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Author’s Note

About the Author


Two sisters from different misters grew up in Redbird City, and now they have returned home to settle down and start over. Let’s hope things go smoothly.
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Iscorabella was part of the entertainment at a wedding, and she found herself in the arms of an orc by the end of the night. Their encounter went well, and she left him in the early morning to go and get some breakfast.

She didn’t know he had a stalker. She didn’t know she was armed, and she found out her car wasn’t bulletproof. She called for help and waited for the help that was going to arrive from different directions.

Never felt her sister’s injuries and got on her motorcycle to get to her family as fast as possible. She got the information she needed and went on the hunt. That was what she did, and she was good at it. She found the woman’s father, made sure he knew she was serious, and then used the local laws to work out some of her family vengeance rage. After that, she met the speaker, and he looked at her like her leather was the only thing stopping him from fascinating things.

Time would tell.

The characters and events in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.
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Chapter One



[image: ]


Krys was standing next to Sable, and she grinned. “They are on their way. Don’t worry. You get to start learning by watching today.”

Vaia walked out wearing leggings and a sports bra. “They are coming up the drive.”

Sable said, “I thought the dancing was fun, and you wore pretty costumes.”

Vaia chuckled. “That’s when we are performing or learning a new costume. Why?”

“It’s just pretty.”

“You will see the pretty costumes tomorrow. Tonight is to check our movements, placement, and how hard it will be for one member of our troupe to give the blessing.”

“Will it be you?”

“No. It is usually someone trained in luck and blessings. That is Jakada. Her father is a woodland elf, and she’s spectacular to look at.”

“Why?”

“Rich brown skin and ebony hair that hangs to her ankles. Her eyes are leafy green.”

“And I have a bad temper and punch people for a living.” A tall female elf with her dark hair up in a long ponytail came in, her green eyes glittering. Jakada put her gym bag down and smiled. “Hello, you are Sable, right?”

Sable extended her hand. “Hello.”

Jakada closed her fingers around the stone and smiled. “You have a lot of life in you for a dead girl.”

Sable grinned. “You feel like I am touching a tree on a warm day in spring.”

“Why, thank you. Flirt.” Jakada grinned.

Krys laughed. The other ladies arrived, and Jakada pulled a speaker out as well as her phone. “Where are we doing this?”

Jakada grinned at Sable. “So, I hear you want to learn this?”

“The stone body is great, but I think learning to dance will help my confidence and balance.”

“It will.” She grabbed a filmy piece of fabric from her bag, wrapped it around her hips, and then put a jingling belt on top of it. A heavy necklace that covered her breasts went over the sports bra. Shoes came off, and she started to move over the grass.

As the other ladies got ready, Krys wrapped her hips in the coin wrap, and Vaia did the same. At the edge of the property, a small gathering of men came together.

As the other ladies got ready, Krys wrapped her hips in the jingling fabric and noticed that the audience had arrived. Benko had parked a lawn chair, and the other of Neekil’s brothers arrived and took seats. Azreen and Reynal were seated on chairs near the patio. Krys blushed a little, but Jakada started up some warm-up music, and the ladies became focused on moving and swaying. Then the music got sharp, and isolated motions became part of the game.

Krys loved this part as they all whirled and wove together with differences in body size, shape, and grace. They were all women in this moment, and it was extraordinary.

Jakada changed the music to the performance songs, and they all stopped fooling around and got serious.

The magic started under their feet and swarmed up and over their skin, coming out in bright sparks.

When they finished the final graceful meeting and their fingers touched, a star began at their fingertips and flew up to explode, raining tiny glittering bits of magic.

They froze, smiled, and then laughter and hugging with a lot of jingling occurred.

Krys saw Benko standing next to Sable with his hand on her waist. Benko asked, “Krys, you will dance like that tomorrow?”

“Yes. With matching costumes, though. We have something a bit more wedding-appropriate.”

Jakada took her finery off and dropped it in her bag. “So, how many dark elves are there going to be tomorrow? I mean, aside from the four brothers, the groom, and the priest lurking in the bushes?”

Krys looked at the midnight skin filled with moonlight glyphs walking toward them.

Benko jolted. “Elder Hav-sha? I didn’t know you were here.”

Krys stared at a very nicely built elf who was wearing a wrap low on his hips.

Jakada said, “See you tomorrow night, ladies!” She waved and walked out, her ponytail swaying past her knees.

Elder Hav-sha stared after her. “Damn.”

Benko looked at him. “Elder?”

“She was the one I should have treasured, but instead, I followed obligation, and she cut all ties.” The elder sighed. “We should have been together.”

Sable frowned. “Then what happened?”

Krys watched Benko pull her back.

“The elders were asked to help in matters of fertility, and I volunteered because who wouldn’t?” He looked toward where Jakada had gone. “She entered the chamber when I was busy. The woman with me offered to have her join us, but Jakada turned and walked out.”

Sable winced. “Oh, that isn’t good, but she showed restraint.”

Hav-sha frowned. “What?”

“Well, if I guy I had been seeing had time scheduled with me, and he knew I would be coming there, and I found him balls deep in another woman who was very relaxed about sharing before I had even gotten a chance to take my interest for a spin? Oh, yeah. Dead man.”

Hav-sha frowned. “You don’t understand. Benko will want children one day, and your body can’t contain them.”

Benko inhaled in anger.

Sable touched his hand. “Whether he does or not, we will discuss it and come up with a plan. I can also not grow or nurture the children, but there are many idiotic elves out there sowing children with no interest in rearing them. Raising those to be kind and generous would also be a worthy goal. Blood isn’t everything. My blood was used for spellwork, but my soul and will are what keep me moving now. So, you were a dick. Stop pining and let her get on with her life. There is going to be a lot of it, and sharing it with someone who respects her would be better for her.”

Krys closed her mouth. Sable had lived alone when she lived. Setting her sights on saving others from that fate was burning in her. Benko hugged her and kissed her temple.

Krys nodded. “Elder, this place will not be the resting place of jealousy tomorrow. Either wish everyone at the site hope and love, or send another elder. I will not put up with negativity, and I am sure that if all you offer is contact-based fertility, the ladies here can do better with less angst.”

The stunningly handsome dark elf looked irritated. His marks powered up.

She laughed and said, “Ratchet up one more level, and I will freeze you to the ground, and your people can carry you home, bringing you to that lake of yours to maybe save your life. Try it.”

Her hands glowed with cold energy, and her wings came out.

Neekil called out, “Krys, please don’t freeze him to the turf. It will scar the ground and mar tomorrow’s events.”

Krys looked at the groom, who was wearing his XIA gear. “How did you know?”

“Instinct. He is a self-important ass who thought he could have a woman like Jakada and any others that crossed his path. She told him that it wasn’t the case, and he is no longer allowed to participate in any fertility rituals. He thought he was pretty enough to have all he wanted.”

“Wow. He has all the attraction levels of a fashion doll.”

“Well, thanks to Jakada’s rejection, that is all he’s good for. He has magic but can no longer please any woman anywhere. For my people, it is devastating.”

The elder narrowed his eyes. “You are spilling secrets of our people, Ar-Thuat.”

“No, I was explaining a situation that you brought on yourself. Rai-Tamer and Bwen-Kai will be representing the elders at our wedding tomorrow. Do not be here, or I will let Krys and the goddesses she carries have their way with you.” Neekil looked at him.

Krys glowed and took a step forward. “Move it. You are not welcome here.”

Shadows gripped him and pulled the elder away.

Neekil looked at her. “Did you do that?”

“Nope. The property did. It doesn’t like him.”

Azreen paused, “I didn’t know it could do that.”

Vaia blinked. “Neither did I.”

Neekil looked around. “It had a lot of old powers linked to it. I am less surprised and rather impressed.”

Krys said softly, “The ladies just covered the place in protective magic. We didn’t actually need a rehearsal.”

Vaia chuckled. “Oh, yes, that was the reason. I forgot. Silly me.” She grinned. “The blessing will be a lot stronger tomorrow.”

Benko sighed. “He’s been nothing but trouble since he went after Jakada’s mother.”

Sable whispered, “Her mother? Oh, that is unforgivable.”

“Why? Her mother is an elf.”

Krys explained, “Going after a woman’s mother is telling a woman, you are attractive, but I want someone just like you with more experience. You aren’t good enough.”

Neekil shrugged. “She wasn’t from our gathering, so it wasn’t hugely noticed. Her mother left that day. Elves live a long time. Many in relationships outsource the occasional encounter.”

Krys asked, “Would you?”

“Hell no. The gods led me to Hannah. Literally. This wedding is one and done.” Neekil grinned. “I knew it when I was in her body, and I am sure now that I am at her side, and she’s at mine. The way that woman can crush a gremlin gets me all worked up.”

The folk gathered chuckled, and Krys leaned against Reynal. She looked up at him. “Well, I guess tomorrow we will see if everybody can control themselves around the dark elves.”

Neekil chuckled. “Do you want a charm to give out?”

“Nope. I have some coming.” Krys smiled. “No offense, but you are going to be pumping out pheromones when you see Hannah in her dress. She’s at her family’s tonight?”

Neekil nodded. “They insisted. She is getting her hair and nails done, but they have found someone to do her makeup. That has become trickier due to reasons.”

Reyval asked, “Where did you park the guys?”

“They are heading for Dem-rah’s. I promised to meet them, but I missed the dancing.”

Vaia smiled. “It was just practice, Neekil. Go and keep the city safe.”

Krys got a message and grinned. “Okay, refrigerated load-in is commencing. Anyone who doesn’t want to know how the sausage is made should avert their eyes.”

Azreen asked, “Can we help?”

“Sure. The trucks are coming now. Off-loading can always use extra hands. The weird thing is that most of the stuff will be eaten by this time tomorrow.” Krys smiled and walked toward the kitchen, where the trucks were using the hidden drive to pull up outside the catering kitchen.

Having Reynal, Azreen, Benko, and Neekil working meant the unpacking took minutes instead of an hour.

The goblin pastry chef arrived and grinned. “I will begin. Those special treats have to be assembled at the last minute. I will work on the others after I get the mousse set.”

“Thanks, Habbah.” Krys grinned.

“I love that you have folks who like evening weddings. So much more time than noon ones.” Habbah walked over and started getting pots on the stoves and stacks of butter on the stainless steel counter. She was a woman on a mission, and that mission needed an empty kitchen. “Out!”

Krys laughed and shooed the others out.

Neekil asked, “What treat?”

“Something for the dessert table. It’s an experiment. Don’t worry about it.” She waved it off.

There was a cackle from inside the kitchen.

Krys moved them away from the sound of the amused goblin, and they returned to the yard when the trucks with the tables arrived. Wedding prep was underway.

Neekil looked around with a grin, bowed, and headed for the shadows.

Krys sighed and looked around at the thirty round tables, eighteen oblong tables, the sweetheart table, and the cake table.

Tomorrow, all the linens would be placed and the tables set, but things were so much easier with the tables and the endless stacks of chairs set on the side. Tomorrow was soon enough to cast the solid air spell on the grass to give everyone the feeling of grass, while not sinking into the grass.

Krys chuckled as she looked at Vaia. “The best thing about this is that I just go to bed, and tomorrow, here I am.”

“And you give us room to be newlyweds in the morning. You are an excellent housemate.” Azreen chuckled.

Reynal took her hand and walked her into the great room, where the mantlepiece held court. He slid a hand into her hair and kissed her. He smiled. “Benko is making me that statue in miniature.”

She blushed. “You are going to keep it in your office?”

“Yes.”

“Are you sure?”

“Absolutely.”

She looked up at his tawny skin, the smile, and the dark expanse of his eyes. She caressed his cheek and used a grip on his neck to pull herself up to him.

The kiss was intense, and she was breathing hard when he finally lowered her to her feet.

He stroked her hair back from her forehead. “If you had an idea of what I wanted to do with you...”

She smiled, stepped back, and held her hands out, one over the other, until the upper hand gripped the lower.

He shuddered. “Yes.”

She grinned. “Keep a good thought.”

“You don’t want to wait for a wedding?”

“Reynal, I am already a representative of control and focus considering my family history.”

He grinned. “So, you would not have an issue anticipating the wedding night?”

“I think if you are going to commit to something, you should get some practice in.” She watched him lean toward her. “But not when I have to work the next day.”

He growled softly, his eyes glowing strangely for orbs so dark. “So, after tomorrow night?”

“Uh, you are going to be busy showing that dignitary around, right?”

“He can manage on his own.”

Krys chuckled. “So, then logistically, my place or the Grunwald mansion?”

“I think the mansion will do. I will run it past Vaia. She will figure out a way to distract Azreen.”

She could see the couple just behind his shoulder. Azreen lifted his wife in his arms, and Vaia gave a thumbs-up as she was carried off.

“They were behind me.”

“Yup.”

“My great uncle was grinning.”

“Yup. Of course, he was. He had his wife in his arms.”

He smiled and knelt, his wings behind him like a cloak. “Krys-Alys Bright, will you marry me?”

She blinked. “Is this because of the offer of sex? If so, I would totally do it without the proposal.”

He reached into his pocket and pulled out a box. He opened it toward her, and she stared. “Oh. My. That looks like the down payment on my house.”

He smiled. “I am good at investing. It lets me buy the important things for important people. So, is that a yes?”

She looked into his eyes and felt the same tingle she did every time their eyes met. “How long do you think I will last?”

“I think we can get a solid three hundred years with each other.”

“Well, for one of your kind, I will get what I can get and plan for what mayhem we can go through together.”

“Is that a yes?”

She inhaled and exhaled slowly before saying, “That’s a yes.”

He grinned and took the ring, sliding the enormous sapphire wrapped in gold filigree on her finger. She looked at it and felt the weight. Krys leaned in and kissed him. He got to his feet and swung her around.

He pulled away and said, “I know fun and games are off the table for tonight, but can we just cuddle?”

“Do you want to go over the spreadsheets first?”

He grabbed her with an arm around the waist and held her against him. “Ah, Krys, you know what I like.”

He chuckled and held her against him as he walked up to the second floor and down the hall to the end, where her bedroom was located. She opened her laptop, showed him the spreadsheet, and that she was under budget. He hauled her toward the bed, eased off her exercise clothing, and then used his mouth on her from lips to knees to demonstrate his appreciation for a well-executed budget.

If this was cuddling, she was looking forward to foreplay.
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Krys checked into the bridal suite and saw the ladies ready for their walk down the aisle. Isocar and Imara were in silver dresses with black and red trim. Hannah was spectacular in white satin that hugged her torso, had a slit up her left thigh, and set off her dark skin and red hair. Her hair was half up and half down, cascading over her shoulder. Sapphires and rubies were in her necklace and earrings. Hannah’s mother put the matching headpiece in place. Mrs. Lee smiled. “No veils. He could see through it anyway.”

Krys smiled. “Is everybody ready?”

Hannah turned and smiled. “I think so. Holy shit! Did Reynal propose?”

Krys looked at the ring that wouldn’t come off. “It’s either that or he is weighing me down.”

There was a bright squeal, and Hannah lunged forward to hug her. She laughed and hugged the bride back.

Imara smiled. “Seems there is a rush to matrimony. I will have to keep a charm of disinterest on Argus.”

Krys snorted. “Good luck with that. I think the guys were just having a problem finding a neutral venue. The mansion fits the bill.”

Hannah leaned back and nodded. “I think you have a point. Neekil wants to try for a kid, and that is contingent upon this human ritual.”

Mrs. Lee grinned.

Krys leaned back. “I think that has more to do with that other ritual you two engage in.”

Hannah laughed.

Dia smiled. “Right. Now, I am going to get set up, and then I will be down there when you make the final dash to prison... I mean freedom. Videographer is in place. My second shooter has been doing the guys.”

Isocar chuckled.

Dia sighed. “I didn’t mean it like that.”

Imara snorted. “And yet, we are laughing anyway.”

Hannah smiled.

Dia got her bag and left, grinning and shaking her head.

Krys nodded. “We will give her two minutes, and then I will come up, and it will be show time. Have some fruit with honey, and hang tight.”

Krys left and moved swiftly down the stairs. Everyone was in place, the dark elf elder was standing under the vine arch, and Neekil was waiting with Emmers and Kairek standing next to him.

Iris and Amy were seated on the groom’s side of the space.

Azreen and Vaia were on the bride’s side, and with everyone seated, Krys said, “We are about to begin.”

Excitement ran through everyone seated as the sunset painted the sky pink.

Krys headed up the steps, and she took Mrs. Lee down the steps a few steps ahead of the bridal party. Krys murmured into her headset as Hannah’s mother was escorted to her seat by Emmers.

Krys walked to the mansion and nodded to the dark elf harpist. He began a cascade that the bridesmaids walked down the aisle to, and then Hannah took her triumphant walk to a complex and stirring harp composition that energized the entire assembled group.

Krys checked the cameras in the kitchen, and everything was ready for cocktail hour.

The ceremony began, and the elder made a few jokes about there being far too many clothes for a dark elf union.

Neekil’s parents and his brothers’ fathers all laughed, as did the other fifty dark elves on his side.

When the time for the vows was to be spoken, Neekil spoke eloquently in his native dialect while the dark elves teared up. There was silence for a moment, and a woman on the bride’s side said, “In every imagining of his life, he had never crafted the image of a woman whose heart and soul were fire, whose body was sculpted just for him, and who carries heavy weapons to every occasion. My heart, my soul, my dream, my wife.”

Hannah was smiling and tearing up, but she shifted her bouquet and hoisted a hammer skyward. Lightning crackled.

Everyone laughed.

Hannah smiled. “Well, my tongue is not as talented as yours. We have discussed it at length, so I will just say that from the moment Imara pulled your soul out of my body and you tried to flirt with me in disembodied form, I knew I was in trouble. When we got you out of me, I couldn’t wait to live on my own, but breathing was hollow, and my joy rang like tin. So, today, I pledge myself to you... again... so that I
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