Please, remain where you are. We will now board your craft.”

I shake my head at Dorian in disagreement. For my plan to work, we must disembark.

Dorian makes the first move. He throws his hands up and starts to cross the plank. I follow closely behind. All the while the security chief screams for us to halt. As soon as we touch earth we are handcuffed and led to the man in charge.

“I told you to remain on your craft. Where is your crew?”

“My crew has nothing to do with this. How can I help you?”

“Well, Captain. First you could tell me where this came from.” He shoves my bag of cash in Dorian’s face, and I can’t help but notice that a large chunk is missing.

“I have no idea. After all, it is in your possession.”

“This is not the time to act smart, Captain. I suggest you start answering my questions honestly, or you will never see that craft again and I will prosecute you and your whole crew to the fullest extent of the law.”

“Very well, sir. Catalina gave the money to your inspectors so that we could skip that annoying process.” Dorian flashes me a brilliant smile, then looks back at the chief whose jaw has just dropped after hearing the Captain’s blunt truth.

“Take these two away. Search the ship, and bring me the crew.”

“I’d rather you not do that,” Dorian said smoothly. “What do you think, Cat?”

“Yes, I would rather not be taken away.” As the last word slips off my tongue, I break through my cuffs and Dorian follows suit. I grab the chief and sink my teeth into his neck and deliver a huge dose of my memory erasing toxins. In a flash, we have dosed every member of his team. It would’ve been easier to rip them to shreds, but it would’ve left a mess and lots of questions. Our assigned advisor Sarah, stands alone on the deck of the bewitched barge. Her face is pale, and shock has rocked her speechless after witnessing our little exhibition. Dorian calmly crosses the gangplank and guides her back to shore. I sink my teeth into her soft flesh and flood her system with my toxins. She crumbles to the ground along with several of her comrades, and I dust my hands off, pleased with myself and the carnage that surrounds us.

“Now what your, Highness?” he says in exaggeration. “We can’t very well continue through the canal, especially without a crew. Can you get them back?”

“They will come back once were are on open water.”

“And how do you propose we get there?”

“We run.”

 Dorian shakes his head, realizing the truth at last. “Why didn’t we do this in the first place? I could have saved a lot of time and money,” he says pulling the bag of cash from a confused security member. He tosses the bag onto the deck and takes a few steps back. Unfolding the soft lamb’s hide, he holds it up to the ship and frames her within its boundaries. The once blank animal skin, now showcases an intricately painted image of the Skidbladnir. He folds the corners together then in half. When he returns the hide to his pocket, the waterway before us is empty.

“Yeah, we totally should’ve done that a long time ago. Come on, let’s get going before these guys start coming around.” I grab his firm familiar hand, and together we race down the shoreline, toward the open ocean.

What would’ve taken us another eight hours takes us thirty minutes. We run until all traces of civilization has been left behind. When we reach a secluded cove, Dorian opens the leather canvas and returns the ship to the sea. Without the magic of the elves, we have to swim out to her this time. I’m about to head below deck when Gollor and the rest of the elves suddenly reappear busily at their stations as if nothing had ever happened. “Well, at least we know we can count on you in a tight pinch,” I say, my words dripping with sarcasm as I wring the salty seawater from my long auburn hair.

“I… We, never would have left if we didn’t have the fullest confidence you could handle the situation. Please let me help.” Gollor flamboyantly flourishes his hand about, and I’m instantly dry.

“Explain that to the Captain. Oh, and I would start with that blow dryer thingy.” Both Dorian I are fully aware that the elves had no other choice but to disappear. It doesn’t mean I’m still not saucy about it.


Chapter Eight

 

 

Our course leads us south-east and with the fair winds our magical ship demands, we travel swiftly through the still blue waters. Two days after the canal debacle, the Captain orders the sails to be lowered. When I realize the ship is no longer speeding on its way, I tiptoe my way through the maze of exhausted naked bodies that litter the floor of my stateroom and make my way to the upper deck.

Dorian stands at the bow, lost in thought. His golden hair is being blown back by the gentle breeze as he searches the horizon for a time that only exists in memory. Before I can utter a single word, he speaks to me from his nostalgic trance. “This is the place. This is where it all started. This is the moment that forever changed my life. Lightning struck the mast with a force so fierce that we believed Thor himself was coming to lead us to Valhalla. Out of all of my brothers and sisters aboard only a handful made it to shore. “We worked tirelessly with the natives to build a new craft—one that would carry us home before the winter storms. If you had never revealed yourself to me, I would have sailed home, married and fathered many children. Today my kin would be telling stories to their grandchildren about our perilous journey.”

“You can’t linger on thoughts of what if, Dorian. What is, is what happened and there is no other future than now. If we were never meant to meet, then we wouldn’t have. You can’t deny the present, you can only embrace it.”

“Then why do you try so hard to be someone you’re not, Cat? You dress up in a human costume and pretend to be a human businesswoman, when it is plain to see that you are far from a human. You are what as a boy I always knew you to be. A God.”

“You have it all wrong, Dorian. I was never...”

“No, you have it wrong, Catalina. Accept your presence. You are a Queen, a God, my mate.” Dorian has come dangerously close to me. His brilliant blue eyes pierce right into my soul as the truth I have been suppressing spills from his sensual lips. Thankfully, before I give in to his every demand, the dark elf clears his throat announcing his presence.

“Yes, Gollor what is it?” the captain asks angrily.

“The crew is curious to why we have stopped, sir.”

“We have stopped because Ms. Purdy asked me to take her to the last place I saw the Sunstone.”

I’ve already begun the process of shedding my clothing when Dorian stops me. “What are you doing?”

“Well, apparently the elves magic can’t summon the stone, or it already would be in their hands and we would be sailing off into the sunset. So I’m going for a swim.”

“Why must every word you say ooze with sarcasm?” Dorian retorts as he begins to remove his own clothing. I freeze in the midst of unlacing my boots as I watch Dorian’s shirt slide over his perfectly molded six-pack abs and smooth tanned chest.

Gollor places a long purple finger under my chin and closes my mouth with a deep chuckle then whispers in my ear, “I will never understand you, my Queen. It is obvious to everyone but you that he is your desired mate. Why do you deny yourself this partnership?”

“That is none of your business,” I say, a bit too loud as I struggle out of my boots. Normally I have the reflexes of a jaguar and the speed of a cobra, or is it the other way around? However, right now I’m fumbling about like a discombobulated bunny. Hopping from one foot to the other trying to peel off my tight leather pants. Fortunately, Dorian’s first mate, sees my distress and offers a steady hand to help me. After more turbulence than necessary I now stand nude next to Dorian whose golden skin is sparkling in the afternoon’s sunlight like so many diamonds. Stop! I yell at myself, shaking off the lust building within.

“After you, my Queen,” Dorian says, with a crooked smile. Knowing exactly what he’s doing to me. Before I have to throw him down and take what I desperately need, I dive into the cool crisp water.

Having the ability to pull the oxygen from the water and being so strong that no amount of pressure can squeeze the life out of us we dive deeper and deeper into the abyss. When finally we reach the ocean floor, we begin our search of a small stone no bigger than a baseball amongst the endless ripples of the sandy bottom.

Hours tick away as countless sea creatures begin to curiously surround us. A school of hammerhead sharks has started to circle closer and closer their fear overpowered by their hunger. They dart in and out getting closer with each strike. One large shark with deep scars from the many battles he has won in his fight for survival comes in so close that Dorian is able to reach out and swat him away. Although we have no fear of the adventurous fish, they are stirring up the seafloor and causing a sandstorm that makes it all but impossible to see.

Fully aware that the elves are listening in on my every thought, I imagine a bolt of magical lightning hitting the water and scattering the troublesome sharks. It didn’t happen quite as I imagined, but a pulse did reverberate through the depths which scared the shit out of the hammerheads sending them scurrying from our midst.

With the water finally clear we returned to our fruitless uninhibited search, or at least that’s what we would have done. You see, when Gollor pierced the water with the magical pulse it did what we wanted by scattering the native population of sea creatures. However, the opposite effect occurred simultaneously. Meaning, that the unearthly force he created called forward the mythical monsters of the deep.

Before the last cuttlefish could scurry away, bright glowing eyes could be seen charging directly toward us. The great beast slithered forward, its mile-long length making its way closer and closer. Dorian took a defensive stance in front of me positioning himself in the behemoth’s path. When its massive head was only feet from our location, it whipped its enormous tail around completely encasing us both within its coils. I saw Dorian crouch, preparing to spring straight up and out of the beast’s grip. Just as he grabs my hand to carry me off to safety, I stop him. I purposely place myself directly in the path of the oncoming creature’s massive head and gently place my hand on the monsters scaly nose, effectively stopping him dead in its tracks.

The Kraken—a legendary sea monster of giant proportions... The many-armed creature looked like a huge island when motionless... When the Kraken attacked a seafaring vessel, he wrapped its scaly arms around the hull and capsized it...

All this and more has been confessed in beer-drenched caverns and whispered on dark, stormy nights before blazing warm hearths. One thing they never mentioned, for there are very few who know, is that the Kraken and I are old friends.

When I laid my palm on the mythical beast, I conveyed a telepathic message, for how else could you speak with such a being?

“What’s crack-a-lacking, big guy?”

What Dorian saw, was a monstrous beast pulling away from my touch, shaking its enormous head in disgust then sticking his gigantic forked tongue out at me in defiance. I turn to Dorian with a shy smile and confess that the animal hates it when I say that. Dorian stood dumbfounded, what else could he do?

Although it was hard enough just to hold onto the Kraken as he sped through the clear ocean water, Dorian was still able to pester me. “Why did you never tell me you were friends with this beast?” As he turns to glare at me, he nearly slips off before I can grab his arm to hold him in place.

“It never came up,” I shouted back at him. Although I don’t know if he heard me or how through the water.

“When we get home we are going to have a very long conversation about things that haven’t come up!” I nod my head in agreement then cling on tighter as K-dog, my nickname for him even though I know he hates it, dives headfirst into a deep dark cavern.

Everything went dark. After a disturbingly long period of blackness Dorian shouts, “I think you may have pissed him off with that K-Dog thing.” As his final words were carried off into the depths, we saw light ahead.

The narrow trench we have been traveling through finally opens up to a grand underwater kingdom. The vast castle looks as if it has been built with every color and variety of coral the sea has to offer. Magnificent spires in vibrant shades of green, blue and pink soar upward toward the surface so high that the peaks could not be seen from where we sat. Pearls of every size and color adorn every surface, making the castle sparkle and shimmer in every direction. Black and green volcanic glass pave the seafloor in elaborate paths leading to the individual dwellings that make up the underwater city. The pale white sand walls and splashes of vibrant pastel coral remind me of a scene from the 1980s edition of Better Homes & Gardens, but then again what do Merfolk and mythological gods know about fashion trends? Especially when you live on the ocean floor.

Before we can do anything but gawk at the spectacular sight before us, two mermaids swim up and roughly grab me by my arms. As I am being whisked away, two mermen seize Dorian. I would’ve done anything or anyone to change places. Even though I’ve no idea how these fish folk get it on, I was willing to experiment with the hunks that held Dorian.

There was no need for me to rescue Dorian. Together we have been in more hostage situations than I’d like to admit. Sometimes it is best to just let the cards play out.

I’d say we were being dragged, but seeing that we were fathoms underwater, we were actually being floated to the castle gates. See, it doesn’t sound as sinister. As the Merfolk pushed us to our knees, K-dog began to thrash and wail, threatening to destroy the peaceable kingdom. Several of the local residents were trying to calm him. I knelt peacefully with a wicked smile playing on my supple lips. Dorian, on the other hand, was giving me a look like, “now what?”

Moments later two fair-haired humanoids emerge from the castle. The woman wore a form-fitting dress that billowed out from her slender waist and drifted lazily behind her in waves of sheer brilliance. The material was a pearl white and yet each time it moved, which was continuously, new colors revealed themselves, in an iridescent rainbow of blues, purples, pinks, and coral. I can only guess the garment was made of fish scales. Her mate was adorned in similar fabric though his outfit looked more like an ankle-length smoking jacket. It hung open revealing a chiseled physique then closed at the waist by a pearl and jewel-studded belt. Without any thought to my guards, I rushed forward to greet them. However, before I could even make contact, over a dozen merguards blocked my path.

Dorian gripped my arm as he defensively positioned himself between me and the guards. The humanoids floated up and over the Merfolk and swam forward embracing me in a warm hug. With one wave of the pale blond male’s hand, their guards returned to their lives and K-dog settled in for a nap. They guided us through the castle gates and into a small chamber. The doors were sealed all around us; then the water started to recede. When finally the chamber was completely devoid of all seawater, a grand door behind us opened. We silently walked into a vast room, where gold pillars lined the abalone walls. Diamonds dripped from elaborate chandeliers illuminated by hundreds of twinkling candles, sending rainbows of light that bounced and curved off every shimmering surface. We were led to sea sponge sitting area where finally the silence was broken by the pale man.

“So, Lofn, whatever brings you to our humble abode?”

“Yes, yes, and who is this delicious man you brought with you?” his female counterpart asked.

“Well, first off please call me Catalina that is my earthly name and second this is Dorian, King of the Nightlings. Dorian, it is my great pleasure to introduce you to Ran, goddess of the sea and her husband, Aegiar.”

“No title, Aegiar?” Dorian asked stupidly. I sharply elbow him in the side, but Aegiar only laughed and said shaking Dorian’s hand, “I actually get that a lot.” It was then that Dorian realized who he was actually talking with.

“Wait a moment Ran? Aegiar? Cat, why didn’t you...” Dorian fell to his knees in supplication. “Forgive me. It has been a strange day. I never meant to insult you, Lord... I –I.”

I grab Dorian by the shoulder and pull him back to the soft, spongy chair.

“I should mention that Dorian was raised a Norseman. He grew up listening to tales of your heroism. You were his gods.”

Dorian sat flushed and pink. I had never seen him blush so wildly.

“Forgive us for our rudeness,” Ran spoke, then clapped her hands summoning a servant. Meanwhile, Dorian turned and whispered to me.

 “Why didn’t you tell me who they were?”

“I thought the enormous castle under the sea was a dead giveaway.” He gave me a sour look as several servants, all burly men, paraded into the room carrying food and drink and dry robes for Dorian and I.

After quite a long time of catching up and swapping stories, with Dorian on the edge of his seat for the most part, Ran took over the conversation and asked, “So why are you here, Catalina? Surely is not just to catch up, though I do love the company,” she finished, giving Dorian a thorough eye-fucking.

“A very long time ago Dorian captained a vessel which held a very rare seeing stone. The ship was lost to the sea as well as the stone. Several weeks ago I was visited by the elves. They want the stone to find a new home amongst the stars.”

“And they sent you to collect the stone? Why? And what do you get out of it?” Ran asked, clearly in charge.

“The why is still unclear. Although we both know the elves despise the water or at least the getting wet part. What I do know is that it was no coincidence that Dorian found the stone in the first place,” I said, contemplating my own words.

“Your love for this man has clouded your reasoning. Think, Lofn, who do you know that can see through time.”

“Tuck,” I said, smacking my forehead.

“Tuck. Yes, though what his end game is, that we may never know.”

“How could I be so blind? Tuck. Of course, that little rascal.”

It was at this time that Aegiar spoke up. “You still haven’t told us what the elves have promised you for finding the stone.”

“The Skidbladnir.” Dorian blurted. If looks could kill Dorian would be down on the floor after the look I had given him. However, there is no need for death and destruction, not after he saw the way they sea God’s eyes lit up at the name of the fabled ship.

“So the elves have gotten their bony fingers on the Skidbladnir,” Ran said, with sheer delight. Now that the only card we had was on the table, face up no less, I might as well lay it all out.

“Yes, Gollor, Limdor and Lithel awarded King Dorian the Skidbladnir in exchange for his help in locating the seeing stone or as Dorian’s people called it the sunstone.”

“So the light and dark elves are working together. They must be desperate. I’m sure you failed to mention to your mate, Catalina, what would happen if the elves did not find a new planet. By the look on his face, it should say not. Well then, let me clue you in. They will move here. One other thing you should know, elves are not fond of sharing. Now as you mentioned before, elves despise the water, which means we have nothing to worry about. However, war will reign on Earth until every human is dead or enslaved. Not a pretty thought, is it?” she finished, with a sinister grin.

“How could you cooperate with those creatures, Cat? You have endangered us all,” Dorian spat.

“I had no choice, Dorian. Elves do as they please. The only way to keep them from invading our planet is to find the stone and hand it over.”

“And to think, humans have been fearing an invasion of little green men,” Dorian said shaking his head.

“Some of them are green,” I retorted defensively. Dorian just rolled his eyes at me. With him now in warrior mode all his passion for his childhood gods, flew out the window.

“So, do you have the stone or not?” he asked our pale host.

“We have the stone, but it will cost you.”

“What do you need with money down here?” Both of our hosts laughed loudly at the question. I held Dorian back from ripping their heads off.

“We need them,” I hiss into his ear.

“Your Cat has left you out of the loop, my dear,” Ron chided, standing up and circling Dorian. She placed her pale fingers on his shoulders and slipped his robe off so she could caress his bronze skin. “I will give you the stone if you give me the Skidbladnir,” she whispered into his ear, brushing her lips across his neck.

“Never!” he shouted, the words echoing off the gilded walls. Gaining a bit of composure, he pulled his robe closed and added, “What do you need with a ship? I know the tales. Neither of you can ever leave the sea.”

“If you know the stories so well, then you should know, Norseman, that the Skidbladnir is the only ship we can sail on. Its magic alone can release us from our watery prison.”

“Ran, Aegiar, can you please give us a moment?”

“For you, Catalina, anything.” She spoke to me, but her eyes never left Dorian’s muscular chest. I grab Dorian’s hand and pull him toward a secluded alcove across the room.

“Dorian, we must give them the ship. I will buy you any other craft you want.”

“It’s not about her. We can’t give in to blackmail.”

“Blackmail? You realize that if we don’t give the elves the stone it will mean war.”

“War I can handle. What I can’t abide is some sea witch telling me what’s what.”

“Please, Dorian, think of it this way. By freely giving the Skidbladnir to Ran—who, by the way, not an hour ago, you were kissing her feet—you give her freedom to sail the same waters you love. In return, she will freely give you the seeing stone. When you give the stone to the elves, you will be the hero, the bigger man. Someday children will tell stories of how your selfishness saved Earth from an eleven war. The ship is yours. You alone must make the choice. I will support you either way. Although I must remind you, I am tired of war, but I think you know that.” I gave him a deep wet kiss then returned to the seating area.

So as to tempt us further, the seeing stone had been brought out for display on a large clamshell surrounded by a delicious array of artfully crafted hors d’oeuvres. A provocative location, for each time I reached for a tasty treat my devious hand grew closer and closer to the prize.

Attention in the hall grew exponentially, each moment Dorian brooded in the corner. What could he be thinking? The choice was clear to any levelheaded creature. The problem is Dorian was never levelheaded. I was about to break the idle chitchat to glance over my shoulder when Dorian leaned over me, snatched up a treat and popped it into his gorgeous mouth.

“Delicious,” he professed, his hand hovering over the display as if searching for his next bite. However, to everyone’s horror he snatched up the seeing stone instead. I glared at him in complete surprise as he casually flopped back into his seat to lounge in the soft embrace of the sea sponge davenport. The sea gods were nearly to their feet as Dorian gazed lazily into the stone. We were all holding our breath when Dorian finally spoke.

“The ship is yours. I only ask for one year every hundred to sail her as my own.” Our hosts settled back into their own chairs and held each other’s gaze before finally answering Dorian’s request.

“We would be honored to cater to your demands,” Ran declared, looking directly into Dorian’s brilliant blue eyes. To seal the deal, we all stood up and gave a bow in salute of one another. Dorian placed the stone back onto its platter, and we all gave him a quizzical look before he clarified his actions.

“I will take possession of the stone when you have the Skidbladnir. Unfortunately, I left her hide on the ship. Please join us, we will make the transfer once on deck.”

“Your terms are agreeable,” Ran said settling back into her seat inviting us all to do the same.

“Let us celebrate, for this is indeed a day to rejoice,” Aegir bellowed, clapping his hands to summon his servants.

We were led into a grand hall where an enormous table built from sun bleached whalebone stood piled high with delectable dishes never before conceived on land. Dancers and musicians streamed in for our entertainment. The wine poured freely; cheer and jubilance was felt by all. For the sea God’s servants were all victims of Poseidon, and they too would find new freedom aboard the Skidbladnir’s protection.

As the evening progressed, the dancing grew wilder and neither myself nor Dorian could no longer contain our true nature. Somehow my robe slipped off, and I found myself intertwined between two timeworn scalawags dancing and gyrating to the oceanic beat. After slaking the tip off my lust, I spared a moment to spot Dorian.

For the longest time, our hosts sat respectfully in their seats, encouraging their subjects, but declining to join. However, no man can reject three busty sea wenches for long and now Aegiar was being seduced by dance and joy.

I can’t blame him and neither would you. Imagine if you could tell stories of seducing a god, which is exactly what Dorian was about to do. Chiseled from the same stone as the gods, but more burly and handsome than even they could imagine. The Adonis stood sure and determined before Ran the goddess of the sea. He knelt before her on one knee and took her hands into his. Gently kissing each finger without ever losing eye contact, he began the seduction.

I watched as he stood to his full height and delicately brushed her golden hair behind her pearl adorned ear. Then, with ferocity he turned and roughly cleared the table, sending its contents shattering to the floor. The goddess visibly swooned and I felt myself drip. With intentional tenderness, he placed both of his hands on her face and kissed her deeply before lying her down on the table. I envied the goddess as he slowly pulled up her gown and spread her pale legs wide open. I watched as his palm found her wet mound. He pressed it flat against her and she squirmed in anticipation of his next move. His piercing blue eyes grew wide, realizing the effect he was having on his idol. Dorian dropped to his knees and buried his nose deep within her watery folds inhaling her salty musk.

     With calculated slowness, he tickled the tip of her clitoris with his hot, slippery tong. She bucked and writhed, but he held her down with one firm hand as he continued his meticulousness assault. He would dedicate this siege to every brother he had lost to her greedy imprisonment.  Each time he swirled his tong, savoring every drop of her essence I swooned and she moaned. His hunger grew each time he licked her pulsing lips then thrust his tong deep within her burning oyster. Gripping her legs and pushing them up to her chest to widen his target, he savagely lapped up her love juice as it flowed freely from her open shell. With his bowsprit at full mast, he made his intentions clear and she was more than willing to comply. As he climbed on top of her, I found myself ravenous with pleasure.  I wanted to tear him off of her so I could have them both for myself, but I would not deny Dorian this simple pleasure. Instead, I found myself a fresh swashbuckler and fucked him wildly until he screamed for mercy.

     When I was finished with him, I forced my way to the front of the line for Aegir. I knelt on all fours and mischievously wiggled my ass in his direction. Pushing a well-proportioned voodoo priestess aside he slowly crawled toward my sirens call. I could only hope she wouldn't curse our union.

     Strong, firm hands gripped my waist merely seconds before the oceans host plunged into me. The king of the sea creatures pounded me senseless while I watched Dorian give his wife the same treatment. While I begged for more, a handsome peg-legged pirate offered his periscope for my enjoyment. My soft lips enveloped his great beam and I drew it in deeper than any before him. As Aegir rocked me forward, I dragged my lips up and down the buccaneer’s shaft rejoicing in my good fortune. With monstrous speed, I blew on his sail until a tidal wave of my favorite cocktail started overflowing my hold. When finally I relinquished the pirate, Aegir lifted me off my hands so he could fill his with my breasts. My soft flesh spilled from his eager clutches as he used his grip to control his rolling thrusts. The fluidity of his movement made me feel as if we were aboard a great ship, rolling with the persistent waves. With each ripple in his wake I floated closer and closer to my ultimate destination. What finally sent me sailing over the edge was when I spotted Dorian watching my performance, rather than his own. Before I knew it, my toes were curling under me and a great numbing sensation clenched at my gut and rocked me senseless. I screamed out in pleasure and gushed onto the mosaic floor, my eyes never leaving Dorian's penetrating stare.


Chapter Nine

 

 

I held Dorian’s hand as the chamber filled with salty seawater. “Thank you for your sacrifice, Dorian,” I said, as the water reached my chest.

He gave me a devious grin and whispered his confession into my ear. “I would’ve traded the ship for one night with Ran, war or not.”

I shook my head and smirked as the chamber doors opened to the underwater kingdom. A grand procession of Merfolk and sea creatures of every kind awaited us, as did four iridescent hippocampi.

Dorian and I, along with the sea gods mounted the majestic seahorses and rode off into the blue waters leaving a swarm of blissful onlookers in our wake. When finally we reach the ship, the elves lowered a large rope ladder at our arrival. Dorian went first and genially helped each of us over the side.

“She is even more magnificent than I could’ve imagined,” Ran said, running her hand lovingly over the smooth oaken rail. With great pain, Dorian excused himself to retrieve the enchanted hide that enabled the beholder to magically foldaway the Skidbladnir to fit into one’s pocket. I took my leave as well, allowing the sea gods to wander the ship.

I quickly dressed in my favorite leather trappings and made my way back to the upper deck, where I found Dorian and Gollor engrossed in a deep conversation. Placing my hand on his shoulder I asked, “Are you ready for this?”

“No,” he said turning to face me, “but I’m doing it all the same.” He took my hand and led me toward the helm were Ran and Aegiar stood, joined by the light elves Limdor and Lithel. Gollor followed closely behind us.

After as much polite conversation could be tolerated, Dorian held out the enchanted lambskin and prepared for the exchange. Ran, in turn, held the seeing stone and together the deal was done. With no thought to his loss, the Sea God’s callously parted our site and wandered off to admire their new acquisition.

Dorian held the stone to the sky. “You can really see distant suns through this?”

“Yes, Thilor is the last of its kind,” Limdor said serenely.

“So I’ve heard,” Dorian replied. As if he was handling a worthless trinket, Dorian tossed the precious artifact to Limdor.

“Thank you,” he said catching the stone. “We respect the great sacrifice you have made for us.” The entire elfin crew now surrounded us. In a single movement they kneeled as one in salute, then disappeared in a rainbow flash.

Ran and Aegiar, rejoined us at the helm. “That was unexpected,” Ran spoke, taken aback by the elves sudden dismissal.

“Yeah, it will be difficult to manage, but I think the four of us can sail her back to San Francisco.”

“I’m sorry if we misled you, but the deal was you would get the ship one year out of every one hundred. You will have to find other travel arrangements,” Ran said, with a devilish grin. Before either of us could argue, the sea gods dove into the ocean and began to fold up the great ship. Rather than becoming entrapped in the enchanted animal hide, Dorian and I jumped overboard.

We bobbed in the vast and endless sea for more time than reasonable. Unable to accept the notion that we had been abandoned, not only by the selfish elves, but by the sea gods, my own kin. We blankly gawked at each other, neither one of us knowing who to blame for our current predicament.

Finally, I broke the silence. “Fucking Pirates!”

Dorian’s reply was a boisterous laugh that triggered my own. Tears streamed from both of our eyes before we could stem the outbreak.

“They could have at the very least offered us a couple of those seahorses,” Dorian said, searching the horizon for any sign of life.

“Of course,” I said, before diving deep into the still water.

When I resurfaced a few moments later, Dorian asked, “What was that all about?”

“I’m just calling an old friend.”

“Well, I hope he hasn’t changed numbers, it’s a long swim to shore.” Just then, the calm sea began to bubble and froth as a whirlpool sucked us into its great eye. Panic and confusion took over Dorian as he clung defensively on to me.

“There’s nothing to fear, he’s just excited.” The whirlwind ended as abruptly as it began, and we found ourselves on top of the great and terrible Kraken, or as I like to call him K-dog, patent pending.

 “He has agreed to take us home,” I said, as we situated ourselves behind his great scaly head.

“And what will he expect in return for this grand favor?” Dorian quietly asked.

“The Kraken does not deal in favors, he only requires kindness and respect. Oh yeah, and he loves getting scratched behind the ears,” I replied while proving my point. The legendary creature purred gratefully in response, then bolted off, San Francisco bound.

On our journey, Dorian repeatedly reminded me of my promise to him. He detailed every inch of his new ship I had foolishly offered. “Her sails are to be crimson red, sewn from the finest Persian silk.”

“Yes, Dorian, anything you wish, but please, I won’t be able to remember all this,” I stated for the millionth time.

 When K-dog needed to rest, he would curl up his great mass and float on the surface. His amazing scales could reflect any surface he chose and at these times even we could not discount him as a small desolate island. Sometimes he would sleep for days and during that time, Dorian and I would play like we were trapped on a deserted island with only our desire to keep us occupied.

True, we could have asked our vessel to take us to the closest port, but we were having a grand time playing lovers. Dorian grilled me about my past as game master for the gods. I told him everything. I explained how it was me who chose Earth for the Olympiad and how after Thor and Loki’s battle, I stayed on Earth to fight for the native inhabitants freedom, even after nearly all of my kind returned to Asgard.

Occasionally when the Kraken slumbered, Dorian and I would board a passing ship and gorge ourselves on the crew, before returning to our peaceful paradise. Finally after months of travel. The city lights were too close to ignore. We said our heartfelt goodbyes to the gentle giant a mile from shore then swam the distance. Each of us looking back for one last glimpse of the mythical monster.

Salty and soaking wet we walked the San Francisco streets until we ended up in front of my shop. I pulled a loose brick from the entryway which held a hidden key and opened the door. I looked back expecting Dorian to follow me in. “Aren’t you coming?”

“Let’s not pretend anymore, Cat. I want to remember this adventure as it is. The light of day will only break the enchantment. I know you still need time. Perhaps in one hundred years we will sail again. “

“Please, don’t make me wait that long.”

“I am the one waiting for you, my Queen.”

“Remember to send me all your requirements. I will start construction on your new ship as soon as I receive them.”

“As you wish, my love. Now, I must take my leave.”

“At least let me call you a car.”

“There’s no need, the night is warm and it is nice to be on solid ground for once.”

“I know how you feel. Good night then, Dorian.”

“Good night, Catalina.” With that, he vanished from my door.

Entering my shop, I was startled to find a familiar face awaiting my return. “Tuck? What the hell are you doing here? I don’t want to be rude, but I’ve had a hell of a month, year. Hell, I don’t even know the date.”

“I know you are weary, but I felt that you needed to hear the truth, from me rather than down the line.”

“What are you talking about?”

“It was me. I placed the stone before your Dorian so many years ago. Well actually to me it was merely days before your journey began.”

“Tuck, you know I love you, but I just spent more time than reasonable on a ship full of elves. I can’t take any more riddles, just spit it out.”

“Very well. As you know, we gnomes hold all the keys to every time, place, and dimension on this earth. However, a little-known secret is that we do not have access to waterways. Long ago, a great enchantment was placed on every access point leading through all of the oceans, lakes and rivers. We have searched long and far for a solution to this troublesome predicament.

“Finally word came that there was one sacred object that would allow us access. However, it was held by an unyielding goddess who had no motivation to grant us its power. Fortunately, I knew just the carrot to dangle. The Skidbladnir. However, the elves had her in their possession, and they were not willing to give her up but for one prize.”

“The seeing stone,” I blurted, finally catching on to Tuck’s game.

“Yes, Thilor, the last of its kind and incidentally in my possession.”

“But why not just trade the stone for the ship, than the ship for the… What is it exactly that you were seeking, Tuck?”

“The tool we needed to break the hex was none other than the Ring of Dispel.”

“The fabled ring given to Sir Lancelot by the Lady of the Lake?”

“Very good, my Queen. You see the Ring of Dispel does exactly what is says. It dispels any enchantment. It just so happened that the sea goddess Ran held it in her possession.”

“I still don’t know why you had to involve us in your grand scheme.”

“It is wildly known that you hold favor with the elves as well as the sea gods. You were a natural choice to act as courier.”

“But why not just give me the stone, I would have helped you, Tuck.”

“Really? Or would you have told me to get lost?”

“I can only assume that you already tried to ask for my help, and after seeing that scenario play out, went back in time to place the stone in Dorian’s path.”

“I’ve said it once, and I will say it again, you are as smart as you are beautiful, my Queen.”

“So you planted the stone knowing that Dorian’s ship would be brought down by the sea gods?”

“Yes. I knew the stone’s call would be too tempting to pass up. Ran has always known the elves desired its return. I was counting on her salty relationship with the elves to stop her from taking the initiative to make the exchange herself. Otherwise, I never would have had the opportunity to trade for the ring.”

“But how did you know he would survive, or that I would find him and fall in love?”

“So you admit you love him.”

“Don’t change the subject.”

“You know I cannot answer the questions you ask. It would only drive you mad as you attempted to riddle out the possibilities if I did. That is why time travel is our domain.”

“So I take it that the ring you are wearing is the one and only.”

“Yes, after Ran took possession of the Skidbladnir I met up with her to receive it.”

“So you’re the reason Dorian and I were left high and dry, well not so dry,” I add wringing out my hair.

“I am sorry about that, but truly I never thought she would just desert you both.”

“You have nothing to apologize for. But next time you want to rearrange time and space, just let me know. I swear, next time I will try to believe you. Now, although it is always a treat to visit with you, I really need a bath.”

“Very well. Thank you for all your help, and by the way I have got those spider witches working double shifts to make up for what they did to you and your Dorian.”

“I appreciate that and I promise to let Dorian know as well, now if you please.”

“Always a pleasure, my Queen,” Tuck says with a bow, before blinking out of existence.

I make my way up to my apartment and into a hot bath. You would think that after being wet for so long, getting back into the water would be the last thing I would want to do. However, the clean hot water washes away all the salt and memories leaving me ready and willing for my next adventure. One thing that it didn’t solve was my decision as to whether I could accept Dorian back into my life. While we were in the sea god’s castle. I was truly willing to stand by Dorian’s decision. I would’ve gladly fought by his side had it come to war with the elves.

What had changed and what is the difference between a war over our planet and sitting on the throne to prevent it? I was never built for such decisions. I was the game maker, the permission giver. Fun and laughter ruled my life for countless ages. However, it was I who chose to pick up the sword to defend Earth’s human population. The time may come when I need to take that stance again and who better to stand by me then Dorian.

I would be lying to myself if I said I didn’t love him with every fiber of my being. The problem is I know he doesn’t feel the same. Until he can accept me without a crown, our paths cannot be as one.

 If only he could love me like James, unconditionally with no strings. The problem is, Jamesmay be too weak to handle the pressures that Dorian was built to confront. Why should I have to choose? Maybe I can have both. Strong and soft at my beck and call. Perhaps being the Queen again, wouldn’t be so bad.

Until next time…

 

THE END
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