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    To all our many devoted and loyal fans: 


We write and publish these stories only for you.


(Be sure to get your bonuses at the end of the book...)


- - - -



From the editor: This book is part of a continuing series, and has subtle references to earlier material. "Book Universes Notes" have been included in the back just to help you with  a character list, referenced books, and point out some easter eggs...
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SUNSET FOUND ME TRYING to understand why the small herd I was caring for was nervous and bawling.

It wasn't long before I saw what they were looking up at. Or rather, who.

Three human-sized females, each with broad wings, were circling the herd, as if looking for their evening meal.

As I saw them, they spied me – and started dropping from the sky right toward the spot I stood on.

Since I couldn't outrun them, I just stood there so see if I was going to die in the next few moments.

But no, they landed softly a few yards away and folded their wings to run toward me –with smiles on their faces.

The next moment I was being smothered in tiny kisses and nearly suffocated with strong hugs.

“Daddy!” “Pa!” “Father!” were all I heard.

How I managed to somehow sire three full-grown goddesses was the first question that came to mind.

The second was how I was going to explain them to my fiancé...  
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THREE BUXOM WOMEN WITH wings dropping out of the sky isn't usual.

That they each claimed I was their father was also odd.

After I got out of their loving embrace to look each of them over, I realized that they were going to have to get some clothes.

Technically, their short harpy feathers clothed them in what normally looked like a dance leotard from any distance. Close up and you could see the details all too clearly. These were a blond, a redhead, and a dusky brunette – all too used to going around au natural.

Harpies have that going for them through history.

I did notice that each of them had a small gold-streaked green pendant on a choker around their neck.

Which meant – they were somehow connected to the Ghost Hunters. It also meant that Harpy herself was involved in this.

One of them took my walking stick out of my hand and went ahead on the path toward my tiny-home cabins. This was so the other two could keep their loving and affectionate arms around me as we walked.

They'd each tucked their wings behind them, making them basically disappear into their own athletically-built backs. So I could put my arms around each of their shoulders while they encircled my waist with their own arms. This also gave me good view of how well developed each of them were. For goddesses, I mean.

Yes, Harpies were each goddesses. It's been this way all through history.

The more immediate history I wanted to know is why they claimed me to be their father and how that could ever happen.

For now, we just walked in the relaxed quiet toward my small cabins. A gorgeous head laying on each of my shoulders by doting teenaged females, with the third regularly turning her head to get a glimpse at me and her two sisters. Smiles on everyone's lips.

They were quiet, for now. And the peaceful sounds of twilight moved in around us. The scents of fall pasture and nearby woods eased into my nose while the temperature slowly dropped, following the now-disappeared sun.

I concentrated on following the path and ensuring that the two young and barefoot women didn't accidentally step on wild rose or honey-locust thorn sprouts. Not that I had to worry, though, harpy skin was tougher than rhino hide. Still, my experiences with caring for humans, especially nude female humans, made me cautious and careful.
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ONCE WE REACHED THE cabins, I had them wait outside my writer's cabin while I got them each one of my long-sleeved plaid flannel shirts and a pair shorts or cut-offs from the small selection I somehow had on hand.

Those were for my benefit – so I could concentrate on what these girls were saying.

We then went into the center cabin, to sit around its longish table in order to make introductions.

Stiletto was the blond. Scalpel was the redhead, with Katana the dark one.

“OK, now who wants to tell me how you call me your dad?”

After a few false starts of talking over each other, finally Stiletto won out. “Because you are.”

I only raised an eyebrow, and waited.

Scalpel added, “Mother brought us up on her own – and as soon as we could escape, we went to find you.”

Katana was smiling again. “Because we've read most of your books and wanted to meet you in person – to see if all that was true.”

Stiletto jumped in. “Especially the frisky bits.”

Scalpel turned to her. “Some of us have more attention on that area then us others.”

Stiletto only blushed, briefly.

Katana added. “Not that we won't all be feeling that urge soon enough, and that's why we needed to see you now. Sorry if we agitated your cattle.”

Then I twigged on the Harpy connection. “Wait – you're talking about that 'seven-year itch' that your kind have.”

All three nodded.

“So, girls, that means your close to fourteen now.”

Scalpel smiled. “And so we had to come visit you before that happens.”

Stiletto added, “So you don't have to worry about us, er, uh...”

Katana finished, “...giving you some situation that you'd later regret.”

I smiled at their consideration. “Of course, this gives me lots of questions meanwhile...”

The girls started peppering me:

“Like how we grew up so fast?”

“Like who our mother is – but you've probably guessed.”

“And how you don't know about us...”

The earth shook at that point, which meant only a certain visitor had arrived.

Gaia opened the outer door and stepped in. At least she was dressed in her chambray shirt, tight blue jeans, and blue-patterned cowboy boots – with her dark hair waving down past her shoulders and a smile on her face. She sometimes appeared only in one of her gossamer gowns, so I was relieved at not having to clothe another goddess today – for my own self-preservation.

Gaia grinned at me. “Hiya, John. I see you've met my daughters.”

Yes, that threw me for a loop. “Wait – your daughters? I assumed they were....”

“Harpy's? Yes, you'd be right. Physically, she is their mother and you are their father.”

My three daughters beamed at this, and leaned closer. Fortunately, they all sat on the opposite side of that table, which saved me.

Gaia's smile turned into a grin, and she sat down next to me, putting her hand over mine on the table. “John, it's a long story – so I sent ahead for take-out. Besides, these girls are hungry after all that flying.”

At that, the door at the opposite end of that cabin opened up and in walked Harpy herself – with a wide platter heaped with cheese burgers, fries, and shakes.

- - - -
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“HAMI SENDS HER LOVE, John.” Harpy set the platter down on the table and scooted it into the center.

The three famished girls dug in, which solved the problem of getting the explanations I needed.

Harpy sat down on the other side of me and took my other hand, looking seriously into my eyes. “John, I need to apologize – or that's what I understand is the human custom. Anyway, it was my fault, mostly.”

I waited. Gaia just kept smiling.

“Remember that time where you helped me out of that 'seven-year itch' as you call it?”

Yes, I remembered. Quite a night. “But nothing happened between us as far as I recall...”

Harpy gave a wry smile at this. “That you recall. And no, I didn't spell you to sleep. We were cuddled up, each in a set of long-handled PJ's – at your request. But that didn't mean I couldn't – ahem – 'borrow' some of your 'seed'.”

I rolled my eyes at this, and smiled. “So we didn't, we never...”

“No, John, you were a perfect gentleman all night. And I was the one who 'fell from grace' and disregarded your fine example.”

My face flushed a bit at this.

The three daughters were beaming around their full mouths as they kept putting cheeseburgers and fries away, in between washing them down with milk shakes.

“So will you forgive me, John? I am truly sorry if this overstepped some bounds you have.”

I shook my head. Because I knew that Harpy's bounds were nowhere near mine. “Yes, Harpy, we're good. And actually, it looks like your little 'borrowing' turned out pretty well.”

And this also made the three girls beam at the compliment – but didn't slow down their eating more than a pause.

“Aren't
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